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***WARNING! GROSS SEX AHEAD!***
******
Robert Grier stretched out on the bed of his motel room for the day. It was a long drive from the south of Florida back home to Ohio, but when the bosses needed you to go to the new plant and get their production straightened out, well, needs must.
He was making good time with the road trip, but what he really needed was just a day to not be in the seat of his Subaru. When the vacancy sign of the only motel in the tiny Tennessee town of Jonestown caught his eye, he decided this place was as good as any to take a breather.
The small television in his room had been bought by the motel in 1997, and the cable channels available left much to be desired. He'd eaten at the café down the street for lunch, and after that had finished he'd experienced everything the miniscule town had to offer until the three bars opened up. That wouldn't happen for another four hours.
Robert turned his phone over in his hand, debating with himself. He had an app on his phone to put out a call for a hook-up, but the town was so small he didn't know if he'd get any replies on a Wednesday afternoon.
'Maybe I'll put out something I always wanted to try,' he thought. Back in Ohio, and while he spent the two weeks in Florida, he'd had moderate success with the app, but it had always been very vanilla encounters. Not much of a chance to indulge any of his kinks, especially the big one.
Robert's big secret, his greatest kink, was that he loved the way women smelled. From the bottoms of their feet to the tops of their heads, he loved both the good smelling and not so good smelling parts equally. Perhaps this was a chance to indulge himself. The odds of finding a partner were already so low, he decided to just ask for what he really wanted.
Decision made, he loaded up the app and put up a new posting. 'Single man wants to eat a dirty pussy. Must have showered at least one entire day ago or longer.' He loaded a picture of his torso to accompany the posting. While he didn't work out religiously, he was shaped like a man should be shaped, perhaps not as defined as he'd like but not heavy either. Robert's thumb hovered nervously over the 'Post Ad' button for nearly an entire minute, before he pressed it.
There was nothing for him to do but wait after that, so he turned the TV on and tried to watch ESPN.
******
Tammy carefully wedged the half empty beer can between her fat thighs, and powered up her phone. It finally had enough charge to boot up.
She loved her annual camping trip with Nelly, but the rule was no phones over the three day trip to the lake, and her battery had gone dead during the non-use.
Both Tammy and Nelly were terrified of the water, but the lake was the best thing to keep the beer cold without ice, so that's where they went.
After three entire days of camping in the heat without even getting in the lake once, however, both of the nearly elderly women were ripe enough to peel paint.
"We been doin' this how long now, Tam?" Nelly asked from the driver's seat of the worn down pick-up, her own beer can between her equally fat thighs.
"Must be, what, thirty years now?" Tammy wasn't really paying attention to her best friend, however, absorbed into her phone as she loaded up her favorite hookup app. It had been years since she had gotten laid, despite near daily searching through multiple dating and hookup apps.
"Thirty fuckin' years... An' not one time did one of us say 'you know what we should bring this time? A air fresher!' Smells like shit in here. I'mma crack the fuckin' window."
"Do that, and you let the little bit of cold air we got out. 'Sides, you see all them bug splatters on the windshield? You want that shit in your truck?"
Nelly grumbled, but didn't crack the window. The air conditioner in her truck hardly worked, but it was still better than the scorching heat outside.
"Oh god, listen to this fool," Tammy cackled, 'Single man wants to eat dirty pussy.'"
Nelly took a long swig of her beer before frowning over the steering wheel. "The fuck's a 'dirty' pussy?"
"I'unno. Lemme see. Oh! 'Must have showered at least one entire day ago or longer.'"
Nelly started laughing riotously. "All the 'dirty pussy' in the world, right here."
Tammy laughed too, before her half-drunken mind connected the dots. "You know how long it's been since I got my pussy good and ate? Wouldn't be surprised if it's more'n ten years."
Nelly darkly muttered, "I ain't never even had my pussy ate."
Tammy stared at the short haired, slightly graying woman as her thoughts gelled. She waved her phone in the air between them, "This here is an act of God, Nelly old girl."
"How you figger?"
"This fella, right here, he wants to eat him some pussy. Somethin' I been wantin' for years, and somethin' you ain't never had. An' all he wants is us just like we is, right now!"
She looked closer at the ad. "Girl, he's in Jonestown! That's ten minutes out of our way! God his-self has put this man in front of us. Alls we gots to do is reach out and take him!"
"I dunno, Tam. Sounds kinda freaky."
"Nelly, this here is a sure thing! We don't even gotta put on makeup, or nothin'! Alls we gots do is drive to Jonestown. An' let's face facts, we can't afford to be picky. If lettin' some pervert git his-self off by sniffin' my stink is what it takes to git me some dick, then he's gonna git all the stink he wants. I'mma git a chat goin' with this guy."
Tammy tongued the gap in her smile, the two missing teeth lost in a barfight twenty years ago, and carefully pressed the dictation button, in no mood to try and fight with the auto correct. "How about two dirty pussies, sexy?" She turned a lecherous grin through her unwashed, thick and greasy blond hair at her best friend, which was hesitantly returned.
Nelly drank the rest of her beer in one long draw, threw the empty can behind her seat, and fished out a fresh one from the cooler between the two women. She was going to need some liquid courage for this.
******
Robert was trying to get into the NASCAR race showing on the ancient television, but it wasn't really his cup of tea. There was only so that much driving in circles could hold his attention. The noise of his phone beeping with a new notification came as a much needed distraction.
*How about two dirty pussies sexy*
Robert blinked in disbelief. No way was that for real, there had to be a scam attached... somewhere. He fought with himself for long, agonizing minutes, before finally deciding to feel the situation out.
-Sounds too good to be true. What's the catch?-
*Catch is we ain't exactly young or models but we juss got done with a three day campin trip with no showerin or bath neither all the dirty pussy you want*
Robert blinked at the response. Three days? In this heat? Those were going to be two very ripe women. While he was deciding just how to respond, he got another message.
*Nother catch is we want some fuckin too*
Robert nodded to himself. It seemed on the level. He wasn't going to have to talk them into anything at all. But if they were going to be adding conditions, then he felt justified in adding one of his own.
-Sounds great! But I want some time to just smell you two before we do anything more. Naked smelling.-
*You gotcher self a deal we about twenty minutes away where you at*
-Econolodge. Room 8A.-
*See you soon hope you really like woman stank cause we bringin it*
Robert's heart started to race. He was finally going to get to indulge himself in his fantasy. He quickly checked that he had condoms, finding four. That being taken care of, he locked his wallet, keys, and work documents in his travel safe, keeping his phone out and available for possibly needed further direction. Trusting strangers for sex and trusting them not to steal from him were two very different things for Robert.
******
Robert was expecting a knock on the door. What Robert got was two drunk old women just barging into his motel room.
He took them in while they shut the door and got situated. 'Not exactly young or models' was something of an understatement. Both of the stumbling women were at least a hundred and fifty pounds overweight, and looked to be in the mid to upper fifties as far as age went. One had unflattering, really short black hair streaked with silver and jowls that were more suited to a bull dog than a human. The other had longer, thick blonde hair matted with grime and was missing two teeth on the left side of her mouth.
Neither of the two carried their weight well, they seemed to store their fat everywhere except for their asses and tits. Both of them wore clothing with sweat stains, and now that he looked closer, both were still sweating profusely.
On the other hand, he could smell their strong, womanly body odor the second they had barged in. 'Beggars can't be choosers,' Robert thought. To get not one, but two women to let him revel in their odor, well, it wasn't like he was expecting to get a twenty year old model to agree to it.
"Well alright!" the blonde one exclaimed. "I'm Tammy, this here's Nelly," she gestured at her partner as the other woman set down a white and blue cooler, the metallic clanging of the contents sounding from inside. "Let's git this party started!"
"I-I'm Robert," Robert stammered, a little overwhelmed as Tammy immediately pulled her damp t-shirt over her head, revealing no bra, small tits testing on top of identically shaped rolls of fat, and a large belly marred by dark purple stretch marks. She toed off her boots and pulled her jeans and panties down at the same time, the cotton gusset of her off-white panties stained a suspicious faded-yellow.
Nelly was a little more hesitant, nervously unlatching the straps holding her overalls up and letting them drop, before pulling her own t-shirt off. Nelly wore neither bra nor panties. Her own tits were larger than her friend's, but that just let the deflated balloons of her breasts hang lower. She, too, suffered from a protruding, drooping stomach and equally dark stretch marks.
Neither woman had had a reason to shave anything for longer than presidents had jobs, and Robert was a little taken aback at the thick armpit and leg hair on display. On the positive side, the density of their body hair mostly concealed the varicose veins spidering their legs.
"You gittin' nekkid there, Hun, or do we git to unwrap you ourselves?" Tammy asked with a lewd grin, completely at ease with her total nudity.
"Uh... Ladies' choice?" Robert had very little idea on how to proceed now that they were actually there.
"Hoo-ey! Lemme atcha, sexy!" Tammy marched right over to Robert, her swells of weight wobbling wildly, and started tugging his shirt out of his pants.
Every tug of her fat, sweaty arms as she worked his shirt upwards shot a breeze of her strong body odor from underneath her arms. Robert was almost overwhelmed by the raw stench, carrying a mostly onion-like smell to his nostrils.
His shirt was half off when Nelly found her bravery, and knelt to work on his belt. This close up, Robert could see the sheen of reflected light off of the greasy skin of the two naked old women.
"Jee-sus, Tam!" Nelly exclaimed, struggling back to her feet. She continued working on her task again from a standing position. "Your cooter fuckin' reeks! Remind me not to git on my knees by you again, will ya?"
"Course it does, idiot!" Tammy responded, finally getting Robert's shirt off. "That's what Bobby here wants, don'tcha?"
Robert felt himself blushing. Hearing his perversion mentioned out loud like that was a little embarrassing. Being called 'Bobby' seemed like such a small thing by comparison.
"Juss one thing a'fore we start, Bobby." Tammy stepped into Robert's personal space, and ran her drooling tongue from the bottom of his neck, over his chin and closed mouth, and up the side of his nose and corner of his closed eye, leaving behind a sour smelling trail of drool that stank of cheap beer. "You gonna taste too nasty for me to do that in a hot minute, here."
Tammy put both of her arms behind her grease-matted head, revealing the dense bushes of blonde hair that were nestled in her underarms. "Go 'head now, Bobby. Git you a good whiff," she encouraged.
Robert leaned in, and lost his balance slightly as Nelly had finally gotten his pants down. He planted face first in the wet armpit hair of the blonde woman, and almost regretted starting this encounter.
Tammy's armpit was so wet, the hair therein spread across the majority of his face, and was so smelly that for a moment Robert had to fight down a wretch. This was what he wanted to try, he reasoned to himself, but perhaps not quite on this level.
He gave a small sniff, and was inundated with Tammy's body odor. As much as his brain was fighting with itself over her stench, his cock had no such problems. The pheromone laden scent immediately caused his little guy to engorge, obtaining full mast in seconds and straining against his boxer shorts.
"Damn, Tammy, look at this!" Nelly grasped Robert's cock through his boxers tightly, causing him to moan into the sweaty flesh of Tammy's armpit. "He really does like the stank!"
Tammy cackled and fisted the back of her conquest's hair, shoving him tightly against her odorous body as she inspected the tube clutched in Nelly's chubby fist. "Now that's a fine dick you got there, Bobby. Mighty fine!"
Nelly couldn't control herself any longer, and quickly pulled Robert's boxers down to his ankles while holding her breath, revealing his six inch circumcised penis and groomed pubic hair. "That is a good one!" Nelly longed to suck that cock into her greedy mouth, but didn't dare get at crotch level again while her friend's disgusting cunt was still so close.
Gathering her courage, she raised her own arm behind her head, and pulled Robert's face away from Tammy's stink and into her own smelly pit. "Got more woman to smell there, boy. Best git to sniffin."
Robert inhaled deeply, having adjusted to the intensity of their odor while buried in Tammy. Nelly's smell was just as strong as Tammy's, but slightly different. He was surprised when he started to taste body odor on his tongue and he hadn't even opened his mouth yet.
He pulled back, and kicked his pants and underwear from his ankles, before backing up to the bed and shimmying himself up and into place in the middle. The actions of the twosome so far had proven to him that he needn't be ashamed of what he really wanted, they were there to deliver. "You know what I'd like right now? One on each side."
The friends only needed to glance at each other to know what the other was thinking. The man laid out before them, so much more attractive than they would ever dream of being able to fuck despite only maybe rating as a seven, could ask for anything he wanted and would be indulged.
Simultaneously Tammy and Nelly crawled up on either side of Robert, each raising an arm and pressing their wet, hairy pits to the sides of his face, combining their sense assault.
Tammy slung her furry leg over Robert, rubbing her chubby calve up and down the skin of his thigh roughly. Nelly, however, was entranced by the man-meat standing at attention just out of reach of her hand. Her own leg came up to make contact with it, needing to touch it in anyway she could. She stopped just short of touching it, however. If there was even the smallest chance of getting that candy in her mouth, she didn't want it to be marred by the condition of her skin, grimy as it was.
Robert was lost in the swampy space between the two overly ripe women. It wasn't only that their bushy pits were pressed against his face, but the fact that they were pressing every bit of their flabby, sweaty skin they could against him. His eyes started to water, but the more he adjusted to just how bad they stank the more he was turned on.
Tammy looked over at her best friend, impatient to get some sexual contact. It had been too long! "Hey Nelly. You want heads or tails?" she motioned with a head nod to Robert's erect phallus as she said the word 'tails' so that the other woman would know just what she meant.
There wasn't even a debate for which Nelly preferred. She'd been salivating over that gorgeous cock since she'd first seen it. She grinned at her friend briefly before returning to stare wantonly at the object of her lust. "I call tails!"
"Best git to it, then," Tammy advised her, "Cause you don't wanna be up here when I mount this boy's face." Robert looked alarmingly at Tammy, but both women ignored him as they sat up and moved into position.
Nelly laid her enormous belly over Robert's legs, trapping his limbs beneath her bulk as she brought her face to Robert's cock. Her wet tongue muscle gave a testing lick from between his balls to the top of the his crown. This was the best tasting dick she'd ever had the pleasure of sucking, perfectly clean with the added bonus of trimmed down pubic hair. Tammy was right. This really was an act of God. There was no other explanation as to how she was getting dick of this quality. She inhaled his hardness right to the root, greedily slobbering all over it with her tongue and sucking with all of her might.
Robert had a moment to be shocked at the voracious blowjob he was receiving, before being distracted by Tammy swinging a wobbly, cellulite-laden thigh over his head to straddle his face.
The bushy valleys of Tammy's armpits didn't hold a candle to the dense forest of her cunt, the curly pubic hair forming a blond haired shield of matted matter that would have to be pushed through, rather than simply parted.
That wasn't the first thing Robert noticed, however. From the moment the blonde's thick thighs spread, her personal cunt stench of three days without washing coupled with undertones of stale sweat and dried urine wafted free to assault the man with an almost physical impact.
Tammy lifted her drooping belly up and out of the way, to get the maximum contact of her pussy with his face, and gave Robert's wide, watering eyes a horny smile. "Toldja we was bringin' the stank!" she hooted, "I been lookin' forward to this, so you git in there real good, hear me?" With those final words, she lowered herself down to push the poor man's face directly into her stinkpot and dropped her stomach, entrapping his head in the middle of the five fat walls of her hanging thighs, drooping ass cheeks, and belly apron.
In a matter of moments, without fresh air as a contrast to the disgusting stench of her marshy pussy, the smell became almost bearable. Tammy became impatient quickly, and ground her hips down, smearing Robert's face with skin grease, old sweat, and both freshly squeezed and pre-packaged pussy juice. "Git to lickin', boy!" she yelled.
Robert tentatively dug his tongue through the plump, fat folds of her cunt to reach her clit, and his entire body lurched as he tried to hold in his gag. Gamely, he began to lick the protruding nub of flesh and nerve endings, the horrendous taste of the old woman's pussy not getting any better, but rather Robert just gradually becoming accustomed to it.
"Oh yeah! That's the good shit, right there. Mmmm, I know you was wantin' some stank pussy, well you gonna git all the stank pussy you want right here, Bobby." Tammy couldn't help but to move her hips back and forth, wedging the man underneath her even further into her dirty hole.



Nelly wasn't idle while this was going on. As much as Robert seemed to like the nasty smell of Tammy's pussy, Nelly wasn't so inclined. She wanted to keep on sucking the near perfect cock on this man, to taste his cum, but she needed to move to a higher elevation and get some distance from her friend's nethers.
Nelly rolled herself off of the currently helpless man, and went and got herself a beer from the cooler. With a beer under her nose, she thought, she could stand the smell. She grabbed a second beer as an afterthought for Tammy.
"Hey Tam," Nelly offered, holding out an unopened can to her friend. Tammy needed a moment to crawl her awareness back to the outside world, lost in the almost forgotten sensation of a tongue in her most private area.
She accepted the can, cracking it open and taking a long swill. "Fuck, gittin' my cunt ate and drinkin' beer at the same time. I ain't had a day this good in a dog's age!"
Nelly straddled Robert's hips, making sure to face away from her friend, almost regretting what she was about to do to the beautiful phallus between her legs. There would be no more sucking of his cock after this.
She pointed his dick up at her nasty cunt, and settled all the way down on it in one stroke, her gushing, slick pussy easily lubricating the thick intruder for the entire trip inside. She rested on him with her full weight, getting used to being stretched out, and began to open her own beer.
From underneath the two drinking women, Robert began to panic. He inhaled sharply when the near virginal, unused pussy of Nelly squeezed his entire length into it, and his body lurched again with a held back dry heave as he took in a lungful of Tammy's heavy cunt miasma without any mental preparation.
He didn't have a chance to put on a condom! He pressed his hands into the sagging ass cheeks of his face prison, and tried to push the blonde woman off, and at the same time tried to buck her friend off of his uncovered dick. Neither action had a modicum of success, they were just too slippery and heavy.
Nelly felt the thrust of Robert, and completely misinterpreted it. "Juss you wait, Bobby," she said as she finished opening her can and chugged half of it in one go. "The fuckin's gonna start real quick."
"I know!" Tammy agreed, "Soon as you got him inside, he went nuts down under there. All grabbin' on my ass and gettin' as much cooter as he could!" Tammy couldn't stop herself from grinding her nasty pussy hard against Robert's poor trapped face, nearing the first of what would hopefully many orgasms.
Nelly didn't have the leg strength to bounce her considerable girth up and down his cock, so she settled for grinding herself around on it. The state of her unwashed flesh let her slide back and forth as if she were lubricated with actual oil rather than simply the buildup of her own body secretions. Like Tammy, it had been far too long since Nelly had gotten a good fucking, and she was quickly approaching her own orgasm.
Robert abandoned trying to push the fat, greasy woman off of his face, and turned his attention to pushing against Nelly's ass as she ground her full weight down against his pelvis, churning her squelching pussy with his unprotected cock. Tammy didn't even notice that he'd stopped licking, simply using the contours of his face against her sopping cunt to get herself off.
Nelly felt the beautiful (to her lowered expectations) man sink his hands into her ass, and reached back to press his hands into the soft flesh of her bottom even further. She increased the pace of her grinding, involuntarily squeezing his smooth intruder with all the might of her long-neglected pussy.
Tammy felt her orgasm approaching, and with the hand not holding the now nearly empty beer can reached underneath her vast belly apron to fist Robert's hair, pulling him tightly against the nastiness of her hairy snatch. "Oh God, git in there, boy! Momma's about to Cuuuummmmm!"
Tammy's orgasm was less than spectacular for poor Robert. When Tammy pulled his hair to get his head in tight, he lost the little air he'd been able to intake, and opened his mouth to try and breathe. Once that happened, he found himself unable to close it again, as the sheer weight of the old woman roughly riding his face casually overpowered all the strength in his jaw.
It was as if Tammy had been storing her cum for all the years she'd gone without sex, and it had been slowly fermenting in the furthest reaches of her cavern. Tammy came with a whoop that Robert barely heard through the insulation of her chub, and the thick, sour ejaculate oozed out of her smelly cunt to pour directly into Robert's helpless mouth.
Her vaginal sludge almost needed to be chewed, it was so thick. It clumped in Robert's open mouth more than it pooled, and as his mouth filled Robert realized that if he didn't try to swallow it, it was likely that her cum would start coming out of his nose. He steeled himself, and swallowed.
The thickness of her discharge required multiple swallows to work it down, and he immediately felt queasy much like at the end of a bar night if he'd overindulged himself.
Tammy let out a long exhale as she came down, and slowly stilled her movement. She looked over her shoulder at Nelly still humping away on Robert's dick. Tammy frowned slightly, she was ready to trade places, but her friend wasn't. "You close old girl? I'm ready to swap, here."
"Nnnnngh, couple more minutes. Just a couple... uhhh... more."
Tammy finished her beer, and frowned more. She had to piss like a racehorse, she'd drank entirety too much, but she didn't want to get off of the man either. She noticed that his mouth was still open against her oozing pussy, like he was waiting for something, and she had a naughty thought. Bobby liked it nasty, right? Just a little at a time would probably be okay. As long as she took care not to flood him, he'd probably even thank her for it. Decision made, she spread her thighs a little and let a short stream of urine out into the waiting receptacle below.
Robert was trapped, his mouth still locked open under the weight of the fat old hillbilly, and though she had finally stopped dumping the sludge that was her cum into his mouth, escaping moisture from her horny cunt still dripped down to splatter on the back of his throat, irritating the flesh there. He felt her shift slightly, and was hoping she was finally getting off of him so he could get some fresh air. Breathing through his nose, he could barely draw in a breath around the wet skin of Tammy's fuck-hole. Had she not been so hairy, she might have made an airtight seal, and then he'd have been in actual danger.
Then he felt a short, hot stream squirt into his mouth. The taste in his mouth of really stale pussy and old woman cum was quickly replaced by hot, watered down, skunky beer. While he tried to wrap his mind around what was actually happening, a second short stream joined the first. Then a third.
'She's pissing in my mouth!' Robert screamed inside of his head in realization. Then he wondered why he was even surprised, as the gross woman seemed like the type to do that. A fourth short stream joined the growing pool in his mouth, and he was running out of room in there, yet again. Nelly had his hands and legs trapped, there was nothing he could do. Hesitantly, he swallowed.
The hot beer-tasting piss of the drunk woman pinning him down turned out to be preferable to the tastes he already had in mouth, and it washed down the remnants of her sour cum and vaginal lubrication.
When Robert posted his ad, looking just to indulge himself in a woman's bodily odors, he had no intention of becoming a human toilet, yet here he was, greedily gulping down Tammy's hot urine just to get a better taste in his mouth than what was already there.
It seemed like she had a bladder the size of milk jug to Robert, with how much she slowly emptied into him, one squirt at a time. But once she was finished, Robert's attention turned to the lower half of his body, and discovered he was alarmingly close to orgasm.
Robert's higher brain was fighting itself, torn between disgust and arousal. His subconscious, however, was another story. Robert's ID loved the grossness of it all, the awful smells and tastes, and having to drink Tammy's piss made him so turned on that he started to empty his balls into Nelly's gyrating pelvis, in the strongest, most shameful orgasm he'd ever experienced.
Nelly was so close, humping against Robert's slim body as fast as she could get her bulk to move, but her orgasm was just out of reach. She pulled on her nipple with her free hand, distending her flat breast away from her sweaty body and got a little closer, but it was still not coming. Then she felt Robert's cock explode into the untouched recesses of her cunt, and his hot seed finally let her crest the ridge and fall into her own epic orgasm. She screamed wordlessly and clenched her pussy around his dick, her own copious discharge washing out Robert's cum from her snatch with a tidal wave of vaginal ooze.
Nelly looked over her shoulder meeting Tammy's eyes as she did the same. The dark-haired woman's flushed, sweaty face turned a giddy, post-coital grin at her friend, and in unison they dismounted the man.
Robert curled in on himself, unable to process everything that had just happened. He warred inside of his head while the two women took in his current state.
"Jee-sus is he a mess now," Nelly commented to her friend quietly.
"Sure is, but the boy likes it. Juss like he wanted. You ready for round two?"
Nelly thought slowly, her drunken mind trying to make a decision. "In a minute. Gotta hit the head."
Tammy looked at the man, as an idea slowly took shape. He'd need to be hosed off first, but... "Juss git on his face and go in his mouth. Boy likes it, when I did it, it made him fuckin' cum!"
"You sure?" Nelly looked dubious about the idea.
"Sure as shit. Juss gotta let a little out at a time so's he can swaller. I'mma git my purse right quick, do me a favor when I git back, and cover up his ears with them thick-ass thighs. Got an idea I wanna run by ya."
Tammy quickly pulled her jeans and t-shirt on while Nelly rolled the insensitate man over on to his back and mounted his face. "Open up, boy, got some more woman juice for ya."
Robert looked up to see the greying dark hair of Nelly's cunt, their mixed cum clinging to it in spots, and involuntarily opened his mouth in horror, just in time for the new cunt to press down on his face.
Nelly let out a long stream of piss, unable to hold back and also unable to stop the flow as Tammy had. Robert swallowed as fast as he could, but it was coming in faster than it was going down. Some escaped around his mouth, running down the sides of his face, and some was pushed the wrong way out through his nose.
Nelly had just finished emptying her bladder when Tammy let herself back into the room, purse in hand. "Hey old girl," she whispered, "make sure he can't hear?"
Nelly reached down, and grabbed the piss slick sides of Robert's face, pulling him up tight against her still dripping cunt and closed her thighs around his head, blocking all sound. "Kay, what you got, Tam?" She absentmindedly wiped her hands off on the pillow underneath Robert's trapped head before grabbing handfuls of his hair to keep him in place.
"You still got Beuford's old cage?"
Nelly frowned, wondering what Tammy needed to know that for. "Sure do. Still miss that dog," she muttered. The sensation of a tongue starting to lick her pussy for the first time almost completely distracted her from her friend. "What... Oh mah GOD!... what you want that ol' thing for?"
"Look here, this man is prime beef, and we ain't never gonna see his like again. I say we keep him."
Nelly turned shocked eyes to the blonde, but started to grind her pussy against the questing tongue almost against her will. Is you crazy?!" she whispered harshly.
"No I ain't. Imagine this, y'all wake up, all horny and shit, and right at your bedside is this boy here, in Beuford's old cage, juss waitin' for ya. Hell, you ain't even gotta shower or piss first, Bobby here likes all that shit."
Nelky started to hump Robert's trapped face harder, turned on at the thought of having this man any day she wanted. "How you figger we do this?"
Tammy dug in her purse, coming out with a bottle of Ambien. "Two a' these, and our boy here will be out long enough to git him home an' then some. But I'mma be movin' in with you, unnerstand?"
Under normal circumstances, Nelly would have never entertained the idea, but drunk and close to orgasm from her first ever box-eating, she couldn't help but to agree. "I guess... but how you gonna git him to swaller them pills?"
"Drop 'em in his mouth and piss, I figger," Tammy shrugged, "This mean you in?"
Nelly came hard at the thought of owning this beautiful man like a pet dog, her thick slime pouring into Robert's helpless awaiting mouth. But if she was going to have to wash down his pills... "Bess... best git me another beer then," she stuttered through her orgasm.
Tammy grinned a devious smile, now they were going to have dick on tap! No more trying to get laid for years on end before getting a man into bed, every single fucking day was going to be better than Christmas from here on out.
Tammy handed one of the dwindling number of beer cans to her friend, before opening her own. She looked intently at Robert's cock, but he was still limp, and there was no way she was stroking that mess with her bare hand. Shrugging to herself, she set the cooler on the bed against the wall before mounting the man's pelvis and slowly rubbing her slick cunt lips over it, trying to bring it back to life.
Robert had no idea of the nefarious plan being hatched right around him. He was desperately trying to get Nelly to cum, so she'd let him go. Her pussy was just as gross as Tammy's, but the taste was drastically different. He'd never gone down on a woman who actually smelled and tasted spicy before, and his tongue was starting to get a low level burn going. Her immense hairy, greasy thighs locked his head in an elevated position, and she squeezed him tightly enough that even though her skin was slick he wasn't getting out, even if she hadn't had her chubby hands holding him in place with fisted hair. All he could hear was the blood being pumped through the old woman's legs.
She started to rock her pelvis, and Robert attacked her clit diligently, trying to make her cum so that she'd let him go. She started moving faster, and her cunt got wetter, and then she froze, pouring her thick vaginal cream into his mouth, leaving a slight burning sensation behind. He swallowed quickly, but that only made his throat burn, too.
Robert sucked in huge breaths through his nose, and the air was tinged with Nelly's three day dirty cunt and urine. He patiently waited for her to let him go, but she let go of his head just enough to drop him to the pillow before planting her cunt right back on his face and starting to hump all over again.
He felt Tammy mount him, and start grinding against his flacid cock. The coarseness of her pubic hair against his sensitive, post-coital penis was near-painful, and he started to buck and strain against the two extremely heavy women, but he was too weak, as he'd spent a lot of his strength earlier trying to get them off when their positions were reversed.
Eventually, Tammy got him hard again, and after a few false starts somehow managed to scoop his cock head into her soggy depths without getting off of him or even using a hand. He was quickly sheathed to the hilt in her smelly hole.
Meanwhile, the two drunk women riding different parts of Robert were having a race to see who could fill their bladder first, chugging beer after beer from the cooler that had been moved to the bed.
Tammy threw her empty can against the wall, let out a rumbling belch, and started to cum all over Robert's cock, her own rarely used, tight pussy grasping his phallus almost painfully tight as she came, before she lifted up a bit to start bouncing, every miniscule movement working her creamy discharge out from where they were joined.
Nelly finished her own beer, and bore down on the trapped man's face as she came as well. She couldn't believe she'd lived her whole life without ever once getting eaten out. After today, she told herself, she'd never go without again.
Robert's body was limp with exhaustion. He laid on the bed submissively, and let the two old women use him in any way they wanted, as all the fight had gone out of him.
He didn't lick, Nelly was using his face just fine to hit multiple orgasms without it, dumping more of her spicy cream into his locked open mouth each time.
He didn't buck back against Tammy either, she was working herself over with his cock just as fine on her own. He felt every orgasm she had as her already tight cunt fisted his dick even tighter every time she came, dumping another load of old woman cream onto his pelvis.
His arms laid motionless by his side, and he breathed in the horrendous stank of the hairy monster that was trying and failing at eating his face, feeling the other hairy monster trying to squeeze his cock off, and just tried to endure. To survive.
He lost track of time, until finally Nelly got off of his face. His eyes were glued shut with the build up of cunt sludge, and his mouth was unable to close, having been pried open for far too long.
Robert felt a couple somethings being dropped into his mouth, and then the now familiar taste of Tammy's nasty box being pressed to his lips. She started squirting pee into his mouth one last time, and Robert simply swallowed her water without complaint. Somewhere along the way, something inside of him had broken. Between the helplessness of being unable to get free at any point and the near asphyxiation he'd been suffering, there was no will left.
Tammy lifted off of him, and then the two women were helping him to his feet. "Woo! You sure do stink now, boy. You wanna come git clean with us?"
Robert weakly nodded, and with an arm over each of the women's shoulders, they made their way to the motel shower.
Propped up and wedged between the two fat women's bellies, he let them wash him while they also washed themselves, and he was unable to fight back a yawn. His head started to swim, and his eyes started to feel very tired.
"Why don't you go lay down 'efore you fall down there, Bobby?" Nelly suggested.
That sounded like the best idea Robert had ever heard. He didn't bother to dry off, just stumbled to collapse face down on the muck encrusted motel pillow, dripping wetly the whole way.
That was the last clear memory Robert had of that afternoon.
******
Robert struggled to consciousness, like he was trying to swim out of a dark, warm place. He found himself naked in a cage with thick steel bars, ankles duct taped together and his hands similarly bound behind his back. A collar was around his neck, the attached leash threaded through the bars overhead with the loop on the end hanging on a recently installed hook on the wall, just above his cage.
He looked to the side, and saw a bed, high up enough that he couldn't tell if it was occupied or not. "What the fuck?" he muttered quietly. Robert had no memory of how he came to be in this position. His mutter wasn't quiet enough.
The bed began to shift alarmingly, before Nelly's sleepy face peeked out and over at him. "'Mornin, boy," she mumbled, before she disappeared from his view, and then two feet peeked out over the cage.
Robert watched alarmingly as the old fat woman shuffled herself off the bed and on top of his cage, turning so that her fat bushy cunt hung down through a gap in the bars. The slack on his leash began to tighten, threading up through her ass crack, and Robert's face was pulled by his neck to press into the moistening gash of Nelly's pussy.



"Here's how it works now, boy," Nelly stated, far more awake than she had been. "I'mma take my mornin' piss, right here. Anythin' y'all don't swaller, yer gonna wear. Then I'mma get my pussy ate nice and good. After that, y'all git outta the cage to do yer business and get some food. Open up now, boy, it's comin' in about three seconds."
Robert opened up his mouth and tried to create a seal, as he really didn't want to wear it. Nelly's pussy, having been cleaned the night before, was an almost religious experience compared to the nasty, grimy, miasmic cunt of yesterday. He drank down all the concentrated morning pee she gave him, and his headache started to throb less as he finally got some water into his system, rancid though it was.
Remembering the rest of his instructions, he started licking her clit, hairy lips, and hole for all he was worth, as he really, really needed the restroom.
Fourteen months later, the Tennessee state police finally tracked down missing person Robert Grier. By the time he was rescued, he'd been unintentionally brainwashed to obey older women with body odor who called him 'Boy'.
Life would never be the same for Robert Grier ever again.
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Robert Grier shuffled to his apartment door, still slightly damp from the shower after his nightly workout at the gym.
He'd spent fourteen months held captive as a sort of sex slave/pet by two disgusting hillbillies in Tennessee, and after he was rescued the news coverage of his ordeal had ruined his life.
Ruined his life almost as much as the actual captivity did.
He was unable to face anyone he knew, only seeing the humiliating looks of pity or disgust in the eyes of his co-workers and so-called 'friends'. It took less than two days for him to pack up what remained of his life and move clear across the country to the outskirts of Los Angeles.
He found a job that paid less than what he was making in Ohio, but it was enough to live on. A small apartment in a large complex was his, and he was able to hide himself away, lost in the sheer amount of people present.
The time spent being Tammy and Nelly's pet had changed him, however. It had been months since he had regained his freedom, and he still found sleep to be an elusive state of being.
He was so used to sleeping in his cage, or between the legs of either of the two kidnappers with the taste of pussy, ass, or beer-piss in his mouth. He was too used to the clinging funk of cunt, ass, and feet filling his nostrils as he lay between fat, course-haired legs underneath their bedspreads that having his own clean bed to sleep in all alone felt alien. It felt wrong.
Working out to exhaustion every night helped him get a little sleep, but nothing like he had been used to in the time before. His body reaped the benefits of his nightly attempts to get actual rest, gaining him a lot of attention from the opposite sex, which in turn terrified him.
Every long look or subtle flirting sent his mind back to that trailer house in the woods, with Tammy's sour, beer-laden breath as she licked his face, or Nelly's spicy cunt as she forced him to keep licking her for hours on end.
Those were actually two of the more pleasant memories of his time in their care.
He dropped his keys as once again his remembrances overtook his waking mind, and as he bent to scoop them back up he caught sight of a big woman slowly moving down the hall to her own apartment.
He'd seen her in passing before, of course, living on the same floor of the apartment complex. Never had he ever imagined a woman could have an ass that big. He didn't even know that it was possible for butts to get to that size. She was just a little shorter than him and supremely wide, with hips that jutted out far to her sides. Massive breasts hung low on her chest, looking only merely large in comparison to her lower body. Extremely dark skin, with nearly white hair cut to a terribly short length in the style that shouted to the world that she simply did not have one single, solitary fuck to give about how it looked anymore.
In addition to being so overweight, she had perpetual deep circles under her eyes and wrinkling around her big lips. Not once had he ever seen the old woman with makeup on.
Robert scrambled to get his apartment unlocked. As much as women in general triggered his PTSD, old and unattractive women triggered him the worst. He made it inside and rested with his back against the closed door, taking deep breaths to try and calm himself back down.
******
Mavis held back her groan as she waddled her heavy, thick legs to her apartment. The last couple of days had been rough. She was looking forward to her day off tomorrow more than ever.
She'd had to work a double shift yesterday, and fell asleep in her uniform once she was back home. Then, because she was so tired she had overslept, only having time to quickly scrub her teeth before needing to leave for work again.
That same bitch who called in sick the day before did it again today, and Mavis had to work another double. She was exhausted, she was feeling gross... and she was horny as fuck.
Ever since menopause her hormones had been abnormal, causing her to gain even more weight, mostly in her ass and legs, and also causing her to be constantly thinking about and wanting sex. The worst change, though, was her smell.
The stink of her armpits, pussy, and body in general had gone out of control, and unless she wanted to pay for expensive hormone treatments, which she couldn't afford, all she could do was wear clinical strength deodorant and a panty-liner liberally doused with febreeze. An excess amount of perfume covered up the worst of her sweat smell. That got her through her workday, except for today's where in her panic to get to work on time she'd skipped almost every one of her morning routines.
She had to volunteer to clean the hotel rooms alone instead of as part of a team, embarrassed as she was over her personal odor. She'd been given a wide, wide berth on the bus home afterward.
Mavis looked up in time to see the handsome white boy from 242 in front of his apartment, and this time she recognized his face.
Robert-fucking-Grier.
She remembered the news report vividly, about those two old trashy cunts who met up with the man for funky sex, and then kidnapped him. Kept him bound hand and feet, and in a god-damned cage of all things.
She also remembered being so angry at those two women that she lost her temper and broke many, many of her knickknacks, throwing them about in her rage.
Mavis had been so lonely and so horny for so very long, but was afraid to try and meet anyone because of her humiliating odor. She was sure that somewhere, there was a man who wouldn't mind it, maybe even like it. Mavis had no way of finding this particular man, though. She was too old and too stubborn to try and learn how to use a computer.
Then when she saw the news report about how those skanks had found a man exactly like that, and caged him up? Mavis told herself that if she ever found a man like that, who could appreciate her as she was, she'd shower that man with affection and cater to his every want, even if that man wasn't half as good looking as Robert Grier was.
And there, at the end of the hall going into his apartment, was the answer to her prayers. The man who, just by existing, gave her hope for a less lonely tomorrow. He looked even better to her in person, all clean, lean, and muscled.
Mavis girded herself, and waddled past her own apartment door. She marched determinedly right to where she saw Robert enter his own apartment, her gigantic, protruding, wide ass bouncing and shaking with her stride. No pair of panties on the planet could hope to restrain its movement. Mavis quickly knocked on the door before she lost her nerve. This would either be humiliating beyond belief, or maybe...
Maybe it would be the best thing to happen to her since she had kicked that lying, cheating bastard of an ex-husband from her life, over thirty years ago.
******
Robert mostly had himself back under control, when the knock on the door he was still leaning against startled him. Giving a quick peek through the eyehole, he spied the old, fat black woman from the hallway, waiting impatiently for him to open the door.
Robert briefly debated just walking away, ignoring the woman... But she'd seen him and knew he was home. Even after all he'd been through, Robert simply couldn't be that rude. He shook the tension from his hands before grasping the door knob and opening it up. "Hello," he greeted.
The moment the words left his mouth, he was assaulted by a miasma of heavy body odor, rancid sweat, and the stench of the most powerful cunt odor he'd ever encountered... and that was saying something.
Throughout his captivity, even in that very first encounter with Tammy and Nelly, there was nothing on this level. Fully clothed, at a distance of a full pace away, this woman smelled more strongly than both of his captors combined at their worst, even when they were naked and right against his face.
"Hi there. I'm Mavis Clarabelle, but you can call me Mama, most folks do. You Robert Grier, ain't ya?"
Robert felt the blood drain from his face. There was only one reason that she'd know his name, and that was if she'd recognized him from the news. He quickly scanned the hallway, and it was thankfully empty. One person recognizing him was bad enough, having his past become common knowledge would force him to move yet again.
Mavis stepped closer, right into his personal space, and the stench she carried magnified. Her massive, sagging breasts lightly brushed his crotch. She searched his eyes for a moment, before breaking into a huge smile. "Your eyes ain't even watering. Guess the news was true, you do like woman stank. Why don't you invite me in, Boy?"
It was Mavis calling him 'Boy' that broke the small threads of will power Robert had been able to muster. Tammy and Nelly never called him anything but 'Boy' after that first week, and Mavis calling him that while he was being inundated with her stink sent his behavior back to the docile, obedient state he'd been in back in Tennessee.
"Please, come in," Robert muttered, stepping back and holding the door open for the fat old woman. Mavis turned sideways and shuffled through the doorway, far too wide to fit through any other way. Her huge, protruding ass still caught on the door jamb, and as she wiggled through she pressed her aching tits against the gorgeous white boy's bulging package.
Mavis made her way over to the couch, and simply looked down at it, an idea formulating. "Come have a seat," she offered.
Robert closed and locked his door, then obediently walked over and sat down in the middle of the sofa where Mavis was staring. She leaned over him, and tugged on his legs to get him to scoot forward to the edge of the cushion.
With a supreme effort, she heaved one gargantuan leg up to slide her thigh over his, and then the other, straddling the man. Robert found himself pinned under five hundred eighty pounds of the most odorous woman he'd ever encountered. Even with her crotch pressed directly onto his, the vast ass flesh of Mavis's behind spilled out over his knees.
"If you don't want this, Boy," Mavis told his dazed face, "best say something now."
Robert's mouth opened and closed, but nothing came out. She was only two inches shorter than his own 5'10", but weighed over three times what he did. Underneath all of that weight and funk, he was completely under her power.
Mavis smiled brightly at him, the wrinkles around her mouth and eyes deepening. "You just made an old woman so very happy. Gimmie some sugar," she demanded and wrapped her arms, sagging with loose fat, around his shoulders and dipped down to slip her wet tongue into his mouth.
All Robert could taste was coffee and cigarettes while he weakly wrestled Mavis's lusty, drooling tongue with his own. Mavis's armpits, now opened up and so close to his face, slapped him in the face with a wall of pungent body odor. It felt like his nose hair was burning.
He found himself getting hard despite himself, and Mavis noticed, moaning wantonly into his mouth and starting to grind her crotch against his, her giant pelvis gyrating in a slow, savory rhythm.
Mavis pulled her tongue back out of the helpless man's mouth, and tugged her pale green uniform top over her head, tossing it to the side and out of sight.
Robert caught sight of the dense, nappy grey curls of her armpit hair before she put her arms back around his shoulders. He looked down, and her large and saggy tits were barely contained by a discolored bra that used to be white at some point. Deep stretch marks near the tops of her breasts were testament to just how far gravity had pulled them down, and even supported by the bra she wore they still rested mid-stomach on her.
Mavis let the boy take her in, it had been far too long since she'd bared herself to any man, let alone one as handsome as this. When she saw his eyes linger on her cleavage, she reached behind herself and with the practice of many years quickly unlatched the hooks, pulling the straps over her shoulders and tugging the bra cups from where her bosom had them pinned. The no longer needed garment joined her top on the floor.
As Mavis turned to throw her stained brassiere, she inadvertently shoved Robert's face into the forest of wet armpit hair nearest to him. The hair, rather than matting down, actively resisted bending and worked its way up his nose and between his lips. It was a foul, awful smell and taste that only the strongest body odor could possess. Somewhere in the midst of it Robert was reminded a little of cooking onions. Thankfully, Mavis quickly turned back to him, seemingly not noticing how she'd just painted his face with the brush of her underarm.
Now that her breasts were bared, Robert thought the shape of her tits resembled baseballs shoved into socks, spherical orbs weighing down and stretching empty tubes. Free from the moderate support of her bra, the heavy hangers sagged all the way down to rest on his body. Mavis lifted one with both of her hands up to his face, revealing a long, hard, wrinkled cone of a nipple so dark it was almost pitch black in hue. It was promptly shoved into his mouth. Unnoticed, a puddle of no longer trapped pungent boob-sweat ran down her belly to soak into Robert's shirt.
"Suck my titty, Boy. Suck it!" she begged, and Robert complied to the best of his ability. The taste of Mavis's breast was acrid at first, like the way rest of her sweaty body smelled. But then, to his surprise, milk or something like it started to flow.
Mavis didn't know that her hormone problem was causing her to lactate, only that her breasts always ached. Any accidental nipple leakage was just chalked up to how much she would now sweat, and went unnoticed. The long-forgotten sensation of her milk letting down ambushed her, and she started having small orgasms one right after another. The two day old panty-liner couldn't contain the wetness gushing from her neglected pussy and she began to leak rancid cunt-juice through her pants.
Robert didn't know what was coming out of her nipple, but it certainly wasn't milk. Mavis's advanced age and fucked up body chemistry had changed what should have been sweet and watery milk into something sour and nearly alcoholic with the consistency of tapioca pudding. He swallowed what her rubbery nipple expelled, but that was only because he was trained to drink any bodily fluids put into his mouth. The disgusting quasi-milk clung to the back of his throat as if he had a head cold.
Mavis ground her way through another orgasm. They were getting more powerful as they came, and as soon as one ended another was building behind it. She could feel the fabric of her uniform pants stick wetly to her inner thighs, but spared it little concern. Nearly all of her attention was on the lessening pressure in her right breast, the feel of Robert's beautiful face suckling her distended nipple, and the feel of Robert's hard length underneath her as she lewdly rubbed herself on and over it like she was in heat. Even through all the layers of clothing the two still wore his cock already felt like heaven to her.
Mavis pulled her empty breast from Robert's mouth, and his stomach rebelled over what she'd just put into it. A small burp sent a column of liquid nastiness directly up his esophagus, and Robert barely managed to keep it down. He felt like he should probably be kneeling in front of the toilet just in case it all came back up, when Mavis lifted her other breast and shoved it into his face.
Robert latched onto the acidic nipple with an unheard whimper. His lap felt hot and wet, like the massive granny sitting on him had lost control of her bladder and pissed all over him.
Mavis had both hands around her breast, holding it up so this handsome man could drain that one too. When he latched on and started sucking, it felt so good to her that she was rocked by her biggest orgasm yet. She involuntarily squeezed her swollen breast between her hands, clenching her fingers deeply into the dark flesh.
The gentle oozing of Mavis's fermented titty goo became a gushing torrent, streaming out of every duct in her large, hard nipple with force. It was too thick and too much volume for poor Robert to keep up with, and the excess backed out of his nose. He let the nipple fall from his mouth to clear his nose and take a breath, but Mavis was still squeezing her over-full milk-bag. Quickly Robert's face and shirt were coated in the thick, viscous liquid, making him feel like he was on the wrong end of a bukkake. He snorted his nose clear, and then all he could smell was the sour stench of Mavis's foul breast ooze.
Mavis felt Robert's mouth slip away, but she couldn't stop herself from squeezing her breast, or even to open her eyes, for that matter. Her mouth dropped open in pleasure and a little of her thick spittle escaped over her plump lip, slowly pulled by gravity to drip onto Robert's chest. It disappeared into the mess that was already there. Her gigantic ass oscillated on Robert's lap, briefly uncovering his knees for a moment at a time as she moaned through her orgasm.
She finally managed to open her eyes, and got a good look at the man she was straddling. He was a mess, glazed in thick yellow-tinted goopy breast milk from his hair to his abdomen, eyes and mouth tightly closed. Mavis briefly thought about dismounting the boy and getting him cleaned up, but her breast wasn't quite empty yet. She grasped him by the hair on the back of his head with one hand, where he was still dry, and used her other hand to lift her breast and poke his clenched lips with her long, stiff nipple. "Open up Boy, just a little left," she demanded.
Robert opened his mouth, almost against his will, and Mavis slid the two inch long fat nipple cleanly into his orifice. When she felt him start to suckle again, she switched from pulling his hair to petting his head, traveling her fingernails over his skin and lightly scratching him through his hair like a dog. "That's good, Boy. Empty Mama out."
It only took a few more minutes before Mavis felt like she was empty enough, but she kept her nipple in his mouth anyway, greedy for the sensation of having her tit sucked. She'd soaked through her uniform pants with all of her very wet orgasms, yet still she wanted more. So much more.
Slowly, she pulled the length of her nipple from Robert's mouth, savoring the last bit of delicious suction. She gazed at the messy white boy and gently massaged the meaty, lower parts of her drooping tits. For the first time in so long, her breasts weren't bothering her. The relief she felt with her tits emptied out after being painfully full for so very long was a blessed experience. Even if everything were to end right at that moment it would all have been worth it. She had no intention, however, of ending anything until she was good and ready.
Refusing to get off of him just yet, as she found she really liked having him pinned between her legs, she reached down and started tugging Robert's filthy shirt over his head. Her forearms came in contact with her uniform pants and she finally realized just how wet she actually was. The stink of the pussy juice soaking her pants was nearly overpowering to her, and she was even used to it. Sure in the fact that not only did Robert not mind how she smelled, but that he actually liked it, she put it out of her mind.
Mavis used the dry, backside of Robert's shirt to gently wipe his face and neck somewhat clean. She longed to kiss him again, to press her plump, fat lips against his small thin ones and plunder his mouth more, but she could smell what was on his shirt. She wasn't tasting that without being at gunpoint. The old woman consoled herself that she had plenty of other plump, fat things to press against him.



Mavis tossed the soiled garment away, and let herself have a moment to greedily grope and squeeze Robert's pale white skin and gorgeous muscles with her black, chubby hands. Her sausage-like fingers dipped into the grooves of his muscle definition. Her palms squeezed his pectoral muscles like she was a teenage boy getting his first feel of a girl's breast. She found herself grinning giddily, she knew that he was attractive, but with this body plus the long hardness she was still grinding herself on, Mavis felt like she hit the jackpot.
It took effort and extreme force of will to pull herself off of the man... Her man, she decided. If he wanted her at all, she was keeping him.
Mavis sat down next to Robert on the couch, the loose, heavy fat of her hip overflowing onto his lap, and she began the arduous task of pulling off her shoes and socks.
Robert was in a state of shock, placidly sitting next to the old, supremely fat black woman as she removed her shoes. Bare chested, his jeans were soaking wet with foul-smelling cunt sap from his waistline to nearly his knees. Dimly, he realized that she hadn't actually peed on him, she was just that wet. The stench of his pants was quickly overcome with an even worse stink... Mavis's feet.
Robert inhaled deeply without even thinking about it. His stomach was still protesting over what he'd drank from Mavis's tits, his senses awash in a haze of pussy, armpit, feet, stale sweat, and whatever the fuck that was that came out of her boobs, and it was all far more potent than he ever imagined could be possible. His cock was also harder than it had ever been... ever. It was time to be honest with himself, he decided. Deep down, this was what he really wanted, what he needed. He took another deep inhale through his nose, and repressed the urge to retch.
Mavis finally got her shoes and socks off, tossing them over near where her bra and top lay, and heaved herself back upright to work the rest of her clothing off.
Robert watched as Mavis grasped the waistbands of her pants and panties, and bent down to pull them down her legs at the same time. The crack of her ass and inner thighs were completely drenched, turning the pale green of her uniform to a very dark shade where she'd leaked through. The couch cushion where she briefly sat was thoroughly soaked as well.
As her enormous behind came into view, Robert couldn't look away. Two gargantuan ass cheeks were split from each other by an impossibly deep ass crack that ran all the way up. The skin was pitted with cellulite over the entire surface of both beach ball-sized glutes, and traveled down the backs of her thighs. Every part of her jiggled and swayed wildly as she struggled to pull the waistbands of her clothing over a hip measurement they were never designed to stretch to.
Her legs were so fat that the excess mass spilled over itself in asymmetrical rolls, and her calves rolled down over her ankles in a perfect cuff, nearly touching the floor. Every part of her body shook and jiggled as she struggled to disrobe, the dark african skin anything but smooth with pits, chub-rub, and wrinkles.
Mavis finally got her pants and panties off, and turned around. Her belly sagged down in an apron, a vertical C-section scar splitting the underside into what seemed like a front butt. Her tits somehow hung even lower than her belly, resting peacefully on either side of her tummy, conical nipples still hard and pointing at the floor. Longish grey body hair was sparsely scattered over her legs from mid-thigh to her cankles.
"Let's move to the bedroom, alright Hun?" Mavis offered. This was the make or break moment, and she feared it would all come to a crashing halt, now that he had seen her fully naked.
Robert took a moment to take in her nude body. This woman was old and unattractive by anyone's reckoning. Every part of her stank beyond what should have been possible, and by all rights he should send her on her way. He wanted it, though. The fact that she was so ugly only turned him on more, and Robert nodded to himself. This was who he was now. He stood himself up, kicked off his shoes, and in a matter of a few minutes was as naked as she, having to peel his sticky jeans down his legs.
Mavis breathed a sigh of relief and, grasping Robert's beautiful hard cock in her hand, led him to his bedroom. The layout of his apartment matched her own, she knew just where to go.
Robert pulled his sheets off to pool at the foot of his bed and lay down in the center. Whatever Mavis wanted, he was going to let her do.
Mavis resisted the urge to rub her throbbing clit as she gazed at the naked man, his long, thick cock bouncing with his heartbeat. "How you feel about eating this old pussy, Boy?" she asked hopefully.
"Okay," Robert acquiesced softly.
"I'm gonna need to lay down then," she observed laughingly, feeling like she was stating the obvious.
Robert turned himself so his head was at the foot of the bed. "Just straddle me. I'm... I'm used to this," he admitted.
Mavis blinked, getting her cunt licked like that had never occurred to her. She wondered how many other wonderful sex things she had missed out on by growing up in the wrong era. The idea was exciting to her, though, and she felt herself get even wetter at the thought.
She heaved one knee up onto the bed, the movement sending her entire body wobbling, and then dragged her other leg up. She shuffled forward on hands and knees over Robert's prone form, holding her breath. His body smelled like her pussy, after she had soaked both of their clothing earlier, and she didn't want anything to do with that. It was a shame, she'd have loved to suck that pretty dick until it was raw. She'd make it up to him another day, she promised herself. Feeling like she was in the right position, she sat up and pressed her dripping gash right down onto Robert's waiting face.
Robert breathed deeply as Mavis crawled and dragged her body over his, getting a lungful of her body odor at first, then her sweat stink as her drooping tits slid along the sides of his head and spilling partly over his face, and then her hanging stomach blocked all breathing, smothering him in dark oily softness.
When her tummy finally pulled away from his face, he took a deep breath and gagged. Face to face with her cunt, the odor was unbearable, even for him. He stared into her pussy, a huge gray bush of thick kinky pubic hair that was somehow holding a large mass of Mavis's ejaculate like a sponge, the creamy cunt sludge she had evacuated over the course of her many orgasms grinding on his lap. The cavern where her pussy laid was nearly hidden, the fat buildup of her pubic mound enveloping her most private spot. Just behind that was her nasty asshole, not cleaned very well at all. The smell of her ass and cunt, inches from his face, was too much. Hot, heavy droplets of off-white woman-cum and clearish vaginal lubrication dripped down from the dense forest of matted hair to splatter all about his face. He tried to take another breath, to tell Mavis that he changed his mind and she should lay down on her back, when she abruptly shifted, blowing a gust of putrid air into his face. Robert gagged again and lost his chance. He felt the wrinkled bottoms of her ass cheeks settle over his eyes and forehead, and then she fully sat down. Her cream soaked bush enveloped his face and her gigantic ass cheeks spilled far out past the limits of his comparatively miniscule head. The old black woman's loose thigh fat covered most of his arms and her sagging belly rested heavily on his chest. He was buried under the dripping wet undercarriage of the biggest, ugliest, most disgusting woman he'd ever met, with no chance of escape. He immediately started cumming.
Mavis settled herself over Robert's handsome face, feeling his nose wedge itself into her pussy hole, and moaned. She reached down under her tits and grasped her nipples, pulling and twisting the long, hard protrusions as another orgasm rolled through her. She looked down just in time to see Robert's cock erupt, shooting wad after wad of thick baby batter directly onto where her belly apron splayed out over his pecs. The sight of him cumming without being touched, and the feel of his hot cum splattering against her skin set her off into a bigger orgasm, and when she felt his tongue begin to lick her clit she involuntarily began to hump Robert's face.
Robert licked the gooey clit shoved into his mouth by Mavis's extreme weight, and her big pelvis began to press down and grind, rubbing roughly over his face. The trapped old-woman cum in her pubes was quickly worked into a froth, and he found his face being scrubbed with the resultant slime. Needing to breathe, Robert wedged his hands and arms under her belly far enough in to pull the wet, nasty skin just enough away from his face to draw a breath through his open mouth.
The air he could inhale was tainted by her body, and even though his nose was plugged by Mavis's cunt-hole, the stench was omnipresent. Still, he kept licking, swallowing the soupy vaginal discharge that ended up in his mouth, his nose filling with her pussy slop as her humping shoved more and more of it up his nostrils. He lost track of time, his entire world consisting of the pussy plastered to his mouth and nose in what seemed to be a continual state of orgasm and her course pubic hair scrubbing cunt leavings into the skin of his face, when she abruptly bore down on him with her full weight. His mouth began to fill with a familiar hot, tangy liquid.
Mavis furiously pumped her hips, her giant ass clapping and every part of her immense body jiggling as she rode through the biggest, longest orgasm she'd ever experienced. She could feel herself gushing out over Robert's face, but couldn't bring herself to even slow down, let alone stop. Then she pressed down as hard she could, to try and make it feel even better, and lost control of her bladder. "Oh no. God no," she whimpered. She knew she shouldn't have drank all that coffee to stay awake through her double shift. Surprising to her, she kept cumming even as she urinated uncontrollably into Robert's open mouth. The humiliation she felt over it somehow made her orgasm even stronger. She clenched her fingers into her tit meat, and screamed in pleasure.
Robert opened up his throat and let all of Mavis's hot acidic piss travel straight down to his stomach. Nelly never did get the hang of controlling her urine flow, and Robert was forced to adapt. Long months of practice allowed him to take it all without spilling a single drop. As was the case with his captors, the taste and smell of urine was marginally better than what was already in his mouth.
The thing that surprised him, was that even while she was peeing, he could still feel her cumming on his face, her vaginal canal trying to squeeze his nose and the heavy flow of her cream continued unabated. Eventually she emptied out, and the fluttering of her aged cunt on his face slowed and then stilled.
Mavis sat on the white boy's face, afraid to dismount him. It was the greatest orgasm of her life, but she'd embarrassingly peed onto another human's face at point blank range. She dreaded what she'd see in his expression once she got off.
Then, to her shock, the beautiful man pinned beneath her began to lick her clit anew... like he was going to just ignore the fact that the old fat woman had pissed into him like his mouth was her toilet. Mavis couldn't help herself, and let out a low moan as his tongue batted her clitoris around. Her massive black ass rhythmically clenched as she set her hips into motion again.
Robert stoically tolerated the vast woman's bristle-like pubic hair as it scrubbed painfully on his face, turning more of her creamy cum into a foul-smelling foam that clung to his skin, slowly being pushed out to the sides due to sheer volume rather than dripping down, ignoring gravity as it was. He kept flicking her chubby clit with the tip of his tongue, sucking the phallic protrusion between his lips here and there. Mavis's grossly distended inner lips smoothly slid around his nose, a completely opposite sensation than the feeling of her scratchy bush. He noticed a greasy buildup on the center of his forehead and shuddered, but continued his task of eating out the nasty old woman.
Mavis hit another orgasm, and it was too intense. She abruptly became too sensitive to continue being serviced, and needed to break contact for a moment. She was too heavy to simply lift herself off, and she wasn't about to lay forward onto the stink that permeated Robert's crotch, so she scooted herself forward.
Robert was inundated with yet another wave of Mavis's cunt cream, oozing down around his nose and into his open mouth, and then the giant woman slid her pelvis down his body. His head, heavily lubricated with her cum-foam, slid easily between the huge ass cheeks, and the old woman dragged her dirty, greasy asshole down his face, smearing a skid mark down his forehead and nose before coming to rest directly on his mouth.
Robert braced himself, and hesitantly stuck his tongue out, making contact with the obscenely disgusting orifice. His body lurched with the first lick. The taste of her tit goo, the taste of her gross old cunt, neither had prepared him for just how awful the taste of her shit was. He was pretty sure that she had eaten pork at some point.
Still he kept licking, working away the grossness with determination. Every pass of his tongue made the filthy flesh just a little more bearable. He felt her ass muscles tighten, and then relax, before going another round. It felt like she was trying to chew his head with her colossal booty.
The smell was bad enough, and then Robert made the mistake of clearing his nose of the sticky pussy sludge that was packed into it with a snort. Immediately he was assaulted by the full power of her dirty asshole. She could have shit directly onto his face, and he doubted he'd be able to tell the difference. Still, he kept licking her ass. As disgusting as it was, he found himself hard again already.
Mavis felt Robert's tongue press against her asshole, and the feeling shocked her so much she squeezed his head with her butt muscles. Never had she ever been licked there in all of her many years on this earth. After a moment of embarrassment, she decided that she liked it. It was taboo, and naughty, and so very, very nice. She kept squeezing her glutes, hugging the wonderful man's head with her ass over and over. Mavis's eyes crossed and her pussy, which never really stopped dripping, began to leak even more wetness. Mavis rolled gently into yet another gooey orgasm, the off-white ooze pouring from her unattended gash to run down over Robert's neck. It was the last straw for Mavis. Every single time she came made her crave penetration more, and now she just had to have his cock in her.
Mavis took a deep breath and held it, crawling on her hands and knees forward until she cleared Robert's smelly lap. "Fuck me, Robert," she pleaded, "Fuck this pussy!"
Robert was thankful to finally be out from under the heavy, stinky woman. The temperature difference between being in her ass canyon and in the open air was startling. He gazed at her wide, bulbous black ass and the deep, dark crack running down the center of it. She was straddling his belly, and had smeared a white snail-trail of slime down his chest. Still, her butt was just that big where with her pussy leaking onto his belly button, the divide of her ass was only inches from his face. Even now, on hands and knees just waiting for him, she continued to drip excitement onto his flesh. Robert struggled out from under the behemoth, crawling backwards from where her heavy, hanging fat still pressed down on him.
Finally free, Robert took a moment to wipe his face and chest off with a dirty t-shirt from his hamper. The T-shirt came away from his face smeared with brown and white, and he carefully balled it back up before returning it to the laundry container.
Mavis slowly swayed her vast hips from side to side, the gigantic, unrestrained fat of her ass cheeks fighting each other for position. Robert kneeled behind her, and spread the dark, dimpled flesh apart to reach her swampy interior.
Even after all he'd been through with her so far, the stink of her ass as he parted her cheeks still was overwhelming. The stench of an outhouse carried to his nose, and Robert embraced it. He shuffled forward, lining up his throbbing cock to her welcoming cunt, and thrust in, meeting no resistance. Her pussy quivered around his length, and Robert let go of her butt once he had his entirety inside of her, grabbing her by the hips he could barely reach.
The biggest ass he'd ever seen flowed around his own hips, and Robert found himself buried in-between the gigantic orbs. He gave her a short out and in, and the greasy skin of her crack allowed him freedom of movement as long as he could power the fat out of his way with his thrusts.
"Oooh, that's it, Boy. Fuck Mama's wet pussy. Beat that cunt like it owes you money!" Mavis groaned. It had been too long since she had anything up in there. The feeling of Robert's perfectly straight, smooth cock plowing her depths was ecstasy. Mavis lowered her head to the pillow in front of her, and let herself soak in the sensation of being railed.
Every thrust of Robert's pelvis created a gust of putrid air from her ass that wafted upward to him, but he didn't stop. Robert slammed his cock into the fat woman's too-receptive hole with all of his might. She'd told him to beat her pussy up, so that's what he was going to do.
He could feel her cream drip down his balls, every pass of his flared cock head pulling more out. She seemed to have an endless supply of the thick, viscous goo, and her continual orgasming made her old cunt keep trying to squeeze him as he brutalized her cockpit.
The rippling of her mighty ass captured all of his attention. Every impact sent a shockwave that traveled up and over her hips, and through the mighty ass that was currently enveloping him. The sight of that, added to the absolute stink, and Robert couldn't hold back. He buried himself as deep into her as he could, and came hard.
Mavis felt the hot man-cum unload into her ravenous pussy, and screamed into the pillow. It wasn't even the biggest orgasm she'd had that night so far, but it was very close. Her vaginal muscles ached from over use, as too many orgasms to count had abused her atrophied old cunt to the point where she just couldn't take any more. Mavis willed herself to stay upright long enough for Robert to pull his tool from her, before she collapsed down onto her front. She just needed a minute to rest...
Robert rested back on his knees, gasping deep breaths to pay off his oxygen debt. He'd put out a lot of effort to fuck Mavis through the resistance of her bulging fat, and after his workout earlier his muscles were burning. He wondered what was next, when he heard the old woman let out a rumbling snore. Robert blinked, "Er, Mavis? Mama?" He reached out a hand and shook her ass cheek like he was shaking a shoulder, but she continued to snore undisturbed, despite the movement of over a hundred pounds of ass meat.
The thought of carrying her anywhere was laughable. Where does a nearly six hundred pound woman sleep? Anywhere she damn well pleases, apparently. Robert covered the deeply asleep woman with the sheet and blanket from where they pooled at the foot of the bed, shut off the light, and went to clean himself up.
He shouldn't have looked into the bathroom mirror. The pale white skin of his face was streaked with sickly brown, and there was drying yellow-white cum in his hair. He could still smell her leavings on him, the sour smell of her cum, the acrid stink of her sweat, the nasty, clinging body odor, even the fermented milk from what seemed like so long ago. Over all of that was the rancid funk of her shit smeared on his face like some kind of tribal war paint. He felt like she had marked him as her territory with every scent she had. Robert scrubbed his face with soap, irritating the already tender skin where Mavis's huge, coarse bush had rubbed him raw before trying to get the rapidly drying pussy sludge out of his hair.



Clean enough, he made his way out to the couch in the living room, intending to try and sleep there, only to stop and stare at the large wet spots on two of the three cushions. One in the middle where Mavis had straddled him, and a much larger one on the side cushion where she'd briefly sat to take off her shoes. He glanced back at the bedroom, and made his decision. Mavis might be angry in the morning, but this was his chance to finally get a good night's sleep.
Robert crawled underneath the covers at the foot of the bed, between the two large, fat splayed legs. The stink of her feet was quickly superseded by the stench of her ass and pussy. Robert wedged himself into position betwixt the hairy, bulbous limbs, and parted her deep ass-crack to rest his head straight down into it. His breathing restricted, the temperature far too high from Mavis's body heat, the odor of unclean woman permeating him, and the prickling of her sparse leg hair should have made sleep impossible. Instead, Robert felt like he was coming home. He quickly fell into deep, dreamless sleep.
******
Mavis slowly woke up, having slept better than she could remember. She broke into a huge smile before she even opened her eyes. Getting laid always did put her in a good mood for days, even though it had been so long since she'd actually gotten fucked that she could hardly remember that fact. She glanced around, momentarily wondering where she was, before remembering that she fell asleep in Robert's bed. She tried to turn over, but something was weighing her down on her ass. No, not on her ass, in her ass. She tried to reach back to feel what was there, but couldn't quite reach. Her movement, however, woke up Robert.
Robert felt the shifting of the woman he was sleeping in, and in his half awake state thought he was still Tammy and Nelly's pet. He began licking the nasty asshole of whomever he had slept in with vigor. The way the ass flesh stuck to his face, he was lucky that her anus was right there, as he wouldn't be adjusting his position. He wouldn't be allowed to use the restroom until he'd gotten her off.
Mavis felt the tongue stroke her anus, and relaxed back down onto the pillow. She was definitely going to ask just why he had slept there, but that could wait until he was done making her toes curl. That boy with his head deep in her ass sure had a magic tongue.
The quivering of the ass flesh around his head signified the small orgasm, and Robert finally remembered where he was. He painfully peeled the clinging, filthy skin from where it was glued to his face, and backed out off of the bed through the bottom of the covers.
He stood awkwardly at the foot of the bed as Mavis slowly heaved her girth to lie on her side. She actually smiled at him!
"Now that was a great way to wake up, Hun," she complimented, before wiggling to the edge of the bed and heaving herself to her feet. Completely unconcerned about her nakedness, she stretched her hands high above her head, the dense forests of armpit hair being exposed to the room.
A night of sleep did nothing to ameliorate her stench, and Robert inhaled deeply through his nose to absorb her wonderfully awful body odor.
"One hour," she said. "One hour, and you come on down to 219. I'm making you breakfast." She glanced down at his morning erection, then patted his chest lovingly as she passed by him to where her clothing still sat in a pile in the living room.
Robert watched her humongous, dimpled ass jiggle and shake as she left the bedroom, and then stretched himself.
He was filthy. Filthier than he'd ever been, but for the first time in months he was well rested. With a spring in his step, he started stripping the foul, soiled sheets from his bed.
Mavis peeked her head back into the bedroom, looking in. Putting her disgusting work uniform back on was almost unbearable, but there was no way she was walking home naked, and there was also no way Robert owned a single thing that she could squeeze her obese frame into. "One hour, Robert, or I'm comin' to get ya," she reminded him. "Juss' let yourself in." Mavis prayed to God for just one more blessing, even though He had just given her the biggest one yet. She prayed that there would be no one in the hallway to smell her.
The thought of not showing up hadn't even occurred to Robert.
******
Mavis took a deep sip of her coffee before picking her cigarette back up. She shuffled the pan with the cooking bacon on the stovetop a little, then propped her hand on her bathrobe covered hip and surveyed the spread.
The french toast sat in a haphazard stack on a plate, with eggs over easy on a plate next to that. A jug of orange juice already sat on the table next to the syrup bottle, with glasses, plates and silverware ready to be used.
She took a long drag of her cigarette before stubbing it out in the ashtray and smiling uncontrollably to herself. Having taken a thorough shower, all she had to think about at the moment was the terrific afterglow after a night of good sex and cooking for a special man. Neither of which she'd had cause to celebrate for longer than she cared to think about.
Robert let himself into her apartment without fanfare, fresh out of the shower himself, and it was all she could do to not rush over and kiss him deeply like she was still a teenager. No sense in getting her hopes up if last night was just last night, after all.
"Have a seat, Robert. It's almost ready."
She quickly transferred the bacon to a plate, and after moving all of the food to the table, they both dug in.
Robert was surprised at just how good the breakfast was. He'd been taking deep breaths all throughout the meal as Mavis had sat herself right next to him at the table, with her gigantic ass spilling over the sides of two side-by-side chairs, but all he could smell was soap, shampoo, and cigarette smoke. It was mildly disappointing. "This is really good, Mavis," he complimented her.
Mavis lost the battle to keep herself from touching him, and ran a covetous hand over his full head of hair. "Aww, thank you. Now, I've got to ask... What was going through your fool head when you slept with your face in this nasty old ass?"
Robert set his fork down, his appetite having abruptly left him. He couldn't meet her incredulous eyes as he spoke. "When I was... back in Tennessee... that's how they made me sleep."
"With your face in they asses?" Mavis couldn't keep the disbelief out of her voice.
"Between their legs," Robert clarified. "Sometimes facing up, sometimes not." He fingered the fork handle for a moment before speaking again. "Last night was the first good night's sleep I've had since... well, since," he reluctantly admitted.
Mavis leaned back and regarded the handsome man over the lip of her coffee cup. "Those womens, they done broke you a little inside, didn't they?"
Robert shrugged helplessly.
Mavis quickly came to a decision. "Let's you and me make a deal, Robert Grier. You can sleep between Mama's legs every night if you want. If you want to do it with your face in this big old ass, or this big old pussy, don't make no nevermind to me. I'll cook the best damn food for you every morning and every night. But you've got to do some things for me in return."
Robert was ready to agree to almost anything for night after night of good rest. The sleep he'd gotten the night before starkly highlighted just how much he had been needing it. The food offer was nice, and appreciated, but paled in comparison to the promise of actual sleep. He warily asked, "What do you want?" He'd agree to anything except slavery. Never again, no matter what.
Mavis hesitated for a moment before answering. "I'm lonely, Robert. I've got what the doctors call 'Overactive Hormonal Disorder', or some such thing. Fancy words that say I'm fat and getting fatter, and I smell bad, and I'm horny. All the time, I'm horny. I want affection, Robert, and you one of the only men in this damn world who can stand to be near me. I want kisses, and sex, and hugs... and I want my titties emptied on the regular. Now, last night, I had gone two days without bathing. I swear to you, Robert, I'll never let myself get like that again. What do you say?"
Robert looked into her cautiously hopeful eyes, and said...
"Maybe you could let yourself go for a couple days in a row on special occasions?"
Mavis broke into a surprised grin and blinked suddenly wet eyes. Her man. He wanted her back, and she was keeping him as long as he'd let her. "Gimmie some love, baby."
Mavis leaned over and her fat belly and loose tits, barely contained by the frayed bathrobe, spilled over her man's legs. She aggressively shoved her drooling tongue into his mouth, lustily exploring each and every corner.
Robert let her do as she liked, passively submitting to her attentions. When she broke the kiss and leaned back, Robert dropped to his knees beside her and quickly untied the cloth belt holding her robe closed.
Once he had her robe open, he lifted the heavy lower portion of the tit nearest to him and sucked the perpetually hard nipple into his mouth. She did say, after all, that she wanted to be drained regularly.
Mavis stroked her fingertips through Robert's hair, lightly scratching his scalp with her fingernails as he worked on emptying her breast that was already starting to feel some discomfort. "Thank you Robert. That already feels good."
Robert swallowed the sour titty goo in his mouth, then mumbled around her long nipple, "Boy."
The old woman pulled his face from her massive bosom and asked, "What?" She couldn't have heard that right.
"I said, 'Boy'. Call me Boy." He shrugged, somewhat defeated. "I'm a little broken in a couple different ways."
Mavis fisted her chubby fingers into his hair, nearly hard enough to hurt him. "Boy," she agreed. "When we're alone. And you'll call me 'Mama', understand?" She thought she was getting a handle on what he needed.
"Yes, Mama."
Mavis grinned wryly at him, and pulled his head back in, getting him back to work on emptying her out. "Back to work, Boy. Got a whole 'nother titty after this. This is going to be so good for the both of us. I'm going to come home from work, and you'll get to eat this stank pussy as much as you want. Get your fill. Then we can cuddle and watch the television. You'll be under my arm, and get all of Mama's smell you like. I'll make us dinner. You'll drink up my milk after... maybe during." That particular thought, that instead of a conventional drink he'd be washing down his dinner directly from her tap turned her on enough that she quaked with a surprise orgasm.
Feeling empty enough on that side, she turned in her seats and switched his hungry mouth to her other nipple. The chair legs screeched against the floor as she used her gigantic ass to swivel the pair of chairs without getting up. She continued to stroke his scalp like a favored pet, and looked deeply into his eyes over the curve of her dark breast. "Some nights, there'll be fucking. Some nights, you'll wedge your head into this big ol' black ass and toss my salad. Some nights, I'll suck your dick until you damn near inside out. But believe you-me. Every night, Boy, both of us be gettin' off."
As Robert choked down her too-thick milk with gusto, he listened to her plan for them. It sounded so good, everything he'd been missing yet not knowing he needed.
"Then, when it's bedtime, you can curl up all safe and sound between Mama's big soft legs. Fall asleep in this big black ass, or snug up against this old, hairy cunt, and get you some good rest. Every night, Boy. Every night. In the morning, I'll make us breakfast while you clean up, because after a night between my legs you ain't gonna be fit for company. Best bring your shower shit on over tonight. You're cleaning up here from now on."
Mavis thought for a moment. She wasn't ready for this to end at all. Feeling empty enough, she pulled her long cone of a nipple from his mouth. She scooped up a soft, heavy breast in each hand and pressed them to the sides of his face and head, speaking down to him through the valley of her cleavage. "You got work today, Boy?" she asked him.
He shook his head in the negative, the amazingly soft tits around him rippling with his movement.
"Me neither... Here, stand up. I'm empty enough." A steady drip of pussy juice began to fall to the floor unnoticed through the gap between the chairs Mavis sat on.
Robert reluctantly backed out from between Mama's tits. There was something amazing about looking up into her smoldering gaze over the swell of her dark tit while she talked at him and he drank her milk. It was still far too thick, and the taste wasn't quite right, but it wasn't nearly the awful nastiness as it was the night before. Robert decided he needed to drink her milk very regularly, to keep it from going that bad again. When she then bracketed him with her plush heavy hangers, and looked lovingly down at him, he'd have agreed to nearly anything.
Once he was standing, Mavis worked the fly of his Dockers down and began trying to fish his hard cock out through the opening. She struggled to get him through the fly of his briefs. "This is a pain in my big ass. I think I'm going to want you to not wear underwear when you're over here, Boy."
"Yes, Mama." Robert knew an order when he heard one.
Eventually, she managed to work his hard cock out through the two sets of fabric, followed by his balls. Without shame, she inhaled his rod to the base, roughly tonguing it and applying incredible suction as she slowly backed off of it.
It was everything she'd been salivating over the night before, and then some. The taste of her man's dick was so good, musky yet clean, she couldn't help but to reach a hand under her drooping belly, fighting past the press of her too large thighs, and began to play with her clit while she sucked him off. It was just that good. This wasn't a blowjob for her. This was a blowhobby.
The sight of her immensely plump dark lips wrapped tight around his pale white cock was an immense turn-on for Robert. The extreme contrast between their skin tones and her obvious enjoyment of the act made it very easy to get off. Mavis only had to work him over for a few minutes before he was cumming into her greedy orifice.
Mavis kept up the suction on Robert's tool as she unloaded his aching balls, and squeezed her hand up and down his girth to milk out every last drop he had to give. She rolled his load on her tongue for a few moments before swallowing it with relish. Even his cum tasted good. It was almost unfair, that he was so much her polar opposite in how he looked, smelled, and tasted. If the price for having him was to let him sleep between her legs at night, well... that wasn't such a steep price. Maybe it wasn't even a price at all.
She covetously stroked his softening erection and looked up into his eyes. "Feel like spending the day with this old girl?" she asked him.
Robert smiled softly back at her. "I'd like that."
Mavis reached her hands up. "Help me up, Boy." Getting to her feet by herself was an ordeal she didn't want or need to struggle with at that moment.
Mavis led her boy over to the couch in front of the television, removed her cigarettes and lighter from her bathrobe pocket, and took the robe completely off. She sat heavily in the middle of the couch completely nude. "I want you naked and on your knees," she pointed to the floor right between her spread legs, "come get some of Mama's wet pussy."
Mavis was kind enough to put a throw pillow on the floor for him to kneel on. With one hand, she lifted her drooping belly apron and propped her feet on the coffee table.
Robert dutifully disrobed and kneeled at her altar, wedging his head in-between her soft, friction-damaged thighs to lap at her oozing gash. As he nestled his face deep into her thick bush, he realized that she was already fairly strong smelling despite having recently showered. Fighting the grin that threatened to erupt, he put his tongue to work, servicing the immense black granny.
Mavis moaned and squeezed her pleasantly empty breast with her free hand. "Take your time, Boy," she cautioned him. "Don't wear yourself out. When that big white dick is ready to go again, you just let Mama know."
Feeling his licking slow down to a savory pace, Mavis let her belly drop to rest on his neck, completely burying his head in her folds. Mavis lit herself a cigarette, picked up the television remote, and settled in to have the best day off she'd ever had... so far.
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I was spun around and pressed against the wall, getting a fleeting glimpse of Tamara Brown's plump lips before she dipped down and wedged her tongue between and through my lips. Had this happened a year ago, I thought I would have died and gone to heaven
Tamara from a year ago was everything I ever thought I wanted. Milk chocolate skin, large soft breasts, and an ass you could rest your drink on. But it wasn't a year ago, and Tamara had gone through the change since then.
I tried to push her away by her shoulders, but she easily grasped my wrists and pinned my arms over my head, getting close enough to mash her tits into my neck and grind her thickening bulge against my abdomen. I could actually feel her phallus throb and lengthen where she pressed it against me, growing to the side along the crease where her leg met her pelvis.
I was debating on whether or not it would be worth it to bite down on her tongue, when she was pulled away from me.
Her friends, Shawna and Kim, each held an arm while she struggled to get back to me, looking less like the girl I used to crush on and more like an animal barely restrained.
I quickly moved away while they tried to talk some sense into her. "Tam, get ahold of yo' self!" Kim told her, "You can't just be puttin' it on anyone you feel like! He ain't done nothin' to give you the green light. Calm the fuck down!"
Those three used to be shorter than me. The change gave them about eight extra inches in height and tripled their muscle mass, in addition to the cock that they had so much trouble controlling.
Girls who went through the change were the worst. They were, for the most part, unused to feeling that level of sexual aggression, the drive to impregnate as many as possible that was derived from millions of years of evolution. Couple that with the enormous strength increase, and you had ticking sex bombs just waiting to go off. Just ask my Dad... I mean my Ma.
"I'm sorry, okay?" Tamara wasn't apologizing to me, but to Kim. "But, I mean, look at him! He's fucking sexy as shit, and smells so goddamn good!"
"Now I know you ain't sayin' he was askin' for it. That he should know better than to dress a certain way, or that he brought it on his-self. Bitch, you was in spittin' distance of rape just now."
She looked a little guilty, but refused to admit to anything. "It's not my fault! I can't help it!"
She wasn't struggling anymore, but her long, thick cock was straining obscenely against her hot pants, the thin material showing every ridge, bump, and vein. Her nipples were bullets barely contained by her tube top. I firmly believe that if her friends hadn't stepped in, I was going to be in big trouble, despite being in the school corridor.
Bystanders would be more likely to watch than to help me. They'd probably even try to join in.
"Okay, look, I know the Unis are hot. But still, you can't be forcing anyone," Shawna told her, "You just fucked up any chance of getting him."
Tamara looked less like she understood that what she did was wrong, and more like she just lost a board game. "Shit..." she muttered.
Shawna turned to me. "I'm really sorry about this, Jason. Let me make it up to you. How 'bout, after school, you come over to my place and I'll cook you up something. We can hang out, or whatever."
I knew exactly what she meant by hang out, and it involved a lot less clothes than she tried to imply. I shook my head and quickly walked away, trying to keep a wide berth between me and anyone else.
A Uni, she called me. Short-hand for unisex, or those dwindling numbers of us who were still a single gender. Evidently we, both men and women, not only looked like sex incarnate to the gender blended, but something about the way we smelled set them off.
Before all this insanity, I was never given a second look. Who would want a short, slightly chubby, freckle-faced ginger with technically red, but almost orange curly hair? Not a unisex girl, I can tell you from experience. But for the blended? I was constantly having to say no. Sometimes with more than just words.
I finally met up with Sumo. "Hey, Sumo." Yoshi Tanaka was my best friend, ever since kindergarten. Second generation Japanese, he stood at 6'2" somehow and carried over four hundred pounds on his frame. In junior high, Frank Delgado started calling him a sumo wrestler and it stuck to the point he even referred to himself as 'Sumo'.
"Jesus Jace, you look like you were just put through the wringer. Who was it this time?"
"Tamara Brown. I don't know how to deal anymore... Let's get the fuck out of here."
We started making our way to the parking lot, and I was as glad as ever the school day was over. To think that I actually used to like school!
"Hey Sumo, how do you deal with it all, anyway?"
He chuckled, "I don't get nearly the hassle that you do. I mean, yeah, I'm a Uni, but I'm still a big boy." He slapped his protruding belly, sending a shockwave rippling across it. "Not as many want me when there's tastier prey."
I didn't know whether to feel bad for him or jealous of him. "Uh, should I say sorry or something?"
Whatever he was going to say would never be heard, as we caught sight of my car and the giant leaning against it.
"Uh-oh," I whispered to Sumo.
Lindsey saw us, and casually pushed off from my vehicle. "Jason, Sumo," she greeted. "Hey Sumo, think I could have a minute with Jason?"
I stepped in, there was no way I wanted to be left alone with her. "Sorry Lindsey, I'm Sumo's ride home. Whatever you have to say, I'm sure he can hear."
She thought for a moment, before nodding. "Fair enough. Listen, I know you've been getting hassled a lot lately. Pick anyone to start your change from yet?"
"I'm not ready yet, Lindsey. I'm sorry."
"I get you, I really do. Just let me point out a couple things you might not have thought of. The Unis are vanishing, Jason. Everyday, more go through the change, and that means that those of you that are left get more attention. Matter of fact, you and Sumo are two of the last in school."
"It's not going to get easier, sweet cheeks. But all these horny futa? They don't see the long game, like I do. All they see is a guy who is still unblended that smells amazing. You know what I was like before my change, right?"
I did. Old Lindsey was tall, and wide, and unfortunate looking. She looked more like a football lineman than anything female. But now, she was nearly seven feet tall, bulging with muscle, and looked more like a man than anyone who had blended should have.
"Yeah, I see you do. Before, I looked so much like a dude that the blending pushed me to the other side. I look and smell so much like a man now that I get futa begging me for dick, all of the time. So what does that have to do with you? You're in the same boat, Jason. When you finally take the plunge, you'll look like a Unisex girl. You won't get bigger or stronger, because guys don't. You'll get curves and a more feminine face, and judging from your body fat those curves are going to be devastating. I can see it."
I could feel the blood leave my face. This might never be over for me?
"Whoa, whoa," she tried to calm me, "I didn't mean to freak you out. But there's a solution, here, for both of us. I'm not these other cunts, looking for a quick fuck and then going about my way. No, I want you, and I want to keep you. No one will try anything with you if you're with me, and no one will be able to compete with you, so I'll get left alone too. It's win-win."
"I don't... I'm not..." I stammered.
"Hey, it's cool. I get it. You probably don't even find me attractive yet. Just remember this talk. I don't have to be the one to change you, I won't be jealous or anything. But when you finally do? Come find me. We can be awesome together, I know it."
I watched Lindsey Wagner confidently walk away, like she knew, just knew, that it was only a matter of time.
"Sumo, let's really get the fuck out of here now."
******
"Hey Mom," I greeted as I walked in the door to home, finally feeling safe.
"Hi Jason. How was school?"
I looked at her, and every day that I saw her I still missed the way she was before. She used to be my height, about five and a half feet tall, and thin. Now she towered over both me and Ma at just a little over six feet, and the general thickness of her body changed her from maternal to almost intimidating.
I plopped down at the kitchen table and heaved my backpack onto it. "Same old stuff. Learned a couple things in class. Got accosted twice. Got seventeen texts with nude selfies. You know, the usual."
She frowned at me, and crossed her arms, the position making her biceps flex. "You should just pick a nice girl and get on with it. It's time, Jason."
I scrubbed my palms over my eyes. This was not a new conversation. Time to try a different tack. "Okay, look, when you went through the change, you got taller, right? Stronger, too."
"Yes I did. What does that have to do with anything?"
"But when Ma went through it, she didn't get bigger or stronger, did she?"
I hated that memory, of Mom pulling me out of school to rush to the hospital, where Dad was being treated for injuries sustained during his assault. Two of his co-workers had decided that no didn't really mean no. Thankfully, he healed up over the next day and a half while he changed, and a couple days later we were taking care of Mom while she blended. The worst part? Those two got only sixty days of jail time, with work release, on account of temporary insanity, or some such bullshit. I'm sure that the fact that the judge, lawyers, and jury were all futa had nothing to do with it.
"No, she didn't. Well, her legs got a little longer. Where are you going with this?"
"I had it pointed out to me today that the blending is going to push me to the other side. I'm 5'6", Mom. No muscles. I won't get bigger or stronger either. I'll just look like a Uni-girl, and this will never be over for me. At least like this, I don't have to worry about getting my period or pregnant on top of everything else."
She uncrossed her arms, concerned. "But at least you wouldn't smell so enticing anymore, right?"
I buried my head in my folded arms atop the table. "Not as much, no. But still some, I guess."
"Well, I still think you should do it anyway, so that what happened to your other mother doesn't happen to you."
"I'll keep that in mind," I lied. The weekend was one more day away. Just one more gauntlet to run, and I'd have two whole days to get my feet back under me.
******
My bedroom used to be a safe haven for me, but lately it was becoming more and more a prison of my own making.
Sumo didn't show up to school on Friday, I couldn't get ahold of him by text or phone over the weekend, and he wasn't at school today either. I had to deal with the increasing sexual aggression without him as a buffer for both Friday and today, and was all alone in my room pretty much all weekend.
I didn't dare go out in public alone. School was bad enough with the teachers doing a half-assed job of keeping order, I didn't want to know what it would be like without them.
Four days where the only ones that didn't want to fuck me were my parents, and all they seemed to talk about was that I just needed to get over it. I would have thought at least Ma would understand, but even she was applying pressure.
I heard the doorbell, and strained to listen, but couldn't make anything out. Then I heard heavy footsteps plodding up the stairs, making loud creaking noises with every step.
My breathing quickened, and a cold shiver of fear shot down my back. I knew those footsteps, and I had a pretty good idea why my best friend had been incommunicado for days.
The footsteps stopped right outside my closed bedroom door, and nothing happened. I looked around my room with wide eyes in a panic. This was the last place I would want to be alone with a futa! I mean, my bed was right there, and everything!
The seconds dragged on, seeming like minutes, before a hesitant knock sounded from the other side.
"Hey, uh, Jace. It's me, Sumo. Can... Can I come in?"
Even though only one person on the planet called me Jace, that wasn't Sumo's voice. This was higher, far more feminine. That pretty much assured me that I was right about why I hadn't been able to get ahold of him over the weekend. "I don't think that's a good idea, Sumo."
There was a soft thump as a head impacted my door. "Look, I know this will be weird, Jace. But you're my best friend, and I haven't seen you for days. I won't give you any reason to be afraid of me, okay? I just... I wanna hang. Can we hang?"
I thought furiously. 'Okay, Sumo will probably be attracted to me now, but she can handle it. It's not like she just got blasted with a guy's 'fuck everything you can' urges at full power. They came gradually to her when she was still a Uni, and she can deal. Also, she's the only friend I have left, everyone else I pushed away for making passes at me.'
"P-promise me, Sumo. Promise you'll stay cool. If you forget that no actually means fucking no, this friendship is over."
"I promise, man. Bottom of my heart."
"Okay... okay."
The door slowly opened, and I got my first look at the new her. She was bigger than ever, a couple inches taller in the legs, but that was the least of her changes.
Her face was far more feminine, even sporting make-up. She'd sprouted half a foot of additional hair length since I'd seen her last, and had it cut so her bangs barely touched her thin, arched eyebrows.
Her belly looked just as big as it ever had, but now she had literal watermelon-sized breasts resting on top of it, with a mile of cleavage showing through the low-cut V-neck sweater. Her hips jutted out so far to her sides that it was more of a drop-off than a gentle curve, and her legs were smooth skin-covered barrels, the mid-thigh skirt hiding almost nothing.
She fidgeted, but let me take all the time I needed to absorb how she looked now. "My moms helped me with make-up and clothes, I didn't... do I look okay?"
What was I going to say? Her bulk hid every thing male about her except for her height, so it wasn't as scary as I thought it would be. "You look great, uh, Yoshi." It didn't seem right to call her Sumo.
She ran her fingers through her hair nervously. "Okay, I'm just going to say this up front. If our positions were reversed, and it was you who grew the giant tits, I wouldn't be able to stop staring at them. So, I'm not going to be offended or anything if you stare, okay? Look all you want."
I looked away, unable to meet her eyes. "I don't know, Yoshi. I don't want to be creepy. Uh, you want to play a game or something?"
She sighed with relief, and waddled sideways through the doorway and then over to sit on my bed. Sumo and I had spent countless hours sitting side by side on that bed with game-controllers in hand.
The mattress sank down under her massive weight, the bed frame creaking loudly as she settled. "I'd love to. Look, it's only creepy if the person staring is someone you're not attracted to. I'm not going to make moves on you or anything," she cautioned at my look of panic, "but I'm blended now, and you're still a uni. That makes you hot, okay? And these tits are pretty much all I've got going for me, so get your fill and then some."
I handed her the game controller, and took her up on the offer to look. The smooth jiggly flesh on display crammed against itself to create a crevice that was somehow hypnotic, with at least a foot and a half of visible cleavage. The pink V-neck knit sweater did a terrible job of trying to contain her bulk, as there were no parts of her body that weren't straining against it.
She playfully bounced her rack, setting waves of motion rippling across their surface. "Pretty amazing, right?"
I finally tore my eyes away, finding her smiling face watching me. I cleared my throat. "Yep. Pretty spectacular, Yoshi. I think you hit the titty jackpot."
I loaded the game system up, and she patted the mattress next to her in an invitation to sit.
I sat on the other end of the bed.
She sighed, "Okay, look. You don't have to sit so far away. I'm sorry if I made you uncomfortable, I just... I just thought that I'd share, right? It's not a come on, or anything. I mean, you can't find tits this big on the internet outside of one or two models from before the blending started. I just wanted to let you see, and maybe show off a little too, okay? And if you can't call me Sumo, which I really don't mind, call me Yuna. I went and got my name changed all legal-like today."
"Sure, uh, Yuna. Yeah, so I am uncomfortable, but that's on me, not you, okay? Let me get used to the new you a bit."
She focused on the television, and paged through the games until she found the fighting game she liked so much. "So, in the interests of fair play, I should let you know that your moms sent me up here to either talk you into the change, or start you into the change."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"I dunno. I think that they think if I talk to you about it, it won't terrify you so much anymore, or something... or that I'm going to somehow seduce you, like I have any idea how that's supposed to go."
I moved my cursor around the portraits of the fighters available to select while I thought. The game was developed after it was more normal to be gender blended than just a man or a woman, so there were twenty six tall muscular female-looking avatars to choose from. I picked Sakura, as I usually did.
"Are you okay with telling me about it? I mean, I don't know if I would be in your place."
She picked her own favorite, Blaize, and the loading screen popped up. "No, I don't mind. What do you want to know?"
We fought against each other, pretty evenly matched as we traded combinations, most of which went unblocked. "Well, I guess what I want to know first, is why did you? And who? If that's not way out of line."
Blaize went down, first match to me. "Francine Delgado. She offered me four hundred dollars for one encounter, any way I wanted. And I thought, maybe it was finally time to just do it, you know? Plus, money, so there's that."
I paused the game. "Wait, Francine? As in the asshole who stuck you with the name Sumo? That Francine Delgado?"
She chuckled, "Yeah, and part of anything I wanted included fucking her in the ass, so... revenge, a little?"
"That's unreal." I couldn't believe it.
She shook her head. "It was stupid, is what it was. I did one in her pussy, and one in her ass, and left."
"How exactly is that stupid?"
"Because the gender blending comes from a virus, right? If I'd let her cum in me even once, maybe I wouldn't have taken so long to change. It was like three whole days because I didn't get much for a starter set of changers."
Ma had gotten through it in about a day and a half, and was attacked by two at once. My mom took about two days, and she got it from Ma, so maybe there was something true in what Yuna said. "Was the actual change bad?" I un-paused the game, and we went head to head again.
"Well, it wasn't fun. You sleep through most of it. When you're awake though, you're starving, and thirsty, and feverish and achy, but as soon as you get enough food and drink you fall back asleep. And then, every time you wake up, your body is different, and clumsy, so that's a thing."



I lost the match, and the final round started. "That doesn't actually sound that bad."
Yuna landed a large combo on me right away, and I lost a third of my health bar. "It's really not bad. It's just not fun, either. I mean, I missed two days of school I've got to make up, and I lost the whole weekend, and I had to buy all new clothes, so that part sucked."
I rallied and got a couple small combinations to connect. "Wasn't that expensive?"
"It would be, but the government subsidizes like eighty percent of the cost on your first day. To make the transition affordable for everyone, you know? So, if and when you do, start early and get all your shit at once. Multiple things of make-up, especially, because that shit is expensive as fuck. Don't even get me started on how much double Z cup bras cost."
Double Z? I lost all concentration and she creamed my fighter, winning the bout. I chuckled, loosening up. "That wasn't fair, Yuna. Distracting me with boobs." I watched as she successfully activated the finishing move, and poor, poor Sakura died a gory death.
She giggled, and wiggled her shoulders in a way that set her visible breast flesh into motion. "If I was really trying to distract you, we'd be playing strip 'Death Match', and after you won the first one or two? My boobs would win me every match after."
My mouth went dry. She wouldn't, would she? My virginal mind went off into a happy place, despite still having a little fear about all of it.
She laughed hard at the look on my face, which set pretty much her entire body into movement. "I think I broke you, Jace. Look, if you want to see them, just say so. I got nothing to hide from you, and I already promised you that I wouldn't press anything, okay?"
My mind came back to the present. Maybe... maybe we could? Yuna looked so feminine, and as my crush on pre-blended Tamara showed, I was attracted to girls with big curves. Maybe it was time. Plus, if I started today, I would not miss out on a weekend like Yuna did.
I picked Sakura again. "One bout, one article of clothing," I stated.
Her cursor flashed impatiently over Blaize. "I meant it when I promised to be cool, but this might go places that you don't want, Jace," she warned.
"You're attracted to me, right? Right. Well I'm kind of attracted to you now too, and if I'm ever going to trust someone to get me started with the blending, it's going to be my best friend. I think maybe you're right, that it's time. I don't want to be the last man on Earth, which I will be before too long."
She looked at me seriously for a moment, judging my sincerity. "Are you sure? I'm for this, don't get me wrong, but you turned around really fast here. I don't want you to think I was pressuring you."
I blew out a breath, trying to stick to my decision. "Pretty sure. As sure as I'll ever be, anyway. Playing strip Death Match sounds like a fun way to ease into it."
She nodded, and heaved herself up off of my bed, moving to the open bedroom door. "Hey, Ms. Nelson? Mrs. Nelson? Do you think we could have the house to ourselves for a couple hours?" she yelled down the stairwell.
I could not believe she just did that. I could believe my parents' response even less.
"Okay!" Ma yelled back up, "Call me when you're done, and we'll take over, okay, Yuna?"
"Sure thing!" Yuna closed the door, walked back over to me, and sat just off center on the side of the bed. She patted the spot right next to her, and I sat down, the dip of the mattress where her gargantuan ass rested sliding me down until we were thigh to thigh, and I was hyperaware of every point in which my body touched hers right away.
"Just one thing before we start," she said, and I looked at her curiously. She turned, and pressed her face into my neck, inhaling deeply. Her belly spilled over into my lap, and her enormous breast tried to flatten over my chest, but there was just too much breast and too little chest for complete boob smashing. She had to brace an arm around me so that her girth wouldn't push me away.
"Fuck you smell good, Jace," she muttered, then gave a slow lick up my neck that sent a shiver down my back. Then she straightened back up, and without a second glance, selected Blaize.
I was focused, my heart was pounding, and my adrenaline was up, much like cock after Yuna licked my neck. I demolished her the first match, two to nothing.
She looked at me expectantly. I rolled my eyes, "I pick shirt, Yuna. Like you couldn't read my mind."
She chuckled and stood to start yanking her sweater upwards, having to remove it in stops and starts as it got caught on rolled over skin. "How about a side rule?" she asked through the fabric of her half removed top.
"What kind of side rule?"
"Whoever has to lose a piece of clothing gets to pick one thing to do with the bared skin?"
She got her shirt off, and I was entranced by the acres of creamy skin, her mountainous breasts barely being contained by a white lacy bra with cups that could hold basketballs with room to spare and the top half of her bulging tummy, her skirt band stretched across the middle of it. "I don't get it. Like what?"
"Here, stand up."
I stood in front of her, and she smiled mischievously at me before palming the back of my head and shoving my face into her cleavage.
Her skin was slightly damp with sweat, and impossibly soft. I had a moment to appreciate the sensation before she wildly shook her tits from side to side.
"MOOOOTORBOOOOAT!" she yelled, and when she pulled my head back out we were both laughing.
She let me get ahold of myself before she told me, "It doesn't count unless you make the noise, Jace." Then my face was plunged right back into her breast flesh.
Through my laughter I tried to make the motorboat noise. "Pbthbthbth. Pbthbth." She let me go and sat back down, picking up her game controller with a toothy grin.
I sat right next to her again, and had to ask, "What brought that on?"
She selected her fighter again. "Dude, I've been having fun with you my whole life. No reason we can't have fun now."
I blinked. I had been so scared, about everything, even though I was trying to brave my way through it. With one goofy act, Yuna had wiped away all of the fear.
"Hey Yuna?"
She turned to me. "S'up?"
I gave her a peck on the lips. "Thanks."
She licked her lips, savoring the taste of my kiss. "You bet. You got one more win before super boobs take over, better make it count!"
I glanced at her again, and without the thin barrier of her sweater hiding her skin, I abruptly realized just how much bigger than me she was, in all directions. My eyes were at her shoulder level, and she had to have at least three times my body weight, if not four. With the fear gone, I was finding our size difference kind of arousing.
I got destroyed that round. "I pick shirt," she said.
I tugged my shirt off in a second without even getting up, not having the same struggle that Yuna did to disrobe. "Uh, I got no ideas. I guess you can pick?"
"Kay, move up the bed a bit," she gestured.
I shuffled backwards, and with a palm on my chest she pressed me to a lying position. She rolled over me, trapping my legs beneath her bulk, and grasped my wrists by my sides. The she put her lips to my belly and blew the loudest raspberry she could.
I couldn't stop laughing, and tried to get my arms free, but had no success. Luckily, she didn't do it for very long, but when she was done she took a long lick from below my bellybutton to my sternum. I was sure she could feel my erection pressed against her, but if she could she gave no indication.
The next match was much closer, with me barely winning by a sliver. "Would it be awful if I went right for bra?" I asked.
She chuckled, making her barely contained breasts wobble. "Course not. Just, uh, I've never worn a bra before today, and I've never taken one off, ever. Could you, you know, help?"
She turned her back to me, and there were six straining hooks holding the wide band of her brassiere together. I fumbled to get them undone, and accidentally latched already open hooks together more than once, but eventually I got it apart. She pulled the straps from her shoulders, and stood before turning around to face me.
I had a glimpse of tea plate sized pink areolas and chewy, thick nipples before my vision was blocked by a wall of white.
My head fit in one of her bra cups with room to spare. "So, side rule. I want ten seconds of sucking on each nipple."
I pulled the garment from my head to find her propping one of her tits up on a palm, the flesh spilling over and hiding her splayed fingers from sight.
I was nervous, this was pretty much my first sexual contact. I leaned in, and sucked her engorged, textured nubbin between my lips.
"Mmmm. It's even better when someone else is doing it. Suck it hard, Jace. Hard as you can." She grabbed a fistful of my hair and pressed me into her funbag, the skin of it molding around my face until I was buried from forehead to chin.
I sucked with all my might while she cooed and tried to stuff the entirety of her colossal breast into my mouth. I lost track of time, but when air became an issue I knew it had been a lot longer than ten seconds. I tapped her arm holding me in, and she let me out.
Her face was flushed, and she was sweating a little. "What happened to ten seconds?" I questioned.
"I, uh, I came. Just a little one, but still. So, other one?" she hoped.
If that made her cum, then what kind of selfish jerk would I be to deny another? I moved to her other breast and tried to inhale as much of her nipple and areola into my mouth as I could, and sucked hard enough that my lips started to sting.
Once again, she fisted my hair and tried to suffocate me with boob. I moved my jaw as I kept up the suction, not quite chewing on her but definitely changing the sensation. Her other hand slapped onto my bare back and this time I felt her shudder with her orgasm as she held me tightly to her. I kept it up, and that time she let me out before air became an issue.
She sat heavily on the bed, the impact sending a ripple across her frame and her now free tits into wild motion. She picked up her remote again. She was breathing heavily, almost a wheezing sound.
I sat next to her. "You okay there, Yuna?"
"Mm-hmm. M'good. Trying to stick to this stupid game instead of begging for sex right now, but I'm good."
"Oh, I don't know," I teased, "begging for sex sounds kind of hot."
"Don't tempt me," She muttered playfully, "you don't know how hard it is to get back off my knees now with these heavy-ass tits pulling me forward."
True to prediction, I lost the next round due to being distracted by a gargantuan milk-bag that was almost in my lap. "Pants, Jace."
I nervously pulled down my jeans, my straining erection tenting out my tighty-whiteys to the point that the elastic band was pulled away from my waist.
I still had no ideas. I wasn't nearly as good at making it all fun like Yuna was. She saw my lost look.
"Do I get to pick again?"
"Uh, sure."
She guided me by the waist with a firm possessive grip until I was standing between her legs, my knees pressing into her tummy where it hung down between her thick thighs. Then she leaned in, burrowed her nose right next to the base of my cock and breathed deeply.
She just held me in a tight grip and kept breathing in and out, and while I didn't get what she liked about it, feeling her warm exhale and her soft face so close to my excited member was definitely erotic.
I didn't know what to do with my hands, so I just stood there awkwardly and let her smell me, as weird as it was. I had an odd urge to stroke her silky looking black hair that I didn't indulge in.
She finally let me go, and I sat down fighting the urge to rush or cover myself up. "What was that all about?" I had to ask.
"I don't know. You just smell really good, everywhere. Like, this manly scent that just makes me crazy. Right there was even better. That wasn't too weird, was it?" she worried.
I shifted a little uncomfortably. "It was a little weird, not gonna lie. But if you like it? Then it's all good. No worries."
I somehow managed to win the next match, and off came her skirt. She turned around and braced herself on the bed, her breasts and stomach hanging way down to pool against the mattress even with her arms at full extension. The thong she had on was invisible even when she was bent over. "Motorboat time again, Jace."
I blinked in disbelief. "What?"
She wiggled her hips side to side, the loose flesh of her epic ass cheeks following a second behind the movement of her wide pelvis. "You gotta motorboat my butt."
"You can't be serious."
She heaved herself to the side, rolling over until she was sitting on the bed again. "The other option is trying to French kiss Ms. Pac-Man while she's trying to eat you." She dug her fingers into the fold bisecting her belly and lifted the top half, showing her deep bellybutton in the exact center of the crease. Then she started slapping the top half down and back up, all while doing a dead-on imitation of Pac-Man eating pellets. "Ker-pt-ker-pt-ker-pt..."
My own belly shook with repressed laughter. "Fine, let's go with door number one, cause that looks painful."
She chuckled as she reassumed her position. "Naw, it's all soft. Wouldn't hurt you." She rested on her head and reached as far back as she could, digging her sausage-like fingers into the outside quarter of each ass cheek and peeled them apart, showing the one inch wide white band of her vanishing thong.
I knelt behind her and pressed my face onto it, and yeah, it smelled like sweat and butt. But it smelled like girl sweat and butt, so it wasn't as bad as if there were no pheromones working for me.
She let go of her cheeks, and the mountains of her voluminous ass came crashing into the valley where my head was. I could feel the soft, heavy flesh wrap around my head, almost meeting each other despite having to go around the obstruction that was me.
I just kind of froze in shock. My head was almost completely consumed by Yuna's gigantic ass. It didn't seem possible. She shifted her body, and her hips unbent a little bit, and the sliver of cool air on the back of my hair disappeared. It wasn't almost anymore. She'd entirely enveloped my noggin.
I could breathe, there was an airway downwards from my mouth, but the air was tainted with not only the faint odor of her ass, but her apparently very wet pussy. It was the first time I had ever experienced that particular scent, and it really turned me on.
The heat inside of her soft, moist ass cheeks was an almost oppressive thing, and I started to sweat a little. I sank my fingers into the wobbly flesh of my prison, and I moved my head side to side as best I could, but as much give as her fat had on the outside, deep in her crack it held pretty firm. I didn't move very much.
I actually found myself enjoying being in there, having all of that girl-skin and soft weight and heat pressing into me. She peeled her ass back apart. "You okay in there?"
I pulled back just far enough for my voice to reach her. "Yep! I'm good. One more minute, please?" I wasn't ready to be done yet.
In response she simply pulled her thong straps over and down the hips that were so wide she couldn't get through doorways without going sideways, and kept pulling them down until her panties were past her knees, before she pulled her ass open again.
I was faced with her pink puckered asshole, with just under that her plump pussy, shiny with wetness, and just under that was her hanging ballsack, with surprisingly large testicles the size of grade-A eggs stretching the smooth skin of her scrotum tight where they rested. There was no pubic hair to be found.
"We were almost done with that stupid game anyway," she said, "and I'm only human. Please lick me, Jace, I need it. Please, eat my pussy. And remember to swallow!"
I hesitantly moved downward, staring directly at the plump, wet cavern where her pussy was buried. I moved forward, breaching where her flesh parted. Then I moved forward some more. Then more.
Her clit and inner lips were buried deep, the fat buildup around them so large that my entire face sunk into the slick, soaking crevice before I made contact with her clit. I moved forward enough to start licking it, and my nose sunk into her vaginal canal.
I heard her yell, "Oh, YES!", before she let go of her ass and then my ears were muffled by the very bottom of her bottom. I blindly tugged her thong the rest of the way to the floor, and my hand came away wet from where I accidentally grasped the center of it.
I had the lung capacity to hold my breath for a certain amount of time, but nowhere near what I would need to get her off. I was going to have to eat her out in stages.
The dripping, heavily lubricated skin formed an airtight seal over my face, yet somehow allowed her wetness to seep out where it began to run in rivulets under my chin and down my neck.
I licked, and sucked, and swallowed whenever my mouth felt full. That happened often, as Yuna was a very juicy girl. I experimented, and wiggled my face, making my nose rub around the inside of her cockpit, and she moaned loud enough that I could hear it through the insulation of her titanic cushions.
My air supply started to run low, so I peeled the ass from around my head and pulled back, her cunt making a wet sucking noise as I disengaged.
I breathed deeply and quickly, trying to reoxygenate. I had her discharge all over my face and didn't dare open my eyes. I was pretty sure it would sting worse than shampoo.
"Mmmm, you're not done yet, are you?" she whined, "Get back in there!"
"Just breathing for a second, Yuna." Feeling rejuvenated, I pulled her ass back apart and went back to work. Diving into a girl as big as Yuna with your eyes closed isn't a good idea. I had my tongue in her asshole for about ten seconds until I figured out what that weird taste was. She didn't seem to mind. I blindly worked downward until I was back at suckling her clit, letting go of her vast ass cheeks to get that fun sensation of being enveloped again.
It didn't seem like I was working on her for very long before she pulled her cheeks apart so I could hear her. "On your back! I'm gonna cum, get on your back!" Not waiting for me to comply, she slammed her pussy back into my face hard enough that I lost my balance and fell backwards. I cleared my eyes with my hands, opening them to see her scrambling to straddle my face.
She lifted her stomach and knee-walked up the sides of my prone form, dragging her balls up my face. I couldn't see her dick, it was still hidden by her belly apron, and once she had the right position she squatted down. Her scrotum was stretched across the bridge of my nose, a single testicle resting on each of my now closed eyes, and her pussy was stretched around my mouth.
"I'm so close, Jace. Stick your tongue in me!"
She was cutting off my air, so even if I didn't want to get her off, which I so did, it would have been in my best interests to do as she said.
I wedged my face deep into her sopping crevice, and stuck my tongue out as far as it could go. She moaned in some kind of pleading tone, and bore down. She started humping my face, roughly smashing her clit into my nose and smearing her liquid all over.
The weight of a girl so big she was called Sumo versus all the strength in my jaw. My lower jaw was pried all the way down, effectively forcing my mouth all the way open. Then she started cumming.
There was a big difference between her normal wetness and her cum. This wasn't the watery lubrication she'd been dripping since we started. This was a thick, creamy, slightly sour, nearly scalding discharge that oozed down my extended tongue in a heavy flow, pooling in my mouth.



Her river of girl-cum wasn't stopping, only changing in volume as she squeezed it out in waves around my stiff tongue, and I had to figure out how to swallow with my mouth wide open and my tongue out because there was no where else for it to go. I gulped, and immediately my mouth filled again. I swallowed again.
Her cum stuck to the sides of my throat all the way down into my stomach, and I found myself constantly swallowing just to try to get it all down.
My blacked out vision started to get pinpricks of light before she finally heaved herself off of my face. I was immediately assaulted by the scents of her cunt and cum as I tried to get enough oxygen to not pass out.
I coughed wetly, and since I was still lying prone, the ejected cream rained back down to splatter on my face.
"Oh jeez are you a sight," she told me, and then her fingers were scooping the mess from my face. I didn't think anything of it, until she deposited it all in my open mouth.
"Yuna?!"
"Gotta eat it all, Jace. More you get, the faster the change, remember?"
I had forgotten. I swallowed and sat up, not realizing that she was standing directly over me. My forehead impacted her drooping, large tummy.
"Hey, as long as you're down there..." she trailed off, putting one hand underneath her stomach and lifting, revealing her short, thick erect cock.
It was only about five inches, most of her length being buried by the fat bulging up around the base, but it was very thick. She wrapped her pudgy fingers around it, and she couldn't close her fist.
"If you wait until after you've cum, you won't want to do this. But right now, all horny as fuck? This is the best time to try." She pulled her fist back, sliding the foreskin with it and revealing her shiny red cock head.
"I don't know, Yuna..."
She laughed, "What, are you afraid that sucking dick and liking it would make you gay? That doesn't even mean anything other than happy anymore. Wait, I have an idea. Um, this is embarrassing, but can you hold my belly up? I need both hands for this."
I folded my legs under me and placed both hands under her girth, and when she let go it sagged down, drooping around my open hands. "Don't be embarrassed. I'm kind of into your curves," I bashfully admitted.
She paused, "Are you fucking with me?"
I shook my head. "Not metaphorically, no. You remember how bad of a crush I had on Tamara last year, and she didn't have nearly the fun curves that you do. Now, literally? Yes, I am literally fucking with you."
She wasn't saying anything, so I looked past the curve of her belly, through the valley of her immense tits, to see her slowly shedding a few tears. "Sorry," she sniffed, "I thought I was disgusting to you and you were just too nice to say anything." She quickly swiped her hand over her eyes.
"No, I'm really into this, except for, you know..." I nodded towards where she was still grasping her throbbing cock.
"Oh, right. My idea." She dug her other hand behind her balls, pulling away with an off-white coating, sticking between her fingers in gooey strings that slowly sagged as gravity pulled at them. She smeared the creamy cunt soup all over her cock including the crown, and went back for another helping of cum. That, too, was smeared like the first. "There. Now its got a thin candy shell."
I laughed, I couldn't help it. We'd known each other for twelve years, and she knew just how to hit my funny bone and get me to loosen up. "Alright, let's give it a shot."
I had to stay seated on my butt, if I got on my knees I'd be too high up. She took over holding her tummy out of the way, and heaved herself forward one leg at a time, the impacts with the floor making her entire body wobble in a way that I found extremely sexy, like I was seeing a boob-jiggle but across a whole person.
When she was close enough, I opened my mouth and closed it around just her head, testing the taste and texture. She let go of her rod, no longer needing to point it at me.
All I could taste was her pussy leavings, which incidentally had been all I could taste for the last ten minutes. The texture wasn't bad either, spongy and smooth.
I sucked, and bobbed my head forward a little, the spongy-ness of her cock head giving way to the hot steel of her shaft, and I could feel every pulse of her throbbing on my tongue.
"Oooh. That's good, Jace. Use your tongue some."
I tried to lick around the underside, finding that sensitive patch of slightly loose flesh that I knew from my own dick felt really good to fiddle with. Her thick fingers threaded through the hair at the back of my head.
"Can you suck harder, Jace? Just a lit- Ahhh. That's the stuff." She let go of her belly, the weight of it pushing down on me and straining my neck muscles, and her now free hand joined its partner on the back of my head.
I quickly lost control of the situation. It started with just light pressure from her chubby hands, and a little rocking of her hips. It spiraled down fast into her shoving all five visible inches of her rock hard, thicker-than-a-baby's-arm bratwurst all the way in, and back out until just the crown was trapped behind my lips, over and over.
I tried to push against her thighs, but my hands just sank into the doughy flesh and it helped not at all. She had leverage, momentum, and strength on her side.
Then she pulled my head harder than she had been, and thrust her hips all the way forward. My face went directly into the bulk surrounding her girl-cock, and she got enough extra hidden length into me that I could feel it strike the back of my throat and bend slightly down my throat. Her belly, no longer supported by my head, sank down over Yuna's insistent hands. The world went dark.
I felt her thick meat swell in my mouth, the spongy bulb at the end gaining size and hardness where it was wedged against my uvula, the tube-like underside bulging alarmingly where my tongue pressed, and then her thick cock started to pulse even thicker.
Her balls tightened up against my chin, and she came. Long, pressurized squirts of baby batter shot down my throat and I could feel every ounce of it move through her straining dick. When I cum, I get seven or eight shots, maybe once per second and short bursts. Yuna had many more, enough that between what she was injecting into me now, and her previous deposit, my stomach started to feel Thanksgiving-dinner-full. Every stream of spunk seemed like it erupted for a full two or three seconds, unloading her balls as much as possible with each flex of her volcanic muscle.
I gamely tried to keep swallowing, somehow keeping my gag reflex at bay. Unlike her pussy cum, this was bitter, but otherwise had the same sticky, throat-coating consistency.
She finally let go of my hair, my scalp tender where she had pulled hair into her fists, and I lifted her belly up to get her cock out of my word-hole.
I sat back, and looked in dismay at my distended stomach. I gave it a poke, and it sloshed back and forth, both feeling and looking like a small scale waterbed.
"Jesus, Yuna. Is this how much futanari cum?"
She sat back on the bed in front of me, a satisfied expression on her face. "Only with Unis, it has something to do with how you smell ramping up everything for us so we can put a lot of changers in ya."
That made sense. I poked my belly again, just for fun. "Now what?" I asked.
"Whatever you want, buddy. Name it."
"Will you be on top?"
She looked concerned. "I shouldn't have to say this out loud, but I'm really heavy, Jace. Is that a good idea?"
I debated for a moment. "If it doesn't work out, we can try something else. I just want my hands free," I admitted.
I took off my undies and got up to lie on the bed, and she looked scared as she swung one tree trunk of a thigh over me. "Okay, if you don't like it, or it hurts or whatever, just say something. Or smack me, or... just let me know, alright?"
She had to lift her stomach again, and I held my cock up to enter her pussy. "Uh, I can't believe I'm just now thinking of this, but should I be using a condom?"
She chuckled as she tried to find the right position to get my dick into her waiting crevice, rubbing my sensitive cock head around the soft wet folds of her undercarriage. The escaping moisture felt like hot rain as gravity pulled it from her nether regions in droplets to splatter all around my groin and hand. "Right now we aren't even technically the same species. You couldn't get me pregnant anymore than a dog could knock-up a cat."
She finally found the right spot, and slowly sank down. Her vaginal muscles squeezed my dick tightly, fluttering as if her ravenous cunt kept trying to get just a little better grip than the moment before.
She bottomed out, getting my cock as deep into her folds as possible, and then slowly rested more and more of her weight onto me. The mattress underneath my ass sagged until it could dip no further, and I was bent into a slight v-shape around her bulging enormity. Her protruding ass cheeks stuck out to my knees, the pillow-like consistency of her bottom easily making room for my legs under her.
She gently let go of her tummy, and it spilled up and over to mid-chest on me, sagging over my sides and arms to actually make contact with the mattress. She looked worriedly at me. "Everything okay?"
I was half buried under the thick sweaty flesh of a Titaness, my cock being squeezed tightly in her constricting vaginal grip, and feeling the underside of her still-hard and throbbing girl-cock smashed onto my pubes. I had an amazing view of her tits, hanging down to either side of her upper belly like mostly full water balloons. I wasn't just okay, I was almost great.
It was a little difficult to pull in a breath, but if that was the price of admission then I was happy to pay it. "Just one thing, Yuna. I wanted my hands free."
She swiped her hand across her forehead where her bangs were plastered to her face while I tugged and wiggled my arms free from underneath her resting tummy, the heavy semi-liquid mass resisting me much like I imagined quicksand would and the light coating of sweat acting more like an adhesive than a lubricant.
The second I got my appendages free, I reached up and sank my fingers into the soft flesh of her titties and squeezed.
She placed her own hands over the back of mine, pressing my hands further into her full breasts and making me squeeze harder, and she humped her body a little.
"Fuck, Jace, I haven't had a cock in there before, but it's so good. I know that you are probably really close, and this is the first time and everything, but hold out as long as you can, okay?"
I squeezed her boobs more, and just started playing with her wondrous bosom. "Ha! Joke's on you, I jerked it about an hour before you showed up. Hey, lean forward if you can."
She did as I asked, and fell forward to hold herself up by her hands. My skin that wasn't covered by her belly was buried under her tits.
The new position compressed my ribcage, and I had to work to inhale, but it was so worth it. I parted her breast flesh so I could see her face. "Okay Yuna, do your thing. I'm just gonna keep myself busy down here."
"Okay. Look, when I'm about to cum, I'll try to get it in your mouth, okay?" She had already started to grind her vast hips back and forth, not only working my piston in and out of her slick tunnel but rubbing her own cock against me where it was pressed.
I reburied myself in her juggs, and maneuvered one of her meaty nipples between my lips. My arms were out from under her, her breasts covering my upper chest, shoulders, and most of my head. My legs were sticking out from under the beanbag chairs of her ass cheeks from the knees down, but everywhere else was pinned down under hot, sweaty, undulating dickgirl. The temperature difference from under her to outside was staggering.
I sucked her nipples hard, switching between them when I felt like one had been neglected for long enough, but I was squeezing both of them equally. It wasn't as easy as just moving my head to get to the other nipple, I had to shift both of the heavy bags across my face, and they were resistant to being moved, my hands sinking into them deeply before any of the skin against me actually would slide.
Her grinding picked up to a frantic pace, the sheer mass of Yuna actually moving my prone body up and down the bed as she shoved me around with her pelvis, before she abruptly lifted off and started shuffling up my body, smearing a snail trail of kitty slobber all the way from my crotch to my neck, with one of her hands tightly gripping her dick.
She settled her cunt over my face, and I got a second helping of pussy soup being poured into my mouth. It was just as thick and creamy as the first time, and I valiantly swallowed every oozing drop.
My full stomach, which I had been trying to ignore, swelled further as she dumped what seemed like a gallon of her discharge into my tank. She lifted up and shifted, then began to roughly, insistently bump her swollen cock head against my closed lips until I let her in.
She squirted a long stream of cum from her no longer gripped dick directly to the back of my throat, and then her cock swelled again for the next stream. Calling it a cumshot would have been a disservice, the volume of liquid with each pulse was just too much to call it a 'shot'. My stomach swelled further yet, and it started to hurt.
She wiggled herself backwards, and lined me back up for insertion, dropping down and slightly bouncing, but staying upright. There was a space between her gyrating pelvis and where her belly apron was draped over my chest for my expanded tummy to rest mostly untouched. I was thankful, I didn't want to know what would happen if she started to impact it.
I started getting close. "Yuna, I'm close, I'm about to cum," I warned her.
She smiled, and through her panting, encouraged me. "Do it, Jace. Cum in me, fill me up. Fuck, I want your cum in my cunt so bad! Give it to me Jace, give it me now!"
I grasped the bulging ledges of her hips, my arms pressing into her splayed belly fat, and futilely tried to press my pelvis upward into the avalanche of girl I was under.
My cock pulsed with the familiar intense straining of my orgasm, and when Yuna felt me emptying my balls into her waiting crevice, she came too with a wordless whine.
Her cream spilled out messily over my pelvis, the first of it that didn't disappear down my gullet, and her cock started spraying in pulses against the lower curve of my very full stomach. Her orgasm lasted much, much longer than mine.
I immediately felt every ounce of her gargantuan frame as she sat on me, as if it was only needing to cum that let me tolerate the weight. I patted her hip gently. "Yuna, I'm sorry, but I need you to get off now," I groaned.
She heaved herself to the side, lifting her wobbling thigh over me, and I caught sight of my stomach.
It looked like a six month baby bump, and the skin was stretched so tight over it I was almost afraid it would tear. I blinked sleepily at it.
"How you doing, Jace?" Yuna asked, kneeling on the bed beside me.
"I'm good. That was a great first time, Yuna. Thanks for that." I couldn't help the yawn that escaped me.
She looked relieved. "I think you're starting the change now. I'd better clean you up a bit and call your moms."
I swiped my hand across my pelvis, coming away with a huge amount of her thick cum, slowly seeping off my hand to reach back towards my body. There was no way I could swallow anything else, but... "Yuna? Do you have one more in you?"
She laughed, and gently poked my stomach, making it wobble as the liquid inside sloshed. "I don't think you're fitting anything else in there, dude."
"No, not in there." I struggled to turn over, my body feeling weak. I managed to get my knees under me for a moment, but immediately sank back down to the mattress. "In ma' butt," I slurred.
"I don't know, Jace. You're about to pass out, and then it becomes kind of... I don't know, rapey?"
"'M givin' you p'mish'n. Not r'pey. Juss one m're. M'k it go fass f'r me."
She blew out a breath, and swiped the cum from under my belly, using it as a lubricant to work a single finger in and out of my asshole. I heard her spit, and a second finger joined the first, stretching me open further. My eyes closed, I couldn't keep them open anymore.
"Okay, Jace. But you don't get to hate me for doing this when you're back in your right mind. There's no way I can say no to you, understand?"
"S'kay. Aaaall g'd. Y'r ma' bess fr'nd. L'v oo. Nnno h'te."
A third finger worked its way inside, and I tried to tighten up my sphincter in reflex, but my body already lacked the strength to do even that. I felt the mattress shift under me as Yuna put herself in position, then the fingers were removed from my ass, leaving a gaping hole that felt weird with air inside of it.
I heard the squelching as she scraped the inside of her cunt for more lube, and then her hot, hard, slick girl-cock was pressing into my backdoor.
It was a stretching sensation more than anything else at first, and I'm positive if I hadn't been as limp as I was it really would have hurt. She slowly speared her thick rod into my bowels, and I could feel all the softness of her body hugging me when she propped herself forward on her hands. From her boobs over my shoulders and cuddling my face to her belly covering my arms and back to her leg fat spilling inward over the majority of my own legs, she cushioned me in soft warmth while her hardness plundered my depths.
She started working her cock slowly in and out of me, and it felt pleasant. So softly I almost didn't hear it, I heard her whisper to me, "I wish I was brave enough to tell you while you were still awake, but I love you too, Jace."
I drifted off into the metamorphic torpor while being gently ass-fucked by my enormous futa best friend.
******
I woke up, feeling somewhat like I had the flu. I was sweating, my skin was hot to the touch, but my insides were freezing. It was much like I imagined a not-microwaved-enough frozen burrito to be. I was also hungry to the point that I had sharp pains in my stomach.
I rolled over to my back, and my bedroom window gave away the fact that it was night time. I'd been asleep for longer than I'd thought I would be.
I was wearing a flannel nightgown, of all things, and it was pretty much soaked through with sweat. Heaving myself to a sitting position took a monumental effort, and I couldn't help but groan.
I blinked in the darkness for only a couple of moments before my moms came rushing into my bedroom, flicking on the overhead light and blinding me.
"Sarah, why don't you help her get cleaned off a bit, and I'll go start on food?" Ma asked.
"Okay honey," Mom addressed me, "let's get you to the bathroom and wiped down, okay?" Mom lifted me in her arms in a princess carry, and I was weak enough not to protest.
She tugged my nightgown over my head, and I found myself standing naked in the bathroom while she wiped my sweaty skin down with a cool washcloth. I tried to cover up with my hands, and she laughed at me.
"Why are you being bashful? We saw everything when you and Yuna were done, and got you cleaned up the first time. Hey, looks like your boobs are already coming in," she observed.
I looked down, and she was right. I was used to seeing the small bitch-tits I'd always struggled with, but these were actually tits-tits. I cupped them, feeling their weight and shape, and they almost filled my hands already. My nipples were a little bigger, but my areolas had tripled their circumference. I gave them a small test squeeze, and was disappointed that it didn't feel any different than before. I wasn't about to do anything to my nipples with Mom right there, so I reluctantly dropped my hands.



In the bathroom mirror, I could see minute changes to my hips and face, but other than the budding breasts I didn't look that much different yet. Thankfully, my stomach was back to a normal Jason-size.
"Weird," I whispered. I didn't have much else to say about it. Mom helped me into a fresh gown, and carried me down the stairs to the kitchen like I was a small child. I was suddenly grateful that she'd become as strong as she had, the staircase seemed an insurmountable task in my current state.
A large chocolate milkshake was placed in front of me, and after the first taste I greedily gulped it down, uncaring about a brain freeze and completely ignoring the straw.
Ma refilled it from the blender. "It's got protein powder and ground up calcium supplements in it, so drink as much as you want, okay? How are you feeling?"
I stopped chugging the milkshake just long enough to quickly answer; "Hips and legs hurt."
She started pulling out various trays of different foods where they'd been keeping warm in the oven. "That's normal, Jason. Your pelvis is changing shape, and your leg bones are growing... We should probably start thinking of a new name for you, shouldn't we?"
I didn't care at the moment, trying to stuff my face as fast as I could. Mom started to chuckle and ran a loving hand over my damp hair. "Good thing Yuna stretched out your tummy, sweetie, or you'd be in pain by now. Probably awake earlier from an empty stomach, too."
I blushed, not willing to discuss the details of Yuna and myself, or the fact that she filled my stomach to the bursting point with her cum. My silence somehow sent both of my parents into laughter.
I paused with the fork halfway to my mouth as a wave of exhaustion hit me. I had demolished more food in one sitting than I normally ate over the course of two entire days. The fork slipped clumsily from my fingers, and I was having trouble keeping my eyes open.
"Hup! Time to go back to bed, I think."
I turned bleary eyes to Ma as she turned to shout up the stairwell. "Sarah! Did you finish changing the bed? She's fading fast!"
I hadn't even noticed Mom leaving the room while I was eating, but couldn't bring myself to worry about it. Maybe I could just rest my head on the table while I waited...
******
I woke up in my bed, and the sun still hadn't risen yet. My hips hurt worse than the last time, and I could feel unfamiliar weights shifting on my chest as I struggled to sit up.
I levered myself up, and sucked in a sharp breath as I put pressure on the bottom of my pelvis, the area between my butt and my balls was extremely tender.
I noticed the baby monitor light up with my noise this time, and croaked "Mom?" at it, just in case they didn't hear me.
I stared down at my bust line through the flannel, part of me horrified and part of me bursting with curiosity. My tits seemed to have grown much larger than before, but I couldn't really tell in the dark and through the shapeless nightgown. All I knew for sure was that they were heavy.
I really needed to use the toilet, to the point where I just couldn't wait any longer. Painfully, I made my way to my feet, and shuffled into the bathroom.
My legs felt weird, like they were angled wrong and I should have been hitting my knees together with every step, but they didn't make contact with each other at all.
I managed to bunch up my nightgown enough to sit on the toilet, and immediately started to relieve myself as I slowly tugged the soaking wet garment up and over my head. I let it drop to the linoleum with a wet, heavy smack.
My tits were bigger. I hefted the right one, and the heavy firm globe mostly kept its shape as I manipulated it. Last time I was awake, they almost filled my hand. Now, this breast sat inside of my cupped hand, almost a perfect sphere, half in and half out of my grasp.
I wiped, which was a challenge with boobs getting in the way, flushed, and started the water in the tub from where I sat. I was starving again, but I felt too gross to eat and if I could get out of even one naked wipe down from Mom I was going to take it. I wondered how the first blended managed to take care of themselves while they changed. Did they order food when the fridge went empty, stomach eating itself while they waited for delivery? Maybe they did as I was doing now, just painfully going through the motions in the hope that it would all be over soon.
I levered myself into the cool bath water, and used my hands to wash myself with the clean liquid. Having to get into the folds underneath my two new puppies was a new experience. I wasn't brave enough to touch where I knew my pussy was developing.
Mom stumbled into the bathroom, half asleep and half worried as I was trying to get some of the grime out of my hair.
"I'm sorry we didn't wake up, Jas... I can't call you that anymore, I'm sorry. Given any thought to a name?"
I shrugged lethargically. The now dirty bath water was looking too tasty, I needed to get some food and liquid, stat. "Yuna calls me Jace. Help me out, please?" My voice cracked embarrassingly as it hadn't done for years.
Mom helped me out and dried me gently with a towel like I was six years old again. "How about Jacie?"
My hair was in my eyes, and I pushed it back. I looked in the tub as it drained, and saw a lot of short orange-red hair in the water and strainer. "Fine, whatever, is my hair falling out?" I asked hysterically, frantically patting the crown of my head.
Mom looked where I was looking. "Just your body hair, Jacie. Now c'mon, up we go! Time to feed the bottomless pit!"
******
When I woke again the sun was out. The weight on my chest was heavier, and I had red hair obscuring my eyes. I pulled it away to examine it, and there was about an inch of my old tight, curly orange hair on the ends, gradually darkening to red and getting less curly as it traveled to my scalp.
I was starving again, and already sick of being hungry. My phone said the time was 11:34 a.m., and I decided to fire off a quick text to Yuna before feeding myself again.
-Hey. Awake for a minute here. Just wanted to say hi.-
I got a reply back immediately, despite the fact that she was in class.
*How's it all going?*
-It's going fast, I think. Judging by boobs, anyway.-
*Do you hate me now?*
I had to rack my memory to figure out why in the hell she could ever think I hated her.
-I don't hate you, I gave permission and my asshole is the one part of my body that doesn't hurt.-
*Kk. Good to hear. I'll stop by after school.*
I put my phone back on the charging pad and heaved myself upright. My developing pussy area hurt with a burning, raw nerve feeling, and even though the thick flannel gown I could see how far my hips had expanded and my bust swelled.
I called out weakly for help, I didn't have the call of nature motivating me to do it on my own this time.
I got to see myself in the mirror while Mom wiped me down again, and the changes were drastic now.
My hair was growing in as dark red loose curls, and my chin, nose, and cheekbones were pointed, giving me an elven look. When I looked closer my eyes were turning a vibrant green from the dull blue they were before, and my lips were plumper. My freckles, unfortunately, were exactly the same.
My waist had lost some fat, cannibalized for elsewhere and didn't really get much smaller, but the explosion of my hips and breasts made it look like it did.
I tried to gauge the size of my juggs, and couldn't come up with a size. Bigger than cantaloupes, smaller than volleyballs was the best I could do. My areola had expanded again to reach the size of drink coasters, and the cold of the bathroom made my nipples harden into nuggets that were comparable to the last section of my pinkies. I wasn't that enthused about having long nipples.
My body hair was reduced to a patchwork of bare and not, and my legs felt even more awkwardly bent inward than before.
I turned, and my ass stuck out behind me just as far as my tits stuck out in front of me. "Jesus, my ass is huge," I crackled in my changing voice.
"It's fine, sweetie. Let's get a new gown on you and get you fed, okay?"
******
My eyes opened to see the TV on, muted, and Yuna sitting on the floor by my bed quietly playing Death Match in silence.
I rolled to the side, and my now gigantic tits rolled over too. I was stretching out the chest of the gown, and my damp hair was annoyingly in my face. I reached out and ran my hand down Yuna's silky locks.
She didn't even pause the game, just dropped the control and turned to me, her face lighting up in a smile.
"Hey," I whispered, not willing to embarrass myself with my changing voice in front of her.
"Hey!" Yuna got up on her knees to put her face closer to mine, but thankfully not on my wet pillow. "How's it going?"
"My tits and my ass are too big. How much of that do I get to blame on you?" I teased weakly.
She huffed, entertained. "None of it. Matter of fact, I'm the last girl in the world you get to complain about that to."
I wheezed a laugh out. "Help me get this gown off and to the bathroom?"
"Uh, maybe I should get your mom?"
I rolled my eyes. "Don't be stupid. You've had your dick in my asshole, you get to see me naked."
She shook her head, sending her chin length hair flying. "No, your moms are immune, but I'm not. You're soaked in sweat and you smell really good."
I groaned. "I thought that shit would be over by now."
Yuna helped me to sit up. "Yeah, you don't smell like a guy anymore. You smell mostly like a Uni-girl."
"Fuck!" I squeaked. I heaved myself to my feet, and promptly lost my balance because of the extra weight in front and in back, and fell back to sitting on my bed.
"Help me to the toilet before I shit myself and you can give me a tongue bath, for all I care right now," I whispered.
Yuna dutifully helped me to my feet, and we shuffled to the bathroom. "Jesus you fight dirty, Jace."
Yuna helped me get my gown off, and I was right, my tits were gigantic. Definite volleyball size now. My body hair was gone except for a tiny patch just over my cock, and my hips had somehow gotten even wider. Actual hourglasses wept in jealousy over my silhouette. My areolas had gained territory, my nipples were thicker and a little longer, but the disturbing thing was the trickle of blood running down the inside of one thigh.
I turned panicked eyes to Yuna. "Am I supposed to be bleeding?"
"Yeah, it's cool. Your pussy's opened up, that's all."
"Okay... Okay. I can deal. Look, you're my best friend and all, but I don't want you in here while I use the toilet, understand?"
Yuna quickly backed away. "Right, I'll just tell your mom that you're up. Yep! That's what this girl's doing!" I watched as Yuna shuffled sideways through the door, closing it behind her.
I sat on the toilet and emptied out while I tried to wipe up the blood on my leg. I was going to need a quick bath before tending to my hunger. Hopefully I was almost done with the change. Judging by the tiny patch of pubic hair I had left, one more sleep ought to do it.
******
I stopped my car outside of Yuna's house, ready to pick her up to head to school. I got out to meet her, causing her to stop where she stood and stare.
My shoulder length dark red hair blew in the breeze, the loose curls snaking around each other. My boobs sat on my chest encased in a G cup bra, the tight tank top showing both cleavage and my bare midriff, a feminine shaped nearly flat belly that I really wanted to get pierced. My jeans were skin-tight and low on my hips, and I put my hands in my back pockets, emphasizing both the curve of my hips and thrusting my chest out.
Ma had helped me with my makeup, and I was still unfamiliar enough with my new face and body to know just how good I looked.
Yuna eventually got over her shock, and stumbled to me.
"What do you think?" I asked her. My parents thought my voice sounded musical now. I didn't know about that, but getting used to the new sound I had was taking time.
"Jesus, Jace. You look amazing! Lindsey is a lucky girl."
"Yeah, about that," I said, before grabbing the back of her head and shoving my tongue into her mouth. To her credit, Yuna didn't hesitate to wrap her thick, pudgy arms around me and squeeze me into her boobs.
I finally broke the kiss, but left my arms around her neck and smiled brilliantly into her stunned eyes. "Fuck Lindsey. Metaphorically, though, not literally."
"I-I don't understand..."
I smiled into her eyes, and reached down to grab up two of the biggest handfuls of ass I could manage. "I've been having fun with you my whole life so far," I parroted at her. "Don't see any reason we can't have fun with the rest of it."
"R-really?" she stuttered, her eyes beginning to water.
"Mmm-hm! And after school, I'll prove it to you by sucking your cock until I know what your thoughts taste like."
******
I jumped and cheered, waving my pom-poms as the football team lined up for hopefully the last play of the game. My boobs, as usual, were lagging a second behind the rest of me.
Yuna crouched over the ball, and on queue hiked it to Lindsey before keeping not one, but two of the opposing linewomen from breaking the line.
I screamed my heart out at her, encouraging her to hold out. Another player tried to squeeze by her, and she lifted one massive leg high, planting it down in a wider stance, and stopped all three of the opposing players from getting to the quarterback.
Seeing her move, I quickly counted out, "One, two, three, SU-MO!" The rest of the cheerleaders and most of the crowd screamed it with me.
Lindsey connected with her pass, winning the game for us, 27-21. Well, in my not completely unbiased opinion, Yuna won us the game by giving her enough time to throw.
I charged the field as soon as I could, dodging around Lindsey's outstretched arms, and jumping on top of Yuna, who had only just removed her helmet.
I grabbed her by her head, ignoring the sweat buildup, and wrapped my legs as far around her as I could, kissing her with all of my might. She put her free hand under my ass to help hold me up and kissed me back, feeling every inch the heroine. Which was just what I'd intended.
"Shower quick, babe. You have such a reward coming, you don't even know," I told her.
"I do, do I?" she asked, clearly getting excited.
"Mmm-hm!" I nodded. "Guess who's birth control is effective now?"
Yuna's eyes became the size of dinner plates. "Please tell me you're not fucking with me."
I grinned devilishly at her. "You stopped three defenders in their tracks to win the game. I think you deserve at least three holes as a reward, don't you? Who wants to go around the world, baby?"
She abruptly let me down to my own feet. "I have a shower to hurry through, right now," she stated, then took off to the locker room at a trot without a backward glance.
I turned around to find Lindsey almost in my personal space. She smelled and looked amazing, but I had someone she couldn't compete with on multiple other levels. "What does Sumo have that I don't?" she complained.
"Double-Z boobs, an ass that I can literally hide my entire head in, and twelve years of being my best friend. Sorry, Lindsey."
I walked away to warm up my car. I had a heroine to let use me in any way she wanted, and I wasn't going to make her wait an instant longer than she had to.
******
I was waiting for Yuna by the driver's side door when she finally came out to the parking lot, hair still wet from her shower. She walked right up to me, and I leaned in for a kiss, using the move to surreptitiously palm both of her massive tits. It wasn't like she minded me doing it.
In response she palmed two handfuls of my big ass through my cheer briefs, and stuck her tongue in my mouth. I sucked on her tongue for a minute, before breaking the kiss. "You're driving," I told her, and made my way around the car to the passenger seat, my uniform skirt swishing with the sway of my wide hips, emphasized by my comparatively small, slim waist.
Yuna started the car moving, and I started stage one of her reward. I pulled my cheer briefs off, and dug my fingers underneath the lining of my panty, scooping up a couple finger-fulls of my pussy juice. I was so wet, and so hard.
I put my wet, drippy fingers into Yuna's mouth, and the reaction was instantaneous. Her nipples bulged against the restraints of her bra cups and a flush worked its way across the tops of her round cheeks.
We'd found it out by accident. Because I was leaning so far to the girl side of being blended, not only did I still smell seriously arousing, but my pussy juice was this huge aphrodisiac to other Futa.
My dirty panties were going to pay my way through college.
I went back for another couple finger-fulls, and fed that to Yuna too. She sucked and slurped my fingers ravenously, and I reveled in the sensation of her wet tongue gliding around my digits, scouring them clean.
I fed her my wetness all the way to her home. Yuna's parents stayed clear of the house on Friday nights, mostly I suppose, because she was dating me. They didn't understand that Yuna had to do nothing to keep me, but they had the idea that if I didn't get laid enough she'd lose me. I hadn't bothered to correct them.
I raced inside, leaving my cheer briefs in my car. Yuna scooped me up once I'd shut the front door and carried me to her bedroom.
As quickly as I could, I pulled off the rest of my clothes, enjoying the way she froze when my sports bra came off, like she always does. No matter how many times she's seen them, my tits still cause her brain to lock up. Come to think of it, so does the cheer squad in the locker room.
I massaged my breasts, as they'd been seriously compressed for the entirety of the football game, and Yuna couldn't take her eyes away, blindly pulling at her clothes. I didn't get why she was so fascinated, considering that her own pair dwarfed my own more than twice over.
I scooped them up, pointing my long nipples at her, and she attacked, sucking both of them into her mouth at the same time by turning my tits into each other a bit. My nips were my worst feature, in my mind, but they were Yuna's favorite. Similar to how I loved her ass and belly and she hated them, I suppose, so it was fair.
I clutched her tight as the suction on my nipples sent electric currents down to my crotch. I felt a trickle of my wetness start to run down my leg.
I had to push Yuna off of my tits and cajole her onto the bed. This wasn't supposed to be about me, this was all about her.
I pushed her belly upward until I had clearance, and in one motion took the length of her hard cock into my mouth, pressing far enough into her that I got the hiding length as well. I sucked hard, pulling back until just the head was in my mouth, before going just as deep on my next bob.
Yuna reached down to take over belly holding duties for me, freeing my hands for more interesting things. After a month of near-daily fooling around with me, she wasn't quite as embarrassed about her body as she used to be, but it was still an uphill struggle.
Near-daily fooling around, except for those four days when our periods synced up. Those days sucked.
I gently squeezed her balls with one hand, and fingered her pussy with the other. It didn't take much more time after that, as turned on as she was.
Her cock started its long pulsing, unloading so much cum into my mouth that I was only able to keep up with swallowing through virtue of practice, and her cunt started the heavy, creamy flow, spilling out over my hand and wrist.
It was my fault, of course. My pheromones told Yuna's body that I was a Uni-girl, and she came bucket loads accordingly. If I had a problem with a huge amount of cum, it would be irritating, but for Yuna I was her total cum-slut.



She eventually petered out, and I let her softening cock drop from my mouth to lick her cream from my hand while I watched the tail end of her orgasm play out. She shook and breathed heavily, coming down from her orgasm with little aftershocks.
It was time to recharge her, as she had two more of my holes to fill, minimum, before I was done with her. I moved up the bed until I was kneeling by her face. "Hey, baby. You ready for some magic pussy?"
At Yuna's enthusiastic nod, I checked, "Which way do you want me?"
"Facing away."
She hadn't ever changed her choice, I didn't know why I thought today would be different. Yuna loved to look at the curve of my plump ass while she ate me out. I swung a knee over her head, sinking down until my lips made contact with her face. I ground down for a moment, sticking her nose into my canal, before I leaned forward to lie on her.
I liked to tell her I did it so she could breathe, but in reality I did it so I could cuddle her big, soft tummy without her getting all uncomfortable about it.
I sank into her belly, my tits somewhat flattening out as both they and Yuna each gave ground, and started nuzzling her. Her tongue was working magic on my clit, and she had my ass cheeks in each of her hands, squeezing almost hard enough to bruise. Just how I liked it.
I started with kisses, and rubbing my face into her pillowy flesh, and as I got closer to cumming my tongue found its way into the tunnel of her bellybutton.
I wrenched myself upright, sank the fingers of my clutching hands deep into my tits, and came hard on Yuna's face. Her pheromones didn't have the effect on me that mine did on her, so it was just a regular orgasm with no chance of drowning. She kept licking me through it like she was dying of thirst.
I gently rode her face as I came down. I needed a moment to gather myself, and then I rolled off of her. "You ready again, honey?"
"Yeah," she chuckled, "magic pussy has me ready to go again."
We shifted positions so that I could lay down. As many times as I could get her to eat me out was as many times as I could get her cock hard. There were benefits to being a mostly girl in a world of half-and-halves.
I spread my legs wide, and my girlfriend knelt in between them, lifting her belly apron out of the way to enter me. She found her target, and I felt my cunt stretch around her thick cock as she worked it into me, a new sensation that I immediately fell in love with.
She dropped her belly to rest on me, and my thighs were buried in the deep valleys between her bulging, fat legs and her bulging, fat belly.
She looked a little embarrassed about it. Like I said, it was a work in progress. I pulled my tits from under her tummy, and squeezed and stroked the softness of her flesh as Yuna started to work her hot steel in and out of my wet cunt.
"Fuck me hard, baby," I begged her, "Just rail me. Save the gentle for round three."
Yuna took my words to heart, grasped my ankles in her hands, and soon I had her throwing all of her weight against me, the powerful thrusts rocking me up and down the bed.
I had to abandon playing with her tummy to hold my tits down, they wanted to go wild with every impact of Yuna's pelvis against mine. Her eyes drank me in greedily as she plowed me, my hands clutching my tits enough to mitigate most of the bouncing but insufficient to cover up most of the jiggling flesh.
"Oh god baby, this is so good," I told her. With the volume of cum she expelled because of me she couldn't use a condom, it would simply explode. With no condom, there was nothing but blowjobs for her cock. I couldn't risk her cum dripping from my ass and getting into my pussy either. This was the first time I had ever had her cock, any cock in my pussy, and I was loving every single thrust, every sensation of being stretched and filled.
Her pace ramped up to a frantic speed, the loose flesh of her body moving almost independently of her frame. Yuna's gigantic, unrestrained tits bounced heavily with every needy impact as she speared my cunt over and over, before abruptly burying herself as far into my depths as she could.
"Oh, Gaaaawd!" she groaned, and I felt every minute pulse of her cock as she came, squeezing her as tightly as I was with the walls of my pussy. I was filled to overflowing with the first spurt, and her hot cum striking my cervix set off my own orgasm.
I squealed as I came, and her gloriously thick member continued to try and fill what was already full. Every new two second blast pushed the previous deposit out from where she was almost plugging me.
I released the death grip I had on my now tender tits, and lovingly stroked her thick thighs as she caught her breath, both of us basking in the afterglow.
I mewled as Yuna pulled out, and a river of her cum escaped my twitching cunt, running down the crack of my ass. "I hate that we had to wait for that. I had no idea it would be that good!"
Yuna chuckled at me, giddy with the high of her massive orgasm. "I know, right?"
"You ready for number three, baby?"
"Not yet... give me a minute here, you greedy woman."
I frowned, "I'm not being greedy, I'm trying to get my girlfriend to ride me like she stole me. You've been so patient waiting for me to be safe... tonight is all about you, understand?"
Yuna shuffled backwards, then gently laid down mostly between my splayed legs. "My best friend," she said, "who also happens to be one of the hottest girls in school if not the hottest, and you treat me like you're the one who has to work to keep me, not the other way around."
"I don't treat you like this because I'm afraid of losing you, I spoil you with sex because I love you, you silly girl," I clarified.
Yuna pulled her mountainous breasts to envelope my cock directly in front of her face. It was something that was only possible with gigantic tits, and my girlfriend had tits to spare. "I love you too, Jacie, so much. Let me give back a little here."
Yuna pressed her breasts together, hiding my erection to the point that only my bulbous cock head was sticking out, and then shoved her face into her own cleavage to suck me.
I ran my hands through her hair while she simultaneously tit-fucked me and blew me. I lost sight of her as my arms pushed my own boobs together creating a wall of flesh.
I loved the feel of her hair, the silky black curtain that even slightly damp from her post-game shower was still so smooth and easy to run my fingers through.
Yuna sucked my cock slowly, like she was savoring every millimeter of my length, but that did nothing to prolong my orgasm. Having all of her warm, soft breast-flesh enveloping my shaft while she worked my dick in and out of her tightly suctioned mouth had me ready to cum in no time at all.
"Yuna, I'm going to cum," I warned her. Not once, in all the times she'd done this for me, had she ever not swallowed. I still felt like I should warn her just in case this was the time she didn't want it in her mouth.
Yuna dipped her head in between her tits, taking my straining cock to the base, and I let my arms fall away from her head. Now able to see her without my breasts in the way, I could only see the back of her head as she was buried in-between the hills of her own boobs. The sight of her losing her own face into her vast double-Z's was my undoing. I reached down, pinched both of her nipples where they were pointed at me just begging for attention, and I came.
Yuna greedily gulped down my semen, easily swallowing it all. I briefly wished that I could cum like she did with me, so she could know what it was like to have that giant amount of cum filling her up like it was a direct result of how good the sex was, rather than a biological quirk of pheromones. The only way she'd get that from me, though, was through a threesome with a Uni... or Lindsey.
Yuna was insecure enough without adding another person to our sex lives, so that was a distant dream for now.
Yuna pulled her head out of her cleavage with a grin, having scoured every drop of errant cum from my cock.
I pulled on my own nipples hard enough to distort the shape of my breasts. "You want my ass now, baby?"
"Alright, alright," she chuckled, heaving herself off of me. "Twist my arm, why don't ya."
I rolled over to my hands and knees. Yuna gave me a playful smack on my ass, and I could feel the wobble of my cheeks as the impact traveled.
"Man, that sight never gets old," she told me, and I could hear the dirty grin in her voice. I still felt like my butt was too big, but I also knew I was still looking at it through the lens of being a guy. Yuna wasn't the only one with body issues.
Her greasy finger began to work itself into my hole, opening me up. "What is that?" I asked. That didn't feel like what she used for lube that first time.
Yuna chuckled, and began working a second finger in. "I bought a bottle of actual lube, just in case. Been sitting in my nightstand for awhile now."
That made sense. I tried to relax as she stretched me out. If I flinched, or squeezed, it could become really painful really quickly.
Soon enough, my girlfriend began to slowly stuff her thick rod into me. I pushed out, which while counter-intuitive, was what I was supposed to do. She gently bottomed out, and just as slowly worked back out.
"Baby," I groaned, "could I ask a favor here?"
Yuna stopped her motion. "Anything," she promised me.
"Could you lie on top of me? Like that first time?"
"Are you serious?" she disbelieved.
I admitted, "I like feeling you covering me... and it was just like that when you told me you loved me the first time."
"Oh God, you heard that?" Yuna sounded humiliated.
I pulled off of her cock, and laid down on my front, turning part way to look at her over my shoulder. "I did. It was sweet. If you hadn't, I probably wouldn't have been brave enough to kiss you that morning."
Yuna took a deep breath and shook her embarrassment off. "Okay. You know to say something if-"
"I'll say something," I cut her off. She was so worried about squishing me, but I liked feeling her soft weight pressing down on me. "C'mon, get back in," I whined, shaking my butt a little.
Her belly touched down on my back and began spilling over, her enormous tits sliding up my shoulder blades to fall on either side of my head. Her slick cock parted the crack of my ass to find my hole, and as she filled me again her legs rolled over my own.
I was in heaven, covered in soft heavy girl-flesh, and Yuna ever so gently began to slide her thick rod into and out of my asshole.
I had passed out too soon the first time, I didn't realize just what this would be like. The slow motion of her meaty dick plundering my depths felt better than I thought it would, but the impacts on my prostate were a wonder all by themselves.
"We're doing this a lot, Yuna," I told her through the valley of her smothering breasts. "I love your big, thick cock in me. Anywhere." She hit a particularly good stride, and I cooed loudly. "Just like that, own me with that fucking dick!"
Yuna giggled from up above me. "It's pretty damn good on this end too, Jace. I love you."
"Mmmm. I love you too baby."
******
"Jacie Tanaka."
I stood carefully to walk to the podium and get my diploma, the baby bump I was fiercely protective over cradled carefully.
It turned out that my birth control wasn't one hundred percent effective, and Yuna put our baby in me.
Yuna was terrified at first, but for me? It was just moving up the timetable a bit. I had planned on giving her all the fat little babies she wanted from the very beginning.
Pregnancy had caused some changes to me. I was always horny after that first trimester once the morning sickness faded, and I went up two cup sizes. Neither of which Yuna complained about at all.
I shook the school principal's hand with my right, and took possession of my diploma with my left, the golden engagement and wedding rings glinting in the sun.
Yuna had asked me to marry her when I told her I was pregnant, and after she'd convinced me that she wasn't only proposing because of the baby, I of course said yes.
All four of our moms wanted the wedding before I started to show, and I had no real objections to the idea. In my humble opinion, I rocked that wedding dress.
I sat back down in my assigned seat while Yuna got her own diploma, and impatiently waited for the whole ordeal to be over.
My wife had wifely duties to attend to, namely plowing me until I couldn't stand any longer.
Maybe, if I could wear her out enough, she'd finally agree to naming our first baby after her.
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******
I sat on the couch, forcing myself to look through job listings yet again. It had been months since I had gotten laid off, and I was having no luck gaining new employment. I really liked that factory job, too.
The only jobs left on the website that I hadn't applied for were ones where I wasn't qualified, ones that would keep me away from my wife for too long, and ones I refused to do ever again.
Eight years of fast food service was plenty for me.
I finally closed the laptop for the night and went to finish dinner, as Karen would be home from work any minute. I was trying something new tonight, and I hoped she liked it. Sushi rolls with fried steak strips instead of fish sounded really good to me, but I didn't know just how it would taste to her.
I opened the refrigerator door, and the rice seemed to be the right consistency for sushi, extremely sticky now that it had a chance to cool.
I lost myself in the work, able to let go of my despair over still being jobless for a few moments, and I rolled the steak and rice into cylinders with small bits of minced vegetables and spices for taste. Cutting it into bite-sized slices was more difficult than I'd anticipated, but after only a couple of ruined ones I got the hang of it.
I was almost done when the front door opened, and the love of my life walked into our house.
I took a moment to gaze at her, just drinking her in. Even after a twelve hour shift, she was still so beautiful to me it almost took my breath away.
Shoulder length curly brown hair framed her face, and her big brown eyes lit up at the sight of me, obviously happy to be home.
Her full breasts strained against the medical scrubs, her small waist hidden by the very same cloth. The generous curve of her hips were one of my favorite things about her, and her work clothes did a poor job of concealing that particular feature.
If you were to look at a picture of us together, you'd probably guess that she was the one who used to be a stripper, not me.
Karen dropped her purse on the counter, and enveloped me in her arms. I hugged her back almost desperately, I had been alone all day job searching, and was grateful for the human contact.
"Smells good, Ty. What are we having?"
I kissed the top of her head, long used to the smell of hospital she brought home with her. "Steak sushi, hope you like it. Why don't you sit down, and I'll dish you up?"
Karen kissed me on the cheek and sat down at the kitchen table, stretching her legs out. I was sure her feet hurt after being on them all day.
I quickly finished cutting the last of the food, dishing it up onto a pair of plates. I put hers in front of her, and went to get her one of her diet cokes from the fridge. "You want a glass and ice, sweetheart?"
"No," she garbled through a full mouth before hastily swallowing. "Just the can, please. This is so good, honey! I didn't even know that I was this hungry."
I brought her soda, my own can of diet mountain dew, and my plate to the table, sitting myself down across from her.
I dug into my own plate, and the sushi did actually turn out pretty good. I eyed the way she was demolishing her food, and moved a few more slices from my plate to hers. It wasn't like I burned a lot of calories today, after all.
"How was work?" I asked her. Although I was genuinely interested in her day, I asked more to postpone the inevitable question she had for me.
"I got to deliver a baby today!" she told me excitedly, before calming back down. "So that was the highlight. Other than that? Mostly the same old, same old. Geriatric care, you know? One workplace injury. Nothing too exciting."
I smiled at her. I knew that she went into medicine with the end goal of being to be able to deliver babies. I also knew exactly why. "So, a good day, then?"
She smiled back. "A good day," she agreed, "How did the job search go today?"
There was the question I was avoiding. I sighed, suddenly not hungry any longer. "Nothing, unless I want to get a CDL. I almost want to start dancing again."
She frowned, and started picking the loose rice from her barren plate with her fingernails. I moved the last few pieces of sushi from my plate to hers.
"I don't want you driving truck, you'd be gone all the time, and I definitely don't want you to go back to stripping. The women you used to have to deal with... I remember the bruises, honey."
I remembered too. Being pinched so hard it left a bruise behind, and having to smile flirtatiously at whoever did it while hiding the pain. "Yeah, so I got pinched here and there. At least I was bringing home a paycheck."
Karen polished off the rest of the sushi, before standing up. She took my hand and tugged, trying to pull me to my feet. "Let's sit on the couch. I need to put my feet up, but I want to talk to you about this."
She sat on one end of the couch, and I sat in the middle. I patted my lap, "Put 'em up." She was the only one of us bringing home money. The least I could do for her was to rub her feet after a long day.
I pulled her shoes off, and started to knead her arches. "So, you wanted to talk?"
She groaned at my hands working her aches away. "Look, maybe... maybe you don't have to work. I'm making good money now, and you worked two jobs to put me through medical school. I think you deserve some time to not have to work anymore."
I moved up to her calves, frowning. "I can't just stay home all day, I mean, what would I do?"
"What you are already doing. I can't tell you how much I like coming home to a clean house and dinner ready. That steak sushi tonight was really, really good, honey."
I argued, "And what happens when you decide you don't like having a househusband? That some ambitious doctor at work is more to your liking after all?" It was my biggest fear, that she'd decide I was actually a loser and divorce me for someone who was more... for someone with a job, anyway.
Karen laughed from the bottoms of the feet in my lap. "You've got to be kidding me. You're actually worried about that?"
I shrugged uncomfortably. "Well, yeah. I mean, it sounds good on paper, but there's a drive in women to seek out a provider. It's written into your DNA. If I'm just the 'little man' at home, how long would it be until I lost your respect? Your love?"
She shook her head, sending brown curls tumbling. "I'm not even going to start with how wrong that entire thought is. Do you know just how jealous my friends are that I'm married to you? The man who worked himself to the bone to put me through school, who takes care of me so that I can just work without having to deal with all the bullshit in keeping a home? I mean, you used to be a stripper, for Christ's sake. You could lay about all day, and any one of them would still trade for you in a heartbeat."
I was a little mollified, but there was still the niggling fear of being pushed away.
"Besides, I've been thinking, and maybe this is a good time to bring it up," she said cautiously.
I had graduated to gentle pressure on her feet, but my hands tightened up involuntarily. "Uh-oh, what?"
"Maybe it's time we started our family?" she offered.
My breath left me in a rush. I'd been wanting children for a long time, but Karen couldn't have them. "I thought you didn't want to try adoption?"
"Well... you're right about that, but there's another option. Have you ever heard of Wyex?"
I frowned, "Isn't that the temporary sex change stuff? The stuff they sell in sex shops to be a woman for a weekend, or something like that?"
"That's how they started," she agreed, "but it turns out there is an entire host of medical applications for it."
"You've obviously thought this through, and know more about it than I do. Lay it out for me, Karen."
"Okay, so Wyex comes in all kinds of durations. There's the short versions; one day, two days, one week. Makes a man into a woman, or a woman into a man. Gives you the brain structures for bisexuality so you can enjoy it, and makes you horny enough to really enjoy it, right?"
"With you so far, but I'm not sure where you are going with this."
"Bear with me here. The medical strength ones last a year, but don't have the sex drive increase. Now, Wyex works by rearranging the cells of your body into a new shape. We use it for terminal cases at the hospital. Incurable cancer? You take a dose once a year, and you get to live. As the opposite gender, sure, but that's better than the alternative, right? Amputation, paralyzation, severe burns, even the worst trauma, all corrected with an injection."
"Okay, it's a miracle drug, I get it. I'm not any of those things, though."
"Right, you're not. The other field that uses it is reproductive medicine. If the woman can't bear children... like me, or the man is sterile or dysfunctional, or whatever is holding it all up, one or both switch for a year and make a baby."
My hands fell from her feet and I stared at her in actual shock. "You want me to carry the baby," I deduced.
"Yes. Look, one of the sex toy versions just affects primary genitals. Wyex-light, if you can believe that. My idea was to get that for myself, once a week until you're pregnant, so I can keep working. I mean, I have to stay as Karen for work, right? You'd have to do the year long, full body one, maybe longer if you don't get pregnant right away. Babies gestate for nine and a half to ten months, after all, plus breastfeeding."
This was big. It wasn't something that just didn't matter in the long run, but would change my life for at least a year. More, if we wanted more children than just one. "I have to think about this. I mean, what happens to our sex life while all this is going on? I don't want to just be your pregnant roommate for however long it takes." I didn't know how to articulate that it would be like we weren't even married for the duration.
Karen scooted down the couch to wrap her arms around me. "It wouldn't be like that at all, honey. I, um, never mentioned it to you, but I'm a little attracted to women. Not as much as men, and you in particular," she was quick to assure me, "but a little. If it's not enough, I can keep with the weekly dose for myself, and you won't be able to keep me off of you. Short term version makes you horny and completely bi, remember?"
She suddenly laughed. "I might do that anyway. An entire year of not having to deal with my period? That sounds like a fair trade."
On paper, it was a sound idea. Did I want kids? So very much. Did I want Karen's kids? More than anything. Could she bear them? No, she couldn't, and the clock was ticking down, we certainly weren't getting younger. "We can afford this?" I checked.
She squeezed me tighter. "We can. Does this mean that you'll do it?" she asked hopefully.
"I'm leaning towards it," I admitted, "Let me sleep on it?"
"Of course! But tonight, I'm going to take you into the bedroom and fuck the ever-loving shit out of you. Who knows? Might be one of the last chances for me to have your cock for awhile."
I perked up. That sounded really good. I stood, and looked to the dirty kitchen... "Just let me clean up in here first, sweetheart."
Karen shook her head, grabbed me by the hand, and started tugging me to the bedroom. "It can wait, honey. Right now I really need my man."
Karen became passion personified. I don't know if it was the thought of finally having children, or if she was trying to reassure me over my many perceived failings, but for whatever reason she was more aggressive than she hardly ever was.
I was backed up to the bed, her tongue lustily exploring my mouth, before she put her hands on my chest and shoved, sending me backwards to lie mostly on the mattress from my knees upward.
She didn't bother with her own clothes, just pulling my pants and underwear down my legs as quickly as possible. She didn't even bother to completely remove them, and my ankles were bound by the bunched up clothing as she took my member into her mouth.
Most guys? They love blowjobs. Somewhere in my teens, though, I had gotten the idea into my head that the way to get repeat sexual encounters was to be a giving lover. That idea had seeped into my very being and just taking pleasure, no matter how good it felt, made me uncomfortable if I couldn't give back.
Karen knew that about me.
I managed to get my shirt off. "Aren't... Oh, God, aren't you going to get undressed too?"
Karen pulled her mouth off of my now-hard cock and grinned at me from where she knelt between my legs, continuing to stroke me with a single hand. "Not yet, honey. Just let me pleasure you here. Tonight, I'm making it all about you. I'm going to show you just how much you mean to me, and how much I love you."
I let my head fall back to the mattress as she resumed the excellent blowjob she was giving me. I refused to put my hands on her head unless she specifically asked for it, but I was very tactile when it came to sex. I loved to touch, to stroke and caress. I kept my hands by my sides through sheer force of will.
She was skilled when it came to oral, though usually I was distracting her by eating her pussy at the same time. She knew just how to suck, where to lick. She could get me off in minutes if she so desired, but she was stretching this one out.
She worked me over for a long time, just slowly sucking me, taking breaks to rub her pursed lips up and down the underside of my dick, or to gently suck and lick on my balls.
It occurred to me that she was savoring the experience. Storing up memories for when my little guy was gone. I hadn't explicitly agreed to take the Wyex, but she knew. Knew that it was pretty much a foregone conclusion. I'd rarely argued with her once she had made up her mind about something. She really was so much smarter than me, and I accepted the fact long ago that when she put enough thought into anything, she was usually right. Plus, I really wanted kids, and this seemed to be our only chance.
There was only so long she could drag it out though, and my orgasm became imminent. "Karen, baby, I'm about to cum!" I warned her.
She started bobbing her head over the last inch or so of my length, humming softly and looking at me with a look of not lust, but with such love it was almost out of place.
I quietly came. Too many years of silently masturbating in my teens made me very quiet when it came to sex. It was something that had taken Karen a long time to accept, that just because I wasn't talking nonsense or bellowing it didn't mean I wasn't having a good time.
She took everything I had to give her, and swallowed it before using her mouth to make sure my overly sensitive dick was clean.
I kicked my remaining clothes from my feet and moved up the bed as she undressed herself. The scrubs she wore to work were a crime against humanity, given how the shapeless garments covered up her amazing body.
I grinned covetously as her body became bare to me, drinking in the way her full breasts sat high on her chest, her flat stomach and thin waist, her slightly wide hips and juicy butt. Pornstars would be jealous of her shape.
"I think it's your turn now, baby." I gestured to my face. "Why don't you bring Miss Kitty up here?"
She shook her head, giving me a naughty grin. "No, sir! Tonight's about you. You just relax, and let me worship you for once."
I peeked down at my limp cock. He was out of order for awhile. "Uh, I appreciate the thought, I really do... but I'm not eighteen anymore. It's going to be a bit before it's my turn again."
"I'll keep myself occupied, don't you worry. Now just relax." She started with my feet, sensuously massaging me, gradually working her way up my body.
"Are you going to miss me looking like this?" I softly asked her, and she turned a guilty look to me.
"Am I that transparent?"
"I just know you, Karen. I can see you trying to memorize everything about me as I am, right now... Because it'll all be different soon."
She didn't stop with the erotic massage. "So you've decided already?"
"When have I ever told you that you had a bad idea? If you think this is for the best... then I believe you that it is."
My wife's eyes started to water. "I don't... I don't want you to think I was bullying you into this. I know you usually let me have my way, but if you're going to be miserable, then... maybe we can just not? You get to say no to me, you know."
"I trust you. I trust that you've thought it through from all the angles. You're so damn smart that I have to trust you because I miss things when I try. I want kids, Karen. I want your kids."
She looked into my eyes from a foot away while she dug her fingers into my chest muscles. "Okay. I'll set up an appointment at the hospital."
I was afraid, no doubt about that. But the lure of having kids was enough to override that. "Just promise me you won't abandon me."
She pressed her lips against mine, and a tear escaped to land on my face. "I promise, Ty. I love you so much... Now turn over, I'm going to do your back too."
I relaxed too much and fell asleep while she worked over my backside. I woke late the next morning to an empty bed and a note from Karen telling me she loved me.
I also woke to an absolutely filthy kitchen.
******
Hospital gowns are uncomfortable. I sat on the examination table, waiting as patiently as I could, and tried to ignore the way my butt was hanging out in the back.
I was naked in public for years, I could handle this.
The exam room door opened, and my wife let herself into the room, closing it behind herself. "Good Morning, Mr. Johnson," she greeted.
"Good morning, Dr. Johnson," I greeted back, unable to fully hold back my amused grin.
Still, this was the first time I had ever seen her in her element. I normally only saw her in her scrubs at home. Here, in her Doctor's white lab coat, stethoscope around her neck, and holding my medical file, I was a little awestruck. I had no idea how she wrangled herself into treating me, she had to have called in a favor or two.
"You ready for this, Ty?" she asked me, concerned.
I shrugged, "Not really. I suppose I'll get used to it eventually though, right?"
She smiled gently at me, and placed a heavy metal cylinder on the computer station desk. "Okay, I need to do the whole informed consent thing now, okay?"
"Sure. Go ahead."
"You understand that this dosage of Wyex will completely change your gender to female for roughly one year, with a margin of error of up to eight days?"
"I understand."
"Good. You also understand that as much as this seems like magic, it is not? That you are a one hundred, eighty-five pound man, and you will be a one hundred, eighty-five pound woman afterwards?"
"I understand. I hope you like fat chicks."
She gave me a severe glare, but hiding in her eyes I could see her amusement. "You also understand that it is your own genetics, hiding in your X chromosome, that will determine your final body shape and features?"
I blinked. That was news to me. "I understand."
"Very good, Mr. Johnson. Do you consent to being injected with a transformative solution?"
"I consent." This was it... Time to journey to the distaff side.
Karen picked up the cylinder, unscrewing the bottom and sliding out the interior. The actual injector had a transparent protective case, showing a pink fluid stored in winding tubes that spiraled down through the interior.
"The injector has seven needles in the base, and all seven will pierce your skin at the same time. You'll heal almost immediately, however. There will be a moment or two of pain, so try not to flinch. The injection site is just above your pelvis, so I will need you to disrobe now. I can leave the room and get a male doctor if it would make you more comfortable?"



I didn't like Dr. Johnson anymore, she was too clinical. I wanted my wife back. "What would make me comfortable is my wife, Doctor." I pulled the drafty gown off, and laid myself back on the exam table.
"Okay, Ty. Deep breath, honey."
I took a deep breath and held it, and she placed the cold cylinder to my belly, halfway between my crotch and belly button.
She depressed the top, and I felt the sting as the thin needles punctured deep into me. The pinching sensation vanished after only a second. The pink fluid drained down the winding tubes and into me before my eyes.
Karen pulled the cylinder back, and I saw the circular pattern of needle punctures fade away to smooth skin.
"How long does it take to wo-" I cut myself off as I saw and felt my body hair being pulled back into my body spreading out from the injection site in a slow wave. A moment later my scalp felt odd as my hair started to grow.
"The serum cannibalizes your body hair to lengthen the hair on your head, honey. Everything is going as it should."
I hadn't had a shaven body since Karen talked me into quitting stripping, over eight years ago. I didn't realize just how much I had, as my hair on my head quickly obscured my vision with a wall of thick, dark blonde hair. I pushed it out of my face.
"Soft tissues are next, Ty. This might feel weird," she cautioned me.
I saw my chest swell and my waist thin, my muscle bulk dwindling to supply the mass needed to form my breasts. My pelvis rose higher as my ass and thighs swelled.
"Women have a higher body fat percentage than men do. Most of your muscle cells are being convinced that they're actually fat cells. Everything is still normal, honey."
I was grateful she was explaining it as it happened. I'm sure she had to do this for everyone she treated with Wyex, but I could pretend it was just my brilliant wife looking out for me. I closed my eyes tightly as things started to shift in my groin and face.
"Almost done, honey. Your bones are last, and it will feel really weird, okay?"
I could feel my bones shifting beneath my skin. My ribcage and shoulders narrowed, my pelvis widened, and I could actually feel myself get shorter against the exam table as my body mostly shrank in on itself.
The feeling of change slowed and stopped, and I didn't open my eyes. I could feel the weight of my breasts pushing down on my chest, and the extra padding of my butt cushioning me against the table where I laid.
"I think you're done, Ty. Want to see the new you?"
I took a deep breath and slowly let it out, trying to push down my anxiety. I struggled to sit up, which was disheartening. I worked out religiously, a hold over from dancing, and hadn't felt this weak since I could remember.
I finally opened my eyes and looked down. My new tits were huge!
I clumsily stood upright, and for the first time had to look up to meet my wife's eyes. I pushed my hair out of my face again and searched her eyes for her opinion. I had to clench my fist to keep my wedding ring from falling off of my much smaller finger.
Karen smiled at me and gestured towards the mirror mounted on the wall. I steeled myself, and moved to look into my reflection.
I wasn't exactly fat, but I was definitely plump. Mostly... thick. My boobs were bigger than Karen's were, and my hips were wider, too. Thick thighs, more-or-less thin arms. My face was feminine, but without makeup it was hard to see if I was pretty or not. My hair almost reached my shoulders.
"What do you think?" she asked me.
"I-I don't know," I stuttered, my new, higher voice shocking me. I hefted one heavy breast in my hand. "I guess I look... I don't know. Fertile?" I had gigantic boobs and child-bearing hips. I didn't have better words for a description.
Karen lightly laughed. "Our baby is certainly going to be well fed. May I?" she gestured at my bust.
"Uh, I guess?"
My wife palmed my boobs, lifted them, and jiggled them wildly, all while giggling like a twelve year old. "These are amazing, Ty! I can't wait until after work!"
It was a new sensation, having my breasts jiggled around. I let her have her fun, before she reached around me and squeezed the flesh of my much bigger ass.
"Oh yeah, you really don't have to worry about me not finding you attractive, honey. Given any thought to a girl-name?"
I had, but looking in the mirror I didn't really look like a 'Tina' or a 'Theresa'. "Nothing that fits. Any ideas?"
She tilted her head to the side and looked at my face. She reached up and gently tugged on a lock of my blonde hair. "You kind of look like an Amber. How does that sound to you?"
I pried her hands from me to look in the mirror again. It was more difficult than it should have been to get her to let go. Yeah, Amber would work. "Sure. Amber."
She hugged me from behind for a quick squeeze. "Did you bring the bikini? And the sweats and sandals?
"Yeah, but I still don't really get why."
Karen started digging in the backpack I had brought into the room, coming out with the white string bikini she had bought the night before. "A string bikini is the closest thing to adjustable underwear there is. We didn't know what sizes you'd wear until now, Amber."
Karen helped me tie the bikini into place. We should have gotten a bigger size, as the triangles of the bikini top didn't completely cover my expanded areola fully. It looked pornographic.
I slipped my t-shirt back on, and it was uncomfortably tight in the chest, and hung down past my hips like a dress. I couldn't fit my butt into Karen's borrowed sweats, so I had to put mine back on, and roll up the bottoms of the legs. Again, it was very tight on my butt and thighs, and too lose everywhere else. The sandals were a little big, but they'd work for now.
"So... what now?" I asked.
"You'll need to get some clothes. You won't find a bra that fits you at most places, so get a couple bras and panties from the plus-size store. After that, some outer wear. Don't get too much, I plan on helping you shop, okay? I have an appointment set for you at my beauty salon for hair and makeup at eleven, and then it's a trip to the DMV for your alternate ID."
That sounded like a lot. "How... I don't know what sizes I wear!" I complained.
My wife smiled gently at me. "The salesgirls will help. It'll be okay. Now, I'm going to be a little late getting home, I'm stopping right after work to get my own Wyex. We'll order a pizza or something for dinner."
I shakily stood, not used to my new body at all. "Okay... okay. I can do this," I told myself more than I told her.
Karen gave me a quick kiss to my lips, and it was very odd to have to tilt my head upwards for it. "A nurse will be in soon to get you the paperwork you'll need for the DMV, okay? I'll see you at home, Amber. I love you."
"I love you too."
******
I sat at home, turning my new driver's license over and over in my hand. On one side, there was the old me. Tyler Reginald Johnson. 29 years old. 5'10", 185 lbs. Blond hair, blue eyes. On the other side was the new me. Amber Mary Johnson. 29 years old. 5'4", 185 lbs. Blond hair, blue eyes. It was still something less than real.
I adjusted my boobs again. They sure seemed bigger than triple-Ds, but that's the size bra I wore. The summer dress I bought was low-cut enough to show a lot of cleavage, and I was still getting used to having so much exposed skin on my chest.
It was cooler, though. I had never given much thought to how much heat boobs generated with all that skin pressed against itself until I actually had my own.
Every little thing about me was taking time to adjust to, from the feeling of makeup on my face, to the weight of my breasts making my bra straps dig into my shoulders, to the odd sensation of the dress hugging my waist and butt but leaving my legs feeling naked under the dress bottom... whatever it's called.
The hardest thing to get used to was the jiggling. Without trying to sound too vain, as a guy I was a hard-body. I worked out six days a week, and watched my diet. Now, though, every part of me bounced. Especially my boobs and butt. All over the place.
The door opened, and Karen walked in, an opaque black plastic bag clutched in one hand. She grinned when she saw me, her eyes lingering on my exposed cleavage. "There's my beautiful wife!" she exclaimed.
I blushed, and looked down into my cleavage as well. "Hi honey. Welcome home." I wasn't sure how I felt about being called her wife, but... I guess that's what I was now.
Karen didn't break her stride, strutting right up to me and tilting my face up so she could stick her tongue into my mouth. She wrapped her arms around me and pressed our bodies together, and against my stomach I could feel a suspicious hardening bulge.
I broke the kiss, reluctantly, feeling my nipples harden almost painfully and my panties began to dampen. Huh, getting turned on as a chick was way different than as a dude. That was some kiss. "Karen?" I asked her coyly, rubbing my belly against where she was pressing her crotch against me, "anything in particular you want to tell me?"
Karen grinned mischievously. "I couldn't wait, injected myself in the parking lot of the porn shop. I'm so horny right now. More than I think I've ever been."
I guess there was something true about the whole 'Wyex giving you bisexuality' thing, because the feel of her hard cock pressed against me was turning me on... and giving me naughty thoughts I'd never had before. I boldly grasped her length through her pants, making her gasp.
I'm sure that at least part of why my boobs and ass seemed so big, and why her new cock seemed impossibly long and thick was due to the much smaller hands and height I had now, but even so, her girth was intimidating. I bit my lip, and gently stroked her.
"Oh God," she moaned, and squeezed my tits almost painfully hard. "I have to have you, Amber. Right now."
I remembered my first time, and how fast I came. It was so embarrassing, even if that sweet girl was quick to reassure me it was okay. Maybe I could take the edge off for her first? Honestly, the thought of sucking my wife's cock was becoming all consuming. I pried one of her hands off of my boob, and led her to our bedroom.
Karen didn't let me turn around, just pressed herself against my backside once we were there. Her hands found my breasts again, and I felt her press her hardness against my ass. She leaned over, smashing her own tits against my back, and kissed my neck.
"Mmmm. Baby, baby if... Oh! If you want to have fun, we need to get these clothes off!" It was so hard to keep any thoughts in my head with her distracting me on so many fronts like she was.
I tried to turn around, but Karen wasn't letting me go, and I wasn't strong enough anymore to break her grip. "I'm not very happy about being so little and weak now," I complained.
Karen started to grind her cock against my butt. "I'm sorry... but you've always been so much bigger and stronger than me, and I'm kind of enjoying being the more powerful one now. Indulge me? Just a little?"
I sighed, partly in surrender and partly in pleasure. The feeling of her needy hands on my tits and her dick dry humping my ass was really good. "Mmmm, okay. But as soon as I figure out feminine wiles, you're in trouble." I tilted my head to give her better access to my neck, placed my hands over hers on my breasts, and gave myself to her.
Karen tugged a hand free and pulled loose the knot on the back of my waist that pulled the waistline of my dress in, and then she was tugging it over my head. She turned me around, and lustily explored my mouth with her tongue. I palmed her ass and squeezed, pulling her back into contact with me again.
She skillfully unhooked my bra, and then the black lacey garment that I had picked out with the intention of trying to seduce her was tossed to the side. She hardly even looked at it! Karen pulled back, smiled excitedly at me for an instant, and then she dipped down to suck a nipple between her lips.
I had never liked having my nipples played with when I was still a guy, but everything was different now. This felt so good that I clutched the back of her head and tried to stuff the entirety of my melon-sized breast into her hungry mouth.
Her hand slid down under the elastic of my panties, and I felt what having my clit rubbed was like for the first time. My knees buckled.
Karen had to let my boob fall from her mouth to keep me upright, but she didn't stop her slow, circular movements on my button. "You're so wet Amber," she observed.
I panted, "And you're so hard! I think I need to do something about that, or you're not going to last very long once we start."
Karen considered that, and nodded. "That's a good point, honey. Give me a second here." She pulled her slick fingers out from between my legs and stuck them in her mouth briefly to clean them off before she started yanking off her clothing as fast as she could. In a perfect world we would have romantically undressed each other, but whatever was in Karen's short-term Wyex was making her too frantic. Her willingness to take it slow was non-existent.
I pulled my drenched panties down my legs, and sat on the bed for a front row seat to the unveiling of my wife's new appendage.
It was huge. My length estimation skills were shot in my new form, but she had to have at least seven, maybe eight, thick inches jutting out from her pelvis with a surprisingly circumcised flaring cock head. A droplet of pre-cum hung precariously from the tip.
Her cock was gorgeous, and I found myself with a watering mouth staring at it. I looked up into her eyes, and she was smugly grinning at me, hands on her curvy hips. She flexed, and her cock bobbed in the air.
My hand reached out, and I grasped her by the base. My fingers couldn't reach all the way around it. With a gentle tug, I pulled her closer until she was standing between my splayed thighs. I dipped my head, and licked that droplet of pre-cum off. It tasted sweet, and slightly sticky.
Her hand immediately found the back of my head. "Oh my God, that feels good! Why didn't you ever like me to do this for you?"
I licked the underside of her length before I answered. "Because it wasn't as good for me if I wasn't doing something for you at the same time, baby. It's just how I am." I wrapped my lips around just her crown, and slowly sucked her cock back out of my mouth.
"Fuck! I can't... I can't be as giving as you always are to me right now, I'm sorry. This is too good," she apologized.
I grinned up at her through the valley between her breasts. "I'm giving you permission to be as selfish as you want. You set the pace, and tell me what to do, okay?" I wasn't really sure how to proceed anyway. My default setting was to make sure Karen enjoyed herself, so I went with that.
She grinned at me. "You're so good to me. Get on your knees, babe."
I slid off of the bed, onto my knees, and her throbbing cock was level with my chest. I grabbed up my boobs and squeezed them around her length. There wasn't enough lubrication to try this, so I drooled down onto her cock head. My mouth was still watering, so I had plenty to spare.
"Holy shit, that's good," she praised me, and began to fuck my tits. I was mesmerized by not only the feeling of her smooth dick sliding in my cleavage, which felt better than I thought it would, but also by the sight of her one-eyed monster disappearing and reappearing in my smooth, soft flesh.
Karen abruptly thrust forward, and pressed my head down to meet her cock. I had a pretty good idea of what was about to happen, so I sucked her flaring cock head into my mouth, squeezing my boobs hard around her shaft.
Karen whined, and she exploded into my mouth with her orgasm. I could feel every pulse of her rod as she unloaded her cum into my waiting orifice. It was so very erotic how her shaft would swell so much thicker on the underside with every pulse into my mouth. I felt every movement through the skin of my sensitive tits.
She finally stopped cumming with a small dribble, and disengaged from me to stumble over and sit on the bed. I rolled her cum on my tongue a little, then swallowed it. It wasn't all that good, but it wasn't all that bad, either. I could do this for her and it wouldn't be a chore, I decided.
Karen laid herself back onto the bedspread and threw an arm over her eyes. "When I was a teenager," she began without preamble, "my friends and I would talk so much shit about 'One Pump Chumps', but now that I know what it's like on this end... I'm kind of humiliated here."
I crawled up onto the bed, and laid myself down right against her. Then I got up, held my breast out from under my side, and laid down again. Lying on my tit hurt. "That's why we took the edge off, remember? How did it feel?"
She finally pulled her arm from her eyes, and sniffed suspiciously wetly. "Felt great. Too great. I mean, I had a thing for your boobs before I took the Wyex, but now?" She shook her head, "Just tit-fucking you for less than a minute, and I was done."
I was very confused. "I don't understand why you are upset, honey. What did you think I meant when I offered to take the edge off?"
"I don't know. Maybe a little more lasting power?"
I rubbed her flat tummy consolingly. "Your first time is like that, Karen. It's normal, okay?"
"Okay." She picked her head up, and squinted with one eye at her crotch. "Way to let me down, Asshole," she muttered at her new appendage.
I laughed. I couldn't help it, her delivery was hilarious. My hand wandered south from the plains to the fallen tower, and I gently grasped her. "The circumcision was surprising," I commented.
She let me handle her without complaint. "It's an aesthetics thing, I think."
"What do you mean?"
"They don't make dildos with foreskin, honey. I'm sure it's on purpose," she explained.
I guess that made sense. I shuffled up the bed a bit, and smacked her in the face with my heavy tit a little harder than I'd meant to. Oops.
"So, you have a thing for my tits?" I prompted.
She snorted, "Tits? You call them your tits?" She did start squeezing it with her hands, and nuzzling the soft skin with her face. It felt pretty good on my end, too.
"You don't like 'tits'? Boobs?" I ventured. "Boobies? Titties? Juggs? Milk-bags, fun-bags, air-bags? Emergency floatation devices, even?" I rattled off.
Karen started snorting into my breast, trying and mostly failing to cover her laughter. At least she wasn't upset anymore. "I like the sound of you saying 'boobies,'" she admitted.
"Seriously?"
"Mm-hm. It sounds innocent and sexy at the same time."
"O-kay. Um... Will you please, please play with me and my boobies while we wait for your round two?" I begged. I felt like I was going to explode if I didn't get some attention myself.
She pushed me over onto my back, and crawled between my legs, a lusty grin playing about her face. She laid down with her head in my chest, and squeezed my tits against her face and head. Then she motorboated herself.
I froze in a combination of horrified shock and immature amusement as my wife shook her head in my cleavage and made noises like a boat motor. Eventually, she ran out of breath and picked her flushed, happy face up out of my tits to take a deep breath and giggle loudly.
I wryly asked, "Was it good for you?"
She nodded her head up and down very quickly. "I love your boobies!" she proclaimed.
I groaned and tilted my pelvis, smearing my wet bald pussy on her abs where she was laying against me. "Well good for you, but I'm dying, here. Help a girl out?" I could embrace being female. I had to, I had a long way to go.
Karen bit her lip, and started sliding down my body, kissing and licking my soft belly and working her way down south. I was going to have to really step up my diet and exercise. I just hoped it was even possible to lose weight, if they weren't really fat cells but muscles that were just acting the part.



Karen finally made her way to my snatch, and the feeling of her tongue parting my folds was both very weird and so very good. My wife circled my clit with her tongue, and sucked it into her mouth. I gasped loudly.
Karen popped her head up to look at me in surprise. I blinked at her. "What? Why did you stop?"
She looked at me amazed. "You made noise, honey."
I felt my face flush. "Oh. It's, um, feeling really good. More please?"
Karen grinned at me with a shiny mouth and chin, and dove back in. She was very good at it, and I shouldn't have been surprised. She knew how all of that equipment worked. All the ins and outs, as it were. I gasped, and even whined here and there, writhing under her talented mouth as she brought me to the first female orgasm I'd ever had.
When I came as a guy, it was explosive. Maybe ten seconds if I was lucky, of intense pleasure. This was waves of less intense pleasure, but it lasted so very much longer. I started to buck against her face, and she pulled back. Halfway out of my mind with the new sensations, I didn't think and grabbed her head with both of my hands, pulling her back into contact with my core. I ground against her face until the feeling faded.
I was used to having a refractory period after an orgasm, but this time I was still really ready to go even immediately after cumming. I finally let Karen free, and started to apologize, mortified. "I'm so sorry, honey, I don't know what came over me."
She simply laughed, and tried to wipe the wetness from her face with her bare hands. "Liked that, did you?"
I confessed, "Yeah, I really did. But I'm still so ready for more. How's little Karen doing? Are you ready yet?"
She got up on her knees, and grasped her thick member, stroking it erotically. It sure looked ready. Ready and way, way too big to fit. "Mmmm. I'm so excited for this! Here comes the train! Choo-choo!"
I locked my knees together. That train wasn't going to fit into this tunnel.
Karen knelt in front of my closed legs, cock in hand, with a dumbfounded look on her face. She looked like I'd just smacked her with a fish. "Uh, Ty? I mean, Amber?" she queried.
I stated emphatically, "That's not going to fit."
Karen looked down at her cock, straining against her tight grip, and bit the corner of her lip sexily, thinking. "Alright, I can see your point. It is kind of ridiculous, isn't it?"
"Terrifying is the word I'd use," I corrected her.
She broke her stare at her dick to look at me. "I promise to be gentle, honey. It'll work, your body is designed to push a baby through there, after all."
She had a point. She was also the one with a medical degree. I slowly parted my legs. "If you tear me open with that, I can make you sleep on the couch, you know. I'm your wife now," I warned.
Karen shuffled forward, still on her knees, and then bent over to line us up, propped on her arms with us face-to-face. I stared wide-eyed into her gaze as she grasped her cock and roughly rubbed the crown up and down my slit, lubricating the tip.
She inched in, and just barely parted me. I grasped her hips, knowing how strong the urge was to push all the way in. Karen surprised me, though, by only penetrating me a little more, then slowly working just that little bit in and out.
The gentle stretching down there, once I got over my fear, was amazing. Like nothing I'd ever felt before.
Karen's face was contorted into almost a rictus with the effort of holding herself back. "You're so tight, baby," she whispered.
"Virgin pussy," I bragged. "...wait, you don't think I have a... you know, do you?" I worried.
My wife chuckled, making her cock jump around in my tight grip. "No, honey. Wyex doesn't give you a hymen. I'm going to go a little deeper, okay?"
I nodded, and she slowly put more of herself into me. It felt like she was about to start poking my stomach. Never having had this anatomy before, I had absolutely zero frame of reference for any of it. "Jesus," I groaned, "did you put it all in?"
"Uh, no. I've got about half left. How're you doing?" she worried. She didn't stop the gentle fucking though.
My head dropped to the pillow. Only half? "Just start getting deeper. A little at a time, though."
Karen did just that, and soon enough she bottomed out, her balls resting on my ass. I felt stuffed in a good way.
"Oh, baby, this is incredible," she told me, and dipped in for a kiss. I could taste myself on her lips, and surprisingly I tasted pretty darn good.
There was only so patient she could be. She pulled out, and shoved back in, and the impact not only rocked me up the bed a little but sent an electric shock through my body. My legs spasmed.
Karen grinned into my face and did it again. A strange high-pitched coo left me that even I found sexy. My wife readjusted her hands, and started to put some effort into it.
She lowered herself, and our tits pressed together, dulling the bouncing of both sets. She tried to kiss me, but she was breathing too hard to make it work, so I reached up, hugging her to me, and pulled so she was laying on top of me.
I kept making noise every time she slammed into my clit, and embarrassed as I was over it I couldn't stop. I cradled the back of her head with one hand, the small of her back with the other, and wrapped my legs around her waist as best I could. Some instinct was making me try to merge us into one person. "Oh God, fuck me Karen, Fuck me!" I begged.
Evidently, good sex as a woman was like one-tenth of an orgasm for the entire time, not even counting the actual, real orgasms. I came moments after she picked up the pace, and couldn't stop myself from howling at the intense clenching and pleasure. "Don't stop!" I pleaded, "Don't stop fucking me. Fuck my brains out with that giant cock!" I was losing my mind with just how good it was.
All good things have to come to an end, though. Karen slammed into me one last time, and through my clenched vaginal walls I felt her start to pulse with her own orgasm.
Her hot cum unloading into my ravenous pussy set me off again, and I whimpered through my own orgasm, listening to her sexily grunt into my ear as she emptied her balls into me.
For a moment, we just rested, interlocked and breathing heavily. She started to pull out, and I stopped her with the legs I still had wrapped around her. I whispered, "Stay inside me, baby. Just until you're soft, okay?"
Karen propped herself up on her elbows, and kissed me lovingly. "So, how was it, honey?"
"Mmmm," I groaned happily. "I think you just made me a big fucking slut for your cock, babe," I confessed.
Karen laughed, and her dick bouncing inside of my very sensitive cunt was both weird and hot. "Yeah, I might be a little addicted myself. That was really good, wasn't it?"
"The best," I admitted. "If that was what you felt from me, I'm surprised you didn't just jump on me four times a day."
"I know, right? I'm so getting why guys do a lot of their thinking with their dicks. I'm suddenly very impressed that you could control yourself whenever I wasn't in the mood."
Karen's softening dick finally slipped out, and with the cork popped a deluge of body fluids started leaking from my gaping hole. "Oh, gross," I complained. Worth it, but still gross.
Karen laughed, and I finally let her get off of me. "Come on, Amber. Let's get in the shower and I'll show you how to clean yourself up."
Karen bounced to the bathroom, carefully cupping her hand under her dick to catch any drips. Moments later I heard the shower water start.
I carefully cupped my own hand to my leaking gash, and made my way to the bathroom too. I heard her giggling as I got close, and then, "Shit! Shit-shit-shit!"
I hurried inside, and there was my wife standing in front of the toilet, bent at a weird angle to get the pee into the bowl.
There was pee all over the toilet and the wall behind it. Fuck. I guess I was going to be cleaning the bathroom tomorrow in addition to the bed sheets. I looked a little closer and changed my mind. I was cleaning that mess up tonight.
I was about to start leaking through my fingers, so I hurried into the shower. "You all right there, Karen?" I called out.
"No! Shit, honey, I'm so sorry about this. I thought I'd have some fun and pee standing up for once, but it went fucking everywhere but the toilet! I mean, I always thought guys were just careless, but you really can't aim it at all, can you?"
I laughed. It wasn't quiet either. "Were you holding it when you tried?" I put one foot up on the shower shelf and tried to get the goo out of me.
"Yes!"
Karen joined me in the water, and gave my hanging boobs a quick squeeze before stepping into the water spray. "How are supposed to do it?" she wondered.
I gave up on getting it out without any direction or help, and reached for my body wash. Karen took it from me and handed me hers. Huh. "You did it right, honey. The start can be a little hard to aim, but then it's fine. The problem you had was you tried to pee right after sex. It always goes at a weird angle after that."
"Wait, was that what that scene in 'Me, Myself, and Irene' was all about?"
I laughed, "Yep. Sit down to pee after sex, okay? Even if it's the morning after. Now show me what to do to get clean, will you?"
******
I woke up slowly, very warm and comfortable. Karen had insisted that since she was not only taller than me, but was the owner of the sole penis in the relationship, that she was now the big spoon.
She had an arm limply hanging over my waist, and her very hard cock was wedged between my ass cheeks. She was breathing a little heavy, and slightly humping me. I could feel myself start to get a little wet.
I checked the clock on the bedside table, and her alarm wasn't going to go off for another twenty minutes. Slowly, so as not to wake her, I pulled the covers down, and slipped out of her embrace.
I bit my lip. I'd have loved to be woken up like this, but she wasn't me. Screw it, she's the one who woke me up horny, after all. I rolled her over onto her back as smoothly as I could, and pulled the covers the rest of the way down.
She was a wonderful sight. Her hair a wild cave-woman mess, large full breasts resting on her chest rising and falling with her breathing, and her huge dick, hard and straight, pointed at her head and barely touching her flat tummy.
I was a little sore from last night, but dammit I wanted more sex. I carefully straddled her hips, moving slowly enough to not jostle her. Reaching down between my legs, I grasped her hardness and pointed it straight up and at my opening. Slowly easing down onto it, I softly whimpered at the first penetration.
Karen's brow furrowed and her mouth fell open, but she didn't wake. I worked myself up and down on it, getting more and more of her thick length into me, until finally I was resting on her hips.
I rocked a little, and that felt pretty good. I gently rose and dropped, and that felt better. I began my soft bouncing on her big dick, and my tits went everywhere. I had to grasp them to keep them as immobile as I could, and that felt really good, so I kept doing that.
Karen woke up to me bouncing on her lap, my head thrown back, and squeezing my own tits. I knew this only because she grasped my hips and became an active partner when she did finally wake up.
"This is a hell of a way to get woken up, Amber," she commented offhandedly.
I refocused on her. "It's your own fault, you were humping me in your sleep." I didn't give her a chance for any kind of rebuttal. I dropped forward onto my hands, and shoved one of my boobs in her face.
Karen obliged me, suckling on my hard nipple and taking over the job of thrusting.
Getting fucked by a big fucking cock was fantastic. Getting fucked by a big fucking cock while also getting my sensitive nipples sucked was oh so much better. "Oh God, suck that boobie, baby. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" I encouraged her.
Getting attacked on two different fronts like that, my first orgasm came quickly. "Oooh, I'm gonna cum all over your cock. Yeah? Yeah? Oh God, I'm cumming! Don't stop, Karen, I'm cumming so hard! I'm cumming, I'm cumming!"
She pounded me through my orgasm, and then with surprising strength rolled us over and absolutely brutalized my poor little pussy.
I don't even know what I said, but I lost complete control of not only my body, but also my mouth. I'm sure that there was a lot of praise, a couple of prayers, enough curse words to peel the paint from the walls, and possibly a plea for help.
I had two more long orgasms before Karen grabbed my hair in a tight grip and forced me to meet her eyes. I stared, wild-eyed, as she pounded hard one last time and held there, her jizz shooting into me with the force of a fire hose.
I discovered that I liked having my hair pulled. Between that and the feeling of her hot cum striking what I assumed was my cervix, I got a fourth orgasm out of the deal.
I gripped her tight, perfectly curved ass with both hands and smiled widely at my wife, completely satiated. As a dude I would be lucky to get off twice in a day. Four in one session? That was just... decadent. The sun wasn't even up yet.
I checked, "You're not mad I woke you up like that, are you?"
Karen huffed, amused. "You can wake me up like that anytime, honey." She glanced at the clock. "I should go rinse off and start getting ready for work now, though."
"Okay. As soon as my legs start working again, I'll start on your breakfast," I offered.
She looked at me, almost laughing. "You're going to need to let me out then."
Oh. I was still holding her by the ass, wasn't I? I let her go, and she pulled out quickly enough that it sent a twinge through my abused cunny. I whimpered, and quickly slapped my hand over it to plug the leak. Honestly, the slap didn't feel that good, either.
Once I had feeling back in my legs, I made my way to the toilet, trying to squeeze out as much of her baby batter as I could. "Karen? How long do you think it'll be until I'm pregnant?" I wondered.
Over the sound of the shower, she called back, "It's going to be at least four days until I have viable sperm, probably closer to a week. You won't ovulate for another two weeks or so. This is just practice, baby."
I wiped with toilet paper, and winced. I was really, really raw. "I like the practice so far, but I'm sore as hell now," I complained.
Karen stepped out of the shower, and I shamelessly watched her from my seat as she dried herself off. "Yeah, that's a thing. Worth it?" she asked knowingly.
"Totally worth it. Eggs okay for you?" I checked. I burned a lot more time than I thought I would with the quickie that wasn't, breakfast was going to have to be something fast and easy.
"Yeah, scrambled please." She gave me a quick peck and hurried off to get dressed. I flushed, washed my hands, and threw on just a t-shirt, off to make Doctor Johnson her breakfast.
******
I was spooning the scrambled eggs from the pan to a pair of plates when I was spanked hard. I jumped, and nearly dropped everything. I turned my head and glared at my wife.
Karen chuckled and grabbed one of the plates. "If you don't want that bouncy ass spanked, you shouldn't taunt me with it, all hanging out like that."
I sighed, finished filling my plate, and sat down across from her at the table. At least I tried. My pussy hurt like a son of a bitch, and I had to cross my legs and lean way over to the side. "You are so not fucking me tonight," I commented with all the nonchalance I could manage.
Karen burst into giggling, spraying out the food in her mouth, and ramped up into deep belly laughter.
I grimaced and wiped my face clean with a napkin. "Yeah, yeah, yuk it up. You'll be singing a different tune tonight."
She shrugged, still fighting her grin. "You're probably right. Still, it's funny that the shoe's on the other foot now. When we first got together? I sat on icepacks almost every weekend for months."
I didn't know that. "Oh God, I did this to you?"
"Sure did honey. But, it was very much worth it every single time. So, I've been meaning to ask you. You're awful vocal during sex now. What's the what?"
"Oh God, how embarrassing," I despaired.
"No, no. It's great! You know how much it always bugged me with how quiet you were. It just deserved mention, that's all." She finished her plate, and got up to bring it to the sink, walking a little oddly.
"Okay, I know why I'm walking funny. What's up with you?"
My wife, who never blushes, flushed a deep, dark red. "Uh, I have to kind of... tuck everything back, so I don't have a suspicious bulge at the hospital. My, um, my balls are really big," she confessed.
I snorted, and covered my mouth. Then another escaped me. One more, and I stopped holding back, laughing with every bit of volume that she'd laughed at me with earlier.
"It's not that funny, Amber," she complained.
I got up to move my own plate to the sink, and start cleanup. "I know, I know," I commiserated. For a second. Then I started singing. "Who's got big balls? She's got big balls! She's got the biggest! Balls! Of them all!"
Karen started laughing at that. "Okay, maybe it is a little funny now. Well, Dr. Johnson and her big balls have to leave now. I'll see you after work, honey."
I kissed her good bye. "Love you."
"Love you too."
******
The laundry was in the wash, the dishwasher was empty, the apartment was clean, and I found myself at loose ends. It was a common occurrence nowadays. I was sure once we had kids, all of this free time would vanish, but as for now I had a lot of time to kill. Being just a housewife was taking some getting used to.
I never had much in the way of hobbies. I worked two jobs while Karen was in school, and any free time I had was spent with her. I got exercise, for all the good that did. It looked like I could build muscle, but the excess weight from the transformation wasn't going anywhere. Stupid muscle cells pretending to be fat. The only upshot was that most of it was in the best places. Boobs, butt, and thighs. I was curvy and voluptuous as hell.
I flipped through the channels on the television, trying to find something that wouldn't bore me to tears. I'm positive that there were people who actually liked day time TV, as there had to be otherwise it wouldn't be like it is. Unfortunately, I wasn't one of those people.
I eventually ran across a music video, where someone or other was rapping about things that I was the completely wrong demographic to relate to. The girls shaking their asses, though, that caught my full attention.
At first, it was just enjoying the way all of that booty bounced and shook. I was bisexual now, but that didn't take away any enjoyment of the female form in all of its splendor. But then, it occurred to me that my own butt was not only bigger than the girls dancing, but smoother, rounder, and bouncier as well. Could I learn to do that? Only one way to find out.
I started scouring the internet for instructional videos on how to dance erotically as a woman. It was far, far different than what I used to do when I stripped.
This was going to be exercise without building up muscle mass. I really didn't need to get any thicker, but needed to keep what weight I did have stable.
Looks like I found myself a hobby.
******
At almost four weeks into being female, I started wearing a pad in my panties at all times, terrified of my period starting and bleeding all over the place. I was banking on knowing the warning signs after the first time, but until that happened I was shooting in the dark.
After a week and a half of nothing starting, I started to get concerned. If I didn't get my period, that meant that there might be something wrong with my baby factory. Another half a week went by, and by then I was throwing up every afternoon.



I went and bought a pregnancy test on a hunch, and it came back positive. Disbelieving, I hurried back out and bought two more, and they both agreed that I was definitely with child.
Turns out morning sickness is a shitty, shitty name for it. It can and will happen at any time of day.
I had to tell Karen. I mean, this was the end goal of all this gender bending. Maybe I could have a little fun with it though. I went out again and bought a 'World's Greatest Dad' t-shirt, and then wrapped it up in a gift box. I hoped she'd find the humor in it.
I dug out the digital video camera from our last vacation, checked that the memory card was empty, and set it with a view of where Karen sat at the dinner table, hopefully in the right place to catch her reaction even if she moved around a bit.
I was standing next to the camera, impatiently waiting for her to get home, when finally I heard her keys jingle in the lock. I quickly turned the camera on and started it recording, then trotted away from it. I didn't want to give away the fact that I was recording her reaction to the big news.
Karen walked in, walked right up to me with a smile, and kissed me hello. And fondled my boob a little.
"Hi baby. How was work?" I asked.
"It was good! What's for supper?" she wondered.
She was always hungry when she got home, so I wasn't offended at all. I figured she'd want to go out to celebrate after I broke the news, so I didn't plan anything in the way of food.
"Have a seat, Karen. I've got a present for you." I waited, making sure she sat down in the right place, before I retrieved the box from the bedroom.
Placing it in front of her, I danced with anxiety as she ripped the wrapping off, and took a look inside.
She held the cheap shirt up, reading the front with a confused expression for about a minute. Then her eyes started watering and her hands shook, making the shirt ripple in the air. "I-Is this... does this mean what I think it means?" she pleaded.
I rubbed a hand on my belly, smiling at her. "It does. We're having a baby. You knocked me up."
I had expected a cheer, perhaps even a whoop. Instead, my wife broke down into deep, wracking sobs, and held her arms out blindly for a hug, dropping the shirt to the floor.
I rushed over, and Karen wrapped her arms around me, burying her face in my stomach and continuing to cry. Hot tears soaked into the fabric of my dress.
I rubbed her back as best I could from my standing position, and held her as she cried and cried. It took some time, but eventually she got herself back under control, and she started pressing frantic kisses to my stomach.
I pulled back, and she looked up at me with such wonder that I started to cry too. "I didn't... I didn't want to get my hopes up. I never thought I'd ever, ever get to have kids. Oh, thank you, Amber. Tyler. This... this is the greatest gift anyone has ever given me." I knew she wasn't talking about the stupid t-shirt.
I was too choked up to make a sound, but it didn't matter, because she turned her gaze to my midsection, and started talking to our baby.
"Hello there, Baby. I... I've wished for you for my whole life. I dreamed, and I hoped, and I prayed, and I never thought I would ever get to meet you. When you're ready to meet the world, I'll be right here, waiting with open arms..." My wife paused, sniffed wetly, and said, "So don't you worry about a single thing, Baby. You just get big enough to come see me, and I'll take care of everything else, I promise."
She kissed my tummy lovingly one last time, and then buried her face again to weep some more. I cried with her that time.
Karen got us last minute reservations at the classiest restaurant she could find, and proudly wore her green 'World's Greatest Dad' T-shirt the entire time. I'm pretty sure bribes were exchanged so that they didn't kick us out over the dress code.
I forgot about the video camera in the wake of Karen's reaction and accidentally left it running. So, not only did I get her reaction on video, I also recorded the intense celebratory kitchen-table sex. Karen was grateful for the video of both.
******
Shortly after the pregnancy was confirmed, Karen stopped taking the Wyex. I was not feeling sexy at all, with the morning sickness, fatigue, and really tender breasts. It was torture for my wife, as the increased sex drive from the Wyex made her very horny all of the time and I wanted nothing at all to do with that. It just made sense for her to stop taking it.
But after three months or so, the nausea went away, the fatigue vanished, and my breasts settled back down to just really sensitive. My sex drive came back with a vengeance.
I masturbated for the first time since I gained a pussy, rubbing my clit and fingering myself. And yeah, I got off. A lot. But it wasn't enough.
After a few days of increasingly frantic dual-handed jilling-off while Karen was at work, I turned our apartment upside down looking for any kind of dildo that I hoped Karen had hidden somewhere. I came up empty-handed. I needed penetration, and my fingers just weren't enough.
I dressed myself in a loose top that hid my barely-there baby bump, grabbed my purse, and took a trip to the closest adult bookstore.
I'd been in places like it before, but I never paid attention to the absolute variety of dildos that were available. With my hormones ramped up, it looked more like a wall of precious treasures to me than anything else.
I looked through them until I found something close to what Karen used to have between her legs, and then I saw them. Canisters of Wyex, sorted by type and duration, calling to me.
I looked them over, zeroing in on the rack of Blue Wyex-7: Light. Penis generation for seven days. I grabbed the canister, and went to go make my purchase. I didn't put the dildo back, either.
******
When Karen let herself into our place after work, I was there waiting for her. I didn't even let her take her jacket off, I just grabbed her by the collar and shoved my tongue into her mouth.
Karen blinked at me, confused. I couldn't blame her, I had been very standoffish for months. "Uh, Amber? What's this?"
"I'm so sorry I've been neglecting you," I started with my apology, but she interrupted me.
"No, it's okay. I do know what happens in a pregnancy, you know."
"Well that's done now. Over with. I'm so horny baby. I need a favor from you, please. Option one, is you take this," I showed the unpackaged, gently used dildo in one hand, "and we have some fun with it. Option two, is you take this," I grabbed the canister of Wyex from next to the key dish, "and you bend me over the nearest available surface and fuck me like I really, really pissed you off."
Karen stared at the canister for only a moment before snatching it out of my hand. "Oh, thank God!" she exclaimed. She expertly shucked the protective case from the Wyex, then pulled up her scrubs top and tucked it under her chin. With one hand stretching down the elastic of her pants and panties, she injected herself right there in the living room.
Setting the used canister back on the counter, she shrugged her jacket off, and pulled her pants and undies down to her ankles. I didn't want to watch it grow, so I turned to the counter and hiked my dress up over my hips, took a wide stance, and bent over the counter top. The amount of panties I was wearing was exactly zero, and my bald cunt was so very, very wet and ready. I could actually feel it start to trickle down my leg.
"Hey there, big guy. I missed you, buddy," I heard her say, and looked over my shoulder to see her talking to her dick as she stroked it to hardness. I stifled the giggle that threatened to launch. Instead, I finally danced for her.
I arched my back, and started rotating my thighs in and out, making my ass clap. I'd always been too embarrassed to show Karen that I could do it, I never felt like I was good enough to show anyone else just yet. Right then, though, I was so damn horny that if she wanted to fuck me while I wore a clown outfit I'd happily oblige.
"Oh. Oh wow," she commented in a voice that sounded entranced. "That's... that's really fucking sexy, Amber."
I changed the motion, swiveling my hips and sending all that ass flesh into oscillation. Untying the knot behind my neck that was holding the dress up, I stood straight and it spilled to the floor at my feet.
I wasn't wearing a bra either, going with absolutely no underwear at all in the hopes I'd be able to seduce Karen. I backed up into her, grinding and gyrating my ass onto her hard cock, and Karen lost control. With an insistent hand on my back, she bent me over, and thankfully I was still close enough to the counter to grab hold.
She slid easily into my receptive cunt all the way to the hilt, and her fingers clenched my hips in a tight grip. "Oh, yeah," she groaned, savoring the way I was involuntarily squeezing her thick length.
I whimpered, "Oh God, fuck me baby. Please fuck me, I need your cock so bad right now." Just having her immobile inside of me was making me crazy, like touching an itch without actually scratching it.
My wonderful wife pulled back, slowly removing her thick fucking dick almost all of the way out of me, and then shoving it all the way in with enough force that it nearly knocked me over. I almost started crying at the relief I started to feel after days of craving her cock. "Just like that, Karen. Really give it to me, honey. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" I begged.
Karen did her best to deliver. The loud slapping sound of her pelvis impacting my ass-cushion was a symphony to my ears. Too soon, she locked up and unloaded her seed into me. It set off my own orgasm, and I came with her, but it wasn't enough. I needed more.
Karen backed away, breathing heavily and sliding her thick, long cock from my recesses. "God, I've missed tha-"
She cut herself off as I snatched the dildo from in front of me and unceremoniously shoved it all the way up my pussy, splattering the cum she'd left inside of me everywhere. I furiously fucked myself with that blue silicone toy, shoving it in and out at a blistering pace.
She might have said something else, but I was howling far too loud to hear her if she did. The room temperature sex toy wasn't anywhere close to as good as my wife's hot thick rod, and having to move it in and out myself paled in comparison to Karen plowing me, but when needs must, and all that.
I got myself off again, and turned around with the dildo still shoved up inside of me, and Karen was just standing there in shock, pants and panties around her ankles, scrubs top still in place, and gooey, half-hard cock slowly dripping to the floor.
It said something that instead of thinking about the mess we were making, the only thought in my head was that with her pants around her ankles, she couldn't run away from me.
I squatted down on my haunches right in front of her, sucked her cock into my mouth, and started fucking myself with the dildo some more. My free hand grasped her ass to keep her from backing away.
The coating on her dick of our combined juices tasted like ambrosia to me. I shoved it all the way to the back of my throat and down, somehow deep-throating her length without any difficulty and swallowed, swallowed, swallowed. I needed this cock hard again. I needed it.
Karen tried to pull away, far too sensitive after cumming, but I wasn't letting her go. I dropped the dildo so I could use my other hand to help keep her in place. Both hands on her curvy ass cheeks, pulling her in with all my might and my nose crushed against her pelvis. Every millimeter of her delicious dick was as far into my face as I could get it.
"Jesus, Amber," she winced, and tried unsuccessfully to get out of me. "What the hell has gotten into you?"
I made some kind of pleading noise around her cock, and it twitched and throbbed a little in my throat. I started humming AC/DC's 'Big Balls', and stuck out my tongue to lick her own big balls where they pressed against my chin.
In retrospect, if it wasn't for the Wyex amplifying her sex drive, I probably wouldn't have been able to get her hard again so quickly. But it was, and I did. I pulled slowly back off of her dick, running my tongue around the underside and sucking hard enough to clean it off as it left me.
I grasped her length, and licked the underside of it while staring into her wide eyes. "More, baby. I need more."
"Christ," she exclaimed softly, stepping out of her pants. "What's happening to you?"
I stood, adjusted my grip on little Karen, and started pulling her to the bedroom. "I don't know. The last couple of days... I just need your cock. I'm sorry," I apologized, but I didn't stop my relentless march to our bedroom, either.
"Oh," she said, and I could hear the smile in her voice. "The good kind of cravings have started, then."
I turned and sat on the bed, shuffling backwards on my back but not letting go of her treasure at all, pulling her along after me. "Is that what this is?" I wondered. "I thought I was losing my mind."
"Mmmm. No, your body is going to tell you what it needs, so just go with it. It's mostly just different foods, but this is something too."
I lined her up with my messy snatch, and tugged to get her to put it in. Karen obliged me, thrusting smoothly all the way in. "Well, in that case, I'm seriously craving a thorough, brutal fucking, so try and break the bed, okay?"
She grinned, and immediately assaulted me with short, powerful impacts, causing my tits to sway wildly. She reached up and grasped a handful of one. "Gently," I warned her, "my boobies are still really sensitive."
Feeling her relax her grip, I held the other one. The bouncing didn't feel all that great, and if I had to hold my large, jiggling tit while I got good and fucked, then that's a price I was willing to pay.
"Fuck, plow me Karen. Fuck me. Fuck me with that big fucking dick!"
I had one free hand, and I used it to grasp her ass, pulling her in with every thrust. I doubt I was helping all that much, but I really wanted it as rough as she could manage. I came, and grit my teeth as the long orgasm washed over me. My wife's hard thrusting helped it along and amplified it, stretching it out. Tears leaked from my eyes, it was that satisfying.
I begged, threatened, and cajoled her past her limits to keep up the frantic pace, cumming again and again all over her pistoning rod. Eventually, she started to lose steam, and I rolled us over, taking over driving. I started dropping my weight straight down onto her over and over, slamming her intruder inside of me with all of my might. I came loudly, and at the very end I felt her cum up and into my pussy, which gave me one more small orgasm.
I cooed, and slowly ground my hips against her pelvis. Finally, that itch was good and scratched. I was going to be paying for it later, but I had an icepack in the freezer ready to go.
I carefully dismounted my exhausted wife, and laid down next to her. Reaching back, I grabbed her arm and pulled her up to spoon behind me. "Karen?" I asked in an embarrassed tone, "can you just hold me for a little bit?" Now that I had that out of my system, I wanted affection more than anything.
"Christ, Amber. I don't know whether to buy you a vibrator or build you a fucking machine." She did hold me tight, wedging her softening cock between my ass cheeks.
"If this is going to be a thing, I might build myself a fucking machine. I can't be waking you up in the middle of the night for sex. You need your sleep too much." If she was an accountant or something, I wouldn't think twice about it, but she was a doctor. People's lives depended on her being able to focus.
Karen laughed, but I was halfway serious. After four days of both morning sex and after work sex and begging her to come home on her lunch break for a nooner, she bought me not only a high end vibrator, but a second dildo and something called a 'Sybian'. I loved the hell out of that Sybian.
******
Six months into the pregnancy, I put on my bra and stared in the mirror. I couldn't fool myself any longer. The bra really was too small. I was spilling out of the cups not only on the tops, but squeezing out of the sides too.
When I finally went and got refitted for new bras, I learned I went up two entire cup sizes. I went from triple-Ds to double-Gs. My boobies were ridiculous big. Between them and my baby belly, I felt at times that I was nothing but three gigantic spheres with a little bit of person attached to them.
I hated going out in public, though, especially to women-specific clothes retailers. I was really showing, and damn near every woman I came across had to touch my belly and talk to me about it. The belly is not community property! Some of these bitches didn't know just how close they came to getting their faces slapped right off.
I really was thankful that when Karen took me clothes shopping, she mainly loaded up on loose summer dresses with ties around the waist. I could keep wearing them instead of having to buy special maternity pants, and the low-cut, thin material was far cooler than anything else would be. I was always too hot now.
Too hot, too horny, and starting to feel really fat and unattractive despite it all. I came home with four new bras, which were mind-blowingly expensive, and stripped down to my underwear to cool back off. By the time Karen got home from work, I hadn't moved from my spot on the couch where I was silently weeping.
"Hi, Amber, I'm- Oh, God, what's wrong?!" she panicked, racing to my side and frantically looking into my eyes with her hands on my face. If my biggest fear was that she'd decide I was useless and leave me, her biggest fear was that somehow I'd lose the baby. Overprotective was something of an understatement when it came to my wife.
"Nothing, honey. I'm just feeling like a fat, ugly whale. God, how can you even stand to look at me?"
Karen blinked in confusion after the panic had been stifled. "What? You're sexy as hell and I can't keep my hands off of you," she stated matter-of-factly. "What brought this on?"
I sniffed, "I had to buy new bras, and try them on in the changing room, and... it was seeing what I looked like in a full-length mirror, and I'm huge!" I wailed. I knew I was being ridiculous, but I couldn't stop myself.
Karen, of course, immediately started thinking with her dick, and dug through my shopping bag. "Double-Gs!?" she gasped. "My wife has double-Gs now?"
I didn't even dignify that with a response. I waddled to our bedroom and slammed the door, locking it once it was closed. I was all vulnerable, and she instead focuses on the size of my tits? I laid on top of our bedspread and had myself a pity party of one.
"Amber?" she called through the door, and tried to turn the knob. "Shit. Amber, I'm sorry. Whatever I did to hurt your feelings, I'm sorry. Um, you are beautiful? Bigger boobies make you even sexier?" she tried.
I sniffed, and tried to get some rationality back. Okay, so I was feeling really un-sexy, and Karen was focused in on my sexy parts, and that somehow upset me... why? Baby brain must be making me crazy, that's the only explanation that made any sense at all.
I dragged myself back off of the bed and unlocked the door. I was still upset, but desperately trying to not be. Opening it up, Karen was standing there with a worried look on her face. "What did I do?" she cringed.
I buried myself in her arms. "I'm just crazy. It's me, not you. Just... just roll with it? Please?"
She rubbed my back, which actually felt really good. I hadn't realized how much I had been aching carrying all of this weight in front. Stupid too-big tits and wonderful baby.



"Oh, that feels like heaven, Karen," I groaned, and tried to pull myself closer. She obliged me by digging her fingertips into the small of my back, and a pleasured moan escaped me.
I just basked in the feeling, but soon started to notice that my wife was hunching over further and further, and was looking very uncomfortable. "What?" I asked her.
Karen backed off of me with an uncomfortable smile, dug her hand into her pants and wiggled around a bit before straightening back up with a very relieved look on her face. I looked, of course I looked, and she was tenting out the crotch of her scrubs.
She apologized, "Sorry. It was really uncomfortable tucked back there. Probably about the last thing you want to see right now, huh."
I flushed. "I'm kind of all over the place. I mean, yeah, I'm upset and feeling really ugly, but I'm really horny at the same time. I... I did this to you? Even looking like this?"
She kissed me, and I got the sense that she was holding herself back. "Honey, you're sexy to me. Even more so now that you're carrying our baby. On top of that, you know I have a thing for your boobies, and I just learned that they're even bigger than I thought. On top of that, I've got my Wyex making me horny at the drop of a hat, and I have my sexy wife cuddling into me in only her underwear. Knowing all of that, it's not really surprising now, is it?"
I bit the corner of my lip, debating with myself, and Karen eyes locked into the pinched flesh. I reached behind myself and unhooked my bra, tugging the cups out from under my heavy swollen breasts and tossing the new garment to the side.
I led her by the hand to the bed, and laid on my side. My boobs pillowed on each other, my belly pushing them upward, and they looked even more massive like that.
My nipples and areola had darkened quite a bit, which Karen assured me was completely normal, but the contrast between them and my pale white skin was a little startling. I pulled Karen down onto the bed next to me and tugged her in to pay my breasts some attention. She happily indulged me.
Her gentle squeezing and ferocious suckling made my whole body light up. I reached down, slid my little hand past her waistband, and started to pay her some attention as well, stroking her turgid member.
I was really getting into it, and her huge, thick cock was leaking enough precum that my hand started to make wet smacking noises where I was stroking her. She abruptly pulled off of my nipple with a surprised look. "Oh," she stated, staring at it.
I stopped stroking her and froze, absently tightening my grip on her dick. "What?" I worried.
"I... uh, colostrum. It's very early, but you're producing colostrum. I wonder if the Wyex made it come early?" she wondered.
"Okay... what the fuck is colostrum?" Couldn't she see I was bordering on a panic here?
She finally looked up at me. "It's... consider it as pre-milk. It's what your breasts make before actual milk production.
I pressed my hand into my boob, deforming the shape and tilting my nipple to where I could see it. A bead of yellow, thick pre-milk welled up on it.
It didn't look all that appetizing. "How did it taste?" I asked.
My wife licked her lips and smacked them. "Not bad. Like, oh, milk after cereal? Just hot and thick."
"Oh. So, no more boobie sucking then," I pouted. I liked getting my nipples sucked.
"Well, if it doesn't weird you out... I'd kind of like to drink from you?" she ventured.
I blinked. "Really?"
"It's turning me on just thinking about it. You won't mind?" she checked.
I bit my lip, and glanced around. My belly would be in the way, otherwise I'd have her put her head in my lap. That would've been nice. "I don't mind if you don't. Go to town, honey, but can you get naked first?"
Karen grinned, jumped off of the bed in a way that I suddenly envied, and began to yank her clothing off as fast as she possibly could.
I wiggled myself out of my wet panties, the only bit of clothing I still wore. Then Karen was cuddled into me, latching on to my hard nipple and sucking powerfully, like she was trying to drain it through force.
Her cock pressed against the underside of my tummy, so hot and hard, the head swelling periodically as she strained. I licked my palm and started slowly stroking her.
I started having small orgasms from just the attention she was paying my breasts, switching back and forth between them. I loved it, but I wanted something stronger.
"Play with my clit," I whispered. Karen dutifully reached her hand between my legs to rub me. I had to lift my leg to grant her access, but after that it was smooth sailing. Mutual hand jobs plus I got to have my tits sucked. I figured I came out ahead on the deal.
I wasn't paying enough attention, locked into a really good orgasm, so I missed the warning signs. Her cock swelled and started pulsing in my grip, splattering the underside of my protruding belly with her scalding load.
Karen's mouth opened in pleasure, and I lost that delicious suction she'd been giving me. I whimpered at the loss, but kept stroking her through her orgasm.
When she petered out, I rolled onto my back and tried to wipe her cum from my skin with my hand. I noticed she was watching me, and a naughty thought hit me. I made eye contact with her, and licked it all up from my palm.
"Jesus," she laughed. "And you were thinking that you aren't sexy?" she teased.
I chuckled, and then the baby kicked. I froze, looking at my stomach in wonder, and it happened again. "Give me your hand!" I demanded.
I pressed Karen's palm to about where the little one was complaining. It took a little bit, but eventually Baby kicked again.
"Oh!" she exclaimed, and then completely unminding of the mess she'd just put on me, pressed her face to my belly and put her hands on its sides. I lovingly stroked her hair as she excitedly waited for any movement at all. We laid on the bed like that for over twenty minutes, until I had to pee. Stupid tiny bladder that Baby was squishing.
******
I woke in the middle of the night to pain in my crotch and a very, very wet mattress. I pulled the blankets back, and everything was wet.
Oh God. My water broke.
I was too hot to spoon while we slept, so I reached over to shake Karen awake on her side of the bed.
"Karen. Karen!"
She blinked sleepily at me. "Amber? What's wrong?"
"My water broke!" I panicked.
That woke her up. Suddenly she had full use of her considerable faculties. "Okay. Calm down, honey. Have you had any contractions yet?"
"I, uh, I think so. I think that's what woke me up. We have to go!"
"The baby is coming, honey, but it's not coming right this second. Go get cleaned up, okay? I'll get the bag and make sure we're ready to leave. Bath, not shower, okay? You really don't want to fall in the shower because of a contraction."
"But..." I protested. We needed to get to the hospital!
"Amber, look at me. Worry about a bath right now. Worry about what comes after, after. I'm taking care of everything, okay?"
I scooted to the edge of the bed, waddled my fat ass to the bathroom, and started filling the tub. If there was one thing I could trust in, it was that my brilliant wife could and would think about everything that needed to be done. Me? I just needed to take a bath.
******
After eighteen hours of the most excruciating pain I'd ever been subjected to, Tyler Reginald Johnson, Jr. came into the world with a healthy scream, a very healthy eight pounds, eight-point-eight ounces. No wonder it hurt so bad.
I was drenched in sweat, I may have broken some of my wife's fingers, and I may have also did a lot of threatening that I didn't really mean. But when Karen placed that precious little boy in my arms, and I got him to latch onto my nipple to feed him for the first time, suddenly it was all worth it. Every moment.
Karen ran a shaking fingertip over the tuft of hair on his brow, and smiled at me tremulously. "You did it, Amber. My God... I... you are amazing."
I smiled tiredly at her. I was exhausted. "We did it. I still don't understand why you couldn't deliver him, though. I probably wouldn't have broken your fingers if I couldn't reach you."
She held her hands up to me, and they were trembling. "This is why, honey. It's against policy, for very good reason."
"Fine. Are you sure you want to name him after me?" Being the one giving birth, sole discretion of his name fell to me, which was something I didn't know.
"Absolutely. I can't think of any name that could be better," she assured me.
I looked at my son, and the name Tyler did fit him. As much as any name fit a beautiful wrinkled peanut. "Hi there, Junior. I love you."
Karen sniffed wetly. "My family. Look here, this is my family."
For the duration of my recovery in the hospital, Junior and I had visitors non-stop. Karen was well regarded at her work, and everyone from the orderlies to the administrators wanted to come meet me and our son.
I only wished any of our parents were still alive to see him.
******
I gently rocked Junior, feeding him as he greedily slurped at my breast. I loved this time, feeling a connection with every feeding. Even the middle of the night ones.
"You've got about two weeks left Amber. Excited to be a dude again?" Karen asked me with a grin from where she was watching our son eat. Probably also perving on my boobies too.
I stared at my boy, and ran a hand over his head. "About that... what would you say if I did one more year?"
"Seriously?" she asked. She seemed stunned.
"Junior is still breastfeeding. If I get a booster shot, or whatever, I'll still make milk, right?"
"Well, yeah. But are you sure about this?"
"I'm sure. I'm not putting him on formula if I don't have to. This is better for him."
"Well, okay. I'll make an appointment at the hospital."
"Thanks Karen, I love you."
******
Twelve months later, we welcomed our daughter, Brooke Summer Johnson to our family.
******
Four days shy of three years since I'd taken that first dose of Wyex, it wore off.
I had Brooke down for a nap and was feeding Junior, cajoling him in his highchair to just please try the carrots, please, when I felt a strange tingle on my scalp, and my hair started to shorten up.
Junior's eyes went wide as he stared, and he started to cry.
Oh God. I needed to get out of these clothes before I exploded out of them. "Just stay there, Junior, and be good, okay?" I wanted to tell him that 'Mommy will be right back', but she wouldn't be. Not really. I quickly moved everything from his tray and hurried into my bedroom.
I shucked off my clothes as fast as I could, feeling the second stage start as my fat supplies dwindled and my muscles started to swell.
I laid down on top of the bedspread naked, not trusting myself to stand as my bones shifted. For long minutes I impatiently waited as Junior got louder and louder, eventually waking his sister.
Feeling the change slow to a stop, I eased myself up off of the bed. I had forgotten what it was like to be this big. I tore into the bottom of my closet, opening the boxes of Tyler clothes and putting on whatever would fit.
I was a little chubbier than I'd been three years ago, the baby weight not completely gone, but they fit well enough. I hurried back out to my children and found myself with a very big problem.
They didn't know me.
The screaming picked up to a higher register at the stranger in the room with them, and I didn't know what to do. I got Junior out of his highchair and he scampered away into his bedroom, to hide most likely, and I tried to calm down Brooke but she wasn't having it.
At wit's end, I called the smartest person I knew.
Doctors don't carry their cell phones on them, so I had to call the hospital, have them page her, and tell them it was a family emergency. It really was, from where I stood.
"This is Karen Johnson," she answered after I'd been on hold for forever.
"Karen, I need you to come home," I yelled over Brooke's wailing.
"Who is this?" she asked suspiciously, and I stared at the phone in my hand for a moment, dumbfounded.
"Tyler," I spoke through clenched teeth. "Your husband."
"Oh, uh... Tyler! Um. Sorry. What's wrong?"
"The kids don't know me! We're all freaking out here, and I need you here to calm them down!"
"Okay, okay. I'll be there as soon as I can."
I hung up and tried to sing to Brooke her favorite song, but it didn't help. I was about to lose it.
******
Karen finally, finally, got home, and traded me an opaque black plastic bag for our daughter. In her Mama's arms, Brooke finally started to settle down.
"Junior?" she worried at me, bouncing the girl in her arms.
"In his room. I don't... what do I do?"
"That, in your hand, is a seven day shot of Pink Wyex. The way I see it, you can either stay as Daddy, and work through this, or... you can be Mommy again. I got that for you incase that's the direction you want to go, but the choice is yours, Ty. I need to go see to Junior, think about it."
She hurried off to our son with our daughter in her arms, and I stood there in the living room and stared at the bag in my hand.
I had bonded with my children as Amber. Gave birth to them, fed them, bathed them, loved them and was loved in return by them as Amber.
Was being Tyler really all that important in the grand scheme of things? No, I decided. No it was not.
I marched into our bedroom, read the directions very carefully, and shot myself full of the transformative drug.
Ten minutes later, Mommy left the bedroom in almost the same clothes I was wearing earlier.
My breasts had jumped two cup sizes during my first pregnancy, and another one during my second, but all of that was erased when I went from Amber to Ty and back again. I had to dig out the one pre-pregnancy bra I had to fully get dressed.
I walked into Junior's room, and he ran from where Karen was comforting him to wrap his little arms around my legs.
I picked him up and held him close. "I'm sorry you were so scared, baby. Mommy's not going to leave again, okay? Never again."
"Amber?" my wife questioned.
"I can't do this again, Karen. Are you okay with having a wife from now on?"
Karen grinned and held Brooke a little tighter. "Yeah. Yeah, I think I can handle that."
******
"Grandma, Grandma, Lookit!"
I looked down at my grandson as he held up a scribbled drawing that I couldn't make heads or tails of. I ran a loving hand over his hair. "That's very wonderful, Steven! Why don't you go show Grandmama?"
I watched him for a second as he raced out of the room, before getting back on task on getting Thanksgiving dinner together.
Brooke nudged my shoulder with hers, gave me a grin, and went back to making her pies. "You didn't know what that was either, did you Mom."
"Not a clue. Still, he was very proud about it, wasn't he?"
Thanksgiving was my favorite time of year, even more than Karen and my yearly vacations. All of my family was in one place at the same time, and I greedily clutched every moment.
Junior, his wife Eve, and their three kids. Brooke, her wife Emily, and their two. Then Joshua, my third, and his wife Jessie. Lastly the baby of the family. George, currently Gina, and his wife Francesca.
I looked up from the turkey I was currently stuffing and stretched my back. I'd been carrying a lot of weight up front for a long time, and it was catching up to me. "Do you know when Joshua is getting here?"
Brooke shrugged at me. "The very last minute, Mom. He's being all weird because Emily is pregnant again."
"He doesn't seem to have a problem with Gina trying to get pregnant," I observed. George and Francesca had the same reproductive problem that Karen and I did. Karen spent a lot of time having heart to hearts with Francesca, and I spent a lot of time on the phone with Gina coaching her through whatever new thing she was having trouble with.
"Yeah, well since Emily used to be Josh's best friend Billy, as you well know, he's being weird. He was weird all through the first two, and he'll be weird all through this one too, Mom. It's fine. Emily wants us to let him be. He'll get over it once he has a new niece to spoil. It's just her being pregnant that gives him the willies."
I frowned. It wasn't Emily's fault she got brain cancer, and had to go on Wyex just to live. That she found love with Brooke, and was happy to have their children was something wonderful. It wasn't like she could get Brooke pregnant, Emily was already on Wyex. "I'm going to have to have a talk with that boy."
"Leave it, Mom. Really. In three months or so it won't matter."
"Fine." I turned so she couldn't see my mischievous grin. "I have pictures of your Mama's and my last vacation, did you want to see them?"
"NO!" she exclaimed. "You know how much seeing you as a guy ooks me out!"
Once a year, when my Wyex lapsed, Karen and I took a week's vacation. As man and wife. It was fun, but the kids hated it.
When the kids were all old enough, we sat them down and explained about Amber and Tyler, Sr. They agreed to give me going back to male a shot, but I was a stranger to them when I wasn't Mom. No matter how hard we all tried. Being female was easier all around for everyone.
"Are you sure?" I queried.
"Yes, I'm sure. Got the next one planned?" she tried. I let her think she changed the subject.
"Mmm. Hawaii. I think this year, though, I'll keep being Mom, and Mama can be Papa for once."
Brooke dropped everything she was working on and left the room with flour-coated fingers in her ears. "I'm not listening!"
I laughed and laughed, until the love of my life wandered into the kitchen, still every bit as beautiful as the day I married her.
"What is that all about?" she wondered, gesturing to the door our daughter had just left through.
"I clued her in our plans for the next vacation."
"Ah. That makes sense. How much longer do you have here?"
I looked around, tallying what had to be done. "Maybe an hour, now that I have to finish the pies. Why?"
Karen took a quick glance around, making sure that we were alone. She hefted one of my heavy breasts and squeezed, giving me a naughty grin.
I raised an eyebrow.
Karen stepped close to me. "Emily's taking a nap, and I talked the kids into taking their families out for a couple of hours. Just you and me, all alone. Want to have some fun? Or are we going to be two old ladies?"
"I am most certainly not an old lady. Consider your bluff called. You're going to lick every inch of these boobies. Better pack a lunch, it's going to take you awhile." Have I mentioned that I hate gravity? Well I do.
Karen took another quick glance around, put her head into my cleavage through the cloth of my dress, and motor-boated me. Sixty years old, and she was still a teenager at heart. Still loved my tits, despite my age and weight gain.
I swatted her playfully, and got to hurrying on finishing up my work. I may be a grandma, but I still craved my wife's cock as much as I did when I was twenty-nine.
I was going to put Karen's Wyex-enhanced sex drive to the test. Two old ladies, my big ass! I was going to turn Karen's balls inside out.
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"Welcome, Tamers! Today begins your training in the most honored of all professions! My name is Professor Oak, and I will personally be handling this two-week course!"
I looked around at the other 'Tamers', three guys and two girls, all of us drafted immediately after turning eighteen. None of the others looked as terrified as I felt. Especially Gary, he looked as confident and brash as he always had.
I'm going to die. I won't get as far as Cerulean before I'm dead.
"Testing for Blood Gifts comes first! Then you may choose your starter Pokemon based on what those gifts are! If you do not have a gift that will let you tame a Poison-type, trying to tame one can and will kill you! Stay within your gifts!"
Oak looked like a congenial old man, but he bellowed like the Drill Sergeants of old. He was flanked by two assistants who looked as intimidating as Oak sounded.
"If you have lived a completely sheltered life, or slept through every one of your history classes, I will give you a brief history! You are welcome!"
"Three hundred years ago, a madman named Sukebe unleashed the Pokemon upon the world. Landscapes were rearranged, most of the world's animal populations were out reproduced and out competed, and humanity was nearly wiped out."
"Then, by some miracle," he continued a little softer, "it was discovered how to tame the feral Pokemon. Using tamed Pokemon to fight back, humanity has clawed its way back from the brink of extinction. We have adapted Sukebe's own tech to leverage this, our only advantage, which is where every piece of gear you will be issued has come from."
"The Tamer is the first line of defense to keep our small settlements from being overrun by the feral Pokemon. Your calling is more important than you can realize."
A calling, he called it. I had no interest in being a Tamer. Everyone was drafted at eighteen to do their part, though. Many didn't survive the two-year term. All I had ever wanted to do was to be an archeologist, to help to recover the lost way of life of yesteryear. That was a distant dream that seemed a million miles away at the moment.
"Now, let's start with the best part! Let's see... you," he pointed at me, "what's your name?"
"Uh... Travis. Travis of Pallet Town."
"Good! Come up here, and let's see what kind of Blood Gift you have, hmm?"
I glanced side to side at my fellow trainees briefly before shuffling forward. I wasn't all that enthused about going first.
Oak held a device out to me, a small red metallic box with a depression in the center around a small, sharp spike. "Press your thumb here, young Travis."
I pressed my thumb into the depression, wincing as it pierced my skin to take a blood sample. The wound was immediately put into my mouth to stop the bleeding... or at least to contain it.
Oak studied the readout for a few moments, before turning to his assistants and speaking in a much softer voice. "You two will need to get the others set up. Travis, come back to my office with me, please."
I didn't dare turn around to look at the reactions from the others. I simply followed Oak through the door at the rear of the room, into a much larger lab filled with computers, machinery, and thick cabling that I couldn't make heads or tails of. Maybe my blood test was bad? Maybe I wouldn't have to do this after all!
"Have a seat, son," he gestured at a chair in front of a desk that looked exactly like all the others in the room. His tone had completely changed from the bellowing commander to the pleasant, heavy-eyebrowed old man that he looked like. Whatever my blood test had told him... I wasn't sure if it was a good thing or bad.
I sat and pulled my thumb from my mouth, finding that the bleeding had stopped. At least that was going my way.
"Your Blood Gift... You have a Morphic gift."
Well, that made sense, I suppose. "My Dad's a Ditto."
Oak leaned over the desk. "Do you know what this means? You can tame any type of Pokemon. All of them."
"Oh." Looks like I really wasn't getting off the hook after all.
"Mmm. You have in you the potential to be one of the great Tamers, Travis. Most Tamers are confined to one or two types, but you... you can field a diverse team that can handle anything, if you do it right. So, first things first, where did I put that..."
I watched in silence as he dug through his desk drawers for long minutes before finally removing a long wooden box with hinges on one end. He opened it up, revealing two rows of what looked like badges with three on one end missing.
He removed one and held it out to me. "Your Tamer's badge, Travis."
I held out my hand, and Oak placed it in the center of my palm, depressing a disguised button in the middle of it. The badge dissolved into dust and absorbed into my skin.
Understandably, I began to panic.
"Everything is just fine, Travis. Calm yourself, if you please."
I took a deep breath. "What was that?"
"Nanites, Travis. Nanites." At my uncomprehending look, he elaborated, "Pokemon are strong and powerful beings, young man. In order to Tame them without harming yourself, we give you a nanite reinforcement. The short version is that they're an infusion of microscopic machines that toughen you up. The beginner's Taming Badge will let you Tame Pokemon up to level fifteen or so."
I flexed my hand, trying to feel if anything was different. "Level fifteen?" I wondered.
Oak chuckled, "Tamer jargon. Here, let's get you your starter equipment, and I'll try and explain the basics. Most of this will be covered in your training."
Oak wandered over to a locker system and removed a padded briefcase, bringing it back to the desk and opening it up. Inside, in specially hollowed out depressions, were a multi-compartment backpack, a belt with special clips and holsters, some sort of handheld device, six tiny red and white pokeballs and one black one.
"Okay, Tamer's equipment. One backpack to hold all the items you gather on your travels. One belt to hold your pokeballs and Pokedex at the ready. Six standard pokeballs. One Black Ball. And, of course, your Pokedex."
He picked up the handheld device and held it for me to take. "This Pokedex is your greatest tool. It holds a map of the entire Kanto region, and your location in it. It holds all the information we have on every known Pokemon. It also gauges a Pokemon's power and health and converts them into easy to interpret numerical levels."
"Now, Pokemon gain power in two ways, Taming and battling other Pokemon. Gyms are scattered around the various settlements, and by winning a battle against the Gym Leader, you will earn badges that will further reinforce you, allowing you to tame your Pokemon to higher and higher levels without shattering your pelvis," he chuckled.
"Oh... Why don't they just give it to us all at once?" I wondered.
"Because it's expensive," Oak stated bluntly. "So much time and materials, invested into Tamers who will either plateau or die? No, you have to earn them as you go."
I didn't want to think about dying anymore than I already was. I decided to just move on. "A-and the black ball?"
"Your primary job as a Tamer is to reduce the feral Pokemon population. Should you defeat a wild Pokemon, and not want to keep it as part of your team, you capture it with the black ball. Once you do so, the Pokemon is irretrievable. The Black Ball can hold eighty-seven digitized Pokemon before it is full. You can then empty it at a Poke-center, and the league will give you credits depending on the rarity and power level of the captured Pokémon."
"W-what happens to them after that?" I worried.
Oak leaned back in his chair. "They're kept in stasis until a Tamer claims them. Class S and Class A, they're kept in central storage. That's where a Tamer's first Pokemon come from. The numerous, low-grade Pokemon, though... best not to think about it. Let's just move on to why I brought you back here in private, shall we?"
I quickly nodded, anything to get away from the dark subject matter.
"When I was a young man, I fielded a diverse team. Good, rare and powerful Pokemon. Together, the seven of us were very successful. But then, young Travis, the worst thing happened to me. I got old."
"I couldn't keep them all Tamed. One by one, they started to go feral. I couldn't let them go free, they were too strong and once the animalistic nature took over they'd be a threat to everyone and everything they came across. One, I kept, and she's been a fine companion all these years. The other five, I put into stasis and used the League's power-stripping protocols to reduce each of their power levels down to one. Perfect for a beginning Tamer. I have three left, and I'd like for you to take one as your starting Pokemon."
It seemed like he was giving me a huge honor, though the particulars were lost on me. I queried, "Sir?"
"They were my friends, Travis. I won't put them into the system, but neither will I hand them off to some random new Tamer without any potential. You can be great, Boy. Choose one. Care for her, and she'll care for you right back."
He typed into his keyboard for a minute, and three holographic displays projected from the desktop.
One was a Bulbasaur, thin, small breasted, green skinned and slightly reptilian with a closed flower bulb and vines hanging from her back. Her long hair was a dark green and hung over her shoulders yet managed to hide nothing of her naked appearance.
Another was a Charmander, red-skinned with strategic patches of tiny, shiny scales, average breasts and a very large ass and wide hips. She was draconic looking with a thick tail protruding from her backside, a small flame on the tip of it. Short orange hair rose straight up from her head mimicking a candle flame.
The last was a Squirtle. A blue-skinned anthropomorphic turtle-girl, wide and plump with very large breasts and a turtle shell on her back. Her short black hair curled up and over to one side, simulating an ocean wave.
This was a big, big deal. These were S-Class Pokegirls, second in potential power only to the legendaries. Starting with any one of them would raise my chances of actually surviving this thing from abysmal to a decent shot. It's not like I was going to tell him 'No thank you' and start with a Rattata or something.
My eyes drifted between the three, debating on which to choose, but my eyes kept falling back to the huge breasts on the Squirtle.
Yeah, pick your starter Pokemon based on her bust size. What kind of idiot are you, Travis? I chided myself.
Oak hit a few keys and the holograms vanished. "Okay, Squirtle it is!" he cheerfully announced. "Grab one of your Pokeballs and follow me!"
"Wait!" I protested. I hadn't picked anything yet!
"Travis," he chuckled. "She's level one. You won't want to take her into combat until she's at least level five. You're going to have to Tame her through all those levels. Trust me, you picked Squirtle."
I pulled one of the miniaturized pokeballs from the case and followed him to a terminal where he typed furiously for a few minutes before a metallic cone on a segmented metallic tube rose up from a semi-spherical hole next to the computer.
"When the pokeballs are in their reduced carrying state they're useless for anything but to store them when they are empty. Go ahead and press the multi-button to restore its size, and place it in the transfer hollow."
I pressed the only button on the golf-ball sized device in my hand, and it swelled up to the size of a softball. I put it into the depression on the station, and Oak lowered the cone down, locking it in place.
The black band separating the white and red halves began to pulse with white light, slowly at first but gaining frequency as the Squirtle was transferred from storage to my Pokeball. I suddenly felt like I was steamrollered into this.
The flashing band of the Pokeball slowed and then stopped, and the device chimed signaling the completion of the transfer. The cone raised up, and I reached in with an unsteady hand to retrieve my ball.
My very own Pokegirl. It didn't seem real.
"She's feral, Travis. Don't let her out of the ball unless it's into a taming bed. Even at level one, she'd easily kill you unless she's restrained. Do you understand?"
My eyes didn't leave the surprisingly heavy ball in my hand. "Uh, yeah. I got it."
"Professor Oak? I think you're going to want to handle this one, too," came the call from one of Oak's Aides from behind us.
I turned, and behind us was the assistant who'd spoken and an arrogant looking boy with wild hair standing next to him.
"Ah, Gary! I should have suspected. Now Travis, put on your belt and clip your ball on. Dropping the ball and accidentally letting her out would be disastrous for everyone here. Go on now, take your gear and straight to a taming bed, understand? I'll see the both of you in the morning for training."
I kept a tight grip on the ball with both hands and made my way to the open case containing my equipment as Oak greeted Gary.
"My grandson! I'm so proud! Come, I have two Pokegirls for you to choose from."
I strapped on the belt, carefully clipped on my Squirtle's ball, and closed up the case to carry out of the room. Gary was Oak's grandson? That was a surprise.
******
I didn't want to use the taming bed at Oak's lab, there was absolutely no privacy there. Also, Pallet Town didn't rate having it's own Pokecenter where one would normally find a taming bed, so I went home. I thought Mom would either have one, or would escort me north to Viridian and the Pokecenter there.
It was a very short walk from the lab to home, and I was greeted by my sister as I walked in.
"Hey stink-breath!" she good-naturedly teased me. Sisters, what are ya gonna do?
I rolled my eyes. "Hi Greta. Is Mom in?"
"Kitchen, I think. Oooh! Is that what I think it is?" Greta rushed off from the sofa to race over to me and poke at the ball hanging from my belt. I turned and shoved her away none-too-gently. "Don't! She hasn't been tamed yet!"
Greta's eyes got very big and her face paled. "I'm so sorry! I didn't know!" Everyone knew what would happen if she got released while still feral. That was basic, common knowledge everyone was taught from the time they were out of diapers.
I calmed Greta down, somehow, and walked into the kitchen. Mom was nowhere to be found, only a pink amorphous blob with two beady eyes and a permanent smile. "Hi, Dad. Seen Mom around?" I asked.
The blob changed shape, shifting into a perfect copy of me save for the same eyes and smile that he had in his unshifted form. He pointed up the stairs, and told me, "Ditto!"
"Cool. Thanks, Dad. Love you."
"Ditto!"
Sometimes I wished Mom had found herself a human husband, one that I could actually talk with and understand. It would be nice to actually be able to have a real conversation with my dad, but I could read his emotions well enough. I never did doubt he loved me.
"Mom?" I called out, and I finally found her as she came out of her bedroom, an empty laundry basket in her arms.
"Travis! How did it go, sweetie?"
"I, uh... well, I got my starter. We don't have a taming bed by chance, do we?"
She frowned, "What's wrong with the one at Oak's lab?"
I flopped my arms uselessly. "It's all out in the open! I don't want the others to watch me!"
She chuckled and ran her hand over my head. "Oh, I remember being that young once. Vaguely. My bed has a taming function, but you'll be changing the sheets afterwards, understand?"
I sighed in relief. "Thanks Mom. Really."
"So, what kind did you get?" she asked me excitedly.
"Uh, a Squirtle?"
My mom's eyes got very, very big. "Really? You're not joking, are you?"
I shrugged, suddenly uncomfortable. "Yeah, no fooling. I guess she used to be part of Professor Oak's team, back in the day."
I watched my mother squeal and throw her arms around me in a huge bear hug. "You are starting off in such a good place, honey! Why, I had to start off with a Lickitung. Still, as far as Pokemon to be stuck with, he did have certain... benefits," she wiggled her eyebrows at me.
"Oh, gross, Mom!" I did not want to even think about my mother taming her Pokemon.
"You'll get over that prudishness sooner rather than later, Travis. So, you have a blood gift for water types? I wonder how that happened?"
"Uh, no. Oak called it Morphic? I can tame any of the types, apparently."
"You are going to do so well," she told me seriously. "League champion, I'll bet."
"I'll settle for living through the next two years. Taming is dangerous, Mom."
She waved my concern off. "You'll do just fine. Go on now, I want to meet her once she's tamed and my bed has new sheets on it."
I walked into my Mom's bedroom, and closed and locked the door. I pulled all the sheets to the floor, and studied the control panel on her headboard for a few minutes before finding the restraint function.
Mechanical arms rotated out from under the bed, swiveling into position where they would be to restrain the arms, legs, torso, head and/or tail of a Pokemon. An iris opened up, revealing a semi-spherical depression the exact size for my pokeball. I took a deep breath and slotted the ball into the recess.
The mechanical arms moved to new positions and lit up with a crackle of energy, the electrostatic reinforcement holding the molecules of the metal together well enough to hold down even a legendary Pokemon. Then, a bright blue energy formed in the midst of the restraints, coalescing into my Pokegirl as she was undigitized.
She was shorter than I had imagined, only four feet tall, if that. Her head was restrained up and away from me, preventing her from biting me or projecting an elemental attack had she actually had one yet. Every other part of her was held immobile, and she let out a guttural "Squirtle!" in protest.
This was the distasteful part of taming. The whole reason why I was so hesitant to do any of it in the first place. I knew, intellectually, that she'd be thankful to no longer be a mindless animal full of violence and rage afterward, but I still wasn't going to enjoy the initial taming.
I stripped down naked, and got on the bed between her plump, shiny blue thighs. I leaned over her and fondled her huge breasts, one after the other, and she immediately became very wet, her protestations transforming into a pleading tone. Let me tell you, when a Water-type Pokegirl gets wet, she really gets wet.
They were designed to be sex slaves by Sukebe, after all. It wasn't that surprising that even though she wanted to kill me at the moment, she still wanted me to fuck her.
Despite my reluctance, I was fully hard and ready to Tame her, so I lined up with her leaking pussy and shoved in, letting out a groan at the sensation of her ultra-tight crevice squeezing me.
I'd never Tamed a Pokegirl before, nor had I ever had a human girlfriend. I got in maybe eight thrusts that sent all of her watery blue flesh into wild motion before I was done. I buried my cock deep into my Pokegirl, squeezed her huge tits with my hands, and came.
Her body reacted as it was designed by a madman to do. She absorbed every drop of my cum, her body and mind registering me as her sole master, and then she came herself.
She gushed a torrent from her tightly clenched pussy, stinging my flesh a little, but my morphic blood gift allowed me to withstand it without shredding my cock. It was a very real danger, taming a Pokemon that was outside of your gift.



I just rested inside of her for a moment, and then a wondrous thing happened. She pleaded, "Squir... Squirtle..." and I understood her.
It wasn't that I heard Japanglish when she spoke. It was more that I understood on a fundamental level what she meant. She wanted out of the restraints, she wanted to be able to see me... and she wanted to thank me. Thank me for freeing her from the animalistic state her mind had reverted to from too long without Taming.
I pulled out from her still clenching cunt, and stumbled to the headboard, trying to figure out how to release her. I paged through the menus until I found something that looked right, and she digitized into blue energy, sucking up into her ball. The restraints, no longer needed, depowered and moved back underneath the bed.
I removed her ball from the headboard, and the protective iris closed once again over the depression. I debated with myself for only a moment before letting her back out, irrationally afraid of letting her see me naked for some reason. As if a Pokegirl would judge her Tamer to be anything other than perfect!
I pushed the multi-button, and tossed the ball to the floor. It opened up along the black seam, and the same blue energy escaped from it to once again coalesce into my Squirtle.
She stared at me in wonder, and I started to feel a little awkward. "Uh... Hi?" I tried.
She stepped forward and wrapped her pudgy arms around me. It was like being hugged by warm, flesh covered water balloons. I hugged her back, patting her shell.
"Squirtle?" she asked me.
"Really? I suppose it was a little quick, wasn't it."
"Squirtle," she begged.
I backed away from her, and my cock was hard again. Oh yeah. Nanites, right. "Sure, we can go again. Help me change the sheets after?"
"Squir," she agreed, and started pressing against my chest, pushing me back towards the bed. I let her, laying down and watching as she straddled me, guiding my erection right back into her depths.
She began to rock her hips, grinding down and leaking wetness all over my pelvic area. Her bright blue tits bounced against each other, the dark purple nipples at their peaks begging for attention. I couldn't help myself from sinking my hands into them.
She moaned, pressed her hands into the backs of mine to sink them in deeper, and picked up the pace. I was lasting much longer this time, and Squirtle seemed to be enjoying herself, letting my hands wander over her body like I owned her.
I guess I did now.
Eventually, after a long time of her frantic humping and a little help from the sight of her huge blue breasts bouncing, I finally came again. Like before, she absorbed every drop before her own orgasm happened, spraying out around my dick and soaking down the mattress sheet along with the majority of my body.
"Squirtle," she panted.
"You're welcome," I answered her. I needed a shower really bad after that, but she was so happy and grateful that even if I didn't enjoy myself, which I so did, it would have been worth it anyway. "Help me change the sheets?"
We pulled the wet sheet from the bed, and I activated the self-clean function from the headboard. A pleasant-smelling foam bubbled up from the mattress, crackling and popping for a few minutes, before being sucked back into it, leaving the mattress clean and dry. Together, we remade the bed with clean sheets, and then had a nice, long shower together.
If you're trying to have a quick shower, don't take a Water Pokegirl in with you, that's all I'm saying.
I redressed, and decided to wear my gear as well. The belt went on, and the backpack was adjusted to fit tightly through both the shoulder straps and the waist restraint. My five empty pokeballs went into a side pocket of the backpack, and the Black Ball was enlarged to its full size and clipped to my belt. It was when I picked up my Pokedex to put it in its holster that I got a pleasant surprise.
The flashing screen announced that my Squirtle was now level two.
******
The two week training course mainly focused on the rules.
There was plenty of ball-throwing practice, and studying of the arcane rock-paper-scissors chart of what types of Pokemon were weak or strong against what types of attacks. A little history, and why the wild, feral Pokemon were an unending threat.
If a human and a Pokemon had a baby, it was a human with a blood gift. If a Pokemon was allowed to go feral, however, they spontaneously generated clones of themselves, even the males. No one was sure how, but they did. Left unchecked, they would overrun everything.
Also, they taught us that though the Pokemon seemed part-human, they weren't. They didn't have the same dreams and aspirations as we did. On a purely genetic level, they were never as happy as when they got to battle or get Tamed.
Aside from all of that, most of the training was in the rules. Over and over again were we hammered with the rules. Always have one Pokemon out of its ball as an escort whilst in the field. Getting caught unaware without the protection of your Pokemon was a death sentence.
Never have more than one of your Pokemon out at a time in the field. League battles were regimented to one-on-one fights and you needed to be able to fight with one Pokemon unreliant upon help from your others. Also, they tended to distract each other.
Don't field an active team of more than six. They won't grow strong enough and it's too easy to lose track of Taming once you have more than six active. League rules for official matches limit you to a team of six anyway.
Pokecenters are free of charge and Pokemart supplies are heavily discounted for active tamers, feed, fight, and fuck your Pokemon, but most of the training course focused on the three rules.
******
Too soon, it seemed, the course was over and it was time to leave Pallet and do my part. I stared at the long grass just outside of the town gate and took a deep breath, idly running my fingers over Squirtle's ball. There were any number of wild Pokemon just waiting to try and kill me in that grass.
"Hey, Loser!"
I turned, and Oak's grandson was walking up to me with a swagger in his step, a cocky grin on his face. "What do you want, Gary?"
"A battle. I want to see what's so special about you that Gramps gave you one of his Pokemon."
The rules were clear on this, too. Refusing a challenge from another Tamer was frowned upon. If it was in a dangerous area, the loser could request an escort to the nearest Poke-center if he or she had no viable Pokemon left. Here in the safety of Pallet Town, I had to accept.
I pressed the multi-button on Squirtle's ball, releasing her into the world, and brought up my Pokedex.
It was unreal, how we had all this stolen and reverse engineered technology that we could actually transform a Pokemon into digitized energy and store it, yet the graphic representation of my Pokemon on the Pokedex screen was an eight-bit, four-color, cartoonish caricature. Level Five, it told me, with a full bar representing her combat readiness and general health.
Gary stepped backwards a few steps, and unleashed his own Pokegirl. The blue energy from his ball coalesced into a Bulbasaur. The same one I had had a choice of two weeks earlier.
She had the same light green skin, long dark green hair, and really dark green nipples on her small breasts. The look on her face was different, though. She looked mean now. Angry, and mean.
What had he done to her in only two weeks to make her like that?
I glanced at my Squirtle, and she looked excited to fight.
"Squirtle, Tackle!" I commanded, and she rushed forward to obey.
"Bulbasaur, Growl!" Gary ordered his Pokegirl, and a subsonic noise came from the green skinned Pokemon, impacting mine.
Still, Squirtle hit her full-on, and my Pokedex registered the damage as the pixelated bar representing Bulbasaur's health dropped a good fraction.
Our Pokegirls traded blows, tackling each other over and over, with Gary ordering his to growl now and then. Every time she growled, my Pokegirl did less damage than before, but it was a losing strategy for him. Every time she stopped to growl, Squirtle tackled her an extra time. I could clearly see by the way the health bars were falling, Squirtle had it by a hair.
Finally, with one thunderous tackle, Bulbasaur hit the ground and didn't get back up. She turned into blue energy and zapped back into Gary's Pokeball, the safety function engaged by the Pokegirl being near death. My Pokedex chimed with a triumphant melody.
"Huh. Well, maybe there is something to you after all," Oak's grandson told me in an almost complimentary tone. Then he ruined it. "I'll find you later for a rematch, thumb-sucker. Smell ya later!"
With that, he wandered back in the direction of Oak's lab, off to presumably restore his Pokegirl with the league equipment there.
I looked over at my poor Squirtle, as she heaved deep breaths and grinned painfully. She'd won, yes, but at a price. There wasn't much health left on her bar, and her light blue skin was covered in scrapes and dark blue bruises.
She raised an eye ridge in an approximation of an eyebrow. "Squirtle?" she suggested.
"Seriously? You can barely stand!" I protested.
"Squir!" she insisted, even stamping her foot cutely.
"Fine. I suppose you've earned that at least. Let's get you healed first though, alright? Then you can have your taming. We'll try this again later," I compromised.
She nodded her head side-to-side, before nodding reluctantly. "Squirtle," she agreed.
In my hand, my Pokedex flashed with a notification. My Squirtle was now level six.
******
The short route to Viridian was winding, a series of ramps cut into the steep hillside so as to make you feel like you were more pacing back and forth than actually moving forward. Patches of tall grass where Pokemon loved to hide were abundant, and there was no way to detour around them. Pidgeys and Rattatas were abound.
Squirtle easily took them down in two or three tackles each, but getting hurt herself. She was a higher level than the two to four level wild Pokemon, and the danger was minimal, but still present.
I knew I would get attached to any Pokemon I tamed. If any of the other tamers found that out about me, I'd never live it down, but it was the truth. I should have tried to capture at least a Pidgey, but knowing that the B-class Pokegirl would plateau early and I'd have to eventually black-ball her, well... it was easier on me to just black-ball all of them now, before they became more than dangerous animals to me. Like Squirtle already was.
Besides, anyone who found a Rattata attractive deserved to get stuck with one. Filthy Rat-girls. Yuck.
Winning all those battles got Squirtle's motor running, though. It was a universal trait amongst Pokegirls. By the time we cleared the last of the dangerous grass, and caught sight of Viridian, she had lubrication running down the insides of both of her bright blue thighs, glistening in the fading sunlight.
I spied the red-roofed building of the Pokecenter, and the blue-roofed building of the Pokemart. There was supposed to be a gym here too, but it wasn't readily available to see.
I took a good look at my Squirtle. She was in great spirits, but not the greatest shape. She won all of the battles on the path here handily, but there were a lot of battles. The hits added up.
We weren't getting much more done today anyway, as the light was already fading away. "C'mon, Squirtle. Let's see about a room for tonight."
With a spring in her step, she paced right beside me, chattering away about all the different fights she had today, as happy as it was possible to be.
We entered the sliding glass doors of the Pokecenter and walked right up to the reception desk.
A cheerful woman named Joy greeted us, her Chansey working at a table behind her. "Welcome to the Viridian Pokecenter! How can I help you?"
"Hi there. Tamer Travis of Pallet. I need a room for the night, and some healing for my Squirtle here."
"Squir!" My Squirtle protested.
"No, c'mon. You can't get into bed like that. You're a little hurt. You'll sleep better if you're healed."
She shifted her head side-to-side, then wiggled her eye-ridges. "Squirtle," she leered.
I turned back to Joy, "Uh, I guess the healing can wait until the morning." It was just my luck to get a Pokegirl who liked to get tamed while injured. Kinky little thing.
Joy carefully tried not to smirk, but didn't quite succeed. "Alright, I have Tamer Travis assigned to room 112. Up the stairs, to your left. Will you be staying more than one night?"
"Uh, I don't actually know yet. I'll let you know." Embarrassed, I grabbed my Pokegirl's hand and tugged her toward the stairway. She happily let me lead her to a taming bed.
The door closed behind us, and Squirtle wasted no time, crawling into the bed on all fours, then dropping onto her head. Her blue, round ass was in the air, bald snatch presented for taming and still leaking down her thighs. "Squirtle!" she pleaded.
"Alright, alright. Give me a minute here, you greedy thing." I carefully removed my equipment, placing it into the specialized receptacles near the bed for charging. They could go a very long time without recharging, but having my Pokedex lose power in the middle of something would be disastrous. Best to not chance it.
Having done that, I undressed, stuffing all of my clothes into the automatic washer/dryer/repair drawer. By morning, they'd be good as new and perfectly clean.
I mounted the bed behind my impatiently waiting Pokegirl, and ran my hand over the liquid curve of her ass. "Maybe I should shower first," I teased.
"Squirtle!" she exclaimed hotly.
"I'm just kidding, Squirtle." I really shouldn't tease her. Hoping to make up for it, I gave her plump ass a good smack, causing both of the cheeks to wobble like over-full water balloons.
Grasping her turtle-like shell with one hand, I lined myself up with my other and sank into her pussy.
She groaned and leaned back, pressing me as deep inside of her as she could. I got a good grip on that shell with both hands, and went after it. I pounded her as hard as I could, there wasn't anything I could do that would actually hurt her. She was too tough for a mere human to harm.
Every impact sent that shiny blue ass into hypnotic motion, and it was captivating. I gave it another good slap, and Squirtle screamed her approval.
She was careful to not rock back against me, she was strong enough that there was a good chance I'd be sent flying. Instead, she braced herself and fully enjoyed everything I was doing.
I felt myself getting close, so I reached up and grabbed the lip on the top of her shell, pulling her upright by it, and came hard.
Squirtle shook while I emptied into her, her black hair almost vibrating as she absorbed my cum. Once I'd finished, she came, as designed. A torrent of watery Pokegirl cum shot backwards, impacting my balls and thighs. It was almost painful, but I was getting to like the feeling.
Again, I was thankful for my blood gift. Someone else may have been castrated by that.
A victorious chime came from my Pokedex, but I could ignore that for the moment. Squirtle herself fell forward to the bed, falling asleep with her face pillowed on her big blue tits almost immediately.
I stroked her hair fondly. "I need to actually name you. I can't keep calling you 'Squirtle'. You don't call me 'Human', after all."
I settled myself under the covers, and reached for my Pokedex.
The notification told me that my Squirtle had reached level seven, and had learned the attack 'Bubble'.
Huh.
******
"Bubbles! Tackle!"
My Pokegirl launched herself at the Caterpie, slamming into the weaker Pokemon and knocking her down.
Caterpies were very odd looking Pokemon. This one, a female, had an over sized head with even more oversized eyes, a tiny little mouth, and an odd pair of antennae that shared a single base in the middle of her forehead.
The dark green body, which was more of a tail than anything, was very narrow and long, with no arms or legs. Instead, she had pair after pair of slightly mobile pert green breasts traveling down the front of her torso that she used for locomotion, the black nipples surrounded by yellow areola acting as gripping appendages.
The Caterpie turned and shot a stream of stringy, sticky silk from her mouth at Bubbles, hindering her movement slightly.
"Hit her with your bubble!" I ordered, and Bubbles complied. She opened her mouth and spat a fast moving globe of water at the other monster, knocking it back down where it laid unmoving.
I tossed my black ball at the defeated Pokegirl, and she was captured into it, never to harm a traveler again. "You alright, Bubbles?"
"Squirtle," she grumbled, tearing away at the silk bindings.
"Yeah, I know. But it's still better than a Wheedle, right? I mean, would you rather get a little sticky, or get poisoned... again?"
Viridian City turned out to be a little lackluster. There was a Gym, yes, but it was closed indefinitely. According to the clerk at the Pokemart, the Gym Leader that the League appointed to run that gym did so for less than two weeks before vanishing, and taking all of the Gym's Pokemon with him. Until the League could recover or replace the missing Pokemon, appointing a new Gym Leader was pointless.
Viridian Forest immediately to the city's north, though... that place had potential.
On the other side of the forest was Pewter, and I was assured that Brock, the Gym Leader there, would never abandon his post. The forest was where not only would I be fulfilling my tasking as a Tamer by reducing the feral Pokemon population, but also where I was going to get Bubbles strong enough to earn that first badge.
It seemed like a great plan. The forest was packed with Bug Pokemon, and Bubbles was doing a pretty good job of knocking them down. Caterpies and Wheedles, for the most part, but the true gems were their evolved forms, Metapod and Kakuna. They were basically cocoons with zero offensive ability, and Bubbles got stronger, faster fighting them than their pre-evolutions. The trick was that Bubbles had to take them down before they hardened their shells to the point that they were basically impervious. We had to walk away from one or two before we figured that out.
There was also the odd Tamer here and there. I felt sorry for them, having a blood gift tailored to Bug types pretty much guaranteed that they'd never get much further than this forest, right here. That didn't stop any of them from challenging me, and it sure didn't stop Bubbles and me from introducing foot to ass.
But now, Bubbles was all the way up to level thirteen, and I was getting nervous. My beginner's nanite reinforcement allowed me to Tame her up to level fifteen. Any stronger, and Taming her could cause me injury.
Which wouldn't be a problem, but the act of Taming itself made Pokemon stronger. If I were to stop at fifteen, and not get that nanite upgrade from the Pewter City Gym, eventually I'd fuck her into a new level. Then I'd be in trouble, as the only thing keeping her as mine and not a danger would hurt me. It was time to get to the other side of this forest.
"Ready to go?" I checked.
"Squir," Bubbles agreed cordially.
We took two steps into the grass, and got a shock. Literally.
"Pika!"
A loud snap of electricity surged into Bubbles, knocking her back and paralyzing her.
A female Pikachu leapt in front of her, and threw another thundershock.
She was about as tall as Bubbles but thin, and covered from head to toe in short, fine yellow fur. Her cheek bones each had a singular, circular red spot, crackling with electricity. Two large, wide pointed ears tipped in black stuck straight up on either side of her head out of the longer blonde hair. She had a horizontal stripe of brown over the back of her tiny waist and another across the back of her slim hips, just above her ass. A large, jagged tail shaped like a thunderbolt stuck up and at an angle from the very top of the crevice between those two tight cheeks.



This was bad. Bubbles was weak against Electric attacks, and according to my Pokedex was already suffering from some sort of intermittent paralysis. The upshot, if there was one, was that their levels were so disparate that Bubbles could simply tank the shocks, for a time anyway.
"Bubbles!" I yelled, "Tackle her!"
She shook off the paralysis long enough to do just that, spiking the lean, yellow-furred Pokegirl to the ground before her body locked up again.
That one hit took almost all of the feral's health bar down, and I hoped it was enough. If it wasn't, then there was a good chance that both Bubbles and I were going to die here.
I dug an empty Pokeball from the side pocket of my backpack, triggering the multi-button to restore its size. The wild Pikachu struggled to her feet, and the red circles on her cheeks darkened, visible electricity crackling around them.
I threw the ball at her, and I prayed.
The ball struck true, hovering momentarily as it split along the black divide between the white and red halves, transforming the wild Pokegirl into digital energy and absorbing it.
The ball fell to the grass, and rocked violently side-to-side. When a Pokegirl was digitized, their entire being became pure energy. For a tamed Pokegirl that was advantageous, as at a Pokecenter the attendants could simply charge the ball with more of that energy to heal her wounds to full health. For a feral, however, it came with a danger.
The less hurt the Pokemon was at the moment of capture, the more energy there was to settle down and contain. Too much energy, and Pokemon had been known to break back out of the capture ball.
I watched the ball rock, the multi-button blinking ferociously as it tried to calm the storm trapped inside. One rock. Two rocks. Then the multi-button flared and the ball settled down, the black band around the middle pulsing with a soft white light for a few moments.
Holy crap. I caught my first wild Pokegirl.
That could wait until later, though. I had to get Bubbles back on her feet. I dug in the other side pocket of my backpack, pulling two vials out.
The first was labeled 'Harmonizing Ease of Ailment Liquid - Paralysis', and was the only vial of Paralyze H.E.A.L. I'd bought when I loaded up on supplies at the Mart. I flipped open the top with my thumb and poured the half-ounce of fluid into my Pokegirl's mouth.
Immediately it took effect, as her limbs loosened up and the tight grimace on her face eased. She got to her feet, dejected.
"Hey, we won. Don't feel bad, okay? I'll get more of the H.E.A.L.s when we get back to Viridian. But first, take this," and held out the Potion for her.
The label actually said 'Pokemon Potable Ion Solution - Basic', but no one ever said that mouthful. Potion, for short. Bubbles was not impressed.
"Squir," she pouted, looking at the vial disdainfully.
"I know, it's probably overkill, but what just happened scared me. I want you at full strength while we get out of here."
"Irtle," she eventually conceded, and drank the shot of Potion. Her wounds and burn marks healed over in a second.
"Alright, that way to Viridian, I think, and then I'll get your backup tamed, okay?"
I walked over and picked up the still-warm Pokeball that held the Pikachu. Clipping it securely to my belt, right behind Bubbles's ball, we started our trek back out of Bug country.
******
I stared at the taming bed, turning my Pikachu's ball in my hand absentmindedly. I really did hate this part.
Even though I knew it was for the best, even though I knew that it was the only way, even though I had been through this with Bubbles, I still wanted no part of it.
Taking a deep breath, I slotted the ball into the headboard. Mechanical arms swiveled out from underneath the mattress, locking into place with a hum of energy. Then my new Pokegirl was there, restrained and growling. A discharge of electricity left her red cheeks, and was absorbed by the small arms clamped to her cheeks from the head restraint before it had a chance to do anything other than make a little noise.
I carefully lifted my leg over the restraint holding her tail in place, and stroked her fuzzy yellow slit. Her body tightened up, muscles straining, and copius amounts of fluid welled up from her tight little hole, running down the crack of her ass to collect around the base of her tail.
I placed my palm on her narrow, tight abs and stroked her calmingly, for all the good that did. Another discharge of voltage was absorbed by the bed, and the finger I had between her labia tingled as she discharged there a little, too.
Once again, thank God for my blood gift.
I lined myself up, rubbing my cock head up and down her slit to wet it down, and then long-stroked all the way inside.
She was almost unbearably tight, clenching around my tool with a grip made of velvet and iron. I braced myself by grabbing ahold of each perfectly hand-sized, very firm breasts, and started the rolling of my hips.
The Pikachu was so narrow, hard with sinewy muscle, that it was a completely different experience than taming Bubbles. Where Bubbles was soft and smooth, Pikachu was hard and fuzzy. Where Bubbles was wide with bountiful fun parts, Pikachu was slim with little, firm fun parts. Variety, as they used to say, is the spice of life.
The snapping of electrical shocks began to increase in frequency, and the shocking from her tight pussy was dulled down to strong tingles by my blood gift. It was the tingling that raced me to the finish line, and I embraced it. It's so much better when the Pokegirl is an active, willing participant, as she would be after this. Getting the first, unwilling Taming over quickly? I was all for it.
I came, and every hair on Pikachu's body stood on end as she locked up, absorbing my cum and becoming mine. Then it was her turn to cum.
She screeched, and visible arcs of lightning exploded from her snatch, traveling a hand's distance from her to my skin in wandering patterns.
She clenched, and sparked, and finally came down. Her body, muscles tightened up for so long, completely relaxed. Again, I rubbed the fur on her stomach up and down, and this time I got the desired result. She actually purred.
"Pika?" she asked me, bashfully.
"Travis," I answered her, and with a groan pulled myself from her still rippling cunt and staggered to the headboard.
The taming beds at the Pokecenters were far less difficult to figure out than my mother's too-complex one. It was easy to find the 'Retract Restraints' button.
Pikachu zapped back into her ball, and the restraints depowered and swiveled back to their resting positions under the bed.
I removed the ball from the depression, triggering the release function and dropping it, letting my new Pokegirl out.
She looked around the room for a moment before shyly approaching me, hips swaying seductively, and placing her arms around me in a gentle hug. "Pika-pi."
"You're welcome," I chuckled, exhausted. I rubbed her narrow back with a hand almost as long as her ribcage was wide and yawned. "Okay, you need to meet Bubbles and then I need sleep."
"Pika-pika... chu?"
"I was hoping for it," I admitted, "I wanted one of you on each side." I retrieved Bubbles's ball and let her out, now that the taming was done.
Bubbles glared at the newcomer, and shifted down in a wide ready stance. "Squirtle," she challenged.
"Whoa, whoa, Bubbles. She's on the team now. So, uh, Bubbles, meet... Sparky. Sparky, Bubbles." I wasn't going through having a Pokegirl without a name again. I wasn't.
Bubbles looked at the Pikachu suspiciously, but Sparky just bounced over and threw her arms around the Squirtle's neck, hugging her and babbling.
I saw Bubbles warm up to her in a matter of seconds, smiling softly and hugging her back with one hand, despite herself.
"Great. Now, I need to sleep, and I don't want to sleep alone. Come lay with me," I beckoned.
I got into the bed, under the covers, and each of my Pokegirls took a side, under my arms. On the left, Bubbles cuddled in, smashing her bright blue, incredibly soft and dense breasts against my ribcage. One similarly soft and dense thigh traveled up my leg. I wrapped an arm around her shell and held her in tight.
On the right, Sparky took a similar position, but where Bubbles was pressing big and soft bits against me, Sparky's tits and thigh were firm and covered in a coat of fine, fuzzy yellow fur. I wrapped an arm around her, scratching the base of her tail for a moment and making her shiver, before grasping one of her tight ass cheeks.
I kissed Bubbles on her head, then Sparky between her ears. "Good night, girls. Tomorrow we start getting Sparky caught up."
******
Two days later, and I thought we were ready to get to Pewter and challenge the Gym there. Bubbles was still at level thirteen, and Sparky was now a very respectable eight.
I left the Pokecenter after checking out of our room, Sparky at my side and happy to face another day of battling.
I made a quick stop at the Pokemart, spending the credits I'd earned from the Black Ball over the days earlier on a handful of Potions, Antidotes, and Paralyze H.E.A.L.s.
Judging us as ready as we could be, I led us north to the forest entrance. We didn't make it quite that far. A storm of arrogance and anger walked out of the path from the west.
"Hey, Thumb-sucker. Time for our rematch!"
I groaned, tilting my head back. Just when I was about to get to the next step of the journey, too. "Hello, Gary."
He pulled a ball from his belt, tossing and catching it carelessly. "Payback time," he taunted, and tossed the ball to the ground in front of him, releasing a Pidgey.
She was busty with thin thighs, bird-like legs below the knees. She had wings instead of arms, long red feathers on her head, wings, back and tail, and small, downy grey feathers from her neck down to her knees. Large eyes that missed nothing were dominated by a yellow beak instead of a mouth. She gazed at Sparky cruelly.
He had to be either completely arrogant or an absolute moron, pitting a level nine Flyer against a level eight Electric. "Are you really, really sure you want to do this? We can just walk our separate ways," I offered.
"Coward," he taunted. "Pidgey, Gust!"
His Pokegirl grasped her clawed feet into the earth, bracing herself, and flapped her large wings creating a torrent of wind that slammed into Sparky, knocking her off of her feet and tumbling her backwards.
"Sparky! Thundershock!"
My Pokegirl leapt to her feet, the red circles on her cheeks sparking violently, and then she dropped to her hands, tilting her tail to point at the other combatant over her head. The electricity left her face in a jolt, traveling the length of her body and gaining in power, only to race the length of her tail and zap into Gary's Pokemon.
The Pidgey shrieked in pain as the thundershock decimated her health bar, dropping it by over half. Her knees wobbled and her large, downy tits impacted each other as she shuddered in agony. As for Gary himself, he was staring at his Pokedex in something like horror, seeing numberical evidence on just how mismatched the monstergirls actually were.
"Sand Attack!" he ordered desperately, and his Pidgey obeyed, kicking up handfuls of dirt and sand with her feet and using her wings to blow it directly at Sparky's face. She blinked rapidly as her vision was impaired.
"Thundershock her again!" I encouraged my companion, and Sparky fell to her hands again to launch a second stream of electrons at her foe. With that, the Pidgey collapsed, turning into blue energy and racing back to her tamer's ball.
Gary switched the balls on his belt, releasing his Bulbasaur. The prideful air he always wore like a cloak was nowhere to be found.
His original Pokegirl looked just as she had the last time I saw her, lean, green, and mean, only now she had a vine lashing in the air on either side of the flower bulb on her back. The surprising thing was that my Pokedex gauged her to be only level 8.
He must have been training his team in the forest as I was, and while his Pidgey would own the Bug-types there, the Bulbasaur wouldn't fair as well.
"Bulbasaur, Vine whip!"
The Pokegirl spun, and as she did one of the vines extended to an almost ridiculous length, striking across Sparky's chest and causing her health to drop a decent amount.
It hurt Sparky, that was for sure. But that same attack would have devastated Bubbles. I decided against switching out the girls unless I had to. "Again, Sparky. Thundershock!"
Thundershock was basically her only attack. Oh sure, she had a Tail whip move that would make her opponent take more damage, and she also had a Thunder Wave that would always but only inflict paralysis, something that was hit or miss with Thundershock. But to actually hurt another Pokemon, Thundershock was what she had.
The lightning left her tail and scorched into the Bulbasaur, and then it was my turn to look at my Pokedex in horror.
Maybe Gary wasn't arrogant or stupid when he pitted his Pidgey against Sparky. Perhaps he simply forgot some of the chart, as I just did.
The electricity took down just a sliver of her health, as Plant-types were strong against Electric attacks. I had completely forgotten.
With her only combat move mitigated to absurdity, I was going to have to switch to my Water-type, and hope that the level disparity would win the day.
Triggering the multi-button on Sparky's ball, I retrieved her and sent Bubbles out.
"Vine whip!" Gary ordered, and his Bulbasaur spun, building momentum, before her muscles locked up and she fell to the ground.
The only upshot of Sparky's failed attack was that she managed to paralyze the other Pokegirl.
Bubbles had not only her Bubble attack, but a more powerful Water Gun. Both Water-aligned moves would be as effective as Sparky's electricity. "Bubbles, Tackle!"
Bubbles charged as the Bulbasaur got to her feet, slamming into her midsection and lifting her for a moment, before slamming her back down to the earth.
The fight after that was anti-climatic. The Bulbasaur could hardly fight back, her body kept seizing on her. Three more tackles, and she didn't get back up again.
Gary retrieved his fallen Pokemon, and glared at me. "This isn't over, Thumb-sucker." He stalked in the direction of the Pokecenter, off to restore his team to full health.
"Good job, Bubbles." I congratulated her.
"Squir-tle," she beamed, happy to be praised.
"Okay, you're strong enough, let's get Sparky up a little more before Pewter."
Bubbles nodded amiably, and I put her back into her ball. It seemed cruel, but Pokemon didn't experience the passage of time while in their balls. If Sparky was going to be the one fighting, then even without League rules making me field one at a time, Bubbles would be bored out of her mind. If it wasn't fighting or fucking, the Pokegirls had no interest in it. They honestly preferred being in stasis if they didn't get to battle.
I let Sparky out, and she looked up at me with a wince, the Vine Whip had really done a number on her.
"I am so sorry about that," I tried to apologize. "It was my fault, I didn't know that the Bulbasaur was strong against Electric, or that the Vine Whip would hurt you so much. I'll make it up to you?"
Her ears fell for a moment, before perking back up in excitement. "Piiika-pi. Chu-chu?"
"Your tail? Really? You like that?" I disbelieved.
She nodded emphatically. "Pika."
"Well, alright. But in Pewter, okay? I don't want to run into that jerk again, and he's at the center right now." If Gary was going to keep jumping out of the woodwork at me, I was going to need a Pokegirl that would trump his Bulbasaur. That needed looking into, because it was only chance that let me win this time.
I handed Sparky a Potion, deciding to just eat the cost and get going rather than going to the Pokecenter for the free healing there.
"Alright, let's get going. Pewter City awaits!" I tried in my most pompous voice. Sparky giggled appreciatively for me.
******
The Pewter City Gym was not as grandiose as I had expected. It was only one admittedly large room with very large boulders strewn around haphazardly. I took in the view from the entryway, and once I'd taken a few steps forward, a Tamer challenged me.
"If you want to challenge Brock, you've got to get through me first. You're light-years away! Go, Geodude!"
She triggered her ball, and a Geodude appeared. He was almost entirely just a stone head, with ridges that looked a little like short bangs on his forehead. Where his ears should have been, were instead two long, skinny arms leading to oversized fists. His entire form looked to have been carved from one singular grey rock.
I released Bubbles, and ordered, "Water Gun!"
My Squirtle opened her mouth and spat a forceful stream of water at the Geodude. His entire health bar fell away from that one attack, and my Pokedex chimed that Bubbles had achieved level fourteen.
The female Tamer snarled a bit, switching her Pokeboys out for a Sandshrew.
The Sandshrew had skin like interlocked, yellow stones, and large white claws at the ends of his fingers and toes.
"Sand Attack!" she ordered, and the Sandshrew started shaking his body, granular sand leaking from the crevices between the interlocked stones on his body to his hands. Somehow he was able to throw those handfuls at my Squirtle's face without it all blowing away.
"Bubble attack!" I ordered, and Bubbles's cheeks bulged for a moment, just before she spat a globe of water at her opponent, seriously hurting him.
Sandshrew threw another sand attack, which Bubbles ducked under, before I had her finish him off with a water gun.
The Tamer scuffed her foot against the floor of the Gym petulantly. "Light-years is distance, not time," she muttered before hurrying past us to the exit.
I looked at my companion as she wiped the last of the sand from her eyes and nodded, ready to continue.
Four steps further in, and a tall man with wild brown hair stepped from behind a particularly big rock, turning to face me in something like surprise.
"Hello there. My name is Brock, and I'm the Gym Leader here. Are you offering challenge?" he asked congenially, yet formally.
I couldn't tell if he had a headache, or if he just needed glasses badly. He did nothing but squint. "Uh, challenge?" I tried.
He nodded once, decisively, and turned to pull two Pokeballs from a rack at the back of the room, clipping one to his belt and walking to the edge of the clearing in the center of the Gym.
I stepped down to the other edge, and prepared myself.
Brock dipped his head for a long moment, in what seemed like respect, and threw the ball in his hand, releasing a Geodame.
The female version of a Geodude, they were fairly rare as compared to their male counterparts. The only real way to tell the difference between them was that the female's head ridges were upward spikes, resembling a tiara.
I nodded at my Squirtle, and she rushed forward.
"Water Gun!" I ordered, and she got the drop on the much slower Pokegirl.
On my Pokedex, I saw the level twelve Pokemon lose the entirety of her health bar from the one attack. Bubbles was stronger than Brock's Geodame by two entire levels, and the weakness of the ground/rock Pokemon to water made the disparity worse. It was four times as effective as normal here.
"Nice," Brock complimented me, not at all angry. He retrieved his fallen Pokegirl, and released his other.
The Onix was massive. Towering up and over us on a snake-like body that seemed to be constructed from round boulders fused together in a line, all her form was comprised of was that tail, a large stone head with a single stone horn jutting upward and back, and a pair of enormous granite breasts a little underneath.



Level fourteen. The Onix was level fourteen, the same as my Squirtle. I was mostly sure that the elemental types of our two Pokegirls would tilt the match in my favor. It had better be, as Sparky only had an electric attack, which would not harm a ground type at all. Bubbles was basically all I had.
"Onix! Bind!" Brock commanded, and the big rock-snake moved.
I was completely taken in by the Pokegirl's size, and assumed her to move at a speed similar to the Geodame. That is, hardly at all.
Quicker than Bubbles could react, the Onix had wrapped her long body of boulders around my Pokegirl, and squeezed.
Slowly, with every constriction, Onix shaved slivers of health from Bubbles, and there seemed to be nothing she or I could do.
"Bubble attack! Bubble attack!" I screamed, as though sheer volume could make it happen sooner.
Bubbles cheeks bulged, and she tilted her head upwards, spitting a globe of water at tremendous speed directly into the Onix's face.
"Again, Bubbles! Keep doing it!"
A second bubble struck the Onix, and her coils loosened allowing my Squirtle to clamber out and over the no longer clenching serpentine body.
She staggered a couple of steps away and turned, only to see the Onix sagging down to the dirt floor of the Gym in awkward bulges of rocky tail.
A moment later, the large Pokemon's body transformed to bright blue energy, returning to her ball. I waited for the next Pokemon, but none came.
"Well done," Brock congratulated me with a single nod. "You have earned the Boulder Badge."
"Oh. Uh, thanks?" That was it? The clerk at Viridian said that he'd been a Gym Leader for a long time. Why didn't he have more than two Pokemon? Why weren't they stronger?
Brock crossed the arena with a measured stride, removing a badge shaped like a rock from one of the many pockets on his vest and handed it to me. "This reinforcement will allow your body to Tame Pokemon up to level twenty-five. Congratulations, Tamer."
I took the badge in my hand, and felt around it with my other. I found the trigger, and the badge dissolved into dust that sank into my palm.
"Also, for defeating me, you have earned this Technique Machine," he said, handing over a small metallic box, one of its faces curved inward with a cylindrical depression at its center. It had the number '38' stamped on two of its sides.
"What is this?" I asked, honestly. This wasn't covered in the training course.
He nodded, once and deep. "That T.M. contains the technique 'Rock Tomb'. Should you have a Pokemon that can learn it, plug that machine into the multi-button on your Pokemon's ball, while it is inside. It will teach your Pokemon the move, but be warned; T.M.s can only be used once, and then the machine is useless."
"Oh, okay. Thanks. So, uh, what now?" I wondered. I didn't know what to do next.
Brock didn't even change expression. "To the east is Mt. Moon. Travel through the caves there, and Cerulean City is on the other side. The Gym there holds your next badge." With that, Brock bowed to me briefly and walked away.
Strange guy. Very formal, but calm and good natured. He wasn't upset at all over losing, unlike every other Tamer I had come across. There was something odd about that entire battle, tickling the edges of my mind.
That badge and its nanite upgrade wasn't earned a second too soon. Bubbles hit level fifteen when she defeated that Onix.
******
I released both of my fully restored Pokegirls into the room I'd booked at the Pewter City Pokecenter.
"You two are amazing," I praised them wholeheartedly. "Sparky, you fought our way through the entirety of Viridian Forest, all by yourself. Bubbles, you won the Gym battle all by yourself as well. I don't know what you'd like, but anything in my power to get, say the word. You've both more than earned rewards."
The Pikachu and Squirtle turned away from me, huddled together as they whispered back and forth, occasionally peeking over their shoulders at me consideringly.
I waited patiently, mostly amused.
At some unseen signal, they both crawled onto the bed side-by-side, close enough that their hips were touching. Sparky raised her tail straight up. "Piii!" she begged.
"Wait, this is what you both want?"
"Piiiika. Chu-chu?"
"Oh, right. The tail thing. Bubbles, you too?"
"Irtle," she affirmed impatiently, wobbling her balloon-like ass cheeks.
"Well, okay then, if you're sure." I undressed quickly and lined myself up behind Sparky, shoving into her wet and ready tunnel. Remembering her request, I grasped her tail at the base and tugged, hard.
Her hair stood on end and her long and wide ears perked up straight. A cute squeak came out of her mouth and she became noticeably wetter.
It was a shame that the only way they could actually orgasm was by contact with my semen. I'd have loved to be able to make both of them cum over and over for what they accomplished today.
I long-stroked Sparky a handful of times before pulling out and strafing over to behind Bubbles.
I entered her with ease despite how tight she was. Grasping her by the sides of her big round ass, I slammed as hard as I could into her, just to make that blue ass go into as wild of motion as I could manage. Her head sank to the mattress as she groaned lowly.
Back and forth I went between them, giving each a handful of strokes before switching. I didn't understand why this was what they wanted. It seemed to me that taking turns and getting my full attention one at a time would have been better, but then again I didn't think like they did. Maybe it was some kind of Pokegirl bonding thing.
Having to stop and switch targets so often stretched out my stamina, but there was still only so long I could hold out.
I pulled out of Bubbles's slick, sopping wet cunt with a kind of 'slorp' sound and exclaimed, "I'm about to cum!"
My girls raced to get on their knees in front of me, mouths almost touching each other and tongues extended. I stroked myself rapidly and came, trying to get as much on their tongues and into their mouths as I could.
I wasn't being selfish, or conceited, or anything like that. I wanted them both to get off, and this was the only way that they could both cum.
As soon as I was done, I squeezed out the last little bit, and Sparky fell to her side, her cheeks and pussy sparking madly with her orgasm. Bubbles held out long enough to swallow and then suck my dick once to get anything left before she simply fell to her ass, thighs spread wide, and shot a small geyser from between her legs all over my feet and ankles. Her eyes rolled up into her head as she convulsed.
I gingerly picked up one of my feet from the floor, the tacky clear ejaculate of my Squirtle clinging from my foot to the floor in gooey ropes.
My feet squished as I walked to the shower, leaving wet footprints in the carpet. Next time, I would know to get out of the firing range. Live and learn, right?
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******
The beeping of her alarm clock woke Mavis Clarabelle from her deep sleep, and she reached over to silence the deliberately annoying device where it rested on her nightstand.
Quickly waking up to full alertness as her excitement mounted, she reached down between her thick, splayed legs, gently rolled her belly apron back, and ran her fingertips through Robert's hair where he still slept on, the side of his face sticking to her pussy.
Mavis's mountainous, gargantuan ass elevated her pelvis up high enough that sleeping on her back wasn't all that comfortable for her, but she'd felt guilty enough this weekend to offer her boy anything he wanted.
She felt Robert sleepily peel his face from her crotch to reposition and then his talented tongue start to get to work, dipping into her hole and lapping at her clit, so she stopped stroking his hair and settled her belly back onto his head. She stretched her arms out to her sides, past the massive distended breasts that sagged down along her ribs, and relaxed into Robert's servicing.
******
Robert slept soundly on his side. One side of his face pressed tightly to Mama's pussy, her huge dense bush pushing up and into his face. The other side of his face had her fat black belly apron resting over it, almost completely cutting off his airflow.
Her monumental ass tilted and elevated her furry cunt to the point that Robert could rest very comfortably on his side and have great neck support, as long as he could wedge his shoulder far enough up in-between the bottoms of her ass cheeks. On either side of his body, her bulky, hairy, bulging legs propped him up and cushioned him. The immense body heat and miasma of stench generated by the gigantic fat woman around him should have made sleep impossible. Instead, Robert slept as peacefully as he ever had.
He slowly started to wake when the tummy draped over his head gently rolled back, unpeeling from where the skin-on-skin contact had glued them together. Mama's fingers started petting him awake, and the pussy he was laying on began to self-lubricate, anticipating his oral attentions.
Robert carefully peeled his cheek from the rapidly dampening cunt, turned his head to the side, and dove face first into her foul orifice, shoving his tongue into her vaginal canal as far as he could before slowly dragging it upwards towards her clit at a leisurely pace. The taste was awful, and he lost himself in it. He threw his arm over the vast thigh pressing against his chest, and started on Mama's thank you for the night of good sleep, hugging her gargantuan leg and tonguing away the nearly dried, tacky buildup in her pussy from a night of sleep after sex.
Mavis bonelessly savored her boy lapping away at her needy cunt while trying to think of a way to break the bad news to him. She was leaving town today for a four day trip, and she still hadn't told him. In the year since she and Robert had met they had only been apart at night once, when she was out of town for a funeral.
When she got back home, after that three day trip, she was devastated to see that her boy had barely slept the entire time she was gone. She hadn't unpacked, or even settled back into her home. She'd simply pulled Robert into her apartment, pulled her pants and panties off, and got into bed, putting her boy between her legs where he belonged. He had fallen asleep immediately, and Mavis had lain awake in bed, half-clothed, for four hours in the dark bedroom while her boy had himself a much needed nap.
Having to leave town again made her feel guilty enough that she'd not only slept on her back all weekend, but she hadn't bathed either, per his request.
It was Monday morning, and though she'd washed her face and brushed her teeth, she hadn't actually cleaned herself since Friday before work. With her hormone problem amplifying her personal odors, she was afraid of what she'd find when she peeled back the covers. She almost made herself sick getting undressed and into bed the night before.
Still, the worse she smelled, the happier her boy was. Even now, as he frenched her dripping snatch, he wasn't working at it like he was racing to the finish line. That magic tongue was slowly lapping at her, savoring the nastiness of her three day old pussy.
Her legs started to shake with the onset of her morning orgasm, and she fisted the mattress sheet as she came. Every morning, she got licked to an orgasm moments after waking, which was a decadent pleasure she reveled in. No one else got to have that, and no one would ever suspect that she did, fat and old as she was.
Robert gently lapped at her through the tail end of her orgasm, signified by the jelly-like fat of Mama's thunderous thighs shaking vigorously as though there was an earthquake where they pressed hotly against him, and then as was his habit, he crawled backwards out of the bed through the bottom of the covers.
Mavis smiled at him from where she was still splayed out like a starfish, covered to her neck under the duvet. "Good morning, Boy."
He gave her his little boy smile back that melted her heart. "Good morning, Mama."
Mavis pulled back the covers to get out of bed. Good God did it ever stink under there. "I feel like pancakes this morning, that alright with you?"
"Pancakes sound really good, Mama."
"Alright. Best get in the shower. If I was you, I'd wash twice, Mama's never been this bad before." How ever did that boy stand it? She couldn't even stand herself!
Mavis slipped on her bathrobe, and went to get breakfast started. There just wasn't enough room in the shower for Robert, herself, and her big black ass. They'd tried.
Robert stepped into the hot water, and took a moment to breath deep, his upper lip against his nose. Mama's stink had been glorious last night, and it had taken all his willpower to actually try to sleep instead of tasting her all night long.
A year of sleeping between her legs had acclimated him to her many smells, and the stronger they were the more comfortable and aroused he felt. Still, three days was probably the limit. After three days, Mavis's odor was more powerful than any other woman could be even if they let themselves go for a year, or even longer.
She was also probably right about washing twice. He didn't need any strange looks at work over how her funk had seeped into him.
By the time he had gotten out of the shower and dressed for work, Mavis had everything plated on the kitchen table and was already sat in her side-by-side chairs, eating.
Robert grabbed his tray from the table and sat on his cushion on the floor next to Mama. He cut a slice of pancakes with his fork while Mama reached into her robe and dragged her massive, distended breast out through the part, letting it flop to her side against her hip. Her long, black, conical nipple pointed right at his face with multiple beads of thick sour milk already welling up from it out of more than one duct.
It was their morning routine. Robert ate a couple more bites of pancake before tilting his head up and taking a couple of long draws from her stiff rubbery nipple to wash his food down with a mouthful of her body temperature breast ooze.
Her breast was empty before he was done eating, so he picked himself up and moved to her other side, where she pulled her other drooping tit out for him, leaving the first heavy hanger to stay outside of her robe.
Once his plate was clear, he set the tray up on the table and finished emptying Mama out. Normal milk tasted wrong to him now, he was so used to the disgusting liquid of Mama's mammaries. It tasted not only like thick and sour, musky, hot milk, but also like sex and dare he even think it... home.
With both of his pale white hands now able to gently squeeze her dark ebony breast, the flow of liquid increased, and he dutifully and enthusiastically drank down every drop she'd created over the course of the night.
Mavis forked her last bite into her mouth, and settled back to revel in the feeling of Robert on her breast, suckling her long hard nipple. He was so good to her, and for her, and she was going to miss him terribly when she left.
She was just so happy. Getting laid put her in a good mood for days, and she was getting laid every single night now. She was so happy, in fact, that her cheerfulness was noticed at work, which led to getting promoted out of the house keeping pool and into phone service, taking reservations and handling complaints. It was much easier on her old, heavy body, and paid quite a bit more, too.
Her boy had admitted to her that he really liked it when she talked to him with her titties on his face, so once her milk was gone, she scooted her chairs back. "Come between Mama's legs, Boy. I've got to talk to you."
Robert knee-walked from her side to between her knees, right up against her bathrobe-covered belly. Mavis lifted the meaty lower portions of her breasts and pressed them to the sides of her boy's face, trying to soften the blow with the softness of her tits. "Mama's leaving town today. Going to be away for four days."
"Oh," Robert replied. He wasn't looking forward to the lack of sleep, but more than that, he was simply going to miss her. He spent all of his time not at work with her, and she had become more than his best friend, despite the multitude of differences between them. "I... I could come with?" he tried.
Mama barging into his life was the best thing that could have happened to him after he was broken. She simply accepted him, indulging his odd needs on a level no one else could match, and all she asked in return was a little friendship and affection. He tried to go above and beyond on both fronts, but trying to explain the concept of 'fuck buddies' to the old woman had been a disaster. She hadn't been able to look at his face for hours without bursting into cackling laughter.
Still, exhausting sex every night followed by deep, restful sleep had him awake and focused at work. He'd been promoted three times in the year since he'd met the wonderful woman. But more than that, he'd found peace with her.
Mavis sadly smiled at him, "That's sweet of you, Boy, but this old woman ain't got a good way to explain why you comin' with me to a funeral."
Robert dismayed, "Another funeral?"
"It's the worst part of gettin' old, Boy. All your friends start dyin'. But I ain't about to let you be in the same state as last time, I got you a sitter."
Robert resisted pulling out from between her tits. "What?"
Mama stroked the sides of his face with her oh-so soft slippery milk juggs as a surrogate for her hands. "I care about you, Boy. More than this old lady should. I got someone comin' to stay here, and you'll be sleepin' between her legs 'till I get back."
"Oh. She... she knows?" Robert didn't know how to feel about that.
"Mmm-hm. My youngest, Jennifer. Now, I'd take it as a personal favor if you could show her a lot of affection. Life ain't been good to her, and she could use the attentions of a good man, hear?"
"Mama..." he trailed off. He didn't really have the words to say how uncomfortable he was with the whole idea.
"Now you listen to me, Boy. You and me both know you ain't gonna get a wink of sleep unless you got a woman takin' care of you. Now, no one on God's green earth has got stink like Mama, or ass and titties like Mama, so you don't be hard on her, hear? Make my baby girl happy for once in her life."
Robert nodded his head, capitulating. The breasts still pressed to his face rippled with the movement. Reluctantly, he backed out of her soft embrace to brush his teeth and rewash his face. Mama's skin, as wonderful as it was, was still smelly and oily. He couldn't take that to work with him.
Mavis watched him retreat to the bathroom, enjoying the way his tight ass moved as he walked, before heaving herself to her feet and brushing her own teeth in the kitchen sink.
When Robert came back out and was ready to leave, Mavis grabbed his face and deeply french kissed him, her wet, drooling appendage wrestling his own tongue and winning, bullying it all over his mouth. Having gotten her fill of affection, she stepped back, dropped her robe to the floor, and raised one bent arm, revealing the forest of armpit hair hiding within.
"Get you a good whiff of Mama before you leave, Boy. Something to remember," she offered.
Robert leaned in, careful not to make contact with the wet underarm, and took a deep lungful. Her humid body odor was nearly overpowering. Yes, three days was definitely the limit. "Thank you, Mama."
"Anything for my boy. Now, you come on over here right after work, and you let my baby have herself a good time, understand? She'll be waiting, and don't you hurt her feelings by not showing."
"I'll be here. I promise."
Mavis pulled her bathrobe back on and saw Robert out the door, before moving back to the table and lighting her morning cigarette. She had much to do before she left. She needed to bathe, badly. She needed to pack, but most important of all she needed to strip her bed and wipe down the plastic mattress cover. There was no way she was making her daughter sleep in that mess.
******
Robert nervously approached Mama's apartment door. His hair was still a little wet from the shower after his post-workday exercise. With the amount of dairy Mama fed him twice a day, not working out was no longer an option.
He steeled himself, and knocked on the door underneath the numbering labeling the domicile as 219, and it was immediately opened, revealing the woman within.
It was like looking at a thinner, younger Mavis. Thinner and younger being relative terms. Somehow, when Mama had told him that she was her youngest, he didn't really realize that meant that her daughter was still pushing fifty years old. She was overweight, and stored her fat like her mother, with large breasts, thighs, and ass, but her maybe three-hundred fifty pounds was a long way from Mama's six-hundred-plus. Instead of white hair buzzed to a quarter inch like Mavis, though, this woman had kinky black hair sticking out ten inches from her head in a center part that stood up fetchingly from the thickness and volume.
The surprising thing was that she had to be six feet tall, two entire inches taller than Robert himself. He found her rather attractive, all together. "Hello," he greeted, "I'm Robert."
******
Jenny walked back and forth in front of the closed door to her Mama's apartment. The man her mother had convinced her to... well, convinced her to do an awful lot of weird things for would be there any minute, and she couldn't help herself. She paced with anxious energy.
When the knock sounded at the door, she was right there to open it up. She yanked the door open and froze in shock.
"Hello, I'm Robert," the handsome young white boy said.
Her mother had left out some very critical details. She had been expecting an old black man, closer to her mother's age. Most likely bald with a white beard. She was all set to turn that pervert away, but this man?
How had her mother ever bagged him? He couldn't be any older than Jenny's own daughter, her only child she had when she was still in high school. He was out-of-her-league good looking, and his body was built like a Roman God. He hit all of her hot buttons, being muscular, handsome, young, and shorter than her. But most important of all, he was white, and she'd made peace with herself long ago over her too-strong attraction to Caucasians. This changed everything. "I-I'm Jennifer. Jenny. Call me Jenny," she stuttered, and started cursing herself inside of her head. He was going to think she was such a lunatic!
Robert smiled pleasantly at Jenny's rambling introduction. It was cute, and made him feel much more at ease, knowing she was nervous as well. "May I come in?" he asked.
"Oh!" she startled, quickly stepping back from the doorway and gesturing him inside. He stepped into the apartment, slipping his shoes off, and she closed the door behind him, slipping the chain into place and locking the door.
"Mama... Mama said I shouldn't shave anything or shower this last weekend or anything like that, but... but if that's wrong, or a problem or something I can go clean up right now, I swear." Jenny shifted her weight nervously from foot to foot and fidgeted with her fingers, desperately trying not to screw her chance with this man up.
Robert barely held in his laughter. Here she was, asked to do what he'd readily admit were some very strange favors for someone she'd never met, and she was trying so hard to make sure that he was okay with it. Robert did the only thing he could think of. He stepped close, slid his arms around her thick waist, and squeezed her tightly to him.
Jenny reflexively hugged Robert back, and bit back the moan that threatened to erupt. "You don't have to be nervous, Jenny," he told her. "I know that this is weird, and I can't tell you how much I appreciate you doing this for me. Yes, I like body hair and strong smelling women, but if you're truly uncomfortable, then I don't want that for you."
Jenny squeezed him tighter, smashing her large breasts even more between them. She was uncomfortable, but if that's what really turned him on... "You really like it? I mean, you'd rather I stink than be clean?" she checked.
"Yes. I'd rather you be dirty." He confirmed for her. Jenny planned on hugging him until he let go, when she felt him burrow his face into her neck. She felt and heard him take a deep breath through his nose. He didn't let go at all, but instead held her just a little tighter.
Bravely, she slid her hands down his back and gripped his ass through his pants. She waited, heart pounding almost painfully, for him to ask just what the hell she was doing. When no protestations came, she became a little braver, and squeezed his tight little bottom a little more firmly.
Robert felt Jenny's hands on his butt and let her do what she liked. The natural scent of her skin was really good after so long without bathing, and he continued just to breathe her in as she fondled him.
Jenny broke the embrace, and after a few false starts nervously pulled her sweatshirt over her head, leaving her in the tank top she wore underneath, the front stretched tightly over her large breasts. 'Shove his face in your armpit', her mother had cackled to her over the phone, 'and call him 'Boy', and he will do anything you want'. Mustering her courage, she raised her left arm, baring the sweaty armpit that hadn't been shaved or washed for days. She palmed the back of Robert's head, and planted his face right into her stink. "You gonna do what I want, Boy?" she asked, marveling that her voice hadn't shook at all.
Robert was surprised at her taking charge like this, given how skittish she seemed. He took a deep, deep breath of her body odor, and felt his entire body relax. She didn't hold a candle to the funk Mama could put out by noon, but it was still very smelly and very nice. She smelled much like her mother, just on a lower power setting. "Anything you want," he mumbled into her armpit. He gently nuzzled her, the wet stubble scratching his nose.
Jenny was sure that her panties had just melted off. Her mind raced with scenario after scenario, all the things she'd always wanted to try, but never had the opportunity or the right partner to do. 'Anything she wanted' was a long, long list. If this turned out as well as it was promising to, she wouldn't shower again until her Mama was back home. That was a fact.



Irrationally afraid that if she took his head away from her underarm she'd lose the control over him that she seemed to have, she pressed him further into her funky armpit. Her nerves were causing her to sweat profusely, and despite his reassurance, she really hoped he didn't mind. She dipped down to whisper closer to his ear. "Take off your pants."
Robert complied, using his hands to loosen his pants, letting them drop to the floor. Jenny was sweating, the underarm dew beginning to drip down his face where she had him very firmly pressed. She was even stronger than she looked, and she looked like she could hold her own in a bar fight. He couldn't help himself, and took a long lick.
Jenny shrieked with laughter, his tongue had tickled her so much! She pulled his head out of her pit, and boldly grasped his hard cock through his boxer briefs. He was packing even more than she'd hoped for. "Mmmm. Can you go wash your face and brush your teeth for me? I'll get you dirty again, I promise, but I want to kiss you first," she bargained.
That sounded reasonable to Robert. Mama wouldn't kiss him either unless he had brushed his teeth. "Of course," he agreed, before dipping in for a quick, sneaky sniff of her other armpit and wandering towards the bathroom, simply stepping out of the Dockers that were around his ankles.
Jenny found herself trembling with anticipation, watching his tight, muscular ass move as he walked to the bathroom. He really was going to do anything she asked him to. He really did like the way she currently smelled, given his big hard cock and his sneaky move just then... She was going to have every one of her white boy fantasies come true. Gathering herself, she raced to the bedroom. She wanted to be ready before he was.
Robert rinsed the toothpaste from his mouth one last time, and walked back out to the living room. Jenny was nowhere to be found, and Robert's stomach sank. Did she run away?
"In the bedroom, Boy." He heard her call, and the relieved sigh escaped him before he even knew it was there.
He made his way into the well lit bedroom, to find her lounging on her side on Mama's king-size bed, her large, full breasts pushed out and the curve of her thick, full ass on display.
She would never be a beauty queen by society's standards, but the sight of her bared charms took his breath away. "Wow," he muttered.
Jenny smiled brightly at him and patted the mattress right beside her. "Take your clothes off and come lay down, Boy."
It was a gamble, having all of the lights in the bedroom on. Jenny didn't know how he would react to her naked self, and was pleasantly surprised at how he did. Relieved, even. The goal, though, was to see as much of him as she could.
As his pale white skin came more and more into view, Jenny found herself having a hard time breathing. His muscle tone was amazing, with just enough of a light smattering of body hair to be so very masculine without being a woodland creature.
When his underwear dropped, Jenny almost had an aneurysm. She'd never been this turned in in all of her forty-eight years. Her breasts ached, her nipples could cut glass, and her poor, neglected pussy was already leaking down over the back of her thigh. She didn't take her eyes from the beautiful white cock bouncing with his stride until he was lying beside her, face-to-face.
"Hi," he breathed, his pleasant breath wafting over her face, inches away.
"Hi!" she giggled hysterically. She couldn't help it, she was just that nervous. The litany of curses she again leveled at herself inside of her head would have had her Mama washing her mouth out with soap, no matter how old they both were.
Robert calmly let her giggles wash over him, and ignored her mortified expression. Instead, he crossed the distance between them and pressed a gentle kiss to her plump lips.
Jenny moaned, and deepened the kiss, opening her mouth and slipping her tongue into his. Her nervousness vanished, and she found herself getting more and more aggressive. She wrestled his tongue with her own, shoving it around and drooling uncontrollably into his mouth, but she couldn't stop herself. She was too aroused and pent-up for slow.
Robert let her do as she liked. She was drooling into his open mouth as she did her best to molest his tongue with hers, and he swallowed her saliva without complaint. She pressed her large, full breast into his chest and slowly pushed him onto his back until she was more or less pinning him down from the side and tongue-fucking his receptive mouth. Her free hand tentatively, then with surety began to explore his body.
Robert gently stoked her back from his prone position as her kissing became more frantic, and the hand exploring his body transformed into something decidedly lecherous. Her full tits flattened over his chest as much as they could. The natural sag they carried was nowhere to be found.
She finally moved her mouth from his, kissing down his face with her big, plump lips, and leaving extremely wet licks on his skin. She pivoted her body to travel her head down his own body, and when she got into the right position, lifted her head and smiled lustily at him.
Jenny couldn't get over how much she was into this man. Even just kissing him had caused her to have not one, but two mini-orgasms. The taste of his skin was amazing, as if it contained sex itself, and she couldn't stop herself from tasting it all if she tried. She got as far as his chest before she realized how selfish she was being. Noticing that she was in the right position, she lifted her head up and smiled at Robert. Then she planted her very wet, odorous armpit over his face. That's the kind of thing he was into, right?
Robert smiled into the funky stubble, and kissed, licked and just breathed in her body odor. She was still sweating profusely, and her underarm smell became heavier as a direct result. He didn't know why he never did something like this with Mama, he'd have to bring it up and see what she thought. Mama was usually focused on tits, pussy, and ass, but if he asked she'd probably let him suck the sweat from her armpit hair.
Jenny let him lick her underarm, no matter how much it was tickling her, and wetly slobbered over his pecs and nipples. Eventually, she ran out of dry skin and moved further down his body, licking her way down his abs and leaving trails of saliva the entire way.
Robert felt her move further down his body, and the enjoyably wet and funky armpit was pulled away from his face. He took in her body, on hands and knees as she ran her wet tongue all over his stomach.
Her breasts hung down, nearly touching the mattress from where she leaned. Her belly hung down a fair bit as well, and her wide cellulite-dimpled ass swayed and jiggled as she moved.
He was so used to seeing Mama naked that Jenny's big, naturally drooping, volleyball-sized breasts seemed small and perky by comparison. Her waist seemed thin, and her ass small and smooth. Robert's perspective was completely and permanently skewed after a year of Mama.
Jenny licked into the white boy's bellybutton, then gave it a lingering kiss from her big lips. There, right in front of her, was the holy grail. Robert's hard cock was looking her right in the face, lifted up off his body at an angle and hypnotically bobbing with his heartbeat.
She puckered up and gave his cock head a wet kiss. Then another. Before she knew it, she had half of his length inside of her mouth, and moaned loudly around it at the taste. It was so good! Part of her wanted to sleep between his legs with his cock in her mouth if this was what he was like. She lost herself in a little fantasy of curling herself to sleep with his dick, softened after being drained too many times, between her lips like a pacifier. Then she felt his gentle but insistent hands trying to move her over his face.
Robert felt her inhale his cock, and took a moment to enjoy the sensation. She obviously hadn't had a lot of practice with sucking dick, but the sounds she was making convinced him that she was certainly enjoying it.
But still, he could just barely smell her wet pussy from where she kneeled next to his head. He reached up, and with a hand on each soft dark hip, tried to get her to straddle him.
Jenny stopped sucking long enough to look at him, having to sweep her hanging titties to the side like an ebony curtain to make eye contact. "Are you sure?" she worried, "I'm kind of... big."
Robert started laughing. Not loudly, or mockingly, but laughing all the same. "Jenny, compared to Mavis you're downright skinny."
Jenny quivered at his statement. She'd put out of her mind the fact that her mother had been messing around with this white boy, and the fact that she was about to as well, the naughty, taboo, wrongness of it turned her on more, rather than turned her off like it should have. She was having her way with her Mama's man.
Still, if he could take Mama's humongous ass and weight on his face, then she had nothing to worry about. She shuffled over, lifted her knee over his head, and sank down.
Robert gazed into the cunt over his face. Jenny had thick, black, kinky pubic hair in a landing strip that covered her pussy, the three-inch rectangle the only long hair there. Surrounding it was three days of stubble, and the entirety of it was very wet. Her glistening, gaping pink interior made the surrounding ebony flesh seem almost pitch black in comparison.
The odor of her unwashed pussy was good for Robert, but against Mama's stink it barely registered as unclean. He breathed it in regardless, the scent a balm for his soul just as much as Mama's was. She smelled like her mother there, too.
She sank down, pressing her dripping wet, prickly skin to him, and rubbed it over his face like sandpaper searching for the exact position to fully settle down.
Jenny rubbed her sopping wet cooch around the white boy's face, and when she found his mouth on her clit, sank down. The little bit of penetration from his nose in her hole felt like heaven, so she sat up and pressed all of her weight down onto him, getting as much of it as she could inside of her. She wound up having to physically spread her big ass cheeks with her hands to get him in as deep as possible.
Jenny hips began to saw back and forth of their own volition, and she could feel how wet she was as she fluidly slipped over the boy's face. She pulled on her nipples, distending the teardrops of her big full breasts, and after only a minute started cumming all over his face.
Robert stoically tolerated the rough stubble scratching the already tender skin of his face, and licked the older woman with everything he had.
She was very, very wet. Her lubrication didn't do much to soften the rasp of her stubble, as any newly created liquid was either caught in her pubic strip, or ran into his mouth. He swallowed it as the delicacy it seemed to be.
Compared to the rancid pussy juice he'd had a steady diet of from Mama, Jenny's three day old cunt was almost candy. He felt her orgasm after not very much attention at all, and she creamed over his nose.
Jenny rode his face through her first real orgasm. It had been far too long since she'd had any kind of sex at all, and the first one came easily. She dropped to lay out over all that delicious white skin, and begged, "More, please more!"
She felt his hands knead her plump ass, the ass she'd always thought was far too big for any man to like, but compared to her mother... she felt thin for the first time in her life. She actually worried that she wasn't big enough, absurd and laughable as the thought was. She scooped the first two inches of Robert's cock into her mouth, and indulged herself in her fantasy of suckling it like a pacifier.
Robert worked over her hard clit, ignoring the clump of yellow tinted woman-cum stubbornly stuck to his nose and clinging to her vaginal canal as it cooled in the open air. His face was permeated with her scent, and he was having a lot of fun being able to actually see the pussy he was working on. Mama's ass always blotted out all of the light. Robert reached over her thighs and gripped handfuls of her dark ass-meat, spreading it apart to get a better look. He felt her suck his dick back into her mouth, but instead of blowing him she seemed content to just hold it in her mouth and gently suckle at it. She wedged her hands underneath his pelvis to hold one of his ass cheeks in each of her palms, and laid her head on his thigh.
Jenny whimpered around her penis-pacifier as another orgasm ripped its way through her. Robert really knew his way around pussy eating, and she was going to take everything he had to give. She continued her gentle suckling, and the boy's dick erupted into her mouth without warning.
She didn't change a thing, just rested her head on the hard pale leg as he spewed shot after shot of surprisingly delicious cum into her mouth. She continued her gentle, rhythmic suckling as he filled her mouth. When she felt like she had it all, she swallowed it all down. Good God, this boy was perfect. She kept suckling on it as it gradually softened, and when it was completely limp finally let it fall from her mouth.
She felt him start to lick towards her ass, but she didn't want anything to do with that. "No, Boy," she commanded, "no booty, not yet. Keep at that wet pussy." Feeling him wordlessly go back to working on her clit, she was reminded of something. Time to work off another one on her 'everything I want' list.
She lifted her head from his thigh, and started pulling the muscular legs up and back, moving her arms behind them once she had his pelvis rotated. His soft cock was buried between her smashed tits, and right in front of her was the boy's own booty-hole. She gave it a tentative taste.
She'd always fantasized about it, but was never brave enough to actually try. She felt him tighten up, but was strong enough with her leverage to keep him in position. She gave another lick, and probed inside with her tongue a little. She decided she actually liked it. She wasn't sure if she'd be able to tolerate the taste, but her boytoy was clean, and like the rest of him tasted unnaturally good. She began to toss his salad with enthusiasm.
Robert didn't know what to think. Normally it was the other way around, with him doing the ass licking, and she had not only told him not to, but licked his instead. Judging from her moaning which he could not only hear but actually feel, she wasn't even doing it for him. She was tongue-fucking his ass for her own pleasure. It didn't feel bad, but it wasn't going to get him off, or even hard again. On the other hand, she'd have to get a lot weirder, and a lot meaner before he'd put the brakes on anything she wanted. He didn't see that happening if she was raised by Mama. Shrugging it off, he went back to work on licking the large clit in front of him and breathing in her wonderful cunt-smell. The stink of her unwashed pussy would get him hard again where her tongue lashing failed.
Jenny quaked through yet another orgasm. They were coming frequently, helped along by not only the talented mouth and tongue servicing her needy pussy, but by her own arousal from tonguing the white boy's ass. She had to have his big white cock inside of her now. Deep in her depths she ached for the penetration. An itch that only this beautiful dick could scratch. Jenny sucked her tongue back into her mouth, and paused.
Did she really think he'd be okay with her going ass-to-mouth on him? The answer was no, probably not. As much as he had proven how much he liked stanky woman, his own smells and tastes were probably off-limits. It was the fact that he was so clean that convinced her she was right. She sat herself upright, pinning his head underneath her, and had herself one last, selfish orgasm.
She ground her cunt hard into the boy's face, oscillating her hips and coaxing out another creamy orgasm. She moaned loudly as she came, and just barely she could hear Robert's slurping as he messily tried to swallow what she evacuated.
After a moment of rest, she dismounted him, and made her way to the bathroom. She didn't even look his way, but said, "Don't move, Boy. I'll be right back." She was going to wash her face, brush her teeth, and rinse her mouth as fast and thoroughly as she ever had.
Robert laid on the bed, obeying her. He swiped the cold, sticky woman-cum from around his nose, and lacking any better ideas, shoved it in his mouth and swallowed. It was much, much better at body temperature.
He stretched out, trying to ease the pain in his hamstrings from when Jenny basically folded him in half. He waited patiently until she was done doing whatever it was she left for.
He noticed when she just about ran back into the room, quickly getting on the bed and straddling his hips. She had lost none of her wetness, and quickly stuffed herself full with his renewed tumescence. She was almost unbearably tight, and Robert got the impression that she didn't get to have sex all that often.
She bounced on it once, twice, before leaning forward. Her dark breast flesh flowed around the sides of his face and shoulders, and she stretched out her legs over his, pinning him down with her weight but keeping his cock inside of her grasping pussy.
Jenny looked down at his face, barely visible between her tits. She could smell herself on him, but she wasn't about to get off and demand he wash his face again. She'd just have to deal. Besides, she needed to talk to him.
"I need you to tell me where your limits are, Boy." If she went too far and screwed this up, she'd never forgive herself. She'd also never have a chance like this again.
Robert looked up at her from between her soft oily breasts. "My limits?" He'd never really thought to define them before.
"Mmm-hm, your limits. I want to do some very kinky things with you, but I need to know what you aren't okay with." Her expression didn't change, keeping her intensity.
"Uh... I'll lick your ass, but I won't eat your shit. No blood or pain. If you tie me up or put me in a cage, I'll probably lose my shit," he confessed.
"No tying up. How do you feel about being held down?" she ventured, starting to slowly rock her hips, fucking herself with his cock.
"Um... that's probably okay."
Jenny immediately grasped his wrists and pulled them over his head, holding him down. Her undulating picked up in both pace and wetness as her arousal spiked.
"No pain, but how do you feel about being spanked?" Her expression still didn't change, and Robert found himself entranced. "You want to spank me?" he asked.
She chuckled and leaned her head down until they were face-to-face. "Oh, yeah. I want to drape you over my lap and smack that cute little ass just to watch it move." She started to buck more vigorously, obviously turned on at the thought.
Robert blinked. "What else did you have in mind?"
Jenny leaned further down, until her lips were against his, the mounds of her drooping breasts barely retreating from around his face. She could smell the stink of her nasty cunt on his face, but she could deal. It wasn't like it was somebody else's stanky pussy.
"I've got a confession to make, Boy," she whispered against his lips. "I've got a real strong fetish for white boys. Been dreaming about what I'd do with one since I was a teenager. But if I go too far and fuck this up, I don't ever think I'd forgive myself."
She watched as he thought it over for a minute, heart pounding in her chest and terrified that he'd say no, that it was too much. Instead, he looked her right in the eye. "If I say the word 'Tennessee', you have to stop immediately and let me go, okay?"
Jenny couldn't hide her relief, and kissed him where their mouths still pressed against each other. It was disgusting at first, the taste of her unwashed pussy in his mouth, but she was turned on enough to power through it.



She tightened her grip on his wrists and leaned up, reburying his face on her tits. Robert had to wiggle his face from side to side, parting her breast flesh to making an airway.
"No, no, white boy. I finally caught myself my very own fuck toy. I'm not letting you go until I'm good and fucked, hear?" she told her helpless playmate. She tried to keep the smile out of her voice, but failed miserably.
Robert blinked, before a slight grin crept up on him. "This is one of your fantasies? Holding down a white guy and using him?"
Jenny nodded quickly. "Yeah. If you could, you know, pretend to struggle a little, but not really try to get away? That'd be really good for me."
Robert tried to play along. "Jenny, please!" he pleaded, "I promise I won't tell anyone, but please, stop!" He weakly tugged his arms, and rocked his torso a bit. He felt her tight pussy tighten further as she clenched his cock in the grip of her orgasm, hurried along by Robert indulging her fantasy.
To be honest, as strong as she was and with her advantageous position, Robert would really have had to put everything he had into getting away if he really needed to, and he wasn't sure that would even be enough.
Her pelvis impacted his, throwing all of the considerable weight in her ass into him. His face was smothered in the greasy, sweaty bulk of her breasts, and her armpits opened up as she held his arms over her head. Robert focused on her odors and widely smiling face, and found himself actually enjoying being held down and used. This was nothing like Tennessee, this was completely consensual.
"Nothin' doin', Boy. I got you right where I want you." She put more strength into fucking herself with his cock, and her big ass shifted up her back a little on the uptick, and added momentum to the downswing. Every impact made the abused mattress springs creak.
"I don't know what I did wrong! Please let me go!" he tried. He hadn't really planned any kind of script, as this was sprung on him out of the blue. Robert tried his best to play along, but there just wasn't much to draw from that wasn't emotionally painful.
"Shut up, Boy," she told him, and adjusted her torso to slide one of her nipples into his mouth. Robert was thankful he didn't have to try to come up with any more dialog, and instead focused on suckling the thick nub between his lips. While not as long or thick as Mama's nipples, Jenny's were still oversized compared to any other woman. He weakly tugged his hands again.
Jenny's eyes rolled back into her head as she creamed all over that beautiful white dick again. Robert playing along with the fantasy she'd harbored since she was thirteen was more than she ever had hoped for. Thirty five years of masturbating to the fantasy didn't even compare to living the real thing.
The suction on her nipple was powerful almost to the point of pain. Jenny had no idea how he could suck that hard, but if he didn't cum soon she may need to make him stop.
Or switch to her other titty. That was probably the better option.
She held out long enough that he came without her needing to pry him from her tit. She squeezed that beautiful white cock as tightly as she could with her seldom used pussy walls, feeling each and every flex as he unloaded his hot semen into her.
She spread two fingers to the outside of her fat beef flaps and held them together as she pulled off of her white boy, trapping all that jizz inside. Then she shuffled up his body until her full cunt was right over his mouth. "You okay with this?" she checked.
Robert stared at the plump black pussy lips, tightly pinched together by her fingers, barely holding everything he'd just deposited in her behind those doors. It wasn't his favorite thing to do, but it wouldn't be the first time either. "Sure." He was sure he owed her much more than this for helping him out with his sleep situation.
Jenny wasted no time in removing her hand and dropping her gooey cunt to Robert's mouth. She felt his cum ooze from her snatch, and helped it along by cumming herself, the creamy orgasm washing it completely out of her. Yet another fantasy that was so much better in real life. Just making it happen for real had caused her to orgasm one last time without any additional stimulation at all.
Jenny rested on the boy's face for a moment, enjoying the way he gently lapped at her satiated pussy. She'd cum more times in this one encounter than she had in the last three years, and was tapped out. The tongue bath down there still felt pleasant enough that she simply let him keep at it for a minute before sliding back to sit on his chest and actually see his face.
His face was completely messy, her creamy cum smeared all around his face, and for just a moment she felt a little embarrassed at how messy her cooch got when she orgasmed. A flood of white cream, every single time. Since Robert wasn't complaining about it, she wasn't going to try to apologize. "You hungry Boy?" she asked him. She was starving, herself. All that fucking really worked up an appetite.
Robert blinked up at her. "Uh, I guess?" He really wasn't, having swallowed so much of her pussy juices and cum that his hunger had been more or less abated. However he also knew from hard experience that he needed to get real food into him or the stomach ache he'd get would be nearly unbearable.
Jenny reached down to his face and smeared her cum around his skin a little before reluctantly getting off of him. She was going to make him the very best meal she was capable of, she owed him at least that much for indulging her fantasies.
******
Jenny woke up to the alarm, reaching over to silence her phone yet being very careful to not disturb the man sleeping between her legs.
Every exhale of Robert's lungs blew hot air across her mound, and it was strangely erotic to her.
She wasn't used to having all of that extra body heat in the bed with her, and didn't think about only sleeping in a sheet to help dissipate it. Underneath the sheet, duvet, and quilt, she'd sweated all night long to the point that not only the bedsheets but also herself and her partner were soaking wet. If only she wasn't so exhausted by the time they went to bed, she may have noticed before falling asleep.
But she was just that tired, and she didn't know until it was far too late. As in, that very moment.
Jenny flung the covers back, exposing her naked skin to the blessedly cool air of the bedroom, and startled her bedmate into action.
As Robert frantically lapped at her slightly sore pussy, Jenny relaxed into the pillow. Her full bladder could wait for a few minutes more, she decided.
She palmed the back of his head, more just to touch him than to keep him in place. Still, the possessive maneuver got her motor running in a hurry, and it didn't take much longer for her first orgasm of the day to spill forth.
She really, really had to pee after that, and there was something involving that she'd always wanted to try.
"Robert? Could you go lay in the bathtub please?" Calling him 'Boy' and ordering his obedient self around, while very sexy and a really, really fun game, didn't feel right this morning. She'd have to think about that later.
Robert blinked sleepily, and rubbed one eye with a knuckle. He pulled himself upright and shuffled to the bathroom, licking his lips to enjoy any smeared cream left from her orgasm.
The porcelain of the bathtub was startlingly cold after a night under all of those covers. He was completely coated with her sweat though, and it was a turn-on to be wearing her excretions, so he grinned despite the discomfort.
He looked up as Jenny stepped to the bathtub and looked down at him for a moment, before turning around and sitting down.
Her thighs rested on the lip of the tub, her entire ass hanging over the edge and hovering over Robert's chest as women learn to do with a public toilet. Her wide hip was nearly touching his face, just an inch down and perhaps four inches up. Then he felt the first hot drops fall to splatter on his chest.
Robert stared down his chest as the dripping picked up pace into a short-burst stream that impacted his chest and splattered in all directions from the force. Jenny grunted, shifted her stance a little, and let loose.
The older black woman's urine stream came with such force and volume that it impacted her pussy lips and sprayed in a wide circle, much like a sprinkler head. From the top of his head to his crotch, Robert was coated in the rank, concentrated morning pee of the daughter of his best friend/fuck buddy.
Robert kept his eyes clenched shut and wondered at the sheer amount of piss the woman was expelling. Surely she had a bladder the size of a milk jug, for it seemed like over the course of a couple of minutes she'd painted him with over a gallon of her urine.
Eventually, she tapered off, and Robert chanced cracking an eyelid open for a second to watch her shake her pelvis, getting what clinging drops she could off from her body.
Robert found that she warmed the porcelain bathtub up nicely with all of that hot liquid, truth be told.
"Was that okay?" Jenny cringed, now that the deed was done.
Robert resisted trying to clear his eyes. He had just as much salty, pungent urine dripping down his hands as he had running over his face. "Another fantasy?" he guessed.
"Yeah. Marking my white boy as my territory, you know, like a she-wolf," she embarrassedly explained.
Robert laughed softly. "Consider me good and marked. Twice over, even. Do me a favor and turn on the shower before you go?" Robert didn't want to try and find the knobs blindly.
Jenny let out the breath she didn't realize she was holding. Pissing all over him while he was half-awake, and he just laughed afterward? There wasn't another man like Robert in the entire world, she decided. As long as she stayed clear of his stated no-go limits, it seemed he was down for any and everything. All she had to do was not clean her body for a few days, and let him sleep between her legs at night.
It was the best trade of favors she'd ever been a part of.
Turning on the shower for Robert, she thoroughly brushed her teeth then pranced away to start his breakfast with the biggest spring in her step she'd ever had. Jenny was bound and determined to get a hell of a goodbye kiss. If they had time, she was going to give him a goodbye blowjob, too.
******
Mavis groaned as she waddled her massive frame to her apartment door.
The trip for the funeral had been awful, even discounting the fact that she watched yet another friend be buried.
Without Robert tending to her needs, she found herself masturbating three times a day just to take the edge off. Then there was the matter of her breasts.
Her tits were so full that they ached to the point of actual pain, were hard to the touch and nearly constantly dripping. She was sure that the toilet paper she'd stuffed into her bra cups had soaked all the way through before the bus ride was even halfway over.
She tried to squeeze the milk out, but her titties stubbornly held it all inside, except for the constant drip she'd started on the third day. Nothing she did would increase the flow. She spent money she shouldn't have on a breast pump, but her nipples were too thick and long to fit into the suction cup. The cup made for normal women was useless for her.
As a last resort, she lifted her hard and painful breast to her own mouth to try and suck it out herself. She couldn't suck as powerfully as her boy could with all of his practice at it, and only the few drops that would have leaked out anyway made it into her mouth. The taste of her own disgusting breast milk nearly made her vomit and she gave up rather quickly.
She had hours before Robert would come to her after work, and she needed him so badly. Not only for relief in both her breasts and pussy, but just because she missed him. Lordy, did she ever miss her boy.
The bus trip was ever so long, and hot, and she'd worked up even more of a sweat walking to her home and up the stairs. Robert should be pleased, she was already quite rank. Mavis had an idea to get her smell even worse for her boy. He'd like that.
Opening her apartment door, she spied her youngest child sitting at her table with a cup of untouched coffee between her hands, looking far less happy and relaxed than she expected her to be after four days with Robert.
******
Jenny sat at her mother's kitchen table, staring into the coffee she'd poured herself an hour earlier but had yet to drink any of.
The four days she'd spent with Robert had been the best days she'd ever had.
The sex was out of this world. Almost nothing was out of bounds, and anything she wanted to do Robert was happy, eager even, to play along with.
She'd draped him over her lap as promised and spanked that tight ass until the color turned from white to red. She'd rode his face until her hips gave out. Held him down and had her way with him whenever she felt like it.
Pissed on him when the mood struck her, both on his body and even in his mouth. Licked his ass more than once. Massaged him from the bottoms of his feet to the top of his head, just to feel on his hard pale body. Tasted every inch of his defined, delicious muscles. Anything she wanted, he had both promised and delivered.
But then, as if the best fucking of her life wasn't enough, he had to go and be the nicest, most respectful man she'd ever known.
He never raised his voice. Appreciated her cooking for him to the point of embarrassment. Generous with hugs and kisses... Lord, could that white boy kiss. Jenny found herself just sticking her tongue into his mouth so often she had to actually hold herself back a little.
The reason that Jennifer Clarabelle sat and stared into the black liquid morosely was that she only realized once Robert had left for work after their final night together that she'd fallen for him. Maybe not all the way just yet, but it was far more than simple lust now.
She'd actually made Robert late for work that morning. He ate her out after she'd woken up, and then she flipped him over and rode that gorgeous white boy to an even better orgasm. Took her morning piss into his mouth, and then joined him in the shower.
That shower was four days in coming, and though Jenny kept her promise to herself not to bathe so as to get as stank as possible for Robert, showering with him was the last thing to be marked off of her fantasy checklist. She was very attentive in washing every inch of his body, and he was just as attentive washing her.
It had gotten her so worked up she'd pressed him against the shower wall, hiked one leg up to rest her foot on Mama's safety rail, and fucked him where he stood. She briefly worried that she might have cracked his pelvis, she worked him over so hard.
Breakfast, a blowjob, and a salad-tossing directly afterward had seen him leaving for work an entire half-hour late, despite Jenny setting the alarm early to prevent that very thing.
She looked up as the front door opened, and her mother shuffled sideways through the doorway. "Hey, Mama," she greeted.
Jenny didn't rise to hug her. She and her brothers were well aware of how badly their mother smelled at all times, and hugs were just not a thing that happened any longer.
"Jennifer," Mavis greeted back. "I expected you to be happier than this, did it not go all that well?"
Jenny gathered her thoughts as Mavis pulled a pair of chairs on the other side of the table out and together to rest her giant ass into. She sank into them with a grateful groan.
"It went better than anything I'd ever dreamed," Jenny admitted. "Mama... what's wrong with him?"
Mavis ran her sausage-like fingers over the tabletop in thought. "Now don't you ever go telling anybody this, especially Robert his-self. Boy's humiliated about it."
"Couple years ago, Robert Grier got kidnapped by two trailer-trash cunts down in Tennessee. Them bitches was hairy, and stanky, and they kept him tied up and in a cage and treated him like a dog when they wasn't fucking him. It done broke him a little bit inside."
Mavis took in the enraged expression on her daughter's face and nodded. "That there was how I felt when I heard about it. But in a way I'm thankful, because if them womens didn't break him like that, I wouldn't have him."
Jenny wiped the angry tears from her eyes. "So that's why he has to sleep like that?"
"Mm-hm. Only way the boy can get good rest at all nowadays. It went well for you and him, then?"
Jenny looked at the ceiling and shook her head a little. "I think I'm falling in love," she whispered.
Mavis's eyes began to water as well. "He's very easy to love, isn't he? Robert just needs a special kind of woman who can understand his needs... Please don't take him from me," she finished with a whispered plea.
"Mama..."
"That boy is the one bright spot in this old fat woman's life. I ain't got much time left, Jennifer. Let me have him for the rest of it."
"I wouldn't... I... what do I do?" Jenny pleaded, desperate for any kind of solution.
Mavis thought furiously. Robert was going to need Jennifer after she was gone. Truthfully, the idea of Robert and Jennifer taking care of each other warmed her heart something awful. "Why don't you come down to visit for the weekend here and there. I'm sure Robert would be happy to have you spend the night at his place."
Jenny slowly nodded. She'd have to rearrange her work schedule, but whatever. It's not like a Walmart cashier had a pressing need to work weekends anyway. She had enough seniority to make the switch.
"Good. Now if you want to make the boy happy, don't you shave anything at all anymore, hear? Get you good and stanky before you show up, and Robert will be as happy as a pig in the deep mud."
"Thank you, Mama. Thank you. I love you."
Mavis rose from her chairs to get herself a cup of coffee, satisfied. "I love you too, child."
******
Mavis turned the heat back down to a reasonable level. Robert would be showing up in the next twenty minutes and she'd made herself as sweaty and smelly for him as she could in the time she had.
Waddling to her bedroom, she peeled the pair of soaked sweatshirts from her massive torso, before peeling the two pairs of equally wet sweatpants down her legs.
Lifting one sweaty, low hanging ebony breast to check, the water balloon she'd rolled over her nipple like a condom had expanded to the size of a softball with the steady dripping of her rancid breast milk. The elastic ring on the end grasping her hard, wrinkled protrusion was the only thing holding the heavy bag on. She chuckled a little at the absurdity before carefully pinching it closed and pulling it off, tying it tight and setting it down. Her other breast had an equally full water balloon hanging from the tip.
Pulling on her bathrobe, she gathered her balloons and deposited them in the kitchen trashcan. Mavis lit a cigarette, as her excitement and pleasant anxiety began to mount. Only a few more minutes, and then she'd have her man here. She was already wet with more than sweat at the thought.
******
Robert forced himself not to run.
He'd really enjoyed his time with Jenny, there was no doubt about that. There was something there, more than just really good, adventurous sex. He hoped he'd see her again someday.
Even with the confusing connection with her daughter, he found that he still really missed Mavis. He cut his post-workday workout short and hurried through his shower, knowing that the massive black granny was waiting for him in her home. He hoped she'd missed him as much as he missed her.
Walking faster as the door to 219 came into view, he rushed to the apartment and knocked rapidly, as though a faster knock would somehow get the door open that much quicker.



The door unlocked and opened, and there was Mavis's wrinkled and spotted smiling face, her body covered in only a ratty bathrobe and sweat running down the sides of her face to trickle down her chins and down the wide gap between her very low hanging breasts. She'd never looked so delicious.
"Boy!" she exclaimed in happiness, and Robert simply wrapped his arms around her girth and squeezed, taking in a deep, deep lungful of her heavy, humid body odor. God, how he'd missed her. Robert couldn't help himself from swiping his tongue over her neck, getting his first taste of the rank old woman.
"I missed you too, Boy. Come on in now, Mama needs you to drink her up as badly as ever right now." Mavis needed the relief, she had no time for pleasantries.
Ushering him inside, she hit her hip into the door hard enough to slam it shut. "Get them clothes off Boy, if you want to save 'em. Mama's gonna leak everywhere tonight," she half-promised, half-threatened.
Robert, as fast as he possibly could, toed himself out of his shoes while simultaneously stripping off his shirt. Mama was kind to warn him. As much as he loved her odors and fluids she wasn't kidding at all. They'd ruin everything he was wearing.
Once naked, Mama pulled him down for a deep, lustful and drooling kiss, mashing her plump lips against his thin ones and shoving her thick, oddly powerful tongue all around his mouth. Robert sucked on Mama's tongue, tasting her cigarette and coffee laden saliva.
Pulling back, she just couldn't wait a second longer for any of it. "Sit on the towels, Boy," she demanded.
Robert turned to look at the couch, and in the center there were at least five of Mama's oversized towels, one layered on top of the next, in the center of her sofa.
Robert sat himself down on the very edge of the cushion and slouched back. Mavis wasted no time at all in dropping her robe and heaving first one gargantuan, jiggling leg up until her knee was on the couch, then she heaved the other up and straddled her boy.
Robert stroked her thighs up and down as the morbidly obese woman worked to get her gigantic body into position. He felt all around her legs, dipping into the deep fat rolls and smoothing over the sparse yet long, bristly grey hair that was everywhere.
Mama shuffled her body up his thighs, each heave forward sending every part of the fat granny into wobbling motion. Finally she felt his gorgeous hard cock rubbing against her pussy and she lifted her belly apron up. "Get it in, Boy. I need that white dick so bad!" she nearly whined.
Robert felt her harsh pubic hair scrubbing against his body, the familiar scratch-pad of a bush that the old black titaness had between her legs in no way any more gentle on his skin lubricated than dry. When she lifted her belly up, Robert reached under to aim his cock and got a good look at just how pent up Mama really was.
Thick, viscous strands of body-temperature pussy slop steadily rained down in multiple spots from her gaping meat flaps, much like the jowls of a rabid, drooling bulldog. It clung to his body and hands as he rubbed his cockhead into her folds to find the right position, and the overpowering scent of Mama's nasty wet cunt mixed with her heavy body odor in a miasma of stench that Robert had come to love so very much. Robert breathed deeply through his nose and reveled in the absolute stink of her. No one in the world had as awful of a smell as Mama, and he loved it.
Once Mavis felt Robert's crown enter her tunnel, she sank all the way down. The first penetration of her beautiful man's dick into her aged pussy set her off in her first orgasm without any extra help at all. Mavis's mouth fell open while she creamed as she hadn't done for days.
When Mama sat all the way down and dropped her belly, Robert found himself trapped. She hadn't waited for him to get his hands clear, and now his arms were buried under hot and sweaty woman up to his biceps. The senior citizen began to orgasm immediately, and Robert felt her evacuate what seemed like a liter of thick cunt slime all over his cock and hands. The hard squeezing of her ancient pussy on his dick was almost unbearably pleasurable.
Mama began to grind her wide and deep pelvis back and forth, smearing all of that nasty old-woman cum around and sliding her heavy ass cheeks over the entire length of Robert's thighs. Her bottom was not only very wide, but stuck out so far behind her that not even his knees were able to escape its conforming grasp anymore. She'd just gained that much more weight since they'd met.
"Mmm. I've missed this, Boy," Mavis told her mount. She needed him to empty her tits in the worst way, but she wanted another kiss first. Leaning forward and smashing her girthy stomach against and around him, Mavis grasped his head and plundered his mouth for a good while, whimpering softly at the sensation.
Once she had her fill, she lifted a long, gravity-distended breast in each hand and presented the spherical lower sections to him, the bottoms of her tits actually hard to the touch with how full they were. "I hope you're hungry, because I think I've got gallons in here and I need it all out. Open up, Boy. Drink from Mama."
Robert dutifully opened his mouth and Mama wasted no time at all shoving one of long and hard, conical pitch-black nipples deep enough into his mouth that it almost triggered his gag reflex.
With ease of long practice, Robert began the powerful, rhythmic sucking that would drain her breasts of the gooey quasi-liquid they constantly generated.
After only a few sucks, the thick, sour milk erupted from every duct in her nipple with such force that he nearly choked on the cloying substance. Robert swallowed frantically, trying to get it all down. Still more came.
Mavis creamed again as she fucked her boy's cock inside of her while he drank from her faucet. The nearly unbearable tightness and discomfort of her right breast had lessened to an acceptable level for the moment, but her left was still in agony. She yanked her titty away from Robert's face and slotted her other long nipple cleanly into his orifice.
The problem was that now that Robert had started her flow, her first nipple continued to spray the thick near-milk from the interior of her massive breast everywhere.
Mavis didn't even care about the mess she was making, the relief of being drained after so many days actually made her eyes tear up. She pointed that gushing nipple at Robert and squeezed her meaty flesh, losing its temporary firmness at an astounding rate with the evacuation of her dairy.
Robert dutifully suckled her other nipple but felt Mama begin to spray him all along the side of his body, coating him in a layer of hot, thick, clinging tit-snot. The smell of sour, rancid milk almost managed to overpower Mama's armpits and pussy. Still, Robert was helpless to do anything but drink from her tap and try and ignore the nauseous feeling in his stomach.
Out of the corner of his eye, past the curve of Mama's dark round breast, he saw her lift her other tit up and towards his face. The spraying-in-all-directions nipple was forced into his mouth alongside the one already in there. The two of Mama's gushing nips, as close to each other as possible, were so obscenely thick at their bases that Robert found his lips stretched tight around their girth.
Robert had to clench his eyes shut to keep any of the milk from blinding him, as she'd sprayed his face but good wrestling her giant, sagging titties into position.
There was just enough room between the sweaty ebony breasts for him to draw a breath through his nose. Robert sucked those nipples and swallowed, but there was too much milk. He could hardly keep up with only one malfunctioning ooze factory, two filled him to overflowing. Fermented dairy began to push out of his mouth between the elderly woman's forceful spigots in clumps.
Mavis sighed in pleasure as she got her second nipple back into the boy's mouth. Still she humped against his crotch, smashing her clit against him and moving his cock in and out of her pussy just enough to feel great. She could feel all the creamy discharge from her multiple orgasms spreading out from her cunt to the bottoms of her ass and the undersides of her legs and belly. It felt like she'd coated Robert in a thick layer of greasy oil, but she found it much easier to slide her heavy body back and forth the more the two of them were lubricated.
She couldn't believe her tits weren't empty yet. She didn't have this problem the other time she'd been without Robert. Either her production went up like her weight had, or that one extra day meant all the difference.
Smart money was on her just making more milk now than then. After all, she was fatter and stinkier than ever before, why wouldn't her other hormone problems ramp up as well?
Finally, after a time in which she'd had a chorus of oozing orgasms, Mavis felt her breasts had been emptied out. Pulling both of her nipples from the white boy's mouth slowly and gently, she took stock.
Robert was covered in yellow-tinted breast milk from his hair to where her belly rested around his waist. Underneath that barrier, she could feel that he was coated in her cum from his waist to his knees. She'd smeared it down his legs and up his body one thrust at a time.
"Boy, I nearly coated you from head to toe in Mama," she commented.
Robert could feel the thick milk cling to him from his hair to his waist, the thick consistency making the tit-goo cling in place rather than drip down. Under her belly all the way down he could feel her old lady cum coating him. It was even slowly creeping down past his knees where she'd shoved it backward in her humping. When she then stated what he felt, that she'd painted him in her bodily fluids, Robert couldn't hold back any longer and the pressure in his groin abruptly let go. Robert came silently up and into the dark skinned grandmother who's immense body pinned him down and who's cum and milk he was wearing.
Mavis stayed immobile on Robert's lap as she felt him cum up and inside of her. She grinned broadly as while his cum didn't give her another orgasm, it still felt really, really good. Mavis wasn't done with him though. Not by a long shot. She had four whole days of no Robert to make up for, and her old fat body was still crying out for more of him.
Easing off of the man, she looked at the mess she had made of him. He couldn't have been more gooey had she shoved his entire body up to his knees into her oozy cunt. "Stand up Boy, carefully now," she cautioned.
Once he was upright, Mavis gathered the towels he'd been sitting on, and finding a dry corner of the bottom one carefully wiped his eyes clear. Once he could see again, she smiled at his heavy-lidded expression.
"I ain't done with you yet. Go on, get yo'self in the shower now, rinse all that mess off."
Robert wandered to the bathroom without a word as Mavis tried to wipe some of her smeared cum from between and behind her legs. She had to do it in short spurts, she stank to high-heaven and there was only so long she could hold her breath.
******
Robert walked into Mavis's bedroom still damp and smelling of his body wash. Mama herself was splayed out on her bed, waiting for him impatiently.
"Mama... can I try something new?" Robert wondered.
"'Course you can, Boy. What's the thing?" As if Mavis would deny him anything. She'd do anything for Robert. Anything his little heart desired.
"Um, can you raise your arm and lift your boob off of your side?"
Mavis dully raised the arm closest to him, baring the thick forest of wet, odorous armpit hair. With her other hand, she rolled her breast from where it sagged down to her side up her chest. She had to pull it up and quickly get a new hold further down to get the entirety upright. It took Mavis four rapid adjustments to completely move her giant breast.
Robert snuggled into her side, his face in just the right position that the source of her powerful heady body odor was right there in front of him. "You can let your boob down again, Mama. Thank you."
Mavis's breast rolled down, draping heavily over Robert's arm and back. He slung his leg over her massive thigh against her bulging fat stomach to brace himself, and went for it. Robert sucked as much of her wet, stiff armpit hair into his mouth as he could and tried to suck the sweat off.
She tasted just like she smelled, only salty as hell. The taste and scent of her too-powerful body odor was everything Robert had hoped for, and as a bonus she was still sweating. He moaned into her flabby pit and clutched at her bulbous belly.
Mavis shifted. She didn't understand what he liked about this, but then again she didn't get what he liked about anything to do with her. She absently rolled her belly to the side, and Robert's leg drifted inward to nearly press against her wet pussy. She then let go and her big belly rolled back into place, wedging the entirety of Robert's thigh in the crevice between her stomach and thigh.
The immense elderly black woman relaxed, cuddling with her handsome man as he held her and sucked at her bushy armpit. Now that her tits didn't hurt any longer and she'd gotten so many good orgasms, the need for him had lessened but not vanished. Her want of Robert never really completely left her. Still, she could wait until her boy had taken his fill.
She felt him move away from her bushy, rank underarm and shift the long and sagging breast draped all the way over his side and down his back upright to get at the underside.
Robert ran his tongue into the fold on the underside of Mama's massive tit, lapping up the salty, pungent boob-sweat trapped there. It was nice of Mama to indulge him like this, but it was time he got back to doing something that would actually feel good for her. Pulling his leg out of the sweat-slick fat folds of her bulging belly and thigh, Robert struggled out of the steep mattress depression Mama's weight caused.
Getting to his knees, he expressed his gratitude. "Thank you for that, Mama. What would you like now?"
Mavis grinned lustily at the beautiful white boy kneeling at her side. Her two fat hands grasped her massive stomach and pulled it up her body, revealing the bushy, still-oozing cunt hidden underneath. "I want you to eat this old pussy until you're hard again, and then I want you to fuck me, Boy. I need more of your dick."
Robert knee-walked to between her legs, wedging himself in-between the thick bulges of her inner thighs, nearly army crawling forward to the forest of gooey, bristley pubic hair and the reeking, oozing gash within. The bulk of her vast legs was so enormous that even with Mama having propped and spread her thighs, Robert still had to fight against their press to reach her innermost place.
Robert languidly lapped at the overly fat granny's pussy, slurping up all of her slop and lashing his tongue over her chubby clit. As much as he'd eaten out Jenny, even on their last morning together she didn't stink or taste bad enough for him to really enjoy it. Mama's rancid old vagina delivered what he'd been craving in spades.
Robert felt Mama's thighs quiver where he was pressed tightly between them, and he sealed his mouth to her cunt as best as he could through her bush, as she poured a wave of incredibly sour, insanely musky pussy-cream straight into his mouth. He swallowed it with relish, feeling it cling to every surface of his mouth and throat on the way down.
Judging himself hard enough, Robert fought his way up and out of Mama's fat, only the fact that she was slippery with her stinky sweat allowed him to escape. He stroked his cock and gazed over the expanse of her mountainous bulges, the dark black skin stretched tight over her girth, to see her exited eyes as she realized he was ready for fucking again.
Robert wanted face-to-face sex, though. "Hold on one second, Mama. I'll be right back."
He raced to their bathroom, scrubbing his face down and gurgling with mouthwash. Twice. Then he drank a little bit of it, just in case.
Hurrying back to his partner, Robert froze in indecision for a moment. Finally deciding that his cock could wait for a moment, Robert took the opportunity to kiss Mama again while his mouth was clean. He propped himself on his arms over her head from where he kneeled at her side, and pressed his lips to hers.
Mavis gasped as the handsome white boy slipped his tongue into her mouth, and kissed her lustily. She wasn't expecting more kissing, but she loved it so. Mavis and Robert wrestled their tongues together for a moment before Mavis bullied his back into his mouth. Robert mentally shrugged and sucked on her wet muscley appendage, drinking down her coffee and cigarette laden saliva.
Once he had his fill of her mouth, Robert fought his way back between her legs, shoving his cock into her entirely receptive hole in one powerful stroke. Once he was all the way inside, Robert laid himself over the soft expanse of her protruding stomach.
Face-to-face with Mama didn't actually mean they were face-to-face. They were too close in height, and with Robert curved around her gigantic belly his face only reached her sternum.
Cleaning himself up was more of a courtesy than anything, he didn't want her to have to smell his breath after going down on her. Robert loved the smell and taste, for sure, but Mama couldn't stand it at all.
He began to thrust, the flared crown of his dick pulling copious amounts of her vaginal secretions out of her pussy with every pass.
"Ohhh, you don't know how much I've been needing this, Boy," Mama commented to him, unable to help her plump lips from forming a silly, satisfied grin.
Heaving one giant breast in each hand, she slapped the wet empty milk bags against the sides of his head and held them there. She stared down the divide of her breasts, Robert's face only barely visible as her tits had completely covered the rest of his head and neck.
They stared into each other's eyes as Robert pistoned his tool in and out of her slimy cavern, every impact causing a wave of motion to travel throughout Mavis's immense body. Slow and steady Robert fucked his elderly neighbor, and she made appreciative noises down at him that he could barely hear through the sound-proofing of her mammaries. Robert could feel her titty-sweat soak into his hair, wetting his entire head down past capacity. Her sour skin excretions began to drip down his face and neck.
Mavis crawled her fingers up to where her pointed nipples were, not wanting to remove the wrap from Robert's head. Once she had them in her grasp, she pinched the hard, wrinkled protrusions as tightly as she could, setting her off into one last creamy orgasm. The clenching of her nasty snatch sent Robert over the edge.
After they'd cleaned up a little, Mavis cooked them supper, and they sat side-by-side holding hands like teenagers as they ate. They watched TV for a couple of hours, Robert cuddled into Mama's side beneath her odorous armpit, still as naked as they had been. Robert didn't watch a single second of it, he had simply closed his eyes and breathed her in.
Then it was time for bed. Mavis crawled into the center of her bed, laid down, and moved her tits out from under her to the sides so she could sleep without smashing them.
She spread her fat thighs as far as she could, then reached back and with a hand grasping each of her truly gigantic ass cheeks, spread them apart. The mountainous orbs peeled from each other, widening the deep valley between them for her boy to rest in.
Robert crawled between her legs, turned sideways, and fought his body upward through the press of her thighs and her ass. Robert grasped the bedsheet and pulled it up and over his head. Then he simply wedged his entire head down deep into Mama's awful crack, the shiny chub-rub glistening with sweat and skin oils from the meager light from the bedside lamp making it through the thin white bedsheet. The canyon smelled nearly overpoweringly of her asshole, and Robert felt his entire body relax.



"You good, Boy?" Mavis checked.
"Safe and sound, Mama. Goodnight," Robert answered from the divide of her gigantic bottom.
Mavis let her spread bottom free, and the easily one-hundred pound ass cheeks came crashing inward, the stanky ass-flesh washing over Robert's entire head and wobbling violently from the impact with itself. She shuffled her legs back inward, pressing all of that leg fat against her bedmate, squeezing inward and holding him securely in place.
After a failed swipe or two, Mavis got a grasp on the bedsheet where it lay halfway up her backside and proceeded to pull it the rest of the way up. Switching off the bedside lamp, Mavis was asleep in moments, her man's head wedged up in her ass and everything as it should be.
Robert fought sleep for a minute, taking in the combined scent of her gross ass, sour sweat, and still somewhat oozing pussy. His lower face was barely outside of the vice of her ass, but the rest of his head was clenched tightly in her bottom blubber. Against his chest and back her legs pressed into him, the stiff leg hair prickling his skin. The temperature rose quickly, and both he and Mama began to sweat a little.
With all of his comforting things around him, Robert could only fight falling asleep for so long. He drifted off to restful sleep rather quickly, now that everything was back to normal.
One lingering kiss to the disgusting flesh in front of his mouth that made Mama giggle in her sleep, and Robert joined her in dreamland.
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I grinned as Ellen explained what exactly I didn't understand about cell division, in a much easier to absorb way than the cluster-fuck of a teacher this god-forsaken school had.
Ellen glanced at me nervously once she was done, and tucked her blonde hair behind her ear. "You get it now?" she worried.
"Aye. You should be runnin' the class. Mebbe I be unnerstandin' it betta if'n you was."
Despite my thick accent, influenced by what seemed like every country in the damn world, Ellen had no trouble understanding me. She blushed cutely and fiddled with her papers as the bell rang.
I gathered up my backpack, gave Ellen a smile, and walked out of the classroom.
I got three steps out before I was stopped.
I didn't know his name, but I knew his type. The Alpha male, the man's man, the self-entitled bully that you could find in every high school in every country. Yeah, he was a senior, and his parents had money. That didn't make him better than me.
"Got a question for you, Jimmy," he smirked, and the tiny, skinny blonde he had his arm slung around giggled maliciously.
I'm sure my face darkened. I hated being called 'Jimmy' or 'Jim'. My name was James, dammit.
"See, we were talking, and saw you sitting all close, and... how can you even stand it?"
I was really confused. "Stand what, 'xaclty?"
"Smelly Ellie," the blonde 'helpfully' explained. "That fat cow fucking reeks."
I blinked, pissed off all over again. Yeah, so Ellen was very tall, and voluptuous, and maybe she didn't wear deodorant or perfume. That last bit just made her seem normal to me. "'Fore here, I spent four months in Kenya. 'Fore that, six weeks in France. 'Fore that, I was in Honduras. She de only one in dis whole fookin town who don't stink like a chemical factory ta me."
He adjusted his arm around the blonde's neck. "So that's why your accent is so fucked up?"
"Aye," I agreed, "dat's why me accent is so fooked up." There wasn't any point in denying it.
Asshole glanced over my shoulder and smirked cruelly. "So why do you hang with Ellen? Is it because you have the hots for smelly ogres or is it because she's the only one who can understand your fucked up english?"
"I'd be lucky to have her, truth. See, Ellen is a bonny lass. Curved and soft like womens is sposed ta be. Pretty in da face. Tis only here inna states an over in West Europe dat da stannard of beauty is so fooked up. Take yo woman, fer 'xample. I bet when ya buggerin' her up da ass, ya make her lay on her front sos ya can pretend she dat twelve year old boy from down da lane."
Both Asshole and his woman blushed bright red. But then she tore out of his grasp, slapped him loud, and ran away down the hall.
As I realized that my taunt hit home, and he really did fuck her in the ass like that, I started laughing. I couldn't help it.
Asshole glared at me, the red hand print on his face rapidly darkening. "You're dead, Fucker," he muttered through clenched teeth and took a wide swing at my face.
Living in a different place every few months had a lot of downsides. I never got to make any good friends, my accent was wrong to the point hardly anyone could understand me, and I could never have a girlfriend.
There were upsides though. I spoke, read, and wrote seven different languages. I'd seen the world before I'd even turned sixteen. I'd also learned to fight in every corner of this Earth. Glasgow was my favorite.
I stepped inside of his wide, telegraphed punch, and launched my head forward, impacting his nose area but hard.
Asshole staggered backward, two slow steps. He blinked slowly, his face a mask of confusion, and a trickle of blood seeped down from one nostril. One more slow blink, and his legs gave out, plopping him down to the floor on his ass.
I leaned down, checked his eyes, and sighed. "C'mon, Boyo. Best getcha ta the nurse, ya prolly got a concussion."
I heaved him upright, all the fight gone out of him, slung his arm over my shoulder and turned to make my way to the school nurse. Behind me, stuck in place with wide eyes, was Ellen Deveroux. She didn't move from her place at all as I shuffled the bully to a source of help.
That little incident got me suspended for a week, and before that week was up my parents had already moved us to Mexico. I wouldn't hear from Ellen for another eight years.
******
Hi, this is Ellen Deveroux, I don't know if you remember me. I saw on your Facebook page that you were between jobs, and I'd like to offer you a position as a personal assistant. Give me a call back, and we can talk about it. My number is XXX-XXX-XXXX. Hope to hear from you soon.
Even after listening to the voicemail for the third time, I still didn't understand.
Oh, I remembered Ellen, alright. I was only at that school in California for a short time, but she made an impression. She was blonde, blue-eyed, well over six feet tall and built like a brick house. That kind of thing sticks with a guy.
The truth was, I was only weeks away from being homeless. Once I got out from under my parents, I cut off all contact with them and made my way on my own. They'd ruined my life with all of the moving around they put me through. I could not, would not turn to them for help.
I didn't have any friends, didn't have anything other than a spotty high school education, didn't even have a diploma from anywhere in the United States. As far as I was concerned, my parents were dead to me. I blamed them for all of it.
Unfortunately, people's inability to understand me got me fired from jobs all of the time. At the tender age of twenty-four, I'd held jobs in almost every industry there was.
I'd been a sous chef. I'd been an interior carpenter. Clothing manufacture. Hotel housekeeping. Masseuse. Oil change bitch. Waiter. Welder. Lifeguard. I'd built furniture. I'd even spent time at a nursing home as an orderly.
But with every job, they kept me on just long enough to learn the job, then I was mysteriously downsized. It was never because of job performance, the reasons were bullshit and made up, but I figured it out. It was the way I spoke.
My work history mirrored my personal history, in that I was forced to move on from place to place against my will.
The call from Ellen, who I had barely knew eight years ago, was a lifeline I needed, but a suspicious one. Why would she contact me out of the blue after so long, when I'd only known her for a handful of weeks? How did she even get my number?
Turning my phone over and over in my hand, I mulled it over. I needed a job desperately. I didn't really have a choice in the end, I had to at least hear her out.
Decision made, I dialed the number she left me.
******
The limousine pulled around a circular driveway to the front entrance of a really, really big, sprawling mansion.
The chauffeur opened the door for me, then retrieved my suitcase from the trunk. He nodded politely at me, got back behind the wheel, and left. I was pretty sure I was supposed to tip him or something, but I didn't even have to go through the embarrassment of having to explain that I couldn't afford a tip.
Ellen had instructed me to pack what I'd need for a week. If the interview went well, she had said, I'd have a trial week to see if it worked for us both.
She had booked me a round trip flight, in first-class of all things, and had a limo pick me up at the airport. She must have arranged a gratuity for the driver in advance, that made a lot of sense.
Whoever she worked for must be loaded as hell, and possibly a little insane, if they were spending this much money on me of all people.
I grasped my bag handle, walked up the three steps to the door, and rang the bell.
I was staring at the door when my phone rang. It must have been ten feet high, and wide to match. I fumbled in my pocket for my phone.
"Er, 'Ello?"
"Hello, James," Ellen greeted me warmly. "I can see you on the security camera. Let yourself in, please, but keep me on the line."
It was weird, but I could roll with it. I stepped through the unlocked door, fumbling a little with a phone, suitcase, and door handle to manage but only two hands. I managed to get inside and the door closed.
"Uh, I'm inside?" I questioned inarticulately.
"I'm sorry about this, James. My appearance is a little... startling. I wanted to ease you into seeing me."
"Ah. Well, alright then. What do I need to know?"
"I am very big. Very big and tall. If you... if you weren't prepared, and you reacted poorly... well, let's say that my feelings would be very hurt, at the least."
"Alright, I think I understand."
When Ellen Deveroux stepped from around the corner, my phone slipped from numb fingers to clatter on the expensive tiled flooring.
She wasn't very tall. She was a giant.
She stood nervously, wearing what looked like the largest mu-mu she could find, and it fit her like a dark purple baby-doll tee. Around her wide hips, it looked like she was wearing a floor to ceiling window curtain in a matching color as a skirt, wrapped around her like a bath towel.
So yeah, she was tall, but she was also big everywhere. She had what looked like two beanbag chairs for breasts straining against the mu-mu, a bit of a plump belly, and such wide, curving hips that they didn't even look out of place as compared with her monumental boobs. If her hips were any indication, her ass was just as oversized as the rest of her.
Thick arms, really thick legs, but her face was the same as the girl I remembered from so long ago. Her blonde hair was long and slightly unkempt, but those blue eyes were looking back at me with the same fear and anxiety that she did in high school.
"Seven-foot-eight," she commented out of nowhere. "They don't make a scale that can read me, and I wouldn't tell you my weight anyway." At the look on my face, she shrugged and added fatalistically, "Everyone always wonders that first thing."
I scrambled to pick my phone up from where I'd dropped it in shock. "Wha-? How!?" It shouldn't be possible for anyone to be that big, let alone that big and still easily walking around. She was two entire feet taller than I was.
Ellen stepped fully into the room and sat down in the middle of a sofa that was much too small for her. She patted the narrow space next to her, "Come and sit, and I'll tell you about the girl with the all the endocrine problems."
I blinked, but gamely sat next to her, the weight of her ass sinking the couch down far enough that I slid down the slope into her side.
Ellen, massive Ellen, casually rested a heavy arm around my neck and held me close to her. Her giant breast was brushing the side of my face, and I struggled to keep my reactions normal.
"Once there was a girl," she started in a story-telling tone, "and this girl was born different. Do you know what it means to be intersexed?" she asked.
"Uh, dat's... a person gots both? Like a hermaphrodite?"
"Mmm. That's right. For future reference, I do prefer the term intersexed, alright? Now, not only was this girl born intersexed, but she also had a myriad of glandular and hormonal disfunctions, because life wouldn't have been hard enough otherwise."
"The girl grew too big. She couldn't lose weight. Too much HGH in her system made her build too much muscle just moving her heavy body around. Her skin was so sensitive that not only could she not shave any of it, she couldn't even wear deodorant. There were even more problems, but we'll get into those later."
"The people she went to school with were cruel. They called her hurtful names and ostracized her. But then one day, a new boy came to town. He was worldly, and cute, and not only did he not mind the poor girl's company, he seemed to prefer it."
Ellen's arm around my neck pulled me in tighter, pressing my face into the side of her giant breast. I could feel no tactile sensations of any bra beneath her top, only warm, soft breast flesh.
She looked down at me, and I couldn't help but to look up at her, meeting her gaze. "On the very last day she ever saw that boy, when he didn't know that she was listening, the girl heard him defend her against the popular ones."
"She has carried that memory with her ever since. On her darkest days, she'd look in the mirror, and tell herself what he said about her. She wasn't fat, she was soft and curvy like women were supposed to be. She wasn't ugly, she was actually pretty in the face. The girl told herself that no, she was not a big, smelly ogre at all. She told herself that she was really a 'Bonny Lass', because James Volk said it was so."
I got a little embarrassed by the intensity in her gaze. "Ye remembered dat?"
Ellen assured me, "I remember it like it was yesterday, James. But back to the story. Now the girl kept getting bigger and bigger. She found an organic deodorant that she could actually wear. She found that an electric razor was tolerable on her skin. By then, though, it was too late. People pointed and whispered at the giant girl everywhere she went."
"She took refuge behind the safety of a computer screen, and found she had a talent for it. Instead of going to college, she stayed at home and did distance learning, afraid of being around people."
"One day, she sold a silly little computer program for an obscene amount of money. Then she sold a couple of novels she'd written. Then, another program. Soon, she had all of the money she'd ever need, and then some."
"She found a home, being sold by a professional basketball player, that she could fit inside of. She had almost everything, but she was so lonely. Wondering what that worldly boy was doing one day, the girl looked him up, and found that he was unemployed. The girl had an idea, and did the bravest, chanciest thing she'd ever done. She offered him a job, and would try to see if money actually could buy happiness after all."
I blinked in shock as the idea settled in. Ellen wasn't hiring me to be someone else's assistant, she was hiring me to be hers. She was my age, and where I was nearly broke and weeks from eviction, she had a massive mansion and, it seemed, more money than Midas.
Ellen kept me pressed against her side, nearly smothering me with her enormous side-boob, and ran her fingertips through my somewhat long hair. "On paper, you will be my personal assistant. You will tend to the grounds, clean my home, cook my meals. Should I need errands ran, you will go out into public in my stead."
I choked. "Clean dis monstrous home? All by meself? Dis would take a team of people!"
Ellen considered my words and nodded, seeing my point. "The truth is, I only use a few rooms, ever. If you can clean the rest of it biweekly or even monthly, that will be good enough. The point I was about to make, James, is that this is all secondary to what your real job will be."
My stomach dropped as the catch came. I knew it was too good to be true. "An' what's me real job?"
Ellen tilted her head and sighed, somewhat wistfully. She stared at my hair and ran her fingers through it again. "Your real job is to simply make my life better. I'm going to pay you four thousand dollars a week to never say no to me, James. Anything I want, my trusty manservant will deliver." She reached down, gently grabbed my hand, and brought it up to her massive breast, her big hand completely eclipsing mine as she pressed my palm directly over her giant, hardening nipple.
"Do we understand each other, James?" she asked, eyebrows raised. Hiding behind her eyes, I could see an abject fear of rejection.
I had been expecting her to ask me to go out and kill people for her or something. Finding out that she just wanted sex was something of a relief by comparison. "I tink we do, Miss Ellen."
She paused, thoughtfully. "I think I like the sound of that, James. Keep calling me 'Miss Ellen', alright?"
"Righto. So... what ye need firstly, Miss Ellen?" There was very little I wouldn't do for four grand a week.
Ellen shook herself, stunned by my casual and immediate acceptance of her terms. "Right. Well, remember when I mentioned in my little story that I had a couple of other problems? Here's the easy one."
Ellen reached down and pulled her mu-mu up, the tight fabric rolling her breasts upward before first one, then the other broke free to bounce downward.
"Mother of God," I gasped at the first sight of her bared tits. Ellen's bust was spectacular. Not only was the sheer size of her mammaries awe-inspiring, with pale areolas in perfect circles and bigger in diameter than my own face was, but Ellen had the thickest nipples I'd ever seen. I mean seriously, her pale pink nubs had to be at least two inches long, and an inch and a half across.
She had all of that going for her, and they didn't sag. Not one bit. Whatever was wrong with her body had stuffed so much breast matter into what was already an overly large container to the point that her insanely full breasts defied gravity.
I blinked owlishly at that gigantic breast right in front of me, and glanced at Ellen's face. She was looking down at me with a mixture of amusement and so much relief. "You like?" she wondered in a small voice that sounded out of place coming from such a big woman.
"Miss Ellen... Deez are... surely ye have de most spectacular baps in de world, truth."
She chuckled, "I'm glad you think so, because you are going to be spending a lot of time with them. See, I lactate. It's one of my problems. My nipples are too big to use a breast pump anymore, and as big as these are," she bounced her heavy breasts meaningfully, "I can't get my nipples into my own mouth. I'm tired of squeezing it out, James. It's kind of painful, and takes forever. Come, drink me," she beckoned.
I shifted around to get in front of that vast titty, and Ellen plucked me up and sat me down to straddle her long, thick thigh. She wasn't kidding about being strong, she heaved me into the air like I weighed absolutely nothing.
That huge nipple staring at me was kind of intimidating that close up. I wasn't sure if I should use my hands, or if that was even allowed. Ellen grasped the back of my head with her enormous hand and pulled me down to make contact with it, taking the choice from me altogether.
I did as I was bade, and began to suckle at her breast. The flow of milk was weak to start with, but steadily increased in volume until I was having to swallow with every draw. She tasted like the milk left in the bowl after really sugary cereal, only watery and body temperature hot. It was surprisingly delicious.
Ellen kept that big hand on the back of my head and sighed softly. "Oh that feels great, James. No teeth now, be careful of that, okay? You can touch if you want," she suggested.
I made the decision at that point that would eventually overtake me entirely. If I was to be a proper manservant for her, then Miss Ellen's suggestions would have to be orders. I grasped the sides of that huge tit and felt her vastness, trying very hard to be as gentle as possible. I stroked the skin more than anything.
"Oooooh," she cooed. "My skin is very sensitive, James. I told you about that, right? Your hands feel so good, keep doing that."
The flow of her milk wasn't stopping. My stomach began to feel full, but I pushed on regardless. I kept on stroking her breast skin and tried to ignore not only my expanding stomach, but my straining erection.
Eventually that massive breast was dry. I couldn't begin to gauge just how much she put into me, but I knew that I wasn't going to fit anything else in me for awhile. I leaned back, bracing myself with my hands behind me on her knee. "I tink yer empty, Miss Ellen."



Ellen gently squeezed the breast I'd been working on, and a single drop welled up on her nipple that I darted forward to lick off before she had to ask me.
"Mmm. Good job, James. Now for the other one."
The surprising feeling of pleasure I'd felt at her praise quickly morphed into horror as I stared over at her other breast. There was no way I could drink that much again so soon.
"Ah... Miss Ellen, me apologies but I dunnae tink I can drink anytin' else right now." To make my point, I poked at my slightly swollen stomach, and the liquid inside sloshed.
She stared at my stomach for a moment before looking at my face. "I suppose you're right, I can't expect you to take it all in the very first time. We'll work on stretching you out, James. In ten minutes or so you'll work on my other until you're full again. Then again. You'll get there eventually, James. I have faith in you," she told me seriously.
I blinked at her casual dominance. Thinking it over though, she was paying me an awful lot of money to never say no. I nodded, accepting her orders.
"In the meantime, though, I've got one more thing I need you to do for me." With that she grasped me around my ribs and hoisted me up, setting me down on the floor between her splayed legs. "Get on your knees, James," she told me imperiously.
I struggled to a kneeling position as she untied the curtain she wore as a skirt. Without any flourish, the purple fabric was pulled away to reveal Ellen's crotch.
I'd never seen what an intersexed woman had between her legs before. There was no denying that the erect, surprisingly circumcised phallus pointing straight out and directly at my face was a penis. On the base of it, underneath, the skin split and opened up into a vagina, her large pussy lips slightly bulging and if I squinted, they looked a little like balls.
Ellen grasped her cock and slowly stroked it. A bead of pre-cum welled up out of the tip, slowly stretching down to the floor. "This is my other big problem, James. My hormones are always out of control, and I'm horny nearly all of the time."
I looked at her lustful face pleadingly. I mean, I wasn't supposed to say no to her, but this was a dick. A dick she obviously expected me to suck. For some reason, when she told me she was intersexed, I didn't realize that she wanted me to do things to her penis.
She kept stroking her erection. "This is kind of a deal-breaker, James. I will expect you to do this for me whenever I want." There was a long moment where I didn't move, and she sighed. "Gather your hair to the back of your head, James." Her tone wasn't pleased, and I rushed to move my hair to where she wanted before I could think it through.
Ellen reached behind my head with her free hand and grasped the short ponytail I'd made back there in her fist. With the handle I'd inadvertently created for her, Ellen applied her incredible strength to move me towards her cock. A few strands of my hair slipped free from her tight grasp to drift in front of my face, and I stared at her cock as she flexed it in her grip, the crown swelling dramatically for a moment.
I fought against her force instinctually, but to no avail. She was unstoppable. Inexorably I was pulled down and in, until her flared cockhead was against my clenched lips.
Compared to the rest of her body, Ellen's cock looked rather small. Up this close, however, I could see just how badly that skewed perspective had thrown me off. She had at least eight visible inches, and her shaft was at least as thick as her nipples. It was only in the grip of her giant hand, between those tree trunk thighs that it seemed small. Ellen rubbed her cockhead back and forth across my mouth, smearing her pre-cum across my lips.
"You'll start out easy, James. Ease into it. Just kiss it. One kiss."
I took a deep, steadying breath through my nose, and was inundated with the scents of her nether regions. A combination of slightly musky dick and wet pussy assaulted my senses. The fist grasping my hair held my entire head immobile, I was going nowhere.
I puckered my lips and kissed the crown like she wanted. At the slight suction of my lips, her cockhead flared alarmingly against my mouth.
"Ah," she breathed. "That wasn't so bad now, was it? Do it again, James. One more time."
I kissed her dick again, and she pulled me into just a little firmer contact with it.
"Mmm. Put the head in your mouth now. Suckle it just like you did my breast. Just the tip, James, that's all."
The tone of Ellen's voice held no room for argument. This was going to happen whether or not I wanted it. My eyes closed of their own accord, trying to protect me from what was happening, and I slipped my lips around the flaring end of her weapon.
"See? That's not so scary now, is it? Suck on it, James... Suck it."
Heart pounding, and hating myself a little for letting myself get into this situation, I obeyed and sucked on her cock. The spongy flesh on my tongue swelled in her pleasure.
"Harder, James. Suck me harder... More! Yeah, just like that. That feels nice." She had me suck on just the end of her dick for about a minute before she yanked me back off of it. I looked up at her questioningly.
Miss Ellen gazed down at me from so far above, her face framed by the gargantuan swells of her giant tits. Without expression she told me seriously, "Wet your lips, James."
I wasn't slow about it, her tone held a lot of impatience. Frantically I ran my tongue around my lips, tasting the pre-cum she'd smeared there earlier and the musk of her cock that she'd left on me. Then I was once again forced down onto her spear.
This time she moved my head up and down as I sucked, using my head like a Fleshlight. She really was taking it easy on me, I realized. I was being bobbed over only a few of her inches.
"Use your tongue, James. Mmm. That's good. I can't tell you how many dreams I've had of this. Most girls, when they have wet dreams about the guy they like, it's probably something like getting fucked by him. The dream I always had? I'd find you in the school library, and I'd ask you to be my boyfriend. When you'd say yes, I'd push you to your knees, pull my dick out, and make you blow me. I had that dream at least once a month for years after I met you."
As she reminisced, she began to bob me deeper down on her dick. With her implacable grip on my hair, she began to slide me down over more than half of her length, then back up. I braced myself with my hands on the floor as she picked up speed.
I looked up at her face as she stared down at me. "Keep looking up at me, James. I want you to grow your hair out, understand? I need more of a handle than this. That reminds me, I don't like facial hair, I'm going to want you to keep your face smooth. Hum if you understand."
I hummed around her dick, and she slid even more of it in, until I gagged. "You are going to need to work through that gag reflex, James. Don't worry, you'll have plenty of practice. Mmmm, I'm close. You're going to swallow, James. I'm going to cum in your mouth, and you will swallow it."
Every third pass down her shaft, Ellen pressed me down deep enough to make me gag again. If I managed to suppress it, she went just a little further down with my head. My eyes were tearing awfully, but I kept looking up at her as she demanded.
I watched her lip curl upward in almost a snarl, and she shoved me all the way down. My nose sank into the soft flesh above her cock, and I could feel the top of her vaginal divide on my lower lip. I fought against gagging with everything I had, as she'd lodged her swollen head down my throat more than just a little.
Her cock swelled in my mouth mightily, and then it began to pulse at a rapid rate. Shot after shot of Ellen's cum shot down my throat and she grunted softly with every stream.
It seemed like she'd been saving that orgasm for her entire life with how long it lasted. Spurt after spurt left her python and went straight into the liquid contents of my stomach that she'd filled just prior.
I'd sucked a dick until it came, and swallowed the resulting cum. I was now officially a cocksucker, no two ways about it. My face flushed with humiliation.
When Ellen finally stopped cumming down my throat, she pulled me back, but only halfway. Her face turned upward into a happy, pleased smile, and it did something to me. The humiliation I had been feeling twisted around on itself and turned inside out into something resembling pride.
"You did good for your first time, James. Very good," she praised me happily.
That same feeling I had gotten briefly earlier at her praise hit me again, only stronger. It felt like gentle electricity traveled down my spine and settled in my stomach, energizing my whole body. My eyes rolled up into my head momentarily, outside of my control. How could the simple statement of her saying I did well make me feel like that?
She began bobbing me again on her still hard cock, and I looked up at her with disbelieving eyes.
Miss Ellen settled back and absently played with her massive breast, chuckling. "Even though you have my dick in your mouth, James, I'm still a woman. We're multi-orgasmic."
Mentally sighing, I put effort into not gagging on her cock. That feeling of energy from pleasing her was addictive, and I wanted more of it. And then there was the money too, I guess.
******
I waited as patiently as I could for the cashier to ring me up at the auto parts store, as she hunted down one key at a time, then had to look up at the screen to make absolutely sure that it was the correct button.
She had to be fucking somebody in management. There was no way that she would still have this job otherwise.
Finally, finally, the moron looked up at me with a cheerful smile like she hadn't just wasted over fifteen minutes of my day with a transaction that should have taken two minutes at worst.
"Okay!" she bubbled. "Two oil filters for... um... two different cars? Anyway, can I help you find anything else, Ma'am?"
I doubted she could help me find my own dick with a map and a flashlight. "No, just these, please," I said and handed over the household expenses card, uncomfortably aware of how much weight I'd gained and how long my hair was. I glanced down, and my shirt was stretched a little tight over the man-boobs I'd grown. No wonder I got called Ma'am now and then. In the end, however, it just wasn't worth arguing over. Taking my purchases, I began the drive back to Miss Ellen's home.
It had taken an entire six weeks to get Miss Ellen's home into some kind of order. I didn't dare ask how long it had been since any of it was cleaned, but it had obviously been some time. The swimming pool, in particular, took an entire three days to get back into shape.
Miss Ellen established a routine for me to follow, and any free time I had outside of that was mine to do with as I wished.
Miss Ellen hated alarm clocks, so it fell to me to wake her. I would bring her a coffee cup, gently stroke her face until she woke, and hand her the mug. As she sat up, sipped it and woke up, I would lay across her immense lap and get to work at emptying her breasts. I was now able to get the contents of an entire breast and about half of the other down before my stomach was stretched too painfully to continue. Miss Ellen was kind enough to support my head as I eased her fullness.
Sometimes she wanted a blowjob or two, but most times she scooted herself to the shower without. Perhaps once a week she'd want me to get in the water with her and wash her from head to toe. Those were my favorite mornings.
I'd make her breakfast, and after she vanished into her office I would start on cleaning for the day.
Miss Ellen really only used a few rooms in the entire manor. Out of sixty-eight rooms, only the kitchen, Miss Ellen's bedroom and bathroom, her office, and the bathroom I usually used needed daily cleaning. I'd tackle three or four of the barren, unused rooms every day, and usually steam-cleaned the hallway carpets twice a month.
The lawn needed care twice a week, but there was a very large riding lawnmower for my use.
I'd make Miss Ellen lunch and supper, but for the most part she stayed locked away in her office working on her computer, either writing her novels or programming.
I wore an earpiece at all times, so that should she need anything, she was able to contact me immediately. Most of the times I was summoned was either because her breasts felt full and she wanted them drained, or she was horny and wanted a blowjob.
I parked next to the half-ton pick up, the only other vehicle in Miss Ellen's eighteen-vehicle carpark, and brought the oil filters I'd just purchased over to the garage.
The garage was a surprise, as she had a pretty well equipped mechanic's garage attached to the carpark. It even had jack-lifts and an oil change pit.
I wasn't going to waste Miss Ellen's money on having someone else change the oil in the vehicles, I could do that in my sleep. I'd get both of her vehicles done tomorrow.
My errand done, I made my way back inside the mansion proper, wondering if today was the day I should spring my surprise, if I had enough made.
Once I had Miss Ellen's home caught up to where I just needed to maintain everything, I found myself with hours and hours every day to kill.
I looked around, and there was a lot I could do for her. When she hired me on, she had told me that my main purpose was to make her life better. I had a lot of skills I could leverage to that end.
Settling on the first thing I thought she needed, I went out and spent my own money on a lot of electrical conduit pipes and the devices I needed to curve and cut them. Miss Ellen reviewed the receipts for everything I charged on the household card, and if I didn't pay for it all myself the surprise would be ruined. I had hardly anything to spend the stupid amount of money she paid me on anyway.
Working from memory, I built what were essentially wire-frame models of Miss Ellen from the neck to waist, from waist to ankle, and one that was neck to mid-thigh. They were my dress-maker dolls. The arc-welder in the garage came in very handy for putting all of the curved piping together.
Once I had my models, I appropriated one of the rooms on the lower floor, far away from Miss Ellen's cluster of rooms. A work-table, a sewing machine, all the supplies I would need to make her clothing that would actually fit her gigantic frame.
Buying the biggest, highest quality bra and panty set I could find, I meticulously reverse-engineered it, taking lots of pictures and notes as stitch by stitch it was tediously disassembled, then I made much larger ones from scratch, out of the same fabric it had but in multiple colors.
The bra hooks I had to fabricate myself. Miss Ellen had large fingers, she didn't need to be fumbling with the, to her, stupidly tiny hooks.
I had four sets of underwear, made from silk with doubly reinforced silk thread stitching. One in white, one in black, one in teal and one in red. Lace is terrible to work with.
I did the same reverse-engineering to make her a half-dozen simple cotton panties, three tank-tops, six v-neck t-shirts, three skirts, two lightweight summer dresses, and a single pair of blue jeans. I'd even managed to make a dozen pairs of cotton socks in various colors, but I had to guess on those. I couldn't make models of her feet from memory.
I stared at the clothing gift-boxes I'd packed it all into, and decided that she'd gone long enough wearing mu-mus and curtains. Besides, if I was off when I made the dolls, and none of it fit right, then this was a good stopping point. I'd sank enough of my own time and money into this.
I clicked my earpiece. "Miss Ellen?" Gathering the big boxes in my arms, I began to carry the stack out of my sewing room.
"James? What is it?" she asked confusedly. I couldn't hold her at fault for that, I had never contacted her first.
"I have a surprise for you, Miss Ellen. Are you free to meet me in your bedroom?"
"Oh, uh... alright. Am I going to like this surprise?"
"I do hope so."
I set the boxes down on her bedspread and tried to calm my nerves.
Miss Ellen walked into the room, a puzzled look on her face. I gestured at the stack of boxes and stepped back.
She walked over to them, shooting me odd looks, and opened up the top box.
The very top box had the silk bra and panty sets in it, and once she had absorbed what was she was looking at, the box top slipped from her fingers.
One by one, she opened the rest of the boxes with shaking hands, before staring at me. "These will fit me?"
I shuffled my feet. "I hope they do, Miss Ellen."
She fingered the material on one of the bras in front of her. "Okay. I want to know all about just how you pulled this off, but that can wait a second. Why do you sound British all of a sudden?"
I blushed and looked at my feet. "My accent was too thick, and from too many countries. No one could ever understand me, well, except for you, Miss Ellen. Working for you, I finally had the means to do something about it."
"Alright, but why British?" she wondered.
"Because all of the great manservants have this accent. Batman has Alfred. Ironman has Jarvis... and Miss Ellen has James. I bought an online dialect package, and I would practice while I worked on your surprise," I gestured helplessly at the disarrayed clothing boxes. "Now seemed like the time to make the switch."
Ellen stared at me, then stood to her full, impressive height and carelessly stripped off her mu-mu and curtain in front of me. She picked up the teal silk panties, rubbing the material in her fingers covetously, and bent down to step into them.
The problem was that her hands were shaking so badly that she kept dropping them. I nodded to myself and knelt at her feet. "Allow me, Miss Ellen," I told her as I gently pulled the underwear from her fumbling fingers.
Holding them for her to step into, I pulled the silk up her legs and over her massive bottom, snugging it into place. I turned to get the matching bra, and when I looked back Miss Ellen was wiping a tear from her eye that she tried to hide from me.
Mentally, I shook my head. Miss Ellen had stripped herself bare naked in front of me from the moment we re-met without pause, but a tear was embarrassing to her? Instead of commenting, I held up the bra for her to slip her arms into.
She maneuvered her giant tits into the half-cups while I walked around to her back, reaching up and latching it together.
She stepped into the blue jeans, wiggled them up her legs and did the sexy bounce thing women did to get a big ass into pants. She slipped a pink t-shirt over her head, and tugged it down past the large swells of her breasts. Her deep, deep cleavage was bared fetchingly through the V-neck.
She sat down heavily on her bed and slipped a pair of pink socks on, and I almost breathed a sigh of relief as they seemed to fit.
Miss Ellen wiped her eyes and cleared her throat. "Do you know how long it's been since I've worn real clothes?" she asked hoarsely.
I shook my head, "No, Miss Ellen."
She couldn't keep from running her hands over her shirt and pants. "I grew out of the biggest bra I ever found when I was eighteen. When I was twenty, I had to start wearing mu-mus and those fucking curtains," she snarled at the offensive garment where it lay on the floor. "The year after that, there were no panties anywhere that I could fit my legs through the holes. It's been almost four years, James, since I've even worn panties. How did you find these, and where can I buy more?" she pleaded.
I grasped my hands in front of me and tried not to fidget. "The fit is good?" I stalled.
Miss Ellen sniffled and ran her thumb under her bra strap. "They fit almost perfectly, James. Now tell me, where did you get all of this?"



I confessed, "I made them, Miss Ellen."
Her face lost all expression, and she stared at me long enough that I really doubted myself. "Are... are you displeased, Miss Ellen?" I cringed.
She slowly and deliberately stood up from where she had been sitting on the bed, walking to just in front of me, and staring down at me from two feet up. Then she wrapped her arms around me in a big hug and picked me up from the floor. My arms pinned to my sides, I was helpless in her mighty grasp.
Face to face with her, tightly clutched in her arms against her massive bosom, Miss Ellen stared into my eyes and told me seriously, "Displeased? I have never been more pleased, ever. This was the best surprise I have ever had." Then Miss Ellen kissed me.
I had been serving her for months, drinking from her breasts two or three times a day and performing oral sex on her at least half that much. She'd never once kissed me in all of that time.
I opened my mouth when her tongue demanded entrance, and hung limply from her arms as she aggressively explored my mouth. The pleasure from her telling me how pleased she was made my body light up like a Christmas tree, flickering points of light that only I could feel all over my body. The demanding kiss that Miss Ellen bestowed on me nearly made me cum in my pants after that.
I stroked her large, powerful tongue with mine as she ravaged me, kissing her back as well as I could under the circumstances. Finally she pulled her tongue back out of my mouth, gave me one last, lingering peck, and set me down to my feet. She ran her hand lovingly over the top of my head, smiling and excited. "Show me where you made all of this."
******
I stood in the doorway of the sewing room, watching as Miss Ellen slowly walked around the space, reaching out to touch things here and there at random. She eventually came upon the disassembled bra, pieces pinned to a corkboard in something like an exploded view, and studied it carefully. Surrounding the bra pieces were printed photographs of it in various stages of disassembly, and a few hand-drawn diagrams.
"This is how you did it? You took something apart, and made a brand new one in my size? Using these?" she gestured at the wire-frame models of herself.
"Yes, Miss Ellen."
She walked over to the dolls and ran her hand over one of the curved conduits. "And how did you get these?"
"I made them as well, Miss Ellen. From memory."
She turned to look at me, an impressed look on her face. "Just how many tricks are you hiding in that head, James?"
I was confused. I thought she knew my varied work history. As a matter of fact, I assumed I had been hired primarily because of that job experience. "I have a few skills," I demurred.
She nodded thoughtfully, but didn't press. "First question: If I understand your method right, you can recreate anything in my size as long as you have the item, and then more of the fabric it was made from?"
I shifted a bit. "In theory, yes. I am not a master tailor, Miss Ellen. Those brassieres, and those blue jeans you are wearing were rather difficult for me. I believe I can get better with time and practice, though."
She nodded and looked around the room again. "Can you make shoes?"
I blinked, put on the spot. "I... can try? I would have to learn from the ground up, I have not ever attempted to do so."
Miss Ellen nodded her head again, understanding, and I felt so relieved. "Next question: I don't remember seeing any receipts for... any of this. How did you pay for it?"
"Out of me wag..." I closed my eyes briefly, shifted my dialect back to right inside of my head, and tried again. "I paid with my own wages, Miss Ellen. I could not surprise you with this had you known what I'd purchased."
Miss Ellen paused for only a second. "Alright, here's what is going to happen. First, you get a raise. Another thousand a week sounds about right. I'm also going to give you a ten thousand dollar bonus to cover what you've spent here. That is enough?" she checked.
I was stunned at the generosity, and stuttered, "S-surely there isn't ten thousand dollars invested into this..."
She waved it off. "Consider it done, then. I want you to make me a wish list for this room, top of the line, whatever you want or need to make me clothes. The sky is the limit, James. I have an idea to replace these... metal things with something perfectly accurate. Also, I have to reward you in some way. You're giving me a piece of my life back here, James, and I am going to lean on you pretty heavily for this for awhile. What would you like? Anything at all."
I thought furiously. I needed very little, except for... "An exercise bicycle, Miss Ellen." I poked my chubby stomach to help illustrate.
She looked a little embarrassed. "I didn't want to say anything, but you have gained a little weight. Ridiculous coming from me, right? Can I ask what changed?"
I debated with myself over telling her, but eventually bit the bullet. "My diet consists nearly entirely of your breast milk, Miss Ellen."
She put her hand to her mouth in something like horror. "I had no idea. You don't have to do that anymore, okay?"
Her words made me panic, like I'd failed her. Even I was surprised at how strong that panic was. "No, Miss Ellen! Please... please give me a chance to see if exercise will help. I can still serve you in this!"
Miss Ellen blinked at me, surprised at my vehemence. "Well... alright... I guess. If it isn't working out, let me know and I'll figure something else out."
"Of course, Miss Ellen," I lied, calming back down. There was no way I would make her go back to painfully squeezing her milk out when I could take it from her pleasurably. She was mine to care for, full stop.
Miss Ellen scrubbed her mouth thoughtfully as she looked at me. "While you are making your wish list, pick out a vehicle for yourself, and I'll have it delivered. Something you'd like, but still allow you to run my errands."
With that, Miss Ellen walked out of the room, presumably back to her new clothes, leaving me with my tongue lodged in my throat.
******
Miss Ellen went on a buying spree that very day. She ordered a 3D scanner, an entire dozen 3D printers, and what seemed like a metric ton of printing plastic. Rush ordered, overnight delivery.
She had me scan her nude body from four different angles, and the same for her feet. She spent quite some time with the scans on her computer, and then she printed life-size mannequins of herself in eight inch cubed sections, twelve at a time.
Once they were all assembled and glued together, much like LEGOs, I had a green upper body with removable, handless arms, a blue lower body from the bottom of the ribs to ankles, a red neck to thigh mannequin which also had removable arms, and a pair of purple feet to try my hand at shoes with. Every detail was perfect, down to the texture of the surface imitating her skin.
The workspace changed into a very expensive, top shelf sewing room. I even had a rack for bolts of fabric and an embroidery machine, and an 80-inch flat screen mounted on the wall that I could put pictures and diagrams up on for easy reference.
For the next few months, I worked in that room nearly to the exclusion of everything else building Miss Ellen's wardrobe. Miss Ellen would order clothes she liked online, and order the fabric I'd need, and I'd do my best to recreate it all for her.
She took great satisfaction in having me throw out her mu-mus and curtains.
******
"James? Come to my bedroom, please."
I put down the wrench and stood from my current project, clicking my earpiece. "I will be with you shortly, Miss Ellen."
Stripping out of the coveralls I'd worn over my clothes and removing my gloves, I exited the room across from her office.
Turning and walking one door down the hallway, I let myself into Miss Ellen's bedroom.
She laid sprawled on her bed, upper back resting against her headboard, completely naked and stroking her erect cock.
"How may I serve, Miss Ellen?"
"Come give me head, James," she grinned.
I crawled up the bed between her long, thick splayed legs, and gathered my hair for her without being prompted.
Miss Ellen grasped my hair in her large fist, propped her legs up, and tugged me in to eat her pussy. It was a rare treat for me.
Miss Ellen didn't actually have a clitoris, instead she had a fully functional penis. She wedged my face between her bulging pussy lips into her wetness, and I licked around and into the opening as directed. Her heavy dick rested against my forehead.
"Mmm. You keep getting better at this James," she complimented me, and as always any praise from her made my body electrify. I didn't understand it, but there it was anyway.
She made noises and coos as I worked at her opening, before she yanked me out of her gash and lined her cock up, shoving it all the way down my throat.
It had taken time and practice, but I no longer even felt the urge of gagging on her member. With my head tilted back enough, she could slide me over her full length without bending it.
I licked her underside as she liked, snaking my tongue out on the down stroke to graze her vagina. Miss Ellen really liked that, and was my last hurdle in repressing my gag reflex.
She casually bobbed me back and forth on her dick and spoke in a conversational tone. "I managed to get you some training with a cobbler, James. For a somewhat high fee, he will teach you to make custom footwear. You start on Monday."
My brows furrowed against my will, and Miss Ellen noticed, pulling me completely off of her dick. "Is there a problem with that, James?"
I swallowed the mixture of pussy juice, pre-cum, and my own saliva that was in my mouth and tried to formulate an answer that wasn't 'No'.
"I am concerned about being away from you that much, and this home. My work will fall behind."
Miss Ellen let go of my hair to run her fingernails over my scalp where I lay between her colossal legs. "I can survive for a handful of weeks, James."
I grasped her cock and began to stroke it, not wanting her to lose her erection over this. "I am also less than a week from completing your birthday present," I reluctantly admitted. "I had hoped to make it a surprise."
Miss Ellen's face turned up in a confused, yet pleased smile. "You're making me something for my birthday?"
I took a quick lick of her cockhead to keep her hard. "I am. Perhaps... four days at most, working around my other duties?"
Miss Ellen considered that, and gently coaxed my head back to her dick, letting me do it on my own this time. "With what I'm paying that asshole, we can push it back a week. I'm so excited! Your last surprise was the best, James."
I worked over Miss Ellen's cock with every skill she'd forcefully taught me as she herself stared into space with an excited grin.
******
I hand-tightened the last screw, and looked it all over carefully. Piece by piece I had fabricated a computer desk and office chair to Miss Ellen's size in the auto shop, then assembled it all by hand in the room across from her office. Power tools would have given away the surprise.
The first time Miss Ellen had summoned me to her office, I was dismayed at seeing her sitting in an armless office chair far too small to be comfortable, her prodigious bottom flowing over the sides of the seat. It must have been to her like a bicycle seat was to me. She hunched over a tiny desk typing on a keyboard made for someone not nearly as impressive as she. That feeling made a resurgence every time I had seen her working, and she spent most of every day working.
I had to order a custom oversized keyboard and mouse, I had no skill to leverage in creating those. The same for the screen mounts. Everything else I had fabricated, stained, coated, upholstered, and assembled myself.
There was a retractable keyboard tray that had enough space to fit her hands inside of, three adjustable mounts bolted to the back for her three computer screens, power strips built into the underside, and I'd even installed a mini-fridge for drinks and snacks.
I had no idea what kind of computer screens I should buy, so I didn't. Miss Ellen could use the ones she had or order new ones, whichever she desired.
Once I'd seen just how much space was under her desk, I'd also installed a stool that I could swing down on a mounted arm with some limited mobility that would support my weight. Just in case she should want relief while working.
Her office chair was made to her specifications, large enough for her bottom, reinforced enough for her weight, and tall enough for her leg length.
I picked up my tools, and recleaned everything in the room one last time. It was ready to show.
I clicked my earpiece. "Miss Ellen?"
"Is it ready?" she asked excitedly. Miss Ellen had been ever so anxious for her gift. So anxious, in fact, that I worried she had over-hyped it in her mind and would be disappointed by the reality.
"It is. Come across the hall from your office when you please."
Miss Ellen nearly charged through the door, and stopped abruptly. "Oh, James," she whispered.
Reverently approaching her new desk, she carefully sat into the chair and wheeled herself in. She ran covetous hands over the desktop, and pulled out the tray.
Experimentally, she placed her fingers onto the keyboard, clicking a few keys, then played with the screen mounts and giggled.
She turned to me with a bright smile. "You've been holding out on me, James," she teased. "I wonder just what else you can do. No, wait, don't tell me. I don't want to ruin any future surprises. Just tell me one thing; What can you do that I should have been asking for all of this time?"
I thought quickly. "Either translation or massage, Miss Ellen."
Miss Ellen turned in her new chair to face me fully. "Really?"
I shrugged a little, not wanting to brag. "I speak, read, and write seven languages, and I held a position as a masseuse some time ago for perhaps... four months?"
Miss Ellen leaned back in her chair and breathed, "I don't pay you enough."
"Miss Ellen," I told her gently but somewhat laughingly, "you pay me over a quarter of a million dollars a year."
She shook her head and touched her desk again. "You're worth at least twice that. At least." After a moment of thought, she blurted, "I've been an idiot."
"Miss Ellen?"
She shook her head disgustedly. "I never had clothes that fit, not because I couldn't afford to see a tailor, but because it would mean going out into public and meeting strangers. I won't do that to myself anymore."
She looked at me and said, "But ordering custom furniture? I've got more money than I know what to do with, and I have you to greet the delivery men. The real gift you've given me here, James, is the realization that I don't have to try and cram myself into furniture that isn't right. I can make my home fit me."
I was confused. Did she not like it? Was she going to order something made by an actual craftsman instead of my amateurish gift? My face fell as I realized that I'd disappointed her.
"James? What is it? What's wrong?"
I looked at Miss Ellen's concerned face and tried to be stoic. "Nothing at all, Miss Ellen. I will dispose of this, and when you have a desk and chair of your choosing delivered I will, of course, have it placed wherever you like."
She looked at me as though I had stopped speaking English altogether. "Dispo-? What!? James, I love this! I was talking about the couch in the entryway and my bed and... everything except this!"
I blinked my eyes, trying to keep the relieved tears inside. "Ah... M-my apologies, Miss Ellen. The-there is one thing I'd like to show you, if I may? Would you please roll away for a moment?"
Miss Ellen wheeled her chair backward, and I scrambled underneath the desk where her legs would rest, pulling the spring-loaded stool down on its arm and seating myself. "Wheel in, please Miss Ellen."
She wheeled in, her legs comfortably spread and I placed my head nearly into her groin. "Should you want relief as you are working," I needlessly explained.
I looked up at her over the curve of her breasts and saw her face morph into a naughty grin. "Yes, I am definitely keeping this desk," she told me, as she reached down to her fly, unzipped it, and fished her cock out through the opening. "Relieve me, James," she smiled down at me.
I sucked her soft cock into my mouth, feeling it rapidly harden as I bobbed my head. I tried to apologize for my misstep with her blowjob, and worked her over with enthusiasm.
Her big hand grasped my head, fingers spread and reaching quite far around the circumference. After only a few minutes she pressed me all the way in and shot her cum down my esophagus.
I gently suckled at her cock as she orgasmed, and when I felt like her load was finished, I began to bob again.
Miss Ellen relaxed in the chair I made for her, at the desk I made for her, as I sucked her dick over and over while sitting on the stool I made for me.
******
Miss Ellen had gifted me a card to be used for surprises after that, only wanting to see the receipts once the surprise was sprung. I had immediately asked her for permission to remodel one of the unused rooms on the second floor.
While the exercise bike had helped a little, I was still gaining some weight. I'd worked my waist slightly slimmer, but my chest had gotten even a little bigger yet, and my ass and thighs were so fat that the hem of my pants was creeping up my leg.
I had to get this done before I looked even more different than I did in high school.
Using the online yearbooks of Miss Ellen's school, I had recreated a section of her high school library.
The same flat, blue carpet. Same ten-foot high bookshelves. I'd replaced the light fixture with a hanging overhead florescent light. The bookshelves bordered the room, and above them, in the four feet to the ceiling I'd placed mirrors, giving the illusion that outside of the shelves the room continued on.
There was a table and chairs, made to Miss Ellen's size, and a poster recreated from a photo in the yearbook from the year when I was there with her.
It was filling the shelves that took the most time. I'd raided every thrift shop for miles around of their books, and eventually resorted to making mock-books out of printed book covers and blocks of wood to occupy all of that space.
Miss Ellen had never worn anything other than black jeans and a green Anaheim Ducks sweatshirt when I knew her then, and I only realized right then that it was all she could wear. Even then, very little clothing fit her.
I made her both, using the expensive embroidering machine to make the graphic and lettering on the front of the sweatshirt, and I placed them on her bed, next to a pair of white socks, cotton bra and panties, and a pair of white sneakers.
I had spent five weeks and three days learning to make footwear from a misogynistic asshole who never called me anything other than 'Miss Volk' and denigrated my every effort.
It was when he had torn me up and down over a pair of boots I'd made for nearly thirty minutes, and then I saw them on display the next day for an obscene amount of money with no alterations that I'd decided I had learned enough.
I came home to Miss Ellen, and immediately made her five pairs of differing footwear.
Once I had her outfit laid out, I raced to my rooms in the servant's quarters to get myself ready.
I showered thoroughly, shaved my face carefully, and hung the enema bag from the shower head, a scent bead fizzling away inside.
It was something I'd began doing twice a day after Miss Ellen's birthday. I had figured it was only a matter of time before Miss Ellen would want more than just blowjobs, and if she wished to fuck me, I wanted to be prepared for her.



To that end, I had cleaned myself out both morning and afternoon every day and graduated through increasing sizes of butt-plugs, trying to make myself as ready as possible.
I dressed myself in the type of clothing I had worn back then, feeling much like a teenager. My face had been breaking out in a little acne lately, and my body hurt like I remembered growing pains had. I was obviously overworking myself, but it couldn't be helped. Serving Miss Ellen gave me a purpose I'd never had before in my life.
I taped a message to the door to the library that read: "Live your dream" and I clicked my earpiece to call Miss Ellen.
"Miss Ellen? Your surprise is finally ready."
"Oooh! I can't wait! Where is it?"
"I have laid out clothing for you on your bed. Once you've dressed, come upstairs to the East wing and look for a sign taped to a door."
When I heard the click signaling she'd terminated the connection, I clicked my earpiece back to standby and settled myself onto one of the many chairs in the room built to comfortably seat a woman two feet taller and much wider than myself.
******
Miss Ellen stepped around bookshelves I'd placed around the doorway in an L-shape. Once you were fully in the room, with sight of the door blocked from view, it really was just like being transported into a high school.
Speakers hidden in the corners of the room played a background noise of murmuring, which I thought was a nice touch to make it seem real.
"Ellen!" I greeted with a smile. It took a lot of effort to not call her 'Miss'. "Fancy seein' ya here. Whatcha up to?"
Miss Ellen blinked and looked around at what I'd done, smoothing down her sweatshirt with an indecipherable expression. "James... what's going on?"
"Ach. Even wit' ya help, me brain still don't like biology, truth. Been tryin' ta catch up, waitin' on me parents. Have a seat, yeah?" It was more difficult to regress to my fragmented dialect than I thought it would be.
Miss Ellen looked down at the paper in her hand, the note from the door, and looked around with new eyes, seeing what the point was. A smile stole onto her face as she sat across from me, and she tucked her hair behind her ear as she'd done back then.
"Look, I'm glad I caught you, James. I wanted to ask you a question."
"Ya can ask me anyting Lassie, truth. Fire away."
"I wanted to know... will you be my boyfriend?" She looked both excited, yet somehow fearful, either thinking I was setting her up for a big fall, or she'd regressed to her high school mindset.
I leaned over the table. "Truth? Nothin'd make me happier. But ya got ta know, Ellen, dat me parents be movin' me all about de earth at de drop of a hat. We won't have much time togedder."
Miss Ellen leaned in as well, and a smirk crept up. "Then we need to seize every moment, don't we? How... adventurous are you feeling right now, James?" Her shoulders shifted and her big tits shook as she worked her hands under the table. I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper being slowly lowered.
I grinned at her. "You be talkin' to a world traveler, Girly. Adventure my middle name!"
She grinned back. "Why don't you go under the table and get close? I have a surprise for you down there."
I raised an eyebrow, glanced around as if to make absolutely sure no one was looking, and slithered down the seat and under the tall table.
I crawled across the floor on hands and knees to between Miss Ellen's large, black denim-covered and widely spread legs. Her hand was covering her crotch area completely, and her other hand beckoned me forward with a single crooked finger. "Closer, James. Just a little closer."
I shuffled closer, as though I didn't know what she was up to, and as soon as I could see her face as she looked down at me past the edge of the table, she snatched a big handful of my hair to keep me from getting away.
She removed the hand covering her crotch, showing her unbuttoned and unzipped jeans, and her big erection pointed straight upward from the elastic of her panties. Grasping her cock, she pointed it down at my face and stroked it. "Surprise!" she exclaimed, and pulled my head forward, slotting it into my open mouth.
As she worked me over her cock, Miss Ellen relaxed back in the chair and sighed in pleasure. "You said it yourself, James. We won't have much time together, so I kind of need you to put out right away." Grasping her massive breast in her big hand, she squeezed hard enough that her fingers sunk into the flesh through her sweatshirt. "And I've got to let you know, I'm a very horny girl. You're going to have to put out a lot."
Her grip on my hair tightened, and she began to buck up into me, meeting me halfway. "Mmm. I've wanted your cute little mouth around my dick since the day I met you, James. We're going to be doing this a lot, okay? I'm about to cum, here, so remember to swallow. We don't want to leave any evidence for the librarian now, do we?"
Four more strokes where she fucked my face more than I sucked her dick, and she came furiously into my mouth. It was more rapid, and far more volume than she'd ever orgasmed with me before. Either I wasn't tending to her needs often enough lately, or living out her reoccurring wet dream kicked everything up a notch.
Still, most of the time when I gave Miss Ellen relief, she stuffed herself as far into me as she could, far past my taste buds. The first time she came in my mouth instead of down my throat, it was a struggle to swallow it down. I hated the taste, the texture, everything. Every time after that though, it got better and better. Now when I got her cum on my tongue, I savored it as a delicacy. It was a treat Miss Ellen rarely bestowed on me.
I kept my moan inside, but only just. I suckled at just her cockhead, making sure I got every single drop, then swallowed it all down. There was so much, it took me multiple gulps.
Miss Ellen rested with her dick still in my mouth, considering me for a minute. Then she scooted her chair back, and pulled me along with the grip she still had in my hair.
I was pulled to my feet, and she kissed me, closed-mouthed and briefly, before quickly unbuttoning my pants and tearing them down my legs to mid-thigh. My underwear followed right after.
I tried to stay in character. "Er, Ellen? What-?" was as far as I got before I was turned, lifted, and bent over the table.
The table was made for Miss Ellen's stature, so my feet hung limply, not able to reach the ground. I looked over my shoulder as Miss Ellen squatted down, spread my bum with her big hands, and dove in.
Her tongue licking around and barely inside of my asshole actually felt really good. I knew I was clean back there, and was suddenly glad I'd been secretly preparing for this for the last few months.
I kept watching over my shoulder as she got me good and wet, then she stood and spit heavily into her hand, rubbing it all about her still-hard member.
"I know this is your first time, James, but try and keep it down, alright? Don't get us expelled." I felt the crown of her slick spear begin to press at my backdoor, and I forced myself to open up and let her in.
Slowly she stuffed more and more of her tumescence into me, and I realized that I didn't stretch myself out with the plugs enough. My anal ring burned around her plunging weapon.
When it felt like she'd rammed three feet of dick up into my intestines, her soft body touched down against my ass. "Fuck you feel good James," she muttered. My body lit up at her praise, as it always had for her, and the slight pain of my stretched sphincter vanished.
She shifted the grips of her hands to my waist, holding me both possessively and securely. She pulled out, just a little, and plunged that much back in. With every thrust, she pistoned a little more out, and shoved it in a little harder.
It felt like her dick was made for my ass. Or rather, my ass was made for her dick. Her hard cock smoothly went in and out of my hole, making Miss Ellen whimper at the sensations I was giving her. Still watching her, I got to see her bunch up her sweatshirt over her breasts, holding it in place with her chin, and then one at a time pull her breasts out of the bra cups to hang over it. At no point in there did she stop thrusting into me, or even look away from where her cock was sliding in and out of me. I was pretty sure she wasn't even aware I was watching.
Her breasts bounced and wobbled with her thrusting, and every impact of her pelvis to my ass not only sent a shock through me, but plowed my prostate gland. I felt an immense pressure begin to build deep inside of me.
Miss Ellen gripped my waist tight enough to almost hurt, and then she lifted me from the table and took a step back.
I hung limply in the air, unable to brace myself on anything, as Miss Ellen stood to her full, monumental height and fucked me brutally. She seemed to have no more trouble holding me in midair than she would a ragdoll.
I lost track of everything. There was only the feeling of her cock sliding in and out of me, the hard smacks of her pelvis impacting mine, and the big, big pressure still building in my core.
Finally, after perhaps thirty seconds of violent thrusting where she both slammed into me with all of her considerable strength and also pulled me back into her, she suddenly stopped and pressed really, really hard into me, as deep as she could, and came with a muted roar that sounded nearly beastial.
I felt her enormous, flaring head swell alarmingly in my bowels, and then she emptied what seemed like a gallon of liquid heat inside of me, one mighty pulse at a time.
I couldn't hold back any more, and I cried out as my own cock exploded. Spurt after spurt shot out of me, un-aimed at all, to streak across the table that was just out of my reach.
It was the biggest, strongest, longest orgasm I'd ever had... ever.
I came down from that high to find myself still held in the air by my waist, and still stuffed full of Miss Ellen's perpetually hard cock.
"James?" she softly got my attention, "How are you doing?" The tone of her voice was nothing but concern. I intuited that playtime was over.
I needed a moment to collect myself after that. "I have been trying to prepare myself for this, Miss Ellen. I am well, I believe. Do you wish to use me again?"
She gave a small thrust and moaned, the slippery lubrication of her cum working much better than just her saliva. "You wouldn't mind?" she checked.
I kept my chuckles inside. Would I mind? What a ludicrous question. "I am at your service, Miss Ellen. Always."
Miss Ellen walked us over to the table, and laid me down on my own cum. Laying her torso down on my back, her giant heavy breasts spilling across my shoulder blades, she gripped the table edges and took me again much gentler than before. It was nearly loving.
She kissed my ear. "You are the best, James. I hope you know how much you mean to me."
I squeezed her cock with what little strength I had left in my anus, making her moan wantonly. I had no words, I just went limp and enjoyed Miss Ellen laying over me and having her way with me.
******
The male elephant trails behind his prospective mate, waiting impatiently.
I shifted in bed, tired to my bones but unable to sleep just yet. I never developed the attachment to television that most people raised in first world countries did. The only time I ever even turned on the immense TV Miss Ellen had purchased for my apartments in her home was when I was trying to fall asleep.
The one thing I moderately enjoyed watching was nature documentaries, especially the ones made about African fauna. I spent nearly half of my childhood there.
Ah! The male tastes the female's urine, testing the hormones within. Deciding that the sow is not in season just yet, the bull wanders away, perhaps to find another sow to test.
I sat upright in bed, heart pounding, suddenly very, very wide awake. Hormones! Carefully, I rewound the streaming documentary with unsteady fingers on the remote and played that last bit over again.
Hopping out of bed, I grabbed my phone and ran into my bathroom and the mirror within.
I tore my sleep clothes from my body and looked carefully. The changes were so gradual, I didn't notice. Pulling up the last photo on Facebook I'd taken of myself before joining Miss Ellen's service, I held up my phone and compared it to the face in the mirror.
It was definitely different. The mirror had a smaller nose, smaller chin, smaller brow, bigger cheekbones. All of which was impossible.
I cupped the large fleshy bulge over my left pectoral and felt it, digging my fingers in deep.
Oh God.
There was more than just fat inside of there. I knew what a breast felt like, and that was breast tissue. Actual, mammary gland, breast tissue.
Another thought hit me, and buck naked I raced through Miss Ellen's home to the sewing room.
Grabbing the pencil from the work table, I stood against the white wall and made a careful mark in line with the very top of my head, then measured it.
Five feet, ten and a half inches. An entire two and a half inches taller than I should be. I sank to the floor as the implications came crashing down, one after another.
My pants weren't riding up because my ass and legs were getting thicker. I had grown taller. My nose and chin didn't shrink, the rest of my skull got bigger. My shoulders weren't narrower at all, my ribcage and neck had just gotten longer.
The aches that reminded me of growing pains actually were growing pains.
I recalled something I'd seen about a big uproar involving dairy cows being treated with hormones, and that those hormones would make it into the milk they produced.
Miss Ellen had told me, directly, on the very first day of my service that she had an overabundance of hormones. I'd subsisted primarily on the liters of breast milk she produced every day. I'm sure she also had concentrated doses in her semen, which I had been ingesting and, for the last few months, also getting it injected directly into my intestines.
Miss Ellen's endocrine problem had made her very big, very strong, and very voluptuous. It seemed that the same hormones I'd been taking from her had somehow kicked my body into some kind of... accelerated secondary puberty, making my body follow along the same guidelines as she had. I had acne for the first time since I was a teen because I was actually in puberty again.
I didn't get called 'Ma'am' because I had long hair and too much body weight. I got mistaken for female because I was becoming more female.
I pulled my knees up and rested my forehead on them. I was now very aware of how much further my hips stuck out to the sides, and very aware of my breasts pressing against my thighs.
I fought with myself for only a very short time. In the end, I was wholly dedicated to Miss Ellen. If being in her service was to reshape me in her mold, then...
So be it.
******
Ignoring the clicking of the keyboard, I concentrated on giving Miss Ellen the slow blowjob she desired.
Comfortably perched on my stool under her desk, I savored her length as I bobbed my head up and down, trying to keep my noises of enjoyment down so as to not distract her.
She had told me it helped her creativity when she was writing her novels if I would blow her without making her cum. She had no need to explain any of her reasoning to me, all she had to do was state her wants. Still, she tried to let me know the whys of her desires. It was as if she didn't even know that I was hers to do with as she pleased.
There was only so much attention she could take before her orgasm was upon her however, between her heightened libido and sensitive skin. I felt her hand grip the ponytail I'd taken to keeping my hair in, at the direct back of my head, and the cock in my mouth began to pulse and throb, the powerful muscles convulsing to squirt her cum across my tongue and to the back of my throat.
I swallowed her load as slowly as I could, savoring every taste she'd given me. Her hand left my hair, and I resumed bobbing over her still-hard length, managing to get a few more drops of her delicious semen out.
The clicking of the keyboard slowed, then stopped, and she wheeled her chair back to look down at me, incidentally pulling her cock from my mouth with a pop. "I think I want a massage, James. My back hurts a little from typing so long."
I nodded and crawled out from beneath her desk, the stool I'd been resting on springing back up to its resting state without my weight holding it down.
"Very good, Miss Ellen. I shall await you in the massage room." I hustled out of her office and a few doors down to the room I'd outfitted for her.
Soft lighting, an oil warmer, and a surround-sound speaker system to play relaxing music. And the pièce de résistance; a massage table, large and reinforced enough to handle Miss Ellen's awe-inspiring frame.
Turning on the warmer and stereo, I slipped into the smock hanging near the door to protect my clothing from the massage oils, and waited.
Miss Ellen walked into the room less than ten minutes later, and proceeded to strip her clothing off one article at a time, handing each to me once off.
I quickly and carefully folded her clothing as she disrobed, setting the articles on the shelf I'd installed for that very purpose.
Once she was nude, Miss Ellen laid out on the large massage table, resting her face in the padded hole at the head.
Grabbing the oil pump bottle from the warmer, I slipped it into my pocket and stepped to the table. Pumping a few squirts of oil into my hand and coating both of my hands, I began to rub Miss Ellen's lower back to an immediate groan.
I could not pay visual attention to what my hands were doing, relying on touch to keep working. Miss Ellen's large, voluptuous bottom sat high and proud, impossibly smooth and periodically clenching as she involuntarily humped the table. Rare were the times that I was able to indulge myself in admiring her glorious backside.
Miss Ellen's skin was so sensitive that an oil-assisted massage wasn't just nearly sexual to her, it was absolutely sexual. There was always much cum to clean from both the table and Miss Ellen herself after every rub-down.
Eventually I had to move up her back and away from that glorious bottom, so I did. Finding a knot, I gently worked the muscle loose to Miss Ellen's groans and sighs. Without warning she slammed her hips down on the table and humped strongly, pumping out a load of cum between herself and the table.
I kept working on her without pause. Miss Ellen was free to orgasm as she liked at any time without shame.
I rubbed away the aches in her back for nearly twenty minutes before she was as loose as I dared. "Do you wish for a full-body massage, Miss Ellen?" I queried.
Lazily, she picked her head out of the cushion. "No, I think I just wanted my back done. Thank you, James."
"My pleasure, Miss Ellen. Are you satisfied, or do you wish for more?"
Miss Ellen shuffled her body over until she was laying on her back. Her stomach was coated in the remnants of her multiple orgasms. "One more happy ending?" she begged.
Wiping my hands on a towel, I nodded. "Of course. How would you like your happy ending, Miss Ellen?"
"Ride me," she grinned, and stroked her cum-slick penis with an obscene smacking sound.
I removed my smock and hung it back up, then removed my pants and boxers, folding them quickly and placing them on the shelf. I pumped a squirt of massage oil into my hand, and climbed onto the table.
Straddling Miss Ellen's girthy thighs, I faced away from her. I did not want to cum on her body if it proved to be too much for me, as it usually did. My oil slickened hand took over stroking her, and I lubricated her member thoroughly before smearing some around and in my ass a little.



I lined her up, and sank down over her length until I rested on her soft body. Miss Ellen grasped my hips, and began to lift and drop me over her greedy cock, at a pace and depth that she desired. Riding Miss Ellen did not mean that I actually rode her.
The impacts of her dick against my prostate were a wonderful gift from her. My eyes closed of their own accord, and I savored Miss Ellen's powerful cock moving in and out of me.
She was tireless in lifting and dropping me, and I came before she did, shooting my cum to the table between her spread legs. I clenched around her tool as I orgasmed, and Miss Ellen chuckled, but did not slow or stop. "Did you just cum, James?" she teased.
"I did, Miss Ellen. Thank you."
She pulled me down and pressed me hard against her, rocking my hips with her powerful hands. "Careful, James. I might start to think that you like this."
"Bringing you pleasure brings me pleasure, Miss Ellen," I admitted.
The strong hands rocking my hips slowed to a stop, and I looked over my shoulder at her.
"If that's true, then do you know what would really give me pleasure? Turn around so I can kiss you while I fuck you."
I eased myself from her impalement, and carefully turned myself around, sinking back down on her thick cum injector. Miss Ellen pulled me down to lie on her, and scooted me up a bit so that when she curled her back and bent her neck, she could reach my lips with hers. My shirt felt wet where it started to soak in the remnants of Miss Ellen's prior orgasms.
Miss Ellen began to thrust upward, unable to quite bottom out as she could before, but her insistent, frenetic kissing seemed to make up for my lack of height to her.
One of her large hands grasped my ass and hip, and the other trailed down the side of my face, down my neck, and over my chest. When she found my breast beneath the loose shirt I was wearing, everything stopped right there.
"James..." she whispered dangerously at me from inches away. "What. Is. This!?"
I felt a lot of fear in that moment, but answered honestly. "I believe that is my breast, Miss Ellen."
"Get off. Right now," she demanded through clenched teeth and I scrambled to obey.
Miss Ellen sat herself upright and turned to face me. She considered me for a moment. "Have you been taking hormones, James?"
I stared at my feet and clasped my hands. "I believe that I have been taking your hormones, Miss Ellen."
"Explain. Now."
I cringed at her tone. "You, yourself have admitted to me that you have an overabundance of various hormones in your system, Miss Ellen. I believe those same hormones are in your semen and breast milk, which have comprised perhaps ninety percent of my diet for the last year and a half."
I looked up at her disbelieving face. "You think that your chest fat is actually boobs, and it's somehow my fault?"
I tried to stand straight. "There are other indicators, Miss Ellen. My nipples are bigger, my hips are wider. My face is different. When last I measured, I have grown nearly three inches taller in the time I have served you. My skin is softer and far more sensitive. Even my penis is slightly larger, Miss Ellen."
She looked at my face closely, and her disbelief became something approaching horror. "Take off your clothes, James. Show me," she whispered.
I removed my shirt, letting the garment fall to the floor, and Miss Ellen gasped and covered her mouth with her hand. Behind that barrier, she bade me, "Let your hair down."
Wearing a simple shirt hid much. Not only the swells of my chest, but my diminished chest hair and the off proportions of my waist and hips. With my hair falling past my shoulders, I looked far more like an unkempt woman than any man.
Miss Ellen did not look away from my breasts. "When I reached out to you, James, all I wanted was to hire the boy I liked in school and pay him to let me fuck him. If you could cook or clean halfway decently, that would have been a nice bonus, and something for you to do to keep busy."
"You have gone so far beyond any reasonable expectation I could ever have had. My life has been so much better in every way ever since I hired you, and that's all thanks to you." Miss Ellen reached out and cupped my cheek gently. "I don't know what I'm going to do without you," she sniffed wetly.
That last sentence was alarming. "Am... am I really so repugnant to you?" I softly despaired.
Miss Ellen shook her head slowly. "No, James. Just the opposite. Jesus, I mean..." she paused and wiped her eyes. She sadly chuckled, "I want to dress you in slutty outfits and whorish makeup. I want you to remove your body hair altogether and make you answer to the name Holly and even call me Mistress. I didn't even know that about myself until just now. That's why this is so hard."
Miss Ellen stood from the table, grabbed a fresh towel and began to wipe herself down instead of having me do it, cleaning away the oils and cum. Not looking at me, she told me, "I'm going to give you a very generous severance package, James. Six figures. You'll have medical and dental until the end of the year. I will book you the penthouse suite at the Radisson for the next month, I owe you that much at least. If it takes you longer to find your own place than that, let the concierge know, and I'll pay for longer. But I want you out of here by tonight, James. You can take your range rover with you."
I fell to my knees. In less than three minutes my entire world fell apart. "Please, Miss Ellen," I begged. "Please don't send me away. You do not have to pay me anything any longer, I will work for free. Just don't make me go!"
Miss Ellen still would not look at me. "No, James. I... I've disfigured you. I am so sorry, I never meant to hurt you. I have to save you from me, no matter how much it hurts. Goodbye, James."
I knelt on the floor and wept softy as Miss Ellen walked out of the room and more importantly, out of my life.
******
I moped for a week straight, spiraling down into what was assuredly some form of depression once I had left Mistress Ellen's home.
Eventually, I came across some motivation that would get me out of bed. It wasn't healthy, but if I was brutally honest with myself, no part of my devotion to my Mistress was actually healthy. That did not make it any less fulfilling in any sense.
I found a two-bedroom apartment, and ordered furniture to be delivered to it. While I was waiting on that, I got to work on Mistress Ellen's last wishes.
I paid to have every follicle of hair that wasn't my eyebrows or scalp hair permanently removed by laser. I saw a lawyer and had my name legally changed to Holly Volk, and wasn't that a fun conversation, given my foreign accent and no medical records of undergoing gender transition.
I purchased an entirely new, female wardrobe.
Once I was settled into my apartment, I signed up for three things. Erotic dancing classes, Yoga, and cosmetology school.
At the time, the only thing I could focus on was that if I gained enough additional skills, my Mistress would have to take me back. I had no need to obtain work, Mistress had paid me handsomely and I was set for money for quite some time.
I would attend Yoga in the morning, working off my excess weight and increasing my flexibility, then go to cosmetology school to learn to apply makeup and cut and style hair, then learn to strip in the evenings.
To keep myself busy and not dwell on my loss, I made myself the sluttiest uniforms I could think of in my second, unused bedroom that I'd made into a sewing room. The french-maid uniform, in particular, was nearly obscene, with a deep plunging neckline, tiny poofy armbands, and the tiniest skirt that barely covered my butt, especially after all the petticoats were stacked beneath it. The petticoats alone took me over a week to make.
Those six months were the darkest of days for me. Then one day, I got a phone call.
******
My phone rang, and I stared at the familiar number on the caller ID. My heart began to pound in my chest.
"Hello, Mistress Ellen," I greeted, trying to calm myself enough to speak clearly.
"Oh! Uh, James. Hi... I'm, uh, I'm a little surprised you're even taking my call."
I smiled sadly to myself. "I will always accept your calls, Mistress."
"That's... that's great... really. Uh, so... how are you?"
"I am as well as I can be, I suppose. And yourself?"
Mistress Ellen sighed over the phone. "Truthfully? Miserable. Miserable, and lonely, and horny, and... never mind me. Did... did your problem ever get better?"
I looked down at myself. I'd grown another two inches and out of three bra sizes since I'd left Mistress's service. Exercising morning and evening coupled with no longer eating primarily dairy had slimmed every part of me down and toned it all up, except for my tits. My tits had ballooned out of control. "If anything, the changes have accelerated. I changed my name to Holly."
"It was all for nothing," she whispered so faintly I barely heard it. In a more normal tone, she asked, "Where are you working now?"
I smiled faintly, not that she could see. "Actually, I am halfway done with cosmetology school."
"Cosme-!? You are much too valuable to waste yourself as a... a... a hairdresser!"
The insult she felt on my behalf was... actually heartwarming. "I am only attending to learn the skills, Mistress. I have much catching up to do in being female."
"Oh, right, right. That makes more sense."
There was only silence for a time, and I began to feel uncomfortable. "Mistress? Was there something you needed?"
"I think... I think I made a big mistake, Ja- Holly. I know that I have no right to ask this, considering how badly I treated you, but... would you ever consider, maybe, coming back? At all?"
I couldn't seem to catch my breath. My heart pounded so hard I thought I was on the verge of a heart attack. I made a very rushed mental tally of how long it would take to pack my things. "I can be there in the morning." Thinking faster, I blurted, "Unless you need me immediately. Do you need me this very moment, my Mistress? I can be to you within the hour."
Mistress Ellen sobbed on the other end of the line, blubbering her words so badly I couldn't understand any of it. Impatiently, I waited for her to let me know when to arrive.
"Th-the morning is just fine, Holly. I'll make all of this up to you, I swear. Thank you," she cried, "thank you."
"I shall see you in the morning. Until then, Mistress."
******
The next morning I drove the range rover Mistress Ellen had gifted me, packed with all of my belongings, around the circular driveway in front of her home. Taking a deep breath, I shut off the ignition and exited the vehicle. My things could wait until later.
I smoothed down my skirt as I walked up the steps to her front door. I raised my fist to knock, but paused. Remembering the first time, I tested the door knob and found it unlocked.
Letting myself in, I gently closed the door and looked around, spying the familiar earpiece resting on its charger just inside of the door. Fitting it over my ear nearly brought me to tears at the familiarity.
Clicking the link open, I called out, "Mistress Ellen?"
There was no response over the earpiece. Mistress did hate alarm clocks. I walked two steps into the room, intending to go wake her, when she stepped around the corner and stared.
"Oh, Mistress," I whispered to myself under my breath in pity. She hadn't taken care of herself very well at all in my absence.
She'd gained a little weight. Not a lot, but enough to be noticeable. Her clothes looked as though she'd washed them herself and they shrank, and she also looked like she'd trimmed her own hair for the first time since I'd met her again. She didn't do that great of a job.
"You're so beautiful," Mistress breathed.
I had taken care with my makeup. Perhaps not the whorish look she had mentioned, but professional-sexy, much like my business suit with its mid-thigh skirt and ultra-low cut chemise. I also stood on four-inch heels, which sounds like a lot but is just about right for someone who is over six feet tall to make her ass pop. My hair was bound in a french braid, with enough volume on the top so as to not look severe. I gave the impression of a pornstar version of a personal assistant, which was what I had aimed for.
Mistress approached me skittishly, much like she didn't really believe any of this was real. "H-Holly?" she whispered as she got close.
I grasped her large hands in mine and looked up at her. "I'm here, my Mistress."
"I... I missed you so much!" she sobbed, and clutched me in a tight hug, crying over my head. I held her back, letting her get it out, and rubbed her lower back comfortingly.
It took a few minutes, but she eventually calmed down. "I ruined all of the clothes you made me," she confessed in a tearful whisper.
"Then I shall make you new ones, Mistress," I stated simply.
When she broke the hug and wiped her eyes with a tremulous smile, I grasped her hand and began to lead her to her bathroom. "Come, Mistress. Let me draw you a bath and begin to care for you again."
Mistress followed behind me in a docile state, which I didn't care for. I led her into her bathroom, which was in dire need of cleaning, and started the water filling in the bathtub. Once it was warm enough, I stopped the draining and dropped bath salts in, before turning my attention to my Mistress.
I carefully undressed her like a child, folding her clothing and setting it aside one at a time. Once she was nude, I coaxed her into the water.
I removed my blazer, and began to undress myself down to bra, panties, garter belt and stockings. I didn't want to get my outfit wet, but my underwear could if it had to.
Mistress stared at my cleavage as I started to gently wash her. My breasts were big enough that even restrained by the pushup bra, they still wobbled as I worked.
"I don't even know how to apologize, Holly," she told me in that downcast tone she'd been speaking in. "Or, or how to show you how grateful I am that you've come back to me. Anything I can do, or... anything you want, just say the word. Really."
I considered that. "Lie back, Mistress, and I shall wash your hair."
Once I had a lather worked into her hair, I had my thoughts more or less in order. "I would like to finish my cosmetology training, Mistress," I started.
"Sure!" she over-agreed, happy to have me set terms, in some mistaken way of trying to buy forgiveness she did not need.
"I also wish for you to let me care for you, fully, from now on."
Mistress gave me a confused look. "I thought that's what you always did?"
I shook my head and rinsed the shampoo from her hair. "No, Mistress. There were always two subjects I had never brought up. They are sensitive, and likely to hurt your feelings."
She blew out a breath. "What are they," she cringed.
Running conditioner into her hair, I answered, "Diet and exercise."
"Do I really look that bad?" My Mistress looked devastated.
"No, Mistress." I paused, trying to phrase it in a way that she wouldn't be offended. "You have such power, Mistress. Physical power. Intellectual power. Monetary. Sexual. Mistress, you are nearly a goddess. But you have poor self-image, and you could be healthier. This will help with both."
"I don't think I can run, Holly. I'm too big," she told me tearfully.
"No, Mistress. No running. Yoga and swimming. You do have a very nice swimming pool. It is time you used it."
"I don't know how to swim," she ashamedly admitted.
I rinsed the conditioner gently from her hair. "Did you know that I was once a lifeguard? I taught swimming lessons to children. Not to worry, Mistress. I shall teach you to swim."
"Answer me truthfully, Holly. Is there anything you can't do?"
Glancing at her face, she was only half-joking. "Truthfully? I am terrible with computers, cannot play the guitar, nor can I fly a plane. Everything else I can do," I winked playfully at her.
Mistress Ellen chuckled and finally loosened up, fully relaxing into the water. "I've got computers covered," she offered.
I ran the washcloth over her skin again, gently scrubbing into the folds beneath her giant breasts as they floated a bit in the water. "Very good, Mistress. When you have finished with your bath, perhaps you will allow me to attempt to fix your hair? Shape your eyebrows?"
"I thought you weren't finished with learning all of that?"
"All but the most complex hairstyles and perms I can do. Those would come with practice. Manicures, pedicures, and skin and nail care are all in the second half of the school schedule."
"Can I ask you a question, Holly?"
"You can ask me anything, Mistress. Always."
"Okay... why are you calling me Mistress now?"
I blinked at her. I hadn't realized she'd forgotten. "The last desires you had expressed to me, Mistress. You wished for me to remove my body hair, wear slutty uniforms and makeup, answer to the name Holly, and to refer to you as 'Mistress'. I have endeavored to fulfill those wishes in our time apart."
She blinked in shock. "Even though I'd just fired you? You went and did all of that anyway?"
I stared at her, and tried to make her understand. "My whole life I was forced from place to place, Mistress. Never having a home, never having a purpose. When you reached out to me, I was at the end of the line. Nearly destitute, perhaps two weeks from being homeless. You saved me, Mistress. Coming into your service has given me stability and security I have craved for as long as I have lived. You have given me a home, a purpose, and immense satisfaction in serving you. Those last desires of yours, they were all I had left. Anything you wish, you have only to state it, and I shall see it done. Always."
"So... so for instance, if I asked you to get into the bath with me?" she cringed.
I smiled gently, "I would only ask if you would permit me to remove what clothing I still wear, or if you would rather I enter the water in my underwear."
"Take it off, please," she whispered, "but let me see?"
I stood briskly from where I knelt at the side of the bath, and after quickly drying my hands I began to un-attach the garter straps from my stockings.
Noticing just how riveted Mistress was in watching me, I employed a few of the skills I'd learned in that dancing class. I swayed, and oscillated, and turned every movement into a seduction. Rolling my stockings down my legs, her eyes couldn't look away. I turned to present my backside, pushing it out and swaying my hips as I wiggled the garter belt over my hips and down. I smiled over my shoulder at her beginning to flush face as I unhooked my bra, covering the important parts with a forearm as I removed it and turned back to face her.
My free hand ran a thumb back and forth under the elastic of my panties, every pass inching the fabric down further. Mistress was captivated and my soul sang.
I undulated back around, and inched my panties down, the thong strap between my round ass cheeks getting caught there and slowly tugged out. Taking a wide stance, I turned at the waist, still covering my breasts, and asked her softly, "Are you ready to fully see the new me, my Mistress?"
Mistress Ellen swallowed heavily enough that I could hear it, and nodded unsteadily. Releasing the covering hold I had on my breasts, I turned to face her, hands on hips, fully on display.
Her mouth fell open as her eyes darted all over my body, trying to take it all in at once. Just as my body had grown taller, and my boobs had grown much bigger, my dick had grown similarly, hanging low and heavy in a relaxed state. When erect, it was now nearly nine inches long, and mayhap I now had enough down there to satisfy one of Mistress Ellen's stature.



I eased myself into the hot water, laying out over my Mistress's large body between her monumental breasts, nearly face to face. "Do I meet with your approval, my Mistress?"
"You're so beautiful, Holly. So beautiful, and sexy, and... I kind of feel like a big fat ogre after seeing you naked," she tearfully confessed in barely a whisper.
At the same volume, I told her, "You are a mortal goddess, my Mistress. All that I am, you have shaped me into, and you must indulge yourself in enjoying any and everything I have to offer. You must."
Mistress Ellen forcefully yet easily turned me over until I was laying on my back, then scooted me downward until her very erect penis was wedged between my ass cheeks.
One large hand began to fondle my breast, while the other went further down and started to stroke my hardening cock. She also began to slide her erection in the crack of my bum.
"Your body hair... is it permanent?"
I stroked her arm softly. "It is. I had it all removed by laser."
She sighed, "I wish I could go into public without being a spectacle. I'd like to have that done."
"Mayhap you could pay someone to come here? I am sure whomever you find would be professional and discreet."
Mistress froze. "Or... or I could pay someone to train you, and just buy the equipment? And then you could do it for me?" she hoped.
"If that is my Mistress's desire, then it shall be so. As time permits, of course. I have much to do in the near future." Between finishing cosmetology school, creating an entire new wardrobe for her, and getting her home back into shape, the next six to eight months were going to very busy indeed. Especially if my Mistress kept me busy with her more... carnal needs.
Mistress began to move again, stroking me and humping herself into my bum. "I do love your bigger ass, Holly. This feels really good, even better than before now that you're so soft and smooth back here. Does it feel good to you?"
I placed my hand over her very large one on my breast, imploring her to squeeze harder. "My Mistress is kind to pay me this attention."
"Turn your head, Holly. Look at me," she commanded, and I complied immediately, so happy that she was finding her spine again.
Mistress Ellen kissed me once, lingeringly on my forehead, then dipped even further down to bestow the most heartfelt, loving kiss on me I have ever had.
She kept humping against my ass, creating a rhythm with stroking me, and groped my tit repeatedly nearly hard enough to hurt. My breast, big by nearly anyone's standards, was barely large enough to fill her giant hand. A handful for my Mistress was wasted space for anyone else.
Mistress gasped into my mouth, and using my dick as a handle, pressed my entire pelvis down with the bottom of her fist. I felt her cock swell between my cheeks, and then pulse rapidly as she came and came. The bathwater began to become cloudy.
I tried to help, clenching my butt a little and rocking as much as I could with her holding me in place. "Cum for me, my Mistress," I pleaded softly into her intense eyes. "Cum for me as you will, when you will. I am yours alone."
Her eyes clenched tightly closed, and the rapid pulsing of her cock slowed and stopped. My Mistress held me for a long while in the cooling bathwater, hands on my breast and dick, her own thick cock still hard and wedged in the divide of my bottom. Mistress did not open her eyes for the longest time.
"If I asked you to come to my bed with me, and stay the night, you would, right?" she asked, still not looking at me.
"You must grasp the reality of this, my Mistress," I told her gently, and she finally opened her eyes to look at me with an expression that suggested she was expecting rejection.
"Anything you ask of me, I will do," I told her intently. "I will be your cook, your housekeeper, and eventually your beautician. I will be your tailor, your carpenter, your personal trainer. Your personal assistant, your errand girl. Most of all, Mistress, whenever you desire it, I will be your lover, your girlfriend, your slave, your wife, or even your whore. You only need let me know what you wish of me as the mood strikes you."
"I want to take you to bed, and sleep with you tonight," she stated with burgeoning confidence.
With the hand I still held over hers on my chest, I squeezed her comfortingly. "Then it shall be so. Allow me to rinse us off and dry you, my Mistress. This water has become soiled."
She let go of me, and I stood to grab the retractable nozzle and get us rinsed off. Behind me, Mistress Ellen stood in the water to her breath-taking height and waited for me.
As I rinsed her divine body down, she chuckled at me. "I'd forgotten just how much you spoil me."
"I would spoil you completely, should you allow it, Mistress," I admitted.
Once I had us both toweled off, frowning at how not soft the towels were, Mistress Ellen picked me up with an arm behind my back and under my knees, hoisting me up against the bottoms of her giant breasts. Carrying me easily, she brought me to her bedroom.
She laid me down with care on her bed, and ran a gentle hand down the side of my face. "I should have done this a long time ago, Holly."
Mistress Ellen got up on the bed and swung one of her enormous thighs over to the other side of me, straddling me. Grasping my hardness, she guided it to line up to her vagina and slowly sank down.
My Mistress was incredibly tight. Nearly painfully so. My mouth fell open and I couldn't stop the pleasured moan from escaping me.
"You fill me up so much, Holly. I was so afraid it wouldn't be good, or might hurt... but I love it. Do... is it okay for you?" she worried.
"It is heaven, Mistress," I told her sincerely. "Thank you for giving me this."
Bracing herself on her hands over me, her enormous, over-full breasts swayed just over my face. "May I drink from you, Mistress?"
She started to rock her body back and forth, sliding over my cock and gripping me in a slick velvet fist. "Please, Holly. Please do," she breathed.
I guided one of her breasts to my mouth, her long and wide nipple parting my lips and giving me more of the sense of home I'd craved. Her milk flowed immediately for me, a strong stream of sweetened, watery fluid that I had missed dearly. I swallowed it as fast as it came, and it flowed very rapidly indeed.
It was too much for Mistress. Her skin was too sensitive, and her first orgasm came quickly. She bored down on me with all of her considerable weight, getting me as deep inside as she could. Against my stomach I felt her cock pulse, painting the undersides of my breasts with her joy.
I drank from my Mistress until my stomach hurt, and she rode me through another two orgasms of her own before mine came. It was a very generous gift from her.
Mistress simply held me close for a long time afterward, before I was allowed to leave her bed and begin work. I had much to accomplish before the night, when I would sleep in my Mistress's bed for the very first time.
******
I woke in the middle of the night to a pulsing between my butt cheeks and liquid heat spurting up the divide.
Mistress held me securely to her chest with a hand on my breast, my head pillowed on her arm. She breathed heavily over my head, and once she finished cumming, began to slowly hump me anew, sliding her cockhead and the perhaps two inches behind it into the now far more lubricated space in my bottom.
My Mistress had admitted she was a very horny girl, and had to suffer through half a year with no one to give her relief. I smiled to myself that I could help her even when we both slept.
Wedging my hand back between us, I rubbed her cream around her cock, and into my hole a bit. Tilting my hips a little more, I lined her up to enter my ass.
There was a brief moment of searing pain as her thick cock penetrated my sphincter, but within minutes that pain had faded completely. The feeling of Mistress's dick just barely moving inside of me became pleasant and comforting. I licked the smeared cum from my hand, lacking better options, and soon after the gentle motion of my Mistress rocked me back to sleep.
******
I was woken again in the morning by a muttered, "Oh God!", a pulsing throb in my anus, and a slight bloated feeling I associated with enemas.
I turned my head and smiled, "Good morning, Mistress."
"Oh, uh, Holly... I am so sorry about this, I don't even know how... are you mad?"
I laughed lightly, which caused my sore asshole to squeeze Mistress Ellen's cock, and her eyes crossed a bit. "Mistress, do you truly believe that I could be penetrated in such a sensitive area and sleep through it? I placed you there, my Mistress. I believed that you needed the release. Have I erred?"
"I, uh... maybe? This is nice, but I think I came too much last night. I ache now."
"My apologies. It may have happened regardless, as I was awakened with your first orgasm outside of me. I simply supplied you a container, and I believe you have filled it, Mistress. You must warn me when you exit me, as you are the only thing keeping it all in." She must have cum every fifteen to twenty minutes into me for half of the night, a shot glass of fluid at a time, to give me this feeling. Being full of Mistress's cum was strangely gratifying for me.
******
"Holly? Come see me, I have a problem here."
I clicked my earpiece. "Right away, Mistress."
I bustled away from dusting the entryway and to my Mistress's home office, letting myself in.
She grinned at me ruefully from her chair. "I still can't decide if that is the sexiest thing I've ever seen, or the funniest."
I grasped my tiny skirt in a single finger and thumb, and curtseyed. "Either would please you, Mistress, so it matters not to me."
I'd taken to wearing the slutty french-maid uniforms as I did my daily cleaning. Acres of propped up cleavage with the built-in bra, miles of stocking-ed leg, and a little white bonnet in my hair to match the tiny apron over my nearly horizontal black skirt.
I first wore it in an attempt to give my Mistress a treat, but found that I was much cooler in it than my normal work clothes, so I kept doing it, creating multiple uniforms as it became my daily wear. Mistress would tell me if anything needed change.
I prompted, "Your problem, Mistress?"
She shook herself. "My parents are coming to visit. Over Thanksgiving and for a week. I don't know what to do?" she finished in a questioning pitch.
"Mistress..." I began, wondering if I should even ask. It was none of my business, but, "Why have they not been here in the three years that I have?"
She blew out a breath in exasperation. "They've never been here, ever. I mean, I talk to them on the phone at least once a week, but... I always managed to convince them not to come here. This time Mom didn't take no for an answer."
I tilted my head. "Is there a problem I should be aware of?"
"Nooo-kinda-yeah? I mean, I love my parents, right? But they're normal. When I'm around them, I feel even more out of place and... wrong... More than I usually do. Like, they remind me of how I was supposed to be, instead of how I am. I don't... they're going to come here, and I don't know how to even have guests!"
I waited, but it seemed like she was done. "Mistress, you are successful. You have clothing that fits you perfectly, have lost much weight, and when you allow me to apply your makeup and style your hair, your beauty shines through. Show off to some of the only people you allow yourself to interact with," I implored her.
Mistress Ellen had hated the diet and exercise regimen I crafted for her, at first. I wrangled a promise to try for two months, and if she saw no results, the matter would be closed.
After two weeks, she had seen the difference in her measurements, and became a devoted participant. While she would never be thin, she looked and felt much better than she ever had. We had to reprint her mannequins twice for me to make clothes that would fit her slimmer body.
"More to the point, Mistress, you have me to lean on. You must simply decide which bedroom to have me prepare for them, and inform me of any preferences they have in food and drink. I can do much to help you with this."
Mistress Ellen gave herself a chagrined smile. "I'm blowing this out of proportion, aren't I?"
"Perhaps," I told her gently. "Or perhaps you still see yourself as their inexperienced child, when in reality you are now a powerful, grown woman. I will help you, Mistress. Not to worry."
She chuckled and leaned back, relieved. "I seriously don't pay you enough." Looking me up and down she began to rub her palm over her crotch. "I think I want to fuck you, Holly."
I swung my hips as I walked to her, making the petticoats and skirt swing high. She scooted her chair back in anticipation. I purred, "I am always available for my Mistress's pleasure. What is it you desire?"
Briefly lifting her glorious bottom from her office chair, she yanked her yoga pants and panties down to her knees. From there, I carefully removed them from her entirely, quickly separating and folding them, then setting them aside.
"I want you in my lap, Holly," she leered, stroking her rapidly hardening erection and gazing at my cleavage wantonly.
I wore no panties beneath my petticoats and carried a small tube of anal lube with me at all times, should my Mistress desire just this. I put much effort into trying to prepare for any of her wants.
Pulling the tube from one of the tiny pockets in my tiny apron, I greased her turgid member thoroughly, wiped my hand clean with a small cloth from the other pocket in my apron, and presented my backside to my Mistress, framed by a multitude of petticoats.
She wasted no time in clutching my waist and heaving me upward, then down onto her lap. She moved me around, finding my hole, then sank me down to penetrate me.
I groaned in pleasure at the intrusion. Pulling my tits out of the uniform top to hang over, I pinched my nipples and tugged as Mistress Ellen began to lift and drop me with the grip she still had around my waist.
My maid uniform not only had a built-in bra, but a built-in corset. My Mistress was able to get her large hands nearly all the way around the circumference of my compressed waist as she used me for her enjoyment.
Closing my eyes, I reveled in the feeling of her thick cock traveling my tunnel, the jiggle of my ass and the lewd smacking sound when I was dropped down, and the pleasured grunts of my Mistress as she indulged herself in me.
Pressing me downward onto her as much as she could, Mistress Ellen grunted louder than before with every spurt of her cum into my bowels. The feeling of my Mistress's thick cock stretching my asshole just a sliver wider with every pulse was euphoria.
A moment of rest where Mistress ran her hands covetously over my arms and back and where I still sat on her lap impaled on her dick, and then she was lifting me to begin anew.
******
I stood patiently at the airport, holding a sign that said 'Deveroux'. In my professional business suit and skirt and heels, I'd already had to chase away two horny guys claiming to be 'Dever-ucks'. As though my Mistress had not shown me pictures of her parents previously.
Spotting the older couple as they exited the deboarding section, I smiled and held my sign slightly straighter.
They approached me with expressions I could not read. I didn't expect the both of them to be shorter than myself. Irrationally, I had somehow expected them to match my Mistress's grandeur. "Mr. Deveroux, Mrs. Deveroux. Welcome. I am Holly, Miss Ellen's assistant."
"Oh, hi? I mean, Ellen told us her assistant would be picking us up, but I didn't expect..." Mrs. Deveroux trailed off.
I raised my eyebrows slightly, waiting.
She blushed slightly. "I didn't expect a woman so beautiful. Ellen's always been a little sensitive, you know."
I smiled a little. "You are very kind. Come, I have obtained a cart for your luggage, and then I shall drive you to Miss Ellen's home."
Once we were underway, with both of Mistress's parents in the backseat, her father finally spoke. "A Subaru, huh? You know, we have one of these back home."
I glanced at him through the rearview mirror. "Miss Ellen has purchased this vehicle for your use during your visit. It was felt that a familiar vehicle would be best. Should you desire use of it at anytime, you need only inform me, and I shall bring it around to the front of the home for you. Should you rather be chauffeured I will, of course, drive you anywhere you wish to go."
Her mother choked. "Ellen just... bought a car for us? Even though we are only going to be here for a few days?"
The side of my mouth curled up in a half-grin. "Miss Ellen is very successful, and has not filled even half of the space she has for vehicles. I do not believe it was a strain on her finances."
They were silent, absorbing a reality that they were apparently not privy to. I wondered just how little they actually knew about their daughter.
"So... what exactly is it you do for my Ellen?" her mother asked.
"I do any and everything Miss Ellen requires of me. This week, that has expanded to seeing to your accommodations and comfort. Should you desire anything at all, you have only to ask, and I will provide."
As we approached the manor, first my Mistress's father, then her mother leaned forward between the seats to stare at the impressive home. "Ellen doesn't live here, does she?"
"This is Miss Ellen's home," I confirmed. Giving her mother a small smile, agreeing with the sentiment, I added, "Be it ever so humble." I felt much the same way when I first saw the massive, sprawling mansion.
Pulling around the circular driveway, I opened the rear door for Mrs. Deveroux to exit. "Um, our luggage?"
"I shall unpack it for you in your bedroom, Mrs. Deveroux. Do not worry yourself, this is part of my position."
"Oh, um... alright, I guess. Let's go see Ellen then?" The poor woman seemed lost.
"Very good. Follow me, if you please, and I shall announce you."
I led the pair up the steps, clicking my earpiece. "Miss Ellen? I have arrived with your parents."
Mistress had not wanted our true dynamic revealed to her parents. For the length of their stay, I was to refer to her as 'Ellen'. I successfully argued for 'Miss Ellen'. I was to wear more concealing outfits, and any relief my Mistress desired was to be handled with the utmost discretion.
In the entryway, my Mistress stood to her impressive height from the couch where she had waited. I looked her over carefully, satisfied she had not smeared her makeup nor had she wrinkled her pantsuit. I had spent quite some time preparing my Mistress for her first impression before leaving to retrieve her parents, and I was gratified to see that she had taken care to not ruin the effort.
Her makeup was perfect, her chin-length blonde hair still styled correctly. The beige pantsuit had nary a wrinkle. "Mom, Dad, hi."
"Oh, Ellen!" Mrs. Deveroux exclaimed, and rushed to hug her. "Look at you!"
I stepped off to the side and waited as they had their reunion. I would see to everyone's comfort before tending to the luggage.
"You look incredible, Ellen! You're so thin!"
Mistress blushed and looked at me briefly. "Holly convinced me to try a new diet and exercise."
"Is that why you have such nice clothes? You can buy stuff that fits now?"
"Uh, no. Holly makes my clothes," Mistress admitted.
Mrs. Deveroux turned to look at me speculatively. "And is Holly also responsible for you finally wearing makeup?"
Mistress blushed darker. "Um, yeah? She has a cosmetology license. She cuts and colors my hair for me too."
"I hope you're paying her enough, Ellen. That's a lot for just one person."



Mistress grinned, "Oh, that's just the tip of the Holly-iceberg."
I closed my eyes briefly and begged silently. Please, Mistress. Please don't.
Praise from my Mistress made my body energize. Already I was straining to keep my breathing normal and my voice silent. My cock throbbed where I had tucked it in the crack of my bum for concealment.
"Holly makes my shoes, too. She does all the cleaning here, and you should taste her cooking! She speaks seven languages, and can do mani-pedis and massages and... Oh! I have got to show you the computer desk and chair she made me a couple of years ago for my birthday."
I cleared my throat. "If you have no further need of me at the moment, Miss Ellen, I have duties I must attend to." I had to leave. That very second.
"Oh, uh, sure? I'll call if I need anything, okay?"
"Very good, Miss Ellen." I stiffly walked out of the room, my cock throbbing on the verge of orgasm where it was wedged. If I throbbed any harder, it was going to start moving my bum around by itself.
Simple praise made me light up, but Mistress was effusive just then. She had bragged of my worth to her. Then I heard the last bit of conversation travel down the hall to me.
"She can do all of that? How did you ever find her?"
"I know, right? Just between us, I don't think I could make it without her anymore."
I braced myself with one hand against the hallway wall and whimpered as my dick began the rapid pulsing of my orgasm, relieving the pressure I'd been struggling to hold back. Still curled back in my bum, my cock spat shot after shot between my cheeks, the flesh barely able to keep containment.
I took a cleansing breath and glanced behind me, making sure none had seen that. Satisfied no one had witnessed my orgasm, I carefully walked to the servant's apartments to change into clean clothes, feeling every milliliter of semen back there as my cheeks rubbed against each other with my gait. I ruined those panties.
******
I ran the strainer around the pool, cleaning the errant leaves and debris from it that such things accumulate constantly.
Mistress Ellen had expressed a liking for tan lines on me, so as I worked outside I wore only a small black bikini, with just enough fabric on my bum to keep my cock from falling out of there.
"H-Holly?" a deep voice stuttered from behind me, and I turned to see a half-awake Mr. Deveroux.
"Mr. Deveroux," I greeted. "Good morning. Did you sleep well?"
He couldn't seem to tear his gaze from my breasts, but I couldn't hold that against him. I had a very large bust, though by comparison to Mistress Ellen I had nearly nothing.
"Uh, yeah. Like a rock. Look, I'm sorry to bother you, but I can't find the coffee maker."
I pulled the strainer from the pool and set it aside. "I shall make you coffee, Sir. Forgive me, Miss Ellen sleeps in a bit and I did not realize that you would wake early. Would you care for breakfast as well?"
He followed me back into the manor, and I grabbed the simple smock hanging just inside the exit to the pool to wear over my bathing suit.
"No, I think I'd better wait for Miri and Ellen for breakfast. But I never could wake up without coffee, you know?"
I nodded. "If you wish. I can also make you whatever you'd like to eat, and then do the same for your wife and Miss Ellen when they wake later on."
"You wouldn't mind? Making breakfast twice, I mean?" he asked.
I smiled at him gently. "I am at your service, Mr. Deveroux. It is no trouble at all. What would you like to eat?"
"Steak and eggs," he chuckled, as though that was absurd for some reason.
"How do you prefer them prepared?"
"No, Holly, I was just kidding. Whatever you have is fine."
I gave Mistress's father a conspiratorial grin. "What I have is steak and eggs. Medium well on the steak and over-easy for the eggs? Or do you prefer it made otherwise?"
He blinked at me. "Medium rare? And, uh, sunny-side up?"
I nodded. "Very good. Come, and I will begin with your coffee."
******
"Holly? Mom wants a massage."
I set the iron off to the side and clicked my earpiece. "Very well. From where shall I retrieve your mother?"
"We're in the entryway."
"I will be with you shortly."
Clicking my earpiece again to terminate the link, I shut the iron off and set it away from any other fabric in the laundry room.
I walked out to the entryway, my heels clicking on the tile, to see Mistress settled back in her couch, and her parents in the other, smaller couch she had for those such as myself who were not as divine as she.
"Mrs. Deveroux? If you would follow me?"
She flustered, "Oh, you don't have to trouble yourself Holly. It's just a little stiffness, I'll be okay."
I looked at Mistress Ellen with a raised eyebrow, wanting direction.
Mistress rolled her eyes. "Just go, Mom. Holly will make you feel better. She doesn't mind at all. Do you, Holly?"
"Of course not. Please, Mrs. Deveroux. This way?" I gestured.
The embarrassed older woman got to her feet and walked toward me, shooting looks behind her at her husband and daughter. "Come, let me help you," I told her gently and led her to the massage room.
Mistress Ellen's massage table was unsuitable for any but her, but I had a smaller, commercial folding table delivered should either of Mistress's parents wish to avail themselves of the room. That foresight was just seen as valid.
I started the oil warming, and turned on the stereo. "If you would care to disrobe, we can begin."
"Oh, um... in front of you? I don't know, I, uh-"
"I can turn around if it embarrasses you. There are towels just here," I gestured at the shelf. "When you are ready, you only need let me know and we shall begin."
She blew out a frustrated breath. "I'm sorry, Holly. I'm being silly. We're both girls, right? I don't know why this is so hard for me."
"I pride myself on being accommodating, Mrs. Deveroux. There is no shame in being shy with undressing in front of a stranger. I will turn, and I take no offense."
I turned, and after a moment began to hear the rustle of clothing. "You can call me Miriam, you know. You've been so good for Ellen, you are basically family at this point."
"You are too kind, Ms. Miriam."
"I guess I'll settle for that. Ellen did say you're awfully formal. So, um, I think I'm ready? What do I do?"
I turned back around, and Miriam was standing nervously, clutching the knot of the towel above her breasts. "Please lie down, and unknot your towel."
I moved to the pile of her clothing, and with practiced movements quickly folded it all and stowed it on the shelf.
Slipping the oil pump from the warmer, I placed it into the pocket of the smock and stepped to the smaller table. "You had mentioned you felt a stiffness?" I queried.
"Um, yeah. I mean yes. Mostly my back and legs, but it's kind of everywhere too," she answered me nervously from the face cushion.
"Very good, Ms. Miriam. I will begin with your back. You only need to relax."
Carefully folding the towel down so her large bum was still covered, I oiled my hands and began to rub. She was stiff at first, but as time passed she gradually loosened up. "Oh, you do have magic hands. Do you do this for Ellen often?"
I debated on how much to share. Speaking of my Mistress's business sat wrong with me. "I give Miss Ellen massages whenever she desires them. Her work requires her to stoop over a desk, and it is hard on her back. I am happy to smooth the ache away for her."
"You do so much for her... and she sings your praises. She's not taking advantage of you or anything, is she? I don't know what someone with all of your talents costs to hire, but it can't be cheap. She pays you enough?"
Having worked her back loose, I began to work on shoulders and arms. "My pay is more than adequate. Miss Ellen insists on paying me far more than I am worth, don't trouble yourself over that."
Miriam groaned in pleasure as I kept working at her. "Mmm. She did mention that she has had to force raises on you."
"She has," I admitted. "My wages are a kingly sum, by nearly anyone's reckoning. I need no further monetary incentive, but there are times when Miss Ellen is intractable about it."
I moved to her legs, and when I got up to her knees, the moaning became sexual in nature, and the familiar sight of a Deveroux woman humping a massage table met my eyes.
While I was working on her thigh, just under her bottom, she abruptly froze and began to shudder. As with my Mistress, I did not pause, but kept working.
"Oh," Miriam exclaimed softy. "I am so embarrassed, and so sorry, Holly."
"You need not feel any shame, Ms. Miriam. None will ever know, on my word. Feel free to relax as you will," I told her back just as softly.
She started to giggle. "That was the best orgasm I've had in years," she confessed to me in a hushed, naughty tone.
"Then should you have another, I insist that you embrace it. You mustn't feel ashamed, Ms. Miriam," I whispered to her.
I raised the towel from her bottom, efficiently folding it and setting it aside. Miriam Deveroux had a large butt for her frame, and I had to dig deep through that cushion to get to the muscle beneath.
By the time Ms. Miriam had her front entirely massaged, she was so relaxed that I had to help her to her bath. Three orgasms coupled with an entire-body rubdown will do that to an upper-middle aged woman.
******
Carefully balancing the mug of coffee on the small tray, I eased Mistress's bedroom door open and entered.
I had spilled her morning coffee exactly once. The stain was torturous to get out, and I beat myself up over that blunder for many days afterward. I began to use a tray after that.
Setting the tray on her nightstand, I leaned over to gently stroke her face. "Mistress," I called softly, "It is eight a.m. Time for you to awaken."
Her eyes cracked open, and she smiled sleepily at me, before languidly reaching up and easily pulling me against her majestic self, cuddling me into her.
It was something occurring more often lately. Regardless of the reason, should my Mistress wish to cuddle, then I would happily cuddle.
"Mmm. G'mornin, Holly." She mumbled.
"Good Morning, Mistress. Did you sleep well?"
"Kinda. Was up a little late, fuckin' dick wouldn't go down. I can't wait 'til my parents are gone, and I can get you to help with that again," she complained.
"You should have summoned me, my Mistress," I chided her. "I would have been happy to provide you relief."
Mistress blindly tugged the sheets down below her magnificent bust, and pulled my head onto her nipple. "No, I don't want to be sneaking around like that. I can make it two more days."
My mouth was busy drinking down her milk production from the night, otherwise I'd have chided her more. It was silly for her to be in discomfort when I was available to her at all times.
Instead, I simply enjoyed being in her embrace and the taste of her milk. When I had emptied that breast, Mistress scooted up the bed, leaning against her headboard, and grasped her coffee. At a single gesture from her, I laid myself across her lap. My head cushioned in the crook of her arm, I began the task of emptying her other breast.
Mistress Ellen took another sip, set her mug down, and explored my body with her now free hand. I loved it when Mistress treated me as though she owned me, when she embraced the fact that she needed no permission from me for anything.
She popped the buttons on my smock, reaching in and grasping my tit where only the small bikini was between us. I whimpered against her divine breast as she fondled me.
"Maybe I am still a little wound up. I might need you this morning, Holly."
I made an agreeable noise, all I could do. Halting my suckling to speak wouldn't stop her flow, and I didn't want to make a mess. Not while I was under orders to be discreet.
Eventually, that breast was dry, and I eased myself upright, my stomach very, very full. "What is it you desire, my Mistress? How may I serve?"
"I want to pin you down and take you," she shrugged guiltily.
"Does my Mistress wish for me to struggle?" I asked, accepting her desire as my own.
"Uh... you know what? That'd be kind of hot. Just be quiet, okay? We can try again with screaming when we have the house to ourselves."
I eased myself from her lap, and dropped my smock to the floor, before removing my bikini. I greased my anus up as well as I could, and turned my back to my Mistress. "At your pleasure, Mistress," I prompted her.
Her large, powerful arm wrapped around me and heaved me from the floor, tossing me across her bed. Before I even had my bearings, she was on me.
Easily grasping my wrists in her hands, Mistress pulled them over my head as I yanked and struggled, but even using all of my strength, I was easily overpowered. Mistress transferred her grip on my wrists until she had both of my little wrists trapped in her giant fist, and her now free hand covered my mouth.
"Don't make a fucking sound, Bitch," she warned me dangerously, and my eyes widened despite knowing it was all a game.
One leg at a time, she forcefully bent them and moved them up over the curve of her wide hips, spreading me open and pinning my thighs nearly to my chest. I kicked my legs out and tried to turn my body, but she had me pretty much immobile. "Please," I begged quietly.
"Gonna fucking breed you, Bitch. Get all of this fucking cum up in you good," she leered. She lined up her cock to my hole, and began to stuff her thickness right up me.
I whimpered as she penetrated me, unstoppably shoving more and more of her cock into me. Mistress's weight loss had bared more of her hidden length, she was even longer than before now.
The fucking Mistress bestowed on me was harsh, and nearly violent in intensity. She used me roughly, slamming against my bent bum with all of her strength, backed by the weight in her still-large and glorious ass.
I forgot to struggle. Mistress taking me roughly, using me for her pleasure... it was paradise. Her free hand clutched at my breasts and thighs whenever she felt like it, groping me sure in the fact that I could not stop her, even had I wanted to.
I came long before she did. Bent in half, with my tits pressed together, my cum went nowhere Mistress could notice. It splattered on the underside of my tits, and stayed there. She was moving her cock in and out of me fast enough that she didn't notice the pulsing clench of my speared asshole.
After a time, Mistress finally pressed very deep into me and held, shooting the gift of her essence into me. She stayed like that for the longest time afterward, just resting with her hard, hard dick as deep inside of me as she could get it, holding my hands above my head in a single one of hers, and breathing heavily.
"You okay, Holly?" she eventually whispered to me from so high up above.
"Mistress has given me a wonderful gift this morning," I whispered back.
"That wasn't too much?" she worried.
I shook my head and smiled, "My Mistress can hold me down and breed me anytime she likes."
She grinned ruefully and released my arms, carefully sliding her cock out of my depths. "I should know by now, shouldn't I?"
I eased my legs down, a little tight from being bent like that for so long. "You should, Mistress. Perhaps you'd like to drink more of your coffee before it gets colder?"
Mistress Ellen settled back down to the bed, taking a deep sip of her tepid coffee and grimacing.
"Mistress?" I asked in a small voice. I didn't know how this idea was going to go over.
"Holly?" she asked me, concerned.
"Mistress... have you ever considered taking on another servant?"
"What!? No! Why... I have you, Holly. I don't need anyone else. Why would you ask that?"
I debated with myself, but decided to see it through. "Many reasons, Mistress. Another person helping here, perhaps with the cleaning and laundry, and I would have more time in my day to arrange surprises. Also, my Mistress may like to have variety in her relief. There are many like me out there, Mistress Ellen. Ones who would pledge devotion, who would welcome the servitude. Ones who would give much to be shaped by you as I have."
Mistress scoffed, and took another sip of her coffee, not even tasting it. "You don't really think that, do you? I mean, even if you're right, there's a whole bunch of problems there. I can afford to pay you, but paying another what I pay you might be stretching things. Even then, how would you even find this person?"
"I will search, Mistress. For the right person, you would only pay a pittance. Perhaps nothing at all. You need not pay me anything any longer, regardless. I have enough. Tell me you would not desire a small Japanese man in your bed," I taunted.
"How do you... how do you even know about that?" she asked embarrassedly.
"At times, when I give you relief at your desk, you play videos. While I cannot see them, Japanese is a language I speak. A small Asian man being dominated by a large woman is a reoccurring theme in your entertainment, Mistress."
"And you'd be okay with that," she disbelieved. "Another guy here, and me playing with him? Be real, Holly. No one is that selfless."
I shook my head. All this time and she still didn't get it. "Mistress, my devotion to you is without restraint, without condition. My only desire is that you be happy, and pleased. Given the chance, I would obtain for you an entire harem of servants, in a rainbow of colors, that you may indulge yourself in whatever you desire at any moment. Besides," I added slyly, "this other servant would not stay a 'guy' for very long."
She looked at me consideringly for a very long time, thinking it over. "You really would be okay with it, wouldn't you," she commented.
I smiled slowly. "Create me a sister, my Mistress."
Mistress blew out a breath in surrender. "Fine. You can look. But if you find someone, you need to run it by me before anything, okay? I want to do some computer magic to make absolutely sure that this person really wants this."
"I shall begin my search once I no longer must see to your parent's comfort."
Mistress rolled her eyes. "If you see to their comfort any better they're never going to leave, Holly."
******
Parking my range rover at the servant's entrance of Mistress Ellen's home, I looked over at my scared passenger. "Are you well, Michael?"
The five-foot-nothing, skinny Japanese-American snapped his gaze to me, wide eyed. "I'm good!" he exclaimed a little loudly.
"Michael," I said gently, "if you have any doubts, at all, perhaps I should bring you back to your home. It is not too late to back out."
"W-what do you mean?"
"You may leave Mistress Ellen's service at any time, Michael. None are forced to stay. But once you have met her, stood in her presence, sampled her majesty, you will find that you won't want to. Once I announce you to her, that may be it. If you are not one-hundred percent committed, then I cannot in good conscience take that choice from you."
Michael looked away from me to stare at the darkened manor. "I do want this... more than anything. But what if she doesn't want me?"
"Mistress knows of you, Michael. You have been judged, and not only have you been found acceptable, you have been found desirable. All you need do is come inside with me. I shall be by your side through it all, for we are to be in service to Mistress Ellen together."
Mustering the bravest grin he could, Michael exited the vehicle first. I followed, and led him inside.
"Remove your clothing, Michael," I told him as I began to unbutton my blouse.
"What?"
I sighed and gave him a stare. "Mistress Ellen is a mortal goddess, but she is still mortal. She is very tall, and very powerful, but in some respects she is frail. For this first meeting, you must be more vulnerable than she. We shall both be nude, you and I. Do not insult her, Michael. Be respectful, and effusive. Should you hurt her feelings, I will not hesitate to throw you out bodily. Should you hurt her feelings badly enough, I may not be able to stop myself from doing you harm. Do you understand?"



He scoffed, "Insult the woman who's going to make all of my dreams come true? Not likely." With more courage, he began to undress himself.
"One day, Michael, we will be sisters. I look forward to that day. Fold your clothing. Do not make a mess of Mistress's home."
He scrambled to pick up the few articles he'd carelessly dropped to fold them correctly and shelve them.
Once we were both undressed, I looked over at him, and he had his hands over his groin, blushing and trying very hard to not stare at me. "I'm sorry," he whispered.
I gave him a comforting grin, grasped his hand and began to pull him along after me. "I'm flattered, Michael. Compared to Mistress, I am as nothing. You do me a great compliment."
Stopping just outside of the room I'd prepared, I turned to my companion. "Remember, Michael. Mistress is always the most important person in the room. Your attention must be on her. Are you ready?"
Michael nodded, unable to speak at the moment. I opened the door, and led him inside.
I had constructed a chair to greet her new servant that would fit my Mistress's regality, Mistress laughingly referred to it as her 'Throne'. That description was not far from accurate.
Dark wood with deep red cushioning. Very high-backed, cushioned armrests. Perched on the throne was Mistress, adorned in a purple silk dress reminiscent of Ancient Rome. I had curled her hair into loose, bouncy curls, and her makeup was immaculate.
Michael had forgotten how to breathe at his first glance of her.
Mistress grinned and rose, gliding down to meet him far more smoothly than one as large as she should have been able to.
"Michael," she smiled down at him, "I am so happy to meet you." Scooping up his little body and holding him close, she walked back over to her chair and sat, laying him down in her lap and talking softly to him.
I could not hear what was said from my position by the door, but after a time Mistress moved the side of her dress inward, baring her immense breast, and coaxed Michael to drink from her.
I smiled broadly at the sight. Michael would be a welcome addition to my Mistress's household, and would bring not only skills I did not possess to Mistress, but would give her another person to interact with.
In perhaps six months, when Michael was well along the way in his transformation, I would bring up taking on yet another servant. If my Mistress would not bring herself to go into the world, I would bring some of the world to my Mistress.
Already I had vague plans to remodel some of the unused rooms into a strip club and movie theatre. Michael's skill in electrical work will be very welcome in completing those projects. Teaching him to strip once he had enough curves of his own would not be so difficult.
Yes, Mistress would be as happy and content as I could accomplish.
Nothing mattered more.
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I idly ran my fingers through the hair on Sparky's head between her ears as I stared at the aptly named Mount Moon in the distance.
Even just a few minutes walk east of Pewter, I could clearly see the dome-shaped small mountain in the distance, pitted with craters and holes from the Pokemon within having bored portions of its exterior away. It really did resemble the moon.
"C'mon, Sparky. We're burning daylight."
"Pi," she agreed excitedly, and we were off. There were no feral Pokemon on the route to the Mountain, but there were a lot of Tamers milling about, mostly ones who seemed like they hadn't defeated Brock yet.
There was more than one who had nothing but Bug-types, and a couple with nothing but Flying-types. All challenged me to battles, hoping to get their monsters strong enough to continue on. Sparky didn't help any of them out at all, soundly defeating them one after another.
When she hit level eleven, Sparky developed a move called Quick Attack, and finally had something else to attack with besides her Thundershock.
The surprise was the Tamer who sent out an Ekans. A bald, purple snake-girl with unblinking yellow eyes split by a thin vertical iris, she also had a very large mouth filled with small fangs that she could unhinge to make a frankly terrifying hiss. She had a small pair of purple tits with shockingly yellow nipples and three fingered hands on thin arms, but below the hips were no legs at all. Instead, she had a long, muscular tail with a yellow rattle on the tip and a band of yellow around her thin waist.
As terrifying as the Ekans was, Sparky really was that much stronger than her, and defeated her easily, but suffered a poisoning in the process. Man, did I hate poison-types.
Eventually, after a couple of hours of battles and walking, we found ourselves on the approach to the entrance of the cave systems that permeated the mountain. Just outside of that entrance was a Pokecenter, and it pissed me off a little.
There were no wild Pokemon between here and Pewter, but there was a Center. Meanwhile, my hometown of Pallet still didn't have one. What was the sense in this?
Just because I was angry about it didn't mean I wasn't going to take advantage, so after a quick stop inside to heal Sparky up to full strength, we started to explore the caves.
Light filtered down through the many holes on the cavern ceiling, diffused and reflected off of every surface inside. Looking closer, there was some kind of crystal powder imbedded in the rocky walls and floor that spread around the light.
We hadn't taken five steps inside before a Zubat swooped down to attack. It was mostly a mouth and wings, blue and vicious. I couldn't tell the gender without getting a lot closer than I was comfortable with, but I had no interest in fielding a Zubat anyway.
"Sparky, Thundershock!"
Sparky fell to her hands and channeled her electricity through her tail, taking down the flyer in one, super-effective strike.
I quickly dropped my Black Ball onto its unconscious body, and we continued on.
The bat-like Zubats were everywhere. Four more fights and I ran across my first Geodude.
I was actually looking for a Geodame to capture, and then Tame. My Pokedex rated the ground/rock Pokemon as high A-class, though I didn't see why just yet. Bubbles crushed them easily.
Switching my Pokegirls, I let Bubbles out, and she focused immediately on the wild Pokeboy.
"Bubbles, Water Gun!"
My Squirtle's cheeks bulged alarmingly, before she spat a stream of water at high pressure directly into the face of her opponent. The Geodude rolled backward as his heath bar dropped all the way down, and I Black-Balled him. It was when my Pokedex chimed triumphantly and I turned around that I got a big surprise.
Small, flickering lights were radiating from deep within Bubbles's blue skin, like powerful, moving flashlights shining up from under water. She looked at her hands in wonder, and asked, "Squirtle?" in a worried tone.
I stood frozen as she doubled over, and the flickering of light became more intense. Her form began to pulse bigger, growing in size with every heartbeat. Something like ears sprouted from her head, blue-white and shaped similar to a breaking ocean wave frozen in time. A tail grew from the very top of her bubbly ass cheeks and just below the lip of her shell, flared out and curled at the ends, looking very much like her new ears.
The lightshow tapered off, and Bubbles stood up straight, blinking heavily. In her upright position, I could see that her short black hair had grown down to her shoulders, keeping the wave in her bangs. She'd also obtained six dull yellow armored plates on her torso. She had a pair on the bottom just over her pussy, another pair over her slightly bulging abdomen, and a final, curved pair covering half of her much bigger tits and holding them up and together. Her cleavage was awe-inspiring.
She looked at me. "Wartortle?"
I glanced at my Pokedex for confirmation of my guess. "You evolved, Bubbles. Congratulations?"
She stepped up close to me, having to look down at me from her now six-foot height. She'd grown two feet taller, and proportionally was even more voluptuous than before. I reached out, traced a finger down her deep cleavage, and sighed, "I'm going to miss your boobs, Bubbles."
She looked down in consternation, then focused. The plates protecting and supporting her breasts simply melted away, absorbing into her skin. Once freed, her staggeringly impressive breasts dropped down and forward with a liquid bounce, large purple nipples at their peaks. "War!" she triumphed.
I buried my head in-between them, and held the heavy, giant blue teardrops against my face. "Oh thank God," I muttered into her cleavage. Bubbles's tits were one of the best things in my life at the moment. I really didn't want them to be locked away forever.
After moment... or five, I figured we'd better get back to it. Stepping back out of her glorious mammaries I ordered, "Okay, armor back up, Bubbles. We've got more exploring to do."
"Toooortle," she begged.
"Tonight," I promised. "Believe it, there's no way I'm passing up the chance to play with the new you. But we've got a job to do right now, right?"
Once she'd regenerated her breast armor, we explored the top level of the cavern, finding multiple holes down to sub-levels with makeshift ladders attached to the sides. Bubbles handled the Geodudes, and Sparky handled the Zubats.
I had a pretty good mental map of the level, and the girls were getting tired, so I figured it was time to call it a day and head back to the entrance, and then the Center just outside. We were almost back out when the Pokegirl I'd been looking for rolled into my path.
Upright, pointed ridges on her forehead similar to a Tiara marked her as a Geodame. "Bubbles, Tackle!"
The Wartortle slammed into the stone head with arms, and barely hurt her. I winced, no wonder they were considered high A-class. One water attack from Bubbles would definitely knock her out, but it might also kill her. Then she'd be useless for anything but the Black Ball. No, we were going to have to shave her health down a sliver at a time with tackles. I wasn't going to risk not capturing her, the female was too rare of a find.
In her evolved form, Bubbles could take a hit even better than before, and she was fully twice the Geodame's level. I kept commanding Bubbles to tackle, and the much weaker rock Pokegirl would tackle her back for even less damage.
When the feral's health bar was far down into the red, I pulled an empty ball from my pack and triggered the multi-button, tossing it at the slow-moving monster-girl.
The Geodame was digitized into pure energy, sucking up into the open ball before it fell to the dirt floor and rocked. It wobbled madly, containing the storm of wild energy trying desperately to overpower the device, before settling down with a soft chime, the black band of the ball pulsing softly with a white light.
Bubbles grinned exhaustedly at me. "Tortle."
"Yeah you did! Well done, Bubbles," I praised her. "She's going to be a great addition to the team."
******
I stared at the restrained Geodame in exasperation, and more than a little frustration. Her arms were pinned out to the sides, and the restraints held her head firmly immobile, with a secondary set holding her mouth open.
The problem was that she was just a head with arms. She didn't have a pussy to Tame with!
I grabbed my Pokedex and started looking through the available information. "Oh you've got to be kidding me..."
I wasn't sticking my dick into a feral Pokegirl's mouth. No matter how trustworthy the taming beds were, or how specialized the restraint system would and could be for each and every breed of Pokemon. I wasn't doing it.
Still, I wanted her on my team. She was no good against water or plant types, but against normal attacks she was so strong, and absolutely immune to electric. Who knew what other possible strengths she'd have that I just didn't know about?
There was a third option, but I was going to need some help. Grabbing both of my other Pokeballs, I released Bubbles and Sparky.
Sparky took one look at Bubbles's new form, and her ears dropped back while her eyes shined. "Piiiika," she said in awe, staring at the gigantic breasts right at her face height.
Bubbles raised an eye ridge, and her breast armor melted away, releasing the massive flesh balloons to drop down. The purple nipples flicked up and down as her mighty boobs settled into rest.
I got their attention before we all got distracted. "Hey, I need your help, girls."
They both looked at me, and I gestured helplessly at the restrained Geodame. "I need to cum in her mouth. Help me out?" I pleaded.
Sparky and Bubbles looked at each other for a moment, before holding out their hands and doing the Pokegirl version of Roshambo. The gestures were obscene, and not only did I not understand the game, I was pretty sure that I didn't ever want to.
They went three rounds before Sparky's entire being dropped, slouching with her long and wide ears flopping down, tail sagging to the floor. Bubbles turned to me victoriously, and hefted one of her giant blue tits up, presenting the hard purple nipple at its peak to me.
I needed absolutely no further invitation. Dipping my head slightly, I sucked that nipple into my mouth, grasping her vast breast with both of my hands.
It was sexy, and fun, and was just what I needed. My dick pulsed up to hardness. Bubbles ran her stubby fingers through my hair as I suckled at her teat, rumbling in pleasure. "War," she beckoned Sparky.
I felt Sparky's greedy little mouth inhale my member to the root, the soft fur on her face gently tickling my skin. I sank one hand deep into the liquid flesh of Bubbles's other breast and squeezed her hard. Bubbles clearly approved, and rumbled louder.
I stood there, receiving an excellent, energetic blowjob while also licking and sucking on two big blue tits that were each as big as the Pokegirl restrained to the bed. Larger, even, than my own head. To think I was ever reluctant to be a Tamer!
I could feel myself getting close, the pressure beginning to build. I backed away a step from both of my girls. "Bend over, Bubbles. I need some lube." She had won their little game, hadn't she?
My Wartortle spun around with haste, dropping her torso forward so quickly in her excitement that all of her watery blue flesh wobbled in wild motion.
I stepped behind her, and she raised her blue-white tail for me without prompting. Using my thumbs to spread the vast ass flesh, I slotted into her so-very-wet pussy.
Thrusting into her to build up some lubrication, I held out until the very last second before pulling out, enjoying it too much.
I yanked my cock out of her gripping tunnel and scrambled up onto the taming bed, stroking furiously. I aimed my tip right into the Geodame's open mouth, and came like a Water Gun.
I didn't quite get all of my cum into her mouth, somehow I managed to also cum all over her face in long streaks. I watched as she reflexively swallowed my cum, and the white streaks on her face vanished as she absorbed them.
The Geodame's eyes rolled back into her head and she groaned with a sound like gravel grinding against itself as she came herself.
Panting, I waited for some sign that the Taming took root. She focused on me, and through her mouth restraints kind of said; "Dame."
I blew out a breath I didn't realize I was holding. "Yeah, you're welcome. I think I'm going to call you... Pebbles. You okay with that?"
"Geo," she agreed. "Geodame?"
"Oh, right. Sorry. One sec..." I stumbled over to the headboard and hit the correct button, putting Pebbles back into her ball and causing the restraints to swivel back to their resting positions underneath the bed.
Removing my third Pokegirl's ball from the headboard, I turned to my other two and stopped. Poor Bubbles had both of her hands between her legs, furiously rubbing her leaking cunt in search of an orgasm that wouldn't come. Sparky wasn't in much better shape.
What I had just done to my Wartortle and Pikachu was cruel, but I hadn't realized it at the time. I got both of them revved up, but without my cum, neither could get off. I had to fix that, Pebbles could wait.
I looked at Sparky consideringly, her yellow furred form slumped to the floor in near tears, then at Bubbles, still bent over the bed with both hands in her crotch. I came up with an idea.
I bodily lifted Sparky from the floor, her light frame easy for me to heft, and slung her over Bubbles's shell. The sight of my Pikachu's tight yellow ass directly above my Wartortle's plump blue one really helped me get hard again.
A little stroking, and a little help from my nanite reinforcement, and I was ready to help them out. "Move your hands, Bubbles," I directed her.
Her hands immediately left her pussy to brace herself on the bed, and she lifted her tail in anticipation. "War... Wartortle?" she asked in a wondering tone.
"Yes, really. You didn't think I would leave you like this, did you?" Without waiting for a reply, I slotted myself all the way to the hilt in her incredibly slick cavern, pressing against her ass deep enough that the water-balloon like cheeks deformed around my hips.
Pumping in and out of her, I gave her instructions. "Okay Bubbles. When I pull out, I'm going to need you to lower your tail so Sparky can get some attention too. Got it?"
"Wa-a-a-ar," she agreed, her word stuttering with every impact I gave her.
After a handful of deep, long strokes into her clenching tunnel, I abruptly pulled all of the way out. Bubbles dutifully lowered her blue-white tail, and I raised up a bit to slot myself into the patiently waiting Sparky.
Her tail stood up as straight as it could, and she mewled in pleasure. Grasping her tail at the base with one hand and her narrow hip with the other, I pounded her hard enough that it sent the Wartortle she laid upon into jiggling motion.
Back and forth I went between them, trying to give them both equal amounts of my dick. I was getting really tired by the time the familiar pressure in my groin began to build. Walking around Mt. Moon all day and then doing the up and down squats between my girls was taking its toll.
I buried myself against Sparky's tight little yellow ass cheeks and came. I counted three spurts before I yanked back out, tightly gripping my cock around the base, and shoved it into Bubbles to finish off. Sparky began to flicker with electricity from her pussy as she orgasmed and I was worried about it hurting Bubbles, so I rolled her off of my Wartortle's shell to the bed. The Pikachu didn't even notice, absorbed in the sensation of cumming.
As soon as I'd finished cumming myself, Bubbles pressed her big blue ass back into me and growled, "Waaaar."
Her cum shot everywhere. From every direction around my dick, she sprayed mightily. It splattered up my torso, her perfectly round ass cheeks focusing some of her cum into an upward spray, and it also shot down my legs and even to the sides a bit. I barely kept on my feet through it.
I stepped backward, pulling out of her, and the Pokegirl-cum clung to both my torso and her ass in gooey ropes of somewhat watery ejaculate. "Damn, Bubbles. We might have to do your taming in a bathtub from now on," I complained.
"To-o-ortle," she happily agreed. I rolled my eyes, chiding myself. Yeah, threaten a Water-Type with bathtub sex. Might as well try and light the sun on fire, Travis.
I definitely needed a shower after that. And sleep, I was exhausted. "I'm going to take a quick shower, girls. Then we can all get some rest."
Bubbles frantically scrambled to her feet, nearly falling down again as she raced to get into the water first.
So much for that shower being quick.
******
I was on the verge of laughing from nearly the second we reentered Mt. Moon.
My Geodame didn't have legs, so the way she moved herself around was kind of hilarious. She rolled.
It wasn't the rolling that was funny, it was the way she would drift off in a curve, directly into a wall more than once. Pebbles wasn't the smartest Pokegirl in the world.
Still, it was easy to get some training done with her on that upper level. The Zubats had an absorb attack that Pebbles was naturally defensible against, so with every victory Pebbles got a little stronger.
At level eleven, three levels stronger than she was when I captured her, she developed a move called 'Rock Throw'. That hurled stone was super effective against flyers, and then she was taking the Zubats down in one hit.
I figured it was time to start exploring some of the lower levels, so we fought our way over to the ladder I'd mentally marked as the first one to try.
Milling about near the laddered hole was a mountain of a man, decked out in hiking gear. He had to be in his mid-thirties, with an enormously thick black beard.
While being drafted as a Tamer when we turned eighteen came with a mandatory two-year term of service, nothing said that you had to quit at the end of it. Many people enjoyed the job, and it was a boon for the world that those people helped keep the feral population under control well past their mandatory term.
Pacing beside him was an Onix, identical in every way to Brock's, save for the level of strength. As soon as Mountain Man saw me, and my Geodame veering back and forth as she rolled beside me, his face lit up.
"I challenge!" he exclaimed with a pointed finger. "Onix, Tackle!"
Pebbles had hardly stopped rolling when the massive Onix whipped her boulder-like body directly on top of her, causing a little damage.
Pebbles was strong against normal attacks, and was the same level as that Onix. For being a Tamer this long, the man didn't seem to know what he was doing.
I recalled Pebbles, and sent out Bubbles. Mountain Man took one look at my Wartortle and his face fell.
"#*@%," he muttered. I didn't quite catch the exact word he used, but the tone was clear.
"Bubbles, Water gun," I directed calmly.
My Wartortle's cheeks bulged even bigger than they had when she was still a Squirtle, and the high-pressure stream of water she spat knocked most of the Onix's health bar down.
The man winced as he glanced at his own Pokedex. "Tackle!" he tried again.
The rock-snake Pokegirl raised up to her impressive height, pausing for just a moment, and then she slammed her body downward, clubbing Bubbles over the head with one of her giant granite breasts.
My Pokedex warned me that Bubbles had suffered a critical hit. Even so, Bubbles was a tank. She had plenty of strength left to fight with. "Bubble attack!"



Bubbles spat a fast-moving globe of water, striking the Onix directly in the face and knocking her out. The Onix digitized into blue energy and zapped back to her ball in her Tamer's hand.
I should have thought about her name better. Naming Bubbles after one of her combat moves wasn't the brightest idea in retrospect, I was always worried that she'd misinterpret my command for her name.
The Mountain Man switched Pokeballs, and sent out a Machop.
Fighting types and Flying types were the exception to the Blood Gift rule, along with Normal types, obviously. Trying to Tame a Fire-type without the requisite blood gift would result in severe burns to the Tamer. An Ice-type would freeze your bits off. But for those who had less versatility than myself, supplementing your team with fighters and/or flyers was an option many took. A Tamer needed no inherent durability to Tame them, only the nanite reinforcement that came with badges. Gary, for instance, had picked up a Pidgey in addition to his Bulbasaur.
The Machop was a dull blue color, with short legs and long arms. She had barely anything for breasts, a husky frame, and three textured fins on the top of her head that somewhat resembled tall braids.
"Low Kick!"
The Machop darted forward, and planted her foot right up into Bubbles's pussy.
I winced in sympathy as my Wartortle hunched over in pain. I was now pissed off, and so was my Pokegirl. "Bubbles, Water Gun!"
At nearly point-blank range, Bubbles spat a high-pressure stream of water directly into the Machop's face, with more power than she ever had before. The force of it sent the other Pokegirl flying away, before hitting the ground and tumbling backward in a loose-limbed, reverse somersault. She didn't get back up, returning to her Tamer's ball.
The man clipped his ball back to his belt and gave me a sheepish look. "Uh, I'm sorry about that. Can I get an escort back out to the Pokecenter?"
I glanced at Bubbles as she was still hunched over in pain, hands in her crotch. She looked back up at me with a pain-filled wince, a dark bruise forming on her forehead from the impact with the Onix's stone breast.
I was only slightly tempted to tell him to bugger off. Even without the League rules demanding that I protect him while he was defenseless though, I wasn't going to sentence him to death over a dirty combat move. No matter how mad I was.
Besides, I was going to get Bubbles healed up anyway. She didn't need to be in that pain. I switched Bubbles back out for Pebbles. In her ball, in a state of stasis, my Wartortle wouldn't suffer any longer. "Yeah. C'mon, let's go."
******
After fighting our way out of the cavern, getting my girls healed back up, and fighting our way back in, I finally was able to get down that ladder.
The light was dimmer in the tunnel at the bottom of the ladder, the light still refracted enough to see with, but not nearly as illuminated as above.
There were no Geodudes or Zubats in that tunnel. Instead, the most horrifying Pokemon milled about as though something had herded them all into one place.
With a Bulbasaur, there was a symbiosis between the reptilian Pokemon and the plant growing from its back. The Pokemon provided water and nutrients along with mobility, and the plant provided photosynthesis and combat effectiveness. There was harmony there.
But the multitude of Paras milling about in this tunnel were a different story. The bug-type Pokemon had sentient fungi growing from their backs, completely controlling every movement and thought, a parasite in every sense of the word. The mushrooms took everything, and gave nothing.
I had a water-type, an electric-type, and a rock/ground-type. None of which stacked up against the bug/plant hybrids that clustered before me very well. This was going to hurt.
Gritting my teeth, I commanded Pebbles forward. If this turned out badly, I didn't know what I was going to do. Maybe backtrack all the way to Viridian Forest and get a bug-girl. I really, really didn't want to do that. Taming a Bug? Gross didn't begin to cover it.
Luckily for us, these Paras didn't have any plant attacks developed yet, and Pebbles could just take the hits they gave out with barely a scratch. Slowly we made our way through the tunnel, one fight at a time, filling my Black Ball up with the throng of Paras we had to fight through.
At the other end of the tunnel was another ladder down, and at the bottom of that I found a sight that I wasn't prepared for.
The Tamer's body was covered in charred burn marks, and had bits missing as something had eaten pieces from him. Around his neck was a necklace with a stylized rocket, something that hadn't been in existence for nearly three hundred years. The only reason I even recognized it, or that it stuck out in mind was because of my archeology and ancient history interests.
I struggled to remember what I was supposed to do when I came across a dead Tamer. It was glossed over in the two-week training course I had, likely so as not to scare us. Unable to remember, I grabbed my Pokedex.
"Keep your eyes open, Pebbles. I'm going to be distracted for a few minutes here."
Satisfied that my Pokegirl would protect me while I searched, I began paging through the reams of information available to me in my handheld device. Oak was right, this little gadget really was my best and most powerful tool.
I sighed as I found what I needed. It was unreasonable for the League to expect Tamers to transport the bodies of the fallen, so we were instructed to leave them where they lie. We were instead to retrieve their Pokedex and their Pokemon, and turn them into a Pokecenter. Any supplies they had were available to be taken in lieu of payment for informing the League of what had happened to them.
That last bit seemed ghoulish to me. Like grave-robbing. Still, what was a dead body going to do with a handful of empty Pokeballs?
I removed the Pokedex and the two occupied balls from the corpse's belt, stuffing them into the main part of my backpack. He had two empty balls in his pack, and I claimed them for my own.
Walking further into the main room down there, there were hardly any feral Pokemon about at all. Pebbles only had to fight two Zubats as we made our way to the raised section of flooring in the back of the room.
Slumped against the wall, in a bad state of decay, was yet another fallen Tamer. The smell was horrendous, and I fought against the urge to vomit.
Holding my breath, I removed his Pokedex from his hand, but when I went to his belt, the single Pokeball he had was unpowered and open.
It was a safety feature in every ball. If the ball ran out of power, it would release the Pokemon contained within rather than having it lose containment and shatter. This Tamer had been dead for a long, long time for the ball to run completely out of power.
The dim light of the cavern became just a little brighter, and took on a reddish hue. "Geo!" Pebbles warned me, and I turned around quickly to see a very angry, very feral Charmander, the dancing flame on the tip of her thick tail lighting up the cavern.
Level thirteen, my Pokedex rated it at. Suddenly a lot of this made sense. This Tamer had died after his Charmander was defeated down here. When she was released, the near-death Pokegirl must have somehow survived, preying on the others in this cavern and growing stronger.
All those Paras in the tunnel above had run from her, the Fire-type being everything dangerous to them. The dead man with the rocket necklace had burns all over him. But how did a Fire-type survive against all of the Geodudes and Geodames here?
"Pebbles, Rock Throw!" I commanded, and my Geodame spat a perfectly spherical stone into her hand and hurled it at the Feral.
It hit her, dropping her health a decent amount. The Charmander jumped and somersaulted in the air, coming down upon Pebbles with her foot claws gleaming an odd grey-silver.
My jaw dropped as my Pokedex showed me just how much that 'Metal Claw' attack had hurt Pebbles. I had just found my answer as to how she had been dealing with the Geodudes all over this place.
I retrieved Pebbles back into her ball, sending out Bubbles. I wanted this Pokegirl on my team. Not only was she one of the few S-class Pokemon, but she was also going to be my answer to Gary's Bulbasaur the next time he accosted me. I just had to be very careful in how I fought her.
"Bubbles, Tackle!"
Bubbles slammed her shoulder into the tiny waist of the Charmander, spiking her into the rock floor and rolling over her to a safer distance away.
The Charmander popped back up to her feet, snarling, and flicked her tail. A spurt of flame left the fire constantly burning from its tip to strike my Wartortle. It didn't hurt Bubbles very much at all, the water-type having protection against fire attacks.
Back and forth they went as we worked to get the feral's health bar down far enough to capture without chancing killing her.
When the Charmander was down far enough that another tackle from Bubbles would likely kill her, I dug in the side pocket of my backpack, retrieving an empty Pokeball. Triggering the multi-button to activate it, I threw it at the hurt and angry lizard-girl.
The wild Charmander digitized into bright blue energy, lighting up the dark cavern for a moment as she was vacuumed into the device, then the ball dropped to the floor and began to rock violently.
Without the fire from her helping to illuminate the room it seemed incredibly dark, and the flashing multi-button on the ball incredibly bright.
It rocked once, twice, then broke in half as the Charmander escaped confinement. The red and white halves of the irreparably damaged ball went flying apart from each other, and the reconstituted Pokegirl snarled and sent another ember at Bubbles.
It hurt her as little as the previous embers did, but this time she managed to give Bubbles a 'Burn' status ailment.
While the fire attack itself didn't hurt my Pokegirl all that much, the burn hurt her quite a bit. And then kept hurting her.
I threw another ball, and the Charmander broke out of that one as well. Then another.
I was starting to worry. I didn't have many empty balls left, and Bubbles's health was sinking pretty fast from the burn. Making a decision on the spot, I retrieved Bubbles and sent out Sparky.
"Sparky, Thunder Wave!"
My Pikachu shook, her yellow fur nearly vibrating as she built up a static charge, the red circles on her cheeks leaking electricity into her coat. All at once she flung her arms out, and that electricity exploded from her in an eruption of crackling air, expanding in a short-ranged, arcing wave towards the other monster-girl.
My Pokedex registered the successful application of Paralysis on the Charmander, and when she tried to flick her tail at Sparky her muscles seized on her.
I threw my second-to-last ball, and after the initial capture it began to rock just as the other failed attempts did. One rock. Two. Three.
The multi-button flared bright, and the ball settled down to rest with a chime, the black band softly pulsing white for a few moments.
I wiped the sweat from my forehead and sagged in relief. That was really close, but somehow we managed to capture the stubborn feral.
I didn't have any Burn H.E.A.L.s, so Sparky and Pebbles were going to have to get us out of here without Bubbles's help. I wasn't taking her back out of stasis until she was healed back up unless I had to.
Glancing around the cavern one last time, I spotted a solid crystal near the rotting Tamer, which my Pokedex identified as a 'Star Shard'. Something that any Pokemart would buy from me for credits, as apparently they were rather rare and the League wanted them for something or other.
I was going to have to go all the way back to the Pokemart in Pewter regardless. I had one empty Pokeball left, and I needed at least a couple of Burn H.E.A.L.s now. I wasn't going to chance a Burn taking any of my girls out of commission again.
******
The attendant waited while I connected my four Pokeballs into the tray, the spherical depressions having a shallow hole on the bottom for the multi-buttons to plug into. Once I had the last in place, she energized the device, waves of light pulsing over the balls as my girls were inundated with the specific energy to restore their health.
Once the lightshow tapered off, I carefully replaced the balls back on my belt in the order I had taken them off. The balls were identical, and misplacing where they were stored could be disastrous in the field.
"Can I help you with anything else, Sir?"
I gave her an uncomfortable smile and unslung my backpack, taking out the two Pokedexs, and two occupied balls I'd recovered. "Yeah. Um, I found two fallen Tamers in the Mountain."
Her face fell, matching mine. "I see. You are Travis of Pallet, correct?" she confirmed, typing something below my line of sight.
I'd been to the Mt. Moon Pokecenter more than once, it wasn't surprising that she remembered me. "That's right."
"Okay. We'll recover the time of death from the Pokedexs, but don't be surprised if someone from the League wants to talk to you about it."
I nodded, what else could I do?
I still had nearly half of the day left, I could get my new girl Tamed and travel the short distance back to Pewter City before nightfall, maybe even make it back here if I didn't get challenged to battles by any Tamers on the path.
Sparky chewed through all of them on the way up, and she was even stronger now. Unless they were very stupid indeed, every one of them should let me by unaccosted.
"I need to use a room for an hour or so, if that's alright," I told the attendant.
She gave me a little smile, still a little shook up over the deaths, I thought. This early in the journey all of us had taken for hundreds of years, deaths were pretty rare. I doubted she had to deal with it all that often, if ever. "Room 103, Travis."
"Thanks."
I made my way up the staircase, finding my room. My Pokedex accessed the door lock, and once inside I relocked the door, making my way to the Taming bed.
Once the Charmander's ball was slotted into the headboard, the mechanical restraints swiveled from beneath, locking into the specific configuration for a Charmander and lighting up with a crackle of electro-static reinforcement. Then my new girl coalesced into being, the red lizard-girl restrained more than the other three ever had been.
She was muzzled around her mouth and collared around her long neck. Her arms, legs, and waist all had clamps holding them immobile with further extensions to cover up her clawed hands and feet, and there was even a cone-like restraint covering the tip of her tail, keeping the flame there completely under wraps.
I took just a moment to admire the severe curves of her body. She had a narrow ribcage and an absolutely tiny waist. The narrowness of her chest made her moderate breasts seem much larger than they actually were, the dark red skin of the perfect spheres only interrupted by the stubby, wrinkled burgundy nipples at their fronts. Below her tiny waist her hips exploded outward, at least four times as wide as her little waistline.
Her thighs were thick to match, forcefully spread apart with orange and red pubic hair in-between that danced as it imitated a candle flame, much like the hair on her head. Strategic patches of shiny, miniscule red scales were placed optimally to draw the eye, an inverted triangular patch above the inward curves of her breasts, another triangle just over her mound, and pleasant vertical stripes that accentuated her severe waist-hip ratio.
There was a slight distortion of the air around her, as her incredible body heat warped the light. Tentatively, I placed my palm onto her tight abs, and breathed a sigh of relief. She was very hot to the touch, but I could withstand it. It was much like grasping a hot coffee mug when your hands were cold.
Satisfied that I wouldn't injure myself trying to Tame her, I ignored her furious growling and got myself undressed.
Trying to calm her wouldn't do any good. When I tried that with Sparky, it just made her angrier. I straddled her thick tail and thumbed her clit, causing her to growl in a more wanton tone and her cunt to immediately lubricate.
Her juices were nearly boiling, and light steam wafted up from her gash as the Charmander's pussy evaporated some of her own liquid with her intense heat.
I crossed my fingers and tentatively touched her opening with the crown of my dick, pulling back right away just in case.
I needn't have worried, my Blood Gift protecting me from her heat as well as it had from Sparky's electricity, Bubbles's water, and the absolutely rough and dry blowjob that Pebbles had woken me up with that morning. The inside of my Geodame's mouth was pretty much identical to sandpaper.
My Geodame had wanted to sleep between my legs the night prior. Life as a Pokegirl was hard enough, who was I to deny such a simple pleasure?
Fully impaling my newest girl, the immensely hot and wet inside of her was actually very pleasant. I stroked in and out, taking liberties in feeling her thick thighs and high, firm breasts.
I tuned out the growling of the Fire Pokegirl, focusing on racing to the finish line. It took a long time, as I'd gotten off too many times in the last day or so, but eventually I felt the familiar pressure begin to build. I grasped her tightly around her tiny waistline and emptied my seed into her.
The Charmander's muscles bulged as she strained against her bondage, absorbing my semen. Then, as with every Pokegirl, contact with human cum triggered her own orgasm.
She roared into her muzzle, and spouts of flame erupted from her snatch. I could smell the acrid scent of burning hair.
I stayed inside of her through it all, afraid that if I pulled out that she'd start the bedding on fire. Finally she stopped clenching and flaming, and then mumbled into her muzzle, the first sound I'd heard from her that wasn't a growl or roar.
Pulling out of her, the ashes of what used to be my pubic hair drifted down to the bed. I only paused for a moment, before continuing on to the headboard. If having a powerful Fire-Type required that I get my body hair burned off, that wasn't such a high price. It was more than worth it to finally have an answer to Gary's Bulbasaur. Besides, it's not like her fire actually hurt me.
I triggered the release function on the Taming bed, and my Charmander was returned to her ball, which I removed from the half-sphere recess in the headboard. The restraints, having fulfilled their function, depowered and swiveled underneath the bed.
I sat on the comfortable mattress, just turning the Pokeball over and over in my hands. This one needed a name, and as good of a name as Ember was, I'd learned my lesson with Bubbles. I wasn't naming another girl after one of her combat moves.
Calling her 'Flame' would be... trite. She was shaped nothing like a 'Matchstick', so that was out. Even if I called her that ironically, it was still a terrible name. Torch? Even 'Char'? No, those were as bad as anything.
Finally settling on a name, I triggered the multi-button, releasing her into the room. "Hello, Blaze," I greeted my new girl with a smile.
Blaze gave me a happy smile, and walked over to where I sat, wide hips oscillating wildly as she maneuvered her thick thighs and big pelvis around in her gait. She straddled me, resting her thin arms over my shoulders and nuzzled my neck with her snout. "Char," she whispered.
I stroked her back. "You're welcome. I'm so happy to have you on the team, Blaze. You can meet the others tonight, alright?"
"Charmander," she agreed, and settled down fully onto my lap, wanting more cuddling.
I never once thought that the Fire-Type would turn out to be a snuggler. Learn something new every day, right?



******
The Tamers milling about between Mt. Moon and Pewter City let me walk right by without any challenges, as I thought they would.
It was just as well, as I was seriously distracted by simply walking without any pubic hair. Everything seemed to rub together, and there was a heightened sense of touch down there now.
I was more than tempted to get a room at the Pewter City Pokecenter and do some extra Taming with my girls, just to find out if it was going to feel that much better like it seemed it would.
Oblivious to my randy thoughts, Sparky paced happily beside me, the short Pikachu nearly skipping in her exuberance.
Bubbles was a little taciturn and sultry, Blaze was more than a little touch-starved it seemed, and Pebbles was dumb as a rock. Sparky, though, Sparky was just happy. All the time, she was happy.
While Bubbles would always have a special place in my heart as my first, Sparky was currently my favorite walking companion. Just having her nearby made my mood lighten considerably, and made any journey so much more bearable.
The Pokemart in Pewter City gave me a ridiculous amount of credits for the Star Shard, and between that and all of the Feral Pokemon I'd captured with the Black Ball in that last excursion, I was fairly solvent in terms of spending cash.
For about ten minutes.
Twenty empty Pokeballs. Five of every H.E.A.L. they had in stock. Twenty more Poison antidotes. The rest I spent on Potions. I walked out of that Pokemart pretty much broke again.
I had time to walk back to Mt. Moon before nightfall, but the truth was, I just didn't want to. I looked over at my Pikachu, and then glanced around. Satisfied there was no one to see, I wrapped an arm around her back and pulled her close, digging the fingertips of my free hand into the short yellow fur on her tight ass cheek and just feeling.
"Chuuuu..." she moaned quietly. While there were no laws forbidding lewd public displays between a Tamer and his/her Pokemon, it was still frowned upon. Best not to chance any more out in the open. I placed a lingering kiss to the top of her head, into the long blonde hair between her upright ears, and then pulled her along after me by the hand while making a bee-line to the red roofed Pokecenter.
My girls might not need to be Tamed at that moment, but they always wanted it. And doggone it, right then I wanted it too.
******
I smiled at Sparky, running a hand up her thigh to her waist. She smiled happily back at me, feeling on my bare chest with her slim-fingered hands.
Lining myself up to her entrance between her thin, furred thighs, I entered her slowly, savoring the sensations. Sparky's golden eyes rolled back into her head as she fully lost herself in the Taming.
When I bottomed out, the feeling of her soft, fine fur on my barren skin was even more amazing than I had thought it would be. I pressed in as deeply as I could, and oscillated my hips, stirring her pot.
I kissed the red circle on her cheek, getting a slight tingle as the source of her electricity discharged a little. Then something incredibly hot laid across my back.
Blaze pressed the entirety of her four-foot frame to my backside, curling her slim arms under mine to hold on to my shoulders in a reverse grip and nuzzling the space between my shoulder blades. Her pubic hair, always in motion, tickled at my butt crack.
Glancing over my shoulder, Bubbles was content to just watch, and Pebbles was upside down for some reason. Mentally, I shrugged. Blaze wasn't all that heavy despite having most of her body weight centered in her pelvis, tail, and thighs. I was able to move well enough, and if it made her happy to cuddle me as I Tamed Sparky, then more power to her.
I pulled back, moving both myself and my Charmander, and when I thrust back in the added weight of my newest girl added a lot more power to the impact. Sparky clearly approved, placing both of her little hands on my cheeks and pleading, "Pikachu!"
I grinned at her lustful face, and began to hammer her, like she had begged for.
It wasn't so much the physical sensations of Taming Sparky that was the best part, even though it was better than ever before without any pubic hair down there. It was more how much Sparky was enjoying it, using both her hands and thighs to caress me, and Blaze across my back nuzzling and licking the skin there, and using her thankfully extinguished tail to stroke my calves.
I felt the pressure of my orgasm beginning to build, but it wasn't getting any closer than that. I pounded as fast as I could, but to no avail.
Then Blaze snaked her prehensile tail between us, using the rounded tip to tickle my balls. Given that her motion matched mine as I thrusted, it wasn't that difficult of a task. While it felt kind of good, it also surprised me a little and that was what finally gave me the push I needed.
I pressed as deeply into my Pikachu as I could while I came, pumping a little deeper still with every spurt. Sparky wrapped her arms and legs around not only me, but the Charmander laying on my back, and gripped us tightly.
When Sparky began to orgasm, Blaze yelped and yanked her tail away from my balls where the Electric-Type was jolting in her pleasure.
For me, the electric arcs tracing over my skin was almost too much, given that I was very post-coital. Still, I stroked Sparky's face and hair, murmuring to her as she shook and mewled beneath me.
Afterward, I laid between them for a long couple of moments. Were Sparky human, we'd have been crushing her, but the Pokegirl could easily withstand something as light as her Tamer and sister Pokegirl on top of her.
I looked wryly over my shoulder at Blaze. "Is this going to be a thing? On my back while I'm Taming one of the others?"
Blaze gave me the most pathetic look she was capable of, and shrugged, "Mander."
I rolled my eyes, shifting us off of Sparky. "Not every time, okay? This is a sometimes-thing."
"Charmander," she pouted.
I shook my head as I shifted to get comfortable on my back. I was willing to indulge her here and there, but I wasn't going to put up with it every time.
Once I was comfortable, Blaze tucked herself into my side, one clawed hand resting on my abs. Sparky scooted into the other side, a yellow-furred hand over my heart.
Bubbled wedged Pebbles between my splayed legs, still very upside-down and not really noticing it. Then she bodily lifted Sparky up and directly on top of me, taking the now vacant spot on my right.
They put out enough heat, especially Blaze, that I wasn't going to need the sheets. Warm, comfortable, satiated, and buried in my team of Pokegirls, I felt myself begin to nod off despite the early hour.
Pokegirls, the ones I had anyway, couldn't really kiss. I got a sweet nuzzle to my neck from Sparky, a lingering, hot lick to my chest from Blaze, and Bubbles simply lifted her massive breast to tuck my upper arm between them, too big after her evolution to cuddle under my arm comfortably. Her bulging thigh rested heavily yet comfortingly over mine.
Pebbles didn't do anything but rest there between my knees, staring at my balls from her still upside-down position.
******
"I don't care about the stupid fossils, okay!? Take them both, for all I care!"
My interest was in archeology, not paleontology, or whatever those fossils were. I liked ancient technology, not biology.
The stressed-out Tamer in the dirty lab coat gave me a wild-eyed look, before scooping up both of the fossils and hurrying away.
I shook my head, and continued on at a more normal pace. We had to be almost to the other side of this thing by now.
With four Pokegirls sharing the load, we made really good, but slow progress through the caverns. Sparky and Pebbles had an advantage over the Zubats, Bubbles over the Geodudes, and Blaze took down the Paras easily. No one got exhausted or too hurt beyond the ability of the potions I'd purchased to overcome.
There were supposed to be Clefairies here somewhere, but I'd yet to see even one. It was just as well, I had no interest in fielding one. The last thing I wanted was a surprise that might take down my entire team, as unlikely as that was now. I just didn't know what Clefaries were capable of.
I directed Bubbles to go up the ladder first, partially because it was best she be first to intercept any ferals up there, and partially because it meant I got to stare at her bubbly ass as she jiggled her way up the rungs.
At the top of the ladder, I found myself in a small boxy cave with a large exit to the outside. We made it!
I stopped us just outside of the exit from the mountain cave system, enjoying the fresh air. Deep in the caverns the air was very stale, and suddenly the phrase 'a breath of fresh air' had real meaning to me.
We had to hop down a ledge or two on the path to Cerulean City. By hop down, what I meant was that Bubbles would hop down and then catch me when I followed. The ledges were like a fifteen foot drop, and I wasn't trusting my nanite reinforcement to keep me from snapping my legs.
Regardless of how we got down, it was a one-way trip. There would be no backtracking from here.
The walk took us nearly two hours, and then we came upon Cerulean. The very place I had despaired that I would never make it to.
Traveling through Mt. Moon was a slow process, made even longer by my stupid decision to stay in Pewter for the night. We lost quite a bit of daylight making the trek back to the mountain from there.
Night was nearly upon us now, and while some Tamers might not mind stumbling around in the nearly pitch-black hours, I preferred to see any danger in the open light.
It only took maybe twenty minutes of exploring to find the Cerulean Pokecenter, where I booked us a room for the night. In the morning, we'd see about getting the second Gym Badge.
******
The Cerulean Gym was basically a giant swimming pool. I had to hold Bubbles by the hand to keep her from jumping in, and when that didn't really work, I put her back in her ball and sent out Sparky.
She was probably going to pout at me later over that, but I promised myself that once we got the badge here, I'd let her play in the water for a couple of hours. As long as it was okay with the Gym Leader, that is.
Walking the tiled path through the middle of the pool that was barely elevated above the water level, a swimmer swam up to the side of walkway, challenging me.
Treading water, she raised a Pokeball above the surface and released a Horsea.
Blue-skinned, the Pokeboy had a perfectly circular mouth tube, shaped similarly to the flaring end of a trumpet. Fins instead of arms, and a short, thick tail instead of legs that he somehow managed to balance upon. On either side of his head three widely spread blue spines stuck out, and down his chest into the underside of his tail he had leathery light-yellow skin with folds stretching horizontally across it at regular intervals.
He was tiny, barely three and half feet tall, if that, and that's if his tail was stretched out.
Sparky took him down in one Thundershock, before he had a chance to do much of anything.
Next up was a Shellder. All I could really see was the clamshell halves, light purple with two protruding growths at forty-five degree angles on either side of both the top and bottom halves. There was a head in-between the slightly open shell, covered in shadow. All I could make out were two large, slightly glowing white eyes and a big tongue sticking out into the light.
I grimaced, reminded of my mom reminiscing about her Lickitung. I wonder if she knew just how much she scarred me for life with that.
When Sparky defeated that Pokeboy, she hit level seventeen, and I started to feel pretty confident about this Gym.
Further along the narrow path, another swimmer challenged me, releasing a level nineteen Goldeen.
I was a little in awe of just how stupidly pretty the fish-like Pokegirl was. White and orange, she had big, plump lips and shaded eye-lids that made her big eyes look like she was wearing makeup. An incredibly sharp looking horn jutted from the center of her forehead. Her fins and tail were fluffy and delicate, with a body that seemed more like a curvy mermaid than anything else. Her fins and tail made her look like she was wearing an attractive, skin-tight white dress.
"Sparky, Thundershock!" I encouraged, and the Goldeen shrieked in pain, before the swimmer commanded her to use her Horn Attack, stabbing my Pikachu with her horn.
It didn't gore her, thankfully, but it still hurt Sparky quite a bit. Another two Thundershocks, and the Goldeen fainted.
I took a couple of minutes to get some potions into Sparky, wanting my Electric-Type at full strength for the rest of the water-based Gym. Once she was ready, we walked the last bit of walkway to where a young girl was standing on a diving block, calmly watching me. She couldn't have been any more than a year or two older than myself.
Wearing a swimsuit, her short orange-red hair was pulled into a stubby ponytail at the top of the back of her head. "I'm Misty," she introduced herself, "and I'm the Gym Leader here. Are you ready?"
I blew out a breath, glanced at my cheerful Pokegirl, and nodded, "Ready."
Misty pulled a Pokeball from behind her waist, releasing a Staryu.
Brown skinned, his long triangular head, arms, and legs resembled a humanoid starfish. Wrapped around his torso was something like a golden breastplate with an absolutely enormous red gem in the exact center.
"Sparky, Thundershock!"
Sparky fell to her hands, channeling her electric strike through her entire body, directed through her tail to zap into her opponent. The strike took down three quarters of his health, and I couldn't stop the grin from creeping up my face.
Misty commanded her Pokemon to tackle, and the Staryu simply launched forward and flopped on top of Sparky, flattening her to the tile.
One more Thundershock, and the Staryu went down, redigitizing and returning to his ball. Misty calmly switched the ball out for another, releasing a Starmie.
Where the Staryu had brown, leathery skin, the Starmie had thick purple plating covering nearly every inch. From his back, he had another five triangular protrusions, making him look like he was two solid starfishes stuck together. Even the golden breastplate was more detailed and ornate than the preevolution, and the red gem in the center was larger, clearer, and cut into very defined angles.
"Water pulse!" Misty ordered, and the level twenty-one Water-type spat a machine-gun barrage of water bubbles at Sparky. Sparky went down, tumbling backward... and didn't get back up.
I stared in shock as she transformed into blue energy and returned to the ball in my hand.
I'd never allowed one of my girls to be defeated before. I was surprised at how much it hurt to realize that Sparky could have died, and only the safety function of her Pokeball retrieving her saved her life.
Shaken, I reclipped Sparky's ball to my belt, releasing Bubbles. "Bubbles, Tackle!"
"Starmie, Swift Hit!"
The Starmie, far quicker than my Wartortle, launched into the air, spinning like a buzzsaw and slicing across Bubbles's midsection for a lot of damage before zooming back to his starting position.
Bubbles slammed into him immediately after, but he was too tough, too armored. She couldn't hurt him as much as he hurt her.
Her Bubble and Water gun attacks would be even less effective than her tackle. Four more rounds of Swift Hits, and Bubbles went down, returning to her ball.
All I had left was a rock/ground type, and a fire type. Neither stood a chance of surviving. The Starmie was too strong, too fast, and had that Water Pulse attack that would decimate my remaining girls.
I wasn't going to send them out just to nearly die immediately. I cared about them too much.
Sighing, I slouched, defeated. I really thought for a while that I'd get further than this.
Looking Misty in the eyes, I surrendered. "I yield."
******
Travis's Pokegirls
Bubbles - Wartortle - Lv. 18.
Sparky - Pikachu - Lv. 17.
Pebbles - Geodame(Geodude) - Lv. 17.
Blaze - Charmander - Lv. 15.
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"I yield."
Misty looked at me consideringly. "I see two more Pokeballs on your belt, Tamer," she observed.
I shook my head. "I'm not subjecting my others to this. Better to yield now." While the balls had a safety function to retrieve their occupants should they become too injured to continue fighting, it wasn't perfect. There was an entire tower in Lavender Town filled with the graves of Tamed Pokemon that had died in battle. No way was I going to chance that Water Pulse killing Pebbles or Blaze.
I gazed over the pool, the still water somewhat comforting. "You know, I thought for a little bit there that I'd get further than Cerulean City."
Misty cocked her head at me. "So go train your Pokemon to higher strength levels, and come try again," she advised.
I looked at her like she was crazy. "By then your Pokeboys will be that much stronger, too. I don't see it turning out any differently."
Misty laughed, genuinely amused. She recalled her Starmie back into his ball and hopped down from the diving block. "These aren't my Pokemon, Tamer. These are the Gym's."
"Travis, my name is Travis," I insisted. "What am I not understanding here?"
"League rules state that the Cerulean Gym will field a level eighteen Staryu and a level twenty-one Starmie. The League really has to teach you new Tamers how this all works. The point of needing to battle here isn't for me to crush everyone who comes along, it's actually a check on your team's strength. If you can beat these two boys, you shouldn't fall before you get to the next Gym."
That odd question I'd had circling my mind ever since the Pewter City Gym was finally put to rest. I'd wondered why Brock had only two relatively weak Pokemon. I'd also wondered why he wasn't upset over losing to me. In fact, his inscrutable face actually showed a hint of being pleased that I'd won.
Now it made sense. Of course he was happy I'd won. It meant that I could continue on the journey. Of course all he had to fight with were a weak Geodame and Onix, the Pokemon League decreed it to be so.
Blaze's previous Tamer... There was no way he'd gotten past Brock with only a single Charmander. Even if she was level thirteen at that point, which I doubted, it just wasn't doable. Without earning the Boulder Badge, he went through to Mt. Moon anyway, and perished. The purpose of the League Gyms as a strength check made a lot of sense.
Too bad no one told any of us. Especially that poor, decayed Tamer in the depths of Mt. Moon.
There was only one problem now. "I can't get back into Mt. Moon to train my team. Any suggestions?"
She smiled brightly at me, and stretched her arms over her head in a really distracting way. "North. Follow the path north, then east, and you'll find Central Storage. You should go there anyway, and set up a storage account. There's wild Pokemon between here and there, and... two Pidgeys, one stone, ya know?"
I perked up. All was not lost. I now had a plan, and I had as many chances as I needed to get this badge. "Thank you so much, Misty. Really."
I turned to leave, when I happened to glance down at Bubbles's ball on the front of my belt. Turning back to the Cerulean Gym Leader, I sheepishly asked, "Do you think it would be alright if I let Bubbles play in the pool for a little bit after I get her healed again?"
She blinked, and looked at me closer, like she was finally seeing me as something other than a faceless Tamer. "You named your Pokegirls, and you want to let one... play... in this pool?"
I cringed a little. I wasn't really ashamed about how much affection I held towards my team, but that didn't mean that I wanted to bear the ridicule from other Tamers over it, either. "Yeah, I mean, if that's okay? If that's no good it's not a big deal or anything."
Misty nodded consideringly, still looking at me with that odd expression. "Yeah, you can let your Wartortle play in the water, as long as she's far away from where I or my assistants are battling. You said your name was Travis, right? Staying at the Center here in town?"
"Uh, Yeah?"
Misty nodded. "Good luck, Tamer," she dismissed me politely.
I wandered back to the Pokecenter, healing my team up, then heading straight to my room to double check that both Bubbles and Sparky still lived. I held the both of them long enough that even they became concerned.
After that, I went directly back to the Gym, Bubbles at my side. We walked along the wall to the left of the entrance, and I sat myself down in the corner. "Go ahead, Bubbles. Stay away from the others, but you can play."
My Wartortle's face lit up with such joy that it actually made my eyes water a little. Which no one noticed, as Bubbles jumped into the water with a splash large enough that she soaked me from head to toe.
I blinked the cool water out of my eyes, shocked, and then started laughing despite my mood. By the time I'd gotten control of myself, nearly everyone in the Gym was staring.
Tuning them out, I focused on Bubbles and tried very hard to not slip into a brood over my failure.
I was willing to bet Gary and his Bulbasaur waltzed right through this Gym. It was hard to not measure myself against him. Not only had we started at the same time, but he kept challenging me to battles. I was worried that he'd get so far ahead of me now that the next time he jumped out of nowhere his Pokegirls would crush my team. I'd lucked out in our first battle by virtue of Gary trying to be fancy, and lucked out in the second by paralyzing his Bulbasaur. I couldn't count on luck to win a third time.
Even with those worries of falling behind plaguing me, I really thought I needed a day to take a break. Just to take some time, find my center again. Well, to tell the truth, my Pokegirls would likely rather be fighting whatever feral Pokemon we'd find to the north than taking a day off. Even as happy as Bubbles was, motoring around beneath the surface of the pool, she'd enjoy battling even more.
I wasn't wired that way. I needed a day off. Just one.
******
I barely refrained from pressing my face against the large glass window of the bike shop and drooling like I was still eight years old.
Hundreds of years ago, people used to have vehicles called auto... something-or-others. They moved around by exploding a liquid inside of them, if you can believe that! Loud as you can imagine, they attracted every feral Pokemon for miles around, and their use was abandoned.
What we had nowadays were bicycles. Quiet, innocuous bicycles. Using an ingenious combination of auto-gearing and the same size-reduction tech found in Pokeballs, they could collapse down into a capsule even smaller than a Pokedex. Accordingly, they were so very expensive that only the richest could afford one. The one I had my eye on had a price tag of one million credits.
A million! I had a little over four-hundred credits to my name at the moment.
Glancing over, Sparky looked bored out of her mind. Bored enough that her ever-present cheerful attitude was beginning to fade.
"Alright, alright. I'm sorry I made you stand here while I dreamed the impossible dream. Let's go get lunch," I suggested.
Walking up to the reception desk at the Center, I made to order us all something to eat. I didn't get that far.
"Travis of Pallet?" the attendant confirmed my identity. "A transmission from the League came in concerning you. You are to contact them at the earliest convenience."
I blew out a calming breath and walked over to the video conference station she'd pointed at. Settling into the chair, I plugged my Pokedex into the terminal and sent the vid-link request.
I glanced at Sparky, and briefly thought about pulling her down onto my lap for some moral support. Eventually deciding against it, I instead ran my hand down her narrow back slowly and repeatedly, more-or-less petting her and making her purr and shiver a little.
I waited for only a few minutes before the terminal screen flashed, and the image of a woman was looking back at me.
She was ancient, white-haired and wrinkled, and absolutely spooky looking. "Greetings, Travis of Pallet. My name is Agatha of the Elite Four."
I was suddenly very glad I didn't set my Pikachu in my lap. The Elite Four were in charge of the Pokemon League for the entire Kanto region, the de facto ruling body. Meeting one of them, even over a vid-link, with my Pokegirl on my lap would have been mortifying.
"Uh, hi. It's nice to meet you?" I tried.
She smiled slightly, which actually made her look even creepier. "You discovered two fallen Tamers. I'd like you to tell me about it."
I blew out a steadying breath. "Okay. Um, it was in Mt. Moon. The northwest corner of the first level, there's a ladder down to a tunnel, and at the other end of the tunnel is another ladder down. Both the bodies are in the room there."
"From what I could gather, one Tamer died down there, and he only had a Charmander. That Pokegirl was released when her ball ran out of power, and she survived. She's the one who killed the other Tamer. Uh, she was level thirteen when I came across her."
Agatha looked up from where she was taking notes. "Why do you think this Charmander killed the second Tamer?"
"His... The body was covered in burns, and as far as I know there aren't any Fire-Types native to Mt. Moon."
She nodded. "The threat has been neutralized?"
"Yeah. I mean, yes ma'am. I, uh, captured her?"
"Good work, Travis of Pallet. Well done indeed. Time of death on both of the Pokedexs place you far away when they died, in fact you haven't even been Taming for as long as it's been since the first had fallen. There is no suspicion towards you, so don't concern yourself about that."
I broke out in a cold sweat. The thought hadn't even occurred to me until just then, that I could be suspected in the deaths of any fallen Tamers I had found.
Agatha gave me that same creepy small smile again. "There will be a commendation in your file for this. Keep up the good work, Tamer, and I wish you luck in your journey."
"Oh. Uh, thank you?"
Signing out of the Terminal, I removed my Pokedex. I needed comfort after that. Not only for what felt like a near-miss on murder charges, but for facing the scariest woman I'd ever seen.
She was spooky, yes, but she seemed even older than Professor Oak yet still fielded a full team. Was it that much easier for a woman to keep her Pokemon Tame when age began to catch up? Or was there just something wrong with Oak, that he couldn't keep his team Tame and had to give them away? I doubted I'd ever get an answer there.
As far as comfort went, though, I had a Pokegirl who loved to cuddle... and three more who would indulge me anyway.
******
Bright and early the next day, I left the Cerulean Pokecenter, heading Northward. At my side was Sparky, an extra spring in her step from her morning Taming.
Maybe I had a little extra spring in my step too.
Cerulean City had a river that ran West to East, cutting across its northern border, with a narrow land-bridge the only way to cross it.
I was distracted by watching Sparky's pert tits bounce with her gait, so I missed seeing him coming towards me over that bridge until he shouted.
"Thumb-sucker!"
I looked forward and barely held in a curse. "Gary."
"I'm ready for you this time. Go, Pidgeotto!" From the ball in his hand, his Pokegirl materialized.
His Flying-Type Pokemon was taller now after evolving, the downy grey feathers that used to be on her body replaced by short yellow ones. The red feathers on her scalp had grown longer, limply hanging to the sides of her head simulating hair, and her tail feathers were a mix of red and gold now. Her large breasts had grown even bigger, the big muscles required to flap her wings beneath them making them stick out even further yet.
It was like he didn't even care that I had a Pikachu right next to me. Like he didn't learn from the last time these two faced off at all. He actually boasted about being ready for me? "You're an idiot, Gary," I sighed. "Sparky, Thundershock!"
Sparky fell forward onto her hands, electricity jolting from the red circles on her cheeks. That electricity traveled the length of her body, gaining in power, before racing the jagged bends of her tail as it pointed at the Pidgeotto over her head.
The Pidgeotto never stood a chance.
One super-effective electric attack from my Pikachu, and the bird-girl was returning to her ball before she had a chance to do anything at all, unable to fight any longer.
Gary snarled, switched balls, and sent out a Rattata.
Purple-furred with large, round ears on the top of her head and two enormous yellowing front teeth, she had almost nothing for tits and almost nothing for ass. Just a skinny, bony body from the top of her head to the tip of her long, prehensile tail. Greasy, with somewhat matted fur, she was just... gross.
It took everything I had in me to keep my mouth shut and not taunt him over Taming a Rattata of all things. Instead, I switched out Sparky for Pebbles.
Gary commanded his Rattata to tackle, and she slammed into my Geodame, for all the good that did. Pebbles's health bar barely dropped. I had Pebbles use her Rock Throw, not wanting to get any more of that Rat-girl's grease on my Pokemon than I had to.
Ever try to bathe a Geodame with water? It's not easy, I'll tell you that much.
When the Rattata went down, Gary sent out his Bulbasaur. I sent out Blaze.
The moment Gary laid eyes on my Charmander for the first time would forever be burned into my memory. His face paled past the point that I thought was humanly possible, and he actually stuttered out his command. "V-vine whip!"
The Bulbasaur spun in a rapid pirouette, a vine extending from the base of the flower bulb on her back to slice across my Charmander's skin for very little damage.
"Blaze, Ember," I directed calmly.
Flicking a spurt of flame from the tip of her tail, Blaze caused the other monster-girl to howl in pain. Two more Embers, and the Bulbasaur went down.
Gary switched to the last ball on his belt, and sent out an Abra.
Tiny, maybe three feet tall with pointed ears and a long snout, the Abra had shiny, smooth yellow skin and short, thick limbs that somehow made me think of the term 'baby fat'. Even her tail was short, thick, and chubby.
The appearance of the Psychic Pokemon gave me pause. I had assumed that Gary had a Blood Gift for Plant-Types, or perhaps even both Plant and Fire, given his choices of starters from Oak. Taming either a Pidgey or a Rattata would require no special Blood Gifts.
This Abra, though... I was beginning to suspect that Gary had a Blood Gift similar to mine, in that he was completely unrestricted in his choice of Pokegirls for his team. Oak had told me he fielded a diverse team way back when... It was entirely possible, likely even, that Gary had inherited Oak's Blood Gift.
I switched out Blaze for Bubbles, wanting my Wartortle to have some of the fun as well. The Abra could do nothing but try and teleport, which only caused her to flicker for an instant as she really had nowhere to go.
Distractedly, I urged Bubbles to just keep tackling the little Abra. If Gary had a universal Blood Gift, then he was only going to get more effective, more dangerous as time went on. I was going to have to very carefully fill the last two slots on my team, not only to handle the multiple types of ferals I would come across as I journeyed, but to counteract Gary's team as it gained in power and diversity.
One final tackle, and the Abra digitized into blue energy, returning to the ball held in Gary's listless hand. Without a single word, not even a taunt, Gary stalked past me, nearly incoherent in rage and humiliation, to the Pokecenter.
Smirking, I did an about-face and followed him at a leisurely pace to heal my own team. While Future-Gary might be a problem, Present-Gary wouldn't be a hassle. Present-Gary was still reeling from Past-Gary having my foot shoved so far up his ass that he was going to be picking bits of shoelace from his teeth.
******
Once I had my team healed back up, I made a second attempt to cross the bridge to the north. In the time I was at the Pokecenter, though, a group of Tamers had set themselves up there.
"Hi!" the first greeted me cheerfully, peeking out from beneath a wide-brimmed white hat. "We're running a contest! If you can defeat all five of us, you earn a reward!"
Shrugging, I agreed. "Sure, I guess." I didn't have to look at Sparky to see if she wanted to fight. The only time Pokegirls didn't want to battle was when they were getting Tamed.
The Tamer released a Caterpie, much stronger than the ones I had encountered in Viridian Forest.
I switched out Sparky for Blaze. Back in Viridian, I had to make do with Sparky and Bubbles, but they weren't really suited for fighting Bug types. Blaze, though, she would chew up a Bug type and spit it out.
Blaze took the tackle from the multi-breasted Caterpie, and responded with an Ember at my direction. The Caterpie returned to her Tamer's ball before she even fell to the ground.
Next up was a Wheedle. Similar to a Caterpie, she was pure orange in color with no arms or legs, also having multiple pairs of pert, round tits running down her body that she used for locomotion. They moved on their own, dark purple nipples tracing circular motions in the air. Smaller, beady black eyes with a large, bulbous purple nose and a tiny mouth, she was completely bald with a big white spike growing out of the very top of her head.
While the Caterpie got the jump on Blaze on account of my having to switch my girls around, the Wheedle didn't have that advantage.
"Blaze, Ember!"
The Tamer had a Metapod and a Kakuna as well, and Blaze took them down just as easily, her fire attack wiping the floor with both of them.
Once the Kakuna had fallen, the Tamer in the white hat smiled at me. "Good jo- whoa!"
Blaze had bent over, and luminous-white amorphous patches were moving across her flesh, like there were incredibly hot spots creeping around just beneath her skin. The patches got bigger as they moved in random directions, picking up speed and Blaze bent over further, the hot patches merging until she was completely white.
I stepped back as the heat she was putting out made me feel like I was standing right next to a bonfire, so intense it warped the air around her.
Shielding my eyes from the glare with an open hand, I squinted and tried to watch her evolve. Like Bubbles, Blaze seemed to pulse just a little bigger with the rhythm of her heartbeat, but that was all I could make out until the heat and light died down.
Blaze stood back up to her new, full height, now an inch or two taller than my Wartortle's six-foot frame. Her breasts had grown proportionately with her size increase, and her hips and ass had gotten even bigger. Her tail was longer now, the fire burning at its tip bigger and more powerful.
Her hair, always in motion and dancing like a candle flame, was angled somewhat backward, and through the shifting strands of orange-red hair I could see that the back of her head had a nearly pointed growth, like a singular, stubby horn covered in her red skin.
Blaze's claws on both her hands and feet were longer and wider at their bases, and her neck was longer, but she hadn't gone through as radical of a transformation as Bubbles did when she evolved. Blaze, for the most part, had really just gotten bigger with more extreme curves.



Blaze looked at her hands and the larger claws protruding from her fingertips, flexing her hands before turning to me. "Charmeleon!" she triumphed.
I walked right up to her, smiling up at her face. Rubbing the top of her wide hip for a moment, I praised, "Looking good there, Blaze. Congratulations!"
Uncaring that we were in the middle of a gauntlet of Tamers, Blaze hugged me to her taller body, her big, round, red breasts hot against my neck and her breath hot on the top of my head.
I patted her butt and backed off. "Okay, we've got more to go here. Let's get to it."
The second of the Tamers began with a Pidgey. I debated switching out Blaze and putting Sparky in, but decided against it. While Sparky would be the optimal choice against any Flying type, she didn't take a hit very well and I didn't want to give the Pidgey a free shot at her while I switched my girls around.
"Blaze, Ember," I directed.
It wasn't the annihilation that Sparky's Thundershock would have been, but it did well enough, taking more than half of the Pidgey's health bar down.
The Pidgey's return Gust attack didn't hurt Blaze all that much, and one more Ember finished the flyer off.
Then the Tamer sent out an Oddish. The Pokeboy was squat and round, most of his body a purple bulb with tufts of green grass-like hair on the top and an enormous face in the center of that body.
A Plant-Type. I felt my face pull into something resembling amusement.
The Oddish went down to Blaze's fire easily, and then the girl sent out yet another Plant Type, a Bellsprout.
He was mostly a big, long and round yellow head with a circular mouth, and what looked like a root system emerging from the very back of that head, barely able to support the heavy head as the roots traveled down and split into two strands the monster used to walk with.
Again, sending out a Plant-Type against Blaze was folly. He went down just as easily as the Oddish, and the Tamer smiled at me before hurrying past, ostensibly to the Pokecenter in the city.
The third Tamer had a Sandshrew and an Ekans, and I let Bubbles handle those, though the Ekans gave me a little stress. I did not like it when any of my girls got poisoned.
The fourth Tamer though, she had a surprise.
First she sent out a male Nidoran, purple, bulky, and spiky, and I switched Bubbles out for Pebbles.
I didn't have an answer to Poison Types yet, and Pebbles was my go-to girl for when I was uncertain. She was so durable, and had such a large health pool, that she could take anything thrown at her as long as it wasn't Water, Plant, or Fighting aligned attacks.
While I had faith that Bubbles could take down the Ekans earlier, I'd never fought a Nidoran before.
Pebbles had developed an attack that I'd been hesitant to use inside of Mt. Moon, so I decided to give it a chance out here in the open. "Pebbles, Magnitude."
Pebbles pressed her large hands into the dirt of the land bridge, and her entire form vibrated madly. A moment later, the Nidoran began vibrating even more, and looked to be in pain.
I stared at my Pokedex dumbfounded. I had no idea that attack would be super-effective against Poison Types. The Nidoran went down hard in that one strike.
I guess I had an answer to Poison after all.
Then the Tamer sent out her only other Pokemon, a female Nidoran. Light blue in color and only having spikes on the backs of her large round ears, she looked very different than her male counterpart. As a matter of fact, the Nidoran had the distinction of having the most disparity between genders of all the Pokemon native to Kanto.
The surprise was that the Tamer had a team comprised of both genders. Being bisexual allowed you to Tame any gender of Pokemon you captured, within your Blood Gift, obviously. While technically, I suppose that I could Tame male Pokemon, I couldn't even bring myself to contemplate it. This Tamer, though, she had the advantage of being able to capture, Tame, and then field either gender she came across.
Not that her Taming advantage helped her in this battle. Pebbles took down her monstergirl just as quickly as the monsterboy before.
Then there was the last Tamer of the gauntlet, a guy who had a single Pokeball. From it, he released a very strong Mankey.
The Pokegirl's body was buried in a ball of long, fluffy white hair, with skinny arms and legs jutting from the fur and a face with big, close together eyes and a large nose peeking out from deep within.
I couldn't even gauge her attractiveness, anything interesting was hidden by that massive coat of fur.
One thing I did know though, was that Mankeys were Fighting-Types, and that was one of Pebbles's weaknesses. Bubbles, being my next most tanky Pokegirl, got another chance to fight.
The battle was hard, neither of the monsters having a clear advantage over the other. With how easily I crushed the previous four Tamers, the difficulty this one was giving me was kind of a shock.
I had Bubbles keep using her Water Gun, currently her strongest attack. Though it offered no advantage in the arcane roshambo of weaknesses in the Pokemon chart for this opponent, it still did better than a simple tackle would have. Eventually, Bubbles emerged victorious, but the fight was hard won. My Wartortle was in rough shape after that.
We did it though! I pulled Bubbles's head down to my level, her blue face swollen and bruised, and gave her a grateful kiss on her cheek for winning.
Then I put her in her ball. As hurt as she was, I wasn't going to take her out of stasis until she was healed again.
Still, Rule One: Always have one Pokemon out of her ball at all times in the field.
I debated on bringing Sparky back out, but I was feeling guilty that I hadn't let her fight against anyone in that succession of battles when she was so excited to get her fight on. Instead, I brought Pebbles back out, and she rolled beside me in a wavering line up to the man waiting for me near the end of the land bridge.
As I got close, the gleaming necklace he wore resembling a stylized golden rocket caught my attention. It was exactly the same as the one on the body I found deep within Mt. Moon.
"Congratulations!" he beamed. "As promised, your reward for winning." With that, he handed me a solid gold nugget the size of a miniaturized Pokeball.
I blinked at the object. These were very rare, and worth more at a Pokemart than even that Star Shard I found was. Seeing as how I was done battling for the moment, I holstered my Pokedex and slipped the nugget into the side of my backpack. "Thanks!"
"Listen," he started, "you've got talent, Tamer, and there's a whole lot of untapped potential still left in you. Why don't you join our team?"
"Uh, your team?"
"Yeah, Team Rocket," he said, holding up his necklace and jiggling it for emphasis. "Look, the Pokemon League, they're not doing anything about the root problem of the world. Those idiots in charge are only interested in maintaining the status quo. For three hundred years, the Pokemon have ravaged this planet, and no one has done anything to get rid of them at all! Not until now, anyway."
"Team Rocket, we're actually going to do something about it. We're going to wipe the monsters from the face of the Earth. First, Kanto. Then we clean out Johto. Region by region, until all the Pokemon are gone. Then we can actually have cities again, and bigger technology, and maybe even one day... space travel," he finished, gazing at the rocket on his necklace longingly.
Suddenly having the silly moniker of a rocket made some sense. Viewed in a certain light, a rocket could very well symbolize the dead and nearly forgotten dreams of yesteryear.
I sympathized, I really did. I, too, wanted to recover those old ways. But, while I wasn't the smartest guy around, I knew enough to know that wiping out the Pokemon would be a disaster. They'd completely replaced pretty much the entire world's animal population and were now firmly, irrevocably entrenched in every ecosystem. Without them we'd all wither away. The Bug Types, for instance, pollinated food crops. Without that, we'd all starve.
"I'm going to pass, thanks anyway," I tried.
The rocket guy's eyes gleamed with fanaticism. "No, you don't understand. We can take back the planet! But it starts right here, right now. It begins with talented, versatile Tamers who will take up the call and do what needs to be done! I'm going to have to insist you join up."
I backed up, and kept backing up. "You're crazy, you know that? The Pokemon are the only things keeping this rock spinning now," I pointed out.
He sighed, "I guess we get to do this the hard way." He pulled a ball from his belt, and released an Ekans. "Ekans, Wrap him."
The purple snake girl locked her unblinking yellow eyes on me and coiled her tail beneath her, getting ready to spring.
I was stunned for only a moment, and my inaction nearly cost me dearly. He actually ordered his Pokegirl to attack me. To attack a human. The punishment levied by the League for such a thing was justifiably harsh. Losing his Tamer status would be the least of his worries.
The Ekans launched herself at me, and I shouted at Pebbles, "Magnitude!"
Pebbles wasn't the brightest Pokegirl who ever lived. That didn't mean that she couldn't see the danger I was in. Rather than channel her Magnitude through the ground uselessly at the airborne Ekans, Pebbles launched herself into the purple monstergirl and knocked her off course, channeling the attack directly into her.
My Pokedex, still in its holster, chimed four times in a row, startling me into finally withdrawing it again. The screen was somewhat alarming.

Your Geodame uses Magnitude!

Magnitude 100!

Critical Hit!

It's Super Effective!
The snake-girl went limp, and Pebbles rolled back over to me.
The Ekans did not redigitize.
I looked at the rocket guy as he frantically kept trying to trigger the multi-button on his Ekans's Pokeball, trying to get the monstergirl back to safety, but it was too late. The Ekans was dead. Pebbles's overpowered attack had killed her.
It wasn't really surprising, given the zealot's views towards Pokemon, that he wasn't that upset over his Pokegirl dying. Had it been one of my girls, I'd have been inconsolable.
Instead, he released a Zubat, and commanded the fluttering blue ball of wings and teeth to attack me.
One Rock Throw from Pebbles, and that Zubat was returning to its ball before it even got near me.
"This isn't over. Giovanni will hear about this!" His threat lost a lot of effectiveness as it was shouted as he ran past me into Cerulean.
I checked my Pokedex, and the only information I had on who I'd just battled was the name; 'Team Rocket Grunt'.
Great. He must have had a hacked Pokedex, and the information my 'Dex got from his was bad. I couldn't report him to the League for setting his Pokegirl on me without knowing his name and ID number.
I dropped my Black Ball onto the Ekans's corpse then made my way back to the Cerulean Pokecenter to get my team healed back up. Maybe the third time trying to cross this bridge would be the charm. First though, I wanted to play with Blaze's new body.
And just who the hell was Giovanni, anyway?
******
Lazily, I plowed in and out of my Charmeleon's hot, tight and wet pussy from behind her.
Her long, thick prehensile tail went up my torso and over my shoulder, the unlit tip at the end of it exploring the feel of my upper back with casual indulgence.
Grasping her wide, wide hips, I found touching down to her big ass felt surprisingly different than Taming Bubbles like this did.
Where Bubbles's ass was also very big and wide, it was also incredibly soft and malleable. My Wartortle's butt had a lot of give to it. Blaze, though, had a thin layer of cushion over hard muscle, her giant red cheeks having very little give to them at all.
Keeping a firm grip with one of my hands on her hip, I removed my other to stroke the tail slung up my body. Blaze really liked that, and growled sexily into the bedding where she'd buried her face.
The sight of Blaze's extreme form bent over in front of me was wondrous. Her hips and ass were so big and wide, and the lines of her body crashed inward abruptly at her waist before barely getting wider at her comparatively narrow back. On her knees with her chest and head pressed to the mattress, she seemed that much more divergent and exotic.
I traveled my hand down her tail, following the line up her spine as far as I could reach, the smooth red skin over her backbone a narrow channel between two lines of small shiny scales that were more decorative than anything. I hadn't noticed immediately, but her scale distribution had gotten more complex with her evolution, now it was reminiscent of a tribal pattern and it sprawled nearly the entirety of her body from face to feet.
Feeling my orgasm only seconds away, I stretched forward and grasped the horn in her dancing hair, pulling her up and into a bowed shape.
It's not like I could actually hurt her. Blaze could shrug off hits from other Pokemon that would pulverize every bone in my body and go back for more. Nothing a mere human could do to her would even be uncomfortable.
I gave that big hard ass a smack, buried myself into her as deep as I could, and came.
Blaze tensed as I unloaded into her, the tail over my chest, shoulder, and back molding to my exact contours as she gripped me with every millimeter of its length.
Blaze absorbed my cum, reaffirming me as her sole Master, and then came herself.
Her hot cunt spurted spouts of fire at me, washing over my midsection and burning any hair I had away.
Protected by my Blood Gift, the fire was pleasant, rather than painful. While I couldn't take an Ember Attack to the face and live through it, the comparatively weak fire from my Charmeleon's pussy wasn't harmful to me. It felt like somewhere between hot air and hot liquid caressing my skin in waves, and it really did feel good.
I let go of Blaze's horn and ran my hands up and down her back, feeling her smooth skin and slippery scale pattern, not willing to pull out of her quite yet.
"You did so good on the bridge, Blaze," I praised her. "I'm so proud of you."
Her tail, still over my shoulder, gripped me convulsively. Turning her long neck to look at me almost straight on, she wondered, "Char?"
"Oh yes," I assured her. "Very proud. And then there was Gary. Did you see the look on his face when you faced off against his Bulbasaur? He thought she was his big trump card against me, and then you came out, and Bam! In the dirt. You're awesome."
Blaze's eyes dropped shyly, and she muttered humbly, "Meleon." Then her eyes looked back at me in something like hope, and she rocked slightly forward, then back on my dick.
I glanced down surprised, not that I could see anything past the thick base of her tail. It sure felt like I was still hard. "Wow. Um, okay. Like this again?" I checked with her.
Blaze's eyes looked upward as she considered that. "Char," she nodded. "Mele-meleon?"
"Sure. Whatever you want." When she turned her head back around, I grasped her horn again and petted her tail like she asked for, and then Blaze and I had a long, luxurious second round of Taming.
******
The third time I tried to cross the land bridge to the north of Cerulean City I succeeded.
There were numerous, vast patches of tall grass visible from the moment I stepped from that bridge, just as Misty had promised. All the wild Pokemon I could ask for. Training my girls could wait until I'd been to Central Storage, though.
I followed the path east, avoiding the feral Pokemon for now and maneuvering the odd maze the landscape held.
Some of the path was higher than other sections, rising as much as eight feet above the other parts, and there were slopes down and up as the path snaked around the disjointed ground and... it was ridiculous. When the initial Pokemon altered the world's landscapes, they really did a number on the path here.
There also were Tamers all over the winding path, challenging each other, and me, to battles. It looked like I wasn't the only one whom Misty stomped flat.
Crushing Gary, and then making it through both the gauntlet on the bridge and the crazy rocket guy had restored my confidence after losing so badly at the Cerulean Gym. My team and I accepted every challenge thrown our way, and came out on the other side undefeated.
Central Storage turned out to be a house at the very end of the path, all by its lonesome. From the outside it looked more to be someone's living space rather than the depository for all the Pokemon captured for the entire region.
I walked inside, and there were two large, cylindrical metal chambers in front of a truly massive technological... something. Half machinery and half computer, I could only surmise that it was the storage system. It took up nearly the entirety of the first floor.
There was no one to be found inside. "Hello?" I called out.
There was noise from the upper level, and then a strained voice called back, "Please don't be afraid or, or attack me. I need help."
"Um, okay?" I shouted back to the voice. I wouldn't attack anyone!
It wasn't a human that emerged from the doorway up there. It was a Nidoran.
The monsterboy held his three-fingered hands up in a placating way. "Please, you have to help me, I'm almost out of time," he begged.
He wasn't speaking to me in the way of Pokemon, only using his breed's name to convey his thoughts. He was speaking to me in perfect Japanglish.
I think it was my shock over his speech that held me back from ordering Bubbles to attack the Tamer-less Pokeboy.
"Wha-?"
He slowly made his way down the stairs to the side of the machinery, still holding his hands up. "Please. There was a terrible accident. I'm not actually a Nidoran. My name is Bill, and I maintain Storage here."
"What happened?" I wondered.
Bill finally put his hands down, seeing I was willing to hear him out. "There was a cracked conduit that I didn't notice. A Nidoran was transferred to storage from somewhere, but instead of going inside the system it escaped through the crack and... and it undigitized right where I was standing. It-it combined us."
My arms went slack. This was horrifying. "That's possible!?"
Bill shook his spiky head. "Not normally, no. Pokeballs have safety functions to prevent something like this. The hole in the conduit, though... there was no precaution there. You have to help me! It's been almost four days, and I can feel myself getting more feral. If I don't separate us soon, I'll lose my humanity," he begged.
I nodded decisively. "How can I help?"
Bill almost sobbed at my answer. "I-I managed to modify the chambers to separate me from the Nidoran. But I can't be in the chamber and start the sequence at the same time. All I need for you to do is start the program on the terminal here once I'm in the chamber, okay? It'll redigitize the Pokeboy and leave the human me inside... hopefully."
That seemed simple enough. "Got it. Let's do this."
Bill awkwardly walked over to the chamber on the right, and I stepped to the control panel between the chambers. Making sure he was fully inside of the apparatus, I called out, "Starting now!" and hit the engage button.
The heavy door of the chamber slid into place, sealing Bill inside. Horizontal blue rings of lights embedded in the outer shell of the cylindrical enclosure began to light in sequence from the bottom up, the pattern repeating and increasing in frequency as the program ran. Lines of computer code flashed on the screen in front of me, changing so quickly I couldn't catch any of it.



The lightshow abruptly stopped, and the computer screen went black. The door to the chamber slid back open with a heavy grinding sound, and a naked blond man staggered out, holding his ten human fingers in front of his wide eyes in something like awe, or wonder.
"It worked!" he shouted, and ran to me, picking me up from the floor in an enormous bear hug and spinning us around.
I got that he was happy, I did. But... naked! "Uh, clothes? Please?" I begged.
He abruptly set me down to my feet. "Oh, uh, right. Sorry. I've been naked for four days," he said by way of explanation, and ran up the stairs to what I assumed was his living space. A few minutes later he came back down, fully dressed.
"I don't know how to thank you. One or two more days and I would have gone completely feral, until I was either caught by a Tamer or Black Balled... Oh, I know!" he exclaimed, rushing over to his station and rummaging around in the drawer beneath the keyboard.
He returned, presenting me with a highly decorated piece of paper. "Here, I had a cruise booked on the SS Anne, but there's no way I can go now, I'm too far behind. You should go in my place."
I stared at the boarding ticket. "I can't take this, this is a lot of credits. You should just get your money back if you can't go."
Bill shook his head, "Non-refundable. Take it and have some fun, I insist. It doesn't seem enough, anyway." He paused for a moment, appraising me. "I'll keep an eye out for a special Pokemon for you. When I see it, I'll know. Then if it 'accidentally' gets routed to your storage box, well, no one has to know, right? You only Tame females, correct?"
I was lost. "Uh, yeah. Storage box?" I wondered.
"Right. You can only field six Pokemon, but you can capture as many as you want. The ones you're not fielding, you keep them in your storage account here. You can transfer your Pokemon back and forth at any Pokecenter. You really didn't know?"
"Um, no. I only came up here because Misty... The Gym Leader, you know? She recommended I come and see Central Storage."
"Then I owe that girl," he said ruefully. "If it weren't for you... earlier today a Tamer came in and I had to run away and hide. He sicced his Pokegirl on me before I even had a chance to say anything!"
My face darkened. Gary, it had to have been Gary. "I'm sorry that happened. Show me how to access the account, will you?"
"Absolutely. Say, I don't think I got your name?"
"Travis. Travis of Pallet. Nice to meet you."
******
The grass just north of Cerulean City was just about perfect for training my team to levels that would get me through Misty's powerhouses.
The wild Pokemon were plentiful, and seemingly never ending. There were Pidgeys of course, they seemed to be everywhere there was open grass. Perfect for Sparky to fight. There were Oddishes and Bellsprouts, perfect for Blaze. There were also Caterpies, Wheedles, Kakunas and Metapods. While my Charmeleon would be the optimal fighter for them as well, I needed to train up Pebbles and Bubbles, so they got to fight the Bugs.
I spent hours roaming the tall grasses where Pokemon loved to hide, switching my girls around depending on what jumped out at me.
Then an Abra showed up, and it was a female.
I currently had Pebbles out, and glanced at her quickly. This was a Psychic type, the first of its type I'd run across, and I needed one of those to help round my team out. Gary had one, and while his didn't do so well in our last fight, I had done some research on my Pokedex, and while an Abra was considered as low C-class, they became pretty powerful once they evolved to their next form. As a Kadabra, they were rated high A-class, borderline S.
"Pebbles, Tackle!" I ordered.
Before my slow Pokegirl could even gear up to launch herself though, the Abra vanished. Teleported away.
"...Crap."
The Abra was fast. Too fast. I had exactly one Pokegirl who might be quicker than the one I was trying to capture, and that was Sparky. I wasn't going to have time to swap my girls around if I came across another one, so Sparky was going to have to be out after every single battle.
It was a little tedious, sure, but Sparky was great company. I could put up with it.
So, Sparky kept me company as we hunted down the Abra. Whenever we came across a feral that another one of my team was more suited to fighting popped up, I'd switch them around, and when the wild Pokemon was defeated, Sparky came back out.
After about an hour, something very strange happened. Sparky leveled up inside of her ball.
I had thought that winning the fights was what made my girls stronger, but Sparky only started the fight. Blaze was the one who claimed victory over the wild Oddish. There was something there that I didn't understand.
It wasn't really that surprising. I was learning that my training course really didn't teach me everything I needed to know. The bottom line was that evidently, as long as one of my team participated in the battle, she got stronger, even if she wasn't the one to finish the fight.
This was good information to have. I wished I'd realized it earlier. Well, what I really wished was that someone had told me way back when I started Taming. The list of things I should have been told was starting to get long.
It was getting pretty close to supper time, and the light was fading when I finally ran across the Abra again.
"Sparky, Thunder Wave!"
Like I thought, Sparky was quick enough to get the drop on the Abra. Sparky shook, nearly vibrating, as she leaked electricity into her fur from the red patches on her cheeks, and then that static electricity exploded from her to impact the wild Pokegirl.
My Pokedex registered the successful application of paralysis, and when the Abra tried to teleport, she failed as her muscles seized up.
I knew how the paralysis ailment worked. It was intermittent, and the moment the wild Abra had a chance, she'd teleport away. I didn't have time to try and whittle her health bar down. I pulled an empty Pokeball from my backpack, enlarged it, and tossed it at her.
I also might have prayed a little.
The ball struck true, opening along the black seam separating the white and red halves, and the Abra digitized into bright blue energy as she was vacuumed into the device.
The ball fell to the ground and began to rock, actually rolling completely over as it tried to contain all of the energy of the Pokegirl.
Amazingly, she didn't break out of the ball. Somehow, the paralysis attack combined with her low level managed to keep her at bay as the ball did its thing.
I was now the proud owner of a level eleven Abra. An Abra who was more or less useless in battle until she evolved into a Kadabra.
Thank all the higher powers I had just figured out how to get her stronger without her having to win a single fight. Way back when I started with Bubbles, it took me two weeks of multiple Tamings every day just to get her from level one to five. Trying to Tame this Abra from eleven to sixteen would have taken me months, and that's if Taming her was all I did.
I plucked the warm ball from the grass, clipped it to my belt, and turned to my Pikachu. "I'm hungry. Let's call it a day."
Sparky shrugged in agreement. "Pika."
******
I had our food ordered, but there was a wait before it would be ready. That was just fine, as I had a new Pokegirl to tame.
Slotting the Abra's ball into the headboard, the mechanical restraints swiveled into place very close together, and then the Psychic-Type undigitized in the midst of the metallic arms.
She was very little, chubby and barely three feet tall. She also had a flat restraint clamped to her forehead, blocking her Psychic abilities. Somehow.
To tell the truth, I didn't know enough about how exactly the restraint system worked. Blocking a feral Pokemon from spewing fire or electricity, that made sense to me. I didn't know exactly how Psychic abilities were prevented from harming me, but the restraining beds had been in use for hundreds of years. I could trust that any flaws in the system had been worked out by now.
I kneeled between her legs and rubbed her bald yellow pussy gently, getting her ready. She growled at me, but like all Pokegirls, a little attention was all it took before she was wet and wanting.
I still disliked the initial Taming. Even though this was my fifth, it hadn't gotten any easier. Having to Tame a reluctant Pokegirl was the worst part of being a Tamer, and I swore I was never going to let any of my girls go long enough between Tamings for them to go feral. Once per girl was more than enough.
I eased into her slippery tunnel, and worked at getting off as quickly as I could. I explored her body with my hands to help me along. Her little booblets were pert and jiggly, snapping back into place immediately after I moved them, and her pointed, triangular ears were actually a little fun to run my fingers over.
Maybe it was because she was a new experience, or maybe I just had enough practice at Taming to be able to race through it, but for whatever reason I was able to finish the uncomfortable task quickly.
The Abra absorbed my cum as Pokemon do, her engineered genetics enslaving her will to mine, and then she began to orgasm.
With the plate on her forehead blocking her psychic powers, for once I didn't have my Pokegirl's orgasm combine with her type alignment. I actually got to enjoy the feel of a pussy having a regular orgasm without any water, or fire, or anything at all.
Was this what sex with a human felt like?
More importantly, though, this was kind of a loophole in the Blood Gift Taming restrictions.
Technically, someone who didn't have a gift that would let him or her Tame a Psychic Type would be able to do so as long as the Pokemon was restrained for every single Taming. It was possible that Gary had done this very thing to Tame his own Abra, but I doubted it. I had to operate under the assumption that he had a universal Blood Gift until proven otherwise.
My Abra looked at me. "Abra. Ab-ra."
"Uh, no. Maybe some other time? We've got food waiting for us." Not only did she not want out of the restraints, which was a first, she actually wanted another Taming while still held immobile! My theory about the loophole took a huge step forward with her attitude about being tied down.
Kinky little thing.
******
We sat around the table in our room at the Cerulean Pokecenter, all six of us, and had our supper.
Bubbles had a large bowl of leafy greens that looked like seaweed. Sparky had a bowl of berries and nuts.
Blaze had what was basically firewood. Dried, barren sticks that she happily chomped down with no effort at all. Pebbles had a bowl of rocks, impregnated with the reflective powder that was everywhere in Mt. Moon. The crunching as she chewed the stones was incredibly loud and even after all this time it still made my teeth hurt to hear her eat.
My Abra had a bowl of rice and fish. Brain food, I guess.
I had to figure out a name for her. I slurped my soup, wracking my brain for ideas. What is a good name for a Pokegirl who uses her brain to attack? Cerebellum. Cera? Maybe. Astral. Astra? No, that's too close to Abra.
The knocking on the door to the room pulled me out of my thoughts. "Come in?" I offered. Who would visit me? The only person I really knew was Gary, and if this was him here to bother me I was going to kick his ass right back out.
The door opened, and Misty of all people walked in, a Psyduck behind her. "Hey!" she greeted brightly. "Mind if I visit?"
"Oh, uh. Of course not! Pull up a chair," I offered.
I stared as she did just that, her Psyduck with his large bill and shockingly yellow feathers standing behind her and looking uneasily at the five Pokegirls around the table.
"So... how's it going?"
"Better," I admitted. "Just trying to figure out a good name for my Abra right now."
She glanced at my Abra for only a moment. "Bill contacted me. You probably saved his life, you know."
I rolled my eyes and took another spoonful of soup. "If it wasn't me, it would have been someone else."
Bubbles protested, "Wartortle."
"Yeah, I know it had been four days! Still, anyone would have helped him. If not me, then whoever came next."
Bubbles raised an eye-ridge. "Tortle," she pointed out.
"Yeah, well, Gary's a jerk. Whatdya expect?"
My Wartortle shifted her head side to side and wiggled her eye-ridges at me. "War, Wartortle."
"Stop, you're embarrassing me," I half-complained. Bubbles never really did miss a chance to lay it on thick, but usually it was in private.
I turned back to my guest, who was staring at me with her mouth wide open. "What? Why are you looking at me like that?"
"You... you can talk with your Pokemon. You understand them. She... she teases you!"
I blinked, confused. "Sure. Can't everyone?"
Misty slowly shook her head. "No. No one can do that, Travis. You're the only one I've ever seen have a conversation with their Pokemon. Ever. Can, can you understand them all? Or just yours?"
"I dunno. I understand mine really well, but other people's? I always knew what my dad was feeling, but I thought I was just reading his body language or something."
Misty nodded. "Okay? And what breed is your father?"
"Oh, he's a Ditto," I readily admitted.
Misty's eyebrows rose. "Dittos don't change the expression on their face, and their bodies are amorphous blobs! How could you possibly read one's body language!?"
"It's really... I'm that different?" I despaired.
Misty ignored the question. "What can you tell me about my Psyduck?"
I took a good look at her Pokeboy. "Uh, he's really nervous about being in the room when I have all of my girls out of their balls. And, uh, he's a little jealous that mine have names. And he loves you," I added needlessly.
Misty's eyes watered a bit. "Can... can you ask him if he's happy with me?"
I looked at her protector. "Well?" I asked.
"Psy. Psyduck, Psy."
It was harder to understand him than my own, that was for sure. But I could get glimpses of what he was trying to tell me. "I think he said he misses adventuring?"
The Pokeboy nodded, his large bill waving up and down. "Psy-psy, Duck!"
"Um. Maybe he's been really bored ever since you took the Gym Leadership? He misses fighting."
I listened intently as the Psyduck rambled. "Uh, he knows how important what you do is. He feels terrible that he couldn't get you further along the journey than he did. He loves you, and greatly enjoys it when you Tame him, he just wishes he got to fight here and there."
Misty wiped her eyes and nodded decisively. "I'll name you tonight, Psyduck. And I promise I'll take you out battling now and then. The others can watch the Gym sometimes."
"Psyduck!" he crowed happily.
I ate my forgotten soup and blatantly watched as Misty got up from her chair and hugged her Pokeboy, whispering too quietly for me to hear.
It was none of my business what she was telling him, anyway.
I never had even an inkling that no one else could read their Pokemon. It had been a part of me my whole life, and this was the first time anyone had ever let me know just how different that was.
The way some of the other Tamers I'd run across had treated their Pokemon made a little more sense now. They simply had no idea that their monsters weren't happy.
Misty finally let go of her Psyduck and sat back down, wiping her eyes again. "Thanks for translating, Travis. Really. I'd have never known any of that if it weren't for you."
I shrugged. "It's not a big deal. I mean, I had a much harder time understanding him than my own girls, but I think I got the gist of what he was trying to say."
"Still, I feel like I owe you something," she protested.
"Okay, well maybe you can explain something to me then, since you seem to know the things that my training didn't cover. Why is it that Pokemon don't have to win a fight to get stronger? I only just noticed that as long as they participate in a battle, they get more powerful."
Misty shook herself. "Right. Uh, for starters, do you know what adrenaline is?"
"Sure."
The Cerulean Gym Leader nodded. "Okay, good. In a human, adrenaline makes us temporarily stronger and faster, right? I mean, it does other stuff, sure, but the strength and speed thing is what matters here."
"Pokemon have something similar. The actual name of the stuff has like twenty-six syllables, and I can't ever remember what those syllables are, so we'll just call it 'Pokemon adrenaline'. They get that in their system when they fight or fuck. But here's the thing, it doesn't fade away like it does for us. It seeps in."
"The longer they fight, and the longer you Tame them, the more of this hormone they produce. This is also why whenever your Pokemon are much more powerful than whatever they're fighting, they don't get all that much stronger from the fight. The battles are just too short to get them excited."
I embarrassedly admitted, "I thought it was winning that was making them stronger. That, and absorbing my cum."
Misty laughed from deep in her lungs. "How did you think it worked for us women Tamers? Sure, ejaculate has the genetic marker for ownership, and in case you didn't know, women actually do produce a little which is how we claim mastery, but for the actual leveling? It's all in the excitement."
"That makes a whole lot of sense. Thanks, Misty."
"No, thank you. Look, I'm going to go. I have a pressing need to Tame my Psyduck and give him an awesome name. I'll see you when your team is ready to try the Gym again, yeah?"
I stood to see her out. "Absolutely. Probably going to be a few days, but I'll see you then."
Then Misty hugged me with surprising strength in her thin, swimmer's arms and left the room, her Psyduck waddling behind her excitedly.
Myself? I sat and finished my now cold soup.
******
Armed with new knowledge of just how battling made my Pokegirls stronger, I went after training my team with furor.
Still roaming the tall grasses just north of Cerulean, we hunted down the wild Pokemon. At my side was Cera, my Abra, always the one to start the fight.
When we'd run across a Kakuna or Metapod, who also had no offensive ability, I'd have Cera teleport around a couple of times before swapping her out. By letting her have more participation in the fight and therefore more of that hormone production, she'd get stronger, faster.
I also didn't choose who would take her place according to Type weakness. I purposely chose a girl who'd have to work for the win. For instance, Sparky would crush a Pidgey in one shot, but Bubbles took a little longer to win, so she was the one to battle those.
Sure, I had to make more trips back to the Pokecenter to heal the girls up, but it was still an effective strategy for training. I just had to break that habit when we started the journey again. Having my team all beat up halfway through some place without an easy exit would be more dangerous than I was comfortable with.
Midway through the second day, my Pokedex notified me that Cera had leveled to sixteen inside of her ball. Sixteen was her evolution threshold, and she would finally be able to pull her own weight.
I let Cera out, and she immediately exploded in a psychic storm that confused my senses so badly that I wasn't really sure just how her evolution went until it was all over. The loophole I thought I'd discovered for Psychic-Types just had a big old hole punched into it. That psychic assault would have lobotomized anyone not protected against it.
Maybe five feet tall now, she had lost all of the chubby weight that her pre-evolution had and her arms and legs, while still a shiny yellow, were very thin. Her short thick tail had grown into a very long, immensely thick one, and seemed to comprise fully half of her body weight. Small breasted, she had armor around her upper chest similar to Bubbles's. Shaped like a bustier, the thin dark brown plating squeezed what little boobage she had up into a little cleavage.



Her head looked too big for her thin body, with big triangular ears on top and a slightly long snout. It wasn't that surprising, that brain inside of that big noggin was where all her power rested. In the middle of her forehead, directly over her brow chakra, was a dark red, star-shaped mark.
Cera looked at her hands for a moment, then up at me. "Kadabra?" she begged.
"Um, sure? I guess I can get you a spoon."
******
Four days after I'd last seen her, I thought I was ready to try and challenge Misty again.
My team, all five Pokegirls, were at least level twenty. While the Boulder Badge would let me safely Tame them to level twenty-five, there were two very good reasons to try at that point.
The first was that the S.S. Anne was set to depart from Vermilion City in two days' time, and it was at least a half day's walk from Cerulean.
The other reason was that the wild Pokemon I'd been training my team by battling were too weak to give them much of a fight now. It was just taking too many fights to get anywhere with their comparative levels.
It was okay. I had stronger Pokemon than before, and I had an ace up my sleeve this time.
******
Misty smiled brightly at me as I approached the diving block she used as a platform to battle from. "Ready to try again, Travis?"
I nodded, "Yes. Ready to give this another shot."
I stepped backward a couple of paces as she released her Staryu, Sparky stepping back with me.
I led with a Thundershock, taking more than half of the Staryu's health bar down right off the bat.
The starfish-like Pokeboy tackled Sparky for quite a bit of damage, and I held back my wince. Sparky really couldn't take a hit all that well.
One more Thundershock, and the Staryu redigitized and returned to his ball. Then the big gun came out.
The purple-plated Pokeboy, so strong, so fast, and with such thick armor was still intimidating. He immediately led with a Water Pulse, the rapid-fire assault of water bullets taking most of Sparky's remaining health.
We got a Thundershock on him, and then one last Water Pulse put Sparky out of the fight, down for the count.
I released Bubbles and commanded her, "Bubbles... Bite."
I'd done some information gathering on my Pokedex in the time since I'd last tried to challenge Misty, looking for any weakness in the seemingly invincible Starmie.
His main Type was Water, but he was one of the hybrids. He was also a Psychic-Type.
While that wouldn't have helped me out normally, at Level nineteen, Bubbles developed an attack called 'Bite'.
There were no Dark-Type Pokemon native to Kanto, which were strong against Psychic-Types. That didn't mean that there were no Dark-aligned attacks. Bite was one of those. My leverage over Water-Types was useless here, Sparky just couldn't stand long enough. But I now had leverage over Psychic-Types, and was very willing to use it.
Bubbles lunged forward, her mouth open, and what looked like solid shadows congealed around her head into a large pair of fanged jaws, clamping down on the Starmie and taking a huge chunk out of his health bar.
Misty tried to rally with a Swift Hit, but one more Bite and the Starmie went down.
I jumped on Bubbles, arms around her neck and hanging from her off of the floor. "We did it!" I shouted happily.
Bubbles rumbled joyously, and tried to press me even further against and into her giant boobs.
Bubbles let me back down to my feet, and Misty was behind me, waiting patiently. "I'm so jealous of the relationship you have with your Pokegirls, Travis. Congratulations, Tamer," she finished formally, holding out a small object. "You have earned the Cascade Badge."
I took it into my palm, the small badge a deep blue in color and shaped like a raindrop. I felt around it for the trigger, and then it dissolved into grey dust and sank into my skin.
"That Badge will let you Tame Pokemon up to level Thirty-five. Also, for defeating me, you have earned this," she said, holding out a small metallic gray box with an inverse curve on one side. The label 'T.M.03' was stamped into it.
She nodded at the technique machine. "That T.M. contains the technique for Water Pulse."
This had her Pokemon-wrecking move in it? The T.M. I'd earned from Brock wasn't all that great, and I'd more or less forgotten about it, but this one? Oh was this ever being used.
"Where do I need to go next?" I asked.
"Vermillion City has your next badge. South, on the other side of Saffron."
Well that was fortuitous. That's where the cruise Bill had given me a ticket for was, in Vermilion. "Okay. Awesome. So... how's your Psyduck?"
Misty brightened. "Howard? Happier, I think. I guess only you would know for certain, but I've been taking him out to battle the wild Pokemon just north of the city for a half hour or so after the Gym closes for the night. Howard isn't the only one who missed adventuring," she admitted.
I smiled. "Good for you. Thanks, Misty, for everything."
She stepped close and hugged me briefly. "Thank you too, Travis. Good luck, and don't be a stranger now."
As I walked out of the Gym, one thought bothered me. I thought she was going to give him an awesome name?
Howard was a terrible name for a duck.
******
I made one last stop at the Cerulean Pokecenter, checking out of my room and recharging my girls. Then I sat in a seat far from the service counter and dug T.M.03 out of my backpack.
The machine had one face of its six sides curved inwardly with a cylindrical depression in the very center, the contours exactly matching the surface of a Pokeball.
I unclipped Bubbles's ball from my belt, and connected it to the machine, the multi-button on the ball slotting into the depression in the center of the device with a soft click.
The nearly featureless T.M. had no signal that it was activated, but the black band around the Pokeball began to pulse with a warm red light, the flashing speeding up until it was a solid red, then tapering off in frequency until it was back to its normal black.
I waited for another few seconds, but it seemed like it was done. I was expecting a chime, or some kind of sound, but... nothing. I separated the ball from the now-useless machine, and wondered what I was supposed to do with it.
Whatever. I'd hand it to the Pokecenter attendant, and if the League could put a new technique into it, the attendant could make sure it got where it needed to go. If not, she could throw it away. I wasn't going to trash what was assuredly a complex piece of technology. It didn't seem like it was supposed to be disposable.
******
Getting out of Cerulean to the south turned out to be problematic. There was a border wall to keep out wild Pokemon, and the only break in the thick barrier had a sapling growing in it, preventing us from squeezing through.
Saplings were generally considered to be one of Sukebe's failed biological experiments. They tended to grow in the most inopportune locations, requiring a special Pokemon Technique to cut down, and it seemed as soon as you turned around they grew right back. They weren't dangerous, they were just... irritating.
I eventually found a house with a hole in their rear wall. Passing through, I overheard the owner complaining to the League Officer about how someone from Team Rocket had stolen a T.M. from him, and then left by having his Pokemon simply smash through the rear wall. The homeowner was so animated in his fury that he didn't even notice me sneaking through. Nor did he notice the fuzzy, bright-yellow Pikachu that followed in my wake.
Team Rocket. I doubted this was going to be the last I heard of them.
From the backyard of that house, though, I was able to circle around and get to the other side of that barrier wall, and make my way south to Saffron City.
We called all of our small settlements 'Cities', but the term wasn't accurate. It was actually kind of sad. Saffron was the closest thing we had to an actual city, and was the largest settlement in Kanto.
It had an enormous barrier wall, thirty feet high and twenty feet thick, and that wall surrounded the entirety of Saffron. The more humans you had in one place, the more feral Pokemon were attracted to it, so the wall was very much needed. At the end of the path from Cerulean, which snaked around vast patches of tall grass that hid uncountable numbers of ferals, was a gateway through the wall, manned by security guards.
I stepped to the back of the line, waiting as the guards checked people's Pokedexs before letting them through. I didn't think much about it, until a flash of gold caught my attention.
Around the guard's neck was a golden necklace shaped like a rocket.
What were they looking for? An uncomfortable thought settled in. What if they were looking for me? After the crazy guy had threatened me as he ran away on the bridge, I wouldn't put it past the fanatics to be looking for me. He had my Pokedex info after our fight, after all.
I waited until their attention was turned away, then calmly left the way I came in. I had to get to the other side of this city, and couldn't go through the town-proper. Thankfully, there was another way.
The fact that Saffron was so big, and was so centrally located, meant that it actually had tunnels that traveled beneath the city to the other side, to reduce congestion or something. It was too bad I had to go under, I'd heard that Saffron actually had a shopping mall... with multiple floors.
Multiple floors just in a store! The mind boggles.
I backtracked to the tunnel entrance, took the stairs down, and walked the long, well-lit tunnel to the other side. That bicycle I'd been drooling over in Cerulean sure would have been nice right then. As it was, I had to walk the unchanging path that was so very long that it felt like I was stuck in place. It took hours.
Eventually I did get to the end of the tunnel, and up the stairs on the other side. Another hour of walking a dirt path clear of any Pokemon habitats, and I'd arrived.
Vermilion City. The place with my next badge, and the place where I'd get to take a once-in-a-lifetime cruise. On a real ship!
******
Travis's Pokegirls
Bubbles - Wartortle - Lvl. 22.
Sparky - Pikachu - Lvl. 21.
Pebbles - Geodame(Geodude) - Lvl. 21.
Blaze - Charmeleon - Lvl. 20.
Cera - Kadabra - Lvl. 20.
******
Author's Note: I am very aware that one of the sequels begins in the back of a moving van. As far as this universe is concerned, that thing was silent and powered by a Koffing. Possibly a Wheezing.
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A Burger King wasn't the kind of place where Derek normally stopped.
Anyone who looked at him could tell he was the kind of guy who exercised and watched what he ate. If he was completely honest with himself, he had no idea why he even entered the restaurant to begin with. Something just drew him in.
The lobby wasn't very full with only a handful of tables in use, the standouts being a table of three goth-looking teen girls. Behind the counter was a couple of pimply teens taking orders and a matronly, overweight, upper-middle-aged woman who was wiping down the lobby tables, sporting an immense, drooping bust that strained against her uniform top and an enormous ass that filled her pants to capacity.
Sitting down with his food, Derek couldn't help but to think back on his life. It was something that happened whenever his mind wandered.
He was only twenty-five, but he was so very tired. He'd been basically taking care of himself since he was twelve, when he'd lost his parents to a car accident. No siblings, no grandparents, he had only a handful of years in apathetic foster homes before being set loose in the world.
There was no fallback plan, no safety net. Not for him. He couldn't go crawling back to mommy and daddy if life decided to crush him. He was very aware that life was in no way fair. He was tired of the stress, and wished that someone would just take care of him for once. It would be so nice to not have to worry about money, or housing, or any of the trappings of adult life.
Derek had finished only half of his combo meal when he began to feel queasy. He should have known that the fast food wouldn't sit well with him. He glanced across the lobby at the gothic trio, who smirked nastily at him before returning to their conversation. Derek wasn't even offended. Goths weren't known for being accepting of any kind of conformity, the hypocrites.
Then things got weird.
******
Leanne took her time wiping down the tables in the lobby. It wasn't often that such a fine specimen of the male species stopped into her workplace. She stole glances whenever she thought she could get away with it.
Leanne was a realist. She knew that the handsome and built man, who was probably half her age, would have no interest in a fat old woman who worked at a Burger King. The fantasy was pleasant, though.
Leanne was lonely. She'd been lonely for years and years. She'd been lonely for so long, that she was resigned to just being that way for the rest of her life. She knew that she was well past her sell-by date, and the chances of companionship were not only miniscule, but dwindling even further by the day.
For the most part, she'd made her peace with it. She just wished that that she had a man for herself. A companion to share her life with, to share her dreams. Someone to take care of.
Someone to give her orgasms here and there would be nice as well.
Stealing one last glance at the sexy man, her eyes widened as she saw him vanish, his clothing falling to the bench seat in a crumpled pile.
Leanne glanced around the lobby, and no one else seemed to have noticed the disappearing man at all. Careful to not cause a scene, she made her way to that table, in time to see a six-inch tall naked man scramble out of the neck hole of the shirt, trying to cover his nudity with his arms and hands, and looking around wildly.
She carefully bent over the seat, and whispered very quietly when she spoke. "Are you okay!? No. Stupid question. What happened?"
The miniature man looked up at her wildly and fell to his butt, scrambling backward in fear.
"Hey, shh, shh. I'm not going to hurt you." Thinking quickly, she gently grasped him in her thick, chubby fist and laid him in the large pocket of her work apron.
Leanne's breasts were too large to wear the black apron as it was designed, with it over her neck. She instead had to fold it in half and tie it around her thick waist. "Stay down," she whispered to her passenger. Then, as nonchalantly as she could, she walked to the women's restroom, put out the sign that said it was being cleaned, and entered the room.
******
Derek did as he was told, and stayed buried in the pocket of the apron. This was, all of it, impossible yet somehow had actually happened.
He'd shrunk. Somehow, he had become only half a foot tall, if that. Instantly.
It was a little hard to gauge his own size.
When the giant fat woman loomed over him after he'd finished crawling out from under the collapsed circus tent of his shirt, the primal monkey hindbrain had taken over, gibbering in abject terror and screaming at him to run. So he tried to do just that.
The woman had tried to calm him, and hidden him from any others. He was grateful for that, at least. But being completely naked and very small in the air-conditioned building with only a worn-thin apron pocket of cheap cloth to insulate from the cold was taking its toll. By the time the woman fished him back out of the pocket and brought him up to her face, he was already shivering.
"Hi," she whispered with a compassionate smile. "I'm Leanne."
Derek tried to smile back, even though he was terrified being at held aloft with a single giant hand gripped around him from mid-chest to mid-thigh. "D-Derek," he shivered.
"I don't know what to do," she admitted. "Is there anyone I can call? Your wife, or girlfriend, or parents or anything?"
Derek shook his head in despair, slumping into her hand some. "No. No one. I'm all alone."
He watched her look through him, eyes taking on a distant cast as she thought. "Maybe... maybe the university? They've got scientists, right?"
Derek didn't like that at all. "I don't think science has anything to do with this," he said slowly. The change was too instantaneous, too random. There was no large machinery or anything like that around to effect the shrinking. "They're more likely to put me on display or dissect me, or even hand me over to the military."
Leanne chewed her plump lip for a moment. She tried, "Maybe it's only temporary? Maybe you'll pop back to normal in a couple of days or something?"
Derek felt himself brighten at the thought. "Yeah. Yeah! But, but what do I do until then?"
"You could stay with me?" she blurted.
Derek just stared.
She shrugged helplessly. "It'll be nice to have some company. Would... would that be okay?"
Derek didn't have a lot of options. He was more or less helpless now, and the woman had actually asked his opinion rather than just doing whatever she wanted. The giantess didn't actually need his cooperation for anything, and her trying to work with him meant a lot. "If you're sure, then yes please. I, uh, probably don't eat much," he shrugged.
Leanne giggled softly. It was a remarkably pleasant sound. "A sense of humor! You and I are going to get along just fine, Derek. Now we've just got to figure out how to hide you until I get off of work."
Derek shivered more. "Wherever it is, it has to be some place safe and warm. I'm freezing here."
Leanne paused. She had an idea, and it would be safe, and warm, and near her at all times. Only, she'd be baring herself a little to one of the sexiest men she'd ever seen, even if he was the size of a Ken doll. Then she shook herself. Derek was completely naked, what was she even worried about?
Suddenly, Leanne became very aware of the feel of his nude body in her hand. The way his tight ass pressed into the meat of her palm, her fingers around his broad chest and thin waist. His hard thighs. His defined arms resting atop her nearly closed fist, tiny hands gripping her thumb knuckle and the tip of her pointer finger like the armrests of a comfortable chair. She even imagined she could feel his manhood beneath a fingertip.
Leanne blushed. "I have an idea. You'll be safe from discovery, and warm, and I won't lose you. But, it's a little awkward, and might not be all that pleasant."
Derek shivered more, and a little more violently. The warmth of her hand was helping, but only so much. "Warm is kind of winning here, Leanne."
Leanne hesitated for a moment or two, mentally bracing herself. Then she stood from where she had been sitting on the closed toilet seat and began to untuck her uniform top one-handed, pulling it over the immense bulges of her bra-covered breasts and holding the bunched-up fabric in place beneath her chin.
With her free hand, she parted the massive divide of her cleavage and tucked the shrunken man into the pried open gap between her breasts, and then used a pair of finger-tips to sink him in until he was held in place, his shoulders and head the only things visible.
"Sorry about the sweat," she shamefacedly apologized. "I've been working. It this okay? Warm enough? Comfortable enough?"
Derek sighed in relief. It was incredibly warm between Leanne's tits. Yeah, there was some boob sweat, but that was a small price to pay. Her skin was tacky enough to hold him in place securely, and she had such big breasts that they were not only large enough to hide his entire body within them, but her bra kept them pressed together. He wouldn't be falling out.
She smelled nice, as well, which was a pleasant surprise. There was the faint odor of fast food, which was to be expected, but mostly it was a light smell of perfume and the slightly musky scent of her skin and sweat.
Derek tilted his head back to look at her face. "This is kind of perfect, Leanne. Thank you."
Leanne smiled in relief, then got to work pulling her top back down and tucking it back into her pants. She left the stall and checked her reflection in the bathroom mirror, finding a problem. There was a lump in her shirt where Derek's head rested.
She pulled the neckline of her top out to whisper to her passenger. "I have to tuck you in a little deeper, Derek. Sorry. You're showing."
"Uh, Okay!" his teeny voice carried back to from the inside of her stretched tight shirt.
Leanne's fingers dug into her uniform top, wedging between her gargantuan breasts until they came in contact with Derek's midsection. Then she gently pushed him a little further downward until only his head was out. A quick peek down her shirt to make sure she hadn't buried him in her boobs so far that he wouldn't be able to breathe showed his head resting where her cleavage began, the inverted U-shape at the top holding his little head snugly.
"Okay, I've got about three hours left of my shift. Hang tight, Derek."
Then Leanne carried on with her day. She checked over the bathroom, so she wouldn't get in trouble for putting the sign out and not actually cleaning it. She gathered up Derek's clothing in a garbage bag and brought it out to her car, with no one the wiser. She cleaned tables and floors, took orders when others went on their breaks, and generally stayed busy.
The entire time she worked, she couldn't help but to dwell on the feeling of the doll-sized man hidden in her breasts, and the unexpected and confusing feelings of excitement and anticipation.
She was absolutely not concentrating on the arousal caused by the feel of a naked man against her skin, no matter how small he was.
******
Derek quickly became bored.
There was wasn't much to see from his vantage point inside of Leanne's shirt, the dark material letting very little light through. Other than the ceiling of cloth, there were the acres of breast flesh he was encapsulated within, and really nothing else. As far as he could see was the soft-looking pale skin of her mammaries, the pair of them the size of entire rooms to his diminished height. Directly in front of his face was the dark divide between them, the endless crevice stretching on and on until it curved out of sight.
The pressure of the big woman's breasts as they held him wasn't so great that he had trouble breathing, but any movement at all look serious effort.
Derek, like most young men, was fascinated by breasts nearly to the point of obsession. He had to train himself to not stare at cleavage out in public, as the valley between any pair of boobs was magnetic to his gaze. Now here he was with nothing else to look at.
As Leanne worked, her giant boobs jostled and jiggled all over the place. They swayed up and forward when she leaned, they bounced when she walked, they swayed to the sides when she turned. When she wiped down tables, they swayed forward and wobbled violently. As they moved, Derek moved with them. His head was held fairly securely to her sternum area, so he never really got motion sick, but the rest of him tended to get brought along for the ride as his pocket of security shifted this way or that.
That's not to say there was nothing happening at all. He could hear just fine, and he listened to the music of the restaurant lobby and the conversations happening around him. That really did help pass the time.
Also, Leanne was sweating as she worked. Not profusely, but still, sweating.
It would collect between her tits where Derek's body was, and had no where to go afterward. Some was reabsorbed back into her skin, but within the first hour Derek's little body was soaked in musky woman water. Derek began to feel like he was in a sauna. Maybe a hot tub.
It wasn't as much of an imposition as some might think. Derek enjoyed hot tubs. He worked his arms from his sides, fighting against the sticky tit skin gripping him, and folded his arms over his stomach.
For the first time in years, Derek allowed himself to completely relax. Maybe there was something encoded in his DNA that found being pressed against giant tits comforting, like a baby would have found it. It was the only reason he could come up with as to why he wasn't freaking all the way out. What would come would come, and nothing he could do right then would change that in any way.
The only problem he really had at the moment, (besides being six inches tall,) was the raging erection caused by the vista of titty before him and the cloud of pheromone-laden scent, and then also being unwilling to do anything about it. He was sure Leanne would notice if he tried jacking off, and that would not be the best way to endear himself to the woman who would be caring for him for however long this lasted.
Assuming, of course, that it actually would end. Derek tried very hard not to dwell on that last thought.
******
Leanne finally was able to clock out for the day, and hurried to her car.
She sat in the driver's seat, fished the keys from her purse and started it, before turning her attention to the little man.
She pulled back her neckline and looked down at the top of his little head where it peeked out from the top of her cleavage. "You still okay, Derek?"
"Uh, Yeah? I could use a drink and a shower, but I'm good!"
Leanne closed her eyes in mortification, thankful that he was deep enough in her cleavage that he was unable to look back at her face. "I am so sorry, Derek. Really. I didn't have a better idea, and I know how... uh, hot and bothery it gets between my girls. I can take you out for the drive home, if you want?"
"Oh, hey, don't get the wrong idea here, Leanne. I'm not complaining at all. It's like a hot tub in here, and you smell nice. I like hot tubs! I'm just sticky now. And thirsty. And I'm soaking wet, so if you take me out right now I'll freeze into a Derek-sickle in a hot minute... er, so to speak."
"Well, okay," Leanne capitulated. "If you're sure you can put up with it? It's about twenty minutes to my apartment. You'll be okay?"
Derek was silent for a moment. He could hear the embarrassment in her voice, and wracked his brain for a way to reassure her all was good. "I'm a straight male between the biggest pair of boobs that's ever existed. I'm not just okay, Leanne. I'm darn-near fantastic!"
Leanne let her neckline drop back down, blushing furiously. She fastened her seat belt, thankful that Derek couldn't see what his statement had done to her nipples from his vantage point.
She was almost positive that she could use them to cut glass at that moment.
As she backed out of the parking spot, she became hyper-aware of the hot, young guy's body tucked away in her bosom. While she was working, she could distract herself, but in the car she didn't have that luxury. Her brain meticulously mapped every detail, every contour, every single point where her flesh touched his, which was most of him. She felt like she could visualize his whole body through the sensations in her breasts. Like brail, but infinitely sexier.
Leanne allowed herself a sliver of hope. Derek seemed nice, as well as so very attractive. He had just experienced a trauma that no other ever had, and he was still nice. Still found a way to make her at ease, found a way to make her giggle. Made a joke a minute after he found himself a half-foot tall.
Leanne let herself hope, just a little, that she'd found a man to let close to her heart.
She parsed her last thought again, and a snorting laugh escaped her before she could stop it. Her hand quickly clamped over her mouth, and she glanced at her chest where Derek lay hidden, listening for anything at all from her new friend.
A man close to her heart? Derek couldn't be literally closer to her physical heart unless she somehow got him inside of her lung.
Leanne unconsciously rubbed her thighs together the entire trip home.
******
Leanne let herself into her efficiency apartment, securely locking the door behind her and hanging up her purse. She was a little embarrassed to show the hovel she lived in to her tiny houseguest.
Still, she drew the blinds over the single window, and once she was sure no one would see inside, she took her uniform top off completely so that Derek could see out.
Standing in the single room of her apartment, with only the bathroom not contained within, Leanne reached in and carefully grasped the sweat-slick boy within her cleavage by pressing her thumb to his back and a single finger to his chest, and scooted him up and out a bit. Not so much that he'd get cold, but enough to see around a bit.
"So, this is my apartment," the large woman explained needlessly. "Sorry it's so small."
Derek pried his upper limbs from between the gargantuan boobs to rest his arms out to the sides and took a look around, chuckling. "You're kidding, right? As far as I'm concerned, this is perfect."
Leanne stared down her chest. "Are you just saying that?"
"No. Think about it. If you lived in a three floor house, how would I get anywhere? Your apartment is the size of a city block to me now as it is."
The thought sank in to the woman's brain, and she brightened. Her apartment was tiny by any standards, but for the sole exception being the miniature man she'd offered to care for. While it was far too small for two people to live there, it was just fine for one fluffy woman and one mini-man.
Derek swung one of arms back and forth, stroking her skin with his palm in a big arc to get her attention. "So, any chance I could get that drink now?"
"Oh, sure! Um, just let me figure out where to set you down first."
Derek hurriedly spoke, "You don't have to."
Leanne glanced down again in confusion. "What?"
"I am so super-comfortable, you don't even know. It's really soft and warm in here. If it's okay with you, think I could just hang out here a bit longer?"



Derek didn't exactly lie, but he didn't tell the entire truth either. He really was comfortable in the hot water beds of her vast breast flesh, but more importantly his boner hadn't really ever gone down. A little more time to try and get control of himself was needed.
Leanne walked to her fridge in her bra and uniform pants, grabbed a bottle of water, and then eased herself onto her recliner. She twisted off the cap, and realized there was no way for him to drink from the bottle. She was going to have to make a list of things to get for him, and at the top of that list was a couple of sewing thimbles to use as drinking cups.
Carefully, she poured some water into the cap, and handed it to the tiny, handsome man nestled in her cleavage, before taking a huge swallow from the bottle. Was it hot in her apartment? It sure felt like it.
Derek drank greedily from the unwieldy bottle cap. It was like trying to carefully sip from a soup pot, and he spilled some as he tried, the cold water making Leanne squeal as it ran down his neck and between her breasts.
Having gotten his fill, Derek carefully set the cap off to the side, balancing it on the curve of the giant titty to his left. "Thanks, Leanne. I needed that. Uh, sorry I spilled a little."
"You're welcome," she smiled. It was so wonderful having company of the male persuasion for once, as impossible and weird as the situation was. "So, I was thinking you could bathe in the sink while I have my own shower? You did say you needed to get cleaned up, right?"
"Oh!" Derek startled, trying to think of anything to just buy a little more time. "Or we could watch a little TV or something first?"
Leanne frowned down at him. She collected the cap from the top of her breast, threw the remaining contents into her mouth and resealed the bottle. "Is there a problem, Derek?"
The young man slumped in defeat. "I've been hard off and on for hours now. I don't want to offend, especially when you're being so very kind to me. I'm so sorry."
"You... hard?" Leanne couldn't even articulate how confused she was. Confused, and maybe a little more hopeful than before.
"Boobs." Derek gestured expansively at the array of titty before him. "Boobs, boobs, everywhere! I'm naked, and all of these giant boobs are all over the place and pressed up against me, all over me! Can you blame me? Really?"
In that moment, Leanne felt something she hadn't felt in a long, long time. Leanne felt desired. "You could... you could take care of it before I take you out? I wouldn't mind."
Derek craned his neck around to look at her face. "Are you serious?"
Leanne resisted the urge to shrug, realizing that it would set his perch into wild motion. "I doubt you'd really make so much of a mess that I'd even notice, would you?"
Derek considered that. If he wasn't so incredibly horny, hadn't been teased with tits the size of billboards for hours on end, he probably would have thought more with his head and less with his dick. "One problem; I'm all sticky still. Think I could get you to squeeze a drop of lotion or something in here?"
Leanne looked him over consideringly. She could feel the way he was positioned, in a reclining state. She parted her tits by digging all of her fingers of both hands into her cleavage directly over his lap, leaned forward, and let a big drip of saliva pool into the opened space. And peeked at him while she did so.
It was weird, Derek thought, but far less weird than anything else that had been happening in the last few hours. He wedged his arms back inside of his hot carrying case and grasped his cock. It was very sloppy, but also very slick now. "Yeah, that works too. Are you really sure this isn't going to bother you? Like, really, really sure?"
Leanne's hand surreptitiously drifted to her own crotch, her hot and wet pussy begging for any kind of attention, especially after the thrill she stole. "I'm sure. You're a healthy man with needs, right? Go right ahead."
Leanne could feel his little arm working up and down rhythmically against the wall of her sensitive inner breast, slowly at first but gaining in speed. Her own breathing began to deepen and she pressed the ball of her fist against her pussy, the moisture beginning to seep into her pants.
An idea occurred to her. She could squeeze her breasts, and if he asked she could just claim she was helping him out. Abandoning her needy core, she palmed huge handfuls of her aching breasts and squeezed, over and over, causing her tit-flesh to bulge in waves. Here and there she'd drag her palms across the hard bumps of her nipples as they pressed through the thin material of her bra cups.
Derek rode the waves of undulating breast, watching Leanne fondle her own tits from his very close vantage point. It was so very erotic, and while he didn't know why she was doing that, he wasn't going to complain. Her breath blew hot and heavy over the back of his head and neck, and between watching her and listening to her heavy breathing, his orgasm didn't take very long at all. He grunted and strained as the cumshot that had been boiling just below the surface for hours was finally unleashed.
It was one of the most satisfying of his life.
Derek's head fell back to rest against Leanne's sternum area, and he took a deep, cleansing breath. Reopening his eyes, he noticed that the big woman hadn't stopped fondling herself, nor had her breathing slowed. As a matter of fact, small whimpers and moans were escaping her panting mouth.
Derek didn't say a word. He was able to put two and two together, and while she certainly hadn't minded him 'taking care of business', that didn't mean that she wasn't bothered. She very clearly was, in fact, bothered.
He tilted his head back to watch her lusty expression, her eyes closed and mouth open with a fetching blush coloring her cheeks. After less than a minute, her eyes snapped open and she stared at him, pupils very dilated.
"Oh! Um, I was just, uh..."
"Leanne," Derek said gently while stroking her skin in wide arcs in a semblance of comfort. "Stop teasing yourself and just do it. I'd be the worst kind of hypocrite to judge."
Leanne bit her plump lip in indecision, before asking, "Can I ask for something a little weird to... to help?"
The shrunken man chuckled lazily. "Probably. What did you have in mind?"
"...can I hold you in my mouth?" she asked in a hushed tone.
"Uh, as long as I can still breathe, then sure? I should probably wash first though." Derek was positive he didn't taste all that wonderful at that moment.
Leanne lurched out of her recliner, the only piece of furniture in the room other than her bed and dresser, and hurried to the bathroom. Excitement had spurred her into energetic action.
She turned on the sink water to warm it, snatched her body wash from the shower, and as soon as the water temperature felt right to her she plucked the man from her cleavage.
Impatient, she washed him herself and dried him with a hand towel. Once he was dry enough, she set him down on her pillow and began working her uniform pants down over her wide hips and protruding ass. "Um, I'm going to get naked. If you want to turn away, now's the time."
Derek leaned back and laced his fingers behind his head. "You must be joking. Miss this? Not for the world."
Leanne smiled in welcome surprise, and once her pants were down and kicked away, she unceremoniously wiggled her panties down and began to unlatch the multitude of hooks keeping her bra clasped.
Derek drank in her body greedily. She had a full bush, soft auburn curls somewhat matted with natural lubricant. Wide hips, thick thighs. A plump belly that caved in a little around her waist. Then her breasts... Jesus wept, her breasts!
They were full, and hung low once freed from the confines of her bra as huge natural breasts tended to do. She had large areolas and thick, prominent nipples. Thick blue veins spidered here and there.
They were the most magnificent pair of tits that Derek had ever had the pleasure of beholding.
Once Leanne was completely nude, she spread her hands to the sides, shyly presenting herself. "So... this is me."
"Wow," the little guy muttered, and unable to help himself started to stroke his recovering erection.
The unsure plump woman eased herself onto the bed, head nestled on the pillow next to where Derek's entire body lay. "You're not too disgusted, are you?" she worried.
Derek rolled to his side so that they were face to face, in a manner of speaking. "I'm not disgusted at all," he assured her. "As a matter of fact, I think you're sexy." At her disbelieving expression, he rolled his eyes and pointed at his very hard dick. "See? Sexy."
Leanne's expression changed then, and she scooted closer until her face was almost touching the tiny man laying on her pillow. She puckered her full, plump lips and gave him a gentle kiss that engulfed his entire face. Then a more powerful one to his chest that lingered.
She dragged her lower lip up his torso, hot breath washing over him, and then out came her tongue.
The drooling, muscled appendage flattened against Derek's shins and she ran it up his body, delighting in every nuance and leaving behind a coating of her saliva. She enjoyed that so much, she did it again, but even slower. Her hand wedged between her thighs and into the sopping wet heat barely contained therein of its own accord.
Finally wanting to fulfill the fantasy that had been plaguing her for the last few minutes, she scooped up the little man, heaved herself onto her back in the center of the small bed, and raised him over her open mouth.
Derek fought back his fear. It was one thing to agree to be held in her mouth, but it was something else entirely to be held aloft and lowered into a gaping maw that could swallow him whole. Strands of sticky saliva hung between her upper and lower teeth in thin ropes, breaking as her tongue darted out to lick at his feet.
Leanne's curious tongue slathered all around his legs as he was lowered in. When he was halfway inside of the scary orifice, her plump lips closed around his waist and she began to gently suckle his lower body, the tip of her tongue flicking over and massaging his ass. She even tried and partially succeeded in wedging the tip between his glutes.
Derek watched Leanne's face. Her eyes were nearly crossed as she focused on him, suckling and licking the bottom half of his body while making lusty moans and pleading hums deep in her throat.
Though he couldn't see it, Leanne had four fingers of one hand crammed into her juicy canal and was furiously scrubbing her clit with the other.
He was so handsome, and she could just stare at his beautiful face and defined chest while she jilled herself off. Also, it was a happy surprise just how much she was enjoying exploring his ass with her tongue.
Derek leaned over and kissed the tip of her nose then stroked her cheekbones with his little hands, and that was all it took. Her big pelvis lifted from the bed and she gave a muted scream around a shrunken man and through tight, pursed lips as she came like a freight train.
The look in Leanne's eyes as she orgasmed was something special to Derek. Heavy-lidded, pleading, lusty, and erotic. Her pupils were so dilated that almost none of the blue was still showing. He'd never had such a close-up view of an aroused woman's eyes before.
He waited as she cooled down a bit, exhaling heavily through her nose and incidentally blowing all of that hot air across his chest and face. Derek tolerated it with a smile.
Her eyes finally focused back on him, and he felt the lips around his waist stretch into something like a smile. He ventured, "Hey. Can I ask for a little favor now?"
Leanne made a questioning noise around his legs, raising her eyebrows.
"Can you bring your hand up here?"
That time, she definitely made a 'what' noise.
Derek stared down at the spoon beneath her nose, and ran his hand over the twin ridges. "I like the smell and taste of pussy," he admitted. "If that's no good, then it'll be okay. I just thought I'd ask."
Leanne rolled her eyes, but dutifully brought her glazed hand up to near his face. She waited expectantly with a single eyebrow raised.
Her hand smelled amazing to Derek. He reached up, grasped her finger with his hands, and tried to pull it closer with all the strength in his arms. Leanne obliged him by drifting it closer.
Once in range, Derek took a tentative taste of the vaginal secretions liberally coating her finger. Finding it very much to his liking, he frantically began to lick the glaze from her digit, desperate to get as much as he could.
Leanne's eyes widened in shock. The tiny, yet gorgeous man was gorging himself on her pussy leavings. He was enjoying her taste. He actually, really liked it!
Her arousal came back with a vengeance and she yanked her hand away from him to dual-hand her needy core once again.
Derek wondered at her pulling her hand away, but then he heard and felt the moans, and noticed the bed shaking again. He twisted his torso as much as he could, hooked an arm around her chin, and forcibly turned his body a full one hundred and eighty degrees in her mouth. This time he wanted to watch.
The view down her plush body was a wonder. Her giant, full tits sagged down the sides of her body to rest on her upper arms, affording him a view down her plump belly and the very top of her pubic mound. Her thick thighs were propped up and spread wide, and Leanne had both of her hands energetically abusing her cunt.
Then she began to massage his wood with her tongue-tip.
It felt amazing, and Derek wrapped his arms around her chin and held on as she fellated him in a way no one had been before. Lacking any real way to show his appreciation, he kissed and nuzzled the chin within his folded arms.
All the while, the rhythmic suctioning of his legs and pelvis never really ended. The force just gradually increased. Leanne's powerful tongue slathered against the front of his legs as she concentrated on licking his erection.
Leanne began to squeal and buck her hips as she felt Derek's butterfly kisses on her chin, and as she wetly orgasmed yet again, she heard Derek shout and clutch at her chin tighter. His hips undulated inside of her mouth, and she faintly tasted the bitter, salty tang of his cum, as little as there was.
It was so good. Leanne felt satiated in a way she hadn't felt in the longest time. With the least gooey of her hands, she grasped the little man around his shoulders and upper arms, lifting him from her mouth. Then lowering him. She bobbed Derek's legs in and out of her suctioning mouth like she was giving his lower body a blowjob. Just a few times, and just for fun.
Finally lowering him to sit on her chest so that he was facing her, she blew an errant lock of sweaty hair from her face. "'Thank you' doesn't seem like it's a strong enough pair of words."
Derek leaned back and propped himself up with his arms. "Thank you? This was a mutual thing, Leanne. You and I, we can have more fun together. As long as you're careful with me, I don't see why this has to be it. I sure enjoyed myself."
Leanne's gaze became vacant as a hundred new fantasies and scenarios bombarded her imagination all at once.
Finally breaking free, she giggled freely and without care. "Okay. I've got the day off tomorrow. We need to get a few things to make you a little more comfortable, but after that, wanna go see a movie?"
Derek blinked. "How am I supposed to do that?"
Leanne grinned slyly. "I've got an idea or two. But for tonight, shower and bath, then sleep. I'm beat."
******
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Leanne shuffled down the line of seats in the movie theater, purse over her shoulder, tub of salty, buttery popcorn in one hand, a large cup filled with Pepsi in the other.
She eased herself into a seat near the back, the theater nearly empty for the Wednesday matinee.
She rested her drink in the cup holder attached to the armrest, dropped her purse to sit in the folded seat to her right, and waited.
When the lights went down and the ads before the previews began showing, she took one last, careful look around. Seeing no one anywhere near, Leanne placed the popcorn tub between her knees and began unbuttoning her burgundy blouse.
Eventually, Derek's head and three inches of cleavage were bared, and she pried him upward out of her tits until his arms were clear of her plush entrapments.
She craned her head down and whispered, "Can you see the screen?"
She got three slaps of his palm to her breast, signaling an affirmative. There was no way she'd be able to hear him in the loud theater, so they'd worked out a code. three taps for yes, two for no. One tap meant nothing, and would likely be an accident.
Leanne glanced around again, then fished from her purse one of the plastic thimbles she'd purchased earlier in the day. Using a finger on the top of her straw as a stopper, she was able to transfer a thimble-full of soda to the tiny container, which she handed to Derek.
The little man took a gulp, then wedged it into the cleavage in front of his chest to keep it upright. A single kernel of salty, buttery popcorn was placed to his left on the upper curve of Leanne's breast, and they were set.
Leanne had cinched up the shoulder straps on her bra, holding her girls higher and more shelf-like. Worried about Derek falling through, she'd wrapped a very fine, long necklace around his chest and under his arms as a kind of safety rope. With the rest of the chain looped around Leanne's neck, should the worst happen she'd feel the tug and be able to get him back into position, and he wouldn't fall any further than that.
They sat through the movie they'd compromised on, Leanne scarfing down big handfuls of popcorn and taking large draws from her Pepsi, with Derek nibbling at the (to him,) volleyball-sized popcorn kernel and sipping at his thimble of soda. Now and then Leanne would gently stroke a finger over Derek's hair or caress his chest, unable to keep herself from touching him for too long.
When the credits began to show, Leanne hurriedly plucked the remainder of the kernel Derek hadn't finished and flicked it away, then tossed what was left of the thimble-cup into her mouth and palming it.
With a single finger on the top of his head, Leanne shoved her date back down into her cleavage and hurriedly buttoned her blouse back up.
By the time the lights came back up, and the few people in the more forward rows began to make their way to the rear exit, nothing about Leanne looked amiss. No one knew she had her little date safe and secure between her giant breasts. She smiled politely at the people as they passed, a wonderful secret hiding behind her eyes... and between her boobs.
Leanne slung her purse back over her shoulder, placed the thimble in a side pocket, and began to leave herself. As an afterthought, she gathered the remainder of her popcorn and soda to bring home as well.
It was the best date she'd been on since she was a teenager, and it wasn't over yet. She got to bring her sexy man home with her for once.
******
Once Leanne had sat in her car and gotten it running, she unbuttoned her blouse yet again. Just enough to bare Derek's head and let him get some fresher air, but not so much that any onlooker could recognize a shrunken man peeking out of her top.
She began backing out of the parking spot. "So, what did you think?"
"Honestly?" the little man replied, trying in vain to scratch the itch behind his ear on Leanne's smooth, thick breast flesh. "Rom-Coms are never going to be my favorite kind of movie. This one was a lot better than I thought it was going to be, though. And the seating was the best, ever," he teased.
"Yeah, um... Hey, Derek? Do you think we could, uh, talk about last night?" Leanne bit her lip, not knowing which way this conversation would go, but also knowing that it had to happen.
"Sure. What's on your mind, Leanne?"
The large, middle-aged woman tightened her grip on the steering wheel. "I, um... I had a really good time."
Derek chuckled. "So did I."
Leanne pressed, "The thing is, that kind of lit a fire in me. I want to do more. With you. Um, more sexy times is what I'm trying to ask for here."
"I'm for it. It's not like I can really say no, anyway," he shrugged. Well, he tried to shrug. The heavy fat of Leanne's tits was more or less effortlessly holding him immobile from the neck down.
"No, you can! You really, really can, Derek. No means no, and if you don't want to, I promise I won't make you. Cross my heart."
Derek felt relief over a concern he really didn't even know he had. "Well, I appreciate that, Leanne. But about the only good thing about shrinking down so small is the new and interesting ways for sex. Well, that, and meeting you."
"Aww, now you're just flattering me," Leanne blushed.
"No. I mean it," Derek insisted. "You didn't even know me, and you offered to take care of me the minute after I became pretty helpless. You're really, incredibly kind. It means everything to me, and I'm really grateful here."
Leanne cleared her throat, trying to dislodge whatever was causing pressure there. Then she changed the subject. "So, new and interesting ways, huh? Do share."
Derek laughed out loud. "I've been thinking of almost nothing else. Really takes my mind off of... well. For instance, I'll bet you could slide me into the gusset of your panties right now and no one would know."
Leanne's breath left her in a rush, and she pinched her abruptly erect nipple through her blouse as hard as she could, hoping a little pain would distract her.
It didn't.
Licking suddenly dry lips, she couldn't help but ask, "What else?"
Derek had no idea how much he'd just turned her on, the older woman's plush pillows allowing his head to move little. His view was basically limited to the steering wheel, the dashboard, Leanne's gargantuan hands and the slope of her breasts. He was getting used to speaking to a voice behind him, though. "Mostly stuff along those lines. Taking a ride in your bra cup with a big-ass nipple next to my face. Spending some time in your butt-crack as you walk around. Why, did you have a plan for when we get home?"
"It seems a little unimaginative now," she chuckled in a very strained manner. "All I can think about right now is shoving you down the front of my panties."
"Road head!" Derek shouted, and Leanne began to nervously laugh while scanning for a place to pull over. Her massive bosom shook and wobbled as she laughed, jostling her passenger much to his enjoyment.
She pulled into the Walmart parking lot and parked between two large SUVs. It was as much privacy as she could find on short notice, and she was too excited to look for anything better.
Leanne frantically unlatched her black slacks, cursing her chubby belly and thick thighs. Finally getting them undone, she tugged her zipper open and wiggled the pants down just enough, then shuffled forward a bit and slouched in her seat. She checked with her hand, making sure she wasn't going to be pressing Derek into the seat, and even she was surprised at just how wet she was.
"Ready?" she asked, voice hushed, excitement dripping from the single word.
"Ready for what?" Derek rejoined cluelessly.
Leanne licked her lips. "Ready to take a field trip down the gusset of my panties?"
Derek blinked. Suddenly the hypothetical became something real. Real and immediate. "Sure?" he stated uncertainly.
One more furtive glance around, and Leanne dug her fingers into the deep crevice between her massive breasts, lifting Derek's entire body out. She unwound the necklace from his torso, then planted her painted lips to his face, giving him a thankful kiss.
The plump woman adjusted him to lay on her open hand, his feet dangling past her fingertips, and went for it. Her free hand pulled back the elastic of her pink panties with the white lace pattern, and she slid him down and around the bulging curve of her paunch, through her moist bush, and into her drooling pussy.
Derek's feet and legs slid right through her chubby, engorged lips and directly into her tunnel with little resistance given how wet she was. It was a pleasant surprise, and she rolled with it. She kept feeding him in until it felt like her inner labia were grasping his tiny hips, and then she removed her hand from her panties completely.
Leanne's voice shook when next she spoke. "Okay, Hun. Do your thing."
It felt like he was pedaling an imaginary bicycle inside of her, while also massaging her incredibly hard clit with his dexterous little hands.
All she could see was a sliver of her panty's color before it curved out of sight, and she stared at the elastic band of her underwear as Derek proceeded to rock her entire world.
The first orgasm came quickly. Leanne was unprepared for all of the new sensations. She gripped the steering wheel until her knuckles turned white and bowed her head even further, keeping the scream inside. Fireworks exploded behind her clenched eyelids. She creamed and clenched around his legs and hips, and the instant it was about to become too sensitive, Derek stopped moving altogether.
Leanne heaved deep breaths, coming down. Her face was so flushed that the red ran down her neck and into her chest.
Derek gave her long enough to nearly recover, and then he started working at her again. Just the idea of Derek halfway inside of her turned her on more than she was prepared for. She had half of an entire person in her pussy.
She had a man inside of her in public, and no one knew. Her lusty vagina quivered at the very thought.
******
Derek accepted the kiss, the entirety of his face engulfed by the pucker of the plump, red lips. Then Leanne laid him on her palm and turned him around, giving him a brief, excited smile, and proceeded to slap him face-first to the soft fatty bulge between her belly and her pussy.
She slid him downward, his body conforming to the curve, and then he was being dragged down through her wet bush. Somehow, his feet ended up slipping into her pussy hole, sliding right through the divide in the slickened skin. His body continued along the arc until he was wedged in her vag nearly to his waist, her hard, throbbing clit pressed to his chest, and her fat pussy lips contouring to the outline of whatever wasn't stuffed inside of her.
His legs were a little elevated, but mostly he was reclining with Leanne's panties on his back keeping him inside and safe from falling out.
He faintly heard her voice, though he couldn't make out the words. He assumed it was some kind of permission to start playing with her, so he did.
He bicycled his legs inside of her spongy slick cavern and squeezed her big slippery clit between his hands, digging his fingers into it like he was massaging a leg cramp and sliding his fingers around under her hood.
He couldn't hear anything other than the Titaness's blood pumping around him, so Leanne's orgasm took him by surprise. Her tunnel clenched his legs, the sponginess being compressed to a very hard state, and woman-cream was squeezed out around his body. Her cum soaked into the panty behind him, mostly. A fair bit clung to the parts of Derek just outside of her hole.
Derek worked her clit over more, extending her orgasm out, until the world started to vibrate. Then he stopped and took a rest. The bicycle kick was exhausting.
Leanne's giant pussy clenched and gripped him sporadically in the aftermath, making Derek smile to himself. He scooped a handful of her cum from his stomach, the much thicker consistency marking it as very different from her natural lubricant, and gave it a taste.
It was much better hot and straight from the tap than smeared on a finger and allowed to cool in the air, that was for sure.
Then there was the smell! Pressed against Leanne's cavernous cunt with her panties behind him holding everything in, the air was hot and incredibly humid, the mature woman's musky odor permeating everything. Noticing that the vaginal quivering had died down, Derek absently removed a wet rope-like pubic hair from where it clung to his shoulder, and started to work on Leanne's second orgasm.
After a moment, a gentle pressure began to stroke up and down his back as Leanne expressed her gratitude with the pad of her middle finger. She slowly petted him through the dampening fabric of her panty, spurring Derek to work harder. He kicked his legs faster, compressed her clit even more.
Without warning, the finger stroking him disappeared. Then he was pressed tightly in-between the fat pussy lips around him, and everything went pitch-black.
******
Leanne was thoroughly enjoying all the attention her little man was giving her. She caressed him through her panties, careful to be as gentle as possible.
The slamming of a car door made her snap her eyes open in a panic. Through the side-mirror, she could see one of the SUVs she'd parked between unloading a shopping cart.
Yanking her hand out of her crotch, she pulled her pants up and re-latched the fastener, having to suck in her tummy to succeed. Then she carefully backed out of the parking space and drove away.
She almost got caught! Her heart raced, and pinpricks of sensation traveled over her skin with the adrenaline rush.
She merged onto the interstate, and began to worry about the tiny guy in her underwear. Right up until she felt him move, playing with her clit anew and moving inside of her.
Her breathing deepened, and she reaffirmed her two-handed grip on the steering wheel. Leanne began to pant, wild-eyed, as another gushing orgasm overtook her.
In the safety of her car, on the interstate with the windows rolled up, she let herself scream as her seldom-used pussy undulated in her pleasure. Derek felt amazing inside of her. Better than any dildo she'd ever used.
Once the waves of pleasure tapered down, Leanne collected her bearings but noticed something was different. Was Derek deeper now? It sure felt like he was further inside than he should have been.
She felt his arms move against her pussy lips, and a pressure as he tried to pull himself out of her. Involuntarily, she clenched her muscles around the man, and she definitely felt him move even deeper inside of her that time.
"No," she whispered in dawning horror. "No-no-no-no."
The matronly woman tried to unlatch her pants to fish him out, but the tab and hook was impossible for her with only one hand. The car was moving too fast for her to take both hands off of the wheel.
She tried to wedge her fingers through her still-open zipper, but only succeeded in nudging him into her hotbox a little further. The waistband of her pants was too tight, and her hand too thick to get in with the latch still fastened.
Desperate tears began to run down her face. She couldn't sit upright, that might crush him. She couldn't close her legs, he wouldn't be able to breathe. She had to stay slouched in her seat, thighs spread lewdly wide, and try not to squeeze him any more. It was her only chance. His, too.
There was only so much she could ignore, though, only so long she could keep her pussy relaxed. Another involuntary contraction slurped him inside a little more, and she felt his arms scrambling against her plump, puffy labia, felt the tugs on her pubic hair as Derek tried to pull himself out by using the soaked, slick hair as rope.
He failed. He obviously couldn't get a grip, she was just too wet.
"Oh God Oh God JUST LET ME MERGE!" she screamed at the traffic around her. Any exit would do.
The implied danger wasn't helping her. If anything, it made it all worse. Another shuddering pulse ran through her stupid danger-slut of a cunt hole, and Derek was pulled even further inside of her yet.
His arms were still moving, she could feel that. They were more frantic now, but at least she knew he still had air. The added sensation of the mini-man's flailing made everything so much more difficult. Fear-sweat beaded on her face, trickling down her neck as she strained to not suffocate her man. One or two more contractions, and things would be bad.
Leanne cursed at herself at the top of her lungs. If only she hadn't insisted on dressing up for the movie with Derek. Had she worn pretty much anything other than her tight dressy pants, she'd have been able to get him out. If only she'd been able to wait until they were home to try this, there wouldn't have been any danger at all, but no. Stupid Leanne just had to have her orgasms right away, and now she was going to kill the best thing that had happened to her in decades. One way or another.
Either the budding trust and friendship would die, or...
Leanne forcibly relaxed herself despite every instinct she owned screaming at her to indulge. To embrace how good the contractions felt, how good it felt to exercise her rarely used vaginal muscles on the helpless man. She breathed slow and deep for long, long minutes, and determinedly kept her pussy from making the slightest twitch. She was able to get onto the right lane, and miraculously it was her exit approaching.
"Hold on, Baby. Just hold on. Just a bit longer."
A moment of lost concentration and the squeeze she'd been holding back for what seemed like ever struck, causing Derek to vanish inside of her. All six inches of his writhing body was completely within her gushing, pulsing vaginal canal.
Leanne broke every speed limit on the exit ramp, unable to hold anything back any longer as she squeezed and churned Derek within her heart-shaped box. His thrashing and scrambling once he was completely engulfed was too much to ignore, and she'd been holding herself back, edging the oncoming explosion for far too long. In a continual state of fear-elevated, delay-enhanced orgasm, she frantically looked for any place to pull over. Any place at all.
She whimpered as her pussy clenched and clenched, trying in vain to milk the struggling form of her suffocating captive, completely outside of her control. Her car seat became hot and wet, and the smell of her sex began to become the dominant scent in the vehicle.
Once clear of the exit ramp she screeched to an abrupt stop on the side of the street, frantically unlatching her pants and tugging both them and her sopping panties down to mid-thigh.
"Please be okay, please be okay," she chanted as she dug her fingers into her sensitive hole to fish out the boy who'd gone still and limp a minute prior.
It wasn't easy. Derek was in deep and incredibly slippery, and her pussy wasn't cooperating in getting him out, clamping down on its long-awaited prize. After a panic-fueled moment or two, she had him evacuated from her soggy depths and in her hands.
"Oh God, please wake up Derek. I don't think I can give you CPR."



Leanne rubbed his chest with the pad of her thumb, and he coughed wetly and turned over to curl into a ball. He coughed once more, a spurt of her fluids streaking across her palm, and then he was breathing again. He took deep, ragged breaths as Leanne cried tears of relief.
Once assured that he would live, his general state entered her perception. He was covered in her leavings, coated with oozing, snotty lady-cum and runny lubrication. Derek reeked of her sex, even more than the car interior, as though her scent had permanently stained him.
Eventually, Derek rolled back onto his back and took a few cleansing breaths. He looked up at her and in a hoarse voice wryly asked, "Was it good for you?"
Leanne sobbed a laugh. "It was so good you almost didn't live through it. Are you okay?"
Derek groaned and pulled himself to a sitting position in Leanne's cupped hands. He absently swirled his finger through some of the gooey mess on his thigh, thinking. "Yeah. I'm good. I think we're going to need a safety chain before we try that again. Will that necklace fit around your waist?"
The big woman struggled to reign in her emotions. Not only was Derek okay, but he still wasn't afraid of her. He still trusted. "Probably not."
"Maybe a clit ring? One big handle to pull myself out with?" Derek joked, wiping the slime from his face and trying to shake it off.
Leanne chuckled wetly. "First; Ouch! Second; I doubt it would help. Everything down there gets slippery when wet. And third; Next time!? This time I almost drowned you!"
"Well yeah, I guess so," Derek started, still trying to clean himself off and failing. "But we're still learning here. And up until I couldn't breathe, it was awesome. I felt every twitch of yours down there, and it smelled and tasted great, and if I don't think about how scared I was, having your pussy slowly swallow me and then chew was really, really sexy."
Leanne rolled her eyes, exasperated with all of it. She abruptly leaned forward and sucked Derek into her mouth to his waist, sucking all of her fluids off. Then she popped him out and did the same to his lower half, before stuffing the still smelly, but far less gooey man into his spot in her cleavage.
"We'll talk at home, Hun," she stated while wiggling her panties up her legs and back over her large bottom, before doing the same with her pants.
She buttoned up her blouse to hide him once more, and then drained her movie theater soda to get the taste out of her mouth.
She probably needed to start carrying napkins in her purse. Maybe wet-wipes.
******
"Okay, I'm off to work. You've got the TV remote there, and there's an apple slice in a zip lock if you get hungry right here. I'll be back in, oh, eight and a half, nine hours?"
Derek blinked in confusion. "You mean I'm not going with you?"
Leanne propped her hands on her wide hips in exasperated amusement. "Do you really want to spend nine hours inside of sweaty old lady boobs?"
"You're not that old," Derek chided. "Be fair to yourself. But there's a bunch of good reasons for you to take me with. Like, we still don't know what caused this to happen to me. All we know for sure is that it happened at your workplace, so I should probably be there when I can. Also, I'm safe with you. I don't have to worry about, well, anything. Aaaaand, I don't know if it's because I'm small now, but your pheromones are really good for me. I like the smell of your sweat."
Leanne thought it over for a minute, and walked away to her dresser. She came back with the long necklace chain in her hand, and tugged her uniform top up and over her head. "Alright, but let's hurry. I don't want to be late."
She wedged Derek halfway in-between her enormous tits, looped the necklace around his chest and around her neck, then buried him the rest of the way in, only his face poking out near the top of her cleavage.
That accomplished, she hurriedly re-donned her uniform top, tucked it into her pants, and grabbed her purse. "I'll check on you when I can," she assured him, unaware he couldn't hear her any longer.
******
Leanne had tucked him in just a little too far. The only thing Derek could hear was the muted roar of the giantess's pulse. He couldn't really move any part of his body except for his face, and he realized that he was stuck that way until she had sweated enough to lubricate things down a little.
Wait. He could kind of wiggle his fingers and toes. That was something, at least.
Still, the sound of her heartbeat was soothing, and didn't people voluntarily bury themselves in sand for just this? This forced immobility? Being hugged by room-sized tits had to be a million times better than buried in sand.
Derek likened it to being in the womb, what with being naked, warm flesh all around him, and nothing but the sound of blood flowing.
He'd fallen asleep before Leanne had even parked her car at her work.
******
Leanne worked, the same as she did every workday since she was in her teens. The difference this time was the man she had more or less fucked yesterday was along for the ride.
A couple of hours in, the customers thinned out and she let her manager know she was taking a restroom break.
The big woman carefully checked for feet in any of the stalls, finding the room to be empty. She fished the plastic thimble from her pocket, rinsed out the lint, and filled it partway with cold tap water. That task accomplished, she then eased herself into the largest of the stalls.
******
Derek woke when the light shifted, blearily looking up at Leanne's face as she tried to talk to him through the neckline of her top.
"I can't hear anything!" he said in what he hoped wasn't too loud of tone.
Then the fingers holding the neckline rushed in, grasping him and pulling him out of boobage until his arms were clear. A pair of fingers holding a thimble appeared in front of him.
"Thanks!" he cheerfully said, taking a deep drink. Being surrounded by all of that insulated body heat had made him sweat, he really did need the water.
Even if most of the sweat on his body wasn't his.
"You doing okay?" she checked.
"I was too far- are you peeing!?"
Leanne gave him an entertained grin. "I have to multi-task here, Hun. Besides, I refuse to be embarrassed over peeing in front of someone who's been in my pussy. Especially if he can only hear it."
Derek's mouth opened soundlessly for a moment before he mentally shrugged. It wasn't that big of a deal, now that he thought about it. "Fair. But like I was saying, I was too deep that time. I couldn't hear anything."
Leanne absently wiped herself. "Okay, I'll be more careful this time. I'll take my lunch in my car so we can share. See you in a couple of hours, Hun," she smiled. She retrieved the thimble, tucked her man away, and flushed the toilet.
Leanne hated her job, she always had. Having Derek with her, though... Today sure seemed a lot more bearable.
******
Derek happily munched on the half of a French fry and chunk of burger Leanne had given him to eat. He'd never finish it, and she'd never notice the difference, so it was fairly win-win.
Derek washed down his bite with a drink of cola, then wedged his thimble-cup back into Leanne's expansive crevice to keep it from spilling.
"Still doing okay there, Sweetie?"
"Yeah, still good," Derek answered. "I could use a change of venue, but other than that, I'm pretty okay."
"What'ya mean, 'Change of venue'?" The plump woman around a mouthful of burger.
"I dunno. Your boobs are still as heavenly as always, but the inside of your shirt is boring now. Any chance I could spend the rest of the day downstairs?"
Leanne nearly choked. "You can't be serious. After what happened yesterday?"
"I don't want to be inside of you," he corrected with an unseen eye-roll. "Just down there. As long as you don't sit down, it should be just fine."
"I'll think about it," she managed. "No promises. Now can you hand me your stuff? Break's over."
One by one, Leanne reached through her neckline and took Derek's unfinished bits from him, mind awhirl.
******
Leanne sat to pee again, one hour left in her workday. She gave Derek another drink and checked, "Do you still want to move to the, uh, basement, here?"
"God yes!" Anything for something different.
"Okay then. We'll give this a try. But you can't play with me, okay? I can't be cumming in my panties at work. Also, I should probably warn you, it's a little... swampy... down there."
"It's what!?" he chortled from her cleavage.
"I'm a big woman, Derek. I sweat when I work. Not just between my boobs, but everywhere else, too. Now, do you still want to do this?" She had to give him one more chance to change his mind.
"Yep! Sounds like an adventure!"
Without another word, Leanne wiped herself very thoroughly, flushed the toilet, and stood up with her panties still mid-thigh. She extricated his form from between her breasts, nearly the entirety of him soaked in her boob-sweat. The necklace they used as a safety line was unwound from him, the excess tucked back between her tits. The thimble was emptied and palmed for when her pants were back up and she could pocket it.
Then she carefully laid his body to lie on the gusset of her panties as he began to shiver a bit.
Once she'd released her grip, Derek turned himself around so that his head was in the butt area of her underwear.
Leanne paused. "You are a brave, brave man, Derek," she flatly said, a hint of warning in her tone.
He grinned mischievously up at her, barely able to see her face even as she stooped over to look at him past the immense bulges of her bust. "Adventure!" he reiterated, thrusting his raised fists in triumph.
Leanne pulled her panties up tight, feeling his little body wedge into all of the folds down there. Then her pants. She carefully walked around the limited area of the handicap stall for thirty seconds, then pulled everything back down to check on him.
She had to pull him out of her fat ass with her fingers. He didn't go back down with her panties.
"Everything okay there?" she worried.
He smiled happily. "Even better," he insisted. "I can breathe just fine."
Leanne's tone was hushed, yet borderline hysterical. "Yeah, you can breathe my sweaty ass air!"
"It's fine, Leanne. Good, even! C'mon, put me back in and finish your day."
"Fine. Just remember you asked for this.. all of it."
His legs weren't inside of her pussy this time, but Leanne was very aware of the feel of them between her plump labia. She felt the slight pressure of his chest against her anus, the contours of his shoulders as they pressed into the ultra-soft flesh in the very bottom of her butt-crack.
True to his word, Derek didn't play with her. He laid mostly immobile in her undercarriage.
It didn't make a difference.
The thought alone of her being in public, walking around her coworkers and the customers, and none of them knowing she had an entire person hidden away in her most secretive place... Leanne learned something new about herself. She learned that she really liked doing sex things with Derek in public with people looking on and unaware of what was really happening.
She was wet. She was dripping wet after the first five minutes out of the restroom, and the more she turned herself on, the more engorged her clitoris became. Eventually, it ballooned out until it was wedged between Derek's immobile calves, and then with every step she took her oscillating hips would cause his now-slippery legs to stroke the sides of her clit in minute, opposite directions.
A few more minutes, and Leanne's lady-boner was completely hard and being squeezed by her little guy's limbs. There just wasn't that much space once she was fully there. Every single step she took felt like someone was tuning her clit like a radio dial.
She carried on as if nothing was happening, enjoying her wonderful little secret. On the third table she bent over to wipe down, though, Derek's lubricated body slid just enough that when she bent back upright, his legs popped into her front tunnel.
She froze outwardly, but beneath her clothing her pussy convulsed. She could feel her ravenous cunt swallow him deeper once again.
Not again! the big woman despaired.
Still frozen, her asshole itched as Derek grasped the inside of her anal ring, and she felt him pull himself back out of her grasping cavern. Sighing in relief, she walked a couple of steps to discover that the tiny feet up inside of her vagina were resting on her G-spot.
She exercised her Kegels, drawing him in again, and Derek pulled himself back out by using her asshole as a gripping surface, and her G-spot as a base to push off from.
Leanne finished out her workday with a bright smile on her face she was completely unaware of, absorbed into the wonderful new game she'd just discovered.
******
Derek wasn't exhausted, but he was sure close.
Everything was just fine after he went back into Leanne's panties after the test run, at least at first. When the giantess was standing, the fold of her underside traveled from the top of her pussy, down and back up to the top of her ass crack. One continuous, deep, unbroken fold in which Derek was enveloped.
It was sweaty in her ass, she didn't mince words about that, nor did she lie. To be honest, if Derek was going to spend time on her body he preferred her sweaty. With sweat, he was greased up enough to move a little, to shift around as needed. With no sweat, her skin stuck to him like fly paper and he was glued down wherever.
He could breath just fine, and though the air was tainted by Leanne's anal gland, it wasn't as big of an issue as she obviously thought it was. Pheromones for the win!
The problems started a few minutes after he felt her begin to walk around, her soft folds alternating around his entire body with every step.
Derek was very careful to move as little as possible so as to not stimulate her. He did promise. Nevertheless, her pussy began to moisten almost immediately. Then it was damp. Then it was wet. Then it was really wet.
Her musky secretions oozed along his body from where they exited the titanic orifice, coating most of him down in slippery, fragrant cunt-sap. Her clit throbbed bigger and bigger, until it was wedged between his lower legs and pressing them outward into the chubby labia around them.
Still, Derek was careful to only shift his body if he was uncomfortable. The world see-sawed when she walked. It rotated rapidly whenever Leanne bent over, and she did so a handful of times in quick succession.
It was on the third such world-tilt that the area he was under stretched longer. His shoulders stayed in the bottom of her bottom, but the wet pussy lips around his legs slid a little away. When Leanne stood back upright, his feet accidentally entered her honeypot, followed by his legs.
Derek froze even more than he had been, and Leanne's hungry petaled flower convulsed, dragging him further into it.
"Not again!" the little guy despaired.
Scrambling for anything to grab ahold of, he reached his arms up over his head and managed to get a grip with both of his hands on the interior of Leanne's sphincter.
His feet found something hard; a raised, coarse, textured bump, and he planted the soles of his feet against it. Pulling with his arms and pushing with his legs, Derek was able to pull himself back to nearly his starting position, though unable to get his legs back out from inside the drooling maw. Leanne's asshole was right in his face at that point, his hands gripping the wrinkled porthole just in front of his chin.
Then, she did it again. Derek went two inches more inside of her, (one-third of his height,) and he had to strain himself back out. Every few minutes she'd swallow him just a little more, and he'd then fight his way back out. He stuffed his hands into her asshole up to his wrists for a better hold, just waiting to have to use the gripping point again.
To be honest, he probably needed the workout if he was going to be spending the majority of his days immobile between Leanne's massive mammaries. He had gotten core and legs yesterday with the inverted bicycle kick against resistance, and also worked his chest and forearms squeezing her clit. Looks like today was something akin to squats and chin-ups.
It seemed to last forever, the tug-of-war being raged within Leanne's nether region. Then Leanne started to walk very rapidly for a short time. The world tilted wildly, the sphincter he had his hands inside of clamped down tight, and the fold of flesh and fat he was enveloped within yawned open.
Derek turned his head to see below him, wild-eyed, to catch a glimpse of the inside of a toilet bowl. Then the fat, angry-red labia around his waist began to wobble and jostle alarmingly. Droplets of Leanne's juice were flung away haphazardly. The hairy, toothless mouth that had only been playing at eating him the rest of the way began trying in earnest. Lubrication oozed around his waist to drip off in big fat drops, and he heard every one of them when they hit the toilet water.
It took Derek longer than he wanted to admit to realize that Leanne was masturbating. Judging by how wildly her pussy fat jostled around, she was rubbing her clit pretty furiously.
Derek strained to keep Leanne's pussy from slurping him up like a spaghetti noodle. The asshole clenching tight around his wrists helped but still, his arms were burning and his legs were locked nearly straight, somewhat standing on the hard bump.
Feeling like he was going to give out, Derek raised one foot and stomped the hard bump as hard as he could.
Three things happened simultaneously.
Leanne's asshole relaxed momentarily, and his hands fell free. Her cunt reversed direction, and rather than trying to pull him inside actively pushed him out. And third, a gushing torrent of fluid erupted from her like an inverted geyser, stinging his skin and following him all the way down as he dropped into the toilet bowl.
******
Leanne brutally, frenetically beat up her clit, sitting on the toilet like she was a teenager.
It was too good. She was too worked up to even bother asking permission. Derek had been inadvertently teasing her G-spot for nearly an hour and she had to get off.
She was very aware it wasn't his fault. If she hadn't been so aroused he never would have found himself slipping inside of her again. She couldn't have gone back to the restroom yet again to get him out, either. Instead she played with him, even after all of her admonitions for him not to play with her. It felt too good not to.
She was almost there. Almost, just a little more... and her tiny man suddenly kicked her G-spot. She lost it, somehow keeping her screaming inside. She felt the gushing stream of fluid leave her, heard the sound of Derek falling in, felt the toilet water splash her underside.
She couldn't be bothered with any of it until she had finished cumming. G-spot orgasms were too rare, too difficult to accomplish. Leanne had to ride this one out. She continued the rapid hand movement assaulting her button, and more bursts of watery fluid shot from her in forceful sprays into the toilet. Probably on Derek, too. The howl that tried to escape her was restrained to merely a breathy whimper. Wet slapping noises echoed around the enclosure.
Leanne's legs were still shaking violently, her wide thighs rippling in the aftermath of the intense orgasm, when she heard her boss outside of her stall.
"Leanne? Leanne are you alright?"
Leanne's breathing froze and she tried to speak, as post-coital as she was. "Y-yeah... I'm okay."
"You don't sound okay, Leanne. You used the bathroom more than usual today, and you rushed in here the second you clocked out. Do I need to try and cover your shift for tomorrow?"



Leanne cursed to herself inside of her head. She was so absorbed with the wonderful man who entered her life that the details were escaping her.
Derek's still in the toilet! she suddenly realized.
"No, I'm really okay, Chrissie," she tried, simultaneously scooting back and reaching between her fat thighs to fish the soaking wet, ice-cold and shivering shrinkee from the freezing toilet water. "I just drank a lot of soda and water today. I'm sorry I worried you."
Thankfully, Derek kept silent as she tried to get the worst of the water from him with wads of toilet paper. It was all she had at hand.
Her boss wouldn't take a hint. "Are you sure?"
Leanne hurriedly yanked her top up over her breasts one handed and stuffed Derek into the warmth therein. He felt so cold against her skin, and she felt so guilty. "I'm sure. Uh, can I have a little privacy here, Chrissie?"
"Oh! Uh, sure Leanne. I'm glad you're feeling okay."
Leanne waited in silence, listening to her manager leave the room, before turning her attention back to the man in her cleavage who's shivering was beginning to wane.
"I'm so sorry, Derek. For all of it," she whispered to the back of his head as it poked out of her tit-crevice. "I couldn't help myself."
Derek's teeny voice just didn't carry, so she never had to worry about anyone else hearing him. "It's okay, Leanne. Really. The gushing was sexy, but I don't ever want to be in a toilet again. It's freezing cold, and I was terrified of you accidentally flushing and a little scared of you doing normal toilet things while I was in there."
Leanne tried to clean herself off as best as she could. Her entire undercarriage was still dripping with the splash-back of the toilet water and her own firehose impression. "No pooping on Derek: Check," she tried.
"Big check on that, Babe."
Leanne paused with her pants halfway up. "Babe?"
Derek tiredly chuckled. "You call me 'Hun' and 'Sweetie'. I assumed we were at the cutesy nickname stage."
"Stage of what?"
"Stage of our relationship. We live together, get along, and have sex. If we're not in a relationship, then we're faking it really, really well."
Leanne blinked in wonder. She had a boyfriend! She felt like squeeing, and also like kissing the daylights out of him. Neither could happen at that moment, because of both secrecy and the toilet incident. "The second we get home," she warned, "and you've had a bath, I'm going to kiss and lick your body until you explode."
"That sounds like fun," he yawned. "But I think I need a nap right now. Tuck me in deeper, like this morning, please? And maybe give me an hour before you wake me up?"
Leanne tried to imagine his position. Of course he was exhausted! While Leanne was putting hardly any effort into playing with him, poor little Derek had to struggle against her with his entire body for nothing more than a stalemate.
She had to be more empathetic to his situation. Leanne silently vowed to not treat him as an inexhaustible toy, which she obviously was beginning to. "I'll give you as long as you need, Hun. Sweet dreams, Derek."
She poked him down deeper with her fingertips, sinking her boyfriend far enough down between her breasts that his ears were covered and only his face peeked out, finished redressing, and made to go home.
Derek was softly snoring before she even had gathered her purse.
******
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Derek lay on Leanne's mattress, watching the plump giantess crawl towards him from the foot of the bed.
Her immense drooping breasts dragged along the mattress as she prowled on hands and knees, she as naked as Derek himself was.
Playfully, Leanne lifted one massive breast and placed it over his body, lowering her torso until it had spread out to completely cover the half-foot man. Just for a moment.
Then she lifted it back off of him. "Can you take that weight, Honey? It doesn't hurt or anything, does it?"
Derek chuckled and reached his hands up to tweak the garbage can-sized nipple hanging just over his chest. "It was good, Babe. Really fun, too. Just remember that I have to hold my breath under there."
Leanne smiled in acceptance, and spent a few minutes burying her new boyfriend under her boobs, switching sides as she went.
It was fun for her as well, and Derek's appreciation of what she considered her two best features was good for her rock-bottom self-esteem. Still, she had a promise to make good on.
She eased herself down to the mattress, her face just over Derek and her breasts squashed down just below his feet.
Derek couldn't decide on where to look. Gazing down the length of his body there were her enormous tits, squished on nearly all sides and ballooning up her chest. Over him was her looming face, so big and appreciative.
The choice was taken from him as Leanne's face lowered to him and a pair of giant, plump lips enveloped his face. A gentle suction and a gust of pleasant breath washed over him.
She must have used mouthwash while he was napping, he decided, grateful for her forethought.
Leanne's lips moved down his body, a second, lingering kiss pressed to his pecs. Then his pelvis, where his hard dick was enveloped, touched by her tongue, and caught in the suction. Then his thighs, then his shins. Even his feet.
She dragged her moist lower lip up his body, exhaling heavily through her mouth over him, then she licked him from toe to head.
It felt amazing to Derek. No one else got to have a giant woman kiss and lick their entire body like a girl would worship a cock that she really, really loved. Just him.
Leanne drug her lip over him again, smoother now that he was slipperier with her spit. Then another full body lick. Another face kiss.
Leanne took her time. She ran her lips and tongue over Derek's body as she desired, would suckle an entire limb of his when she felt like it. She tried to show him just how much it meant to her that he considered them to be in a relationship.
This close, she wouldn't be able to hide her happy tears from him, so she fought them back as much as she could by concentrating on her boyfriend's body, by doing her damn best to please him with nothing in it for her.
Derek undulated beneath her face, clearly enjoying her attentions. Still, for long minutes, she kept worshipping his little muscular body. After a time, she decided to herself to stop teasing him and get him off.
The pad of her thumb pinned his chest to the bed, and she scooped both of his feet into her mouth with the tip of her tongue. She sucked him inside, all the way up to his abs, then began bobbing minutely over him, rubbing his cock with her wet, compressed upper lip.
Leanne wasn't skilled at blowjobs, but she could take three or four inches of her boyfriend into her mouth without gagging, no problem. It would be easier to move him in and out of her mouth than slide her entire body up and down the bed with her neck at an extreme angle, but that would defeat the purpose. This was for him.
After a few uncomfortable minutes for her, Derek's hands landed on her face and she paused, noticing the tension in his little body. The big woman realized he was close, and tried to undulate her lip over his dick and increased the suction on his legs.
Derek's back arched, pressing upward into her thumb, and she could actually feel the minute pulsing of his cock through her nerve-packed lip. She moaned around his body, mentally satisfied with getting him off.
Circumstances forced their sex to be strange, but still she blew her boyfriend and made him cum. That meant a lot to the once-lonely woman.
Once it seemed like he was finished, she evacuated him from her mouth, and gave one last lick up his body, making sure she'd gotten his entire load. She could barely taste it, so there was no reason for her to leave him with his cum on himself. Not when she could clean it off without effort.
Derek panted just up the bed from where he laid, seemingly wrung out. "That was so good, Leanne. Seriously."
Leanne smiled up at him, pleased with herself. "I'm glad. But I think we need to talk, Sweetie. Here," she said and gently scooped him up, holding him securely to her chest as she maneuvered around to lay on her back, the pillow propping up her head.
She laid Derek face down on her sternum, then swept her breasts together over him to keep him warm. She was always conscious of how easily Derek got cold. His core wasn't very far from his surface, and he didn't retain heat all that well. Leanne had body heat to spare.
Derek folded his arms under his head and rested his chin on them, looking up at her face. "Okay? What's on your mind?"
"I don't think I can take you to work with me again. I'm so sorry."
Derek frowned. "Do I really bother you that much?"
"No!" she was quick to assure him. "The problem is that I like it too much. I realized today that doing sex things in public with you is a huge turn-on for me, and after a while I start thinking with my pussy instead of my head. Also, I can't check on you as much as I need to. My boss noticed how often I was in the restroom today."
Derek despaired, "But... but what about me needing to be there? You know, in case it makes me big again?"
Leanne bit her lip. "That was kind of a longshot anyway, wasn't it?"
The little man shrugged helplessly. "It's my only shot."
Leanne couldn't stand how hopeless he sounded. "Can you go for four hours in my heat without any water? I can't get you a drink until my lunch break, and then not again until I've left work."
"I guess I'll have to," he finally decided.
"I'm sorry, Honey," Leanne commiserated. "And you can't ride in the basement at work, either. I like it too much."
Derek finally laughed a little. "Yeah, but I think I need the workout. I have to try and stay in shape for my new girlfriend," he teased.
Leanne chuckled, a little lust creeping in. "I suppose it was a workout, wasn't it?"
"Mm-hm. Squats and pull-ups today. Bicycle kick and stress ball yesterday."
Leanne's eyes lost focus. "Maybe... maybe you could get your exercise before I go to work. Devise a plan, and I'll provide the equipment."
The tiny man chuckled. "Such dedication to my health," he prodded.
"That's me. I'm a giver," she returned mock-seriously.
******
Leanne laid on her stomach, propped up with a pillow under her arms as she applied her makeup. Finally having someone special, she'd decided to start taking better care of her appearance. Wearing makeup to work was a nice first step.
In her deep butt crack, she felt Derek finish his third set of chest presses, using the flesh of her giant fat ass as resistance training. She felt him shift from vertical to horizontal, and then he was doing the same thing with squats, prying her cheeks apart with his feet and shoulders over and over.
Finishing her mascara, she checked over her shoulder, "Almost done, Sweetie? I need to get dressed soon."
"One... more... set..." he yelled from the divide of her bottom.
Leanne idly turned her mascara applicator over and over in her hands. She had been hoping for his exercise program to give her orgasms like the days earlier, but this morning that just wasn't happening. Instead it was borderline hysterical how he'd decided to use her giant butt cheeks as workout equipment.
She shrugged to herself. His exercise would vary, most likely, and hopefully some of the time she would get to get off as he worked out.
When he'd finished, she gave him some water and protein, and filled the bathroom sink for him. She squeezed a small dollop of her shampoo onto the rim, then a dollop of body wash. She eased him into the water after he'd eaten, applied her deodorant, and left the stick uncapped next to the hand cloth he'd use for a towel.
She had to figure out someway for him to brush his teeth and shave his face. That was going to require some thought.
She dressed herself, pulling on plain white cotton panties, wrestling her girls into her bra cups. Socks, then pants which were left unbuttoned. Her long necklace went over her head and around her neck. A colorful belt was fed through her belt loops, as she felt like her uniform could use a little more flair now.
She heard the bathroom sink draining, and walked in just as Derek was using his hand to transfer some of her deodorant to his armpits. She checked, "Ready for pickup?"
Derek wiped his hands on the hand cloth before stretching his arms out to her. "Yeah, ready!"
Easily grasping him around his torso with one hand, Leanne tucked him into her cleavage, but his time he was facing her instead of facing out.
Derek looked around as she wound her necklace around his ribs a single time. "This is different," he commented.
"I have a lot of boobs, Honey. There's more than enough room for you to be comfortable reclining down there and still be all the way inside. Variety, right?"
"Variety," he agreed, just before he was tucked in the rest of the way, his neck supported just as well as the rest of him.
Leanne donned her uniform top, tucked it into her pants, and checked the mirror one last time. Her big old tits pulled the material taut between them, creating a canvas that easily cleared Derek's head. He was perfectly hidden.
Shoes and purse, and she was on her way.
Derek was in for a much wilder ride today, not secured close to her sternum. She hoped he was a fan of amusement park rides.
******
Sweat dripped down Leanne's face. She looked at the clock, and thirty-four minutes had passed. She only needed to hold out for eleven more. Just eleven.
She closed her eyes and lowered her forehead to the cool linoleum.
Derek whapped Leanne's clit with his right fist like a speed-bag, one-two-three-four. Then his left. He was breathing hard, but most of the moisture on him wasn't his sweat. He ignored the long drip of grool as it oozed down to drape over his shoulder from the gaping pussy hole directly over his head, just like he ignored all of the others.
He knew just how much effort Leanne was putting in to hold still for him. He also knew that she was enjoying it no matter how tortuous it may have seemed.
Derek tried to use his imagination for working out, tried to involve Leanne's body as much as he could. The jump rope with an old shoelace on her belly was a disaster, though. He needed athletic support before trying that again, and the sight of his dick and balls flopping made Leanne giggle, which tumbled Derek from her body altogether. Also, the shoelace stung her skin, she had said. No more jumping rope.
The washcloth he stood on was getting fairly wet, absorbing Leanne's pussy juice as it dripped down his body. Sometimes in big gooey ropes, sometimes in splattering drops. It would cling to him and slowly ooze down to his makeshift rug. Still, the washcloth afforded him sure footing, whereas the linoleum floor of the bathroom would quickly have become dangerously slippery. Especially since Derek was barefoot. Derek glanced upward for a moment, and beyond the spread lips and yawning hole, Leanne had a trickle of fluid creeping down the inside of one of her very spread thighs.
He kept hammering the bag, losing himself in the rhythm. Four left, then four right. His hands ached a little, not being able to tape them, but it wasn't like Leanne's clit was a rubber bag that would tear his skin, either.
"Time!" Leanne nearly screamed, and Derek paused.
"What?"
"Time! Forty-five minutes. All done," she heaved, the thighs in his peripheral vision beginning to shake.
Derek stretched his arms and shoulders where he stood. "Alright. Thanks, Leanne."
"Take a deep breath, Honey. Three-"
"Wait, what?" Derek noticed her get off of her hands, moving to an upright position on her splayed knees directly straddling his orthostatic form.
"Two-"
Derek glanced up at the nearly-vibrating, quivery pussy lips looming above him, and the clitoris that was visibly pulsing as it throbbed. "Oh."
"One-"
Derek took a deep breath, tucked his head under his arms, and stood ramrod straight.
Leanne dropped her big white ass all the way down to the floor, entirely sheathing him in one splattering stroke, and that was all it took.
Derek felt her walls clench around him repeatedly as they tried to fulfill the mating instinct and milk his body of semen, felt the hot, gooey cum cling to him that felt different than the runnier juice that Leanne produced so abundantly. Her cervix opening mouthed at the arms protecting his head in her throes as it tried to intake any baby batter that might be pooled in there, a natural contraction of the muscle that Derek had no idea actually happened until that moment.
The squeezing didn't harm him. A penis could withstand this, and those didn't have any bones reinforcing anything. Derek wouldn't even bruise. Still, he was already in oxygen debt from his little workout on her speed-bag, and he wasn't trained in holding his breath like a diver would have been. Leanne had about a minute to get him back out before he was in trouble. Maybe less.
He couldn't lower his arms, the undulating walls weren't allowing him enough room. Prolonging her orgasm by moving his body in any way seemed like a very bad idea. Derek imitated a dildo and stayed perfectly still, his arms over his head simulating the mushroom crown. The feeling of Leanne's orgasm seemed to taper off, then his feet left the floor and he felt the sensation of rapidly rising, like he was in an elevator going up.
An instant after the moving sensation stopped, the tunnel around him squeezed in a different manner, and Derek found himself evacuated into Leanne's waiting hand in a gush of vaginal slime.
He cleared his eyes of pussy goop, looking into his girlfriend's satisfied, yet sweaty and exhausted face.
"I think I like the speed-bag," she admitted.
******
After a week of accompanying Leanne to work, Derek finally called a stop to it.
"Look, I appreciate you trying for me, but I just can't anymore. The forced immobility, the heat without water to drink, it's driving me nuts. If the cure was something about the place or the food, it would have happened by now. Probably."
Leanne worried her lip. "What else could it be?"
Derek shrugged from his seat on her shoulder as she soaked in the bath, him resting after swimming laps from her floating breasts to the faucet and back. "Who knows? I remember these three goth teenagers smirking at me, they could be witches for all I know. There could have been something as outlandish as a dimensional flux and I was in just the right place at the right time. Hell, it could even be a monkey's paw version of the wish I made just then to be taken care of for once."
The big woman froze, and carefully turned her head to look at him. "I was wishing that I had a man to take care of, right before that happened. I remember now."
Derek tried to fight it, but he still got excited. Still got his hopes up. "Wanna try wishing me big again? I'll wish, too?"
Leanne was ashamed of herself, but had to be honest. "I'm afraid if you get big again, I'll lose you."
"Lose me? If I get big again, I'm stealing you away to live with me in my apartment."
Leanne wiped her eyes. "You're just saying that."
"No I'm not!" he exclaimed, and God help her, Leanne believed him. He was too offended to be lying. "Hey, I'm a boob-man, and you've got the biggest I've ever seen. Even if I was full size. Plus, you're incredibly kind. The kindest, sweetest woman I've ever met. I'd never let you go."
"Even though I'm so much older and uglier than you? You're a ten, Derek. Nine on a bad day. I was barely a five thirty years ago."
Derek hugged her sad, sad face. "Putting numbers to either of us isn't fair and you know it, Leanne. What I know is I've been looking for someone I can completely trust my whole life. Someone nice, someone kind. A person who won't fly off the handle when I screw up, because I so will... Also, someone with basketball-sized tits, and will you look there!? Holy crap, those are some big boobs!"
Leanne giggled wetly and shoved him face-first into her 'big boobs' for a moment before putting him on the floor of the bathroom. She took a deep breath. "Okay, Honey. Start wishing."
Leanne closed her eyes, and wished Derek was full-sized again. Over and over she wished, and though her heart wasn't in it, still she wished. For him.
Minutes passed.
"Leanne, can you put me back in the tub? I'm cold now."
She cracked open her eyes, and was both relieved and disappointed to find Derek the same as he was, six inches tall. She grasped him in her fist, holding him to her chest as she sank a little deeper in the water.
"I'm sorry that didn't work," she whispered.
The only answer back from him was a shuddering and a sniffle, and so she held her man and rubbed his back as he silently cried into her bosom.
******
Leanne stood, feet shoulder width apart, palms bracing herself on the wall. Clad in only a pair of bleach-white panties, her heavy hangers drooped forward and off of her belly, her cylindrical nipples hard and nearly pointing at the floor.
Giving a lewd moan around her bit lip, the stacked, plump woman squeezed her cunt muscles, slurping Derek further inside of her. A moment later, he pressed off of her G-spot and pulled himself back out with a two-handed grip of her asshole.
Early morning exercise was the most wonderful thing to Leanne, now. She loved the bicycle kick and stress ball mornings, she really loved the speed-bag mornings, but squats and chin-up days were her absolute favorite.
Every two minutes she clenched him back inside, and every time felt better than the last. Suddenly, Derek began stomping her G-spot, and seconds later she was gushing, flooding her panties until nearly all that liquid poured through the cloth like a water filter, some going down the insides of both her legs.
She howled, oh did she howl!
Panting, she wiggled her soaked drawers down to her knees, then removed her drenched boyfriend from where he hung upside-down, still halfway inside of her pussy.
Derek sure knew how to make Monday mornings great.
******
"I wish I had my phone," Derek lamented as he watched Leanne get dressed for a short shift over the lunch rush.
"Where would it be?" Leanne wondered, pulling her boobs up the insides of her bra cups until they sat right. She jostled her bra by the shoulder straps, and her breasts wobbled wildly as they settled into symmetry.
Derek nearly lost his train of thought at the sight. "I don't know. Probably wherever the clothes I was wearing went when I shrank."



"Oh my God! Your clothes are in the trunk of my car! I completely forgot!"
Derek fidgeted, then asked, "Can I talk you into getting my stuff before you leave for work?"
Leanne glanced at the clock, then hurriedly stepped into her pants and pulled her top over her head. "I'll have to hustle. Be right back, Honey."
Derek watched her big round bottom as she hustled out the door, then scratched himself in a lot of different places. Doll clothes were simply not made with comfort in mind. Ken had more reason to be pissed off other than lacking a dick.
A few minutes later, Leanne came back with a big black garbage bag in her hands. She quickly dug in the bag, pulling out his pants and divesting the pockets for him. His phone, keys, and wallet joined him on the recliner seat. She then leaned way down, gave him a face-engulfing kiss, and hurried back out.
Derek turned on his phone, having to squeeze the sides of his phone between his arms to depress the button, and it immediately went dark again. Dead battery.
"Well fuck," he muttered, disgusted.
******
Leanne entered the foreign apartment, carefully locking the door behind her, and then pulled her sweatshirt completely off to drape it over a chair. "So, this is your place?"
From his perch between her breasts, Derek surveyed his old home. "It was," he admitted. "Got a new place now."
Leanne ruffled his hair affectionately with a finger pad. "Okay, what do we need to get?"
"For starters, my wireless phone charger and my laptop. I've got a photo album with pictures of my parents I'd like to keep, and unless we want someone declaring me missing, we should probably get most of my clothes, too."
Leanne nodded in thought, and noticed the flat-screen television. "Can we take your TV, too?"
"If you can lift it, sure. Knock yourself out. Anything that catches your eye."
Leanne gave the TV an experimental lift. It was light enough for her to carry. "Okay, let's get started. What do I say if someone asks why I'm emptying your apartment of valuables?"
Derek shrugged, running his hands over the bulging expanses of breast flesh to his left and right. "Tell them, uh... tell them I'm in jail, I guess, and you're saving my stuff for me."
"You don't really feel like you're in jail, do you?" the mature woman worried.
"No, I don't. But the truth is, my freedom really is restricted now. It's not your fault, it is what it is, and my living conditions are a million times better with you than without."
"Okay? And so why am I doing this and not anyone else? Like your friends, or parents or anything?"
Derek bit the bullet. "I lost my parents when I was twelve. I don't really have any close friends, either. Just tell whoever the truth. You're my girlfriend."
Leanne protested, "No one in their right mind would believe I'm your girlfriend. I'll tell them I'm your... aunt or something. Now tell me where that photo album is, we'll start there."
He lost his parents at twelve? She was damned sure that album was being saved.
******
Derek worked at his phone, propped upright on the wireless charger. He'd figured out how to connect it to his laptop and use it as a keyboard and touch pad peripheral, and had finally found the second thing he'd been looking for.
A voice distortion app.
He played with the settings, playing back his voice until the app had deepened it enough that it sounded like himself before his vocal chords became teeny.
Then he called his workplace.
"R.L. Hammerstein Incorporated, Human Resources. This is Rachel, how can I help you?"
"Hi, this is Derek Olsen. I'm sorry, but I have to quit."
"Is there a problem, Mr. Olsen?"
Derek had given his excuse much thought. "I found out I have a genetic problem with my immune system. I have to live in a clean room from now on, and find a job I can do from home. I'm sorry it's taken so long to call, the last week or so has been crazy."
Boy, was that an understatement, he thought to himself.
"One moment, please," the lady said, and he was put on hold.
Derek sat in front of his phone, cross-legged to reach the keyboard displayed on the bottom, and began to enter searches on shrinking men while he waited.
He didn't find anything like his reality. He did find porn. Stories, and animations, and photoshopped pictures and artwork and videos made for people who fantasized about just what happened to him. His mind raced.
"Derek? This is George Swanson. Now, Rachel tells me you have to work from home for health reasons. We do have positions like that here, so why don't we talk about what your skillset is, and where we can fit you in."
Derek had been planning on electronically filing for unemployment and having it direct deposited. This was much, much better.
******
Leanne came home from work to find her boyfriend pacing on her dresser top in front of his phone stand.
"You look agitated, Honey."
Derek nearly stumbled as he turned to face her. "Uh, maybe? I've got news. And maybe an idea."
Leanne blew out a breath, moved the hair that had escaped her bun out of her face, and began getting out of her work uniform. "Okay, let's start with the news. What's up?"
"Well, I called my work to tell them I had to quit. Instead, they gave me a job working from home. It's not quite as much as I used to make, but it should only take me maybe four to six hours a day. So I can help with money now."
Leanne frowned, and Derek was momentarily distracted by all of the cleavage on display as she turned to him with her hands on her hips. "I don't want your money, Derek."
Derek ran his hands through his hair in a little frustration. "I can't just pop down to the store if I want something, not anymore. I can order things online, but for food and everything else? That's all you."
Leanne wasn't backing down. "You literally eat the crumbs of my meals. It costs nothing extra to feed you."
"Just... Look, I'm trying to accept the reality that my height is most likely permanent. I don't want to be a charity case, and this is something I can do. Just let me help, okay? I want to help provide here, give you a better life. That's what being in a relationship is all about. So I need your bank account info to make electronic transfers, and I need our address to get stuff delivered."
Leanne was silent as she finished disrobing, deciding to just wear a long t-shirt for now. "Fine, I guess. I'll write all of that stuff down for you. Now, what was this idea?"
Derek huffed, and walked to his phone, bringing up a video to play on the laptop. "Come watch this," he beckoned.
It was a short video clip of a skinny naked woman with big 80's hair, and she was rubbing her clit. Someone had inserted a CGI man inside of her vagina, struggling, until her fingers dipped into her hole and appeared to shove him inside.
"There's a whole community of people who are into this. The best of the content isn't all that realistic. As a matter of fact, this one is the best I could find. We could make videos like this, and sell them. Shrunken man porn."
"I'm not making porn!" she shouted, then glanced worriedly at her closed apartment door and lowered her voice. "I'm not making porn, Derek," she hissed.
Derek shrugged. "Think about it. It's stuff we're already doing, and given the specialty nature of it and just how good the special effects are," he wiggled his eyebrows, "we could sell clips for like, twenty, twenty-five a download. We can edit them so your face is never in it if you want."
Leanne had to stop and think after that. "Twenty-five bucks a pop?"
Derek nodded. "Sure. Twenty downloads, and we've made five hundred bucks before taxes. And the people who are into this? They're starved for the kind of content we could make. One or two releases a month, because of all the 'special effects' time the video would have needed, and we could make some serious dough."
"And you think people would want to see my naked body?"
"Without a doubt," Derek said seriously. He typed in a new search for 'Mature Big Tit BBW', and showed her the thumbnails of all the videos the search uncovered. "See? Women shaped like you are, well, you don't have to worry about that. Guys will find you sexy."
"I'm not saying yes," she finally managed. "Not yet. But maybe we could try making one, and if... if it isn't too bad, we'll talk about selling it, okay?"
It was probably the best Derek could have hoped for. "That's more than fair. Now I really do need our address, I've got some things to order, and a digital recorder is on that list."
******
Buying the 3D printer was the most genius idea Derek had ever had, in his estimation. The design software wasn't all that user friendly, and it took him quite some time to familiarize himself with the tools, but with an hour here and there when he was done with work he got the hang of it.
The only problems with it was that it wasn't fast, and the bottom plate it printed on was heated to a very high temperature and also took a long time to cool. In addition he'd need Leanne to remove any completed product from the printer that he couldn't lift.
He looked on in satisfaction at the two lawn chairs his size, and the pieces of a rolling plastic office chair that when snapped together, should allow him to work in a little more comfort. All he had to do was wait for the hot plate to cool down, and maybe get Leanne to put his office chair together if it proved to be too much effort for his small arms to snap the wheels together.
The high-end digital recorder still sat in its box, over on the corner of the dresser. Leanne hadn't brought the subject of videos back up yet, and Derek was currently content to let it lie. She'd be ready when she felt like it, and any badgering on his part would likely sour the idea.
He wanted her able to replace her car. The thing she drove couldn't have very long left to live, so Derek needed to make a lot of money in a hurry. His job would help, but the porn idea had the potential to change the game. That was contingent on Leanne's participation, though, and nothing would happen until she decided one way or another.
Instead, he turned his attention to the design of small plastic needles, and the handles that when a pair of exacto-knife blades were snapped into it, should make a usable pair of shears for his size. He was going to make better, more comfortable clothing for himself. He wrote himself an electronic note to have Leanne pick him up some high-quality handkerchiefs in solid colors, and the strongest, thinnest thread she could find.
He had a lot of other ideas, but he needed to address his needs before his wants.
******
"You know, I'll bet that looks impressive as all hell," Leanne spoke conversationally around a wince. "Too bad I can't see it!"
Clamped to her nipples were two fine chains, both fed through a ring. Below the ring the chains dropped perfectly vertical, ending in smaller rings. On those rings, Derek held himself in a balanced handstand, gripping the rings as a gymnast would, before looping around twice and holding himself with his arms nearly straight out to the sides, his legs out in front as though he were sitting.
Leanne was bent over, supporting herself with her hands on her thighs, as Derek did a half-remembered gymnastics routine from high-school on chains attached to her nipples. Her breasts hung away from her body, and completely blocked the view for her. "How do you even know how to do this?" she wondered aloud.
Derek dropped to hang from the rings. "I was in foster homes from the time I was twelve, so I signed up for every after-school extracurricular I could, just so I didn't have to spend so much time at whatever house. Gymnastics ran the longest, so I stuck with it. I am a little out of practice, though," he admitted.
Leanne lamented, "I really do wish I could see it."
"Well," Derek tried, "The camera we bought, you can turn the view screen around so it shows whatever the camera is seeing. You could see it that way."
"Next time," the big woman managed. "Can I fuck you now? My nips are getting pretty tender, here."
The little guy dropped from the rings to the floor. He'd discovered it on accident when he fell off of the dresser, but it turned out that even though it was eight times his body length to the floor, gravity worked the same way. A four foot drop is four feet down, no matter how big a person is. It was even easier for Derek, since he had so little body weight to cushion from the impact. The single foot from the rings to the floor? Easy.
"Fuck me, huh? What's going on in that lusty mind, Babe?"
Leanne unclamped the chains from her nipples, sighing in relief and gently rubbing the tender nubs. "When I was a teenager, I used to get myself off by grinding on a pillow. I want to put you on the pillow first this time."
"Adventure!" Derek shouted, fists raised to the heavens.
Leanne giggled appreciatively, before grasping her man and walking to her bed. She knee-walked across her mattress until she could fetch her pillow, and then busied herself bunching it up between her thighs. She carefully placed her half-foot boyfriend into the dip of the pillow just so, directly beneath her moist pussy. The nipple clamps, though somewhat painful, actually did get her motor running.
Derek stared at the wet, hairy pussy looming over him, the lips parted and her clit hard and bulbous. Her humid odor wafted down to him, charged with her body heat. Then the pussy was rushing down, Leanne's weight sinking him into the pillow and burying him in wetness, flesh, and oddly soft pubic hair.
He idly wondered if she had started to use conditioner on her bush for him.
Once she had the contact and pressure she desired, Leanne started to hump him. Slow at first, she'd drag her clit down his body, her wet lips sliding around his outline. Then back up his body, until she nudged his face with the hard, slick bean of her happy button. That first pass, it was almost a kiss from her clit and as it moved away, a string of pussy sap stretched between Derek's lips and the tip of her nerve bundle.
Leanne began to speed the pace of her bucking, grinding against the entirety of his little form, and the pressure increased as she started to bore down against him. After a scant few minutes, the sawing of her cunt around and on Derek started to blur. It was all moving too fast for him to make out any details any longer.
The tiny man simply closed his eyes and endured. Leanne's bucking flung droplets of her moisture up at his face with every pass. He didn't dare move his arms, so he had to wait for one to strike close to his mouth to taste it.
The plump giantess started to make pleading noises far above him, wordless sounds that conveyed just how good it was all feeling to her, and then she dropped to her hands. Leanne's bush-covered, fluffy paunch enveloped Derek's head.
It became a little less fun for Derek after that. Turning his head to the side, he could get a little air through the pillow fabric. The wet furry mass on his face didn't rub at all. It just shifted fat around behind it as Leanne continued to grind away on the rest of him with her needy moose knuckle, the fat beef flaps slithering up and down his form and her slippery hard clit straining for every bit of friction.
Time seemed to lose meaning for Derek. He was smothered in her flesh, her smell, her sounds, her moisture, her lust. Until finally, she bore down more and humped minutely, uncoordinated, as she came and came.
He felt her hand slide beneath him, cupping his body to her mound, and then she was rolling them over. Once she'd released him, Derek's body slid down her pussy until his head landed face first in the very entrance of her hole, into the creamy ejaculate that still oozed slowly out to drip down the crack of her ass.
Derek lapped at the pool of her cum, the nectar still as ambroisal as it had ever been for him.
Leanne took deep shuddering breaths as she cooled down, caressing her man's hair with a finger tip as he drank his fill from her.
******
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Leanne stomped into their efficiency apartment, a thunderous look on her face and a six-pack of wine coolers hanging from each hand.
She dropped heavily into her recliner, and twisted off the top of her first drink, taking a huge gulp. Her purse was flung away, and the remaining eleven drinks were set on the floor near the sides of her chair for easy access.
Derek spun in his custom-made plastic office chair away from his workstation on her dresser top and took a good look at her state. "Rough day, Honey?"
Leanne glared at nothing in particular, took another deep draught, and rubbed her forehead with the palm of her hand. "I hate my fucking job."
Derek frowned in concern. "Anything I can do to help?"
Leanne picked at the label on her wine cooler with her short fingernails. "I could really use some stress relief. Would it be okay if I put you in my panties for awhile?"
Derek blinked. It wasn't like he was able to rub her back or shoulders. "Sure, Babe. Anything you need." He stood from his chair, removing the heavy soft cotton shirt and pants he'd painstakingly cut from handkerchiefs and sewn together. They weren't pretty, but they were comfortable and warm.
Leanne drained her first bottle, walked over to her dresser and picked up her naked boyfriend in a single, chubby fist, then stalked back over to her chair.
Leanne didn't bother to change out of her uniform, nor did she bother to clean herself up any.
She popped the button on her uniform pants, lowered the zipper, and shuffled into a slouch almost petulantly. Without another word and still looking like storm clouds were hiding in her expression, she shoved Derek behind the barrier of her underwear until he felt right.
Then she picked up another drink and opened it.
To a casual observer, nothing would seem amiss. Just a tired, irritated wage slave drinking alone and still in her work uniform, pants undone with blue panties poking out of the gap in a semblance of hurried comfort.
If a person would look closer, they'd notice the faint movements happening behind the crotch of her pants, as her six-inch tall boyfriend toiled away at her sweaty pussy.
Derek didn't know how long he was working on massaging and squeezing the agitated woman's clit. He thought she'd had two or three small orgasms, and she felt wet differently than the sweat he'd started with, but really he didn't know if he was even helping or not.
In any event, Derek enjoyed all of it. He liked the smell of her sweat, and the smell of her pussy, so it followed that starting with sweaty pussy was good, too. He labored in the heat and humidity beneath her panties without complaint, for an unmeasurable amount of time. He worked right up until a giant clumsy hand grabbed him and dragged him bodily up her fuzzy pooch until he was halfway out of the underwear. The elastic of Leanne's panties stretched across his lower back, and he sank into the fluffy curve of the lower portion of her inverted belly.
Derek tried to gauge Leanne's expression, but it was difficult due to his angle and the sheer size of the big woman's bust. Her eyes seemed to be in a little better of a mood, anyway. "Do you want to talk about it?"
"Nooooo," the big woman slurred. "Juss 'ad to work real hard today. Like, real hard. Got all sweaty."
Derek chuckled and nuzzled her softness with his face. "I noticed."
"Yeah. An' it sucked. Issa good thing mah boyfrien' don't mind no sweat." Leanne leaned in more towards him as though sharing a secret, and whispered loudly in an alcoholic exhale. "He likes mah sweat!"
"Leanne, Baby... How many drinks have you had?"
Her brow furrowed in thought, and she leaned over to the left, counting the empty bottles in the carrying box. "Five."
Derek's eyebrows raised. "Five?"
Leanne stared at him, glaze-eyed, then leaned over to the right. "Oops. I meant nine."
"Nine?"
Leanne finished the drink in her hand, emptying the bottle. Then looked to her right again, and then her left. "'Leven now. One leff'."
Derek buried his face in the ultra-soft fluffy fat of Leanne's tummy, and laughed quietly to himself. Her math skills were shit when she was tanked. Still, how long was he in his girlfriend's drawers that she had time to put down eleven wine coolers?
He finally got control of himself, and looked back up at her face. As soon as his eyes made contact with hers, her face lightened up with happiness. "'Err's mah sexy boyfrien'!
Derek humored her good-naturedly. "I'm sexy?"
"Uh-huh," Leanne nodded, and palmed her pussy to rub up and down it. In actuality, she was rubbing her cooch with Derek's legs, not that she noticed. "Ahm so glad I was wassa one 'oo saw you shrink, an' you let me bring you 'ome wid me. Sexiest man ever... in mah panties."
Leanne's eyes bulged, and she burst into drunken laughter. "Yeh got in mah panties!" she exclaimed, laughing even more.
Leanne's laughter, booze-fueled though it was, was incredibly infectious. Derek couldn't help laughing along with her as his platform wobbled and shook gelatinously.
She reached over the armrest, grabbed her last bottle and cracked it open, the cap fumbling out of her clumsy fingers. "Hey... Hey! Less' talk about de porn sellin'! Make bunches of money, righ? An'enn quit mah job." Her face darkened momentarily. She didn't seem to realize she was still rubbing her pussy lips with her boyfriend's legs.
Derek slowly shook his head. "I don't think making this decision when you're drunk and irritated is the best idea, Babe."
Leanne chugged half of her last drink in one long swallow. "Sure it is! Cause mah boyfrien' can talk me into doin' it now! Yer really smart, han'some man. I bet you gots loss' of idears. Whass' de one dat I'd haffta be dis drunk for?"
Derek sighed in defeat, and mentally ran through his list of ideas for the safest. "The pee one," he decided.
"Okay? An' whad I gots ta do?"
Derek realized there was no stopping her, not right now. "You have to set up the recorder on the bathroom floor, and get that enormous wine goblet you have, put it in front of the camera. Then you drop me into the glass, tell me it's a punishment, and pee into it."
Leanne snorted, "No, really. Whass de idea?"
Derek shrugged, the elastic across his back getting uncomfortable. "You asked which one you'd have to be drunk for. This is one of the themes. You just really have to wait until you think you're going to piss yourself, to fill that goblet as full as possible. If you really want to do this, you should finish that bottle and start drinking a bunch of water."
Leanne blinked bleary at the little man pinned to her belly by her underwear. Then she drained the last of her bottle, stood, and stumbled over to get the video camera, pants undone yet staying up due to her wide hips, boyfriend in the open gap of her zipper and forgotten about for the moment.
She managed to get the camera on the floor and turned on, then retrieved the giant clear-glass goblet, the container looking like a round wine glass but ten times the size, with a thick, stubby stem that led to a wide base on the bottom.
Derek found himself in a staring contest with Leanne's deep, dark bellybutton as she gathered the supplies.
She placed the comically large glass on the bathroom floor, right in front of the camera. Then she remembered the man in her panties. "Is'sat good?"
Derek craned his neck to look behind him. "Further out, Honey. More towards the wall."
It took time, but eventually Derek had talked her into taking her clothes off and guzzling glass after glass of water.
"How much more water do I gots ta drink?" she whined.
"Until you can't hold it anymore, Leanne. Besides, it'll help with your hangover."
"Oh," she stated dumbly. "Issa good thing yer so smart."
"Now remember, push record, put me in the glass, and tell me that I was a bad toy and I'm getting my punishment. Oh! And for the video, my name is Billdo, and your name is Goddess. Got it?"
Leanne snorted in laughter. "Like a dildo, but a Bill, too!" She drank more water and smiled happily. "An' I'mma Goddess! An yer- Uh-oh. Gotta go right now."
Surprisingly to Derek, Leanne remembered to do everything even though she was way past 'hammered' and on her way to incoherent. She grasped him in her clammy hand with a grip just a little too tight, and staggered into the bathroom.
She pushed record on the camera, dancing foot-to-foot in the international pee-pee dance, and staggered around to in front of the camera, feet on either side of the glass goblet.
"Yer... yer a bad toy, Billdo!" she slurred. "A bad, bad toy! An' now, yer gonna get yer p'nshmn't."
Derek begged convincingly in character as she dropped him into the enormous wine glass, the rim at least four inches above his head as he stood up in the center of the transparent encasement. He couldn't help but to stare upward as Leanne drunkenly squatted over the rim of his clear prison, her musky scents filling his glass tank with humid vaginal odor and stale sweat, and a few drops of hot piss dripped down on him before she simply opened up the floodgates and everything came shooting out in force.
The powerful, thick urine stream knocked him from his feet, and kept him under the surface as the mockery of an aquarium began to fill. As the level rose, he got caught in the current, swirling around and around the circular glass. Foam bubbled and rose to the top of the liquid, nearly mimicking a beer pour.
Leanne's piss was body temperature hot, and the alcohol content within it made Derek's eyes burn even though they were clenched shut. He held his breath and tried to scramble to the surface.
He made it once, before Leanne's still-powerful stream dunked him into the brine again.
He could hear the stream as it punched through the surface of the rising piddle, and he almost sighed in relief when it quit. A bubble still managed to escape his mouth, floating upward through the yellow liquid. Then a short burst of more pee shot down. Then one more.
Derek swam to the surface, grasping the rim of the goblet and wiping his eyes clean, coughing and retching. While he normally enjoyed Leanne's fluids, her booze-piss wasn't very pleasant at all.
He finally took stock, noticing that Leanne had filled the goblet to an inch below its rim, which was a sizeable feat. The glass was designed to hold at least two entire bottles of wine. Maybe three. He flung his arms over the side, holding himself up like he was in a public pool.
Derek glanced around the room, finding Leanne passed out, sitting on the floor against the wall with her head bowed low and her legs wide open, directly across the wineglass from the camera.
He heaved one last time, and spit the taste from his mouth over the side. If the video turned out as epically as he thought it did, it was going to sell really well. Not that it was any fun shooting it.
He looked at his snoring girlfriend, then at the vat of cooling urine he'd been deluged under, the foamy top dissipating, and then at the sink, so very high above his head.
"Aw nuts. Outsmarted myself."
******
Leanne awoke feeling about a hundred times better than she had any right to. She had an awful crick in her neck and back, she had a slight headache, was a little queasy, her bladder was full, and the room stank to high heaven. Still, after her binge the night prior, the woman felt pretty good, considering.
She cracked open her eyes, catching sight of the huge glass filled with her piss, which led to thoughts of Derek.
She'd passed out, and left him naked in a swimming pool of her urine! Leanne frantically scanned the room for any sign of her missing boyfriend.
He wouldn't have slid himself into my vagina to keep warm, would he?" she worried to herself. He KNOWS that my pussy tries to eat him!
She carefully checked with her fingers, uncomfortably wedging between the tacky lips, and found herself empty. Leanne breathed a sigh of relief. She carefully got to her feet and checked her butt-crack for a wayward half-foot man, again coming up empty-handed.
She edged her way around the Goblet of Yellow Fire, and sat on the toilet to relieve her bladder. She slowly hefted one breast, checking the fold beneath, then the other.
With still no sign of Derek, she emptied the glass into the toilet, flushing everything down, and rinsed it out in the bathtub just once.
She left the bathroom, being very careful where she put her feet down, and finally found her man sleeping in her discarded uniform top on the floor.
She nudged him with a finger, gently. "Hey, wake up Honey."
Derek cracked his eyes open and stretched. "Hey. How're you feeling?"
"Better than I should," she admitted. "I'll bet you'd like a bath."
Derek grinned ruefully. "You'd be right. Last night wasn't one of my better ideas."
Leanne chuckled and went to fill the bathroom sink, not moving as fast as she did most days. On their excursion to Derek's apartment, she'd gathered his own shampoo and body wash, so she pumped a small dollop of each on the rim for him to use.
Once Derek was in the water and scrubbing himself down, Leanne sat on the toilet to talk.
"I feel like I should be apologizing to you, Honey. I should never have pushed to make a video, and I really shouldn't have fallen asleep before you were cleaned up and someplace safe."
Derek paused with his hands full of sudsy hair. "I'm pretty sure that most of the blame falls to me. You were determined to make a video, and that was the only idea I had that guaranteed you wouldn't pass out with me trapped inside of you somewhere."
Leanne thought that over, and shuddered. She would have passed out, and the idea of him trapped in her pussy, or even in her ass, unable to breathe and slowly dying while Leanne drunkenly slept was horrifying. "Good thinking, Baby. This really was the best you could have done. Did... did you look at the camera at all?"
"No. Not yet. If you'll help me hook it up to the laptop, I can download it and see how it came out later. I had to try and dry myself on the bathroom mat, and then I slept in a pile of your uniform. You're going to have to wash those, sorry about that."
Leanne shrugged carelessly. "I was going to have to go to the laundromat tomorrow anyway. Do... do you think that we should try and sell it? The video, I mean?"
Her boyfriend kept scrubbing himself down with his body wash, scooped from the rim of the sink. It was his second pass. "I do, but that shouldn't be the first one we post. We can talk about it when you feel better. Are you calling in to work today?"
Leanne shook her head. "No, this wouldn't be the first time I went to work achy and hungover. I appreciate you making me drink all that water, I feel almost normal."
When Derek had finished his bath, Leanne carried him to the dresser top, holding him close to her face and taking deep sniffs. She loved how he smelled when he used his own bathroom supplies rather than hers.
She connected the camera to the laptop, as directed by him, and then went to clean herself and get ready for work.
******
Once upon a time, Leanne hated going to the laundromat. With nothing to occupy her while her laundry was washing or drying, she'd begin comparing herself to the other woman there, and would always leave feeling depressed.
For instance, that skinny girl at the arcade machine, the one with the beautiful red hair that held all the hues of a campfire? Old-Leanne would have hated her for making her feel fat and dull. But that was Leanne in the pre-Derek era.
New-Leanne had a much better outlook.
That redhead couldn't know what it's like to have her boyfriend do a gymnastics floor routine on her lumpy mattress for no other reason than to entertain her. While he was naked. She couldn't know what it was like to have that boyfriend not be angry when she laughed at his comical falls, but to instead laugh right along with her.
Those two college girls in the corner? Neither of those snickering bitches got an intense, gushing, G-spot orgasm every Monday morning to start her workweek. Neither knew what it felt like to have her boyfriend tap her clit for forty-five minutes straight, or how good the penetration felt right after.
That heavily pregnant, harried-looking woman, trying to both do her family's laundry and corral a rambunctious three-year old?
Well, Leanne was still envious of her. Some things Derek just couldn't fix.
But that blonde who looked like she'd just stepped out of the cover of a fashion magazine? Just seeing her would have sent Old-Leanne to a liquor store on the way home, to drink herself into at least one bad decision and an ovary-crusher of a morning.
New-Leanne knew better.
Supermodel-Blonde didn't have a man who both could and would lay in her panties like a hammock. Didn't have a man who would choose to spend hours slowly teasing her with caresses from doll-sized hands all over her most sensitive areas in the middle of a public laundromat until she felt like she was going to explode.
Leanne casually looked around, and seeing no one was looking her way, cupped her hand between her thighs and pressed her boyfriend in to smash his hard chest against her clit.
She rubbed him around in a slow circle, twice, and then just kept the pressure there while she silently came and came. That little bit was all she needed to pop the cork on her fireworks.
Once she'd finished, she gave him a single caress from her finger, through the layers of her sweatpants and her underwear, and went back to folding her clothes.
Most importantly of all, though, Supermodel-Blonde couldn't know what it was like to have such awful self-esteem, such self-disgust for decades on end. She simply wasn't old enough, for one. For another, she was too pretty to have ever felt as badly as Leanne. The blonde couldn't know what it was like to be so low.
So it followed that the blonde couldn't then know what it was like to have the most wonderful man in existence dropped in her lap like he was a gift from The Almighty Himself. She couldn't know what it was like to have that man inspire her to feel attractive for once. To feel sexy.
Supermodel-Blonde couldn't know what it was like to genuinely feel beautiful to herself after a lifetime of feeling not.
No, Leanne wasn't envious of the blonde. Not even a little. The girl didn't have Derek like Leanne did...
And she didn't have boobs like Leanne did, either. Blondie would have to stuff her bra to fill an A-cup.
Leanne set the folded t-shirt on top of the others, and picked up the laundry basket to bring to her car, the second to last. Her giving boyfriend began to tease her again.
As she backed into the door to open it with her arms full, Leanne caught a glimpse of the blonde's backside, and shook her head in pity.
The girl was shaped like a two by four, the poor thing.
******
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"Is that a smartphone!?"
Leanne looked up wildly, a bite of half-chewed food still in her mouth, as her manager sat across from her.
Chrissie glanced at the messaging bubbles on Leanne's phone, then smiled knowingly at the woman. "You have a man," she stated with certainty.
Leanne stalled, "What makes you say that?"
Chrissie started ticking points on her fingers. "You're wearing makeup every day. You suddenly have a smartphone, and you spend all of your breaks texting with a smile on your face. Leanne, you're happy. Absolutely radiant. So, what's his name?"
Leanne locked her phone. She didn't need her boss reading what she and Derek had been actually texting to each other. "Derek. His name is Derek," she groaned in defeat.
"What's he like? How come you haven't brought him around?"
Leanne blinked at her excited manager. "He's nearly perfect," Leanne finally admitted. "Handsome, funny, nice, generous... He's out of my league. Way too young to be with me," she added as an afterthought.
"So how did you land him?"
Leanne was grateful she and Derek had concocted a story in case anyone became curious about him. "Derek's got that anxiety thing where public places and strangers make him uncomfortable. Like, he just shuts down. It turns out that he lives on my floor. One day he tried leaving his apartment, and I bumped into him. For whatever reason he doesn't feel any anxiety with me at all, so we got to know each other. Then more happened. So we only date at home, and he doesn't ever leave his place, or let anyone inside but me." Leanne shrugged, "That's pretty much the whole story."
None of the story was technically a lie. Derek was terrified of someone else discovering him in his helpless state. Being in public and unhidden definitely would cause him anxiety. He lived with her, so technically he lived on her floor, too, and most days she did bump into him. Rhythmically and repeatedly.
Chrissie leaned in, eyes sparkling. "Do you have a picture?"
Leanne unlocked her phone and showed Chrissie the only photo she had of him, one from his Facebook page before his shrinking problem happened.
Chrissie took a good long look at the picture. "I don't believe you," she finally stated. "This guy? And only you can see him? It sounds like you invented a boyfriend who lives in Canada."
Leanne took her phone back and smiled brightly. "I really can't bring myself to care," she stated with both confidence and cheer.
Chrissie blinked. "What?"
Leanne picked her soda up, swirling the ice around the interior. "It's not my job to convince you that Derek's real. I never said a word about him, not once, not until you asked. You're the one who came over and stuck your nose in looking for gossip. So, either believe me or don't, but I've got ten minutes left of my break, food left to eat, and a boyfriend who's probably wondering why I'm not texting him back. So if there's nothing else?"
Leanne watched in satisfaction as her shaken manager walked away from her. It felt good to be assertive for once.
******
Leanne sat on the bathroom floor, leaning over the tub with her arms crossed, watching Derek swim laps around the tub in four inches of tepid water.
He finally stopped for a break, heaving himself onto the heavy, upside-down cooking pot Leanne had placed in the middle of the tub as an island and breathing heavily as he reoxygenated.
Leanne lazily dropped her hand to the water and casually flicked her fingers through it. While a lot of Derek's condition was less than ideal, having an indoor heated swimming pool on call was but one of the silver linings.
"Have you checked the video sales?" she asked. It had been a little over a week since they'd put the first one online, and she couldn't contain her curiosity any more.
Derek covered his eyes with his hands and groaned. "Yes. Well, yesterday before you got home."
"And...?"
"It's insane. Over four hundred downloads. More than half of those are from Japan alone. Our page at Vids4Sale is crammed with comments, suggestions, questions, and one psycho who demanded a refund because you didn't eat me at the end."
"You're kidding," Leanne stated flatly.
"No I'm not. Apparently, swallowing your shrunken man alive is a thing. They call it 'Vore'."
"Not that! World's full of all kinds. Internet, more so. Whatever, moving on. Four hundred? How much money is that?"
Derek finally removed his hands from his eyes. "Well, about twenty bucks a pop times four hundred is... eight grand?"
Leanne's playing hand dropped lifeless into the bathwater. "Eight... Thousand dollars!?"
Derek sat up to rest his arms on his knees. "We're going to want to stash a good chunk of that for taxes, but yeah."
Leanne looked into space. "We're making eight grand a week."
"No, just this week. I'd be surprised if this video sold a fraction as much from now on. But if you want to get your hopes up? Maybe every video we post can make this kind of money in its first week, at least for awhile."
"What are we going to do with it?" she wondered.
"Save up and buy you a new car," Derek said seriously.
"What!? My car is fine, Honey. There's so many better things!"
Derek sighed. "I worry. I get to worry. Your car is really old, Leanne, and while I haven't looked under the hood, I can hear both your engine and your transmission. It's on its last legs, Babe. What do you do when it breaks down? I can't come get you from wherever you are. I can't help at all, for that matter. All I can do is try and get you something reliable."
Leanne looked at him, really looked. "Is this why you've been all money conscious lately?"
"Partly," Derek confessed. "Part of it is your car, part of it is maybe you'd like a little bigger of a place and better clothes and such. Most of it is so you can find a job you actually like so that you're happier, and won't be stressed about money while you do so. When I was little my dad used to tell me that if you're not enjoying most of your life, you are clearly doing it wrong."
Leanne blinked away tears. "This is all for me? All this thought, and planning, and the porn thing? I had thought you were just being perverted or something."
Derek grinned unrepentantly. "You like it when I'm being perverted," he teased.
Leanne slowly nodded her head in agreement. "Yes. Yes I do. And to show you just how much I do, I'm offering you whatever you want, right now."
The little man sitting on an island in the bathtub looked up at her face skeptically. "Really?"
"Oh yes," she breathed. "I have a burning need to fuck my thoughtful boyfriend, right this very second."
******
"Are you sure you trust me? Because I don't trust me. Not for this."
Leanne looked at her boyfriend, reverse-gripped in her fist with his hands held securely to his thighs by her pinky. Most of him was outside of her grip, dangling upside-down from the bottom of her fist.
Derek rolled his eyes at the absurd question. "Of course I trust you. Three or four, then let me take a breath. Or just pause every ten seconds or so."
Leanne blew out a shaky breath. "But what if I... What if I forget? Get too into it? I know I'm going to like this, Honey. I'm afraid I'll like it too much."
"It'll be fine. But can you start now? All the blood's kind of rushing to my head, here. Adventure!" he exclaimed.
Derek filled her days with adventures. Not exotic ones, or wild ones, but instead with really sexual adventures. She had never been the adventurous sort before, and she adored her little man for bringing some into her life.
"Adventure," she parroted back to him, and moved her occupied fist between her splayed thighs.
Leanne readjusted her heels on her mattress. "Here we go, Honey. Deep breath."
Leanne dragged her miniature lover's hair up and down her leaking gash, getting it good and wet, and then shoved him face first into her pussy to the hilt of her fist. She pulled him nearly out, and then rammed him back in. Fucking herself with four inches of her boyfriend's body like a dildo. In and out.
At the count of ten, she pulled him all the way out so he could breathe deeply for a few seconds, and then she plowed him right back in.
It wasn't a furious buildup to an orgasm for Leanne. The forced pauses ensured that. Instead, there was a long, slow build that would make the coming explosion one for the record books. She could feel it.
Every time she paused for Derek to get air, she found herself fucking her pussy harder and faster with him afterward. He was more contoured, more supple than the best of any dildos ever made, ever. The only way it could have been any better is if she had more than four inches of him to work with.
Her juices splattered over her hand and wrist as she worked herself over with her man. A sensation yearned deep within her, not quite an itch, not quite an ache, but she needed it touched. Needed to be filled.
Leanne grit her teeth, moaning and writhing at the absolute pleasure of it, until she just couldn't stand it any more. She pulled Derek completely out of her one last time, gave him as much time to breathe as she could without losing her edge, and then shoved him back inside.
She loosened her grip on his legs, and nudged him all the way inside of her needy core, to touch that place that so desperately needing touching, to fill the void that seemed so very hollow.
Her pussy, always wanting her boyfriend entirely in her, helped him along until his feet had vanished. Then Leanne scrubbed her throbbing clit, assaulting the bundle of nerves until her hips were as far off the bed as she could get them.
Her vaginal muscles clamped down on Derek's entire body. Leanne wailed as the really big orgasm she'd anticipated fulfilled all expectations, and then some.
For a long moment that stretched on and on, Leanne came. She could feel Derek begin to struggle within her, needing air, and God help her Leanne couldn't stop cumming. She liked having him all the way in, and her pussy did as well, and the writhing and movements of his little body inside of her amplified everything.
A powerful convulsion happened within her, and she felt Derek's head wedge against, then pop into her cervix. It should have hurt, or even been uncomfortable, but it wasn't. Not at all. Her orgasm spread from her vagina to run rampant all over her body.
Still, Leanne couldn't stop cumming.
Eyes rolling all over, she darted her hand back to her pussy, accidentally nudging her big nipple with her arm which sent electric shocks racing right to her spine.
She clumsily dug her thumb and forefinger into her hole, fighting past the tightly clenched walls, and fished around for something, anything. She couldn't wait for her orgasm to end to get Derek out. It likely wouldn't ever end as long as he was inside.
She found a wiggling foot and grasped it, pulling her struggling captive out of the fleshy walls of his prison and feeling his head pop back out of her cervical entrance. But he was very slick, and slipped from her grasp. Leanne's pussy wetly slurped him back in without any input from Leanne herself at all.
Leanne groaned. She didn't know if it was the pleasure or the terror that caused the vocalization. Fear-sweat was leaking from every pore she owned. Her face, her tits, her armpits, her ass, even the backs of her knees. Derek's struggles were becoming weaker, and Leanne couldn't even get her eyes to focus. The smallest of her movements sent unexpected, unwelcome bursts of even more pleasure though her. Even the feeling of her nearly threadbare mattress sheet on her back and butt was stimulating her.
Leanne felt Derek stop moving altogether, and she suddenly clapped her hands loudly together, trying to get the noise to help her focus. If she didn't get him out now, and right now, she might pass out from the intensity, and then her wonderful little man wouldn't make it. Already she could hardly breathe, herself.
She rammed her fingers back into her still-clenching cavern, determinedly found one of Derek's horrifyingly-still limbs, and fought him back outside of her danger-slut cunthole.
Eyes still unable to focus, she simply kept them shut and pointedly ignored her full-body shakes in the aftermath of what very well may have been a lethal orgasm.
She laid Derek on his back on one of her hands, pressing his chest with her thumb in a gentle pressure and motion to maybe help get his lungs clear. Again.
Instead she was shocked to feel Derek calmly grasp her thumb with both of his tiny hands.
Her eyelids snapped open, and she brought him up near her face, but Leanne's eyes still roamed the room wildly and out of her conscious control. She couldn't seem to form any words, either.
"Hhhhh... Howwww?"
"I'm okay, Babe. I'm okay." She felt Derek press a butterfly kiss to her thumb-tip. "Once I felt you try to pull me out, I knew something went wrong. When I went back inside, I started trying to conserve my air. At first I was just wiggling my feet and legs a little so you could find me, but then I stopped altogether."
"Sssss... S... Sssso-"
Derek intuited what she was trying to say. "No sorries. I'm safe and sound, and you're still in the aftershocks of what I'm guessing is the biggest orgasm ever." He rubbed her thumb comfortingly. "Adventure!" he softly triumphed.
Leanne dropped her boyfriend to the space between her giant breasts as they careened off to the sides of her body. He impacted with a wet-sounding smack and simply laid there, riding her chest up and down as she heaved huge lungfuls.
Leanne finally got her breath back, and a small smile crept onto her face.
"Adventure," she whispered to herself.
******
Leanne had never contorted her body into such a strange position before.
Her back against the wall, all of her not-inconsiderable weight was supported by her shoulders on the mattress top. Her giant tits rolled up past her shoulders to bracket her face and her legs hung over her head, knees nearly touching her upside-down boobs.
At the apex of her inverted body, Derek rested in her vagina up to his chest, calmly stroking the quivering, plump pussy lips to his left and right.
She began to squeeze him involuntarily.
"Ah-ah-ah!" he sing-songed at her. "No slurping down your boyfriend like a noodle."
Leanne whined soundlessly. "This is stupid! Just let me get off!" she begged.
"Nu-uh. Not until you can leash your dangerous pussy. This is training!" Derek exclaimed smugly, and tweaked her clit.
Leanne's eyes narrowed. "I'm failing the training today. You shouldn't have done that, Honey."
Leanne immensely enjoyed Derek's widening eyes as he realized he went a pace too far. She enjoyed his expression right up until she purposely slurped her boyfriend into her unleashed pussy like a noodle and she couldn't see his face any more.
She churned him inside of her powerfully, indulging herself in freely squeezing his entire body and just how good it felt. For just under a minute, Leanne ground him up in her vaginal walls.
With a mighty force of will and no little effort, Leanne pushed and evacuated Derek halfway out. His torso flopped forward onto her clit.
With a not-all-that-gentle slap, she crammed his now very slippery form between her juicy lips, against her button, and used him as a surrogate palm to jill herself off.
Droplets of her own juices dripped down towards her face, but Leanne ignored them. With a smile full of anticipatory joy, she felt her delayed orgasm begin.
"Oh God! It's so goo—"
Then Leanne had to stop talking as a short-lived river of female ejaculate poured out past her boyfriend, beneath her hand, and directly into her mouth, open as she was talking. The entirety of it completely bypassed her tongue to strike the back of her throat like an impossibly thrown bullseye.
Leanne hacked, but her juices were too far back. She was forced to swallow it, which she did with a grimace of extreme distaste. Then she gave a disgusted squeal.
Soft chuckling made her zero-in on her boyfriend above her, limply hanging down her pussy.
"Outsmarted yourself, huh?" Derek calmly observed. "I know what that's like."
******
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Hiro watched the minute-long teaser clip for the third time in a row on his favorite streaming porn site, but he still couldn't believe it.
He'd never seen such a realistic giantess video. Not ever. He had to see the whole thing now, and that was all there was to it.
For nearly an hour he searched for a free copy, but came up with nothing. If someone had it, they weren't sharing where he could find it.
Hiro finally went to the Vids4Sale site, and entered the video number. Then ran a web calculator to see how much yen it would cost him.
He sucked his breath through his teeth. That was a little much for a fifteen minute clip. Quickly checking to see if the creator had made anything else, Hiro hit the motherlode. Five videos with different themes.
He worried his lip as he scrolled up and down the page, libido making more of his decisions with each passing moment.
Two. He could afford two of them right now, and the rest after he got paid a time or two.
That unbirthing one, and the drunk pee one. He had to have those both, right that second.
******
"Well? How do you like my new bra?"
Leanne playfully turned her upper body to the left, then the right, modeling her new underwear for Derek.
Derek scratched his head. There was no lace or defined cups. It wasn't even a pretty color. Just a bland white that covered up more skin than her others. Derek finally gave up. "I don't get it. You wouldn't be so playful unless there was something really awesome here, but all I see is that it covers up more and looks like it supports less."
Leanne grinned with mischief and walked up close to Derek's work floor on top of her dresser. She eased to her knees, and lifted her breasts to rest on the top, inches from her boyfriend's chair.
Then she reached up near her shoulder and unlatched the clasp, pulling a triangle of fabric down and revealing a large portion of the middle of her bare breast, centered on her nipple.
"It's a nursing bra! You don't know how hard it was to find one of these close to my size. Finding regular bras is hard enough, but this?"
Derek smiled and walked close, stepping onto the white fabric stretching away from the underside of her giant tit. Once he got close, he fondled her nipple, and kept playing with it until it was erect and pointed at him. "Okay. I see so far. But your face says that there's more."
Leanne bit her lip and slid a small bottle of lube from somewhere Derek couldn't see. "Take off your clothes," she whispered, and smeared a drop of lube on the tip of her hard nipple.
Derek removed his clothes, much better in quality than his first attempts. If one ignored the fact that the stitching was too big and on the outside, his t-shirt and cloth pants almost looked normal.
Leanne kept swirling the lube around the end of her nipple with a finger. "See, I was thinking. I can simulate sex with your body, but you've been kind of stuck jacking it. Even when I give you a blowjob, it's still more or less just rubbing you off with my lip. But my left nipple? It's got this deep indent in the center. Fuck me, Baby," Leanne beckoned.
Derek grasped her thick, moderately long nipple in both of his hands, and sank his cock into the lubricated crevice.
The nub was hard under his grip and softer inside, the entire thing hot with her heat, and if he closed his eyes he could almost pretend he was holding a woman's hips belonging to a girl his own size.
Derek gave an experimental thrust, and it felt really good, so he kept on pumping into the hot, slick hole.
Leanne watched him enjoying himself. It didn't do much for her, but that was never the point. The attention guaranteed her nipple would stay hard, and that was all she really needed for this to work.
Then she carefully pulled up the flap and resecured it, pressing her boyfriend against her breast with his dick still slotted in her nip, which made him stop.
She caressed his back through the fabric with a finger. "Take your time, Honey. If one isn't enough, go for a second round. I want to get some things done, so just tap me when you want back out, okay?"
Derek gave her boob three pats, signaling an affirmative, and began to piston his hips again.
Leanne stood from her kneeling position, lifting her bra-covered breasts from the dresser top, and went to plug in the vacuum.
Leanne split her attention between vacuuming the small amount of carpet she had, and the tip of her bra cup rhythmically poking out and back in as her boyfriend's tight, tiny ass pushed against it with his thrusting.
******
"I see that you've worked the same job for thirty years. Is there any reason that you're looking for a new one?"
Leanne took a deep breath and tried to draw some strength and bravery from the man between her boobs. Having him along to the interview was giving her the courage she needed.
"To be honest, I've always wanted to work with children. I was just always scared to try something new. I mean, I've been working at Burger King since I was sixteen. That's a pretty big rut to try and dig yourself out of. Then I met a man, a wonderful man, and he convinced me to try to chase my dreams."
The woman's eyebrows raised. "Sounds like a great guy," she commented.
"The best," Leanne admitted. "What Derek told me was that if you love what you do, you'll never work a day in your life. I know I can find that here, at your daycare. I want to know what that's like."
The woman leaned back and considered Leanne for a long minute. Then she nodded. "Your CPR is up to date, so why don't we do a trial period, and see how things work out? When can you start?"
Leanne struggled to keep her emotions in check. "It wouldn't feel right to not give notice at my old job. Would two weeks be okay?"
The woman stood, spurring Leanne to stand as well. She offered her hand.
"Two weeks, then. Welcome aboard, Leanne."
Leanne gratefully shook the offered hand with both of hers. "Thank you, Ms. Goldstein. Two weeks."
Then Leanne shouldered her purse, walked to the parking lot while being serenaded by the loud sounds of small children playing, and let herself into her new, slightly-used SUV.
Once in the vehicle, the tears she'd been holding back streamed down her face, and she muffled her sobs with both of her hands.
It was everything she'd always wanted, as far as work went. Leanne didn't need to be a CEO, or a millionaire, or the President. All she needed to be happy was to be around small children, and now she was going to. And she owed it all to Derek.
"Congratulations, Babe! I knew you could do it!" came a voice from her covered chest, and Leanne spoke without thinking.
"I love you so much!"
She'd been holding the words back. It wasn't fair to Derek to tell him what she felt, not when he was so dependent upon her. If he didn't feel the same, things could get awkward, and terrible. He might just tell her he loved her back for that reason alone. In one thoughtless moment, Leanne was sure she'd wrecked everything.
Derek chuckled from her bosom. "I know. I've known it for a long time now. You don't hide your feelings well at all, Honey. But you know what? I love you too. How couldn't I? You're an awfully terrific woman."
Leanne placed her hand to her breasts, just under where Derek's head peeked out between them but beneath her blouse, and breathed deeply until she could find her voice again. It was the closest thing to holding him she could manage at the moment.
******
Derek clawed at the smooth tabletop, but could find nothing to grab hold of. His eyes, wild with fear, darted to the left and right, but there was nothing.
Leanne moaned wantonly, and her asshole clenched, pulling him just a little further inside.
"Mmmm. My ass is so hungry for you, Billdo. You're just the right size for the perfect snack."
She clenched again, and Derek was pulled in more, up to his pelvis. The entirety of his legs and feet were inside of her colon. He looked around at the giant, fat ass cheeks that Leanne was keeping pulled apart with her fingers, the flesh extending further down the table than he himself was, now.
Her sphincter loosened a little, and Derek scrambled to pull himself out by clawing forward on his hands. He made it until his calves were almost clear of the ring, and then it tightened up and pulled him back again.
Malicious giggles wafted down to him. "So sorry, Billdo. Didn't mean to give you hope. You're going in my ass, and that's that."
"Goddess please!" Derek begged. "Please, don't! I'll die in there!"
A powerful clench dragged him to his waist inside of the wrinkled orifice. "Do I look like I care if you live or not? All that matters is that my ass gets to eat. You wouldn't want her to lose weight now, would you? She's got a healthy appetite."
Another wanton moan accompanied her asshole inhaling him to just under his chest, and Derek abandoned the tabletop to push against her ass itself. To try and pull himself out with his hands pushing just outside of the gluttonous backdoor.
Leanne giggled again, somehow sounding both sexual and evil at the same time. "It feels like your puny arms are tying to fight me. You think you can fight all of this ass with that tiny body?"
She punctuated her taunt by sucking him up to his shoulders, causing his arms to stick out straight from her depths.
"Well, this has been a fun game Billdo, but I'm just not in the mood to play anymore. Goodbye, Toy. I'll have forgotten about you by the morning."
A series of absolutely sexual grunts sounded in time with rapid contractions of Leanne's sphincter, and in starts and stops Derek was pulled the rest of the way inside until only his hands desperately clinging to the inner ring were showing, and with one final grunt those, too, vanished.
Leanne clenched her anus a few more times and made pleasurable sounds before letting go of her cheeks, the fat clapping together with a gelatinous wobble and closing the doors over her captive with finality.
She casually eased her ass off of the table, her massive plump ass cheeks dropping off of the edge one at a time. She took her time pulling her thong up over her hips and wedging the string in her ass, then slowly walked around the corner, scratching under an enormous bare breast as she did so.
The instant Leanne was out of the camera's view, she hurriedly tugged her thong down, squatted in the hallway, and shat her boyfriend back out.
It was weird to Leanne to push like she was trying to poop, but feeling the contours of Derek's body move through her bowels instead. Weird, but also scarily good. He slid out easily, squeezing through her anal ring to drop into Leanne's waiting hand.
Leanne stood with her soiled man, stepped out of her thong, and hurried to the bathroom. She placed him in the left sink basin and turned on the water. Once it was running warm, she walked back out, stopped the recording, and went back to the bathroom to wash her hands in her own sink.
"I can't believe I let you talk me into that. I can't believe I did it!"
Derek chuckled, vigorously scrubbing himself under the water with his hands. "We needed to go out with a bang, and having you swallow me was just too dangerous. There's no guarantee you'd be able to puke me back up. We talked about this, Leanne."
She rolled her eyes. "I know! But I still slurped you up into my asshole, then pooped you out. I'm a little weirded out, here."
Leanne stopped the water draining in her boyfriend's sink and pumped healthy dollops of Derek's shampoo and body wash for him, then sat on the toilet and tried to wipe the odd feeling away.
"Well, the enema beforehand worked great. How did it feel?"
Leanne shifted, a little embarrassed. "I think I liked it. Way too dangerous, though."
Derek started a second round of shampoo. "I've got an idea for printing a helmet, and using aquarium tubing as airlines. Maybe we can make this safe enough for you to have fun that way. Variety, right?"
"And adventure," Leanne agreed with a smile. "Maybe something with a base I can grasp?"
"I'll give it some thought. So, are you sad that we just shot our last video at all?"
"Not really. The money we made bought everything we needed it to. New vehicle, two bedroom apartment so we each have our own sinks, and you're not stuck using my dresser top as your work space anymore. I mean, I have a kitchen table and a couch now!"
Derek finally figured his hair was as clean as he could get it, and started washing himself with the body wash. "Well, ten is a nice round number for our amount of videos. And we have an excuse for why the videos ended, now. Goddess's ass ate poor little Billdo. I think I'm going to title this one 'Billdo in The End', because ass pun."
Leanne agreed, "And I don't want this to jeopardize my new job. I do work with little kids now, you know. You're sure no one will ever recognize me?"
Derek was confident. "We made very sure your face wasn't in any of them, except that mouth one where you wore that huge frilly mask. Also, I filtered the audio a bit on every one to make my voice not quite so squeaky, and that made yours sound a little lower and sultrier. No one will recognize you from that. You don't have any tattoos, so I think we're golden."
Derek scrubbed himself down with his body wash, vigorously trying to get the smell of his giant girlfriend's small intestine from him, but he just couldn't reach certain places. He finally quit trying to contort himself. "Hey Love? Can you wash my back?"
Leanne beamed the private smile only he got to see his way at the appellation. "Of course."
Leanne wiped her ass one last time, flushed the toilet, and went to thoroughly clean her boyfriend after his cave diving adventure.
******
Leanne let herself into the apartment, a persistent smile lingering on her face.
A lot of her hair had escaped her ponytail, and she had a blue child-sized handprint on her blouse just over her right breast, but Leanne couldn't even be bothered over her disheveled state, nor her blouse. The paint would wash out.
Caring for and playing with all of those wonderful kids was more fulfilling than even she thought it would be. She looked forward to her workdays for the first time in her long life. She couldn't believe she'd wasted so much time working fast food.
Derek was right. She hadn't even felt like she was working. She just had to restrain herself to hugs. Kissing the kids' cheeks or hair was absolutely not allowed.
She entered the second bedroom, surveying the two side-by-side tables that comprised Derek's place within their place.
He wasn't at his desk, the printed stand holding his active phone up and slightly leaning backward, the plastic rolling chair with padding glued to it was likewise unoccupied.
The laptop was over to the right of his phone, further back and turned at an angle so he could easily see its screen, a single cord running from its side to connect to the underside of the smartphone that doubled as a charger and data cable.
The water bottle intended for gerbils was getting low, she noticed. Derek used it as a water dispenser, only having to push up the steel ball in the bottom to fill his cup whenever he felt the need.
The toilet bottle was still good, too. Her genius of a boyfriend had 3D printed what was basically an outhouse, with tiny plumbing that led to an empty soda bottle below the table's surface, clamped to one of the legs. All he had to do was dump a thimble of water into his toilet to flush it, and it all wound up in the bottle that functioned as a septic tank. She could simply unscrew the bottle from the apparatus on that leg, tighten its original cap on, and toss the whole thing in the trash. A new bottle was easy enough to come by. They were pretty much a standard size at the cap, whether it was a 20 oz., a two-liter, or even a little six ounce water bottle.
His snack table could use a little restocking, and Leanne made a mental note to do that.
Derek wasn't in his bed, either. The doll bed, with a fluffy mattress and a Derek-made silk mattress cover, that wasn't where he normally slept at night. Where he usually slept was next to her, between her tits most of the time. Leanne just didn't move when she slept, and her giant breasts were both the softest and warmest place for him to sack out.
Also, she liked having Derek between her tits. There was nostalgia there, from that first week they were together, and she never felt so unalone as when her man was right there, able to talk with her with no notice at all. In addition, Leanne felt like he was safer there than anywhere. Her airbags would cushion him from any and all impacts. She worried about him when they were apart. He was so little!
No, the doll bed was where Derek slept when he felt like a nap and Leanne wasn't home, and that currently wasn't where he was.
It was the 3D printer that caught her attention, though. He was making a couple pretty big things, but they weren't finished so she couldn't quite grasp their functions just yet.
She finally gave up on her search and just called out. "Derek, Honey? I'm home!"
Derek's little head popped up from behind the printer, where he must have been changing a plastic spool. "Hey!" he greeted, then scrambled down his scaffolding to walk closer. He caught sight of the bright blue handprint on her chest, and started laughing softly. "One of the kids get fresh with you?"
Leanne chuckled helplessly. "Finger painting today, and Tommy really wanted my attention. What're you making there?"
Derek casually looked back to the production in progress. "Well, when it's finished, and I've put some padding inside, it'll be a hollow dildo and butt-plug that a six-inch tall guy can fit inside of. The tops screw into the bottoms, and have ventilation holes built in."
Leanne looked at the things with new eyes. "For what purpose?"
Derek shrugged. "Well, you know how you like doing public stuff? These will let you safely put me all the way inside of you. Imagine doing our grocery shopping and no one knows you've got your boyfriend all the way up your ass. Just walking around in a sundress with a little extra swing to your hips, and enjoying your naughty little secret."
Leanne felt herself get moist at the thought. Her love sure knew what she liked. "That's a pretty big butt-plug. Might take some work to get it in."
Derek nodded in thought. "You're right, and it will be. Still, I wanted you to have the option. No one says that you have to use it."
"Oh, I will want to, you know that. Just, do me a favor and order me a couple smaller ones to work my way up to it, will you?"
"Can do," he agreed. "So, what's going on?"
Leanne shrugged. "I'm happy and kind of horny. Wanna play?"
Derek laughed and casually tossed the tiny bit of cloth he'd been cleaning his hands with away. "Of course. Always. What's on your mind?"
Leanne began to unbuckle her belt, greedily watching Derek divest himself of clothes. The sight of him getting naked never did get old. "Wanna lay in my panties while I restock your stuff? And then, maybe you can put on your base and go in the backdoor?"
"Sounds good to me!" Derek agreed, greedily watching Leanne lower her slacks and panties just enough. The sight of Leanne baring her bush never really did get old. "I could use a new square of toilet paper," he remembered.



"Got it," Leanne assured him, and grasped him in her fist to move him bodily between her thick thighs, holding him securely to her rapidly dampening pussy as she one-handedly pulled her underwear and pants back into position.
A little wiggling, and she'd refastened her pants and recoupled her pretty belt. She felt him begin to work, his little talented hands exploring her space.
Leanne took her time resupplying her man. She wasn't in any hurry, not with the attention she was getting. She unwrapped a new granola bar and put it in one of the little ziploc bags they used to keep his food fresher, to be joined by another baggie that held a couple of the health food chips that Derek liked but she herself couldn't stand.
She refilled his water bottle with fresh water, slid a new square of toilet paper into the slot designed for it in his bathroom wall, and while she was at it she went ahead and replaced his septic bottle. The soda bottle she'd brought home with her was nearly empty, anyway.
Leanne thoroughly enjoyed the way his miniscule fingers would get under her clitoral hood and touch the protected, and therefore most sensitive parts of her clit. She was nearly panting as she unboxed a new plastic spool for him, setting it up on the scaffolding he'd made to get to the top of his printer.
She double checked to see if she'd missed anything, but she couldn't drag out the teasing much longer. Well, she could, but not without a good excuse. Then she remembered she had to get her blouse into the wash. Leanne meandered out of Derek's work room, and headed to the laundry room.
The big selling points for the apartment they'd moved to were the two sinks in the bathroom, and the washer and dryer hookups right inside of the apartment itself. She'd never have to haul laundry to the laundromat again.
A part of her would probably miss it, now. Derek made it into an adventure, like he did most onerous chores. Oh well, she figured that she could still bring her blankets out to wash if she felt the need for some public laundry sex.
Leanne unbuttoned her blouse and dropped the painted garment into the wash, to be followed by the slacks she was wearing. After a moment of thought, she went and got the load of darks from their bedroom and dropped it in as well, followed by the black bra she was wearing.
She rubbed her tender nipples as she portioned out the detergent, the piercings nearly healed.
While she was still rightly terrified of piercing her clit, she'd looked into nipple rings and found out that piercing your nipples made them stay stiff. Between that, and getting Derek to do his ring routine with the chains clamped to the piercings instead of directly on her nipples, well... She was looking forward to trying that. Then there was the fact that with perpetually hard nipples, when Derek felt the need to fuck something she was always going to be ready for it.
Even if getting her nipples pierced at her age was mortifying for her. The tattoo parlor didn't seem to mind, though. In fact, the guy doing her piercings had stared dumbly at her boobs until she'd finally had to snap her fingers in front of his face to break him from the trance. That part still made her giggle a little when she remembered.
Leanne eased her little man from the gusset of her panties and laid him on the bed, before taking her undies completely off. She moved his helmet contraption next to him, and flicked the switch on the motor resting on her nightstand, the two objects separated and connected to each other by about four feet of clear plastic tubing.
It had started as a child's toy car, a single AA battery powering the wheels to move. Derek had repurposed the spinning wheels to turn a tiny air handler created with his printer, pumping air through a long pair of clear tubes normally used in a fish aquarium. Another pair of tubes ran from the helmet/dildo base thing back to the pump as an exhaust, creating a constantly moving current of fresh air. Bundled together, the four tubes wouldn't accidentally pinch shut.
Leanne still marveled at Derek's creativity and resourcefulness. The build was seriously impressive, and she couldn't even show it off to anyone.
Leanne eased herself onto her mattress, and picked Derek up by the wide base that enveloped him from his arms up. The tubing exited the top from a nodule her fingers easily slid around in her grasp, and he'd even designed it to have the shape of balls hanging off the front, for that extra realism and stimulation.
The big horny woman thoroughly lubed down every part of Derek that hung out of the base/helmet, all the way down to the tips of his dangling feet. Then she rubbed a little of what was left on her fingers into her anus, and began feeding him in.
Derek's pointed feet eased the penetration, his body smoothly slipping inside of her bowels until she had the base pressed against her asshole, the widest of any part of him.
Leanne relaxed on her back and waited for the mild discomfort to fade, her knees pulled back to her considerable chest. Derek moved his legs inside of her, just a little, and Leanne reached over to her nightstand for her vibrator.
Holding the vibrating device against her clit for added pleasure, she began to slide Derek in and out of her ass with a firm grip on the plastic base that protected his neck, supplied him air, and kept him safe should her grip get too tight.
She'd never really thought about anal sex before they filmed their final video. She had always considered it dirty and gross, and probably painful, and had no interest in it. Derek had opened her eyes, though, like he did for so many things. She liked the feel of him moving in her ass. Liked the smooth slide of him pistoning in and out of her back door.
The vibrator on her clit made it all so much better.
Faster and faster she pumped his squirming body through her asshole, until she reached the goal she'd been working towards. She pressed her vibe hard against her clit, shoved Derek into her ass as far as she could, and wailed loudly.
Her ass tried to clamp down tight on the protective plastic, and copious amounts of fluid poured from her convulsing vagina in a river to run down the crack of her bottom, around Derek's quasi-helmet, and finally to drip onto the bed in a growing wet spot.
Leanne dropped her vibrator, let go of Derek's handle, and fisted the bedsheets as she came in a powerful orgasm. Her sphincter tried to crush what was in there, to pinch it off, but the plastic held firm.
Leanne let her feet down to the bed and rested her legs for a moment, before rolling to her knees with her giant round bottom in the air. She reached between her legs and grasped the anal dildo her boyfriend had made himself into by the plastic balls, and began to move him again.
Derek was going to have to scrub himself a lot once they were done, and Leanne was determined to make it worth the effort. She had at least two more orgasms to accomplish.
She retrieved her vibrator and started anew.
******
Leanne casually pushed her cart through the grocery store isle, doing her weekly shopping.
She made sure she got the health foods Derek ate. She thought it all tasted like shit, but the effect was plain to see. His body was still as toned as when they'd met, while she ate whatever tasted good to her and her body was now probably even heavier.
She'd never ever weigh herself to confirm one way or another.
She hoped anyone who looked at her would attribute the flush on her face to the sweatsuit she was wearing, and not the attentions of her boyfriend.
She'd had the bare bones of an idea and Derek had ran with it, fleshing it out and creating it for her.
He was completely inside of her vagina, his arms and legs free to move in there and drive her crazy.
He had something like a diving helmet on, which he'd laughingly designed like the head of a penis. It was attached to a thin-ish curved plastic stand that ran down his back and legs, all the way outside of her dripping tunnel. The airlines from his helmet were protected by that rectangle of plastic from pinching.
That stand and those airlines connected to the pump and motor in the base, the bottom of which was contoured to mimic her vulva and perforated to let moisture through. Should her pants ride up, or should she be wearing a dress and accidentally flash her panties, no one would see anything other than cameltoe. The plastic was even flesh-toned in color.
Stiff, durable airlines ran up and out of the top of her butt-crack for intake and exhaust, and she didn't need to worry about cutting off his air by simply sitting. Or getting too wet, for that matter.
She'd put a maxi pad into her gusset, knowing how much she was going to leak with Derek in her favorite place, which completely defeated all of Derek's effort in shaping the bottom of his creation to look like her pussy. With his air intake nowhere near the lake she was creating, she could orgasm at will and not worry about drowning her amazing man.
She clenched on him compulsively. She was working her Kegels extra hard, and was probably going to ache later, but it was so worth it. Derek created a way to make her Sunday food shopping something to look forward to. Just like he made Monday mornings. Just like he made having to get out of bed, like he made getting the oil changed in her SUV that she still loved, just like he made any chore that she used to hate. He made her life better in every way.
Leanne stopped walking, gripped the handlebar on her cart tightly, and pretended she was inspecting whatever was on the shelf as she silently gushed into yet another creamy orgasm. The effort of not bucking her hips was monumental.
She was so very thankful that the pad was made with scent blocking technology. Otherwise, anyone who came within ten feet of her would probably be able to smell what she was up to.
She finally was able to relax her pussy and continue pushing the cart down the isle, when she felt Derek's feet on her G-spot, alternating the soles of his feet on it like he was both running in place and rubbing his feet on the textured bump. His hands worked over the wrinkled, sensitive walls of his current room, and the air pump had a very slight vibration to it that never shut off. This was going to be big.
She spotted an employee. "Excuse me, but could you point me to the restroom?"
Leanne was glad that her thick thighs blocked the sound of the electric motor. Leanne was also glad she'd brought extra pads. The little stinker was about to make her fill the one she was wearing to capacity.
They only retained so much fluid.
******
Sweat poured down Leanne's body. Still, she kept pushing the pedals of her brand new exercise bike.
From within her heavily restrained yet still wobbling breasts, safely kept from falling by an anklet attached to a necklace, her boyfriend cheered her on and encouraged her to keep going, not bothered at all by the river of hot, salty, musky water running around him from Leanne's sweat. Nor from the immense pressure of her breasts, stuffed into the sports bra as they were.
He had worked so hard to keep in shape for her. To stay looking like a fitness model. Leanne had finally realized that she should at least try to exercise a little. To eat a little better. She'd never be thin, age and genetics ensured that, but she could try. For Derek, she'd even try hard.
Her workout outfit, that Derek thought looked sexy but she'd never wear outside of their home, was soaked through. Large wet spots had appeared and grown, and the fabric between and under her huge tits and the crack of her ass and groin were now a darker shade of color than the rest of it.
She'd only been pedaling for eight minutes! How could she be sweating this much!?
"You're doing great, Love. Just two more minutes. Two more, and you're done. Take a drink of water, and buckle down. Faster for the finish!"
Leanne gulped greedily from her water bottle, and pedaled faster. The two minutes seemed to drag on and on, until finally Derek was praising her.
"Great job Baby! Now, keep your legs moving, but slow way down. You have to cool down or you're going to stiffen up or cramp."
Leanne did as bade without outward complaint. In her head she was disheartened. She thought she was done!
"You doing okay, Derek? You're drenched in me," she panted.
Derek laughed, "I'm great! It's really hot in here. I mean, really hot, but I like your sweat. You know that. It's sexy to me."
Leanne huffed. "Then you'd find the crack of my ass the sexiest thing ever right now." Still, she kept pedaling.
"Maybe you could drag me through there before my bath," Derek said slyly.
Leanne chuckled, getting her breath back. "Funny guy."
"Naw, I'm serious. It'll be an adventure! Plus, you know, the whole disco-pussy thing."
Leanne gulped more water. "What, exactly, is 'Disco-pussy'?"
"You know, when a woman has been dancing for hours, and gets all sweaty down there, and that makes it kind of electric to go down on her. Disco-pussy."
Leanne chuckled, "That's absurd."
Finally finished with her five minutes of cool down, Leanne left the bike seat gratefully, going to the bathroom to get them both cleaned up.
She started filling the sink for Derek, and wiggled her wet and clinging spandex shorts down her legs, kicking them off. She pulled her sports bra off, leaving Derek to hang from the anklet under his arms, the loop not tightening from the tension like it did when they only used a necklace. He dangled between her sagging breasts as she shut off his water.
She carefully slid him from the loop, and grinned mischievously. Without warning she wiped his body underneath both of her sweaty tits, making sure he was face up, then wiped her pussy and ass with him, sliding him from the front all the way up the back in one smooth glide.
He was sputtering and wiping his eyes clear as she set him into the warm water, and she heartily laughed at him. "Be careful what you ask for, Baby. You might not want it in the end."
His eyes still clenched shut from the salty assault, he nevertheless raised his fists and shouted, "Adventure!"
God, Derek even made Leanne's own exercise easier to bear for her. She was still chuckling as she stepped into her own shower spray.
******
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Derek slid down, picking up speed, until hit the water with a splash.
Surfacing, he treaded water with his legs as he cleared his eyes and moved his wet hair from his face, before swimming back over to Leanne and hanging from her nipple ring, resting his legs.
"Again, Honey?" she checked.
Derek nodded. "Yeah. Are you sure you're not bored? This can't be very fun for you."
Leanne smiled and grasped him from where he was hanging off of her piercing, moving him to sit on her shoulder. "I'm relaxing in the bath, Derek. I'll bring you up as many times as you want."
Derek leaned in and kissed the tip of her nose. "I appreciate that," he confided, then with a shout scooted himself off to slide down the curve of her slippery breast, getting a fraction of a second of airtime before impacting the water.
Leanne watched him swim back to her with a content smile. Using her tits as waterslides, well... the thought had never occurred to her. She'd thought Derek would do it only once or twice, but he'd been sliding down her chest over and over for nearly twenty-five minutes, now.
She waited until she felt the tug of her piercing, and enjoyed the pull for a moment as Derek hung from it.
She scooped him again from the water, and held him close as she leaned forward to put more hot water into the tub. It was getting a little tepid.
She leaned back, and looked down at the man she was holding close to her heart. "I don't get it, Honey. I don't mind, don't get me wrong, but I just don't get why you're liking this so much. Help me understand the appeal."
Derek looked down for a bit. "When I was little, my parents used to take me to the Waterpark all the time. That one on 45th? Yeah, that one. We'd spend a Saturday there as a family at least once a month. When they died, I didn't get to go anymore, and then I was an adult and not only do they not let adults on the slide, but a single grown man all by himself playing in the pool with children, well, that gets the cops called."
Leanne nodded, absorbing the sad information. When the water was warm again, she turned off the faucet, smeared a new layer of bath oils on her breasts, and set Derek on her shoulder. He shot down her left boob with a 'Yahoo!', jumping off at the end to get even more airtime.
Leanne enjoyed the joy on his face as he swam back to her for another go. Her man was going to get to play on the slides as long as he damn well pleased, and that was that.
******
Leanne grasped the bars of her headboard tightly. Her ankles were secured to the footboard by a couple of Derek's old neckties, but her hand restraints had to be symbolic. She had to be able to rescue him at a moment's notice, just in case.
A long, fine chain was clipped to both of her piercings, and it draped down her belly, over her paunch, and she felt the tugs and pulls as Derek used the middle of the chain to pull himself in and out of her.
It was a stunning display of athleticism on his part. He'd achieved a very fluid rhythm, darting most of his body through her lips and into her grasping tunnel, then smoothly pulling himself out until his feet were barely inside of her, only to dart in again.
Leanne mewled. It was feeling so good, both the penetration that she wasn't controlling, and the pulling of her nipples. It was also an entertaining game, trying to catch and hold his body with her vaginal muscles alone, but she never quite got a good enough grasp.
Feeling the buildup rise, the pressure build, Leanne cheated. Her hips rose from the bed, her large bottom lifting from the mattress, and she used gravity to help her catch her man.
That little instant more was all she needed to get a good grip, and her cunt rippled and undulated as she wetly came, trying to drag him inside. He held the chain firm, and she didn't quite succeed in completely taking him in, but she had ahold of enough of his body to make it feel so, so good.
Derek scissor-kicked his legs as much as he was able against her clenching walls, for no other reason than that she'd admitted to him it made it better for her to feel him move.
She came down, and eased her pelvis back down to the bed, her pussy still randomly squeezing in aftershocks. She felt Derek slide out from her, now that he was able to escape her greedy cunt-hole, and then he was walking up her body toward her face.
His head, his hair, his gorgeous arms and pecs, they were dry. From his armpits down, however, he was coated in her glaze. Derek left wet footprints on her skin as he walked over the hill of her lower belly, down the inversion where her bellybutton lay, up the hill of her upper belly. Then he was marching across her sternum between her breasts to point a tiny accusing finger at her nose.
"You cheated," he flatly scolded.
Leanne shifted her shoulders minutely, guiltily, and turned her head away from him a hair. "I did," she admitted. "Was I a bad girl?"
"Very bad. Cheating is wrong, Leanne. Now you're going to get punished."
Derek marched up to her face, until he was right against her nose. Then he swiped his hand down his abs, removing a swath of her leavings, and wiped it all off on the inside of her lower lip.
Leanne made a disgusted face as he turned around, marched back to the middle of her sternum, and sat facing her. She was forced to watch as he cleaned himself a little at a time by expident of moving it from his body to his mouth. One handful at a time.
Once, Leanne had wondered at some of the things that happened in porn, wondered how anyone could find some of it sexy. The one that always really bothered her was when the woman would get the guy's cum all over her face, and act like she was enjoying the taste of it. How was that sexy?
Leanne understood now. Watching Derek enjoy the taste of her pussy, watching him eat her cum, it was a huge turn on. Her right hand began to loosen its grip.
Derek snapped his hand up to point at it, and she hurriedly reaffirmed her grip.
"Do you want more in your mouth, Leanne? Are you asking for more punishment? Because if one of your hands leave that headboard, I'm going to dip my legs in your mouth and make you lick it off."
Leanne muttered, "Sorry, Sir."
Derek stood and made an abrupt turn, walking up the hill of her left breast, then down to her nipple. She felt the pulling as he used the ring as a handle, and the sensations of his dick sliding inside the center divot, and the compression of her nipple as Derek fucked it.
It was as close to being dominated by a man who was only half a foot tall as they could manage, but it worked for them. Sometimes Leanne just needed for Derek to be the one in control.
******
"This was such a bad idea," Leanne breathed.
She never should have told Derek about her danger-slut cunt-hole. She just didn't want any secrets between them.
It was their three year anniversary of meeting each other, and Derek had remembered that she confessed that she had the strongest orgasm she'd ever experienced, when she was trying to get off of the freeway to save him from her murderous pussy.
So now she was driving down the freeway, her boyfriend's legs in her too wet pussy, and he was working over her clit like he had something to prove.
Leanne reaffirmed her grip on the wheel and breathed deeply, but the exhale came out in a long, torturous moan.
She was determined to fight it. She'd let him work for awhile, tell him she was just too scared to get off, and strap him into one of his helmets at home.
At least, that was her plan.
Leanne wondered what was wrong with her that the fear elevated it all. Was it because of the adrenaline? If that was the case, riding a rollercoaster with him in his pussy-surviving apparatus was a much, much better idea.
She bit her lip, nearly hard enough to draw blood. Already she could feel the fear-sweat leaking from her pores. Her underarms and beneath her breasts felt very wet.
She tried to think unsexy thoughts, but she knew nothing about baseball. Derek dug his stupidly talented fingers beneath her clitoral hood, and Leanne lost it.
The sound that came from her throat scared her, a little. A sharp exhale nearly in the shape of a word, incredibly loud in the SUV. She fought it, but she was past the point of no return. Her toes curled as she strained to hold it back for any additional seconds that she could, and then she was squeezing.
She felt Derek slide into her hungry orifice, even as he scrambled to try and keep himself out. Leanne grit her teeth, delaying any more clenching, and succeeded for about a second and a half.
The delay made the next slurp incredibly satisfying. Was that it? Did she just need to hold back her Kegels as long as she could? They could do this at home. They should be doing this at home.
She could feel Derek bracing himself with his arms out to the sides, his limbs sinking into the plump, soft flesh of her pussy lips. It worked for a single pull, and Leanne screamed at how good it felt to pull him inside more on the next one, how good it felt as his feet kicked across her walls looking for a foothold that the slippery, spongy insides of her cunt denied him.
Leanne started looking for a way to get into the exit lane. This had gone on long enough. She spread her thighs apart as far as she could, slouched a little further down in her seat. She wiped the sweat from her forehead with a shaking palm.
Another exit went by that she was unable to get on. She couldn't talk to him, to reassure him that she was ending this. He wouldn't be able to hear her, and she wasn't sure she could make intelligible sounds. She glanced at her groin, and she couldn't even tell he was in there by sight alone.
Still, she fought every convulsion of her psychotic vagina. Another involuntary squeeze happened that she just couldn't stop, and Derek's arms were flailing between her lips.
Why did it have to feel so good? A growing part of her wanted to just give in. Let her pussy do what it wants, pinch and pull her nipples through her blouse, and let the mother of all orgasms take her.
The feeling of Derek's arms as they moved up and down her labia added stimulation she did not want or need right then. He'd accidentally bump her clit, so close to her opening, and when he pried apart her meat flaps to breath air it became a nearly insurmountable urge to pull him the rest of the way inside.
One little squeeze. That would be all it would take. One little squeeze, and she'd have Derek inside her all the way. She'd be able to feel every frantic movement, every struggle as he fought with his entire body to escape, but would only succeed in making it feel better for her.
Another exit went by, and she still couldn't get in the right lane. Her turn signal had been on for minutes and minutes, yet no one was letting her in. Every exhale Leanne had came out in a pleading tone, and she was no longer able to control her breath. Her panting came rapidly as the oncoming explosion was nearing. She couldn't hold it back for much longer.
"No!" she shouted, even as she felt that final convulsion happen that would kick off the chain reaction. Derek slipped all the way in, and her pussy quivered and squeezed, dragging him back until she could feel his feet on her cervix. He kept moving, his entire body wiggling and kicking and punching and clawing and...
None of it hurt her. None of it stopped the WMD of orgasms from continuing. Didn't even slow it down. As a matter of fact, all that effort accomplished was to make Leanne involuntarily milk his body harder.
She still couldn't get into the right lane! Her boyfriend was drowning in her pussy, and she couldn't get him out!
The sheer wetness Leanne unleashed as she came and came in the endless orgasm quickly soaked through her panties, then through her pants, and began to soak into her seat. Unable to stop herself, she grasped one of her nipples, squeezing as hard as she could and almost trying to twist it off.
He's going to die in there, Leanne despaired. He's going to die because I can't stop cumming.
She noticed his struggling become weaker. He didn't wiggle as hard, didn't strike her walls with as much force. Her cervical opening mouthed at his foot, and he didn't pull it away. Leanne was still locked into her mighty orgasm, and was still moving far too fast on the freeway.
It was like Leanne's cunt was sucking the life out of him to provide the energy to continue her mighty orgasm. She had to get him out before it was too late.
Still, she kept cumming. Her vaginal muscles were straining so hard on every pulse that it was beginning to be painful to Leanne. Her cream squeezed out in bursts that matched her rapid heartbeat.
Then she felt Derek go limp. He wasn't fighting the churning as her pussy chewed its hard-won meal. Leanne hoped he was conserving his oxygen, but couldn't rely on that. She had to do something extremely risky to save him.
She braced her knee against the steering wheel, and forced her clumsy fingers to get her slacks undone and the zipper down. Scream-panting as her orgasm continued unabated, Leanne forced her pants and underwear down her thighs and went in after her stupid boyfriend.
She fished with her fingers in her hole, fighting against the walls as they tried to close on her. She eventually got ahold of Derek's arm, and tried to ease him out without breaking any bones in her grip.
She fought against herself to maneuver him free, and it took a long moment that stimulated her more from the friction, but she got him out. She saved him.
Derek began coughing the moment his head was out of her flooding tunnel, and she draped his dripping wet body over her bare thigh as he emptied his lungs of her fluid.
"You gonna live?"
Derek coughed some more. "Yeah. Yeah, I'll live."
"And your arm? Is your arm okay?"
Derek touched his forearm and winced. "Gonna bruise pretty bad, but I don't think it's broken... You sound pretty mad."
Leanne glanced at him still draped over her thigh, and briefly considered spanking him. Instead she picked him up and slid his heavily lubricated body into his spot between her tits. "I am angry," she admitted.
"Oh. I'm sorry?" he tried.
"I'm angry at myself for almost killing you. Again. Even though I knew better than to try this. I'm angry at you for talking me into letting you take this adventure. Even though you know my pussy tries to murder you every time she can. I'm angry that I had to use both of my hands to save you while driving a moving vehicle at eighty miles an hour and having a world-breaker of an orgasm at the same time. I'm angry that I'm going to have to pay a stranger to clean the pussy juice soaked into the upholstery. I'm angry that you're soaked in my cum, and I have to smell that until we get home. Most of all, Derek, I'm angry because I'm driving on the freeway with my pants halfway down and I'm Still. Fucking. Cumming."
"Oh," Derek stated dumbly. "That's angry."
Leanne agreed, "I'm angry enough that I'm considering making you try this again at home the next time I'm having my period."
"Oh," Derek stated dumbly one more time, and wisely kept his mouth shut afterward.
"I still love you madly, Derek, but I need you to not talk to me for awhile. Maybe you should reflect on how your sense of adventure almost made me kill you."
******
Leanne woke to her alarm, and she carefully reached out and silenced it. She ran her hand down the side of her breast until her palm was on her nipple, then she sank her fingers into the soft flesh and peeled her top breast up, searching her bottom one for Derek's form.
It wasn't until she'd searched nearly the entirety of that boob that she remembered they were sleeping apart for now.
Derek was sure she was still angry at him, Leanne was fairly certain of that. The truth was that she'd forgiven him his share of the blame before they'd even gotten home.
Her own share, though... that was a different story.
She was the one with all the power. She tried very hard... very, very hard not to abuse her position over Derek, but she'd failed at protecting him. Had caused him an ugly injury because she did more thinking with her uterus than her brain.
She couldn't stand the sight of his arm, with the big black bruises that matched the shape of her thumb and finger. Her guilt was all-consuming over that incident.
But it had been a week, and not only couldn't she keep avoiding him, but she had to put this behind her. Get back to normal.
Most importantly, she had to stop Derek from thinking she was angry with him.
Had she given him those bruises in anger, she'd never, ever forgive herself. She knew that in her soul.
But how to mend that bridge? How to show him she was sorry for avoiding the sight of him as much as she could?
A gesture. Some kind of gesture.
Leanne rolled out of bed with a plan. It wasn't a complex plan, but it was a plan.
The first thing she did was thoroughly brush her teeth, and gargle mouthwash. The next thing certainly wasn't to put any clothing on her body.
She creeped into Derek's workroom as silently as she could manage, and eased herself over to where his doll bed laid.
He looked so peaceful in sleep. Even younger than he normally did, and he normally looked pretty darn young. Leanne grasped his sheets and pulled them from his sleeping form.
His bruise made her cringe. It was still mostly black, but there were healing greens creeping in, too. She made the effort to put it out of her mind for now.
She heaved her breasts up and gently set them on his table, right next to his bed. Then came the difficult part.
Without waking him, she used both of her hands to carefully transfer his sleeping body to lie on top of the divide between her breasts, using her elbows to keep them pressed together.
He seemed to be in the right position, and hadn't woke yet. Time for the next step.
Leanne leaned her head down, and licked his erection with the tip of her tongue. Just his dick. Then she did it again.
As far as Leanne knew, nothing said 'I'm sorry' like being woken up with a blowjob. Or at least as close of a blowjob as she could manage.
Derek woke up to find himself laying on the dip between Leanne's enormous breasts, her giant face looming over him and her tongue determinedly working over his morning wood.
He didn't know what to say, so he settled on "I love you," and settled back into the soft warmth of her tits and enjoyed her attentions.
It didn't take long before Derek was cumming, shooting his load all over his chest. With one lick up his torso, Leanne cleaned it off, and a second lick just to make sure.
Derek beckoned her face closer, and ran his hands over her cheekbones. "I'm sorry I ruined our anniversary."
Leanne shook her head minutely. "No. I'm sorry. I'm not even mad about that, not any more. This all me, and my guilt over your arm."
Derek lifted the bruised appendage and looked it over. "Okay, if you need forgiveness, then I forgive you. I'd rather deal with a bruise than drowning to death. It's like that CPR class you took, remember? Chest compressions can break ribs. Those people would rather be alive with broken ribs than dead and without. Besides, my arm might look awful, but it's really not as bad as it looks."
"I miss you," the giantess tearfully confessed.
"I've missed you too. Does this mean I'm out of the doghouse and we can sleep together again?"
Leanne opened her mouth to correct him about just why he was in his own bed, then just decided to let it go. "I'm looking forward to it. C'mon, Sweetie. What sounds good for breakfast?"
******
"Honey? There's a package for you."
Derek spun his chair away from his desk, and took a good look at the small cardboard box in Leanne's hands. He took a deep breath, wiped his suddenly damp hands on his pants, and walked to the edge of his table.



He eased down to sit with his legs over the edge and said, "I think that's something I bought for you. Why don't you open it?"
Leanne smiled happily, pleasantly surprised, and began opening the box. "You got me a present?"
Derek swallowed heavily, and watched as she got into the cardboard box, removing a smaller, black one.
Leanne's voice was shaking. "Derek?"
"Open it," he pleaded.
The big woman cracked open the lid, finding a gold engagement ring with a sizeable diamond as its focal point. She stared helplessly at it.
"I wish I could marry you, officially," Derek started. "But my condition makes that impossible. I still wanted you to know, to have a symbol to wear and maybe show off a little. I love you, Leanne Patterson. You're the great love of my life."
Leanne didn't bother to wipe her tears, she simply let them roam free. Her hands were shaking so badly that it took her multiple tries to fit the ring onto her left finger.
"It fits," she sob-laughed. "It fits on my finger perfectly."
Leanne stayed rooted to the spot she stood at, knowing she had little control right then. Should she touch her man at all, she knew there was a good chance she might accidentally injure him.
Leanne wished for a lot of things. She, too, wished that she and Derek could officially marry. Wished she could give him children. Wished so very desperately for a truly happy ever after.
Leanne glanced at her ring, adjusting the diamond to be perfectly centered on her finger, and when she looked back up there was a full-sized naked man sitting on the corner of the table, shreds of exploded miniature clothing drifting to the floor.
"D-Derek?" she stuttered.
Her man eased off of the table, looking around the room for a moment, then down at her. "I'm big again," he stated dumbly, in a case of mild shock.
Leanne sobbed, "Your voice is so deep!"
Derek stepped up close to her, and gently moved a few stray hairs behind her ear. Then he dipped down and kissed her. Really, really well.
Coming up for air, he rested his forehead to hers. "I've been needing to really kiss you for a long, long time, Baby," he whispered.
"But you're free now," Leanne protested, though it was breaking her heart. "I'm not the only woman in the world for you, not anymore. You can find somebody perfect now. You... You deserve her."
Derek shook his head, and gave her a smart smack to her backside. "Found her already, and... Leanne, I think you're younger."
She wrapped her arms around his ribs and squeezed tightly in relief and love. "That's just 'cause my age lines aren't so big for you anymore."
Derek hugged her back, but persisted. "No, I mean it. Like, you're a lot younger than you were five minutes ago. Decades, maybe."
Leanne raced to her bedroom mirror, the only full-length one in their home, and stopped in shock once she caught sight of her reflection. She really was younger.
She stripped her clothes off as quickly as she could, cringing at the sound of stitches tearing here and there, but the state of her clothing was so very unimportant at the moment.
She looked like she did in her twenties. Only, she'd kept all of the cup sizes she'd gained between then and now.
She turned, and her ass was smooth, the skin tight and taut. She caught Derek in the doorway, admiring her body as she searched herself. "Look how high my boobs are!" she bragged, stupidly. It was the first thing that came to her mind.
He stepped close, smiling, and took great liberties in feeling all over her massive, high-resting breasts and her big, fat, yet somehow perky ass. Leanne afforded him every one of those liberties, enjoying the feeling of his full-sized hands roaming her body.
"What, exactly, did you wish for?" he wondered.
"What makes you think I wished for anything?"
Derek grinned knowingly and stole another kiss. "Because I've been wishing I was big pretty much every day, and nothing ever happened. And the thought of you being younger never crossed my mind, I'm afraid. I loved you just the way you were."
Leanne nuzzled his chest, his big, muscular chest. "I wished we could get married, for real. That I could give you children, and we could live happily ever after."
His fondling of her assets became needier. "Then we should get started, shouldn't we?" he asked in a seductive tone. "No idea when the right time is to get you pregnant, so we'd better do it as often as we can."
Leanne was convinced that if it wasn't the right time in her cycle, then she'd just spontaneously ovulated anyway. "I need you to take me, Derek. I've been taking you for years, it's your turn now."
Derek walked her backwards to the bed and followed above her as she shuffled up the mattress on her back. He easily slid between her legs as though they'd done this particular dance for years.
He entered her, and she gasped at the sensation. Derek was in a lot deeper than the six inches she was used to.
She kissed him, frantically, desperately. Tried to make up for the years they spent without being able to properly kiss each other. The feeling of his large, tall, heavy body on hers was nirvana.
She orgasmed, often. He never stopped his motion, and before when she'd been doing all the work for them, she'd have to pause as she came. This time she got to have continuous motion heightening everything.
There were no worries over whether Derek was safe. She always had that concern in the back of her mind, and the absence of it was bliss-making. She could truly, physically love her man with abandon now.
Her hands were everywhere, exploring his body. It was all so new, and still very familiar at the same time. Her thighs squeezed on his hips with all of her strength, and Derek could take it. Hardly even noticed, actually.
His rhythm sped up, until he was impacting her incredibly sloppy pussy with powerful thrusts, crushing her clit and flattening her labia. Then he pressed deep inside, crushed her body to his, and she felt it.
Every throb, every pulse. The searing heat of him emptying himself into her. Her cervix kissing the crown of his cock as it spewed, nearly entering her womb where it was, he was so deep within her.
She wouldn't let him go, but that was okay because he wasn't letting her go, either. She caressed him with all of her limbs, her hands, her arms, even her thighs and the soles of her feet. Simply enjoying her fiancée's weight as he laid upon her.
Derek gave one of her nipple-rings a playful tug. "I am going to miss grocery shopping, a little."
Leanne laughed, and rolled them over so she was on top. "Me too," she admitted, and shoved a massive breast with a pierced nipple on his face.
There were a lot of things she wanted to experience with him now that he was big, and getting her nipples sucked was third on the list after kissing and fucking.
******
Hiro checked the Vids4Sale page again, but it seemed like they were actually done making videos.
Instead, he loaded his favorite of them, the one where Goddess was masturbating her hairy pussy and Billdo was slowly being sucked inside by the strength of her vagina alone.
He unzipped his pants, lotioned his hand, and started stroking.
Hiro wished he was like Billdo. To be so small, and to have a giant woman use him like a sex toy. It was his greatest fantasy.
Maybe not to be owned by as fat of a woman as Goddess was, however. The lusty American plumper was sexy, no doubt about that, but Hiro's personal tastes ran a little slimmer. Those giant breasts were something, though. He would want his giantess to be older than him, like Goddess was much older than Billdo, for sure. There was something about mature women that attracted him, like they'd be aggressive and knowledgeable.
Also, he'd like to have his giant woman be a little nicer than Goddess. She was so mean to Billdo. Hiro would want his giantess to use him like a sex toy, but be kind the rest of the time. That would be perfect.
Like that woman he saw in the lobby sometimes. Aiko? Her name definitely began with an 'Ai' sound. She'd be perfect. Just plump enough, just old enough, very large breasts. The biggest he'd seen outside of the Internet, anyway.
Hiro vanished from his apartment, pants falling to the floor and shirt falling to the chair seat, with not one witness.
******
Aiko held her smartphone close to her face as she lay on her sleeping pallet, her other hand deep in her panties as she played within her wetness.
Oh, how she wished there were doll-sized men in the world for real, instead of the spectacular special effects of the Goddess and Billdo videos.
It was her greatest perversion, the one she didn't dare speak of. She moaned along with Goddess as the American giantess used her little man as a dildo in the video playing on her phone.
If that were true, and Tinies existed, then Aiko would go and capture one and bring him back to her apartment. She would use his supple little body to get herself off, whenever she felt the urge. She would treat him with kindness, and eventually he would love her.
She'd given up on meeting someone like regular people did. Aiko was too shy, too awkward. The signals other women saw passed her by. Now she was too old, and no one would want her. She was Christmas cake. No one wanted Christmas cake on New Years Day.
She wouldn't want a muscular one like Billdo, though. She'd find herself a skinny Tiny, one with little body hair. Young, too. She imagined herself using her Tiny to reach her unexplored depths, to feel his body within her as she moved him in and out. Her little man, all hers alone.
She cast her mind about, wondering over possibilities to flesh out her fantasy. She remembered that young man she'd see in the lobby at times. Tall, thin, and he looked like he was nearly as shy as Aiko herself. Cute, in a nerdy way. Yes, if that man was a Tiny, he would definitely be the one Aiko would capture.
With a face to fantasize about, Aiko's self-exploration became much, much better. She unlatched her bra, tossing away the offending garment, and wiggled her panties down her legs and off.
Yes, that young man. Hiro, maybe? He would do nicely. She'd catch him, and hide him under her blouse as she smuggled him into her home. She would lay claim, tell him 'You are mine, now,' and use him to enact her perversions. All of them. She would feed him, and house him, and protect him from everyone except herself, and Hiro would love her, and she would love him. There would be no awkward mating dance that Aiko had never understood. They would be happy and satisfied. Always.
Fully into her fantasy, Aiko didn't notice the light weight on her stomach at first. She only kept scrubbing at her needy core, until she felt something on her move.
Her eyes snapped open, and the doll-sized naked man on her stomach froze as though he were a mouse, and she a very big snake.
Unable to believe what her eyes were telling her she grasped him, her wet and musky fingers easily enclosing around the very real, yet little man, and brought him to her face for a closer look.
This was impossible. It was just not able to happen, and Aiko had never felt so awkward in her life as to be naked in front of him, and he'd been seeing her touch herself and...
...and it was everything she was just wishing for.
"You are mine now," she told the Tiny in her grasp, just as she had fantasized for years.
The doll-man bowed his head. "Hai, Sempai."
A pleased grin washed over Aiko's face, and she brought him close for a kiss. Her lips briefly enveloped his entire face, and then Aiko shifted her thighs wider apart, and brought her Tiny down between them for his first task.
She could verify that his name actually was Hiro afterward.
******
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"It costs how much?"
I sighed and turned back to the medication estimate. "$167.32 for two weeks."
Diane glared at me for a long moment. "Your asshole is going to cost us three hundred and fifty bucks a month!? How much is it after insurance?"
I shrugged helplessly. Her math was off, but that wasn't the point. "That is after insurance."
"Our insurance sucks so much dick, it's unbelievable," she flatly proclaimed.
I worriedly watched my wife of sixteen years stalk from the room in a snit, then fisted my hands in my hair to stare at the paper of numbers more.
'Your prostate is enlarged', they said. 'We can treat it with medication', they said.
'Your sex drive might come back', they said.
It was no wonder Diane was so irritable. She hadn't gotten laid in months and months, and not getting sex always put her in a foul mood. On a side note though, that lack of getting fucked is what made her bully me into seeing a doctor in the first place. Then there were her own health problems on top of that.
Yeah, Wifey had good reason to be pissed off in general.
I cast my mind back, remembering when we were young, and life was good.
We were never supposed to be together. She was this tall, extremely voluptuous black girl, and I was this short, skinny white guy. We wound up at the same house party, and after many drinks I took her home with me.
The next morning, I made her breakfast, and basically never let her leave.
Not one of our friends thought we would last. She is three inches taller than me, and though she won't tell me her weight, she's got to have at least a hundred and fifty pounds on me, too, but the upshot is she does carry a lot of that fun weight in her orchestra and balcony sections. Let's just say that there's never been a time when Diane was afraid of me. Even the thought was laughable, and if she didn't want to be with me, there wasn't a damn thing I could do to stop her from leaving.
Everyone we knew thought that either the size difference would break us up, or the race thing would. Instead we've been running the distance. Together.
Well, there was the one time she tried to leave me for my own good, when her PCOS tanked her health and she couldn't hold down a job anymore. Like I was going to let something like having to be the sole income for us break us apart.
We never tell anyone, but she was the one to propose to me, shortly after that little incident.
I shook my head, dragging it back out of the past. I had to figure this shit out. Money was tight, and the medication I needed was going to bend our bank account over without lube.
******
I got home from work, and went straight to the shower. Industrial mechanics don't come home all that clean.
I braced my hands on the shower wall, stressed over work, over money, over Diane's increasingly irritated demeanor. I got maybe a handful of minutes under the water spray, and then my naked wife was pulling the curtain back and getting in with me.
She wrapped her arms around me, hugging me from behind. "Rough day, Boo?"
"Been a rough life this last week," I admitted. "Short-handed at work, then the prostate thing..."
Diane kissed my neck, briefly, and held me closer to smash her big old boobs against me more. "I looked on the 'net, and made some calls today. There's a cheaper solution for your asshole. Almost free, after insurance."
"Sounds like a con," I worried. "Wouldn't the doctor have mentioned it if it was real?"
She shrugged, "Not if they wanted to sell you that expensive-ass shit. No, our insurance will cover the cost of it, mostly, but it'll change things around here. Might be weird for awhile."
I turned in her embrace, looking up into her concerned eyes. Her plump lips descended to meet mine in a chaste kiss that seemed to be barely holding back a lot of passion.
Diane loved to kiss, and she had the lips to make it amazing for whoever was lucky enough to get her kisses. They were huge, and unbelievably soft and plump. Her lips, her giant tits, her big ol' booty, they were all made to entice. And there I stood in the shower naked with her, with a rock-bottom sex drive.
Still, the kissing was very nice. Diane always was good at it, and only got better with practice over the years.
"Jack, you ever hear of that Wyex shit?"
I shook my head. "It's not ringing a bell, Honey."
She searched my eyes for a moment, then squished me as tightly as she could into her plush body and tucked her head over my shoulder, like I was either going to run away or lose my cool completely.
"Diane?" I questioned, a hint of warning in my tone. Whatever she was thinking, I wasn't liking being held in place for no good reason.
"You ain't gonna like this, Boo," she apologized. "Don't want you to slip if you get upset enough. There's this stuff, okay? And you inject the shit into you, and it changes your dick into a pussy. They use it for medical shit all the time. I called 'em, and our insurance will pay for it. Barely any out of pocket. Then you won't even have a prostate to be all fuckin' up your ass."
I stood helplessly in the shower water encircled in my wife's arms. "What!? No way is that real."
She held me tighter. "No, it's for real."
"No." The word left my mouth before I even thought about it.
"You listen to me, Jack. Insurance will pay for both of us to do this. You'll have a pussy, and I'll have a dick, and the shit makes you like what you used to have, so we won't have no problems there. We'll be fucking again, and I'll be able to get a job and keep it, cause it's gonna fix my fucking ovaries, too."
I shifted nervously. She sounded like she had her mind made up, which was never good for me. "I don't know, Diane."
She pulled her head back to look at me. "Look, the longest lasting stuff of what we need only lasts a week. Give it a try, okay? One week as a test run. I need to get laid, and I want to feel better for once."
"You want me to go down on you?" I offered.
She shook her head. "No. I know you want nothing to do with that right now, and that makes it suck. I want you to want me again, Jack. This Wyex stuff? They say it makes you horny, too. Lots of couples use it to bring some spice to the bedroom. Matter of fact, the only places that sell it are pharmacies and sex shops. Guess which one takes medical insurance?"
"So you're going to the pharmacy tomorrow?" I guessed. I could try it for a week, I decided. See if it was actually worth the cost in something other than money.
She snorted and kissed me again. "Naw, I was fucking with you. They both take insurance. I'm going to the pervert store, and I'm getting a vibrator for you, too. Gonna have that bitch good and broken in for ya before we shoot up."
I chuckled. "You're so kind."
******
I entered our home after work, warily. I shucked my jacket, and then Diane was hustling around the corner, a huge smile on her face and giving me a great big hug and kiss before I'd even gotten cleaned up.
"Uh, Diane?"
"I feel fucking amazing!" she triumphed. "I didn't even know just how shitty I felt all the time until it was gone!"
"Oh, uh... You used it already?"
"Yes," she nodded seriously. "And let me tell you, I've got more than enough downstairs to give you one hell of a good time tonight."
I shifted uncomfortably, and very carefully did not look at my wife's groin area at all.
She noticed my reaction and started chuckling, of all things. "Here's what's gonna happen, Boo. I'm going to clean up where you need to shoot it in, then I'm going to shoot you up, and then I'm getting in then shower with you. They really didn't lie when they said it makes you horny. I've been waiting for-fucking-ever for you to get home, and I wanted to wait to play with it until you were here with me."
She snatched up an alcohol wipe and squatted in front of me, untucking my shirt and tugging my pants down, then she was wiping off my skin halfway between my useless dick and bellybutton.
She pressed a canister of pink fluid in winding tubes to the spot she just cleaned, and looked up at me. "Take a deep breath, and don't jump. It barely hurts."
Of the two of us, Diane was the brave, adventurous one. I knew, and she knew as well, that if she'd not taken charge and steamrolled me with it, I'd have chickened out.
I felt the pinch of the needles, and watched the pink fluid drain down the tubes and into me.
Shortly after, I felt weird. Diane set the injector aside and stood, supporting me with an arm around my waist as things happened beneath my clothing.
It was hard to categorize the sensations. I could feel things moving, skin touching skin where there shouldn't have been. The slight pressure deep up my butt, that I never really noticed until it wasn't there anymore, eased away.
I blinked at nothing for a minute. I felt better! As a matter of fact, I hadn't felt this good in a long time.
Suddenly I noticed that Diane wasn't wearing a bra, and she had one of her giant tits pressing into my side, loose and shifting, warm with body heat.
I looked up at her knowingly smiling face. Diane seemed to have a pretty good idea of what I was feeling now.
I reached over and started to fondle her boob. Not only did she not ever mind, but often when I kissed her goodbye in the morning she'd insist on a grope to say goodbye to her 'girls'. For years, in fact. I was well aware I hit the jackpot when I found Diane, and I've never forgotten it.
Her hand clamped down over mine, and increased the pressure of my grasp in her voluminous breast. "It worked? You're horny!?"
I shifted my legs uncomfortably. "Maybe? It feels strange. Like I have semi-wood but also it's been covered with a hot and wet cloth."
She grabbed my other hand and moved it to her groin, placing it over the straining bulge there. "Tell me about it! It's weird to be so turned on and still dry. Feels like my clit is so hard it's gonna pop like a fucking balloon."
She had a terrifying amount of dick in her pants. I couldn't tell if my new pussy was excited or crying in fear. "So... shower?"
Diane grinned lecherously. "Mm-hm! Shower. I'm washing your skinny white ass, and then I'm going to fuck the shit out of you. Gonna be wild tonight, Baby. We're getting laid, you and me."
I blew out a breath as my wife excitedly pulled me behind her to the bathroom to get started. For the first time in months and months, I was actually enjoying the way her big ass shifted with her walk, and I started to perk up.
Maybe this wasn't such a bad idea.
******
I stared, wide-eyed, up into my wife's heavy-lidded, lusty gaze.
"This was such a bad idea."
She rolled her eyes. "I ain't gonna hurt you, Boo. I'll be gentle."
"Your dick is a monster!" I whispered harshly. "It's not gonna fit!"
My legs were spread wider than I thought was possible around Diane's wide hips, and she had a lot of her weight resting on me. She ground the long, thick tube of her cock against my pussy, impatient for any kind of contact.
"It'll fit. Pussies are magic like that. Just might take a little work at first. If you put my titty in your mouth, don't you fucking dare bite down on that shit," she warned.
I shifted my shoulders, then grasped as big of a handful of her boobs as I could with both of my hands. She had plenty left over.
I knew that I'd been starving Diane's libido for so long. Usually it was the husband begging for sex and getting scraps, I'm told, but not us. We were the other way around.
"Okay. Go for it, Honey."
Diane searched my eyes for a moment, then kissed me with those big, plump lips. Her tongue slithered into my mouth, and she moaned at the action she was finally getting.
Then she went down my body instead of spearing me like I was bracing for.
Her (and I can't emphasize this enough,) fantastic lips left lingering kisses and sucks all the way down. My neck, my chest, a tease to my nipples. My stomach, my bellybutton, and then her head was between my spread legs, staring at my new addition.
"Is something wr-"
My head hit the pillow, I stared at the ceiling, and I froze, not moving a single muscle. Not even to breathe.
Diane had just slammed her entire face into my pussy. Those big lips and talented tongue I was so enamored of went from zero to sixty in about half a second.
How could it feel that good? I was a big fan of getting blowjobs, but this was on a whole new level.
The way I figured, either it was because it was all brand new, or the Wyex made it feel even better than it should, or my wife just knew her way around a pussy, having owned one her entire life. Probably all three at once.
I finally remembered to breathe, and I took deep breaths. Diane snaked one splayed hand up my chest to stick an ebony finger in my mouth, and dug her free hand beneath me to firmly grasp and fondle my skinny butt.
I just went with it. I could worry later about how weird it was, or about the alien thoughts I was having about my wife's big black cock. She'd told me I would like dick. I was warned fair and square.
I sucked and tongued the finger in my mouth, making Diane moan into me. She explored my mouth aggressively with her digit.
Then I came, I think.
It felt really good, I knew that much. It was so very different than what I was used to, though. Cumming with a dick is like a pressurized bomb going off. Cumming with a pussy is like storm waves crashing on the beach. I don't have better words for it.
Diane pulled her finger from my mouth, a smug smile on her face. She sat back on her knees, stroking the near-foot of tubing she had now.
"Gonna fuck you now, Jack. Get all up in that pussy."
I owed her at least a try. Both for all the times I said 'Not tonight', and for what she just did for me. I opened my arms in welcome, and spread my legs wider. "Come on, Baby. Give your new toy a test drive."
She crawled back up my body, dragging her big tits over me, and I'm glad they blocked the view. What I was feeling was enough.
I felt her part my folds with her crown, and then mile after mile of Diane's tubesteak was getting stuffed inside of me. The foreign sensation of being penetrated where I wasn't even supposed to have a hole was... weirdly good. Not only the feel of Diane's rigid member as she slowly bored it through my defenses, but also the stretching of everything down there around it.
She touched something inside of me, hit a wall. She wasn't bottomed out, I knew, I couldn't feel her pelvis on mine. "Jesus. You have too much dick!"
She grinned down at me, her teeth so very white in the dim bedroom, and a drop of glistening sweat beaded on her forehead. "Don't worry, Baby. Gonna get you stretched out in no time."
Then she started to move all of that dick out of me, and back in. Some involuntary muscle contractions began to happen in my newly installed front door, fighting to keep her dick inside of me and failing at it.
I slung my legs over her wide hips, and Diane eased her knees further apart. I wasn't getting my legs back down after that.
She started kissing me, panting through her nose. Diane's face was glazed with my wetness, but that wasn't a bad thing. Her pace increased, and it started to feel really good, both the stretching around her girth, and the friction of her piston inside of me.
I didn't feel the gentle taps at first. But then I noticed the slaps against my ass as her balls struck me with every thrust. She'd gotten it all inside. I felt another series of those orgasm waves flow through me.
"Fuck. I think I'm gonna cum, Baby. Gonna cum all up in that tight little pussy. Gonna cream you so good. You ready? Ready to take my cum?"
I ran my hands down her back, grabbing some of her giant ass as she used all of the weight back there to really hammer me. "Cum, Diane," I begged. "I made you wait too long. Cum in me."
"Fuck," she grunted, and I felt her big fucking dick pulse rapidly as she buried it as far inside of me as she could. Searing liquid heat bloomed somewhere around where my stomach was supposed to be.
Diane buried her face in my neck, and made a strangled grunt in time with every throb of her monstrous cock. The liquid heat spilled out to run down the crack of my bent ass.
The pulsing tapered off, and it seemed like she was finished, but she just stayed there. Buried in me to the hilt, smothering my body in soft ebony flesh, breathing deeply against my neck.
I rubbed her back as she shuddered violently once or twice, and then she was lifting her head to give me one more kiss, grateful and satiated for the first time in a long time.
"That was so good, Jack. I'm sorry, but your horny bitch is back in the saddle. We're gonna be fucking a lot this week. Might want to think about taking some vacation time, here."
I poked her. "Gonna cream you so good!?" I asked laughingly. "Who the hell says that?"
She grinned, completely unapologetic. "Some punk-ass I knew before me an' you. Got a lot of shit-talk I can use now that I'm on this side of the thing."
"Alright," I laughed. "Now get off me. I can't put my legs down until you get off."
She looked over her shoulder, and turned back to me with a lecherous smile. "Guess these big-ass hips are good for something after all. Get to pry my hubby's legs apart and keep him all spread wide and shit."
I frowned at her. "I love your hips, and you know it. Ain't no one's wife got an hourglass like mine does."
Her eyes softened. "I do love you, my man. Now come on, and I'll teach you how to get my cum out of your cunt."
She lifted off of me, sliding her telephone pole out of me a lot more gently than I expected.
"Can we not call it a 'cunt'?" I begged as she led me by the hand to the bathroom.
******
Diane's hand left the back of my head. "Hey, your job. They still hiring?"
I eased up and off of her dick to answer her, but kept low so people couldn't see me. Her monster cock was even bigger up close to my face.
We weren't actually going anywhere, just slowly driving down empty residential streets.
It was my idea. Diane and I had been with each other for two decades. Twenty years wherein my affectionate wife had sucked my dick on the regular in a lot of different places. With her fantastic lips, she had the ability to make it amazing, every time.
I didn't have her lips. What I did have was the driving need to let her experience some of the greatness she'd showered me with, year after year. On the top of that list was road head.
Maybe someday later I could repay the favor of a hand job in a movie theater. Jacking off a dick was something I had a lot of practice with.
She was right about taking time off work. I woke up barely able to walk, and completely unable to sit. My wife tore my pussy up with her giant dick.
A night of sleep after good sex did a lot for my state of mind, though. It wasn't so weird anymore, and I didn't worry about my altered sexuality. It was still Jack and Diane, like always. Just different and new.
I rested my head on her soft thigh and stroked up and down her anaconda. I knew what I had to work with before yesterday to the quarter-inch, and I knew how my hands fit around it. I used to have five and three-quarter inches, and Diane had another four, four and a half on top of that, plus she was a lot thicker. Oddly small head on it, though. Like her dick was streamlined.



"They're always hiring. Why?"
Diane kept her attention on the road but caressed my back through my shirt. "Gonna apply, I think, if we keep using this shit. They pay good, you said."
"I'm not gonna tell you no, you wouldn't listen if I did. But I want you to really think about what it would be like for us to both work together and live together. Marriages explode over that shit."
She frowned thoughtfully and reached over to grope my ass through my pants. "You and me are solid, Boo. I ain't worried about that. Sounds like you decided about the Wyex already, though."
I dipped my face between her spread, thick thighs and sucked one of her big balls into my mouth for a couple moments. If she hadn't been slouched so far in her seat, her legs hadn't been spread so wide, I never would have managed it. "I'm not so weirded out today. But mostly, I like the change in you. You're happier, and more aggressive, which I didn't think was possible, and your body feels good to you. I didn't know just how shitty you've had it. Even if my prostate thing wasn't going on, I'd keep doing this just for you."
Diane smiled down at me. "You a good man, Jack. I don't tell you that shit enough. But I'm close to being a lot happier, so get my dick back in your mouth, Hubby."
I couldn't help the small amused smile as I re-inhaled her cock and tried to work past my gag reflex. I was going to get down to her balls someday. After all the head she'd given me over twenty years, she deserved it.
******
Her entire body jiggled wildly. Her gigantic tits wobbled like they were resting on a speaker with a lot of bass, her little bit of a belly shook, her thighs wiggled.
One of Diane's hands planted my head to the wall with her palm on my forehead. The other was furiously jacking off her pornstar-humbling length, an inch from my face.
Even her sack was jiggling, the huge balls within pulled up tight to her body.
"Mmm. Get ready Jack, gonna paint your face even whiter. Almost there, almost there... Stick yo' tongue out. Stick it out, Baby."
I eagerly stuck my tongue out for her, and Diane closed that inch between us to rub her cock-tip on my tongue as she continued her brutal stroking.
"Oh yeah. Here it comes. Gonna be a big one. Here it comes... Here it... Oh!"
I was deluged.
The first shot went in my mouth, but after that Diane sprayed shot after shot of hot, clinging goo all over my face, moving her aim around to glaze barren spots. I immediately clenched my eyes shut, and patiently waited for it to be over.
Then I felt a weird splat, and one more.
"Did you just flick your cum-dribble on me?"
"Yeah," she laughed. "I never understood what was the big deal about this, but I get this shit now. That was fun as hell. Thanks for letting me do this, Baby."
"You're welcome," I chuckled. "But seriously, I need something to wipe your jizz off with now. That was a lot of cum, Diane."
"I got you, Boo," she assured me. "Be right back."
I didn't have tits for her to jerk off on. I felt good that I'd checked off another thing that Diane had let me do to her, even if I had to improvise a bit.
******
I turned the wrench, over and over, but the tensioner just wouldn't go any further. "I think the threads are shot. Get on the horn, tell Frank that we need another thirty minutes of downtime to replace the bolt. I'll go get one."
I started picking up my stuff while Rapha called over the radio to the supervisor.
I got back with the part, and took over from Rapha in wrenching the old bolt out, its threads ruined from vibration.
"Hey Jack, you see the new hire? Big black chick? She's got the same last name as you."
I grunted as I torqued the ruined bolt out of the tension assembly, fighting for every quarter-turn. "That's my wife, Dipshit. Watch your words."
"Bullshit. Ain't no way that big, fine woman is with a scrawny little gringo like you."
One last strain, and I got the last of the ruined threads out. It turned much easier after that. "She's gonna kiss me at lunch, guaranteed. Diane likes her kissing, and she's gonna have to get us both in trouble more than once before she stops."
Rapha looked like he was believing me after that. "How the hell did you catch her? You must be swinging low, Muchacho."
I chuckled. One person in our marriage was swinging a low-hanging dick, but it wasn't me. "I took her home drunk from a party twenty years ago," I admitted. "Never let her get away after that."
My partner looked at me with something like respect. "Might be the only smart thing you ever did in your life."
"Don't I know it!" I laughed. "Only took me four years to wear her down into marrying my stupid ass. Now let's get this back together before Frank loses his shit over even more lost production."
******
I woke up on the wrong side of the spoon, again.
Diane and I spooned up when we slept, always had. Let me tell you, if you've never scooted up against a big, soft ass at night, then you are missing out.
It started infrequently at first. I'd roll over away from her in my sleep, I guess, and she'd spoon up behind me. Only now and then, though.
It was every night now.
I sighed in resignation. All the teasing our friends gave us back in the day over our size difference finally came true. She was the one who fucked me, and I was the little spoon. The worst part was that I liked it.
Diane held me with an arm around my stomach, her big hot tits smashed against my back, her big thighs pressing to the backs of mine, and as much of her bowling pin crammed between my ass cheeks as could fit, stiff and slightly pulsing with her morning wood.
It didn't feel bad, I'll admit to that. There was something almost nice about having her dick between my cheeks, like a hotdog in a bun. Well, a foot-long hotdog in a standard bun, anyway. There was overflow.
I relaxed into her grip, putting my forearm over hers. Despite what all my instincts and experience were telling me, I was actually really comfortable with my wife pressed up against my back.
She'd said that the Wyex would make things different. It wasn't that I didn't believe her, it was that I wasn't expecting it to be different in a hundred small ways, too, in addition to the big way.
Diane was always free with her emotions. When she was pissed, she let you know. When she was happy, it was full-on joy. When she was horny, she straight-up told me we were fucking.
When she was affectionate, she showed it. I had never been starved for that in all our years together. Ever since we started Wyex, though, that affection went up a couple notches. There were more hugs, more kisses, more touches, now. It was like we were those two kids who hooked up at a party a week ago all over again, still amazed at just how much we were into the other person.
I had scoffed when Wyex was described as a marital aid to me, but damned if it didn't deliver.
Diane's arm tightened around me as she started to wake, and she stretched her legs out and crammed her morning wood against my bony ass even more.
I pushed back against it. I was well aware of just how good that felt to her.
She kissed the back of my neck with those incredibly soft, plump lips, and made a little contented noise. "Mornin' Boo."
I stroked the arm still wrapped around me. "Mornin'. How'd you sleep?"
"Damn good. Why we keep waking up like this though?"
I guessed, "Probably because of your dick. Might as well just go to sleep like this from now on, I guess."
"Mmm. Sounds good to me. M'dick feels good this mornin'."
Diane started to slide her cock up and down my crack, moving her arm down my body to hold my pelvis tighter against her. Wet, lingering kisses were pressed to the base of my neck and shoulder blade.
I tried to tug her arm up. "What are you doing?" I laughed. "We got work this morning."
"Then don't fuckin' fight me over this," she warned, and rolled us over so that she was pinning me to the bed. She began to hump against my ass with purpose.
"Seriously, Diane?"
"You know you like these titties on you, and you know you like this big black dick on you, too. Now shut up and let me get off, or we gonna be late." With that last command, she smashed her tits to my back, stuck her tongue in my ear, solidly gripped my pelvis by wedging her hands beneath us, and humped my ass hard enough to make the bedsprings creak.
I rolled my eyes. This was going to take forever. "Diane. Diane! Get the lotion out of the drawer. Lube that shit up, we don't have time for you to handicap this."
She stopped, reached way over me to the bedside nightstand, and retrieved her lotion. She sat up, her big old butt spilling around my thighs, and lotioned not only her cock, but squeezed a huge amount into my crack. Way more than she needed.
Then she was back to pinning me to the bed, sliding her monster through my crack, and licking and nibbling my ear.
"Clench that tight little ass, Boo," she whispered in my ear. "Squeeze that shit. Make me cum."
I did as I my horny wife asked, clenching the little bit of ass I had to help her get off. Her mile-long cock slid through the heavily-lubricated valley of my behind, and Diane was putting a lot of effort into it. The headboard began to bang against the wall.
She curled her hands underneath my arms to hang onto my shoulders, and bore down more, getting more pressure on her cock.
"Gettin' fucking addicted to putting it on ya, Baby," my wife softly panted into my ear. "Feels so good, every time. Loving your tight little ass, that sweet pussy. Wish I knew about this shit back when my fuckin' health first went to hell. We coulda been doing this for years."
"We'd have proven all of our friends right, Diane. You remember how LaShawna used give you so much shit over me. How she used to tell you that you'd better be careful not to break my ass. If we'd have started this back then, with how much we did It? This ass would be broke as hell."
"Fuck that bitch! What we do at home was none of her goddamn business, anyway. Fuck her."
I loved Diane's indignant tones when they weren't directed at me. I tried to push my ass against her grinding, but she was a big girl. I didn't move her much.
"Gonna cum, Baby. Gonna cum all up on yo' ass."
Powerful thrusts of her pelvis heralded hot splatters shooting up my back. Diane groaned, and hummed, and very vocally enjoyed cumming all over my back without using a single word.
"Aw shit," she laughed, burying her forehead between my shoulder blades as the pulsing of her monster cock slowed. "Painted my titties."
"What happened to 'Gonna cum on my ass'?" I taunted.
"You need more backup in your back up to catch this shit right here."
I laughed. My ass would always be skinny. "Good luck with that. Why don't you grab a shirt from the hamper and wipe us down. You can have the first shower, and I'll get the coffee started."
Diane kissed my spine one last time, and rolled off of me to just do that. Her tits dragged across my back, smearing her cum everywhere.
"Fuck," I muttered, still laughing.
Diane ran the dirty t-shirt over my back and ass, wiping away her mess while she muttered to herself.
"Fuck LaShawna. Her man wouldn't let her cum all up on his back, or all over his face. Got the best damn man in the world right here, and she gives me shit over it? Not like that bitch can keep a man for more than..."
I strained to listen to my wife as she denigrated her sister and sang my praises under her breath, but she'd walked too far away.
I was still chuckling to myself as I rolled out of bed and went to go fill the coffee maker, feeling pretty good about myself after listening to my wife's defensive tirade.
Twenty years together, and Diane still thought I couldn't hear her when she muttered.
******
"Jesus, Jack. Your wife sends you to the store for tampons? And you do it!?"
I froze, closed my eyes, and counted to three. When I turned around, Frank was still there wearing an infuriating smirk.
I grunted, and pushed by the asshole.
"I guess if my wife was that big, and I was as little as you, I'd do what I was told, too."
I whirled on him, death in my eyes. Peckerhead just did not know how close he came to having the long hair on his head tied to the short hair on his ass and being kicked down the street like a basketball.
"What makes you think you can just walk up to me in public and disrespect me like that?"
My tone was forced into calmness, but Frank took one look at my face and knew he'd stepped in it.
"Listen here, Punk. We, you and me, we are not friends. We don't hang out after work, don't go for beers after we clock out. The only reason I put up with you at work is because they pay me to. Now, your mouth is writing checks that I'm dangerously close to making your ass cash. If you see me in public, you don't get to come say hi and give me shit. You don't get to talk to me at all."
I took two steps away from the frozen production supervisor, and whirled back around.
"Oh, and if you try and take this little incident out on me or Diane at work? I'll have the union come down on your ass like a ton of bricks. Have a shitty day, now."
I stalked away towards the self-checkout, two boxes of tampons in my hands and nothing else.
Fucking Frank.
Fucking menstrual cramps.
Fucking PMS.
******
One big lunge, and I had it! I finally fucking did it!
Diane's big balls were on my chin, and I had every millimeter of her monster cock in my mouth and down my throat. My nose pressed into her curly pubes, and if my mouth hadn't been stretched so wide, I'd have smiled in satisfaction.
Just because I was on the rag, didn't mean that Diane's sex drive went down any. For that matter, I was oddly horny despite it all. But my front door was down for repairs, and she wasn't even trying my back door. Not with what she was swinging around.
Blowjobs. Lots and lots of blowjobs. Three day's worth so far. It was still barely a drop in the bucket compared to all the dick sucking Diane had given me over the years.
I raised my gaze to meet her eyes, and her heavy-lidded face was a picture of lust. One hand cradling the back of my head, the fingers of her other clenched deep into her soft, massive breast, and her sexy plump lower lip caught between her teeth.
"God-damn that's a sexy sight. Look at my big old dick disappear in that little mouth. Fuck, Jack, you took that shit down like a champ! Swallow that dick, Baby. Swallow it. Jack, fucking swallow!"
I finally realized she'd been specifically asking me to swallow around her cock, and not just talking shit to me. It took effort, but I was able to swallow, my throat convulsing around the tube lodged in it.
Her palm on the back of my head pressed me in deeper. "That's too good. Just a little more, Baby, I'm almost there. Just a little... just... Ughn..."
Diane grunted sexily as she pumped her cum directly into my stomach. She humped minutely against my face, her big fucking dick pulsed inside of my throat, and I could feel every detail of her orgasm.
It seemed like she was finished, but she was still clamping my head to her pelvis, her balls relaxing and drooping from my lower lip to rest against my chin.
I started patting her thick thigh. I'd been holding my breath with her cock lodged in my airway, and my eyes were watering something fierce. She had seconds before teeth came out.
She abruptly let go, and I could imagine her embarrassment over getting caught like that. I backed off of her dick, feeling the no longer quite as stiff tube slither itself back out of my throat.
Then I got off my knees, because it hurt.
Diane grabbed her other titty up so she had one in each hand, and writhed her back against the wall. "Fuck, I can't believe you took it all. That was some magic shit, right there."
I never thought I'd be proud of taking a ten and a half inch cock all the way in my mouth, but that's where I was. I chuckled, "I've had a lot of practice the last few days."
The blissful expression she was wearing melted away, and she dropped her massive boobs to slap against her stomach. "I never sucked your dick three or four times a day when I was on the rag," she stated, like it was a sudden realization.
"So?" What did that have to do with anything?
My wife gave me an anguished look, and wandered over to sit in the armchair. She beckoned with her hands for me to come closer.
I walked over to her, and she slapped the top of one of her thick thighs. "Sit down, Boo."
I folded my arms in defiance. "I'm not sitting in your lap, Diane."
She looked a little angry after that. "Ain't no one around to see, and I can hold your skinny ass on my leg all goddamn day. Shit is different now, Jack. Now come on and sit that bony white butt on me, I wanna hold you for this."
I rolled my eyes, but sat on her soft thigh, the panties I had to wear under my boxers during my period riding up my ass.
Diane wrapped her arms around me and held my stiff form close to her. "Do you remember when we first hooked up?"
I chuckled softly. "The actual night is kind of hazy. The morning after is pretty clear, though."
She gazed off into the distance, seeing the past. "I remember waking up in a strange bed, feeling just awesomely fucked. Then I remembered I went home with a skinny white guy, and damn if he didn't deliver for me the night before... but we were so drunk...
"I remember thinking that there was no way this dude was going to want the big fucking black chick he brought home when he was trashed hanging around, and I took my time finding my shit and getting dressed. Didn't want the coming scene to ruin that awesome night until the last minute.
"So I finally sneak out of the bedroom, and there's the dude at the table, drinking a cup of coffee. He looks at me, and fucking smiles. Like, this dude was happy I woke up and he got to see me again. Fucking genuine.
"He stands up, like I was a Lady and shit, and asks if I want some coffee, and if I'd like some breakfast. Then the motherfucker just cooks that shit right in front of me. Talking to me like I was a real woman with real feelings while he made me fucking bacon and eggs, instead of kicking the drunk fuck-toy slut out the door.
"So I start thinking that this dude might just be the one I'd been looking for. I had to get to know him better. And then breakfast was done, and I didn't have a good reason to stick around, and he tells me he's got a clean towel if I want to use his shower."
I softly laughed in reminiscence. "I was scrambling for any reason to steal just one minute more with you."
Diane carried on as if she hadn't heard me. "That was it. I wasn't leaving this dude's ass until he kicked me out. When he offered to drive me home, I told him that it was just gonna be for a change of clothes, and we were comin' right back to fuck sober this time."
She sniffed wetly and finally started to look at me. "I had the best man in the whole damn world given to me, like a present wrapped in a fucking bow. I told myself I would do whatever it took to hang onto him. Whatever. It. Fucking. Took.
"I should've been sucking your dick five times a day when I was on the rag. Should've let you jack off all over my face when you felt like it. Should've been wearing skank-ass lingerie and shit for you. Should've been making big fucking breakfasts for you before you went off to work to support the both of us. Should've made you your favorite meals every damn supper. Should've gave you head first thing in the morning, rode your dick last thing at night, and came to your work to fool around on your lunch break just-fucking-because.
"You're so damn good to me, Jack. So giving, especially now when I can't seem to keep my dick off you. I'm so sorry I didn't do all this shit for you when you still had yours."



I finally relaxed into her insistent pulling, leaning into her soft embrace.
"You're so fucking stupid," I laughed.
At her hurt look, I hurriedly elaborated. "Did you know I was only at that party because Eddie had some girl he wanted me to meet? I laid eyes on you, and I completely forgot about what I was supposed to be there for.
"You were wearing this tube-top that barely held your tits in, and these tight hot pants that showed off all of your curves. So right away, I'm sexually attracted, right? And I drift closer.
"There's this crowd of people around you, and I saw why. You were boisterous, and loud, and drunk, and so damn funny. Then you'd turn on a dime and smack down anyone who got out of line. Just... the life of the party. All the charisma in the world.
"And I thought to myself, if this girl gets just a little more drunk, maybe it won't matter that I'm a skinny white guy. Maybe she won't notice she's taller than me. Maybe I can bring this girl home, show her my A-game. Then maybe, just maybe, I can convince her to stick around for awhile."
I leaned my head against hers. "I met the love of my life that night, and I know just how lucky I am that you stuck around. Maybe you didn't do all that fancy shit, but I've got twenty years of getting kissed like you fucking mean it, and the only reason you didn't suck my dick five times a day on the rag is because you liked it in the ass, too."
Diane wiped her eyes and chuckled through her tears. "Don't be talking shit about ass-fuckin' 'till you try it. That shit be good."
I had a full-body shudder at the thought. "You'd have to be half the size before I'd even consider it," I told her with all seriousness.
She glared at me. "Now I know that after twenty years together you ain't makin' cracks about my weight."
I blinked dumbly at her for a minute. "Your dick, Diane. Your dick has to be half the size."
She got the embarrassed look on her face that was so rare. Diane just did not embarrass easily. "You missing out," she rallied. "Butt sex feels real good."
I chuckled, "Would probably feel even better for you than it used to. You got a prostate in there now."
Her eyes got really big, and I saw the excitement on her face. "Yeah... Fuckin' yeah! We get you one of them strapons. As close as we can find to what your dick was like. Then you can fuck my big ass when you on the rag!"
"Are you serious?" I checked.
She nodded excitedly. "Hell yeah, I am! Be like old times, mostly. A little bit of how it used to be. Plus, I didn't wanna say nothin', but your lips are looking kinda raw, Boo. We need something else besides my dick in your mouth right now."
I bargained, "Alright. But I'm not going into the pervert store alone."
Then I made to get up, but Diane wasn't having it. "Later, Boo. Just sit here and let me cuddle you for a bit. Never actually got you to sit on my lap before... Kinda like it."
I huffed, but it was mostly for show. I was already okay with being the small spoon at night, this wasn't much worse. Besides, her thigh was really soft, her massive titty was smushed on me, and I was horny.
Then Diane started pressing affectionate kisses to my shoulder and neck with her amazing lips, and I felt like grinding my teeth.
Two more days. Two more days, and I could have my wife fuck me again.
******
I woke up on my back, the covers pulled down, and Diane between my legs with her face in my pussy.
Also, I woke up mid-orgasm.
It took a minute or so, but eventually I looked at the alarm clock, and it was pretty early. "Why the hell are you waking me up so early on a Saturday? We should be sleeping in, Diane."
She pulled her face out of my crotch, licking her big lips clean of my wetness. "Couldn't wait, Boo. Been a long five days without your pussy. Gonna be spending a lot of today in bed, I think."
She shuffled up on her knees and slapped my pussy lips with her cock, sending a jolt throughout me with every impact.
Diane noticed my little jumps as she spanked my clit with her cockhead, and a victorious smile crept up her face.
I rolled my eyes. Yeah, she knew that I was wanting her dick despite my complaint about being woken up. "Yeah, yeah. You don't gotta rub it in."
"I would never! The nerve of some people," she blatantly lied as she got off of the bed entirely, grasping my ankle and forcibly turning my body ninety degrees so that my butt was hanging off the side of the bed. She grasped my other ankle too, spreading my legs apart and scooting my knees over her wide hips, then started to feed her python into my burrow.
After a minute or two of working her length in and out of me, she bottomed out and leaned way down so our faces were close together. She gave me a kiss that tasted of pussy and asked, "Put your arms around my neck and hold on, Baby."
"What?"
Diane's hands got a good, firm grip on my little butt. "I'm gonna pick your skinny white ass up and fuck you all standing up and shit. Don't fight me on this, Boo. This shit's happening."
I worked my jaw side-to-side a bit, but conceded and wrapped my arms around her neck. Shit was different, now. "Don't hurt yourself, and don't hurt me either," I warned.
I don't know why I was surprised when Diane was able to easily stand up straight, holding my entire weight in her hands. I was supporting myself a little with my arms and legs, sure, but I was supporting myself on her. I guess I was just that skinny, and Diane had some hidden strength in her arms.
Diane took two staggering steps backward, away from the bed, and smiled smugly at the look on my face. "How's that feel, Baby? Fucking deep as hell, right?"
I opened my mouth, but Diane wasn't expecting a response. Instead, she bounced me on her giant dick. No more sounds were coming out of me after that.
"That's it, Baby. Bounce on that big fucking dick. Mmmm. Squeeze my titty. Go on, get you a good grip now."
I moved one of my arms from around her neck and clenched one of her giant tits in my hand, eliciting a loud groan and more effort put into lifting me up by the ass and dropping me down her pole.
This was too much. I grit my teeth as a very, very strange pressure built up inside of me. Being face to face with Diane as she manhandled me up and down her monster cock, she saw something in my expression and her grin turned absolutely lecherous.
"Oooh, Baby. You about to cum big, ain't ya. I can see it, Boo. You just let that shit go. It ain't like before when you had to hold out for my black ass. From now on, it's me holding back for you. Cum, Jack. Fucking cum."
My eyes rolled back into my head, and everything became way too sensitive. Nearly painfully so. I leveraged everything I had to lift up off of her spear, straining with my legs on her hips and my one arm across her shoulders.
I got just high enough for an instant, feeling her pop out and slide up my crack right as that weird pressure released, and I sprayed all over her dick as she herself started shooting cum behind me, the tube of her dick pulsing in my ass crack. I shuddered violently in orgasm, my bones just not working anymore. Diane somehow managed to hold me against her without any help from me as she had her own explosion.
I rested my head against her soft shoulder as the aftershocks that trailed behind a really good female orgasm ran through me, the ones I still wasn't used to.
I noticed her convulsions as she tried to keep her mirth inside, but when I looked at her face questioningly, she lost it and started braying her loud, boisterous laughter that had never stopped being infectious to me.
"Aww shit, Jack. We both made one hell of a mess here. Didn't know you was a squirter."
I lethargically looked behind me, at the streaks of Diane's cum shot across our bedsheets and blankets, then to the floor where my wife's feet were standing in some very wet carpet.
"Fuck," I sighed. "Guess we're renting a steam cleaner today."
Diane grinned, moved one hand up my back and held me close. "Fuckin' worth it," she bragged. "That shit was hot as fuck. We just gotta put down a tarp or some shit next time."
She gave me a thorough kiss, me ignoring the taste of my own pussy and her ignoring my morning-breath, as she held me aloft with my spray still dripping down her legs to collect in the puddle she stood in.
I had the best wife. No one else's wife could do this for him, or would be so cool about it if she could.
******
Diane looked over at me as we left work for the day, seeing the look on my face. "You alright, Baby? That motherfucker Frank didn't try nothin' again, did he?"
I glanced behind us, through the rear window, and saw familiar cars. "Turn left, Diane. Take the long way home, will ya?"
My wife frowned, but dutifully turned left to drive home through the residential streets.
As soon as we were out of sight of any of our coworkers, I unbuckled my seat belt and laid sideways on the bench seat of our truck, pillowing my head on Diane's soft thigh.
She combed my hair back with her fingers, her nails pleasantly scratching at my scalp. It was incredibly soothing, always had been. "You're worrying me, Boo. What is it?"
I ground my teeth for a moment. "I'm late."
Her fingers made one more pass through my hair, then froze.
"...How late?"
I shrugged as best I could from my weird position. "Five days, or thereabouts. Wyex is supposed to keep that shit running like a clock, they say."
Diane resumed threading through my hair, but it was clumsier now. Faster, less soothing. "Yeah, but there's all kinds of shit that can screw up the timing. Stress, for instance. I know you're stressed about work lately."
"Yeah. Doesn't feel like that's the thing, though." I had a feeling in my gut that I just couldn't ignore any longer.
"Okay... Okay. We'll stop on the way home, get you some sticks to piss on. Find out one way or the other."
"Could I talk you into getting them without me? I'm freaking out as it is."
Her hand drifted from my hair to rub my back. "Sure, Boo. I got you."
******
I was trying very hard to not take out my panic on anyone. Not the receptionist, not the nurse, not the doctor we were waiting on, and certainly not my wife who was pacing a nervous hole in the floor.
'Johnson & Johnson, MD'. Best specialists in the area for Wyex related medical shit, according to a three minute Google search. We got in to see them so easily that I wasn't all that sure about how good they supposedly were.
"Sit down, Diane. You're making me motion sick," I complained.
She immediately stopped, turned on a dime, and hurried over to sit by me. "Is it morning sickness? Do you need a bucket or something, just in case, Boo? Or, or I could rub your lower back, that shit's supposed to help. Here, turn away and let me get at your shit."
I grasped her hand firmly, threading my fingers through hers. "I need you to be calm, and wait with me. Calmly. That's all, Diane. Just take a breath and chill."
She did her best for me, I know it in my soul. But less than three minutes later her knee started bouncing, the heel of her shoe tapping out a staccato rhythm.
I glared, and had just opened my mouth to snarl out something, when the door opened and an angel in a lab coat entered the room.
"Hello there, Mister and Missus Camp. I'm Dr. Brooke Johnson, nice to meet you."
She shook hands with us, and settled into the desk, paging through a file. "Okay, I think I have the bare facts here. Why don't you tell me what's happening in your own words, if you would?"
Diane and I glanced at each other, and being the brave one of us, she was the one who started talking.
"Jack and I, well... I got PCOS when I was in my early twenties." She glanced at me, tightened her grip on my hand to draw strength, and turned back to the doctor. "It pretty much fucked up any chance for us to have kids, so we haven't bothered with any kind of birth control for over fifteen years now."
I leaned into my wife and whispered, "Language!"
Yeah, we both had incredibly foul mouths. There were times and places to clean up your cursing, though, and this was one of them.
"Oh, uh, sorry about that, Doc," Diane apologized. "Uh, so a couple of months ago, Jack gets told his prostate is enlarged, and the medicine we were prescribed was way out of our budget, but... Wyex wasn't. We both went on it, him for his prostate, and me for my ovaries."
"Wyex-Light?" Dr. Johnson clarified.
"Yeah. The light sh-stuff. And it was like we were kids again, you know? Everything was brand new, and different, and we couldn't keep our hands off each other. Then he peed on a stick two days ago, and we think he's pregnant."
The blonde doctor frowned. "Polycystic ovary syndrome is no laughing matter. You must have been in real discomfort, if not outright pain for... fifteen years? More?"
Diane shrugged, and up until that moment I had no idea just how terrible life had been for her. "Ain't no one got a perfect life. That ain't why we here, though. I'm in good shape now. It's Jack we need to talk about."
"Right," the doctor said, paging through her clipboard a bit before setting it aside entirely. "Okay, the bottom line is that this is probably the most dangerous way to have kids."
"Is it 'cause of age?" Diane worried. "He's forty-two. That's in the danger zone, right?"
Dr. Johnson shook her head. "No, actually. A seventy-year old man could carry a healthy baby safely to term on Wyex, assuming we could get enough nutrition into him. No, the problem is two fold here, and both of the issues are caused by using Wyex-Light."
She turned to me, and leaned in a bit. "You have just enough of the plumbing to make a baby, but nothing for when it's done. Your pelvic bones are male, they won't support the baby right as it grows, they're too narrow, and they won't separate like a female's would to give birth. You also won't lactate, which really is important for those first few months after the birth, at the very least.
"Now we could deliver with a cesarean, cut the baby out of you. But if you miss just one weekly injection of Wyex-Light, or if it fades early on you, then your baby factory goes up in smoke. The factory goes, but not the baby itself. Depending on how far along you are, the baby might die inside of you with no way to naturally get it out. I can't emphasize this enough, it is dangerous."
Diane's grip on my hand was starting to make my bones creak. I patted her hand and relaxed my grip some. "Diane. Diane, let go, Baby."
My wife yanked her hand away from mine like it was on fire, and she gave me a brief apologetic look before turning back to Dr. Johnson. "I can't lose him, Doc. Can't do life without him at all. So how do we save him?"
The, frankly beautiful, doctor leaned back in the rolling chair and expertly twirled a pen between her fingers, as though she had a lot of practice at it. "That depends on whether or not you want to keep this baby. You're only a week or so past your missed period, right? The simplest solution is to let your Wyex fade completely. This early in the development, the embryo will be reabsorbed."
Diane leaned forward, an intent look on her face. "Suppose we want to keep it. What happens then?"
The pen stopped twirling. "Mixing any kinds of Wyex is dangerous. There is a special transitional form of the serum, for cases just like yours, and we do have that here. If you want to keep this baby, I would strongly recommend that we transition you to full Wyex, the year-long dose."
Diane glanced at me, helplessly, and I nodded. "We need some time to talk this over, I think. How much does this cost?"
Dr. Johnson removed a pamphlet from the desk and handed it to me. "It's actually fairly affordable. Most insurers have a proviso for one to three years of Wyex under their fertility coverage."
"But this is safe?" Diane begged. "The regular Wyex... It's fucking safe for him, right?"
I elbowed her and glared over her language, but the doc just chuckled. "My mom gave birth to me and my three brothers on this Wyex. My wife gave birth to our three kids on it, too. It's safe, Mrs. Camp."
I stood and offered my hand. "Okay, we'll let you know one way or the other. Thanks, Doc."
She shook our hands and hustled out of the room. I shrugged into my jacket, but when I turned around, Diane was staring out of the window.
"Diane?" I checked.
"I was gonna give you a dozen babies," she said out of the blue, still staring out into the sky.
"A dozen... Really?"
"That wasn't a hard line in the sand," she shrugged, tilting her head to watch something higher up. "A dozen babies is what I figured you deserved before we needed to talk about any more. I'd have given you as many kids as you wanted, but... Chips didn't fall that way."
I walked up to her, put my hand on the small of her back. When she finally turned from the window, there were two nearly invisible tear-tracks on her face, one going down from the corner of each eye.
"I ain't askin' you for a dozen babies, Jack. I ain't even asking for two. Just one, Boo. Just this one miracle baby. That's all."
I turned to look out the window with her, making a hard decision. "You realize we'll be over sixty years old when this kid graduates high-school, right?"
Diane brought both of her hands to her mouth, stifling her sobs.
I rubbed her back as she broke down into helpless tears. "Gonna have to buy a bunch of shit if I'm gonna be a woman for a year."
******
"I'm sorry, I must have misheard you, Jack. Tell me one more time, please?"
"I'm quitting. Effective immediately."
I hadn't had much cause to deal with my job's HR department after my initial hiring. When I came in to quit, I was moved upward and upward until I was talking to the head supervisor for maintenance. My boss's boss, second down from the top of the tree.
Mike looked at me, just not comprehending. "Uh... can I ask why? You've worked for us for well over twenty years. This seems pretty sudden."
I nodded. "Mm-hm. Twenty four years now. And as for why I'm quitting?" I started ticking points off on my fingers. "Frank is an asshole, I'm pregnant now and can't be in contact with any of the chemicals, Frank is an asshole, I have to transition into a woman for the next year and won't make the lifting requirements to be in maintenance anyway, and, oh... Frank is an asshole."
Mike looked flabbergasted for a moment. "O-kay? We'll get to Frank in a second here. Did I hear you say you're pregnant?"
I nodded. "Yeah. Been on Wyex for medical shit for a couple months, now. My old lady knocked me up." That wasn't nearly as hard to say out loud as I thought it was going to be.
"Er... And Frank?"
I shrugged and slouched into the chair some more. "Punk saw me outside of work one day, ran off at the mouth. I let him know exactly how poor of a decision that was. But ever since, he's been pulling some petty bullshit on both me and Diane."
Mikes brow lowered. "That right?"
"Yeah. And if I know my wife? She's documented all of it some-damn-where. Diane wouldn't let this shit slide."
Mike leaned back in his chair. "Okay, the bottom line is that you're the only one who knows how to fix some of the machines. Why don't we just move you into a trainer position? You won't have any chemical contact, you won't have to lift anything. Just teach the newer guys how to do this stuff like you do."
"You did hear me when I said I was going to be a woman for a year, right? And I'm going to go out on maternity leave at some point."
"I did. You have a lot of valuable knowledge in your head, Jack. We'd be insane to let you quit over something we can so easily work around."
I'm sure the look on my face matched Mike's earlier look of non-understanding. "Uh, well shit," I complained. "Now I gotta ask for tomorrow off. Got a doctor's appointment that I didn't think I'd have a job to work around."



******
"Diane, you're making me even more nervous. Seriously, just chill. Stop pacing, I'm freaking out enough as it is."
Wearing a hospital gown is little better than being buck-ass naked. I tried to tuck the flaps behind me under my butt better.
Diane looked at the closed door, then stalked right over to me, leaning in with her face right in front of mine, an odd look in her eyes. Her hands supported her just to either side of my hips, and she was really all up in my personal space.
"What are you up to?" I asked suspiciously.
"Gonna kiss my hubby before he becomes my wifey. Get me some Jack-kisses while they still there."
Then Diane's amazing lips met mine, and suddenly the forty-two year old married couple became a pair of teenagers, making out while hiding from the adults in every minute they could steal.
I finally had to push her back. "Fuck, Diane!" I hissed. "I'm not wearing underwear and I'm wet as hell now!"
Diane looked downward to where her monster was straining against her panties, a small tent in her dress being pitched. "Yeah, not one of my better ideas," she admitted. Then her lips quirked. "Fuckin' worth it."
I laughed helplessly and snatched a handful of paper towels from the dispenser above the in-room sink, desperately trying to soak up the leak that Diane had sprung between my legs. I was about to get a shot right above all that!
Thankfully, I was able to get the soiled paper into the bottom of the trashcan and get back on the exam bed before anyone came in the room.
The same blonde bombshell doctor that we saw earlier in the week bustled in, a canister of Wyex in her hands.
"Okay! It's nice to see you again, Mr. Camp, Mrs. Camp. I'm glad this is the route you chose to take. Now, there's a couple of things we have to go over for informed consent.
"This dosage will transition the rest of your body to female. You will likely lose some height, and some of your muscle cells will be convinced they are actually fat cells, as women have a naturally higher body fat ratio. With me so far?"
I nodded, and Diane slipped her warm hand into mine, offering silent support.
"Alright. Your body hair will all be cannibalized to lengthen your head hair. You won't grow any hair on your body or your face, except for your eyebrows, for the duration. Don't be alarmed when that happens, okay?"
I nodded again, and Diane's thumb began to nervously stroke the back of my hand.
"Good. Last thing; The dosage lasts about a year, but there's a margin of error of up to eight days either way. Everything from your metabolism, to your weight, to even a hundredth of a gram difference in the serum volume has a say in how long it lasts. Got it?"
I nodded again, and Doctor Johnson began to prep the injection. "You did bring something to wear out of here, right?" she checked.
"Yeah. I've gotta ask, why a string bikini?"
The blonde doctor cocked her head at me. "It's the closest thing to adjustable female underwear there is. There's not really any way to predict just how your body will change under Wyex this first time."
Suddenly the loose tracksuit and strapped sandals Diane had picked out for me made a little more sense. Even if she got everything in hot pink just to fuck with me.
Ain't no time like the present. "Alright, let's get this show on the road. Hit me, Doc."
"Okay. I'm just going to have you lie down there, and we'll remove your gown altogether. This will feel just like the injections you've already been taking, so there's nothing new happening with that."
"Will the needles hurt the baby?" Diane worried, at the same time as I was trying to subtly wrestle my hand out of hers.
"No, no," the doc laughed. "The needles are only long enough to get just under the skin. There's a lot of space between the punctures and the baby, even at full-term. Don't worry about that at all."
I finally got Diane to let go of my hand, and dropped the paper gown away to the floor, scooting back on the table to lie down.
I love my wife, completely. Still, the doctor was probably the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen in real life, and I was a naked man with a vagina laying in front of her. Awkward didn't begin to cover it.
"Deep breath, Mr. Camp. One... Two... Three!"
Had we ever let the Wyex we'd been taking fade, we wouldn't be in the position we were, with me being knocked up. Other than that first transformation, I hadn't had any experience at all with Wyex changing my body, and this was a hundred times more powerful than that little localized change.
My skin felt weird as I watched my body hair get pulled into my skin, moving out from the injection site in a wave. My scalp tingled as the hair on my head grew out.
"Okay, everything is moving along just fine, Mr. Camp. I'm going to ask you to stay laying down until the process is completed. There are three stages to the full Wyex transformation, and this is the first. Your body hair is being cannibalized to grow out the hair on your head. The next stage is soft tissues. Cartilage, muscles and fats, your mammary glands and breast tissues, things like that."
I'd never been able to gain weight, not for my whole life. Diane used to get so upset in our early years, until she finally embraced the fact that I loved her curves, and her big ol' ass and titties were gifts from heaven to me as far as I was concerned.
So watching the muscle definition I'd always had over my abs fade into softness was nearly alarming. Then my chest began ballooning out, the nipples on their points enlarging. My bony ass swelled until it wasn't bony at all any more. The muscle mass in my arms and legs diminished, my thighs got a little plump. I even felt things in my face slither around.
"Okay, last stage will be starting soon. It's your hard tissues, your bones, Mr. Camp, and it will feel very strange. Don't panic," she cautioned me.
I watched down my body as my shoulders and ribcage narrowed, making the breasts I'd just grown stand up and move closer together. I actually felt myself get shorter, my legs sliding up the table while my back slid down. My pelvis widened, and something was even changing in my skull.
The weird sensations tapered away, and the first thing I did was to look at Diane for her opinion.
Diane was staring at my tits, and trying to cover the tent in her dress with her hands. I took that as approval.
"You can get up now, if you like," Dr. Johnson told me kindly. "There's a mirror just here. Carefully, now. Your center of gravity is very different than what you were used to."
I sat up, staring down my chest as my tits settled into a new position. That was a weird sensation that was going to take getting used to. I eased down to my feet, and the doc was right. My balance was all kinds of fucked up. Still, I carefully stepped to the full length mirror.
The woman looking back at me wasn't half-bad. Nice tits, nice curve of the hips. Decent face. Then I took a closer look, and my receding hairline was completely un-receded. Full, thick brown locks with streaks of silver shot throughout.
I looked at Diane, who was now watching my ass and still covering up her hard-on, and I frowned thoughtfully. She seemed a lot taller than me now.
"How much shorter did I get!?" I exclaimed.
******
I latched the stupid fucking bra, spun the ornery bitch around my chest, tucked my arms into the goddamn shoulder straps, and stuffed my tits into the cups.
I finally found one that fit. Finally. At least I knew my size now.
I turned in the dressing room to where Diane was watching me try on clothes in something like sexual rapture.
"30-B seems right."
She nodded. "Okay, Boo. We'll get a couple more, but your titties are probably gonna get bigger from the baby and shit. Don't wanna spend what we don't have to, right?"
I nodded, and started working the bra back off, before completely stopping and loudly complaining; "Five feet tall!"
Diane immediately burst into her infectious laughter. I'd been pulling this shit since we left the Doc's clinic, just randomly complaining about my new height. My wife seemed to find it more hilarious every time.
I couldn't believe I'd lost eight fucking inches of height to the Wyex. Diane was five-eleven and now seriously towered over me.
"Look at the bright side, Baby. When we spoon at night, we're gonna fit together so damn good now!"
I paused, genuinely considering that. "Okay, that's one silver lining," I reluctantly admitted.
"Baby... Jack... You need to hurry up with this clothes shit. I'm about ten minutes away from fucking you loud-like, and getting us either kicked out or arrested. For real."
I gauged Diane's expression, and she wasn't playing. She really was at the end of her rope. I nodded, and started trying on different pants, trying to hurry through the rest of it. "What do you think about Jill? I should probably use a female name, right?"
"That works, I suppose. Unless you wanna get all pretentious and shit, call yourself 'Brytni' with a fucked up spelling?"
"No. Jill works for me, but I'm asking what you think. Does it work for you?"
Diane spread her legs lewdly wide and blatantly stroked her palm over her thick shaft through her dress. "Gonna call you my little white fuck-slut whenever we alone, what the fuck's it matter?"
I nodded to myself. Diane had definitely hit her limit. "Yeah, I think we're about done here for today."
******
Diane started the engine of the truck, then turned to me. "Naw, Boo. Gonna want you in the middle, here. Right up on me."
I sighed, but humored her and slid over into the middle of the bench seat, buckling the waist strap over my lap. Diane expertly backed the truck out of the spot, and once we were out of the Target parking lot she went to work.
Her arm curled around behind me, under my shirt, under my arm, and grasped my brand new breast, squeezing and fondling.
It actually felt good on my end. All these years, and I always thought Diane was just humoring me with the titty feels, but it really did feel good to be gently squeezed.
"Jesus. Never even thought about another female until this Wyex shit," Diane muttered as she drove. "Now my hubby has a pair of tits and it's all I can fuckin' think about."
I leaned into her, enjoying being fondled. Her hand frustratedly pulled away the bikini I was still using as a bra, and then she was messing with my nipple too. My breathing started to deepen.
"Can't wait to fuck your pert fucking titties, Boo. Get all this big dick up between 'em."
I grasped her cock through her dress, giving her shaft gentle squeezes more than strokes. "Your dick and your own tits are big enough to tit-fuck yourself," I pointed out.
Diane actually paused, then snorted in laughter. "Aww shit! I could, couldn't I?"
"Yeah. Just tell me before you try that shit, 'cause I wanna watch."
She snorted again, amused. "Just so you know, Baby, soon as we get home I'm pinning you to the bed and sucking on those bouncy fucking titties. Matter of fact, I don't know what any of your body tastes like now. Might have to do some taste testing up in here."
That sounded pretty fucking good to me. "I'm down. Move to the other boob, Diane. That one's getting a little sore."
******
"Aww! It's so cute! Hello there, little kitty! Who's a good kitty? You are! Oh yes you are!"
I rolled my eyes, exasperated. This joke wasn't going to be funny much longer. "Are you about done, Diane?"
My wife finally took her eyes off of my pussy, raising her gaze to meet mine. "Oh, c'mon! Look at this thing! Your pussy's all bald and delicate looking and shit. It's the cutest fucking thing I've ever seen in my life!"
"You either need to eat it, fuck it, or eat it and then fuck it, cause I'm about done just laying here with you staring at it."
She reached up one ebony finger and traced down my divide. "You sure? I read that pamphlet, you know. I know that the Wyex you on now don't make you horny like the shit I'm using does."
"Well, no. It doesn't," I reluctantly admitted. "But unless I've got a health problem tanking my sex drive, you being naked makes me horny. Always has, for decades now. Now come up here and suck on my tits like you promised. I wanna feel what that's like."
Diane crawled up the bed and loomed over me.
Getting eight inches shorter meant more than that I was just seeing the world from eight inches further down. I didn't just get shorter. I got smaller.
That eight inches was a significant percentage of my size. Though I still weighed the same, guy-me was wiry as fuck and girl-me was littler but with some padding. The world itself got bigger to me when I became female.
When Diane settled down to lay on me, she seemed so much bigger than she'd always been. Her massive tits were now even more gigantic to me, spilling all over my stomach and off to the sides.
Diane didn't hesitate to inhale as much of my right boob as she could fit in her mouth. Those talented, perfect lips wrapped around my tit, and a sound left my mouth at both the sight and the feeling.
Suddenly Diane jumped off of me like I had scalded her, for no apparent reason.
"What?" I asked. That was feeling really good!
She haphazardly gestured to my stomach. "I was laying on the baby..."
I huffed. Part of me wanted to say she was being silly, but the truth was that I really didn't know what was safe and not. Instead I rolled over and got up on my hands and knees, wagging my new, far softer and curvier behind her way.
I looked over my shoulder, and Diane was transfixed by my ass. "Are you going to just stare? Or are you going to actually do something here?" I challenged.
The next thing I knew, Diane had an iron grip on my waist, and she was no-hands nudging her cock around, looking for my hole.
I reached between my legs to guide her in. I wasn't taking the chance of her getting the wrong hole, and then trying to fit her Great Dane through the cat-door.
Diane gently parted me, and eased inside. Then she eased back out, and rolled into the most gentle doggy-style anyone has ever had.
I held in my disappointed groan and settled my head down to the mattress. Her slow pace was nearly infuriating, but there were benefits to the slow boil... As long as she could hold off long enough for me to get there.
There was a smooth motion of her giant monster cock sliding in and out of me, with not one impact anywhere to be found. She kept that steady, maddening pace going for minute after minute. I was impressed despite myself at her self-control.
I could feel it building, but my wife's pace was starting to increase, her grip on my waist tightening.
"Don't you dare fucking cum, Diane," I snarled. "I'm so close. Just hold back a little longer. Just a little bit more, Baby."
"You'd best start jiggling your clit, Boo. I ain't got long here," she warned, voice very strained.
Her pistoning lost its smoothness soon after that, her pace became increasingly erratic. I furiously scrubbed my clit, trying to catch up to her at the finish line.
"You'd better not fucking pull out, I'm already pregnant," I warned. I was going to need the extra stimulation of her cumming inside of me to have a snowball's chance of getting off.
Instead of slamming home, Diane nearly pulled all the way out and barely came in me. I screamed in frustration into the mattress with everything I had in my lungs. The shit was good and fucking ruined.
I pulled off of her cockhead and turned onto my side to glare at her. "What the ever-loving fuck was that weak-ass limp-dick shit!?"
My wife ran her fingers through her hair in frustration, catching a tangle or two, which really didn't improve her disposition. "Part of it is I'm fucking terrified of hurting the baby, okay? This shit is a miracle as far as I care. Ain't no cumshot worth hurting it."
I ground my teeth. "Part of it?" I asked, zeroing in on what she didn't say.
"The other part is I'm terrified of hurting you!"
I stared at her, completely uncomprehending.
"Look, my husband Jack? He's a solid piece of fucking iron shaped to look like a man. Ain't nothing this bitch can do to hurt him, either on accident or on purpose. My wife Jill, though? She's fucking delicate. Smaller, softer. I need some time to learn what you can take from me."
I breathed deep and slow, trying to see it from her side. I was still really fucking irate, but also trying so very hard not to be. "I can take more than that, Diane. I will let you know if anything gets to be too much, but that shit right now? That was the worst sex we've ever had."
She crawled over behind me, cuddling up to my back and spooning up to me. She was right about one thing, we really did fit together a lot better now.
"I'm sorry, Boo," she whined, throwing an arm around me and kissing my neck. "You mad?"
"Getting over it. Just, next time? Fuck me like you mean it. Just like you've always kissed me like you mean it."
******
"Hey, uh... Jill? Take a look at this, will ya?"
I abandoned my sorting of the repair manuals to go inspect Howie's progress on the pump rebuild.
He was a good shit, this kid. Only twenty, but he was good with his hands, asked questions, and fucking listened to the people around him. He was already miles above some of the self-righteous motherfuckers we had running around in maintenance.
"It's close, Howie. You gotta abrade the shaft more. See how it's still rough right there? Problems waiting to happen. The impeller is the wrong size and in backwards, too. If they tried to start this up, that thing would snap right-the-fuck-off. Get that shit straight, and get my attention before you install the seals, yeah? A leaky seal will fuck the pump right up, and we'll be right back here rebuilding it again a day after it gets running."
Good old Howie didn't get pissed at the little bitch pointing out his mistakes, he just pulled a small notebook from his back pocket and wrote down everything I just told him.
"Alright. Uh, show me where to figure out what size impeller is supposed to go in there?"
I paged through the manual he was working from, pointing out the relevant bits, and Rapha walked into the shop.
"Hey, Rapha," I greeted.
He nodded, "Chica."
I wouldn't take that shit from most. Rapha had been my partner at work for nearly five years, though. He got to give me some good-natured ribbing.
"Hey, didja hear? They walked Frank out the door this morning."
I stared at him. "Your ass," I disbelieved.
"Yeah," he laughed. "They said the motherfucker was fuckin' crying as he packed up his shit."
"Well I will be dipped in shit." I really didn't believe Mike would actually do anything about the asshole.
Howie started laughing. He didn't know me as Jack, so my word choices still tickled his funny bone something awful. No judgment over it, just genuinely amused that the tiny trainer chick swore worse than any two sailors.
Like I said, a good shit. If he sticks around, he's going to be one of the best.
******
I very, very carefully applied the eyeliner to my left eye. Again. For the third time.
This was stupid. What the fuck was I thinking, that I could pull this off? I felt like a little fucking girl playing dress-up.
I had just wanted to try and do something nice for Diane. She'd been putting up with my ornery ass for months as the baby played havoc with my hormone systems.
A half-remembered memory of Diane talking about lingerie had me trying to wear makeup and stockings and... I wasn't girly. Not even now that I was fully female, I just wasn't girly.
I looked ridiculous, standing in the bathroom in a lacy purple bra, panties, garter belt and stockings, amateur makeup on my face. The four-month baby bump swelling out was just the cherry on the dumpster fire that was my attempt at being sexy.



Then I heard Diane get home, and the choice of quitting was taken from my hands altogether.
"Jill? Where you at, Baby?"
I took a deep breath. Nothing for it but to show her and accept the laughter. I mentally braced myself and padded out of the bathroom. I was not about to try and wear heels, not with carrying something so precious.
Besides, women's shoes were expensive as fuck. Spending what I did on the lingerie was bad enough.
I stepped into Diane's view, and spread my hands helplessly.
Diane dropped her shopping bags carelessly to the floor and walked right up to me. I held my breath.
"Aww, Boo," she whispered, reverently. "You did all this shit for me?"
"I tried," I admitted. "Sorry I'm not better at it."
Her hand softly traced the side of my face. "You look sexy as hell," she assured me. "I didn't know you had this in you."
I stepped close and pressed my lips to hers, my hands busy with getting her jeans undone. Diane kissed me as well as she always had, her plump lips writhing over my painted ones, both of her own hands stroking everywhere on me that they could reach.
I got her pants undone, and eased to my knees. I wiggled the tight denim down over her wide hips, then her panties, and tugged all that shit down to her ankles. Then I fished her monster out from where she'd been hiding it in the deep crack of her ass.
She was already at half-mast, throbbing harder with every beat of her heart. I stroked it, giving her small cockhead a lingering kiss that caused it to swell against my mouth.
I breathed over the long, thick tube as I inhaled half of it, sucking and bobbing deeper and deeper, until I had the entirety in me. Then I swallowed a couple of times around it, just to make good and sure she was ready to go.
I backed off of her snake, sucking off the viscous drool that tended to cling to it after it had been down my throat, and looked up into her overwhelmed eyes as I stroked it.
"I love you, Diane. Gonna show you how much, right now."
With that, I helped her get her clothes off of her ankles, then got to my feet and started tugging her shirt up.
She helped me take it off of her. I was just too short to get it all the way off of her now.
I bent and kissed her tummy, the little bit of softness she had there out of place compared to her giant tits and ass. Out of place in the sexiest of ways, of course.
She stood frozen as I stepped behind her to get her bra off, breathing heavier and heavier. I slid the straps from her shoulders down her arms, trailing kisses down her spine as I traveled south, all the way to her glorious booty. I spent a minute or two just randomly putting my mouth and tongue on her big, sexy cheeks, reaching up between her legs to caress her balls with as feather-light of touches as I could.
Then I kissed my way back up her body, reaching around her to grasp her massive titties. Her hands covered mine and she leaned back into me, a shuddering sigh escaping her.
Just because my wife had a dick didn't mean that she didn't like being treated like a woman. Like the precious gift that she was.
I led her by the hand to our bedroom, getting her onto her back on the bed. Then I pulled my panties off and carefully straddled her wide hips.
I reached behind me and lined her up to my waiting hole, and I was so wet that it took zero effort to begin easing her inside of me.
This position was impossible for us when I was on Wyex-Light. My pelvis just wasn't wide enough, my legs didn't spread far enough to clear her hips. Cowgirl for us always meant that I had to sit in her lap, facing away. Diane ran her hands up and down my thighs as I slowly rocked her deeper and deeper inside of me.
After a minute or two of work, I bottomed out and was able to sit on her body. I smiled at the look on her face, and gathered up her vast breast flesh in my hands to hold them up on her chest.
I began to rock, moving the entirety of her spear inside of me a half-inch at a time. Then I leaned way down to kiss her like I meant it.
Diane let me worship her for maybe half a minute, then she was working my bra off, tossing away the garment and palming my much smaller tits.
I made love to my wife. Tried to show her how grateful I was for her, how grateful I always had been. A promise of how grateful I always would be.
Her hands gripped my hips, and she started to thrust back up into me, moaning into my kisses and clearly enjoying all the efforts I had put into this for her. It was gratifying to know that my shitty attempt to be sexy for her was taken in the spirit it was offered.
Her thrusting became more powerful, more needy. A storm of orgasm waves ran through me. As though she was waiting for me to get off, or maybe because of the fluttering clench of my pussy, Diane pulled me down roughly against her pelvis and I felt her empty her liquid heat inside of me.
For a moment, we just stayed as we were, breathing heavily into each other's faces. Then I eased my legs backward to lie on my wife fully, curled my arms above her head, and continued to make out with her. Just because we'd gotten off didn't mean we were done. My tongue languidly wrestled hers, and she matched my every effort. One of her hands stroked and fondled one of my soft ass cheeks.
"We're making a mess here, Boo," she pointed out, and she was right. I could feel her essence leaking from my satiated pussy.
"I'll wash the bedsheets after," I assured her. "This is fuckin' worth it."
She grinned at me and agreed, "Fuckin' worth it."
Then we kissed a lot more.
******
I tightened the straps, rolled a condom down over the dildo, and slapped my wife's big black ass, enjoying the way it rippled and wobbled.
"You ready, Babe?"
"Mm-hm. Just be careful, Boo."
I rolled my eyes, and started lubing up my silicone dick. She wasn't worried about me hurting her. She was just worried about me hurting the baby. Like always.
I wiped my hands off, and unable to help myself, stroked my hand over my belly. It really was sticking out nowadays.
"You got enough cushion in your backup that we'll be just fine, Baby. Now here comes the ass-fucking."
I eased the dildo into her asshole, and Diane moaned at the penetration. I started to rock my surrogate cock in and out, gently stretching her out as I sank a little deeper with every thrust.
Something I didn't know was that once the baby got to a certain size my stomach muscles became more or less useless, stretched over my womb as they were. Thrusting with only my pelvis just wasn't a thing anymore. I had to use my entire torso.
Diane sank her head to the pillow, and I knew she was fighting herself to keep from pushing back against me. She did enjoy butt sex here and there, and I was grateful.
We were going to be on Wyex forevermore. Once I'd had this baby and my year was up, I was going back to being Jack, but I still had to use the Wyex-Light for my prostate. If I had to face not ever getting to be behind Diane for sex ever again, to never see her big glorious ass move the way that only fucking makes it move, then I'd be missing out on a lot of joy for the rest of my days.
Luckily, I'm married to a bomb-ass chick who insists on her pregnant husband fucking her in the ass with a strapon on the regular. I still got to behold the glory of Diane's full moon wobble and sway with the tides.
I grasped her wide hips and put more effort into it. There was stuff on the back of the dildo pressing against my pussy, stimulating me with every thrust. Not as much as it was stimulating her, but enough to make me cum. This was good for the both of us, not just her.
Diane groaned, low and guttural. "Mmm. Gonna make me cum, Baby. I ain't even touched my dick, and it feels like it's about ready to go off. God-damn, ass fucking is a powerful fucking thing if you got a prostate to work over."
I slapped her ass again, my weak arms not able to really do more than make her skin sing even at a full powered spank. Still, Diane loved it, and I loved the way her ass moved after a smack, so it was pretty win-win.
"Aww shit, Boo! Smack me again!"
I did as asked, smacking her other big and round ass cheek, and Diane reached behind her to stop my motion with an open palm as she grunted loudly with every spurt of her cum.
I didn't get off, but that was okay, because it still felt good and my wife had made sure to eat me to two pretty big ones before we even broke out the strapon.
I stroked up and down her spine with a palm as she shuddered and breathed heavily, getting her wind back.
Two condoms. One on the strapon to make cleaning easier, give a little more realism, and help with the lubrication, and another on Diane to keep from having to wash the bedsheets.
It was hilarious how she could barely fit into a magnum.
******
Diane held my hand tightly with both of hers as we watched Brianna walk across the stage to get her diploma.
Our daughter. Our miracle baby.
She had my thin build, her momma's endowments, and smarts I know she didn't get from either of us. Our daughter somehow got herself a full ride to Brown University. She was also smart enough to beat back all the boys sniffing around her ever since she hit puberty.
I pulled the handkerchief from my pocket and handed it over for Diane to dry her eyes with. She'd started blubbering two days earlier and hadn't stopped since.
I had three more handkerchiefs on deck, ready to go should she need them.
My wife leaned in close, sniffed wetly, and whispered in my ear, "Brianna is going to Tiffany's house for a graduation party tonight, probably gonna get drunk and stay there."
I chuckled. My baby girl had earned herself some hellraising. "Good for her," I commented.
Diane's tone turned lusty. "So that means that I can bend you over the kitchen table before dinner, you can ride me in the den before bed, and we are gonna be loud as fuck in the morning."
I felt myself get wet at the thought. Sixty-one years old, and thanks to Wyex we still went at it like demented minks.
"If I'm not limping tomorrow, that means you didn't even try," I taunted.
Diane kissed me with her big, plump lips, slipping me a bit of tongue just because she could. "Gonna break that skinny white ass, just you wait and see."
I clapped along with everyone else as my pride and joy received her diploma.
My kid. Valedictorian. Full scholarship.
I was never more grateful that my asshole decided to break down on me than in that moment. If it weren't for my prostate going to hell, and Diane's insistence that we just give that Wyex shit a try, we never would have had her.
Getting laid nearly every day at our age was a pretty good bonus, too.
******
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I was sixteen when the headaches started. Blinding, painful headaches that made me feel like I was dying.
It was an apt description.
By the time I got it checked out, I had a very large tumor growing near the center of my brain. It was completely inoperable due to its location, so that made treatment difficult.
I underwent aggressive chemotherapy and radiation treatment. I lost most of my weight, both fat and muscle. My hair fell out and I threw up all of the time. I think if it wasn't for my best friend, I would have given up.
Josh Johnson had been my very best friend since we were in kindergarten. The kind of guy you could lean on, no matter what. No judgements, no hard feelings, just complete acceptance of both my good and bad parts. I loved him like he was my brother.
When I was in the hospital getting my chemotherapy, Josh was there next to the bed, keeping me company. When all of my hair fell out, Josh shaved his own head. When I smelled like death and was vomiting every twenty minutes, Josh was sitting on the bed right next to me to play videogames and to hand me my bucket when I needed it, stoically tolerating my stench with a smile.
Josh Johnson was the kind of friend that no one ever got, except that somehow, I did.
So when the treatments were unsuccessful, and we had to go to the last ditch option for me to live, it should come as no surprise that Josh was completely supportive.
"Are you sure? I mean, if our positions were reversed, I think I'd need a little time to at least get used to the idea, you know?"
"Billy," he told me seriously, "when you get out of here, I totally want you to come over to my house, as soon as you can. I want you to talk to my Mom."
I shifted painfully. I had to let the painkillers and poison get out of my system before I could safely take the Wyex. "Why your Mom?"
"Because she's been taking Wyex for over twenty years now," he confided. "She can help with the transition, okay?"
That blew my mind. Amber Johnson was genetically a dude? It was unreal.
Josh had the hottest mothers in the world. Dr. Karen Johnson, who was athletic with big boobs and a gorgeous face, and her wife, Mrs. Amber Johnson, who was super curvy with giant boobs and a big round ass, beautiful in her own right, even if not quite as gorgeous as Dr. J. They were the MILFs every one of the guys talked about when Josh wasn't around.
Finding out that super-curvy super-mom Amber was born as a guy was almost as much of a shock as finding out I had cancer was. No lie.
"Okay, I'll come see her, I promise. Look, they're going to come check my levels again pretty soon, and if I'm in the safe zone they're finally going to give me the Wyex. You can stay, if you want, but I really don't need you to see me naked, especially when I look like a skeleton with skin."
Josh grinned at me, and stuck his tongue out. "Just my luck. First time I would get to see a naked girl, and I get kicked out."
I shifted painfully again. "You are my brother in everyway that counts. If you really want to be here, be here."
He shook his head and laughed, "No, I'm just messing with you. Mama says that watching the change is not a good time. Just... give me a call when you can, okay? As soon as you can. I want to know you're feeling better."
I gave him what was supposed to be a smile, but it was more of a grimace. "I'll call."
The door opened to my hospital room, and Josh's mother walked in. "Hello, boys," she greeted us with a smile.
"Hi Mama."
"Hi, Doctor J."
"I need to draw a little blood again, okay Billy? The previous test makes it look like this might be the last one. Then we can get rid of the pain."
I wearily nodded, and she took the smallest sample of blood from my vein, replacing the bandage over where I had been repeatedly pierced by needles every hour for ten hours now.
It had better be the last blood draw. I didn't think I had much left.
Josh stood, and slung his backpack over his shoulder. "I'm going to go now. Call me right away, understand? Right. Away."
I waved him off. "Yeah, yeah. Right away. Just go already."
He shuffled out of the door, dragging his feet like he always does, and then it was just me and his mother in the room.
"Can I ask what that was about?"
I closed my eyes and sank into my pillow. I was so tired, but in too much pain to sleep. "He wants me to call him the very second I'm better, come hell or high water."
She looked at the closed door for a minute. "He's been worried sick about you." She tuned back to me, giving me a compassionate look. "We all have."
"I know. I'm sorry."
I watched her shake herself and give me a comforting smile. "Don't be sorry, Billy. It'll all be over very soon, okay?"
"Okay. As soon as it's safe, I get it, right?" I checked.
"I'll get this to the lab right away," she gestured at the vial of blood in her hand and left the room.
I closed my eyes and tried to rest. I wasn't going to be able to doze off, but I could sure not move or speak anymore than I had to.
******
Dr. Johnson walked back into the room some fifteen minutes later, a large metallic cylinder in her hand.
"Is that it?" I hoped. I was so over the pain.
"It is," she answered. "Your tests came back in the clear. You will need to be nude to take the Wyex, and I realize that you may be uncomfortable with me administering it. Would you prefer that I get a male doctor, or even a female doctor that isn't your best friend's mother?"
I didn't even need to think about it. "I want it as soon as possible. I don't really have a lot of pride left here, Doctor J. Let's just get on with it."
"Okay. Your parents have given their consent, but you also need to before I can give this to you. Before you can give me informed consent, I have to give you the information. I'll try to be quick, alright?"
"Got it. Hit me."
"This dosage of Wyex will completely change your gender to female for one year, with a margin of error of up to eight days. You will want to get the booster no later than nine days earlier than this time next year, understand?"
"Right, got it."
"Okay, the way this works is by rearranging your body's cells into a new shape. Your current cellular profile says that you are a boy with cancer, and the Wyex will hold you in the shape of a healthy girl. Again, don't wait on the booster, or you'll be right back to how you are right now."
"Okay, I got it, really."
"Part of the change gives you the brain structures for bisexuality. You won't stop liking girls, but boys will be interesting to you too. I'm sorry, but that's part of the package."
I blew out a breath. "I can handle it, as long as I'm not dying. Anything else?" I asked impatiently.
"It's your own X chromosome that determines your body shape and looks. Wyex doesn't automatically make you beautiful, or even attractive. If you aren't happy with how you look, letting it lapse and trying again won't do you any good, okay? Don't do that. Just accept who you are."
"Okay. Got it. Please tell me I can have it now," I begged.
Doctor J. laughed a little. "I have nothing else to tell you, and I'll take that as informed consent. Can you take off the gown or do you need help?"
I reached up behind my neck and untied the single knot holding the gown closed. I pulled it down until it was folded over in my lap. No sense in being naked while she got ready.
I watched her as she twisted one side of the heavy canister, removing a clear cylinder with multiple winding tubes of pink fluid inside of it.
"Okay, there's seven small needles that'll inject the serum into you. It'll hurt for a moment, then the pain fades. Try not to flinch or jump, you could possibly break a needle off inside of you."
She brought it over, and I brushed the hospital gown to the floor. Doctor J. pressed one end of the cold injector to my belly, a couple of inches below my belly button, and on the count of three depressed the button on the top.
I barely felt the sting of the needles, it was merely a drop in the ocean of pain I'd been swimming in. The pink fluid drained quickly downward, and then she pulled the injector away. The puncture marks healed over before any blood even had a chance to escape.
I waited, and nothing was happening. "Is it working?" I worried.
Josh's Mom gave me a reassuring smile. "The first stage takes all of your body hair away and uses the material to lengthen the hair on your head. You don't have either right now, Billy. The second stage should be starting soon."
"What's the sec-" I stopped, because the pain faded fast. Suddenly I didn't care at all what the second stage did.
"Second stage is soft tissues. Muscles, fat, cartilage, your reproductive organs, things like that... including your tumor. You probably won't notice much of a physical change aside from your genitals until you put some weight back on."
I felt things moving around under my skin, but I was completely high on the euphoria of absolutely no pain. It should have been creepy, but I couldn't bring myself to be bothered. Not even about my face and groin moving around.
"The last stage is your bones. It's going to feel very, very strange, okay Billy? You may want to keep your eyes closed."
I shut my eyes, following her advice, and felt myself get a little shorter and narrower, sliding on the hospital bed from the top down and also the bottom up.
The feeling of my bones shifting slowed and stopped, and I took a deep breath before letting out an uncontrollable giggle. My voice was now in a higher register, otherwise I'd have been able to say it was a chuckle.
"Is everything okay?" she asked.
A couple of happy tears leaked out from the corners of my eyes. "The pain's gone. I don't feel like I'm dying anymore. I am so far past just 'okay' that I can't even see it anymore."
I opened my eyes, and Doctor J. smiled at me. "You can get up if you like, but be careful. Your center of gravity has changed, and you are still very weak. Slowly, understand?"
I very carefully slid out of the hospital bed, and Doctor J. grabbed hold of my arm to help me balance. She pulled the bandage from my forearm where all the blood draws had been taken, and underneath was pristine, unmarred skin. I looked at her questioningly.
"Just like the injection site," she explained, "the serum closes any open wounds, and erases scars."
We shuffled to the bathroom mirror, and I got a good look at myself.
I was still a bald skeleton with skin, but the deep bags under my eyes had vanished and the skeleton was obviously female.
My shoulders and ribcage had narrowed, and my pelvic bones were a little bigger and starkly pressing against my skin. It looked like it should have been painful, but it wasn't. My cheekbones were even more pronounced, my nose and chin smaller, but all in all I didn't look that much different. Just me, plus one vagina, minus a little height.
"Thanks, Doctor J. I'd better give Josh a call. I suppose I need to wait for my parents to actually leave, don't I?"
She frowned at me. "You do. I'm sorry, but you are still a minor."
"Great." I had spent enough time in this hospital, I wanted to just go. We made our way slowly back to the bed, and I put the hospital gown back on and slipped under the covers. Then the most amazing thing happened.
My stomach growled.
I looked at it surprised, and Doctor J. asked, "Should I call for some food?"
I nodded quickly. "Lots and lots of it. I'm hungry for the first time in months."
She ran her hand over my bald head, which was probably against some kind of hospital policy, but she'd known me since I was five years old. She got a lot of leeway from me. Plus, you know, smoking hot MILF. "I'll get on that, and give your parents a call too, while I'm at it."
She left the room, and I picked up the room phone to call my best friend, as promised. Stupid hospital rules about cell phones. You don't realize how much you store information on it until you can't use it. It took me weeks to memorize Josh's phone number.
It rang twice before he picked up, eschewing a hello to instead ask, "Everything better?" as a greeting.
"So much better, you don't even know. Girl now, you know, but better."
"Yeah, your voice is different. When can you leave?"
I groaned, "I have to wait on the parents. They're both at work, so it's going to suck."
"Okay. I'm on my way back."
"Dude!" I protested, "You were just here! You don't have to come back just because I'm stuck here."
"Like I would make you be bored by yourself." I could imagine him rolling his eyes. "I'll see the new you soon."
Well, I guess that was that. I really did have the best friend in existence.
******
I was still flipping through the channels on the tiny TV in my room an hour later when Josh walked in, plastic bags in his hands.
"Oh thank God you're here. TV sucks so much balls."
He grinned and shuffled over to sit at my bedside. I was a little worried that I'd have some kind of thing for him after the whole gender and sexuality changeup, but thankfully he was still just my best bud to me. I hoped it stayed that way.
"Whatcha got there?" I nodded at the bags in his hands.
He sighed and ran a hand back over his stubbly head. "Mama called me right after I got off the phone with you. Said you didn't have any clothes, and gave me a list of what to get, and the sizes she thought would fit. I'd have been here way sooner if I didn't have to go buy all this shit."
He placed the bags in my lap, and the first thing that caught my attention was a bra and pack of panties. "You actually went into the women's underwear section and got stuff?" That must have been humiliating.
He shrugged. "Yeah. I'll do this for you, but there's no way I will ever go buy you tampons, so don't even ask about that."
I grimaced. Yeah, that was going to be a thing now. Still, I was touched that he went and got me a change of clothes no matter how embarrassing it must have been. "Help me to the bathroom, please? I have to get out of this hospital gown."
Josh held my arm and helped me shuffle to the bathroom, the bags clenched in one of his hands. He bravely didn't look at my bony ass hanging out in the back. I know, because I was watching to make sure.
Once I was sitting on the closed toilet lid, he left me to get dressed in private. I tore open the five pack of cotton panties, and pulled on the first pair from the top. I don't know what possessed him to buy me Wonder Woman panties, but it was a little funny.
They fit a little loose, but they'd work. The bra came out next, and after fighting with it for long minutes until I was almost in tears, I got it on. I had to dig in the bag for the tag to find out the size was a 28 AA. I probably didn't need to even wear it, not having anything up top, but I also probably should get into the practice of wearing one.
There was a purple tracksuit that was also a little too big, a package of socks, and a pair of white sneakers that were a little too small. Despite the fact that only the bra actually fit me, I was so incredibly grateful that I just sat all alone in the bathroom for long, long minutes until I got my emotions back under control.
"Josh? Help me again please?" I called out, and the door immediately opened like he was standing just outside of it, waiting for me. He probably was.
Josh Johnson, the best friend anyone has ever had, stayed with me in that boring hospital room on a sunny summer day for three hours until my parents finally came to get me discharged.
I really didn't deserve him.
******
"Hey, Mrs. J." I greeted as I gingerly made my way to the chair at her kitchen table.
Once Josh had me seated and comfortable, he scurried away to give us privacy at a look from his mom.
Immediately a huge piece of warm chocolate cake and an equally large pile of vanilla ice cream was placed in front of me.
At my questioning glance, Mrs. J. chuckled and sat next to me. "Expect me to feed you whenever I see you until I think you've put enough weight back on. How are you feeling, sweetie?"
I shrugged and started cutting into the cake with a spoon. "So much better, it's like night and day."
Amber Johnson grinned at me and wiped a stray tear from her eye. "I'm so glad to hear that. How are you dealing with being a girl so far?" she gently probed.
I looked down at myself. I hadn't put on any weight in the two days since I left the hospital, and I was wearing two layers of clothing and a stocking cap just to keep warm due to my lack of body fat. I didn't feel like a girl at all.
"It hasn't really sunk in yet. I mean, I don't have any hair, or boobs, and I'm always wearing multiple sweatsuits. Other than sitting to pee, I don't even think about it most of the time."
"Mmm. Well, I wouldn't worry about growing hair. Your hair is going to grow faster than you like from now on."
I paused with the dripping spoonful of cake and ice cream halfway to my mouth. "What do you mean?"
Josh's Mom sat back in her chair and sipped her coffee. "The hair on your head is going to grow twice as fast as it should. The upshot," she confided, "is that you never have to worry about shaving ever again."
I stuck the spoonful into my mouth and tried to make sense of what she was telling me; I came up empty. "I'm sorry, I don't get it."
"Wyex takes all of your body hair, breaks it down, and uses the material on your head. It's not just a one-time thing, it's constantly happening. So, you'll have to get your hair trimmed more often, but you'll never have to shave your legs, or your underarms, or... well, you know," she said leadingly.
I tried so hard to not be embarrassed, but truthfully shaving my pussy wasn't a thought I'd even had yet. "Okay... that's, uh... good, I guess?"
She chuckled and took another sip of her java. "Look, I won't bombard you with all the little things that I think you should know, okay? I can see you're uncomfortable. Just know that you can call me at anytime. Your own mother can help you with being a girl, but if you need to talk to someone who's went through the same transition that you have, I'm always here for you."
I was touched, and my eyes watered a bit. "Thanks, Mrs. J. I mean that."
And then, as I sat with a face full of cake and ice cream, looking like a starvation victim in layer upon layer of clothing, The Goddess of Ridgeway High walked into the room.
The very first playdate Josh and I ever had, way back in kindergarten, five-year old me met Josh's seven-year old big sister Brooke for the first time... and fell in love. Completely.
As she grew up and matured, it became obvious that she'd taken all the best traits of both of her mothers and combined them into the most perfect woman in existence.
She had Karen's beautiful face, tall and athletic body, intelligence, and confidence. She also had Amber's blonde hair, blue eyes, kind disposition, and, to put it crudely, tits for days and ass for weeks.
Everyone at school talked about the divinity made mortal flesh that was Brooke Johnson, yet the few guys brave enough to ask for a date were always gently let down. She didn't even go to either her Junior or Senior Proms.
"Hey Mom," she started without preamble, "we're out of laundry deter... oh, hello! I'm Brooke. Are you one of Georgie's friends?"



I must have looked even smaller than I had thought if I appeared to be the age of the youngest in the Johnson clan. "Hi Brooke. It's me, Billy. Or, well, Emily now, I guess," I shrugged.
Imagine the girl you've had a crush on for most of your life seeing you at almost your absolute worst. I'd only ever looked worse right before I got the Wyex. I never came around Josh's house once I got sick for this very reason. I didn't want Brooke to see me sickly, no matter how slim my chances with her were. Now that I was female, that particular lifelong dream was going to have to be chased down and killed.
Brooke blinked wide-eyed at me, thrown for a loop. Mrs. J. queried, "Emily?"
I ducked my head. "Mom insisted. I guess she had a cousin named Emily who passed away a long time ago. Cancer got her too, if you can believe that." I had a perfectly good, unisex name in Billie, but no. Emily Jane Koenshaeffer.
I glanced back up just in time to see Josh's sister reboot her brain, and then she had her arms around my head, hugging me deep into her chest of wonder. "Oh my God! Billy!"
I had thought that I was humiliated to the limit with her seeing me as a skeleton, but I was so, so wrong. I felt my panties get hot and damp.
I peed my pants while in the arms of the girl of my dreams.
Hot tears of shame and humiliation leaked from the corners of my eyes, and I prayed to every conceivable deity that she wouldn't notice. Please, just this once, please let me off the hook.
I patted her arm with a shaking hand, and tried not to stutter. "It's good to see you too, Brooke."
She pulled back, and with her arms still around my neck gave me a blinding smile. "Welcome to the sisterhood Bil- Emily." Her eyes darted between her mom and I. "Oh, I stumbled onto your therapy time, didn't I? I'll leave you two to it. Make sure you say goodbye before you leave, okay?"
I nodded, and tried to get my face to just not be on fire anymore. "Sure thing, Brooke."
I didn't watch her leave the room, I just tried not to break down into tears. At least she didn't notice my accident.
Mrs. J. watched me carefully for a moment. "Are you okay, dear?"
I shook my head, wondering how I was supposed to get the words out. "I, uh... I think, um. I think I had a little accident. I'm so sorry."
"Oh honey!" she pitied me, and I felt even worse. "Come on, I'll help you to the bathroom and find you something dry to wear."
We shuffled to the bathroom, and once I was alone, I pulled both pairs of sweatpants down and checked how bad the damage was.
They were both dry.
I checked my panties, and they were almost soaked. The thing is, I didn't smell any urine at all. Tentatively, I swiped my finger through the wetness trapped in the gusset and brought it up to my face for a cursory sniff.
Nope, definitely not pee. Brooke's friendly, boobs-in-face hug made me so wet I thought I had peed myself. In my defense though, what was I supposed to think?
Now even more embarrassed, I wiped away the mess as best I could, pulled all of my clothes back up and determined to do it on my own, carefully shuffled back out to the kitchen.
Amber came back in the room five minutes later, arms full of clothing, and stopped in confusion. "Emily?"
"I, uh, I was mistaken."
"So you're not wet?" she asked in the verbiage of a mother who's changed countless diapers.
I started giggling hysterically. It took minutes to be able to make any words come out. "I, um, I can tell you something and you'll keep a secret, right?"
"Of course, dear. What is it?"
If I didn't consider Josh's parents as secondary parents to my own, I doubt I would have admitted anything. "I didn't pee myself. I, um, did make my panties a little wet though."
"Oh," she said. Then it sunk in what I meant, and her eyes widened perceptibly. "Ohhhh!"
I propped my elbows on the table, then hid my face in my hands. "I didn't know!" I defended myself, muffled though the words were. "That's never happened before!"
I heard her chuckling to herself, and I chanced a peek through my fingers to see her eyes dancing with amusement as she took a sip of her no longer steaming coffee.
I looked anywhere but at her for the longest time, until she spoke.
"Soooo... Brooke, huh?" she teased.
"Okay, that's not fair," I complained. "You point out someone who doesn't have a crush on Brooke and I'll point out a family member."
"Fair enough," Brooke's mom conceded. "She is awfully pretty."
"Yeah, she's pretty!" I over-agreed. "She's also kind to children, animals, and strangers, and has a near genius level IQ. She's a Goddess made real, and she doesn't even know it."
I deserved the weird look I got for that outburst. I earned it fair and square.
******
"Hey Dude," I greeted as I dropped into the beanbag chair.
"Dudette," my best friend greeted me back from the companion beanbag chair in the Johnson's game room.
Josh reached over and grabbed the spare control from the low set table he used to hold his stuff, handing it to me without a word.
I waited for him to finish his match. I wasn't the biggest fan of Smash Bros, but Josh lived the game. Loved it too, but really, he lived it.
I ran my fingers through my black hair, nearly reaching my shoulders. Josh's mom was right, it did grow stupidly fast. I'd already had the ends trimmed twice, and it was still longer than I'd ever had it... ever.
"So how was your first week?" I asked, bored already with just watching him play.
"Alright, I suppose. I miss having you in class with me, feels wrong to not have you there."
"I know, right!" I over-agreed. "I mean, I haven't seen you all week. We don't even have the same lunch period anymore!"
He looked amused, but let my outburst go without comment. That was the way we were. I'd get over-excited about everything, and Josh would dial me back just by being himself. Me becoming a girl didn't change that.
Still, I really did miss him. I missed too much school when I was sick, so five days ago I restarted my Sophomore year, while my best friend started his Junior year.
He finally finished kicking the snot out of the CPU controlled fighters, and backed out to the menu to change game modes. "No one's said anything to you, have they?" he worried, "I'm not there to watch your back anymore. You'd tell me if someone was giving you shit, right?"
"Oh, the whole girl thing? No, no one's said anything. I mean, it might have been different if I was trans and did it on purpose, but no one is going to pick on the kid who lost the fight with cancer," I shrugged.
"Lotta assholes around," he reminded me.
I got crushed really fast once I started trying to play the stupid game against him. "Yeah, I suppose there are. If someone starts something, you'll be the first to know, alright?"
"Okay. I'm holding you to that. Jesus Billy, I think you got worse at this."
"Emily," I corrected him. Again. "And of course you're whooping me. I'm not the one trying to go pro at this stupid game. How's that going, by the way?"
He started my second round of ass-kicking. "Lost in the qualifiers last time. Like before. But hey, at least I'm in the quals. I just gotta up my game. I'll get there."
"I really don't think playing against me is going to up your skill level, Josh."
"Well, no. Probably not. That's not why we're playing though. We're hanging out. Doing cooperative activities and shit."
I lost again, dropped the control and crossed my arms over my still-flat chest. "Then let's do something that's actually cooperative instead of just grinding my face into the pavement."
"Fine," he chuckled, well used to me being dramatic. "I'll load a different game."
******
"This isn't funny, Josh. I mean it."
"I'm really not joking. I can't take you to prom. Someone else wants to ask you."
I ran my fingers through the length of my bangs and glared. "Everyone already knows we're going together! Even if there was someone left to ask me, it's next fucking week! That was our deal, Josh. You go with me to Junior Prom, and I go with you to Senior."
I expected that I'd fill out eventually, but that never really happened. I got enough boobage to barely fill my a-cups and enough booty for the tiniest of jiggles, but that was it. Instead, I had a weird growth spurt that put me all the way up to five-foot-eleven. Kind people would describe me as 'willowy'. Everyone else would describe me how I looked; The Stick-Figure Girl.
I stood from the table, completely pissed off. "I'm leaving."
The jackass had the nerve to chuckle at me. Calmly, of all things. "If it doesn't pan out, I'll be your backup plan, okay? But you'll see I'm doing you a favor here."
I whipped my head around, sending my butt-length hair flying. I had decided if I couldn't grow ass or titties, I was going to have hair to die for. It was a long, thick mane of midnight that I took very good care of, and caused a small amount of jealousy to some. I'm sure the time I spent completely bald had nothing to do with it.
I left Josh's house in a huff, his amused chuckles pissing me off more, and started the angry march to my beat-up old car parked on the street.
And then, as I walked down the driveway, Brooke was walking from her car, out of classes for the day. I always seemed to see her when I was at Josh's house now.
I didn't expect to see her very often once she started college, but she went local and after the first year, lived at home instead of the dorms.
I tilted my head back and shook my hair out, trying to get some order into it. I knew I was primping, but couldn't stop myself. "Hey Brooke," I greeted her.
"Emily!" she smiled, then gave me a look of concern. "Are you okay?"
I huffed, "No. Your brother is an asshole."
She politely chuckled. "I doubt that. What happened?"
"He was supposed to be my date for my prom, but he just backed out on me! If he thinks I'm still going with him to his, he's got another thing coming after this!"
"Oh no. Don't say that Emily, this all my fault," she confessed. "I asked him to do it. I wanted to take you instead."
My heart started to pound in my chest. There was no way in hell that she was telling the truth. "I don't want a pity date, Brooke."
She cocked her beautiful face to the side and wondered, "Why would you think it's a 'pity date'?"
I rolled my eyes. "Let's see. You're twenty. In college. It's a Junior Prom. We're both girls. Even ignoring all of that, you're still the Goddess of Ridgeway High and I'm the Stick-Figure Girl. At least with Josh, everyone knows we're best friends."
I watched her look around, eyes darting all about the environment. "It's not a pity date, I swear. Can we go inside and talk about this? I don't want to bare my soul out here in front of the neighborhood."
I ran my fingers through my bangs again, a nervous habit, and her eyes followed my hand. "I'm still mad at Josh."
"Oh. Um, we can sit in my car? Please?"
The thing is, Brooke could have asked me to walk on hot coals, and I would have agreed to that as well.
I swept my hair all to one side and over my shoulder so I wouldn't sit on it. Nervously, I combed it with my fingers while I watched Brooke settle herself into the driver's seat and turn to me.
"Okay, so I really do want to be your date to prom. Honest. If, um, if you'd rather have a guy take you, then I can get some Wyex and a tux. If you want." It said something about the state of the world that a casual offer to change gender didn't merit a second thought.
My eyes narrowed involuntarily in confusion. If I didn't know better, I'd say she was nervous. "None of this makes any sense, Brooke. Why would you want to go with me? You didn't even go to your own prom," I reminded her.
One of her hands skittered over the steering wheel clumsily, like she couldn't get her fingers to work quite right. She also couldn't meet my eyes.
"Alright, I thought you knew, but I guess you don't, so... cards on the table. First, I didn't go to either of my own proms because there was no one I wanted to go with.
"I'm into girls, Emily," she confessed, and my heart started to pound again. Holy shit, I had no idea Brooke was a lesbian. "There were only three girls in the entire school that were out when I was there. Two weren't my type, and the other one was crazy. Like, self-cutting, fire-starting crazy. I wasn't going to lead any of them on with the hope of a relationship just to go to one dance, that would have been just... mean. So yeah, I didn't go to either of my own proms.
"After you got healthy again, I developed a little crush on you. I figured it would fade away when I had to live in the dorms for my freshman year. I purposely didn't come home very often to get over you.
"But last summer, I came home and while I was gone you had shot up in height and grew your hair out, and you somehow turned into the type of woman who pushes all of my hot buttons. All those feelings that I tried to forget came back with a lot of interest. I've honestly been trying to figure out a way to ask you out ever since you turned eighteen. Then Joshua mentioned that you were taking each other to your proms, and I thought; 'That's perfect!' I had to beg Joshua to let me ask you. Like, I actually got on my knees and begged, Emily. I want to date you, for real. Not a 'pity date'. A date-date."
I tried to wet my suddenly dry lips. "You like me? Like, like-like me?"
She shrugged sheepishly. "Yeah. For awhile now."
I closed my eyes and leaned my head back into the headrest. My mind had abruptly blanked out. "I've had feelings for you since I was five years old," I blurted.
She wasn't saying anything, so I opened my eyes again and looked over at her. To my surprise, her smile lit up the car interior and her eyes looked suspiciously shiny. "I'm, uh, really glad to hear that. Really, really glad. So I can take you to your prom?"
"I'd like that, if you're sure."
"Awesome! Do, do I need to be a guy, or...?"
I shook my head a little. "No. Be you, please." I couldn't believe that this was happening. My pulse raced and I couldn't seem to catch my breath. "You'd really change into a guy?"
"To make your prom go the way you want? Absolutely. It's not like it would be permanent or anything." There was no hint of sarcasm or teasing on her face. She was deadly serious.
"So, you're into girls who are straight up and down?" I tried to tease. My shaking voice spoiled the effect.
She reached over to hold my hand, and right then I was so grateful that my palms didn't sweat when I was anxious.
"I wouldn't put it like that. I love that you're taller than me. Passionate. Thin. I love your hair. Your face. God, Emily, your legs go on forever."
"Your entire body is a miracle," I confessed, as long as we were spilling all of our feelings at once.
She brought my hand to her mouth and lightly kissed my knuckles, and I soaked through my panties. "Oh that's just not fair," I breathed.
She gave me a shy, yet devastatingly sexy grin and leaned forward. "Can I ask you for something that might sound just a little creepy, and you won't be scared off?"
"You could ask me to walk through fire," I stated plainly.
"Wow. Um, okay. Could, could I touch your hair?"
"Uh, I guess so?" I put my hand behind my neck and pulled my mane to the other side of me, closer to her. I really wished she wanted to touch me somewhere I had nerve endings, but I'd take what I could get.
She sank her fingers into my hair and ever so slowly combed it downward. "Wow. It's even softer than I imagined," she whispered to me.
I couldn't stop myself, and traced her perfect jawline with my fingertips. Her pouty lips parted, and then she was kissing me.
It was unreal. Over a decade of fantasizing and dreaming about kissing this girl couldn't compare to the real thing, and a whimper escaped me. No one gets to have their first kiss with the girl of their dreams. No one but me.
She quickly backed off, and my eyes shot open. "Oh my God, I'm so sorry, Emily. I couldn't help myself, I didn't mean to do that so soon. Please forgive me. Don't let it ruin this," she pleaded.
I wanted to tell her that I belonged to her from now on. I wanted to tell her that I would never, ever say she was moving too fast. I wanted to tell her that the word 'No' just did not exist when I was with her.
Instead, I licked my lips, savoring the sensation. "I really liked that."
The flush across her cheeks darkened just a shade, and her swollen lips quirked into a bashful smile. "Me too. This got kind of serious real quick, didn't it?"
I wondered, "Are we? Serious, I mean?"
"I want us to be. Is that okay? I mean, if you need more time, or at least a couple of dates or whatever, I completely understand," she babbled.
Was that okay? It was all I ever wanted. "Holy shit. Brooke Johnson is my girlfriend," I stated.
She grinned at me like a huge weight was just lifted from her shoulders. "Let's go out. I can't wait a week for our first date. Dinner, maybe a movie?"
"That sounds really good." I'd rather spend our time together making out more, but I knew that if it was up to me to set the pace, I'd push too far too fast and ruin everything. This had to last as long as it could. Maybe, just maybe, it could go the distance.
"I should go home first and change," I suggested.
"You look great," she disagreed, and started backing her car out of the driveway.
I wasn't going to admit that what I really wanted was a pair of clean underwear. I'd just have to put up with soggy panties.
******
"Are you having a good time?" Brooke asked me, looking up at me with her hands held loosely behind my neck.
I kept my hands on her slim waist, even though they kept wanting to stray to her far more interesting parts. I also kept my eyes on hers, even though her dress was baring a lot of cleavage that kept trying to draw my gaze.
I swear that her prom dress was painted onto that magnificent body.
"I am," I agreed. "Thanks for putting up with my two left feet."
"You're not that bad," she lied to me.
Slow dances I could handle, for the most part. My body was still too new to me though, and ever since my stupid growth spurt I was even more clumsy than just changing genders would account for. Fast dancing in heels was out of the question.
I did have a great distraction in my date. No one was looking at me stumbling around when I had Brooke Johnson in my arms. Her low-cut, extremely tight teal dress with white accents had caused more than one guy to have to sit down and hide until he stopped tenting.
For my part, I had to put a panty-liner in otherwise I'd be dripping down my leg. It took four dates over the course of a week of having Brooke paying me romantic attention to learn, but I eventually did get that if I was with her, I was going to be turned on.
My own dress was the kind that only girls with no tits could wear. Loose and slinky, it slithered over my body with my slightest movement. The white fabric with teal trim covered very little of my skin. I couldn't wear a bra with it, not that I needed one, so I had two adhesive pads over my nipples and a thong that was really uncomfortable.
Brooke seemed to really like my bare back, because her hand found my skin and explored every single time we sat down. If she kept it up, I was going to melt into a puddle of Emily-goo before the night was over. That was a fact.
"Hey, so, I don't know how to bring this up, so I'm just going to put it out there. Uh, I got us a hotel room. You know, for after. If you want."
I froze, and Brooke stumbled a bit as her dancing partner suddenly stopped moving.
Completely misreading me, she started tripping over her words trying to back out. "We don't have to use it, or anything. I'm not expecting anything you're not ready for. We don't have to go. Forget I mentioned it, okay? It's way too soon, right? God, I'm so stupid, I never-"



I dipped down and kissed her to stop her babbling. She pulled me in and pressed every inch of her glorious body to mine that she could. It was all I could do to keep my hands in the safe zone.
I opened my eyes and glanced around, and everyone at the dance was staring as we made out on the dance floor.
Pulling back, I took in her flushed face and heaving bosom at a glance. "Let's go. Right away. We... kind of made a scene just now."
"You don't have to tell me twice," she smiled, and then she was pulling me by the hand as fast as she could, away from the gawking crowd.
******
I held her hand as she drove us away from the dance. It occurred to me that I was completely unprepared to spend the night away from home. "Uh, Brooke? Can we stop at my house first? I need a change of clothes and stuff."
My girlfriend glanced at me, and bit her plump lip nervously. "I kind of packed some things for you, you know, in case you wanted to come with me to the room. If that's no good then we can totally go get your stuff, but if you can trust me I've got you covered. Even have a brand new toothbrush."
"That's sweet of you, but I can't fit into your clothes." Our bodies were polar opposites.
She ducked her head a little, and in an embarrassed tone admitted, "No, I bought you some things in your sizes. I know it was really kind of, pretentious maybe? I just wanted to cover all the bases, and try to make this night go as smoothly as possible. I tend to over-prepare when I'm unsure."
From someone I wasn't madly in love with, the gesture could be taken the wrong way. From Brooke, though, it just seemed amazingly thoughtful.
I brought her trapped hand to my mouth, and kissed the dip between her knuckles. A sound came from her that wouldn't be out of place in a porn movie, and the car noticeably picked up speed.
I had been so good with holding myself back, but now knowing what the night had in store for us the floodgates were open in more ways than one. I maneuvered her index finger straight, and sucked it into my mouth, licking and sucking on it.
"Oh God, Baby," she squealed. "You, fuck! You're going to make me wreck the car!"
She had a point. I sucked her finger as dry as I could on its way out of my mouth, and gripped her hand convulsively.
"I am so turned on right now," she breathed.
"I've been wet the whole night," I confessed.
"I can wait until the hotel room," she told herself. "I can. I know I can."
Knowing that Brooke was seriously attracted to me, as much as I was to her, I couldn't help but to tease her. I inched my dress up, baring more and more of my legs.
I didn't see whatever it was she liked about my legs so much, but that and my hair were what I had to work with. My hair was bound in a very tight french braid that reached the middle of my back, so there wasn't much I could do with that unless I wanted to club her with it. So, legs it was.
"Wha-what are you doing?" she asked me, her voice wobbling.
"Trying to tease you," I freely admitted. "How am I doing?"
"Really good. Too good."
I finally got my dress as high as I dared, and spread my thighs apart. I unwound our fingers from each other and put her hand on the inside of my thigh, then turned my attention to stroking the attached forearm.
I didn't have to work at holding her hand there, Brooke groped my thigh like there was nothing else she'd rather be doing. She stroked up and down the length of it, and squeezed the soft inside. My head fell back at the sensation, electricity sparking everywhere from her touch.
She got bolder, and began to explore closer and closer to my pussy. Suddenly embarrassed about the pad I was wearing to contain my wetness, I pulled her hand back off my leg, but kissed it so she wouldn't think that I didn't like her touching me.
"How much longer, Brooke?" I pleaded.
"Right there," she said, and pulled her hand back to the wheel to guide the vehicle into the parking lot of what was actually a decent hotel.
We parked, and after she grabbed the overnight bag from the trunk, we walked into the hotel, hand-in-hand. If I had the key and the room number, I would have broke into a run, heels be damned. As it was, I had to let her guide me.
She fished the key card from her purse and opened the door, and we walked into the room. My heart started to pound, and I was sweating a little.
I needed to take a little shower before we could do anything, I decided. I needed to clean my pussy, make sure that my nipples didn't taste like the pasties, and rinse off the sweat.
Before I could bring it up, the door closed, and Brooke lost any patience she had.
She simply dropped the bag and purse, put her hands to the sides of my head, and pulled me down for the mother of all aggressive kisses.
I wrapped my arms around her, winding one hand into her shoulder-length blonde hair, and grasped a handful of her glorious, soft bottom. She whimpered into my open mouth, and went crazy with her tongue.
I raised one leg through the slit in my dress and wound it around her legs, stroking her calves with mine.
Her hands wandered down my dress, and she squeezed my little booblets. It felt so very, very good, but it also reminded me that I needed to get the pads off. Reluctantly, I unwrapped myself from her.
I used one finger to trace her lower lip, and briefly thought about just going for it, but the reality was that I wanted our first time to be as perfect as I could make it. "Hold that thought, Brooke. I need a quick shower, and then I'm yours for as long as you want me."
"Don't keep me waiting too long, okay? Do you need anything from the bag?"
I thought quickly. "Body wash and a hairbrush?"
She bent over and dug in the bag, blocking me from seeing the interior. Not that I would have noticed anything other than the curve of her bubbly ass and hips. I was mere seconds away from groping her again when she popped back up and handed me my requested items.
"This is the body wash I use," I stated dumbly.
"Yeah, I like the way it smells on you, so I got you some for tonight. Um, I've got some surprises in the bag, so don't go digging in it unless you want to spoil it, okay?"
"Okay. I won't go digging. Five minutes," I promised, and stole a quick kiss before hurrying into the bathroom.
I slipped my heels off while unclasping my dress from behind my neck, letting it slither down to pool at my feet. I quickly hung it from the hook on the door; I was going to need that dress again next week for Josh's prom.
The pads came away from my breasts relatively easier than expected, and I wound my soaked panty liner in toilet paper and hid it in the garbage can.
I made sure not to get my face or hair wet in the shower. It would take at least a half an hour of blow-drying to get the water out of my hair, and I didn't want to reapply my makeup.
I cleaned myself thoroughly, but quickly with the body wash. Then, once I was out of the shower and as dry as the hotel towel could get, I undid my braid and brushed my hair out, trying to get some volume back into it.
I looked into that hotel room mirror, and took a deep breath. This was it. I was going to lose my virginity to the most beautiful woman I'd ever met.
I opened the door and walked out of the room as naked as the day I was born, if not the same gender. It took a conscious effort to not cover up my pathetic booblets. As attracted to Brooke as I was, she did make me feel a little underdeveloped at times.
The look on her face when she saw me was immensely gratifying. She sat dumbfounded in the chair, still in her dress, and stared with her mouth wide open.
I put my arms up and twirled in a slow circle, letting her see me from all angles. Part of it was that her reaction was so very good for my self image, and I wanted to show off just a little. The other part was I wanted her to know just what she was getting in me as a bed partner. If she wanted to back out because I looked different naked than she thought I would, it would hurt less now than in the middle of something.
She still wasn't making any sounds or movements, so I did my best to saunter over and sit myself in her lap.
Despite being almost six feet tall, I only weighed about one twenty-five. At least fifteen pounds of that was hair. My frame was very tall and narrow, so I didn't have to worry about being too heavy for her.
"I can't tell whether or not you like," I half-teased, wrapping an arm behind her neck and leaning into her.
"Oh, I like," she told my nipple, inches from her face. "I'm, uh, just more turned on than I've ever been and having trouble thinking clearly. Your skin is so flawless, Emily. You shaved? For me?"
"I, um, don't grow hair on my body. At all. It's one of the side effects of Wyex, the pink kind anyway. Is that okay?"
Instead of answering me verbally, she licked the nipple she'd been having a conversation with. So very slowly, she dragged her wet tongue upwards, and then she sucked as much of my tiny titty into her mouth as she could.
I groaned, long and low. I didn't ever think that would feel that good. It wasn't like I could suck on them myself. When I was a guy I had always thought girls just let their partners suck on their boobs for the partner's benefit, but that was completely and utterly wrong. My arm around her neck tightened, pulling her head in closer, and my legs flopped open.
Brooke went right for it. Her slim fingers found my slit, and then she was rubbing my slippery clit with a circular motion.
I had been worked up for the longest time, so within a minute I went off like a firework. My hips bucked and I lifted off of her lap as an immense orgasm washed through my entire body. I saw stars behind my clenched eyelids.
She rubbed me through it, stretching out the feeling until I thought I was going to die. Grasping her wrist with an iron grip, I had to pull her hand away. It was too sensitive.
"Thank you," I heaved, and gave her a grateful kiss. Then, on unsteady legs, I staggered from her lap to the bed and sprawled across it, my thighs wide open.
"Come join me," I begged. My body convulsed with the aftershocks, and I couldn't help but to squeeze my booblets and feel on my own tingling skin.
Brooke pleaded, "Can we turn off the lights?"
I stopped touching myself and frowned. I had put myself completely on display for her, that didn't seem very fair. "What have you got to be shy about?" I honestly wondered.
"I've got some scars," she shrugged helplessly. "Ugly ones."
"What happened? Scars from what?"
"Keyhole surgery for my appendectomy," she covered her abs with one hand protectively.
I looked at her, concerned. "You don't really think I'm about to let you go, or even be turned off by a little scarring, do you?"
"Well, no, I guess not. But still, it's my hang-up. Please? Just this once?" she begged.
"If it bothers you that much, then sure. Just, uh, turn on the bathroom light and crack the door a little? I already don't know what I'm doing, and trying to figure it out in a pitch black room is a level of difficulty I don't need."
She looked so relieved as she stepped out of her heels and hurried to the bathroom, turning on the light and leaving the door open enough for a little light to enter the room, and then she killed the overhead light.
With the curtains closed, the room dropped into almost complete black. I blinked rapidly, as my eyes weren't adjusted to the darkness at all. I could barely make out her silhouette as she reached behind herself and unzipped her dress.
She pulled her arms from the sleeves, and all that fabric dropped down. She bent at the waist, pulling her panties down, and then she unclasped her bra in front, and dropped that to the floor as well.
Then very, very naked Brooke was sliding into the bed with me, giving me a sweet, lingering kiss. "Thanks," she told me.
I turned towards her, and slid my palm over the curve of her seemingly massive breast. She cooed appreciatively.
The memory I'd been chasing crystallized in my mind. "Before we go any further, I want to tell you this before I forget, okay?"
She froze, "What is it?"
"Nothing bad. Uh, when I got that first shot of Wyex, your mother said something about it erasing scars. I don't know if they come back after the Wyex fades, that doesn't really apply to me. Just, uh, it seems like you are really bothered, so I thought I'd put it out there? Maybe you should talk to Dr. J. about it?"
Her breath left her in a rush, and she hugged me with all of her strength, squishing those succulent tits against me. "You think so?"
I shrugged, "I honestly don't know. Like I said, talk to your mama."
She kissed me, lovingly, and then started kissing her way down my body.
"Mmm. What are you doing? I'm pretty sure that it's my turn to make your head explode."
"No. I'm going to worship you first. I'm, uh, not very experienced, but I want you to know I've been hoping for someone just like you pretty much my whole life. Let me take care of you, okay?"
"You may have been hoping for someone like me, Brooke, but I've been wanting you, specifically for-" Oh. My. Gawwwd.
I couldn't continue my thought, or have any thoughts at all, because her tongue found my leaking gash and began to taste and explore.
Suddenly self-conscious, I gave her an exit. "That feels so good, Baby, but if you don't like the taste, you don't have to."
She stopped just long enough to murmur, "You taste so good, Honey. Really. I could live down here."
When she went back to savoring me, I relaxed back into the pillow and propped my legs up to give her better access.
Before I got sick, back when I was a dude, I masturbated constantly. I jacked off like I was going to win something if I kept doing it. After I became Emily, it just wasn't that much of a driving need for me anymore. I rarely played with myself. Pretty much everything my girlfriend was doing to me was unexplored territory.
The feeling of her smooth, wet tongue gliding around and inside of me was nirvana. I didn't think it could get much better, and then she started to suck on my clit and slipped her finger inside.
My hands found her head. I wasn't pressing her into me, or forcing her towards any particular place. I just had to touch her, and her head was all I could reach. My hips started to grind all on their own, matching the pace of her very talented finger.
It took some time, but eventually I started to come again. I deliberately let go of her head and fisted the bedsheets as I squeezed around her probing digit and lost my mind.
The muscles in my neck tightened up, and through my clenched teeth I moaned and panted nonsensically. My thighs squeezed on her head, and I couldn't stop myself from doing it.
Eventually, I got ahold of myself and forced my legs apart. I let out a breath and started giggling softly.
From the region of my crotch, I heard her smug voice ask, "Did you like that?"
"That was so good, Baby. So, so good."
"Want some more?"
I could actually hear the smile in her voice. "No. I want you to come up here and kiss me, and then it's my turn to play with your body."
Brooke crawled up my body, between my splayed legs, dragging her hard-as-rock nipples over my skin as she did. "You don't have to kiss me," she tried, "considering what's all over my face."
Like that was going to stop me. I shoved my tongue in her mouth, tasting myself in the process. I didn't taste bad at all. I found her massive tits, and with both hands, groped, squeezed, and pinched nipples to my heart's content. They had to be bigger than volleyballs, and had very little sag. Just two high hanging ripe fruits. Maybe gourds.
I cajoled her onto her back, and went after her nipples. "I love your tits so much, Brooke. These are some of the natural wonders of the world, right here."
"Really? You're like the only one who talks to my face instead of my chest," she commented.
I took a hard, pulling suck of the nip right in front of my face. "You don't even know how hard it is to do that, either."
I must have spent at least ten minutes on her breasts, glorifying in their greatness, until the needy humping of her pelvis became too much to ignore.
Maneuvering downward, I purposely didn't touch her belly even though I really wanted to, trying to be sensitive about her insecurity. Once I was past there, though, I was face-to-face with her trimmed muff.
She smelled amazing. I tentatively ran a finger down her folds, and she was so very wet. Any doubts I had in the back of my mind over whether or not my skinny body actually turned her on were banished forever.
I knew the theory of pussy eating, though I'd never done it before. I decided to just mimic what she did for me, and listen for any noises she made to fine tune it.
I took a lick, sampling her taste. Brooke's vagina must leak the nectar of the gods, because suddenly I felt like I could move mountains and also felt like I'd never get my fill. I dove in as deep as I could and went nuts.
Brooke didn't have the same courtesy for me that I had for her. Her hands fisted into my hair, pulling it a little, and she used it like handles to move me wherever she wanted me to go.
It was completely hot.
I had no idea that I would like having my hair pulled, and I also had no idea that I'd respond to aggression so well. Brooke, in-between appreciative noises, made demands and heaped praise, a non-stop unbroken litany of dirty talking that made me so hot I actually started to finger myself while I worked on her.
I ate that pussy like a starving woman, and finally got enough courage to slip a finger inside.
Brooke squeezed my finger and squealed, and went into the sexiest seizure ever. There was no doubt that she was having a real orgasm, given the way she was shaking and her legs flopped around, not to mention the copious amounts of wetness she spouted.
She pulled my head back by the hair, pleading, "No more, no more!" I eased my finger from her tunnel, kissing her inner thigh gently.
I rested my head on her thigh, blindly stroking her other leg while she caught her breath and randomly shivered.
"Emily? I kind of need you to fuck me now. Really bad."
I giggled, and rubbed her mound with my palm, drawing a moan from her. "I'm kind of lacking the equipment for that, Brooke."
"Mmmm," she groaned, "in the bag, there's some Wyex-light."
I blew out a breath. I really didn't want to disappoint her, but, "I can't take Wyex, Honey. Any of it. I've already got it in my system."
"Oh. I didn't know that was a thing, I'm so sorry! I knew I should have gotten a harness or something, but no one uses them anymore. Should... do you think I should use it?"
"Only if you want to. I'm perfectly happy to do whatever you like." It was the truth, my hand to God. Whatever she wanted I'd gladly make happen, if at all possible. Unfortunately, growing a flesh strap-on wasn't possible for me.
"I've never used it before, but... would that be okay? It's not going to gross you out if I have a dick?"
"I'm bisexual, Honey. Completely. Wyex made me that way. So, no, it won't gross me out. If you want to, go for it."
Brooke sat up, carefully extricated herself from me, and bounced over to the bag, removing a familiar shaped cylinder from it in the sliver of light from the cracked open door. "One sec," she told me, and eased into the bathroom.
Five minutes later, Brooke exited the bathroom bashfully. "Uh, Emily? We might have a little problem, here."
"What is it?"
"I didn't expect that I'd be so... big," she said with heavy meaning.
"Well, consider my curiosity peaked. Why don't you come here and let me see for myself?"
Brooke walked to me, one hand covering her new equipment, and she carefully laid down beside me.



My eyes had adjusted to the dark well enough to make out details, and her face conveyed a mixture of both anxiety and hope. Gently, I pulled her hand away and took a good look.
She was right. That thing was humongous.
"Wow Honey. You're hung!" I teased, giggling.
"It's not funny," she frowned. "I'm terrified I'm going to hurt you with it."
I enclosed her shaft in my hand, not able to make a complete grasp around her girth. Giving it a gentle squeeze, I stroked it up and down a bit.
Her lips parted, and she started breathing really heavy. "Oh God, I didn't know it would feel like that!"
She thought that felt good? "Oh Baby, this is nothing. Wait until you're trying to stuff this monster into my Little. Tight. Pussy." I emphasized those last three words with hard squeezes to her shaft, and her cock pulsed harder, the mushroom head swelling just a shade bigger.
"Holy Shit," she breathed, lost in the new sensations. I stole a kiss, pushing her onto her back and swinging one of my legs over her thighs.
I straddled her and sat up. "You'd better lie still, at first. Okay?"
At her wordless nod, I pulled her dick into alignment, licked my free hand and rubbed it over her cock head, lubricating it. Gently, I eased down, feeling like I was being parted by a baseball.
Her hands gripped my thighs almost painfully tight while I worked her member into me. While I was tall, I was also very narrow, and my pussy seemed to be tall and narrow accordingly. Involuntarily, she kept flexing her dick, making it swell noticeably inside of me. I grit my teeth and pushed through. I knew she wasn't doing it on purpose.
If that was the uncomfortable part of my first time, I'd take it and be grateful. Naturally born women had to tear their hymen but I didn't have to experience that. Thank God Wyex didn't give me a maidenhood.
Down two inches, then back up one. Down another two inches, back up one. Slowly I stretched myself over her thick cock, easing down in miniscule gains until I touched down.
"Give me a second to get used to you, Baby. It feels like you're poking my stomach." I was completely filled, there wasn't a millimeter of wasted space.
Brooke covered up her eyes with her hands, concentrating on not moving a muscle. "You're so tight, Emily. So hot and wet. I didn't know it could feel this good."
I eased up a little, then back down. Then I did it again. I never understood how it could be described as 'plundering' until that moment.
I reached down and grasped her ribcage for purchase, right underneath her massive tits, and started to grind down, swiveling my hips back and forth.
My hair was out of control, so I whipped my head to the side, getting it all in one place. My partner reacted.
"Fuck that was sexy," she moaned, and started to thrust up and into me.
The pistoning of her long, girthy cock into me was like nothing I ever experienced. I didn't even realize how much I was needing to be penetrated until Brooke started to drive.
I laid down on her, taking a deep kiss, then whispered, "Roll us over. Fuck me Baby."
Brooke didn't need to be told twice. With surprising strength, she did just that, rolling us over so she was on top and still buried deep within me.
The truth was, I really did have long, thin legs. It was easy to wrap them around her waist and hook my ankles together. I grasped two handfuls of her soft booty and pulled.
She got the hint, and started to pound me. I stared into her eyes, unable to make a sound as she worked her length in and out of me. The movement of her jiggly ass in my hands added an erotic element, as did her tits wobbling right below my vision.
Lost in the feeling, Brooke ravaged me. It was so good, but it was also bordering on pain with just how hard she was fucking me. My cunt felt stretched tight around her thickness as she scoured my depths. I looked into her eyes and begged, "Pull my hair!"
She grasped a handful at the back of my head and pulled, and I came hard. I don't know if it was my wailing that set her off, or if it was the uncontrollable clenching of my orgasm, but she buried her length in me to the hilt and came herself.
The feeling of her hot cum splashing inside of me and her thick cock pulsing against my walls kicked me up into a higher register, and after a few heartbeats, everything went black.
I came around, blearily, and looked over at Brooke lounging next to me. "What happened?"
"You, uh, passed out? I think?"
"Oh, that makes sense," I muttered thickly.
I don't think I had ever felt so relaxed and satisfied in my life. I stretched luxuriously, writhing a bit on the bed. "Mmmm. That was the best first time anyone has ever had. Thank you for that, Honey."
"That was your first time?" she worried.
I chuckled, feeling a little high. "I only had my first kiss a week ago."
"Oh no. I ruined all of your first times?" she fretted, hands pulling at her hair.
"Whoa, whoa. Back up a bit. Who said they were ruined?"
"I attacked you in my car for your first kiss, and then... this."
"I got to have my first kiss with the girl of my dreams. Gave her my virginity. It was so good, I passed out. If that's what you consider 'ruin', you can just keep on ruining me."
She was quiet for a moment. "I'm the girl of your dreams?" she asked in a soft voice.
"Mmhm. Always have been. Are you a side-sleeper or a back-sleeper?" I asked to change the subject. It was way too soon for the L-word.
"Uh, back-sleeper?"
"Perfect. Come lay down," I beckoned.
She laid down gingerly, like she was waiting for the other shoe to drop, but once she was settled in I tucked myself under her arm, head on her chest just above her giant titty. I wrapped an arm around her midsection and flung a leg over hers. One full body squeeze later, and I was already falling asleep.
"G'night Baby. You wore me out."
I kissed her chest, and she wrapped her arms around me and kissed my head. "Good night Emily."
******
I awoke in nearly the same position I fell asleep in. It turns out I sleep like an octopus, wrapping my limbs around whatever happens to be closest and holding on for dear life.
It was fortunate that I slept like an octopus, because my bedmate slept like a starfish.
Brooke was sprawled out, taking up as much bed as possible. Arms straight out to the sides and legs spread wide, if I hadn't been tucked into her side there would have been no room for me at all.
The daylight was peeking through the sliver of gap between the window curtains, and I blearily pulled myself away from her, rubbing my eyes.
With the covers partially pulled back her scars, the ones she was so sensitive about, were on display. She had three nickel-sized circular purple scars at irregular points across her abdomen.
They weren't beautiful, but they weren't gross, either. What they meant to me was that she wasn't a perfect Barbie doll, she had flaws, and that made her less of a fantasy and more of a reality. In all honesty, they were barely noticeable. How could she care so much about hiding them?
After admiring her gravity-defying, full and firm, downright miraculous breasts for a minute... or five, my gaze wandered south.
Brooke's cock lay limply over her thigh, a long, heavy-looking tube of fuck stick that just looking at caused a twinge in my well used pussy.
I was going to need a day or two to recover before we did anything with Wyex again.
First though, I needed to clean up a bit. I fell asleep with her cum in and around my pussy, and it had dried overnight.
I decided against a full shower, hoping I could talk Brooke into conserving water and sharing one. I wet down a washcloth and gently cleaned up my crotch and inner thighs, grimacing at the raw feeling down there with every swipe.
Once I was as cleaned up as I was going to get, I rinsed the washcloth out and had a flash of inspiration. I needed to wake up my girlfriend, but there were far superior ways to just shaking her shoulder.
I tip-toed out to the bed, warm and damp washcloth in hand, an excited smile on my face and softly humming a spy theme to myself.
I lifted her cock from her thigh and cleaned it off as good as was possible. It really was impressively heavy, as if whomever coined the term 'cock-slap' had envisioned this club of a dick. She could probably knock out teeth with it if she tried.
My cleaning had caused her member to engorge and it got even bigger, swelling in size and becoming erect, a slight upward curve noticeable to me for the first time.
I laid between her splayed legs, and grasped her tower by the base. Even her balls were gigantic, the two kiwi-sized testicles holding high and tight to her body in her arousal, the sack stretched a little tight over their mass.
I sucked one into my mouth, gently, and licked on it a little. Other than admiring their sheer size, that didn't do very much for me. I decided to go straight to the dick.
The underside of Brooke's third leg had a prominent tubular bulge, and I traced it from her ball sack to her crown with my tongue. I lashed around her crown a little bit with that same tongue, and then sucked it into my mouth.
Her cock was too thick, both the head and the shaft. I could only get the first two or three inches into mouth, and there was at least a half-foot left outside of my tightly stretched lips. I could work with that, though. All the fun stuff was at the top.
I sucked hard on that big mushroom head and backed off, then wet my lips a little better and went for another pass. Slowly I bobbed down and up on as much as I could fit into my mouth, and came to a realization about myself.
I liked to suck dick.
Two years earlier, the very thought was disgusting, but the bisexuality inherent in my transformation had completely changed my opinion on the matter.
I used my tongue to try different things as I blew her, swiping side to side, up and down, even simply applying pressure. I was having a really good time, sucking Brooke's cock was fun for me.
I took a couple more passes, trying to get a little more of her endless shaft into me and somewhat succeeding, and then I glanced at her face.
Her eyes were open, sleepily watching me inhale her member, looking down at me through the divide between her high, perfectly curved breasts.
I had no idea how long she'd been awake. She hadn't made any sounds or movements. She hadn't even changed her breathing. Sheepishly, I pulled off her cock with a popping noise and stroked it up and down, slow and sensuously. "Good Morning," I offered.
She mumbled, "Morning. What are you doing?"
She didn't sound angry. She sounded honestly confused. "I'm waking up my girlfriend with a blowjob?"
"Oh. Uh, you don't have to do that," she offered, and tried to surreptitiously cover up her stomach with the bedsheet.
I let her do it. It wasn't worth arguing over, and I had better uses for my lips and tongue than words at the moment. "Yeah, I know. But it turns out I like it, so if it's all the same, I've got a job to get back to."
I put words to deed, and shoved her turgid member right back into my wet mouth.
Brooke groaned and arched her back, and her hand clamped down on the back of my head. I resumed her blowjob, and Brooke helped. For a certain value of help.
She was shoving my head down, and it was a struggle to suppress my gag reflex. I should have pulled off, and told her to knock it off. The only problem with that was I liked her being aggressive. I was actually enjoying her being physically controlling.
She clenched her fist into a handful of my somewhat tangled hair and pulled down hard, her cock hitting the back of my throat and bending a little to travel downward. I found myself with her big balls pressed against my chin and my nose buried in her pubes.
I swallowed frantically, trying not to vomit on her, and I felt her balls pull up tight. Every inch of her gigantic cock swelled, then started to pulse rapidly.
She came down my throat and made the sexiest groans and loud pants while she did so. She was so far down that she bypassed all of my taste buds, I didn't even get to find out what her cum tasted like.
It felt like she was cumming forever. I couldn't breathe with her plugging my airway, and every second she was in me seemed to drag on. Eventually the rapid contractions slowed and stopped, and then she flexed her python mightily once, then twice, evacuating anything left in the tank.
I pushed off, fighting against her hand trying to keep me down, and finally cleared my airway of her obstruction. I took a deep breath through my open mouth, an unbroken line of viscous drool running from my lip, and had myself a little coughing fit.
By the time I had myself back under control and had cleared the tears from my eyes, Brooke had realized what she'd done and looked guilty to the point that she was about to break down into hysterics.
"I'm so, so sorry Emily. I don't know what came over me. God, it was all going so great, and then I keep fucking it up, and I swear to you-"
I placed a couple fingertips over her lips, silencing her. I knew not to let her keep babbling, because she just didn't stop on her own. "Let's get a couple of things straight here, Brooke. Are you listening?"
She nodded, silent and fearful.
"One: You haven't fucked anything up. I like it when you get aggressive, okay? I want you to steal kisses, and pull my hair and smack my ass, and yes, shove my face down on your cock if you feel like it. There is nothing I won't do for you, except take Wyex, and that's only because I literally can't."
"Two: Those scars you're so hung up on? I gave them a good look over while you were sleeping. I'm honestly not bothered, even a little bit."
"Three," I grinned, "if you're still feeling guilty, you can make it up to me by getting all slippery and wet in the shower with me. Got it?"
She kissed the two fingertips against her lips, and I pulled my hand back so she could speak. "I am feeling really guilty," she confessed. "You just bring out my possessive side. That little speech didn't really help on that front. So I'll try to embrace being the dominant partner, if you really like that, but I can't be causing you pain or, or, even discomfort. I'll try and keep my hands to myself when you're... you know."
"Sucking your dick?" I grinned, "Slobbing on the knob?"
"Yeah, that." She took a deep breath, looked intently into my eyes, and flipped the small portion of blanket back that she'd been using to cover her scars.
I smiled at her face, and reached for her hand, pulling her upright. "Come on, let's go get soapy."
******
I held Brooke's hand as she drove, my thumb stroking up and down. I wasn't really paying attention to anything, reliving the previous night in my head.
I looked over at her, and she looked really uncomfortable. It was easy to see why.
She was pitching the biggest tent in the world, the pink sweat pants straining to contain her monster.
"Again, Honey? You're insatiable with that thing." Not only had she shot a load down my throat that morning, but she also pressed me against the shower wall and plowed my fields but good, right after. I was really pretty sore now, but it was worth it.
"It's not my fault!" she protested. "The Wyex you're on is medical grade, Emily. The stuff I have in my system is the consumer version."
I turned in the seat to face her fully. "Alright? What's the difference?"
She glanced at me, then turned her attention back to the road. "My Wyex is a marital aid. A sex toy. It gives you the equipment, the bisexuality to enjoy it, and a great big boost to the libido to make sure you have all the fun you can on it. Your Wyex doesn't do the libido part."
"So, if I'm understanding you right, you're perpetually horny until it wears off? How long is that going to be?" I worried.
"Lasts twenty-four hours," she grunted, finally pulling her hand out of mine to adjust her forward gun emplacement. "Could be worse, they also come in forty-eight hour and seven day durations. Oh, by the way, Mama wants me to bring you by the house before I take you home. If that's okay with you."
Shit. This was probably going to be a grilling by the closest thing my girlfriend has to a father. "Yeah, that's fine, I guess. Has to happen sooner or later. But, uh, take the long way there, okay?"
"Why? What's... what are you doing?" she flatly asked.
I had just released her kraken from the confines of her panties, and it jutted up obscenely from her crotch. "I'm being the kind of girlfriend who will calm you down so you're not walking around with a great big boner," I laughed.
"Oh, that's... something I didn't even consider. You really don't have to, you know. I'm pretty sure it'll go down on its own. Probably."
"I know I told you I like doing it. That wasn't a little white lie to make you feel... I dunno, not guilty or something. It's the truth. Plus, I like making you cum. It's my new favorite pastime. Now keep your hands on the wheel, because I want to actually taste it this time."
I ducked my head under her arm and leaned across the center console. I was way too tall to kneel on the seat. Grasping her cock and squeezing, I felt the gentle ridges caused by her prominent veins for a moment, and for the second time that day, sucked her bulbous cock head into my mouth.
I worked on her at a pretty fast pace, licking around the sensitive crease just behind the flare of her crown, and messing with the loose hunk of skin right underneath the front.
"God you're good at that, Emily. Are you sure you've never done this before?"
I stopped for a moment to answer. "I used to have one of my own, you know. I know where all the spots are, Baby. Admittedly, mine wasn't anywhere near as impressive as yours is, but they're still built the same."
That being said, I went back to work. I licked her like I was trying to burrow my tongue into her crevices. I sucked her like I was trying to find out what her thoughts tasted like.
My jaw started to ache and my lips were feeling pretty raw when Brooke finally warned me.
"I'm close, Honey. I'm going to cum!"
I grasped her rod and pulled down, making the loose skin tight, and worked over her head rapidly until I felt her swell in my grip.
I loved the feeling of her head bulging to maximum thickness on my tongue, and the feel of her shaft pulsing in my grip as she came into my mouth. I kept a tight seal with my lips and sucked as hard as I could so that nothing would leak down to her clothes, and stroked her shaft, squeezing on the uptick as I used to like from when I jacked off. I knew from experience that made the orgasm so much better.
When it seemed like she had stopped cumming, and she did her reflexive flexing to squeeze out the last few drops, I let it fall from my mouth to her thigh with a heavy sounding thud.
I worked at tucking her back away while I concentrated on the taste in my mouth. The texture and consistency of her semen wasn't all that good, but the actual taste... I found myself liking the bitter, musky flavor.
I sat back up, and Brooke looked over at me, her face flushed and chest heaving, just in time to see me blatantly swallow her load down with an audible gulp.
She turned back to the road. "Holy fuck. Best girlfriend ever."
Those words made me feel oddly proud. "Do you have any gum, Honey?" I wondered.
******
We walked into Brooke's house, and I was feeling both nervous and a little fearful. They all knew we spent the night together, and I didn't know what kind of welcome I was going to receive.
I shouldn't have worried. Mrs. J. hugged us both like she hadn't seen us in years, and made us sit at the table while she fixed us a light snack.
Even after all this time, she was still trying to fatten me up.



"Did you have a good time, Dears?" she asked.
I blushed and hid behind my hair, but Brooke was effusive. "Such a good time, Mom. Even if Emily can hardly dance," she teased.
I ate silently while Brooke and her mom talked back and forth about the dance. I had completely forgotten that it was Brooke's first prom as well. Of course Mrs. J. was asking about the dance, not our private after-party. I was completely embarrassed that I thought she was asking about the sex.
I finished my food, and just listened to the chatter for a bit. Then Dr. J. walked into the doorway and leaned against it.
"Emily? Would you come to the study and have a little talk with me?"
Brooke and her mom became suddenly silent, and my girlfriend gave my hand a quick, reassuring squeeze. I stood and followed Brooke's mother to their study, feeling like I was walking to my doom.
Once we were inside with the door shut, she bade me to sit in front of the desk and sat herself down behind it. It felt like being called in front of the Principal.
"So, you and Brooke?" she started. I couldn't read her stony face at all.
"Uh, yes, ma'am."
Her face broke into a grin. "Boy, was that a surprise. I thought for sure if you would end up with any of my kids, it would have been with Joshua."
"Josh?" I questioned. "We grew up together. Josh and I are like brother and sister."
"Well... you're half right," she conceded.
She couldn't be implying what I thought she was. I felt my stomach drop. No. Please God, no. "W-what?"
"I need a drink for this conversation. Would you like one?" she asked, already moving to the minibar.
I managed, "I'm, uh, I'm not old enough."
"If you're old enough to spend the night with my only daughter, you're old enough to have one drink in my presence when it's offered," she said conversationally.
"I, um, oh God..." I stuttered.
"Calm down, Emily. For what it's worth, I approve. I'm the one who upgraded the room to a better hotel and paid for the rush order prom dress that just had to match yours, after all."
"Oh. Uh, thank you?" I tried. There were too many ups and downs, I was completely off balance.
She took a sip of the dark amber-colored liquid over ice, and sat back down, gathering herself. "Where was I? Oh, right. Joshua. To understand, I have to give you a little history.
"Amber raised all of our children at home. The only socialization they had with other children came from the kids around the neighborhood, there wasn't any daycare for them to meet new friends at.
"For Junior, Brooke, and George, that was okay. There were kids their age around to play with, but Joshua didn't have anyone. Only his siblings. Of all my kids, he's the most shy and sensitive. I truly believe he's so introverted solely because he was so very lonely those first few years."
She took another sip of her drink, then swirled the ice around the glass and stared into it, seemingly retrospective. "I can't tell you how many nights Amber and I stayed up worrying about Joshua making any friends. That first day of kindergarten for him, we were almost sick with worry, the both of us.
"Then he came home from school that first day and announced that he 'made the bestest friend ever!" she chuckled, "and could he please come over to play?' And one Billy Koenshaeffer entered our lives.
"This little five year old, so full of fire and adventure, he managed to do what we couldn't; What no one else could. He coaxed Joshua out of his shell. Amber told me she sobbed like a baby the first time you got him to climb a tree.
"Suddenly, all the things he was always too timid to try were possible, as long as you were with him. Swimming lessons, the big slide, kickball... Everything. We all fell in love with you for what you have done, and continue to do for Joshua. Myself, Amber, our other children... None of my kids' other friends have standing invitations to dinner, just so you know.
"When you got sick, we were devastated. The whole family. But then, you changed genders to get better and suddenly I had hope. I hoped that you two could find each other. It seemed like destiny. Kismet. The one who was so very good for my boy could someday be his life partner."
I stopped trying to stem the tide, and just let the tears roll down my cheeks unimpeded. Through blurry eyes, I watched Doctor Karen Johnson take a big gulp of alcohol and turn her watery gaze from her drink to me.
"I'll bet when you look at Joshua, you still see that little boy you had years of adventures with. I'll bet you see the boy you grew up alongside, closer than even brothers could be.
"But when Joshua looks at you, he doesn't see any of that. He sees a pretty young woman with similar interests. Who shares his sense of humor, who laughs at his jokes. He sees the woman he can trust with any and everything, because he always has. Joshua sees the woman who can make him a better man, because she's spent her whole life doing just that."
I buried my face in my hands and wept. "Th-that can't be true!" I protested. "He backed out of our date so that Brooke could take me!"
"He did. I asked him about just that. Do you know what he told me?"
I shook my head, unable to speak. The lump in my throat threatened to break through the front.
"He told me he knew that you had feelings for Brooke. That you didn't have those same feelings for him. When Brooke showed interest in you, he stepped back. Joshua loves you so much, he let you go."
"Why are you telling me this?" I begged.
"As a parent, you want the best for your children. You want them to be happy, to find love. But what do you do when two of your kids fall for the same woman?"
I wiped at my eyes ineffectually and tried to focus on her. She took the last gulp of her drink, and leaned forward to make her final request.
"The reason I'm telling you this is so that you can spare my boy as much pain as you're capable of. No one knows about his feelings for you save for me, you, and Joshua himself. Joshua won't know I told you. Just... spare him. Please."
I had always thought that I didn't deserve Josh as a friend. That no one did. That there was not a single soul on this Earth fully deserving of his friendship.
With one completely selfless act, I was just proven right.
******
I danced with Josh, and he was good enough at leading that my complete lack of ability wasn't an issue.
I couldn't tell myself, I didn't have the ability to look at him that way. Judging from the expressions of some of the other girls at the dance, however, Josh in his tuxedo was something special.
Kari Williams, in particular, looked like a starving, feral cat in heat as she stared at him. I didn't know whether she wanted to fuck him into a coma or eat him alive.
"Without sharing too many details," my dance partner asked me conversationally, "can I ask how things are going with you and my neurotic sister?"
"Good so far, it's only been a couple weeks. And she's not neurotic!" I protested hotly. "Brooke just tends to over-think things, and sometimes worries a little too much and runs with it way too far. Until she panics."
He chuckled softly, "There's a word for that. It's called 'Neurotic'."
"Well, we all have our quirks. She's already had to put up with all of mine, and she hasn't run away screaming yet."
"No," he told me softly. "She's been happier than ever lately. I don't think you have to worry about that."
My heart broke for him a little bit all over again, and I struggled to keep my eyes from tearing up. The pat on my shoulder cut off any response I could have made, even if I'd had one.
I turned, and Kari was right behind me. "Can I cut in?" she asked us sweetly.
It looked like she finally got the courage up to make some kind of move. "Absolutely! He's a really good dancer, you're in good hands."
I walked away from the dance floor and got myself a cup of punch, then sat at an empty table and watched.
Josh danced with Kari, and she seemed determined to make sure there was absolutely no distance between them. I found myself muttering under my breath for him to catch what she was all but throwing at him.
The song ended, and I saw her face smilingly cajole him for one more dance. Josh was so shy. Too shy. But he started another dance, and as uncomfortable as he seemed, he did his best to pay her attention.
I was pulled away from watching as the chair next to me was pulled back, and a three hundred pound lineman dropped into the seat.
While Josh was far and away my best friend, he wasn't my only friend. Chris turned to me with a big teasing grin. "So, look who's the big woman on campus now. The big game hunter herself!"
"What?! No, Josh and I are just friends. You know that, Chris."
"Yeah, I wasn't talking about Josh. I was talking about," his voice dropped to a reverent whisper, "The Goddess."
"Oh. That." I was wondering how long it would be before someone brought up our public make-out session. "Yeah, that kind of caught me by surprise. But I'm running with it as far as I can, you know?"
He leaned back as far as he was able and chuckled, "I would too. I'm so jealous, and I'm not the only one. No one knew Brooke was into girls. Hell, I'd have been a girl if it gave me a shot with her."
I took a glance at his giant body, and carefully didn't tell him that even as a woman, he still wouldn't have been her type. "Well that ship has sailed!" I taunted him laughingly. "She's mine now, all mine. Neener. Neener."
He laughed, and looked to the dance floor. "What do you think about that?"
I looked over, and Kari had graduated to trying to climb Josh like a tree in the short time I was distracted. Josh looked like he was anything but enjoying it, and my heart sank.
"I was hoping he'd take the hint and bang her like a drum, but it's not looking good, is it?"
"Man, what is wrong with him?" he disbelieved. "Well, if Josh is going to throw her back, maybe I'll try my hand at fishing. Wish me luck!"
Chris walked over to them, and Josh couldn't get away fast enough. He almost ran to the table I was sitting at.
"Jesus," he breathed, slouching in the cheap metal chair and looking like he just ran a gauntlet. I crossed my arms and glared at him.
"What?" he wondered.
I felt like smacking him. Or beating him with a purse. "She was all over you! Why didn't you go for it!?"
"Naw, Kari's not my type. Besides, I heard that she's going out west to college. I'm not going to start a relationship with that close of an expiration date."
"Who said anything about a relationship? Spend a month or two, or even just tonight getting laid! She wants you so bad I'm sure she can taste it. I can find my own way home."
He shook his head. "No, I'm not going to do that. Feels dirty. Hey, you want some more punch?"
I looked at my almost empty cup and sighed, nodding sadly. "Yeah. That'd be nice, thanks."
I had to find him a woman. I had to. I owed him at least that much, and he wasn't going to find her on his own.
******
One summer morning, Brooke's mom called me out of the blue.
"Hello?" I answered my phone, not recognizing the number.
"Emily!" Amber Johnson's voice sounded back. "I was wondering, hoping really, that you could come by the house. I need your help."
"Uh, I guess so. What's going on?"
"Has Brooke talked to you about using Wyex to try and erase her surgery scars?"
Once my girlfriend's name was mentioned, my heart started to pound in fear, and I scrambled to get my things together to leave. "It was my idea, but she never said anything after that first time I mentioned it. What happened?"
"Well, she went into the bathroom with a canister of blue Wyex, but now she... er, he, is refusing to come out. He's panicking, and we can't talk him down. You know what Brooke's like. Please come and try, Sweetie. Maybe you can get through to him."
I slipped my shoes on and grabbed my purse. "I'm already on my way."
******
I raced into the Johnson's home, spying Josh calmly waiting for me.
"Where?" I demanded.
"Upstairs bathroom. Good luck." Of the two of us, Josh was always the calm one. I was the one who got overly excited, and he was always able to reign me in. I took in his state of mind at a glance, and took a deep breath. No one was hurt. No one was dying. I didn't need to be in panic mode just yet.
"Okay. Thanks."
I made my way up the stairs and to the bathroom, Mrs. J. still trying to talk through the door, but getting no replies back.
I walked up to her and whispered, "Hey."
She grabbed me and clutched me in a bear hug. "Do what you can, Sweetie. See if you can get through to him." She patted me on the cheek, looking at me fondly, and then walked away to give us privacy.
I scratched on the door with my nails a bit. "Hey, Baby."
"Emily?" a moderately deep voice said back. "What are you doing here?"
"Your Mom called me. You're worrying everyone. Can I come in?"
"No. You shouldn't be here, it's not safe. Go home, Emily."
"Yeaaaah, small problem with that. My boyfriend is having a hard time on the other side of this door. Come on Honey, let me in."
I waited for a response, but none came. Fine, it wasn't like this was an armored vault door. I dug a bobby pin out of my purse, and got ready to break in.
Bathroom doors don't have key locks. They have a small hole that if you put in something small and stiff enough to depress the post inside, it unlocks the door. The problem is, the unlocking is pretty loud.
I stuck the pin in the handle and felt around for the post. Once I had it, I took a deep breath, grabbed the knob with my other hand, and went for it.
I had the lock popped, the latch turned, and door open within the span of a second and a half. I got myself into the bathroom and closed the door, relocking it.
Sitting on the closed toilet seat, wearing only a pair of loose sweatpants, was a stupidly handsome blond man with big defined muscles, looking at me in a combination of shock, fear, and anger.
I remembered hearing something about a 'golden ratio'. It was something to do with mathematics as applied to beauty. Symmetrical features, at a certain size and distance on the face from each other. It made sense that if Brooke was so very beautiful as a woman, she'd be just as handsome as a man.
I set my purse down by the sink. "Hi there. What's the problem, Baby?" It was as good of an opener as any.
"You need to leave, Emily. Right now, I'm not kidding."
"Why?" I simply asked.
He blinked, either trying to get his thoughts in order or because he thought it should have been obvious. "I'm... I thought I could handle this. I didn't have any problem with the light version of Wyex. But this... I'm too angry, and too aggressive, and I feel like I'm going to explode! Leave, before something bad happens. I'm begging you. It would kill me if I hurt you."
I laughed. "You won't hurt me. I trust you, even if you don't trust yourself." I looked closer at him as he got up and paced, keeping as much distance from me as he could. "Let me venture a guess here. You're feeling unsure, and frustrated, and a little scared. You're really angry, and you don't know why. You feel like a compressed spring, and you don't know how to make it stop."
He stopped and stared at me. "I'm not scared," he lied. It looked like I hit the nail on the head.
I walked up to him, slow and deliberate. He froze and stared at my face, nostrils flaring. Once I got close enough, I put my arms around his neck and hugged him tight.
He got about six inches taller from the change, and it was kind of nice to have him taller than me. I guessed him to be about three or four inches taller than my five-foot-eleven.
"Women always think being a guy is so easy," I told him gently. "The thing is, from the time they're little, guys are taught to control and channel all that aggression you're feeling. All that anger? My personal theory is that the little caveman part of your hindbrain diverts negative emotions to anger. Women cry. Men get mad."
His arms enveloped me and held on like he was drowning. "So... this is normal? I feel like a monster. Like a big, hairy, dangerous monster."
I pulled back to look at his face, and ran my hand over the stubble on his cheek. "Maybe not normal. Maybe you have more testosterone than most. You just need to dump that aggression safely. Come on, you'll feel better after you've fucked me a time or two."
He stepped back and scoffed, "You don't really think sex is going to make everything better, do you?"
I worked my skirt off, and dropped my panties. "If you were still female, maybe not. But you're a man right now, Brooke. You won't believe how many emotional problems a good fucking can solve. Those arms look pretty big," I observed. "I'll bet you're strong enough to hold me against the wall and take me like a fucking viking."
I pulled my top and bra off while toeing off my shoes, making myself completely naked except for a pair of pink socks. I walked to the nearest wall, braced against it, and bent over, swaying my hips from side to side. I didn't have much in the way of ass, so I'm sure my glistening, bare snatch was completely on display.
"This is such a bad idea. What if... what if I lose control?"
I tossed my hair to look at him over my shoulder. "You are going to have to trust me here. There is only person in this room who knows what being male is like, and it's not you. If you get too rough, I'll let you know. Now come play with me and get your testosterone under control."
I was spun around, and then he was kissing me. One hand tightly gripping my hair, the other grasping my ass hard enough to bruise and holding me against his straining erection.
I pulled back, smiling at him finally giving in, and told him, "Catch!"
I grasped his shoulders and jumped, wrapping my legs around his waist. He was strong enough to hold me up with just that one hand on my ass. It was sexier than I had even imagined, and I became wet enough that I was sure it was going to be running down his abs any second.
I got enough purchase with my thighs on his hips to lift up and dig his cock out from his pants. Once I had it free, it was simple to line him up and sink back down.
Brooke backed me up against the wall, and used one hand to tug his pants down a little further. Once he had that accomplished, the fun started.
I was pinned between the cold, hard bathroom wall and his hot, hard body, legs around his waist, arms around his neck, and head over his shoulder while he fucked me like an animal.
We weren't alone in the house, so I had to keep quiet, but I felt like screaming as he plundered me over and over, grunting in my ear as he did so.
I did prefer my curvy girlfriend, with her giant tits, jiggly soft ass, and perfectly curved hips. The really strong, hard as a rock boyfriend she turned into was a very close second. There was something to be said about a sex partner with upper body strength to spare.
He kept up a blistering pace, but all too soon he locked up and came. He shot his cum against my cervix, grunting pretty loudly with every spurt, straining to get as deep inside me as he could. I had to bite down on his big shoulder to keep my wailing inside as he set me off.
We came down together, and we just stayed there, holding each other. I stroked his sweaty back lovingly, and gently kissed the teeth marks I'd left on him.
"I love you," he whispered.
"I've been dreaming of you telling me that for so long now. I love you too. So much," I whispered back, and squeezed him with all four of my limbs. "Are you feeling calmer now?"
He nodded his head against my shoulder, embarrassed. "Yeah, surprisingly. You were right. But I don't think I can do this for two weeks."
"Two weeks?"
"I talked it over with Mama, and she hadn't heard of anyone using Wyex solely to erase scars. We thought two weeks straight would be long enough for my body to... I don't know, forget? Forget about the scar tissue?"



"You'll be fine, sweetie," I consoled him. "You'll just have to fuck me regularly, and masturbate if you can't. Maybe pick up a sport or work out. You'll get used to feeling like a guy. You can make it. I believe in you."
He finally, finally, pulled back and kissed me lingeringly. I returned it with passion. He lifted me from where I was impaled on his spear and let me down to my feet, but my legs weren't working right. "Uh, I need to sit down, and I'm leaking. Help me?"
Getting onto the toilet, I handed him some paper to clean himself up with. "So, what do I call you by for the next two weeks?"
"Uh, my name?" he sounded confused.
"No, no. It's tradition to pick a new name for this. Unless your name is unisex, which 'Brooke' isn't, I'm sorry to say."
"Oh. I really have to?"
I shrugged, "I'm sure your Mom wasn't born named Amber. Have some fun with it, Honey."
He pulled his pants up and leaned against the wall, thinking. "Any suggestions?" He folded his arms, and it took me a second to figure out why that looked so wrong.
"Cross your arms, Honey. You don't have your giant boobs in the way right now."
He looked down in surprise, and carefully crossed his arms over his chest, making his biceps bulge enticingly. "I haven't been able to do that since I was eleven," he admitted with a smile he was trying to fight.
I smiled at him. "So, names. Uh, what's the male version of 'Brooke'? River?"
"What, like the crazy girl from 'Firefly'?"
"I was thinking more like River Phoenix, but you have a point. What about Mel?"
He looked at me for a moment before one eyebrow rose sardonically. "Mel Brooks? Really?"
"No good, huh? I don't know. Yesterday you were the avatar of Aphrodite, and now you look like the avatar of Apollo."
"I'm not calling myself Apollo," he protested, "but... still, thank you for the compliments."
"How about Thor?" I teased, grinning wickedly now that I knew how uncomfortable he was over the whole thing. "Or maybe Achilles? Adonis?"
"How about William?" he shot back. "Seems like a perfectly good name that no one here is using at the moment."
"Okay, okay, you made your point. No more teasing from the bad girl on the toilet. Why not Thame? Like the river?"
"Huh. River names... You might be onto something there." He walked over to the mirror and studied his new face while I redressed myself. "What do you think about Niles?"
"Wha-? Oh." I got it a second late. Like the Nile River. "You are so not a Niles. Niles is Frasier's short, skinny, neurotic little brother. You're more of a... Hudson."
"I just had a freak-out that had my mom calling in outside help," he pointed out seriously.
"Well, that doesn't mean you should advertise it." I pulled my clothes back on and molded myself to his side. "Besides, 'Emily and Hudson' sounds way better than 'Emily and Niles'."
His eyes narrowed playfully. "Why do you get first billing?"
"Because alphabetical order, that's why. You shouldn't have turned down Apollo."
He rolled his eyes. "Fine. Hudson."
"Well alright then, Hudson, let me get you a shirt and we'll go let your mom and brother know everything is okay."
"I can go with to get a shirt, it's not like I have to cover my chest right now," he protested.
"No, you don't have to cover your chest. You have to cover your bite wound... and I am so, so sorry about that."
He grinned at me, "One of the things I love about you is your passion; your fire. Don't apologize, okay? A bite mark is a small price to pay for what we just did, and how much it really did help."
"Well... alright. If you say so." I went over to the door, and right before I left, told him, "I wonder if those big ass arms can hold me upside down while you eat my pussy?"
I wandered away to Hudson's bedroom to find his biggest T-shirt, giggling like a crazy woman over the look on his face as I left.
******
I set the little box down on top of the box that Junior had just set down, and rubbed my sore arms.
Given that I had the skinniest arms out of everyone helping Josh to move into his dorm room, I was given the lightest box. That didn't make it easy to haul it up three flights of stairs.
"You alright there, little sister?" Junior grinned at me.
I glared and kept rubbing my sore muscles. "What do you think, you great big meathead?"
He chuckled and pulled me into a hug. Josh and Brooke's oldest brother Junior was a giant, with the big muscles and the easy demeanor that Josh had, and that Georgie was still growing into. He, like the rest of the family, didn't take me seriously when I got overly defensive. I loved them all, just in different ways.
The nerd you've seen in every high school movie entered the doorway and froze, eyes the size of dinner plates, a suitcase in his hands.
No one said anything for a long moment, and I took charge. "Hi! You must be Neil, right?" Josh had told me the name of the roommate assigned to him, but he didn't have any other information.
When the bespectacled boy nodded and glanced nervously at Josh and Junior, and then couldn't stop staring at Brooke and myself, I felt for him. He probably felt like he was in the room with two jock-bullies and two women his AWS wouldn't let him speak in front of.
"Okay, the shorter guy there is Josh, your roommate. The giant next to him is Tyler, his brother. Everyone calls him Junior. The one who looks like Power Girl is Brooke, Josh's sister, and I'm Emily, Josh's best friend."
He still wasn't saying anything, and since we had all of Josh's things moved in, I decided for all of us that we should vacate the premises.
I walked up to Josh, slipped my arms around his waist, and hugged him like it was goodbye forever.
He hugged me back just as tight, and at my sniffle, rubbed my back consoling me. "Hey, it won't be that bad. I'll be home every Sunday, at the least. We'll still see each other."
"I know," I warbled, "I'm still going to miss you." I dropped my tone to a whisper. "You should offer to help Neil carry his stuff up. He seems even more shy than you are. Make a friend."
"That's a good idea," he whispered back. "Can't have too many friends, right?"
I reluctantly extricated myself from my best friend, and with Brooke holding me comfortingly, we walked away with Junior bringing up the rear.
"You okay, Honey?"
I patted my girlfriend's hand that was locked around my waist. "I will be," I sniffed, "I'm just going to miss him."
"You are such a girl!" Junior teased, and I spun and threw the coins I had in my pocket at him.
He laughed all the way down the stairs, and by the end, Brooke was laughing at me too.
I guess feeling irritated was better than mopey.
******
Brooke thrust one last time, deep, and I felt her cock pulse as she emptied her balls into me.
Her orgasm always set off one last one for me, and this session had already blown the top of my head off no less than five times.
Every fourth week, ever since our first time, Brooke took a shot of Blue Wyex-7: Light in order to skip over the shitty parts of her menstrual cycle. No uterus; no PMS or period. I loved those seven days, and Brooke was a little addicted herself. I got laid a lot while she was dodging Aunt Flo. I wished I could do the same.
Brooke flexed her cock while she was still inside me, and I gasped as she became just a little thicker for a moment. She was already stretching me so tight, that the extra girth was borderline painful. I had come to love the sensation.
Gently, she pulled out and rolled off of me, cuddling into my side as her cock lost stiffness. It bobbed down to drape over my skinny thigh like a thick, heavy, sleeping snake.
"That was the best, Brooke," I panted, trying to both get my breath back and wet my dry lips.
"Mmm. It was pretty good, wasn't it?" she grinned, and I was way too euphoric to protest her weak choice of words.
"If you could go anywhere in the world, like for a vacation, where would you go?" she asked, finger-combing my hair.
"Oh, I don't know, I've never really thought about it. Where would you go?"
I looked at her face, and she looked a little frustrated. "No, seriously, where would you go?"
"Um, someplace with white sand and blue water, I guess."
She leaned over and kissed me lightly. "What would you say if I told you I could make that happen?"
I traced her perfect jawline with my fingertips. "What are you talking about?"
"Do you remember when Junior turned twenty-one? The bash he threw?"
"Uh, not really. I'm drawing a blank here." My body finally started listening to me again, and I turned onto my side to see her better.
Brooke switched from combing my hair to stroking my arm. "When Junior turned twenty-one, our parents paid for him to take three of his friends to the Superbowl and have a drunken week-long party around it. They said it was because the big two-one was the last big birthday milestone, so they were willing to go big and spendy on it.
"So, I turned twenty-one this year, right? And Mama asked me what I wanted. And, well... I want to go away. With you. The where doesn't matter to me, but who I'm with does."
I looked at her concernedly. "That sounds wonderful, but I can't afford to do that, Baby. I'm so sorry."
Brooke shuffled closer, until all I could see was her blue, blue eyes, wide and pleading. "No, you're not listening. All expenses paid. Two weeks. I'll find somewhere with white sand and clear blue water. I'll get the smallest bikinis I can. Come away with me for a romantic getaway. All you have to do is say yes, and get your passport."
"Oh. My. God." I blinked at her in shock for just a moment. Brooke still had an aversion to any clothing that bared her midriff, even though her treatment to get rid of her scars was successful. The very fact that she was bribing me with skin meant she was very, very serious. The vacation of a lifetime, with my sexy, voluptuous girlfriend in tiny, revealing swimwear?
"Yes!" I shouted, and tackled her off of the bed. We hit the floor with a thump, and Brooke was laughing too hard for me to apologize for knocking us off of the bed. Her arms wrapped around me, and she kissed me deeply.
"Is everything okay up there?" Brooke's mom yelled, and I exploded into embarrassed laughter. Mrs. J. graciously let us have our alone time in Brooke's childhood and current bedroom, but it still seemed courteous to keep it down.
"I'll get on my passport first thing tomorrow, Brooke. I can't thank you enough."
"You can thank me by getting some tiny bikinis yourself. I'm talking G-strings here."
******
The Maldives are a series of islands in the Indian Ocean. Bone-white beaches. The most beautiful water I'd ever seen, I had no idea the ocean could be that shade of aquamarine. You know, despite the fact that the words aqua and marine both mean water.
I had tears of awe when I first laid eyes on the beach just outside of the all-inclusive luxury resort we had a very nice room at for two weeks straight.
Brooke and I spent our time soaking up the sun during the day and going dancing at night. I gradually did get better at dancing with all of that practice. We tried every restaurant we came across. We went shopping every couple of days. I did bring nothing but string bikinis, and pretty much wore them exclusively. Brooke's bikinis were a little bigger, but then she had more flesh to cover and keep in line.
The first day the two of us were hit on by guys constantly, to the point that we spent most of the rest of our time at a private cabana where the drinks were kept full, massages were abundant, and the dress code pertaining to nudity was optional.
I cajoled and wheedled her into spending a single day as Hudson, just so we could look like a traditional couple in love and do some touristy things without being hit on continuously. His height and muscles deterred pretty much anyone who wanted to make a pass at me. We took frequent breaks for him to fuck me in the nearest available bathroom that day, and that night he still had enough left in the tank that I was walking funny for days afterward.
The last night we were there, Brooke took me to a five-star restaurant, and we turned heads in our evening gowns. Her more than me, obviously.
She looked at me across the table, the candlelight reflected in her shining eyes. "This was the best vacation, Emily. Thank you for coming with me, and for having the idea of where to go."
I smiled wide and carefree at her. "No, I should be thanking you. I would have lived my whole life without ever doing this, if it weren't for you. This was the vacation of a lifetime."
She dug in her purse for a minute, then turned her attention back to me. "I want you to know that I love you, Emily. That I never thought I would ever have loved anyone this much, or this strong. You are so passionate, yet so understanding. You let my personality quirks slide, and keep me from pulling my hair out. You save me when I'm drowning myself. I'm a better woman when I'm with you."
My breath came hot and heavy, and a single tear leaked down my cheek.
She smiled at me, so full of love and compassion. "I want to spend the rest of my life with you making me that better woman."
I lost sight of her as she came around the table and dropped to one knee, holding up an open little black box. My tears had almost completely obstructed my vision. "Emily Jane Koenshaeffer, will you marry me?"
I opened my mouth, and I couldn't make any sounds come out. I cleared my tears, and saw her starting to doubt herself, sinking into the downward spiral as she tends to do when she's unsure.
So I tackled her. Really, she should have expected it and braced herself or something.
I had my hands on her face and my tongue in her mouth, grinding my narrow hips against her pelvic bone, uncaring that people were watching.
She finally got me to stop kissing her by grabbing my hair with the hand not holding the ring and pulling my head back. I'm sure my expression was scalding hot.
"Is that a yes?" she asked half-seriously.
I nodded as much as I could against my restraint. "That's a yes. That's a big fucking yes."
She slipped the ring onto my finger, and the sound of applause from the other diner patrons finally got us off of the floor.
"We're going to be Mrs. and Mrs. Johnson," I demanded. "Not Koenshaeffer."
I spent that evening, the next morning, and the twenty-six hour flight back to the States unable to keep myself from staring at the ring on my left hand. You know, when I wasn't doing my best to make my fiancée's head explode.
We joined the mile-high club. Three times.
******
I set the suitcase down in my dorm room, and when Brooke set the box she was carrying down, I hugged her in thanks.
Josh and George came through the door a second later, each carrying the heavier of the boxes.
"So this is how the girls live here. I thought it would be, I don't know, a little nicer than the guy's dorms," Josh observed.
I rolled my eyes. "That's because you're not allowed to see the bathrooms. We have leather couches in there. Flower arrangements. Paintings. Some even have expresso machines."
Josh chuckled, but George looked at me with wide eyes. "Really?"
We all laughed at poor George's naivety. He eventually caught on and huffed, but was able to laugh at himself too.
I started unpacking my clothes, but looked up at a knock on the door. A beautiful Eurasian girl, tall and slender, stood in the doorway, a medium-sized suitcase at her feet.
"Hi!" she greeted cheerfully with a rapid hand wave. "I'm Jessica. Call me Jessie. Which one of you is Emily?"
I gave her a little wave back. "That's me. I'm Emily."
She bounced over and hugged me just like she wasn't actually a stranger. "I'm so glad to meet you! Who are your friends?"
"Oh, uh, this is Brooke, my fiancée. My best friend, Josh, and their brother, George."
She happily shook hands with everyone, and if my eyes didn't deceive me, lingered on Josh a little long.
Brooke looked around a moment, and said, "We should leave you two to get to know each other. Emily? I'll call you later, Babe." With that, she grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled me in for a hard and fast kiss, slapped me on the ass, and sauntered out, her shocked brothers trailing in her wake.
I needed to sit down after that. I collapsed onto the bare mattress closest to me and concentrated on breathing. "I'm so sorry about that. I don't know what got into her."
Jessie giggled and heaved her bag onto the other bed. "It's not the first time some woman has claimed her territory in front of me. First time the territory was another woman, though."
I groaned, "I guess I should be thankful she didn't pee on me. You know, like a dog. Are you okay with sharing a room with me? You know, with the whole 'liking girls' thing?"
"Sure! If you don't mind me asking, how long have you known you liked girls?"
"Ah," I grimaced, "That's not a pretty story."
"Oh?"
"I was born with the name William," I confessed. "Got brain cancer when I was sixteen. I didn't win."
"So, you're on Wyex? Forever?"
"Yeah. I'm sorry if that makes you uncomfortable."
"No, it's cool. I'm not into girls, and you're engaged, right? Right. We'll be good. Just, uh, try not to stare too much when I'm changing, okay?"
I blew out a relieved breath. "I'll make you a deal. If you want me out of the room when you get dressed, say the word. At any time. If I'm staring, call me on it and I promise I won't get mad. You are very beautiful, as I'm sure I don't need to tell you, so I'm positive that you're going to have to say something at some point."
She licked her lips consideringly, and nodded. "Works. So... your friend. Uh, Josh, wasn't it? Is he single?"
My head shot up. "Yes... why?"
"What would it take to get a real introduction?"
"Okay, Josh is my best friend. Has been since kindergarten. For reasons I'm not going to go into, I am stupidly, ferociously, protective of his heart. I have to ask what your intentions are here."
She scooted her bag from her mattress to the floor carelessly, then flopped onto her bed. Staring at the ceiling, she told me, "I don't know. I mean, I don't even know him yet. I know that he's handsome, and so sexy, and... you're going to think I'm crazy."
"Maybe. Tell me anyway," I demanded.
"I'm high-energy, right? Like, always on the go, racing around, bouncing off the walls, high-fucking-energy. Sometimes I drive myself a little nuts.
"But when I shook Josh's hand, I felt... calmer, somehow. Not as much pedal to the metal as I usually am. Sometimes I feel like I'm this big tropical storm, spinning around too fast and leaving destruction in my wake. Your friend, though, he seems like this solid mountain I can crash against, bleed off some of the storm. Crazy, right?"
I slowly shook my head. "No. Not crazy at all. He's been dialing me back just like that our whole lives. Just by being himself."
Jessie turned onto her side to face me. "So what's he like? Really?"
I chewed my lip while I tried to put Josh into words. "He's just like you thought. A calming influence on the people around him. He's considerate and thoughtful. Absolutely selfless with a heart as big as all outdoors.
"On the other hand, he's also cripplingly shy, introverted, and has no experience with women. On the outside he looks like a confident jock, but on the inside he's an unsure geek who loves Star Wars a little too much and has spent the last four years trying to play Smash Bros professionally."
Jessie slowly sat up, a disbelieving look on her face. She deliberately went into the clothing bag she'd brought with her, pulling out a picture frame and handing it to me.
It was a photo of a younger Jessie, at some place with a lot of people. "What am I looking at?"



"That's about two years ago. When I made the semifinals at an e-sports tournament. For Super Smash Bros."
I blinked and handed her the picture back. "How do you feel about Star Wars?"
"I only brought one poster, it's packed away in my car with the rest of my stuff."
I made up my mind right there. "You've got more things to bring in, right? I'm sure at least some of it is heavy."
She slowly started to grin, "Oh yes. Far too heavy for us to carry."
I pulled my phone out and dialed Josh. "Hey... No, it's really good. I think Jessie and I are going to be great friends... Yeah... Listen, I shouldn't have let you leave so soon, Jessie has stuff to haul from her car and we need your big-ass arms... No, just you I think, between the three of us we can handle it... Okay, call me when you get here... You too, bye."
I looked back at my roommate. "Make sure you unpack that poster while he's here."
"EeeeeerMahGaaaawd!" she squealed, stamping her feet rapidly. "You're the best!"
"Don't thank me just yet. I'm going to give you some advice, and a big fucking warning. First, the advice: Josh has no experience. At all. You're going to have to make not only all of the first moves, but all of the moves, period. Be prepared for that, he's got a pretty thick shell to break through.
"Now for the warning. If it's not working out, break it off cleanly. If you make him happy, I will love you like family. I'll bend over backwards for you. If you make him miserable, though, I will turn into an unstoppable engine of destruction, and that's a promise."
Jessie eyed me speculatively. "He must be pretty special to you," she deduced.
"When I got cancer, we didn't go straight to Wyex." Jessie looked confused at the apparent change of subject, but I soldiered on. She'd eventually get it. "We tried to fight it with chemotherapy and radiation first. For months and months, I got zapped and had poison injected straight into my veins, and I was always sick. Josh was there through all of it."
I sniffled and looked away to glare at the wall, willing myself not to cry. "The last few months, though, they were the worst. The cure was killing me faster than the disease. Every day I withered away a little more, and Josh was there. After awhile I was a horrifying, skeletal mockery of a human being, and Josh was still there. Any other teenage boy on the planet would have kept his distance, but oh no, not my Josh."
Angrily, I wiped my nose with the back of my hand and powered on. I had to make her understand. "There came a point when I just had enough, and I didn't have any fight left in me. I just couldn't stand anymore, you know? When that happened, Josh held me up with his own two hands, all by his damn self, and told me: 'You can do this!'. Day after day. Week after week."
I looked over at Jessie, and she had tears running down her cheeks, leaving black streaks of ruined eye make-up.
"Joshua Johnson saved my life," I told her emphatically. "Not just once, or even twice, but over and over and over again. You ask if he's special to me? He's the most special man on the planet. He deserves someone who can love him with all the heat of a forest fire..." I looked at her with heavy meaning, "or the strength of a tropical storm. All I'm really asking from you is if you find yourself falling in love with him, let it happen. No one on this Earth deserves it more."
"If everything you just told me is true," Jessie said, quiet and unsteady, "I'm already halfway there."
A minute later, Josh's voice came from the doorway, startling us both. "Is everything okay? Should I come back later?"
"We're girls, this is what we do," I blatantly lied. "We share emotions and cry." I wiped my eyes and glared at him, "You were supposed to call when you got here!"
"Oh, uh, right. Sorry. I'll come back in like, ten minutes?" he offered.
"No," Jessie shook her head, wiping her cheeks and getting to her feet. "Give me a little bit to clean my face, and we'll get started."
She walked up to him, almond-shaped eyes darting back and forth between his, and then she wrapped her arms around his waist and hugged him for longer than was really appropriate. Once that was done she continued on, without another word, to the in-suite bathroom.
"What was that?" he asked me.
"She likes you, Dummy, and you'll never find anyone as perfect for you again. Don't fuck this up."
******
"I thought this was supposed to be a graduation party?" I asked Brooke accusingly, staring at the neon lights of the strip club.
"Yeeeeeah, no. It's our joint bachelorette party. We're just waiting on Jessie and Joshua," she snickered.
"Okay? And just why is waiting on them so funny?"
"Jessie told Joshua that Best Man or not, there would be no guys allowed at our hen party. So, one dose of Wyex later..."
"You're kidding," I disbelieved.
"No, I'm really not, and... there's her car, right there."
I turned and looked in time to see Jessie pulling a curvy, brown-haired woman by the hand. Jessie was laughing so hard she was crying, and the girl looked mortified.
They got close enough, and I could kind of see Josh's features on the woman with bigger tits and ass than even my fiancée. Suddenly I was dreading this.
When Dr. J. told me, so many years ago, about how Josh didn't see me as the guy he grew up with I thought I understood but I didn't. Not really.
Now I got it. All of the personality traits and shared history that you love about your best friend in a stranger's body that you find sexually attractive. Now that the shoe was on the other foot, and I really understood how he must have felt, my heart broke for Josh all over again.
"Hey all!" Jessie greeted cheerfully, bouncing over to give both Brooke and myself leaping, energetic hugs. She gestured to her transformed boyfriend dramatically, "Meet Jamie!"
Both my eyebrows raised. "Jamie?" I queried.
Jessie nodded her head up and down really fast. "Sure! Like Team Rocket, but, you know, both girls."
I shrugged it off. I didn't get it, and I didn't want to get it either. "Hey. Look, Jamie, if you don't want to do this, you can bail. You really don't have to."
She looked at me, glanced at Jessie, and straightened up. "No. Let's do this." She grabbed her boobs and shoved them up her chest a bit, girding her loins. One head tilt to the side to work out the tension, and she led the way into the club.
I looked at Jessie, who was staring after her in frank amazement. "You are so good for Josh," I told her.
"He's even better for me. Uh, just between us girls? I took some Wyex-light myself." At my raised eyebrows, she defended herself, "Hey! You know I'm straight! How else was I going to enjoy female strippers!? Anyway, Jamie is going to have a really, really good night tonight, especially after that. She's going to experience the wonder of multiple orgasms. Lots and lots and LOTS!"
Jamie was standing just inside the doorway, wondering why we were all giggling like crazy women as we walked in.
That night, Jamie got so drunk that she decided to try her hand at giving Jessie a lap dance, being instructed and cheered on by more than one of the dancers. The couple left immediately afterward so that Jessie could start showing Jamie her appreciation in private.
******
I walked down the isle at a slow, measured pace, my hand in my father's elbow and a veil over my face.
My eyes went nowhere else but on my bride-to-be, looking so very beautiful as she stood waiting for me in a shining white pantsuit.
She won the coin flip.
Beside her, as Maid of Honor, was her best friend Amanda. Next to Amanda was Junior, looking so very huge and broad in his white tuxedo.
On my side, stood Joshua, my Best Man, holding hands with Jessie, both also dressed in white.
I put my foot down about the wedding. Two people standing with us each, and a limited guest list of one-hundred. I thought both Brooke and her Mom were going to have coronaries.
Out of their eyesight, Dr. J. hugged me gratefully. She was the one paying for everything.
The service went by, and I didn't hear a word. I was completely absorbed in Brooke's face, and just how much I was in love with her. It was only when she started speaking that I started paying attention.
"Emily. The great love of my life. There aren't words for how grateful I am to have you. Life with you will never be dull, we will never fall into a rut. You wind me down when I spin myself up, and prop me up when I feel like I'm falling. I am, and continue to be a better woman just knowing you. Today, right now, marrying you has made me the happiest woman on Earth. I love you, Emily. Now and forever."
I sniffled while she placed my wedding ring on my finger, snugging it up against my engagement ring. Then it was my turn.
"Brooke, I met you when I was five years old, and I swore to Josh that I was going to marry you someday. Five-year-old me is so jealous right now. Except for the dress. Little Billy Koenshaeffer always dreamed that you'd be wearing the dress."
I waited until the laughter had faded before I got serious. "Way back when I got sick, I remember thinking; 'How could God be so cruel?' But there must be some kind of grand design, because if I didn't get sick, I wouldn't have found my way to you. If I could go back and take away the cancer, knowing just how much walking that jagged road was going to hurt, but knowing that at the end of it you were waiting for me, I wouldn't change a thing. Being in your arms has made every step of that road worthwhile. I love you, Brooke. Now and forever." I put her ring on her finger, and grasped her hand, squeezing.
I stopped paying attention again after that, gazing at my soon-to-be wife, and then she was lifting my veil and kissing me.
******
Brooke's mother smiled at me, placed her hand on my waist, grasped my right hand with her left, and led us in the traditional second dance at a wedding reception, if not with the traditional players.
"Hello, Mrs. Johnson," she grinned at me.
"Well hello there, Doctor Johnson! Fancy meeting you here!"
"Most people get married, and have just one Mother-in-law. Lucky you, though, you get two. All joking aside, you're going to have to call me Karen now. Maybe Mama, if you can bring yourself to. But I'll warn you now, if you call Amber anything other than 'Mom', you're going to make my wife cry. I speak for the both of us when I tell you that we couldn't love you more if you were our own flesh and blood."
"Hmm. Mama, huh? I'll try?" That word felt uncomfortable coming out of my mouth. For my Mother-in-law, I'd try. Especially after that little speech.
"Good," she smiled at me. "You know, your vows got me thinking. Do you remember that conversation we had, way back when you and Brooke first started dating?"
I grimaced. "The 'Spare My Boy' conversation? Oh, I remember that. Vividly."
Karen looked a little uncomfortable, but shook it off. "In that conversation, I told you that you becoming Emily seemed like destiny. And the more I think about that, and what you said about a grand design, the more I think that it actually was destiny. Only, it wasn't just for you."
"What do you mean?"
"Look over at your wife, trying to dance with your father. Really look."
As we turned, I caught sight of Brooke, so happy she was almost radiant, as she tried to get my clumsy father to actually pick his feet up from the floor rather than just sway. She was laughing so hard she couldn't get any actual words out any more, and my dad just stood there with a stupid, silly grin, unable to help himself. I hoped the photographer we hired got a lot of shots of that.
"You see how happy she is? Only because you're Emily is she that happy and content. I'm sorry, but she'd never have found that if you were still Billy. Now, look over at Joshua."
I couldn't help myself, and turned my head to see my best friend.
He sat at a table with Jessie hanging over his broad back, arms extended past his shoulders and overly animated as she told a wild story around him, rather than to move beside him. Her engagement ring glittered with every pass of her left hand. Josh himself sat there with a laughing grin, completely amused by her and more comfortable in his own skin than he ever had been before.
"If you weren't Emily, or if you didn't decide to fight the cancer first and miss all that school, that wouldn't have happened. Only because you started in the girl's dorm a year later than you should have, did you meet Jessie. Because of you, Joshua has her.
"So in the interests of the grand design, you alone are responsible for the long-term happiness of half of my children. Should I ask what you have planned for the other half?"
I flinched, and looked anywhere but at her. "Oh, I wouldn't worry about that." I peeked at her face, and she had an eyebrow raised and an amused grin playing around her lips.
"I mean, I wouldn't invite two women from work to my wedding that I thought Junior and George would hit it off with. And I wouldn't lie to your sons or my friends so that they wound up escorting each other instead of bringing dates. And I definitely wouldn't tell all four of them the wrong date so that they had to spend an entire day together. And I really, really wouldn't have gotten Brooke or your wife to back me up on any of that."
"I see," she said, trying to be stern but failing miserably. "Dare I ask about these women?"
"Eve, not Evelyn, but Eve works in sales. She's one of the top earners we have. Big fan of the Dallas Cowboys, like Junior is. Wins her fantasy football league most every season. She's funny, and charismatic, and her body is the type that Junior is attracted to."
"And that is?" she asked leadingly.
"Junior's last three girlfriends have all had one thing in common. Small waist and wide hips."
"Okay, so if she's so wonderful, why is she still single?"
"Because most every guy is threatened by her earning potential, or her A-type personality, or the fact that she won't hesitate to call anyone on their bullshit. None of that is a problem for Junior."
"Mmm," she said noncommittally. "And George?"
"Francesca is in our graphics department. She has a degree in design and art, some of her paintings that she's shown me are really good, as far as I can tell. So she and George have that in common. She's sweet, and wholesome, and still thinks that the only problem with the world is that people don't care enough, and she's trying to make up the deficit all by herself."
"Uh-huh. And why is this one single?"
"She's a little flighty, like most artist types are. She's also a little naive, and that's bit her a couple of times, so she's overly cautious now. George's innocence can get through her guard. The only problem there is that she's a little older than him."
"How much is 'a little older'?" Karen asked dangerously.
"Nine, ten years? Something like that. Still, if they can get past the age thing, they could be happy. My fingers are crossed for them."
"Well, so far you're two for two, so I'm going to trust your judgement. But now I get to ask the question that everyone is going to ask now that you're married, and I get to do it first. Are you ready?" she asked me laughingly.
I made a show of bracing myself. "Go on. Hit me."
"What are your plans for giving me grandchildren?"
"Oh boy. Uh, we haven't told anyone yet, but... I'm actually two months along. Whoops?"
Doctor Karen Johnson, the woman who has always been calm and collected, has always been in control of herself, stopped dancing and screamed. Loudly. She grabbed me by the upper arms and started jumping us up and down in circles, still screaming.
I was saved by my wife, as she pulled me out of her mother's grip. Then we stood and watched the woman who was one of the smartest people I'd ever met lose her mind some more, stamping her feet and still spinning in circles.
"You told her?" Brooke asked, not at all concerned.
I shrugged. "She asked."
Karen got ahold of herself, hugged me, then hugged Brooke, and announced, "I get to tell Amber!" Then she was racing off to where my other Mother-in-law sat, talking to her at a mile a minute.
"We're going to get hugged to death, you know this, right? The headlines will read: 'Lesbian couple smothered to death at wedding... by other lesbian couple'."
"I'm sure it won't be that bad, Brooke." I consoled her.
I was wrong. Amber Johnson almost wrenched my neck out of alignment with that hug.
******
Karen had booked us the penthouse suite in the hotel we had our first night at, a little over six years earlier, as a wedding present. One of many, like our honeymoon back to the Maldives would be. Personally, I thought they were more 'thank-you' gifts for not having a wedding and reception with a thousand people and an open bar.
We stopped at the doorway while Brooke unlocked it, but then she stopped me from entering afterward.
I turned to her questioningly, only to have her scoop me up in a bridal carry, and then carry me over the threshold. "Oh, honey. That was so sweet!"
"You know what else is sweet?" she leered, "that tiny little pussy."
"Mmm. Later. I want you to fuck the shit out of me in my wedding dress first," I demanded. "Take my panties down, Baby."
My wife grinned lecherously, knelt down, and started feeling up my legs beneath the bottom of the flared dress. Up her hands wandered, languidly, taking frequent breaks to explore, before she finally grasped my panties and slid them down my legs.
She held the silk thong up to the light. "Wow Emily, these are so wet they're almost transparent!"
I grinned as she started working her own clothes off, bringing that ultra-curvy, giant breasted, slim waisted, jiggly-assed body into view, one article of clothing at a time.
Finally, she pulled her own panties down, causing her long, thick cock to spring upright.
It was pure chance that our wedding day fell within the week that Brooke took off from having a vagina. We'd set the date so far in advance, wanting both of us to be out of school before we wed. We just didn't plan out whether or not it coincided with Brooke's menstrual week.
We also didn't have any idea that near the end of the seven day stretch of her having testicles every month, there was a chance I could get pregnant. It was a miracle that we dodged that bullet as long as we did. For that matter, it was an act of God that Hudson didn't knock me up during those two weeks the summer after I graduated high school.
Now though, we were both college graduates with jobs, married, and there really wasn't a better time to start our family. Well, other than not being able to have any booze on my wedding day or honeymoon, that is.
I carefully bunched up my dress and got onto the bed on my knees, knee-walking far enough forward that she'd be able to kneel behind me.
Then I fell to my hands, presenting my entire backside, ready for the pounding and framed by the dress I married her in.
"Are you ready, Mrs. Johnson?" she asked teasingly, kneeling on the bed behind me and stroking my ass with the hand not stroking her dick.
"God, don't tease me Baby, not now. I need you, Dr. Johnson."
Yeah, both Brooke and her mother were Doctor Johnson, MD. Brooke had just finished medical school, and was set to start her residency at the same hospital her mother works at.
Brooke slid her cock into my receptive hole in one smooth stroke. Maybe if she had kept her cock constantly, I'd be looser, but I had three weeks to tighten back up a little in-between, so she always stretched me to the limit. Always. I was so lucky.
My wife grasped my waist tightly, and started to hammer me. Slow and powerful at first, but gradually picking up speed. Every impact threatened to knock me over and only her hands holding me in place kept me up.



I was wailing within a minute, only changing volume when she slammed down and only stopping to draw breath. It was that good.
I was cumming almost constantly. I don't know if it was because of her possessive grip on my waist, or if she found the perfect angle. I don't know if it was the kinky aspect of getting fucked in my wedding dress, or if it was just the fact that I was getting railed by my wife, and I was actually married to the girl of my dreams now.
Whatever the reason, or combination of reasons, by the time Brooke slammed home one last time and pushed us both down to the bed as she came inside of me, I didn't have much left in the way of brain power.
I laid on the bed in that luxurious room with my wedding dress up around my hips, my naked wife sprawled over my back, and my naked wife's baseball bat of a cock stuffed up inside of me while she made small gentle thrusts and rode out the tail end of both of our orgasms.
She moved my hair to the side and kissed my ear. "I love you, Emily Johnson."
"I love you too, Brooke Johnson."



        