How long had she been there?

She was endlessly drifting in ecstasy, but it wasn’t the brutal, crushing waves she was familiar with. This was like coasting on a calm ocean, gently rolled and cradled in the gentle water. Though she floated in something far thicker than water. She couldn’t see, hear, smell or even taste. All she did was feel.

Like the subtle shift in fluid around her body. It squeezed her comfortably, massaging her all over, the same way she imagined sculptors worked with clay. Every so often, she became weightless, then her mass returned. Altered. She was being moulded into something else.

But what was she in the first place? She didn’t know herself at all. Consciousness was a strange thing, she existed because she recognised that she did, yet she couldn’t say what that made her. A ghost? No, she had a body and she was keenly aware of the beating in her chest. And the heat permeating her lower half. Even cradled in this dense fluid, it felt humid to her. Like she desperately needed something to cool it, yet unable to know what.

Her thoughts swirled in an endless search for understanding. That was how she passed the immeasurable passage of time, scouring her scattered memories for something, anything, to explain who or what she is. Yet she came no closer when a new sensation became her entire world.

Light. She was leaving this gentle place. It was her time. Where would she go next? Would she know herself when she arrived there? Was there a way to relieve this immortal flame in her core?

Under all that light, she saw a stretch of land that she didn’t recognise. She gasped at the sudden screech of sound in her ears, that of air soaring past her ears as the ground approach. The faint scent of rain and ozone whipped past her nose. She snapped her mouth shut, not wanting to swallow a bug or bird.

Nothing slowed her fall. She couldn’t move her arms or legs, barely feeling the wind chill against them. Strangely, she wasn’t alarmed. She was certain something would stop her.

Sure enough, a winged being approached. Her heart fluttered for a moment, sensing some form of recognition there, but it quickly faded as they got closer. She didn’t know this person, only recognised things about them. Like the wings that swallowed all light, and the dark locks dancing all around her cherubic face. Or the flaccid dick hanging between their knees.

She was caught and brought safely to the ground, cradled against a pair of breasts that easily smothered her entire body. She kept her eyes closed for now, enjoying the first tangible sensation of another entity. Whoever they were, they felt warm, a perfect counter to the cool air around them, and nowhere were they hotter than the thick, spongy crown poking against her back. 

“Please wake up soon. I’m into fucking sleeping beauties, even ones as cute as you, and I don’t want those total assholes getting you first.”

That was it! She finally had an answer for the sweltering between her thighs; fucking! Images flashed behind her eyes, of people she knew and that knew her, sweating and grunting, their bodies moving in a lurid dance to a rhythm only they could hear. Among them, certain faces were more vibrant, though their names eluded her for the moment. But she was sure experiencing more would trigger something.

But mostly it would give her the relief she longed for.

“Then have me.” It was the first she heard herself speak. The gasp earlier was completely drowned out, but now she heard it loud and clear. It was… unusual. Not what she expected, though not exactly bad. It’d grow on her quickly enough.

She opened her eyes to look up at her saviour. They were slightly chubbier than who she was expecting before, but it wasn’t bad. It made them look young and pure, despite the corrupt spear pulsating against her rump.

“Goddess.”

Was that her name? It didn’t sound correct, though not wrong either. Very well. She would be this ‘Goddess’ for now. It seemed fitting given how this hulking person gazed at her, eyes never wavering as Goddess climbed her, getting into position to press her dripping heat into the leaking spire. It was enormous compared to Goddess, easily half her height in length and thicker than her thighs.

She’d had bigger.

Still, she was more than content to moan and coo as she rubbed herself over the tip. Her juices poured from her, coating the head and shaft in moments. Two hands cupped her butt, quivering with the urge to pull her down and impale her on the fleshy monolith.

Goddess leaned close to her rescuer, lips almost kissing her ear, and whispered two words; “Fuck me.”

A stunned gasp was all the warning she received. Fingers wrapped around her svelte waist and hips, then shoved her down. Goddess cried out in bliss, her voice dripping with sex, as her cunt was pried open, its walls hollowed by the sheer girth penetrating her depths. It kissed her deepest core, then thrust even further. The sound of her insides shifting to accommodate stoked her lusts even further, juices churning around this massive intruder.

Once her little butt clapped into balls larger than her head, any sense of restraint was flung from the window. Goddess squealed in bliss as she was lifted high, pussy clinging so tight it felt as though she was being pulled inside out. A wave of her juices splashed all over the person’s crotch. Then her insides squelched loudly as she was plunged down all the way.

Goddess let her tongue loll out and lap across the bulge racing past her face. Veins protruded clearly, warping her skin as they throbbed. The head flared out her flesh like she was nothing but a condom. She groaned deep in her chest as pre-cum oozed down the length, mixing with her abundance of fem-cum. Her lower belly swelled with the sheer amount, not a drop escaping the tight press of their bodies.

Then she was lifted high and an even greater flood escaped. The comparatively massive woman grunted hard and fast as the pace ramped up, moving Goddess like an inflated sex doll. Her ass clapped wetly, pussy slurping and gushing and squelching, lips puffing up with the violent thrusts. The woman’s huge tits bounced around her, pushed in by their arms. Goddess simply let her legs hang loose, arms draped over the woman’s shoulders.

Woman? No, she was a futa. No woman was so massively endowed. She smirked and rolled her hips into the next thrust. Just as she thought, getting fucked was reawakening memories within her.

“Harder,” Goddess panted, despite the balls flying up to slap against her back, “Fuck me harder.”

“Yes, Goddess!”

The futa stopped lifting her all the way, instead lowering them to the ground and hunching over Goddess. Then her hips lifted away, balls dragging over Goddess’s puffy snatch, and dropped with bone-breaking force. For her, however, it was just the push she needed.

Each thrust angled to the side. That allowed the woman to mash her much plumped lips into Goddess’s own, tongue invading without hesitation, such was her lust. Goddess accepted it gladly, clawing at the tits jiggling on either side. Thick, perpetual gurgles underlined the heavy clap of flesh. A brighter heat warmed her from within, body dripping in sweat and spit as the futa moved to taste her neck and chest.

“More, more, more,” Goddess wheezed, unable to breath properly with every thrust knocking the air from her lungs. She was so close.

“Yes! Yes, fuck Goddess! More. Harder!” The futa grunted like an animal, eyes flashing. The heat of her body increased several degrees, as it did, her already impressive member shuddered and swelled within Goddess. Sweat cascaded down from where it bulged through her.

Goddess moaned in pure lust, arching her hips into every thrust. Her insides clenched down, milking the futa to a mutual climax. The head carved through her cunt, trying to hollow her out until she never closed again. That was fine with her. So long as she reached the looming bliss.

“C-cum! Cumming!” The futa wailed.

Despite her length, the instant her balls pulled up tight, pure baby-making sludge erupted into Goddess. Its density and heat saturated her womb, inflating the small space to fit more and more. Every shot went off next to Goddess’s ear, filling her with the sounds and sensations of cum filling her. It was finally enough to push her over the brink.

All the heat across her body coalesced into a ball at her core and exploded. Her insides rippled powerful, coaxing an even greater explosion from the cock, while pressurised jets of her own orgasm sprayed the futa’s crotch and belly. 

“Goddess!” The futa barked, thrusting again still in the midst in the midst of her climax, “Goddess, Goddess, Goddess.”

That… wasn’t her name.

As her belly ballooned, oozing to the sides underneath the futa’s heavy frame, memories whispered back to life. They were still faint, but she listened close, each throb of her own pleasure amplifying their voice until she couldn’t ignore one core aspect.

She cupped the futa’s chin, tilting back up to look at her, “My name is Carmen.”

“Carmen,” she gasped, eyes beaming brightly as a smile of pure bliss stretched across her face, “Carmen.” She repeated, like saying the name was the ultimate pleasure, above even the powerful explosions of cum.

Carmen kicked her legs up out, digging them into the futa’s plush sides to keep her from pulling far. She wanted every last drop inside her. It was key to regaining herself.

And felt fucking divine.

Unfortunately, the climax dwindled after several minutes. Carmen released the futa, who flopped to the side, drooling onto the road they laid on. Climbing to her feet, a trilling moan escaped her as gravity pushed cum down her tunnel in a powerful geyser. After a moment of basking in it, she clenched up, locking the rest inside. Carmen stroked her belly, now stretching a good four or five feet ahead of her. It dripped toward the end, her skin not quite that strong, and hovered inches over the ground.

It was enormous. There was no doubt about that. Still, she longed for another time, when she could get even bigger. Carmen waddled around for a moment. Gravity was a strange thing after spending so long without it, exaggerated by her vastly changed centre of balance. Where was she that didn’t have gravity? Space? Surely not.

There were still so many gaps in her mind. Like who were those people she remembered fucking so vividly? She would figure it out in time, now that she knew how to regain them. Licking her lips as faint lines shone to life across her body, she pushed the futa onto her back, and grabbed her cock. It was far, far too thick for one hand or even two, but she still stroked it as best she could. She pressed her belly into it, the distance rapidly shrinking.

“Don’t go soft now,” Carmen said, hands becoming more comfortable in handling its thickness as she went, “I know your kind. You can’t be done after cumming once.”

“No,” the futa groaned, cock swelling back to its full erection. It had definitely grown from before, though Carmen still hoped there was more to come.

“Good girl,” she leaned in and pressed her lips to the tip, as its tumescence pulsed against her flattened belly. A string of pre linked them as she pulled away, broken only by her licking it clean. Sighing, she went back for more.

“What are you?”

Carmen smiled at her over the oozing prick, lips pressed tight against it as her tongue swirled around the urethra. That was a good question. Some part of her wanted to answer that she was human, or that she was just Carmen. Neither seemed quite accurate. She still didn’t know the answer to that. But she knew what she was toying with. A Seikogami. Supposed to be a goddess of sex, yet she was struggling this much after one orgasm.

“Do you really care?” Carmen asked. The cock shuddered from her breath alone, “I think you just want to shove all of this inside me again. It’ll be even better this time.”

She had plenty of proof for that claim. All that cum had served well to feed her body, helping fill her out into a more suitable form. Tits the size of her head, hips that arched past her shoulders, lips plush like pillows and a ravenous hunger in her eyes. The Seikogami took it all in, lips parted yet incapable of words. She just nodded.

“Then give it all to me,” Carmen stood, just tall enough for her pussy to hover over the glans. She reached down and rubbed at the thick lips, glazed in cum from before, “I don’t mean just your cum. I want all of you.”

“Yes…” The Seikogami hissed as their sexes met, Carmen’s clit poking out and catching on her urethra as her hips undulated.

“Everything. Until you fade into the aether.”

“Anything!”

“Then don’t hold back,” Carmen dropped her hips just a little, parting her folds around the broad helm. Even with her grown body, it was a stark difference. The kind that was physically impossible for a human. She grinned at the thought and bucked onto the first few inches, insides flaring out to fit it, “And fuck me.”

-- some time later --

“What was that light about?” Mer glared at her sister, wanting a clear answer. Sami returned a disinterested look.

“Don’t look at me! That’s why we’re going to investigate. Duh.”

“So stupid,” Ama grunted, “I was just about to cum too.”

They were interrupted by their Queen’s voice, ordered to look into that sudden burst of light. It was just some stupid Earth weather thing. Is what they tried telling her, but she insisted. They were all in the middle of cumming in some tight human bitches. Though, Mer supposed all of their sisters were in the same position too.

“We’d better get some reward for this,” Ama said.

“From the Queen? Good luck with that,” Sami droned.

“Just get this over with. Doesn’t look like anyone’s come this way, so whatever pussy is here is ours!” Mer said. That was enough to finally get a little life back into them as they dived through the clouds to where they last saw the light.

Perhaps unsurprisingly, they didn’t see anything out of the ordinary. Aside from a single human standing in the road. Mer grinned and sped away from her siblings, eager to take this dumb cunt for herself. Details became clearer as she approached, each one confusing her more.

The human was naked for one. Didn’t they usually wear clothes when outside? That left their immense bosom in the open for all to see. They were bigger than Mer’s own. She wasn’t the biggest Seikogami, but she easily out-scaled any human. Not only that, their hair was much too bright. The perfect inverse to Mer’s wings.

Even more unusual was their belly. It stretched before them for metaphorical miles, yet it was visibly shrinking. As it did, Mer spotted vague lines adorning the human’s body, all pulsing as if siphoning something from their gut. Big as it was, it looked almost normal with hips that wide. If not for the hair and lack of wings, Mer would’ve assumed it was one of her many siblings.

“Yummy,” they said, chilling and boiling Mer’s blood at once. She needed to stop. Whoever… whatever this was went beyond them. The Queen needed to know.

“Don’t go,” their voice carried so smoothly on the wind. They were so far apart, but Mer heard every word clearly, like it was whispered into her ear, “You’re pent up, right? Me too. Let’s help each other. Your sisters can come too.”

Every ounce of common sense, of survival instinct, screamed at Mer to ignore the intoxicating voice. Unfortunately, Seikogami were weighed by tons of carnal impulses.

Between blinks, Mer found herself balls deep in the inhuman creature. Her balls rested heavily on another set, Sami thrusting in from below, while Ama rammed from the front. She had a flash of confusion, then it was cleared up by the burning hot, silky tunnel churning around her four-foot cock. Of course she was here right now. Those other humans just couldn’t compare anymore.

She blinked and suddenly she was cumming with the force of a hundred orgasms. Her sisters were too. Their divine cumdump inflating entire feet every second. Mer clawed at the fat cheeks mashed against her crotch, trying to will herself to cum harder.

Her Goddess demanded it.

-- several orgasms later --

Carmen watched the final wisps of the Seikogami fade into her. Their cum remained. Even she would need some time to absorb such a heavy amount. Her skin was strong enough to maintain its shape now, extending before her in a magnificent sphere. For someone to even come close to matching her, they’d need hundreds of babies. Perhaps a thousand.

She waddled down the road, approaching a nearby house. The first Seikogami had done a lot for her, but so much remained vague. Those three helped, however it was clear there were diminishing returns. She’d find more later, for now, she recognised this place. Squeezing through the door, she nearly fell onto her belly with how much force she needed to get it in. Her hips got caught on the frame, preventing her fall.

“This is my home,” Carmen said, needing the verbal confirmation, and half-waddled, half-stomped into the living room. There was just too much weight for her to move with even an iota of grace. She reached for a cabinet, which contained framed pictures of people she knew. One was an older woman, hardly notable next to the other two on either side of her.

The tallest was… her? Once, maybe. An ornate mirror hung over the couch, reflecting a vastly different image to the picture.

“I’m still so far from this.” She glanced to the picture, seeing a futa with pants perpetually bulging, despite the clear efforts made in restraining them, and the two rows of tits that threatened to explode her shirt at any second.

“Mom was so brave for this,” Carmen chuckled. Even if it didn’t really happen to her, the memory was real in Alicia Robins’ mind. She showed no fear in the image, nor shame for her daughter’s obvious abnormalities from herself. Unfortunately, Carmen didn’t exactly recognise the other girl. The memory would come soon, she was sure of it. A hand rubbed at her belly. It had shrunk about a foot overall, still far too big for her to feasibly climb any stairs.

She wouldn’t be going far in this state. Carmen turned to sit on the couch, wincing as her belly knocked everything in its path, some nick-knacks and glasses thudding against the carpet. The furniture creaked and groaned under her weight, but accepted her nonetheless.

“Will she be alright with this?” Carmen asked, the question aimed at her belly. She didn’t look very different, and her voice was closer to its usually smoky tenor, but this was far from the end. It was an instinctual knowledge. Even when she finished with these loads, she would still need more.

She hadn’t even regrown her cock yet after all. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]But… didn’t she have one before coming here? It came from someone important too. Carmen rubbed at her temples, groaning at her lack of clarity in her own memories. It would come.

She closed her eyes and breathed in the scents around her. They were tainted by the sweat and cum clinging to her body, but she still caught whiffs of her family. Her mom and sister. Ah, that’s who was in the picture with them. Where were they anyway?

Carmen thought of trying to get upstairs, but her body refused to cooperate. Falling from the sky, regaining some sense of self and fucking four Seikogami until they came their very existence into her turned out to be very tiring. She would find out after a nap.
