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I knew the storm was coming long before the clouds gathered. Something in my bones could feel it—an electric anticipation that had me pacing the floors of my empty house for days. The old tales my grandmother whispered came back to me at night: how the Lightning God takes a mortal lover when the skies split just right. I had always thought they were bedtime stories. Now I wondered if they were instructions.

The clock struck midnight as the first raindrops hit my bedroom window. Fat, heavy drops that sounded like fingers tapping on glass. Come out. Come out. I rose from my bed, a strange calm washing over me. My nightgown slipped to the floor with barely a whisper. I didn't need it anymore.

They say a woman who offers herself to the Thunderer must come to him as she entered the world. Bare. Wanting. Honest in her need. I had been wanting for so long—a hollowness inside me that men with their fumbling hands and apologetic smiles could never fill. Perhaps it was madness. Perhaps I had finally broken under the weight of my solitude. But the storm called, and I answered.

The wind whipped my hair as I stepped onto the balcony. Rain lashed my naked skin, but I felt no chill—only a building heat that started low in my belly and spread outward like fever. I raised my arms to the churning sky, my voice lost in the gale.

"I'm here," I said, though no one could have heard it. "I'm waiting."

Lightning split the sky, a jagged wound that bled white light. In that flash, I saw my shadow stretched long across the wet balcony floor—but it wasn't alone. Another shadow loomed behind it, tall and broad-shouldered where there should have been nothing.

The massive oak that had stood sentinel outside my home for a century took the next bolt. It split with a crack that shook the earth, wood screaming as it tore apart. The sound filled my chest, stirring something primal. I should have been afraid. Instead, I spread my legs wider, steadying myself against the iron railing.

He appeared between one breath and the next. Not walking or stepping—simply there, as if he'd always been. His hair was white, not the dull white of age but the blinding white of a lightning strike, floating around his head as if underwater. His eyes burned gold, pupils thin slits like a cat's. But it was his skin that truly marked him as other—rippling with contained power, veins of blue light pulsing beneath it like circuitry.

"You called," he said, his voice vibrating through my bones rather than my ears. "You opened yourself to the storm."

I nodded, my throat suddenly dry. "The old stories say you take mortal brides."

"Not brides," he corrected, moving closer. "Vessels."

I should have asked what he meant. I should have demanded explanations, guarantees. Instead, I watched as his cock stirred, lengthening before my eyes until it jutted proudly from his body. Blue light coursed through it, veins glowing like neon beneath his skin. Energy crackled along its length, little arcs of electricity that danced and jumped.

He lifted me with one hand as if I weighed nothing. My feet left the ground, and before I could gasp, he had bent me over the wet railing. Rain pelted my back as his hand pressed between my shoulder blades, pinning me in place. I felt the hot, pulsing head of him against my entrance.

"Is this what you wanted?" he asked, his voice like distant thunder.

"Yes," I breathed, the word half plea, half prayer.

He entered me in one brutal thrust. There was no gentleness, no easing in—just the shocking fullness as he stretched me to my limits. Electricity surged through me, my spine arching involuntarily as tiny filaments of blue light raced along my nerve endings. My vision blurred. My fingers clutched desperately at the wet metal.

"You take me well," he growled, pulling back only to slam forward again. "Most mortals break on the first thrust."

I would have answered, but another bolt of energy shot through me as he drove deeper, stealing my words and replacing them with a raw, animal sound. Each thrust sent new jolts through my body, building in intensity until I could see blue light dancing across my own skin, mirroring his.

His rhythm matched the storm—relentless, powerful strokes punctuated by moments of exquisite stillness. During one such pause, he leaned forward, his chest against my back, his mouth at my ear.

"You'll feel me for days," he promised, teeth grazing my lobe. "You'll leak my power for weeks."

Then he was moving again, faster now, the slap of skin against skin almost drowned by the howling wind. My body trembled, hovering on an edge I'd never known existed. The tension building inside me wasn't just pleasure—it was something wilder, more dangerous. Like trying to contain lightning in a bottle.

When I came, the bottle shattered. I screamed into the storm, my voice joining the thunder as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed through me. My inner walls clenched around him, trying to pull him deeper still. Blue light poured from my mouth, my eyes, the tips of my fingers.

He groaned, a sound like mountains moving, and then I felt it—the hot flood of his release. But it wasn't just seed filling me. Energy poured into my womb, scorching and electric, making my body jerk and convulse. It kept coming, far more than any human man could produce, until I felt it might overflow from me.

When he finally pulled away, I slumped against the railing, unable to stand. Rain continued to fall, sizzling where it hit my overheated skin. Between my thighs, a luminous fluid dripped, sparking as it hit the balcony floor.

"Come," he said, lifting me again. "The night has just begun."

And through the open balcony door, he carried me inside.
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He laid me on the bedroom floor, my back against the cold wood. The wetness of the rain still clung to my skin, but where drops touched him, they sizzled into steam. I should have been exhausted, drained by what had happened on the balcony. Instead, I felt a new hunger creeping through me, a need that went beyond flesh. My body no longer felt entirely my own.

Lightning still flickered in his eyes as he knelt between my splayed legs. His cock hadn't softened—it stood rigid, blue light pulsing along its length in time with some cosmic heartbeat I could almost hear. The god's expression was inscrutable, neither tender nor cruel, just intent.

"Your kind forgets," he said, his voice making the floorboards vibrate beneath me. "What it means to be filled with divinity."

His fingers traced my collarbone, leaving trails of light that lingered on my skin like phosphorescence. Where he touched, my nerves sang—not with pleasure exactly, but with recognition. As if my body were remembering something my mind had never known.

"We used to walk among you often," he continued, his fingers dipping lower, circling my nipples until they hardened into aching points. "Before your cities of iron and light. Before you learned to capture lightning in wires and tame it."

I wanted to ask questions—about his kind, about why he'd chosen me—but then his mouth replaced his fingers. He sucked my nipple between his lips, and coherent thought fled. Electricity sparked from his tongue, making my back arch off the floor. My breasts had always been sensitive, but this was different. Each pull of his mouth sent currents racing to my core, as if he were drawing some essential part of me up and out.

"You taste of earth," he murmured against my skin. "Of clay and salt and copper."

His tongue traced patterns across my stomach—not random strokes but deliberate designs that felt like language. Each lick left a glowing trail that faded slowly, like lightning captured in reverse on my skin. I realized I was trembling, not from cold but from anticipation so keen it bordered on fear.

"Please," I whispered, though I wasn't sure what I was begging for.

He rose over me then, his massive body blotting out the storm-light from the window. One hand gripped my hip, fingers digging in hard enough to leave marks. The other tangled in my hair, pulling my head back to expose my throat. When he entered me the second time, it wasn't the sudden thrust of before. He pushed in slowly, inexorably, each inch stretching me wider, filling spaces I hadn't known existed within my body.

My mind flickered like a faulty bulb. Images flashed behind my eyes—ancient stone circles slick with rain; women dancing naked beneath thunderheads; a mountain peak shattered by a strike so powerful it reshaped the land. I wasn't seeing memories, I realized. I was seeing his memories, bleeding into me through the connection of our bodies.

"Take it," he growled, his pace quickening. "Take all of it."

Each thrust sent new arcs through my nervous system. My toes curled so hard they cramped. My fingers clawed at the floorboards, leaving gouges in the wood. The sensation wasn't entirely pleasure anymore—it had transformed into something both more and less, a raw energy that threatened to overwhelm my mortal frame.

My cunt stretched around him as if made for divine voltage. I could feel myself changing with each stroke, my inner tissues adapting to channel the power he poured into me. Blue light leaked from between my legs when he withdrew, only to be driven back inside with his next thrust.

The god's rhythm became erratic, more primal. His golden eyes blazed brighter, and the air around us crackled with ozone. When he groaned, the sound shook dust from the ceiling. His cock swelled inside me, stretching me further still, and then came the flood.

The blast of heat that filled my womb was so violent, so absolute, that my vision whited out. My hips locked against his, my body instinctively trying to take every drop of his divine seed. I couldn't see, couldn't hear anything but the roar of my own pulse. All I could do was feel—the scorching fill of him, the desperate clutch of my inner walls, the spreading warmth that radiated outward from my core.

When awareness returned, I found my hands pressed against my lower belly. The skin there felt different—tighter, warmer, alive with tiny pulses of energy that didn't match my heartbeat.

"You'll carry the storm," he whispered in my ear, his palm replacing mine.

Where he touched my stomach, a glow spread outward, blue-white like sheet lightning. My skin pulsed beneath his hand, the muscle and tissue beneath it shifting subtly—accepting, adapting, making space.

"What does that mean?" I finally managed to ask, my voice raw as if I'd been screaming.

"It means you're mine now," he said simply. "A vessel for divinity."

I should have been terrified. I should have fought or fled. Instead, I felt a strange peace settle over me as the transformation began. Whatever human future I might have had was gone, replaced by something wilder and more terrible. My body was no longer just my own—it belonged to the storm now, to the ancient power this god represented.

He withdrew from me slowly, his seed—too plentiful, too luminous to be mortal—spilling onto my thighs. It didn't cool or dry like human ejaculate. Instead, it seemed to sink into my skin, absorbed by my body like water into parched earth.

"Rest," he said, rising to his feet in one fluid motion. "The change has begun."

He didn't bother with a goodbye. Between one blink and the next, he was simply gone, leaving only the lingering scent of ozone and the faint blue glow beneath my navel as proof he'd been there at all.

I lay on the floor until dawn, hands cupped protectively over my belly, feeling the tiny sparks of something new taking root inside me. When I finally slept, I dreamed of storms.

***
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Days bled into weeks in a haze of transformation. My belly swelled at an unnatural pace, skin stretching taut over something that pulsed with its own light. I avoided mirrors after the first week, when I caught sight of blue veins spreading across my abdomen like lightning branches. They weren't veins—not really. They were conduits, channels for whatever power now grew inside me. The neighbors stopped calling. The mail carrier left packages at the end of the drive. Perhaps they sensed the wrongness. Perhaps they simply saw the strange glow that leaked from my windows at night.

I spent most days in bed, watching the ceiling and feeling the changes ripple through me. My body wasn't just growing to accommodate new life—it was being fundamentally rewired. Sometimes I felt electricity dance between my fingertips when I was half-asleep. Once, I accidentally shattered a glass when my hand sparked while reaching for water.

The hunger was the worst of it. Not for food—I could barely keep anything solid down—but for energy. I found myself standing too close to electrical outlets, my fingers hovering near the metal prongs, craving the buzz. I unplugged lamps and pressed my tongue to the connectors, tasting copper and the faint tingle of current. It wasn't enough. Nothing was enough.

At night, I lay naked atop my sheets, belly round and glowing faintly in the darkness. I traced circles around my navel, feeling the skin pulse beneath my touch. The sensation sent tremors through me, not quite pleasure but something adjacent to it—a fullness and emptiness simultaneously. My moans echoed in the empty house as electricity buzzed under my skin.

My breasts had changed too, grown heavier and marked with the same blue-etched patterns as my stomach. When I squeezed them—partly in examination, partly in the vague hope of relief—they leaked a clear fluid that glowed faintly in the dark. Curiosity overrode caution. I tasted it once, touching my finger to my tongue. The shock was immediate, a jolt that made my teeth clack together and left a metallic tang in my mouth. Not milk. Something else. Something made to feed a creature of lightning.

"You're changing beautifully," a voice rumbled from the darkness.

I didn't startle. Some part of me had known he would return, had felt his approach like animals sense coming storms. The Lightning God stood at the foot of my bed, his golden eyes reflecting the blue glow of my altered body. He was naked as before, his divine cock already hard, crackling with visible energy that cast dancing shadows on the walls.

"What have you done to me?" I asked, though the question held no accusation. I was beyond that now, beyond the human concerns of consent and consequence. My body arched toward him involuntarily, recognizing its maker.

"I've honored you," he said simply. "Few mortals survive carrying divinity."

He moved onto the bed with that strange liquid grace, his weight barely registering on the mattress despite his size. His hands—hot and tingling with power—traced the curve of my swollen belly, the blue lines brightening at his touch. I gasped, my back arching.

"You need more," he murmured. It wasn't a question.

"Yes," I breathed, spreading my legs in shameless invitation.

Whatever humanity I'd been clinging to dissipated when he knelt between my thighs. His cock looked even larger now, pulsing with light that matched the glow beneath my skin. When he slid inside, the connection felt like a circuit completing. My body welcomed him differently than before—my altered cunt stretching and contracting around him like a living thing with its own hunger.

I cried out, clutching at his shoulders. His skin burned beneath my hands, but the pain was distant, unimportant compared to the fullness he provided. Each thrust sent new currents through my nervous system, feeding the storm growing inside me. The child—if it could be called that—responded to its father's presence, moving restlessly within me.

"Oh god," I gasped as he bottomed out inside me, his cock pressing against my cervix. "I can feel it—it knows you're here."

His smile was terrible and beautiful, a flash of teeth too sharp to be human. "Of course it does. It feeds on my power." His hand splayed across my rounded belly as he withdrew and thrust again, harder this time. "As do you."

He established a rhythm that matched the distant thunder rolling outside—had the storm come with him, or had he come with the storm? I couldn't tell anymore where nature ended and divinity began. My world narrowed to the stretch and pull of him inside me, the electric pulses that shot from my core to my extremities with each stroke.

My vision began to blur, not with tears but with light. It seemed to emanate from within me now, pouring from my eyes, my mouth, the pores of my skin. I was becoming a vessel of pure energy, a human-shaped container barely holding something vast and primal.

The orgasm, when it came, was different from any I'd experienced before. It didn't build and crest like waves; it struck like lightning—sudden, all-consuming, devastating. I shrieked, my body convulsing around his cock, inner walls clamping down with supernatural strength. My swollen belly twitched visibly, blue patterns flaring bright enough to illuminate the entire room.

"You're ripening," he groaned, his pace becoming erratic as he chased his own release. The headboard slammed against the wall with each thrust, plaster cracking behind it. "Almost ready to birth the storm."

I couldn't answer. Speech was beyond me now. I was just sensation—the stretch of him inside me, the pressure of new life beneath my ribs, the current that ran from my core to every extremity. My muscles locked as a second orgasm followed the first, my body greedy for what he offered.

When he finally came, it was with a sound like thunder breaking directly overhead. His seed flooded me again, hot and abundant, but different now—thicker, charged with even more power than before. It felt like molten metal being poured into my womb, feeding the creature that grew there. My vision whited out completely, body arching off the bed in a perfect bow of tension.

Afterward, I collapsed in a boneless heap, chest heaving, skin slick with sweat that glowed faintly blue in the darkness. The god remained inside me for long moments, his cock still pulsing with aftershocks that kept small currents of pleasure running through me.

"Soon," he whispered, his lips against my temple. "Soon you'll bring it forth."

Then he was gone, leaving me alone with the storm growing inside, stronger now, more insistent. I placed trembling hands on my belly, feeling tiny kicks like lightning strikes under my ribs, the air around me humming with potential.

In the bathroom mirror later, I saw my eyes had changed—flecks of gold now swimming in my once-brown irises. I smiled at my reflection, lips cracking from dryness, and watched tiny sparks dance between my teeth.

***
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My body couldn't stop craving him. The hunger grew worse with each passing day, a hollow ache that started in my womb and spread outward until my skin felt too tight, my nerves raw and exposed. I understood now—feeding the storm inside meant feeding the god. Ordinary food turned to ash in my mouth. Water tasted flat and dead. Only one thing would satisfy the creature growing inside me, the same thing that had created it: divine power, channeled through divine flesh.

I tried to resist it. Tried to convince myself I was still human, still in control. But my swollen body betrayed me hourly. My breasts leaked that glowing fluid constantly now, soaking through shirts until I stopped bothering with them altogether. The skin of my belly had stretched transparent in places, thin enough that I could see blue light pulsing beneath it in rhythm with something other than my heartbeat.

In desperate moments, I pressed my palms against electrical outlets, feeling faint currents tickle my skin—a mockery of what I truly needed. I stood outside during smaller storms, rain plastering my nightgown to my distended stomach, hoping lightning might strike nearby and feed me secondhand energy. Nothing worked. The hunger only grew.

That morning, I shuffled to the kitchen in search of something, anything, that might dull the edge of my need. My balance was off, center of gravity shifted by my unnaturally swollen belly. I leaned over the kitchen table, bare skin against the cool wood, and closed my eyes. Between my legs, I was perpetually wet now, leaking fluid that sometimes sparked when it dripped onto metal surfaces.

"Please," I whispered to the empty room, unsure if I was praying or begging. "I can't take much more."

The air pressure changed subtly. The hairs on my arms stood up. I didn't turn around—I didn't need to. I knew he was there, drawn by my desperation like metal to a magnet.

"You called again," his voice rumbled behind me, closer than I expected.

His hands found my hips, large enough to span from my waist to the tops of my thighs. Where our skin connected, little arcs of electricity jumped between us—no longer painful, just familiar. Necessary.

"I didn't mean to," I said, though it was a lie. Every cell in my body had been screaming for him.

"Your body doesn't lie," he said, as if reading my thoughts. One hand slid around to cup my belly. "The storm-child needs feeding."

There was no preamble, no gentle entry. He grabbed my hips more firmly and thrust into me from behind, his cock already fully hard and crackling with energy. The silverware in the nearby drawer rattled with the force of it. A glass fell from the counter and shattered, but I barely registered the sound over my own moan.

The relief was immediate and overwhelming—like water after days in the desert, like air after nearly drowning. My insides reshaped themselves around him, the altered tissues of my cunt hungry for what only he could provide. Each stroke sent new power surging through me, feeding the creature beneath my heart.

"Yes," I gasped, gripping the edge of the table as he drove into me. "Don't stop."

My fingers left scorched marks on the wood. Tiny sparks flew from my fingertips with each impact, my body no longer able to contain the energy he fed into me. The storm-child moved restlessly inside me, responding to its father's presence with kicks that sent visible ripples across my taut skin.

"So hungry," he growled, his pace quickening. His balls slapped against my soaked flesh with each thrust, my juices making wet, obscene sounds that crackled faintly with static. "So eager to be filled."

I couldn't argue. Couldn't pretend to be anything but what I had become—a vessel, a conduit, a willing host to something beyond human comprehension. My moans turned animalistic, raw sounds torn from a throat that sometimes glowed from within when I cried out.

The cutlery jumped in the drawers with each of his thrusts now, metal responding to the electrical field building around us. Light bulbs in the fixtures overhead began to glow despite the switches being off, filaments responding to the ambient energy our coupling generated.

"You need more lightning," he growled, his voice deeper than before, almost painful to human ears.

One of his hands pressed against my swollen womb, fingers splayed wide. The other moved to my throat, not squeezing but holding, controlling. Both hands began to glow with concentrated power, blue-white light seeping between his fingers and into my flesh.

The dual contact completed some essential circuit. Energy flowed from his cock into my core, from his hands into my womb and throat, creating a closed loop of power that built with each brutal thrust. My vision tunneled, then expanded impossibly. For a moment, I could see everything—every dust mote in the air, every electron jumping between atoms, the intricate lattice of reality itself.

"Take it all," he commanded, and I felt him swell even larger inside me, stretching me to my absolute limit.

His release came like a thunderclap, seed jetting into me with such force that I felt it hit my cervix like a physical blow. But it wasn't just seed—it was pure energy, a direct infusion of divine power straight into the storm-child's developing form. The blast was so intense that every light in the house exploded simultaneously, glass raining down from fixtures as the electrical system overloaded.

I came with a scream that didn't sound human, my body convulsing around him, milking every drop of his power. The orgasm wasn't localized to my cunt but consumed my entire body, a full-system overload that lasted far longer than should have been physically possible. When it finally subsided, I collapsed forward onto the table, my legs giving out entirely.

He withdrew slowly, his softening cock still occasionally sparking with residual energy. I felt his seed—too much of it, too charged with power to be anything mortal—leaking from me in thick rivulets that hissed faintly when they hit the floor.

"Fully charged now," he murmured, his hand stroking my back almost tenderly. "Soon, very soon."

Then he was gone, and I was alone in the darkened kitchen, every bulb blown, surrounded by the scent of ozone and scorched wood. I lay there, unable to move, belly twitching with renewed energy. The storm-child turned within me, stronger now, more defined. Not a human baby—never that—but something else, something made of lightning and divinity and my transformed flesh.

When I finally found the strength to stand, I caught my reflection in the window glass. My eyes glowed gold in the darkness, and faint traces of blue light leaked from the corners of my mouth. I smiled, and sparks danced between my teeth.
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By morning, I could feel it inside—tiny kicks of lightning under my ribs, the air around me humming with a constant, subtle vibration. My belly had grown enormous, the skin stretched thin and glowing with constant blue light, crackling faintly whenever I shifted or moaned. The time was near. I knew it the way animals know when to migrate, a knowledge buried in tissue and bone rather than conscious thought. The storm-child would come soon, and there were preparations to be made.

I wandered my house in a daze, touching objects I'd once cared about—books, photographs, the small treasures of a human life. They meant little to me now. My fingers left scorch marks on paper, and glass cracked under my touch. Whatever I was becoming, it was no longer compatible with these fragile things.

The bathroom mirror showed a stranger—my face thinned, cheekbones sharp beneath skin that glowed from within. My eyes had changed completely, brown irises now swirled with gold, pupils occasionally contracting to slits like his. The veins at my temples and throat pulsed with blue light. When I smiled, electricity arced between my teeth.

I pressed my hands against my distended belly, feeling the storm-child turn and pulse. Not a baby—I understood that now. Something older, more elemental. A fragment of divinity wrapped in mortal flesh. My flesh. The honor of it struck me suddenly, bringing me to my knees on the bathroom tile.

"Thank you," I whispered, unsure who I was addressing—the god, the child, or some greater force that had chosen me for this transformation.

Outside, clouds gathered. Not the dark, heavy storm clouds that had brought him before, but something more subtle—a thin gray veil drawn across the sky, pregnant with potential. I felt the pressure drop, my ears popping in response. The storm-child grew restless, pushing against my ribs with enough force to leave bruises.

I moved to the garden without conscious decision, my bare feet leaving slightly singed imprints in the grass. The air felt electric, charged with anticipation. My nightgown—the last concession to human modesty—slipped from my shoulders as I walked, abandoned on the path behind me.

The first drops of rain touched my naked skin just as I reached the center of the garden. They felt different from ordinary rain—heavier, almost viscous, each drop carrying a tiny charge that sang along my nerves. I tilted my face upward, letting them fall on my closed eyelids, my parted lips. They tasted of metal and ozone, of power barely contained.

"Beautiful," his voice came from behind me, and I turned slowly, my altered balance requiring deliberate movement.

The Lightning God stood beneath my old oak tree, the one that had been split in our first encounter but now twisted in new, impossible ways, its branches reaching toward the gathering storm rather than the sun. He looked different too—more solid, more present than in our previous meetings. His white hair moved in a wind I couldn't feel, and his golden eyes reflected the lights pulsing beneath my skin.

"It's time," I said, not a question.

"Almost." He approached, naked as always, his divine cock already erect, different now—larger, glowing with an intensity that hurt to look at directly, blue flame dancing along its length. "One final blessing."

I should have been afraid. The power emanating from him was greater than before, wild and barely contained. But fear was a human emotion, and I was less human with each passing hour. Instead, I felt only anticipation as he circled me, his fingers trailing along my shoulders, down my spine, around the globe of my belly.

"Kneel," he commanded, and my body obeyed before my mind processed the word.

The wet grass soaked my knees as the rain fell harder, plastering my hair to my skull. Water ran in rivulets down my swollen breasts, between the taut mounds of my belly, mixing with the fluid that leaked constantly from between my legs. The god moved in front of me, his cock level with my face.

"Open," he said, and again, I obeyed without hesitation.

When he entered my mouth, electricity flooded my system. My eyes rolled back, inner lids I hadn't known I possessed flickering across my vision. His taste was impossible—like licking a battery but multiplied a thousandfold, like drinking pure energy. My tongue burned and healed and burned again as he pushed deeper, past human limits, my throat opening to accommodate him.

It should have choked me. Instead, I felt my body adapt, channels opening inside me to receive what he offered. He held my head with both hands, fingers tangled in my wet hair, and thrust into my mouth with deliberate strokes. Each one sent new power surging through me, feeding the storm-child, preparing us both for what was to come.

When he withdrew, my lips were numb, tingling with residual energy. Without words, he helped me stand, then guided me to a low stone bench at the garden's edge. I bent over it willingly, my massive belly hanging heavy beneath me, breasts pressed against the cold, wet stone. The rain fell harder, running in streams down my arched back.

He mounted me in the garden, the rain pouring down, his cock sparking with blue flame as it pressed against my entrance. My body opened for him instantly, reformed by our previous couplings to accommodate his divine proportions. When he entered me fully, I cried out, the sound joining the distant thunder.

"This is the last time," he said, his voice vibrating through my bones. "Before the birth."

His hands settled on my belly, fingers splayed wide across the taut, glowing skin. Through that connection, I felt a direct line of communication between the god and the storm-child—a blessing, a promise, a transfer of power that bypassed my mortal flesh entirely. With each thrust, the connection strengthened, their energies aligning, preparing for separation.

My cries joined the thunder as he filled me one last time, his movements taking on a ritual quality—precise, powerful strokes that seemed to match some cosmic rhythm I could almost perceive. His cock pulsed inside me, as though blessing the child through every filthy thrust, sanctifying my changed body as its vessel.

When he came, the sky split open.

Lightning struck the garden in multiple places simultaneously, blinding white forks connecting heaven and earth. I screamed as divine seed flooded me again, but the sound was lost in the thunderclap that shook the ground beneath us. My belly glowed with divine heat, visible even from my vantage point, bright enough to cast shadows despite the storm's darkness.

For one impossible moment, I saw through the veil between worlds—saw vast beings of pure energy moving through storm clouds, saw ancient rituals performed on mountaintops, saw other women throughout history who had been chosen as I had been. Then the vision collapsed, and I was just myself again, bent over a garden bench, leaking divine fluid onto the grass below.

The god withdrew slowly, his seed—glowing and thick—flowing down my thighs. His hand stroked my hair once, an almost tender gesture. When I found the strength to turn my head, he was already fading, becoming one with the storm above.

"Three days," his voice echoed, though his form had disappeared. "When the moon is dark."

I stayed in the garden until the rain stopped, my hand resting on my belly. The storm-child had grown still, content now, fully charged for what was to come. When I finally looked at my reflection in a rain puddle, my eyes glowed solid gold, no white or pupil visible. My skin was translucent in places, the network of blue energy visible beneath it like a roadmap of power.

I smiled, and lightning flashed overhead in a clear sky. Pregnant with the god's spark, my body forever marked by storm, I waited for the dark of the moon and the birth that would transform the world as I had been transformed.
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