Amanda had witnessed several things in her life that made her question reality. Most were online, but meeting Amy had brought those seeming impossibilities to her everyday life. Of course, a seven-foot futa didn’t tread deep into fantasy, but since then, meeting Eliza and the resultant shrinking and growing had washed away all her expectations. Now she didn’t know what came next. The date was just meant to be fun, albeit lewd and messy, then Amy destroyed any such concept. She gawked up at the Amazon from her lap.

Double her height? Keep growing? What the fuck was she thinking? Amanda had said those from inane pleasure, not thinking it’d be true, and yet Amy had exceeded them. Stood on a thigh, leaning against a breast the size of a beanbag chair, while her neck craned back to see her eyes, Amy had never looked so huge. Or sexy.

“How come you’re not hard?” Amanda asked, looking back at the stretch of soft Amazonian cock, laid out like a lackadaisical python, and imagined just what it could become. It should terrify her more than anything. Even if it didn’t grow any bigger, it’d crush her if they weren’t careful. The balls alone would smother her. What a way to go; suffocation by giant, sweaty futa balls.

“No idea. Maybe it didn’t want to intrude?” 

“Well, I’m not gonna be satisfied until I get you rock hard. If you’re this big soft, then just think…” Amanda shuddered, cock drooling all over her lover, rivulets of it following Amy’s veins down to her bed sized scrotum. She stumbled and plopped down on the cock, straddling it like a fallen oak tree. The new position had her eye-to-eye against Amy’s staggering nipples, “Now I just have to figure out how to turn you on.”

“My nipples are still available,” Amy said and tapped Amanda’s shoulders with her teats, “They’re big enough for you to deep throat.”

“That’s true.” Amanda licked her lips. Taking her girlfriend’s cock was impossible, unless Eliza concocted something, but her tits were perfect replacements. She leaned close, moonlight reflected off a faint sheen of sweat, and wrapped a hand around each ‘nub’. Each had to be the girth of her forearm, too big for her fingers to meet around, and longer than water bottles. The Amazon moaned at her touch, her seat twitched in response. This would work.

Amanda went for the left first and licked the peak. Another twitch beneath her urged more licks, each pulse added more fuel, until she swirled her tongue around the pink shaft. Little nodules decorated its otherwise smooth skin. Deep breaths fumigated her sinuses in the gentle, yet overbearing musk of Amy’s body, while moans vibrated the breasts she leaned on. All she could see as she opened her mouth and gradually sank down the length was Amy.

Was there any purer love than salivating over the very taste of her partner’s skin? Even in her head that sounded creepy, but the sentiment was pure. A tang of sweat coated her tongue, subtle hints of Amy’s body wash, while a crawling flavour of cock snuck in. Just it being there was enough to improve the atmosphere.She ran her tongue all over the nipple, throat accepting more.

After so long spent sucking fourteen inch, and bigger, cocks Amanda would be livid if she couldn’t handle it. Before long, her lips mashed into the softest realm she knew, sinking in and feeling the whole expanse hug her face. She pushed against it, her own boobs and nipples poking in. The chill night air seemed almost otherworldly on her back with Amy’s hot, in the figurative and literal sense, breast snuggled up to so much of her front. Who needed a heater with her around?

Beneath her, Amy’s prick swelled and parted her legs further. A vein pulsed against Amanda’s pussy and balls, powerful enough to force out a gush of pre, while her already sopping lips moistened further. Were it her choice, the entire log of futa-meat would be lodged inside her until dawn. Incapable of that, Amanda settled for the lustful undulation of her hips as she suckled and bobbed on Amy’s chunky nipple. It filled her maw and throat perfectly.

Giant hands travelled across her body. Amanda wasn’t like a model or hyper-metabolic, her waist just trim enough to accentuate her curves, yet Amy wrapped her fingers around it with ease. Between them, she really was like a doll. Thumbs pushed down on key points on her belly and hip, piling softer heat atop the already boiling lust within. Her body relaxed, slouched against Amy’s boob as she throated the tit.

If she weren’t trembling in arousal, and her airway wasn’t clogged, then Amanda might’ve dozed off. As it was, her eyes half shut, Amy consuming what remained of her vision. She wrapped her arms around the breast she lathered in attention, squeezing it all over until Amy moaned louder, telling her where to work, and nibbled on the nub. Teeth pulling, tongue swirling, and throat swallowing around the sensitive pink spear, Amanda squealed as she was flung into the air. Not on purpose for Amy’s part, but by a simple reflex from her cock.

Coming free with a wet cough, drool slathered across her cheeks and chin, Amanda landed between the pair. Amy pushed them around her, heart thumping in Amanda’s ears, as they both stared out at the ultimate pussy-stretcher known to Earth. Larger even than a whale’s.

“Uh, congrats, Amy,” Amanda said. Though it was just a guess, and based upon the surrounding trees for comparison, she was certain the length exceeded her own height by entire feet. She couldn’t say, but it might even be long as Amy was tall, “You’ve got the biggest dick on Earth. How’s it feel?”

“Alright, I guess. But I much prefer this sensation,” Amy cooed and rested her chin on the comparatively petite futa’s head, breasts covering her from all sides, while the Amazon’s heartbeat thundered behind her, “I can feel you all over.”

“Since when did you get all romantic? Come on, be more horny! We’re looking at history here,” Amanda moaned, biting her lip against the heavenly masturbation of her cock by the breasts.

“I can’t help it. You’re so cute like this and besides,” Amy lowered her voice and head, lips on her lover’s ear, “You’re plenty horny for both of us. Don’t think I can’t feel your pre-cum and pussy juice streaming out, making a mess of my giant titties that you’re wrapped up in. I just need to, hmm, move like this and you make even more.” As she spoke, the Amazon rolled her tits with her arms in a lurid, full-body massage. The idea echoed in Amanda’s mind as she panted and drooled over the metres-long prick before her, like a path to unknown pleasures.

“I can’t help it,” Amanda whined.

“Oh? Why is that?” Amy moved faster, firmer, tit flesh hugging Amanda’s cock and body as a whole like the water bed her parents had once, which she’d used as a teen and made a mess of. It felt so good bobbing and squishing and rubbing her, “It can’t be from me getting so huge? Do you like feeling tiny?”

“No…” Amanda moaned, which might’ve fooled a deaf person, and squirmed inside her soft prison.

“I think it is,” Amy reached in and wrapped a hand around the futa’s shaft, engulfing it from base to tip in her grasp, “Just my hand is bigger than your cock now, Babe. Oh! That was a lot of pre. Hmm, it’s all over my boobs, let’s share the love.” Amanda gasped as her body was covered in her own emissions, slightly dried and sticky from Amy’s warmth, with more added by the second.

She didn’t even have a response for her Amazonian lover beyond moans. Her cock was released, the fingers curled around a leg and pressed the knee against her chest, held in place by the giant tits, while her pussy was penetrated. Amy spread her walls, nails grazing her depths in a quest for her g-spot. It didn’t take long to find. Amanda might’ve chewed her out if she needed any longer than a few seconds. A shudder turned into a sharp jerk as Amy’s fingers reached her cervix. They curled and relaxed, repeated as the boobs kept slipping across her outside.

“Hmm, this sandwich could use a cream filling, don’t you think?”

“What?” Amanda snorted, laughter shaking her from head to toe, insides squeezing around the fingers.

“Come on,” Amy said, grinning as her tongue teased Amanda’s earlobe, sucking it into her mouth, breath tormenting her, “Don’t tell me you don’t wanna feel all your gooey sperm all over your skin. Because I really wanna feel it between my tits. No better lotion than cum.”

“Is that why my sunscreen smelled weird?” Amanda asked.

“Maybe,” Amy taunted, not slowing at all, even as she finessed her movements, targeting all the best parts of Amanda’s puny form. If she kept going, being inside her tits would become very messy indeed. Amanda tried pulling her arms free, but the surroundings were tight against her, and squishy enough to conform to her moves. It wasn’t right for her to cum again so soon, when Amy had only shot off once that night. Besides, her size always reflected production, which meant unfathomable amounts of semen were bubbling away inside her testes. Amanda had to witness it.

Then her body froze but for a series of spasms as her tightest hole was opened and explored. First one finger, then a second wriggled around and scratched at her sensitive walls, rubbing against the others inside her pussy through the thin layer of separation. Though segregated, each set strived for a single goal; to make Amanda cum. Her breaths quickened, cock jerking and balls aching, and her pussy sloshed with juices. Amy’s palm mashed into her clit, forcing her thumb and pinkie inside. A third finger joined her ass.

Amy’s fist mashed into her g-spot.The tits constricted her and her perch on Amy’s giant cock shook.  Fingertips found and pushed on her prostate.

“Fuck you!” Amanda cried as she exploded all over Amy’s breasts. They kept moving against her, rubbing more seed out and coating her, while dousing the below portion in her fem-cum. Amy’s fingers didn’t stop, steady pumps against her most sensitive areas milked her for more, even as she screamed her release into the dampeners all around her. She panted as the torment calmed and dregs of jizz oozed out.

Amy released the futa and removed her hands, bringing one dripping in juices to her face. She made a big show of licking it clean, moaning at the flavour, “Hmm, fuck. Think my taste buds got a boost too. You taste better than ever.”

“Flattery will get you nowhere,” Amanda scowled at her, stood on the Amazon’s cock and coated in a layer of sticky cum. Random globs slid down her form. She tried rubbing some off, but only got her fingers gummed up, a web forming if she spread them apart. Before she could berate her lover further, the ‘ground’ lifted high, “Watch it!”

“Sorry,” Amy held her shaft steady, Amanda caught at the base between it and her glazed tits, “You’re just so hot. I can’t help it.” As she spoke, another tremor ran up the monolith. Amanda followed a slight bulge as it moved up, then the crown swelled and pumped out a huge glob of shiny, dense pre-cum. She just got her hands up as it splattered over her, washing away her own filth but replacing it with Amy’s.

“Now look what you did,” Amanda said and tried standing, but slipped, falling against the shaft and sliding down. Amy gave a soft moan. Now it was her turn to mock the giant, “Is that what I’ve gotta do now?”

“Hmm?”

Amanda slid down and waddled across the uneven surface of Amy’s immense testes, around to the underbelly of the beast. The tube of her urethra extended outward in a fat, obscene tribute and promise to her prolificacy. She could all but smell the virility coming from inside. Compelled by the sight, she wrapped her limbs around the shaft. A mixed gasp and moan came as she hooked her fingers and toes in the veins. The skin was stretched taut, no give whatsoever.

She grunted and pulled herself up, body pressed tight against the bulbous tube. The pressure caused a new moan, accompanied a heavy tremor and gurgle. Amanda gasped as the urethra bulged against her, then thinned out as whatever it transported raced to the head. A fresh gasp escaped Amy when the crown erupted in viscous pre-cum. 

A bucketful of the stuff poured over Amanda. Her cock, still hard, throbbed against the much larger variant and added its own lubricant as she ground against the shaft. Their body heat dried out the pre-cum rapidly, hampering Amanda’s progress. Another tremor covered her once more.

“Don’t stop,” Amy groaned.

“You getting off on this?” Amanda asked, still grinding along a comparatively small portion of cock, despite using her entire body, “You’re so big now that you need a body-job just to cum? God you’re such a perv. Well, just sit back and let me do all the work like always.”

“I’ve got a better idea,” Amy said and her hands once again enveloped Amanda, though they were no closer to handling her monumental prick. They did, however, hold Amanda firmly against it as she was pushed further along and pulled back.

“You’re fucking kidding me,” Amanda muttered as her face mashed into the shaft, veins popping out further in response to her presence, as if to dislodge her.

“Oh, this feels so good,” Amy said, all but using the more average-sized futa as a lurid sex toy. More pre-cum fell, gushing out by the bucket. Amy pushed her far as her reach allowed, not even halfway up the spire, before yanking her back to the base, feet clapping dramatically against the mammoth balls underneath. The constant rush of pre forced Amanda to hold her breath, yet the intoxicating aroma wormed its way into her sinuses. She couldn’t resist poking her tongue out. Another layer of pleasure, albeit small.

“Fuck, I didn’t realise how turned on I got,” Amy cooed, leaning forward to add her own tongue into the mix. The only regret Amanda had in that moment was not seeing Amy auto-fellate before, now it was just a pipe-dream with her size much too great. Testicles rumbling like ominous thunder right in her ear, and cock throbbing and spitting pre from the constant stimulus, her orgasm couldn’t be far. For her part, Amanda was struggling with her own.

She saw herself as a switch, equally capable of dominating as submitting and getting off from either. Yet nothing in that moment was within her control and, for lack of elegance, it was fucking incredible. Amy had total control over her body, using it like a fleshlight, and Amanda was on the edge already. In the rhythmic torture of pleasure, she thought about how she acted around people bigger than her, Amazons primarily, and realised it was simple; she knew her place. Not in society, just in bed.

For all that she teased Amy and liked her being small, there was always something missing. As her body was made to pleasure the enormous member, no more than a plaything, that ‘something’ was obvious. Maybe not. It could be the mere size difference that turned her on, or maybe it was having no control over Amy, or perhaps it was just a fetish for everything huge? Fuck it, she thought. Too confusing at the moment.

She knew one thing no matter what; she loved Amy. And, as she risked a glance up, finding her oversized girlfriend’s tongue still in action, those big, comfortable eyes were on hers. Whether she got off being submissive or not, or how, she was with Amy and that was enough. That said, she planned on getting her back afterwards. How? She’d figure it out later.

More pre-cum surged in greater amounts by the second. Amanda’s hair matted to her skin with the gooey flood, nose inundated by the musk and sight blurred from some rolling over her eyes, which accentuated the feel of Amy’s glorious jizz-cannon. The urethral tube pulsed faster and harder. Amy used more pressure, squeezing out still more pre. Her moans lowered into rumbling sounds deep in her chest, then rose back up as she moved Amanda quicker.

Both futanari licked at the shaft. Neither giant or average futa covered much surface, however that didn’t stop them. Amanda didn’t know about her lover, but the flavour was enough to urge her on as she licked and kissed the ten-foot-plus prick and guzzled fresh pre-cum. Her belly pushed out, the earlier meals and attempt at containing Amy’s climax combining with the new intake, yet she gulped without care, even as her abdomen squished against the source. Her ass slapped against Amy’s balls in time to feel an earthquake.

No, it wasn’t the earth quaking, but the balls themselves. The vibrations travelled all over Amanda’s body, setting her comparatively meagre curves rippling in an endless dance, while her Amazonian girlfriend jerked her and the cock with harsher strokes. Amanda’s grip was forced off when the shaft distended, the urethra bulging to disaster level sizes as Amy released a primal, sky shattering roar. The pre-cum stopped. Amanda felt and watched the tube bulge in obscene shapes on their way to the crown.

The tower twitched and swayed in the breeze like an ancient oak, then stiffened into an iron pillar. Pressure built behind the slit, fattening it further, before the titanic rainfall began.

“Oh fuck! Here it comes!” Amy shouted, legs jerking up to crush Amanda between cock and balls, completely shielding her from the cold air in the sweaty confines of the giant’s genitals. In the instant before she was released, Amanda’s senses were smothered by them. Her tongue caught a droplet of sweat that mixed with pre-cum, salty bittersweet flavours electrifying her mind, All she felt was the sticky warmth of drying pre and Amy’s lightly winkled sack. Sounds were dampened in the gurgling of sperm and lewd squelching as they swarmed to the surface. Almost total darkness consumed her vision but for the faint outline of Amy’s palpitating shaft.

The smell overshadowed it all. Only for an instant as Amy’s legs kicked out, fingers letting her fall back onto the bed-like scrotum, but it was enough to addle her mind. Her face was smeared in Amy’s musk, condensed droplets clung to her nostrils and lips, that stole every thought away. A dopey grin spread across her face as the thickest sludge on earth plummeted onto her.

Unlike the brief, yet total destruction of her senses, the cum adhered to her skin. Gravity held virtually no sway over the gunk as it leisurely pooled over and around her, before another wave displaced it. Amanda gurgled, doing her best to swallow or snort the gooey ejaculate clogging her airways. Was it safe to snort cum? Probably not, though it did nothing to stop her. It took Amy realising she still existed to move her from the line of fire.

In doing so, however, she let the shaft fall forward with a deafening crash into the ground. The impact, which sent phantom pain through Amanda’s own shaft, only invigorated her ongoing climax that now spewed directly across the park and into the nearby stream. It flooded in seconds. Trees were knocked down from the occasional jerks through Amy’s body, any survivors were instead covered from root to branch. In the distance, a playground received a relatively minor coating.

The cum river continued to rise and cover more of the grass. It turned the dirt into sludge, which neared Amy’s peak as she kept spraying, threatening to consume the whole park. As it grazed Amy’s balls, the flow dwindled to nothing but heavy splats. Amy didn’t pay any attention to her accidental, large scale vandalism, fixated on Amanda as she wiped away several layers of cum. Unfiltered by the water, it was like tar on her fingers and just as clingy.

“Are you alright?” Amy asked once her girlfriend took a sharp gasp and coughed up the dregs in her lungs. She was splayed across the Amazon’s cock, a convenient vein supported her head, while Amy fretted over her like a giant mother bird.

“Holy shit! Think I saw my great-grandmother for a second there. She said ‘hi’ by the way.”

“Good,” Amy sighed and leaned their foreheads together, “I got worried.”

“I’m not that fragile,” Amanda chuckled, but hugged her nonetheless, “Thanks for the help. Not that it’s a bad way to go, but I’d be pissed if I didn’t get you back for earlier.”

“You’re still on that?”

“Of course I am! You basically smother me in your giant boobies, then you use me to jerk off your cock, and expect me to let you off?”

“Yes?”

“No! Where is that thing anyway? I’m gonna fucking… I dunno yet, but I’m gonna do something.” Amanda stood in a huff, then fell quiet, all her bravado rushed to her cock that stood in rigid envy of the enormity splayed out before them. That wasn’t the only cause of jealousy. At least eighty percent of her sight was consumed not by the greenery she expected, but a blizzard of white sludge.

“Amy… I think you flooded the park.”

“Hmm? Oh, fuck. Yeah. Yeah, I did.”

“We’re gonna have to be careful with you in the house from now on.”

“You think I’ll still fit?” Amy snorted.

“We’ll figure it out. Though I’m more worried about fitting on the bed. Eh, fuck it. I’ll just sleep in your titties if need be. Anyway,” Amanda hopped down and sank to her shins in the semen marsh. She started toward the head, “I’m gonna be way over there if you need me. Oh, and don’t be alarmed if you feel anything weird. Unless you stop seeing me. In which case you should assume I fell into your dick.”

“Quit joking,” Amy giggled, then stopped and frowned, “Although, maybe…” Her cock jumped a foot in the air, knocking Amanda flat in the swamp of cum. She shuddered as it snuck between her ass cheeks and pussy lips. Whatever it took, no matter how many days of incessant pestering necessary, she’d get Eliza to help her take that behemoth and its orgasm someday.

“Are you serious?” Amanda groaned, not letting on just how bad she wanted to lay there and make a cum angel, “Getting super hot thinking about me sliding into your fat cock?”

“No…” Amy’s cock did another jump, “Yes.”

“You’re hopeless. Well, let’s see what I can do.”

“Please tell me you’re not serious.”

“Depends on what you think I’m serious about,” Amanda hummed as she followed the veins all the way to the end. They steadily thickened as she went, until they resembled the tree roots its orgasm had forced into the open.

“Going into me cock,” Amy said. Even from close to a dozen feet away, where she finally touched the spongy, purple helm, her blush shone clear. Amanda dragged her feet through the marshland, knee deep in cum and mud, until she faced the yawning slit. Still more semen oozed out. What were drops to Amy were like entire glassfuls to Amanda, each helping enough to overflow her hands. She swayed in place for a second, eyes crossing as the insidiously pleasant musk violated her once more. It didn’t matter that they were outside in what used to be the cleanest part of town, everything reeked of Amy’s sexes.

She blinked and went about exploring. While she hadn’t intended on going through with her teasing, the gooey slit beckoned to her, always bringing her hands back as she groped the beach ball sized head, its squishy exterior belying the hardness within. She couldn’t resist humping against it either. Her cock pounded like an excited dog’s tail, as if overjoyed to meet something infinitely larger. Behind it, her envious pussy seethed.

What the fuck did she have to do? Amanda marvelled at the lengths she may go to just for a chance with this thing. Even if taking it ruined all other penises forever, if it left her womb inhospitable to anything but dicks, hell if she had to sacrifice her own member she’d do it. She squatted down to eye-level with the urethra, peering down at the gummed up tube, but the light wasn’t enough. Feeling around her sticky clothes, she found her phone in working order.

She turned on the flashlight and once more stared into the abyss that called so lewdly to her. With her spare hand, she forced it wider, “Oh my god…” The words slipped out as a sudden gust of semen, congealed within its confines, pushed out. Her eyes crossed once again and equilibrium abandoned her as she swayed, dropping her phone down the pipe.

“Fuck!”

“What? What the fuck am I’m feeling right now?” Amy asked.

“Relax, just dropped my phone down your dick hole.”

“What?!”

“I said ‘re-LAX!’” Amanda yelled as, in poor - or perhaps brilliant - timing, she reached inside, stretching all the way to her shoulder, right as the cock lurched and pulled her high. The slimy walls clenched tight and, if she didn’t know better, gulped on her arm, pulling some of the shoulder in, “Calm down!”

“Okay… okay,” Amy said and took deep breaths, eventually settling down.

“Thanks,” Amanda huffed and retrieved her arm, though her phone was probably a lost cause. Unless they got it out another way, “Babe! I’m gonna need you to cum again.”

“It’s stuck in there, isn’t it?”

“Seems that way, yeah.”

“I’m not sure I can without help,” Amy muttered and leaned over, breasts slamming to either side of her shaft, “This might work, but there’s only so far tit fucking myself will take me.”

Amanda gawked in silence, before she refocused, “I never said I wouldn’t help.”

“Good,” Amy grinned, already sliding her breasts to and fro, “Because your arm inside me felt so good. Maybe try a bit more this time?”

“I think whatever part of your brain handles fetishes outgrew the rest.”

“Hey, you’re the one that put the idea in my head.”

“Well, I’m not making you get all excited over it either.”

“Take responsibility already,” Amy groaned.

“Fine,” Amanda pouted and studied the cock slit once more. If it took her arm without a problem, then something smaller, though far more pleasurable on her side, would fit without issue. Oh, she’d take responsibility for it alright. Her face hurt from the smile plastered upon it as she handled her own shaft and ran it along the opening, just as she would for a pussy, lathering it and herself in juices. Her lover frowned from across the length, then her eyes bulged and a gasp rang out. Amanda thrust balls deep inside the gigantic cock.

She gasped in turn as her balls were swallowed as well. Having penetrated Amy several times before, in all her holes - or at least she’d thought so - the sensation of a moist, smooth tunnel wasn’t anything new. Nothing fantastical leapt out either. Amy hadn’t grown tongues in her urethra, nor had she developed a weird aphrodisiac liquid to make Amanda cum on contact. Nonetheless, she was on the edge, barely gripping with her toes. Just the fact she was inside her lover’s cock, fucking it with her own, threatened to sweep the leg and send her plummeting. 

She collapsed against the gigantic crown and thrust her hips. Cum kept her feet grounded, despite her mind deserting her for another level of pleasure, it squished between her toes and clung onto her skin like a massage parlour treatment. Amy’s pre-cum surged in droves, raising the mess from below until it sloshed around Amanda’s thighs. Random splashes landed on her pussy and drenched the folds.

“Now who’s… the pervert?” Amy asked between moans. Even if her stature were normal, the curves alone annihilated every opportunity for an ‘appropriate’ figure, purported by her whorish movements and sounds. She thrust in time with Amanda, though the weight and marshland kept her from moving beyond a few inches, creating dense waves and drowning their voices as her balls slammed against the cum and mud. That didn’t stop her from arching her back such that her ass stood high.

Amanda absent-mindedly wiped drool from her lips, not catching the ropes already on her chest. Pre-cum gave an abrupt surge, splashing across her tits to wash it all away. More spittle replaced it soon after. There was no discipline as she gawked across the vein-riddled log, thrusting faster in response to the jiggling of Amy’s gorgeous curves.

“Just… shut up,” Amanda groaned.

“Ooh, I struck a nerve. Hmm! Nope, that was you. Fuck, it feels so good,” Amy said, biceps tense as she pumped her tits back and forth. Pleasure tugged her ass higher, the cheeks overshadowing her head like hills cresting the horizon. It was a perfect visage. While Amanda could stare all night at her lover’s face and chest, supported by a giant cock, the glimpses of her rear were pristine accents. Or maybe screwing the Amazon’s dick-hole skewered her vision.

It was such a familiar, yet unique pleasure. Her tip cut through the clenching walls, smoother than Amy’s pussy, while flecks of jizz and pre-cum stuck to her, coming free as she reared back to douse her legs. Cunts were moister, like a sauna, where the dick getting speared by hers resembled a nuru massage with an overdose of oil. She just glided through. The softest push of her hips and the passage split apart.

“You’re not even going that deep,” Amy panted, “But it feels fucking huge. Like when you first do anal.”

“Now you’re making me feel small,” Amanda said and dug her hands deep into the behemoth helm to launch into rapid-fire jabs. Her balls slipped in and out, at first clashing hard against the spongy peak, before the slit devoured them with a juicy squelch. It was true, by comparison, she resembled a pencil-dick. Her cock hardened in response, getting off on being so thoroughly outmatched. Nine inches of rigid girl-dick pounded into at least a hundred more inches. Fuck, she needed to measure Amy when she could.

“How big do you think I am?” Amy echoed her thoughts, moaning harder from the perpetual stimulus. Either of them could stop moving and she’d be in heaven, with both their efforts, it was just a matter of time until her balls drowned the park and turned it into nothing more than a sea of cum. Yet it wasn’t enough for the giantess.

Amy’s hands abandoned her tits and rushed to her behind. Despite the loss, her breasts stayed in place, held fast by the gooey floor. A sudden wave of pre shoved Amanda onto her ass, followed by faint splashes as Amy narrated her actions for the futa.

“I’m fingering my pussy. Oh fuck, I feel so tight for some reason. Like the insides got way bigger too. Hmm, but it’s so stretchy. Three fingers. Four. Ahh yes, all five! The cum just won’t stop either, Maddy. God, I feel it pouring down my arm and over my balls. Wonder what it looks like? I’m not even squirting, it’s all just pussy juice. It’s so sticky too, Jesus, did everything about me get thicker and juicer?”

Amanda heard more than enough after the first sentence. She leapt back to her feet, though her shins never left the jizz and mud, and penetrated her lover once more. Not to be outdone, Amy made a big show of her spare hand clapping against her bobbing ass cheeks, as if she were bucking against a giant invisible dick, before it vanished and she growled in pleasure. Her eyes rolled and her tongue fell out, curling at the tip. It was a rare sign, but one she knew; Amy was close.

Between them, Amanda was quickest to orgasm. She dared anyone in the sorority not to cum in minutes with what used to be a fourteen inch bitch-breaker pounding them, then she had an even better case after Amy grew several inches, and just kept improving from there. Now, without taking a single millimetre of that giant, she was going to cum before it yet again.

She collapsed forward and ran her tongue across every inch within reach. A desperate bid for victory, one that ultimately meant nothing, however she persisted. Her thrusts changed rhythm; drawn out withdrawals, with a staccato finish as she burst forward. The semen coalesced around her as Amy’s production ramped up, overflowing her balls and flooding the shaft. It stuck to Amanda’s prick, all but yanking her back.

“My fist feels so good in my pussy,” Amy continued, speech slurring as pleasure ramped up, “And my ass… oh, fingering my ass is good too. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Oooh shit! I just found my prostate. Maddy! Gonna cum! Babe, I’m gonna cum!”

“Just… give me… a second…” Amanda grunted, somehow outlasting the giantess.

“Can’t. Hold. It!” Amy cried. Her cock lurched high up, Amanda’s member slipped out, powerful pulsations rippled through the shaft as the urethral passage bulged obscenely. The head tripped and captured Amanda, holding her witness as it fattened, slit pushing out. A waterfall of pre-cum glued Amanda’s head to the swampy ground, like a ravenous animal’s maw about to strike. She swallowed what she could and wiped her eyes clean, just as the flow stopped. Its replacement soon came in the form of cannon fire ejaculation.

Each shot was stronger than the last and the initial one proved greater than her first orgasm. Blades of grass that somehow escaped maceration were swept away and the marsh of cum spread wider. Even with the stream watering down much of it, the mixture thickened, any hint of mud vanished underneath the fresh layers, but Amanda only caught glimpses of that. As each shot dwindled, they dribbled onto her. She caught most in her hands, feeling it squish like a clump of congealed glue, but it overflowed. One glob was harder than the rest. She checked and found that her phone had finally escaped.

Weaker trees that held out in the original onslaught snapped. Footpaths disappeared. Signs were displaced and animals forced to retreat to higher ground. People caught in the tsunami of cum screamed faintly, before they were caught up. If anyone saw Amy doing this, they’d be in trouble.

But such concerns were fleeting in Amanda’s mind. As the orgasm dwindled to a flood she could withstand, she forced herself up, slipping multiple times in the sludge and getting her entire body covered. She crammed her dick back in just as the last pulse ran through Amy’s shaft, then set to a jackhammer pace.

“I’m… Maddy, I’m still sensitive,” Amy groaned, though her hands never appeared, despite her shoulders and biceps moving.

“Then stop fingering yourself,” Amanda said. When she pulled back, her cock was a stark white, even the normally eggplant-purple crown was concealed.

“But it feels so good!”

Amanda ignored her, gasping in pleasure as her own orgasm built. She was going to cum inside Amy. More, she was going to cum inside Amy’s cock. Why did that idea seem so ludicrously hot? If she shot hard enough, or if she got Amy to lift it up, then would her own semen make it to the Amazon’s balls? To those thoughts, her balls swelled and her heart raced.

“I’m cumming!” Amanda screamed and leaned forward to hook her fingers in Amy’s foreskin, using it to keep herself grounded, lest she ascend the mortal realm into the clouds of ecstasy. Compared to the biblical output around her, Amanda’s load was infinitesimal, yet to her it was a dam breaking above a desert land. Finally she could bask in the sensations of her own volition.

In response to her spurts, Amy’s dormancy ended and her prick engorged once more. The insides closed around Amanda, then leapt high. Amy wrapped her arms around the shaft, quivering from the strain and sensation of cum sliding down her shaft, pushed by Amanda’s jizz and gravity. Caught up in her climax, the smaller futa didn’t register the change in altitude, clinging onto the shaft and pumping her hips in mindless pleasure.

After back to back orgasms, however, Amy’s erection could only hold for so long. It flagged in her embrace, lowering back to the ground even as Amanda kept spewing into its depths, though the shaft didn’t shrink past a semi. The sensations wouldn’t let it. Amy stroked her shaft, urging her girlfriend’s jizz deeper. Perhaps it was her imagination, but she felt it settle in her testicles, communing with her own sperm. Though they’d inundated each others wombs and stomachs and bowels several times in the years they’d known each other, this felt so intimate. Every part of her belonged to Amanda.

“Have fun?” Amy asked while her lover trudged toward her.

“You’re a terrible influence, you know that?” Amanda panted and climbed atop the still mammoth shaft, “Now I can’t stop thinking about what we’re gonna do together.”

“Isn’t it just the same thing we do all the time?”

“What’s that?”

“Uh, fuck. Duh.”

Amanda rolled her eyes, “That growth spurt really messed with your head.”

“Well, it’s true. We do fuck all the time.”

“We do other things!”

“Like what?” Amy asked, brow arched expectantly.

“We literally just went on a date.”

“And did what?”

Amanda blushed and looked down, “Fine. You win.”

“Hell yeah, score two for the giant dickgirl,” Amy giggled and pulled her into a sticky hug.

“Honestly, I’m surprised you’re not rock hard,” Amanda noted, squeezing her thighs around the semi-erection.

“Me too. Guess it’s a little tuckered out.”

“It’s like a python,” Amanda said and stretched out across it, finding that her hands and feet reached from base to tip, “Must be about seven feet right now. And a bit floppy.” She tested it by heaving the upper half, which flopped back down with a heavy splash. A mischievous smirk blossomed across her face.

“What’re you thinking?” Amy inquired, cautious of what might have spawned in her lover’s depraved mind. Though she wasn’t qualified to admonish her for it, after her own fantasies.

“Nothing nefarious.” Alliteration and an upscale word, she must be up to something, Amy thought, but didn’t say anything. Thus far, nothing Amanda had done with her stood out as unpleasant. Sometimes it got intense, but they enjoyed it nonetheless. A giggle slipped out as Amanda moved to the head, laid her torso across it, latched onto the shaft, then rolled back towards the Amazon. Each rotation covered her in more cock, just flexible enough to do what she wished.

Once finished, Amanda was coiled from hip to shoulders in Amazon penis. At a glance in the dull light, she resembled someone constricted by a snake, though her smile belied any concern.

“Guess I’ve got you,” Amy said.

“What’re you gonna do with me?” Amanda asked, slipping into a demure role, “Please don’t eat me with your giant snake-cock.”

“Eat you?”

“Please don’t! I’m just a juicy, supple, young futa with a rich, creamy centre. I won’t feel good inside your giant cock. I’ll squirm and yell and tickle you.”

“Amanda…”

“I really don’t want to swim in your balls. I’ll get covered in your thick, stink jizz. Then no one will want to marry me.”

“Okay stop,” Amy giggled, both at her girlfriend’s poor acting and the rush of hardness that flowed through her shaft, thickening it around the bound futa, “I don’t think I’m big enough for that anyway.”

“Not right now at least,” Amanda agreed and squirmed until her arms were free, allowing her to hug the squishy glans that rested against her own head, “But you’ll grow more. I’m sure of it, then I’ll be at your mercy. Maybe you’ll get so ginormous I’ll just fall inside you some day.”

“Maybe, but what hole?” Amy gulped, cock responding to the ideas.

“Does it matter? I’ll just be walking across you and ‘oops!’ I’ll fall into you. It could be your cock, your pussy, your ass, your mouth… hell, maybe you’ll be so huge I can just disappear into your nipples.”

“I’d have to be the size of a mountain for that.”

“I’m counting on it.”

“You really like me being huge, don’t you?”

“I’d be lying if I said ‘I didn’t’, so I won’t say that.”

“What if this is it? And I can’t grow anymore?”

“I’ll be happy with that too,” Amanda said and kissed the purple head, “I love you, Amy. The bigger you are just means there’s more for me to enjoy. You could be just seven feet and I’d still love you.”

“Just seven feet?” Amy echoed with a chuckle, “That used to be my normal.”

“Now you’re, like, twice that,” Amanda beamed up at her, nestling deeper into her nest of cock, “The only thing I’ll miss is getting fucked by you. But Eliza can help with that. In the meantime, why don’t we continue?”

“You know, I think I’m done for the night,” Amy said, but her prick hardened further, slowly unravelling to straighten out.

“This one doesn’t think so.”

“Okay,” Amy relented, though she was grinning, “But we should probably leave. Someone’s bound to come sooner or later.”

“Fair point.” The cock finished hardening, allowing Amanda to stand atop it once more and survey the damage. She gave a long, impressed whistle, “Looks like you covered the whole park.” There were flashlights in the distance, people coming to investigate the sudden swamp that looked and smelled like semen.

“You’d better hide. If you’re phone’s fine, then keep an eye on it. I’m gonna try finding something to cover you up with,” Amanda said.

[bookmark: _GoBack]“Okay.” Amy headed for an oak tree, just about the only thing big enough to obscure her. In the meantime, Amanda headed for civilisation. Hopefully no one would question her filthy state. They couldn’t complain that she was showing off any unmentionables, given the layers of dick-cream that clung to her. She really didn’t want to get arrested when she and Amy had so much more planned.
