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	3.      None of the characters depicted in this book and involved in any form of sexual relationship or romantic expression are members of the same family, be it by blood relation (ex.: parents, siblings) or legal situation (ex.: stepfamily).

	

	3a.      In the occasion characters refer to each other by seemingly familial terms (e.g., mommy, mom, dad, daddy, etc.), the context is always playful and non-literal (i.e., banter, sexual teasing) and NEVER depicts or implies real or actual familial relationship, blood-connection, or kinship of any kind.

	

	3aa.   Examples of such contextual, non-literal application of seemingly familial terms are, among many others: §1) Sexual banter, sexual teasing, or roleplay (“Oh, daddy”); §2) Expressions of friendship or fondness (e.g., Two female BFFs referring to each other as “sisters”, two male BFFs calling each other “brother”, “oh, dude, you’re my brother”, etc.); §3) Honorific terms within certain societies, institutions, or context-specific human associations (e.g., “Sister Maria”, “Mother [as in “Reverend Mother”, “Mother Superior”] Gracyanne, etc.); Etcetera.
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	4a.      All sexual organs and/or genitalia are human or shaped exactly like human genitalia (1-to-1 equivalence).
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Book 1: Studs of the God Women




	


Chapter 1

	

	

	A pile of men laid on the floor, making it very hard for Imelda to reach the inner quarters of her queen’s palace. «For fuck’s sake,» she sighed, jumping over the massive bodies with great difficulty. «Even for her, this is quite overdoing it.»

	

	It was a sight she had gotten used to, though. The most beautiful, hard, muscular males were all gathered in those long halls, their naked and ripped bodies spread out on the floor, ready for the taking from any daring Amazonian who wished a good cock inside of her, yet the mighty woman barely paid them any, jumping over them and zigzagging between the mounds of their piled-up bodies while trying to not get lost in that massive castle. The rainforest added heat to an already heated place, and at times she felt like a turkey on Thanksgiving, cooking in a most unpleasant way.

	

	The males were shivering. She spent some time stopping by some of them and gawking at their amazing, divinely sculpted physiques. It was not arousal, but rather admiration: while most women spent their entire lives without fucking a male at least 10% as attractive as the least attractive of the men in that castle, her Queen was able to consume those not by the dozens, not by the hundreds, but literally by the thousands every day. At points she even doubted there were so many of these men in the world, like such overwhelming amount of beauty was just a physical impossibility. «I guess the top 1% of males really is that hot!» She put her foot on the ripped, swollen abs of one of those studs, making him quiver with even greater pain than he already was under. «Damn, my Queen. Leave some meat for some of us less developed goddesses.»

	

	On her calve, she felt a tiny hand fumbling her. Well, it wasn’t a small hand; behind her, she saw, was a 230-pound fitness model who commanded millions of dollars in paychecks every years thanks to his smoldering Latino-look and his Heaven-sculpted physique. His biceps were bulging as he moved so painfully on the ground, trying to get a piece of that woman. “I…” His voice, dark and deep as the depths of the deepest oceans, struck the goddess with some kind of fire; even with all her sexual abundance, those males were a temptation hard enough to resist. “I… Im… Imelda.” The gorgeous male squeezed her tight, but in that muscle he met nothing but the utmost resistance. “F-fuck…” His penis twitched and hardened. “It’s like… iron.”

	

	The power-woman turned around and kicked him under his abs, right above his crotch. The male contorted and cried before she kicked him one more time, literally throwing him away like nothing. “Touch me again without permission and I’ll rip your cock clean with my teeth and eat it in front of you.” She wasn’t joking; her face was fire and fury; no one would ever dare cross that woman. “Any of you.” She turned around, challenging the literal piles of uber-muscular fitness gods to a fight. “Feeling strong and haughty? Then come at me and test my muscles.” The goddess flexed, feeling the power surge within her veins; her muscles barely rigid at all, yet already harder than any of the muscles of those super studs around her. “I’m not in the mood for used, fucked up flesh today. A goddess such as myself deserves nothing but the freshest meat.” She licked her fat, dark, wide lips and smacked them, making a pop rumble throughout the halls. “The meat our Queen is having.” In the distance, very faintly, she could hear the moans and gasps of the dozens of men still strong enough to take on her royal; there was a long walk until she got there, and the Queen—judging by the lack of her own roars—was barely having any effort taming those haughty males in her abode.

	

	“You.” She leaned down to a man and grabbed him by the balls. The daunting penis of the man flopped in and around her arm, its tip reaching halfway to her elbow. She cared not for the impressiveness of that dick, which was so fat she could barely hold it until her finger met around its girth, and measured a daunting eight inches while completely, absolutely, outrageously soft. “Up, up!” Without a care in the world, she pulled the beast up, bringing over three hundred pounds of muscle into the air by the waist while the man squealed and cried like a pig. “Get all these dudes out.” She kicked him, and the man’s ass, spanked by her mighty foot, crumbled and collapsed as if its muscle was made of clay. “Come on, pig!” She kicked him again, time and time and time again, and one final time so hard that the body of the man, muscles everywhere, flew many feet away and crashed against a wall, whimpering and crying as a blood dripped from his groins—not blood due to her treatment, though, but the Queen’s many, many hours ago. “I want this place clean off useless flesh. We will be getting your services once more again… soon. For now,” she clapped, and her claps literally made the stained-glass windows crack, “out, all of you! Back to your quarters! Get some rest, regrow your muscles.” The stepped over many puddles of blood, many of the penises drained out of so much cum that their balls had receded into their own crotches and the dicks were forced to ejaculate nothing else but the liquid of their veins. “Fuck, you’ve been specially fucked, I see.”

	

	Some of the men had absolute terror in their eyes. They latched on to the ground like cats about to fall from the trees, even though there was no threat at all to them—well, maybe not entirely; the entire castle was trembling and quaking oh-so-faintly, courtesy of the bloody Queen whose cunt never stopped teaching those males a lesson in virility. “What…?!” Some of these men, with blood dripping from their eyes like tears, looked up to the tall, virile female, and gasped: “what are you?”

	

	Imelda put her foot over his head and crushed it. “I’m god.” She raised her foot and brought it down with fury. CRASH!! The ground underneath the man’s skull cracked, and the rest of the body of that muscular giant squirmed like an insect’s after it had its head crushed by a stone. Uncaring and cold, she raised her foot again, and one more time brought it down. BAAAM!! The cracks sprawled from the small crater, and the man’s skull was drilled about six inches into the marble, his eyes finally shut and his body no longer moving.

	

	Puffing steam through her nostrils and laying her fists on her waist, the goddess made her way through the pile of males, counting the steps until she arrived at her Majesty superb love room. The height of those walls and piles of men were an impressive sight; everywhere she went, there was literally more flesh than stone and, if her Queen ever wanted it, she could easily build a palace solely with the bodies of her fucked up lovers. “Your bodies would be the bricks.” She said out loud, to herself, fearing no shame in being heard. “Your cum would be the cement.”

	

	She looked around those piles of males and counted them just for fun: “two thousand, five hundred and sixty-eight… two thousand, five hundred and sixty-nine…” She stopped by a new pile, where at least fifty men must surely have been laying, one atop the other, a huge mess of fuck-drunk, messed-up males looking like they were beaten and trampled upon by a horde of bisons. “One, two, three…” Quickly, pointing at each piece of ass, she counted indeed a total of fifty-eight men in that one singular pile, adding them to her overall score: “with these five hundred and seventy behind me, that’d make the whole sum, mm…” She touched her chin and raised her eyes, thinking for a second. “Alright, that’s two thousand, six hundred and twenty.” She sighed. “And this is barely one third of the castle. Fuck, my other girls must be having hell in counting you all lazy asses.” Walking again, she laid her hand on the mass of beaten males and dragged all the cum in their sweaty bodies on her fingers. The massive loads of cum dripped on the ground, forming a trail along her steps, and the semen formed huge piles on her hand as she fumbled those males. “I’ll have to order at least five thousand of you every day until you recover.” She took her hand off those walls of virile muscle and brought it to her face, smelling deeply the scent of that sweet cum she had in her palm—a whole Evian bottle of warm sperm. “Mm… mm.” She closed her eyes and walked more slowly, feeling all the details and variations of that nice, generous load of testicle juice. “Gotta give it to you: you are some fine pieces of ass. Mm, mm!” She brought the palm to her lips and slowly started to lick the cum and drink it like a cat. “This is some quality nut.” She looked again to the virile broth and saw it was so thick that it barely attached to her tongue; she had to eat it if she wanted it inside of her. “Goddamn you males!” She stopped by some men and gave their hard asses one powerful, assertive slap. “Your cum is specially high quality today!”

	

	Walking like nothing was going on in her mind, she began to eat the cum like a cake. Three big bites was all she needed until the cake was over; she enjoyed the semen for as long as she could, finding special pleasure in bloating her cheeks with that tasty male juice and yawning like dental care, then gargling on the semen before swallowing it and feeling its thick, viscous content descend inch by inch on her throat until it filled her belly so hot and good. “Mm, mm. Oh, god, that’s some good semen!”

	

	The woman sent the semen from one cheek to the other, experiencing the wild range of flavors contained in that heavenly load. She yawned very slowly, activating all her billions of cells in her super sensible palate to evaluate the genetic quality of that semen—down to every individual male that had come in there. “Mm, mm. These are twelve different men. Their loads range from moderate quality to very good quality. Mm, mm. Fine breeders, you are, though not of the finest kind. Your penises range from eight inches to a nice fourteen inches when hard, and your testicles, mm… mm… your testicles can cum from a little cupful to a XL Coke bottle of semen. The thickness and consistency, mm… that’s kinda lacking.” The goddess lifted her head slowly and, without moving a muscle in her throat, let the warm jizz slide into her throat, flowing slowly until it mixed with the big load already in her stomach. “Your semen is still liquid, my studs, which is far beneath the semi-solid mass of a real good cum.” Far from cleaning her lips, she reveled on their smears: she licked her palm, kissed it, sucked it, and then she sucked every single one of her thumbs down to their bases, making sure that not one drop of that filthy broth was left wasted. “Fucking hell, you’re a B-class type of studs, and still you all taste so good.” Her hands freely slapped the hard, massive asses of those muscular stallions, making many shiver and grunt while they simply tried to sleep. “I do not know where my Queen finds so many of you. Ever since we conquered this land, we’ve had over a million of your kind, and still we need more to keep our furnaces well fed.” She laid her palms on her groin, feeling her womb throbbing. “Oh, fuck. I’m horny.” She looked around the place, seeing if any of those wasted man was of stellar fucking material. “Today… I will make babies.”

	

	The males tried to touch her and worship her everywhere she passed. Even with their eyes closed and their ears bleeding, they could literally locate her by the power of her walking; her feet stomped the ground with a strength to make it crack, and the walls rumbled as the windows cracked—some of them literally shattered—all under her mere stroll. Many tried to pull the thin, silky robe she wore over her body, trying to uncover the formidable mountain of muscles that she was. Their faces were met with skull-cracking stomps, and their breaths were almost extinguished under her brief, but terrifying fits of rage. Imelda was much less forgiving than her majesty—a necessity, maybe, for an Alpha female who nonetheless was still not at the very top of the pack; in order to survive even her Queen, she needed to be ruthless, whereas the majesty could afford the grace and the humility only available to the truly safe, the truly secure.

	

	«That bitch. Where is she?» She cracked her knuckles and tried to keep her anger in check. Those piles of men were getting too old already. The length of the walk unnerved her. She wanted to breed now, yet the distance from her breeding ground was really getting to her nerves. «Where is that bitch hat breeds hundreds of studs without even telling me about it?» Her ropes grew apart in her body, revealing more and more of her musculature as she strolled at a faster pace and released steam through her nostrils. Enraged and pumped, the power woman was a force to be reckoned with. «My bitch! My Queen! Where the fuck are you?»

	

	She turned around a few hundred times before she finally arrived at her destination: in the anti-chamber of Her Majesties quarters, a sight of absolute delight. “Hello, studs.” The men who weren’t already standing stood up at once, their combined movement making a rumble that would be scary and terrifying anywhere else—but that, in that place, was barely audible under the ferocious spanking, banging, pounding, screaming, and crying that was going on beyond the portal into the Queen’s bedroom.

	

	Ignoring the sound, which had indeed become so commonplace as to be imperceptible to her, Imelda focused instead on the power beasts around her, and she feared not giving them as generous smile as she approved everything of what she saw. “I see. As always, she has left the finest for last.”

	

	“My lady Imeld-”

	

	BOOM! The room quaked. The fucking and banging going on in the bedroom stopped for a little, for even the Queen herself heard that violent sound, only to a second later resume fucking as if nothing had happened.

	

	The man who had dared to speak was now on his knees, his immensely gigantic body shivering and quivering like a naked lamb on the cold, his massive chest weaving, her breath leaving him, and his mouth finally opening to let out a huge stream of puke. Bloorsh! The puke splashed on the lady’s ropes, giving her no anger at all. With one foot, she stomped the monster’s skull, and his face was sent banging against his own puddle of vomit so hard it cracked the ground beneath it.

	

	Imelda looked around. The massive, beautiful males were shivering. No word was exchanged, no look other than hers, for even the tallest men began to lower their heads and avoid their gaze—all but maybe two or three of them. «The bulls,» she thought, smiling wider as she left the beaten man behind. That guy who’s just puked was a 7ft3in-tall, 450-pound muscle behemoth whom, prior to be called into the Queen’s harem, used to fight crazed beasts in the wild, protecting villages for a price, and who had infamously wrestled a bull into the ground in under than seconds and snapped his neck like a toothpick, and now he was there, on the ground, quivering and almost crying after a single punch of Her Majesty’s confidant.

	

	The great lady walked calmly and lazily by every man, stopping by every once and then so she could feel their muscles and fumble their genitalia. She said no word; there were only motions: the woman stopped by a stud who was a whole foot taller than her—a 7ft9in tall beast of a man—and whose over-muscular frame absolutely dwarfed hers, when he was the one who shivered and cowered, turning around obediently as the lady rolled him by the hips. “Amazing musculature.” She laid her lips on his right flank and started to eat it, to consume it, licking and coating it with her saliva as her hands fumbled both his gigantic, plentiful abdominal muscles, and his lower back. “Come here, stud.” She turned the guy around aggressively, pushing him against the wall and making the entire chamber quake again, with the guy panting as she pressed her hips against his massive, round hard ass, and them giggling her hips on the crack between his glutes almost as if she had a penis, feeling her own vulva finally moisten and swell and give her the beginnings of a splendorous pleasure. “Ooh, yeah. Yeah, baby, baby good!” The turned the guy around again, laying her left hand on his abs and pressing him against the wall. “What a good horse you are.” He raised her right hand to the man’s face. Another thing there was rising, but she paid it no attention—yet. She grabbed the man’s cheeks and turned his head from side to side, seeing his heavenly face in all its splendorous, young, beautiful glory, and realized that the massive stud—a beast who weighed over 500 pounds with under 5% body fat—was merely a 19-year-old youngling. “You’re are nice breeding slave. Oh, god, look at these.” She put her fingers into his lips and forced them open, and the men began to pant quickly, almost as if dying inside. “Oh, what good teeth.” She turned the man’s face and kept prying his lips open, evaluating his perfect white, shiny teeth. “Protruding canines, almost like a wolf.” She let him go, stepping back to see him in his full glory. “How much cum are you able to produce, slave?”

	

	The man weaved. His eyes were moist, almost tearing up. He looked to the other men, who looked at him to give him confidence, reassuring him that the dark lady wouldn’t do anything too aggressive if he was wise. Gulping painfully, the beast spoke in tone deeper than the Mariana trenches: “my lady…”

	

	“Drop the niceties.” He looked sternly up to him. “No ‘my lady’ bullshit. Just tell it as it is.”

	

	The beast crossed his superb, massive arms under his back, trying to hide his shivering and his nervousness. “Mm, my… uh…” He closed his eyes and shook his head. “A barrel.” Imelda lifted one eyebrow. “I can ejaculate a barrel of hot seed.” He looked down to her master and made a very, very foolish move: “you would like to…?”

	

	A hand. Just a raised hand. One raised hand and that’s all that was needed for the giant to shut the fuck up and the entire room to fall into stillness—thought not “silence.” In the bedroom beyond the large, golden door, indescribable horrors were unfolding, with the final men of the Queen screaming for mercy as she consumed them like they would never be consumed before. Imelda tried to not pay attention at those sounds, knowing full well they reflected a power that she would never truly, truly have.

	

	The woman—the goddess—heard many stretching noises on the room, and her smile became more malicious, if not more loving. “You boys enjoying yourself to my body?” She stepped further back, turning from side to side slightly, taking the lighting of the room into account so that the men could see the absurd profile of her outrageously muscular and curvy body from under her robes. “I will rip and devour the penis of any man who’s fully heard.” She closed her eyes and pointed forward. “Except this guy.” She opened one eye and looked at him. “He’s the only stud who’s allowed to be hard during my presence. Every other male will be emasculated if you disappear. This is no place for horny teenagers, after all.” She ran her hands down along her sexy profile, highlighting the ridiculously muscular, thick, sensual figure of her titanic body. “Alright, my studs. Don’t disappoint me, will you? I really don’t want any blood today. Alright. Three… two…” She waited a little longer. “One…”

	

	She turned around and opened her eyes. About twenty-eight men were in that room, and around her she saw twenty-seven semi-hardened cocks. A few of them—the Bulls—were actually fully (or almost fully) soft, with only four or five men coming really close to me outstanding hard. “Oh, my, my.” Her smile now became beaming, for she approved a great deal of what she witnessed.

	

	The biggest cocks known to mankind were there, in that room, and the offering for the night was surely one of the finest the Queen had ever assembled. Imelda feared not in displaying her raging arousal, spreading her legs up, like a cowgirl amount to mount her horse, and letting the strands of umidity flow down her uber-muscular thighs into tiny puddles around her feet. In front and around of her she counted twenty-seven outstandingly massive penises even when “just” semi hard, with the hardest ones belonging to the weakest males, and the softest ones to the finest of the finest meats of the Queen. “I’m impressed with you Bulls.” She looked at the three males who remained mostly soft; only one, however, dared to look her in the eye. “Leonardo, aren’t you?” She spoke to that one male, and the place rumbled as he reflexively (daringly?) flexed his muscles. “Oh, my. Aren’t you one gigantic beast.”

	

	The stud, while soft, was already the biggest member in the room: between his legs dangled an appendix of such impressive, monstrous proportions, that even the other males kept their distance from him, already respectful of the monster’s obvious status as Absolute Alpha of the group. The monster raised his chin and dared to face the lady as a superior, not as a mere servant, and the noble picked up on his challenge, laying her fists on her hips and throwing him a scorching one-sided smirk. “Arrogant horse. Before you even get the chance of gazing upon our mighty regent, I will destroy you.” She turned her back from him slowly, yet already she could hear the beast gulping, his nervousness beginning to show through his hastened, pacing breath. “Your eighteen-inch-long soft penis mighty be already as thick as an arm, and you may have fucked over 15,000 women before you were ever recruited; and I figure that your fecundity is, indeed, hella impressive, with every single one of your women becoming knocked-up even when you used industrial-scale condoms, and even when they were on the pill (and even both together!), and that you have bred them with an average of two children each, resulting in an offspring that is literally 30-33 thousand strong… however!” Powerfully, she flexed her chest, her arms, and her shoulders, and all the males there either gulped or shivered upon seeing the massive expansion of her muscles, so fucking strong that even her lose robes threatened to be ripped by them somehow. “You will realize that all the world you thought was your own out there… all the planet you thought you ruled over, because you are such a massive, powerful stallion…” She giggled. “All that world was a mere training ground to this castle. To us! Your Queen and your regent.” She stepped back towards her eighteen-year-old muscle giant, whose massive cock rose past his bellybutton; nothing less than an outstanding 24-inch pillar of manhood. “Let me get warmed up for you first.”

	

	The poor stud was trembling. As the hands of the woman touched his penis, a massive broth of precum spurted out of his immense urethra, bubbling up in a gooey, steamy mess that immediately filled her fingers and covered the entire gigantic surface of his monstrosity of a cock. Instead of being annoyed, the woman cooed, looking up with great pleasure and approval to her beloved stallion. “Such a young horse already producing so much of this virile juice.” She smacked her lips, stretching her jaw slowly and sensuously. “I know you’re young, and I know you barely fucked, like, 200 women before coming here. It’s natural, my stud, but I must urge you to contain yourself.” If the cock of the stallion was impressive, his balls were even more so. Despite having a 24-inch hard cock, his manhood actually looked disproportionally small compared to the testicles that powered that beast: dangling as low as his knees, his milkmakers were literally as gigantic as American footballs, managing to outflank even the mighty Bull whose cock remained the softest of all cocks in that chamber.

	

	It was precisely those two superb seed-making machines that Imelda slapped like a dominatrix, and it was precisely those slaps that made the stud cry and almost collapse on his knees before the goddess. Imelda put one hand on his gigantic abdominals and pushed him back, literally cracking the wall behind him this time. “You can cry. It’s okay. I know I’m too much a woman for you.” She cast a sly look behind her, seeing if all man were still soft. “Remember: a penis goes hard, a penis gets chopped.” The belly of the giantess literally roared, and the chamber was filled by the sound of a feline hunger. “I’m serious. One of out favorite punishments, as you might know, for the very worst offenders of this land—the rapists, the serial murderers, the worst of corrupts, and all that manly vermin of the Earth!—is to take off their pants, bite off their cocks raw, and then… oh!” Her pussy grew more swollen and harder. She was lubricating like crazy, but that was still barely even the beginning of the beginning. “We eat those cocks raw if they are appetizing enough. If a criminal is more hung than eight inches, we fucking dine on his genitalia. Normal minds can barely comprehend the pleasure that is to bite the cock of an odious man and feel the semen squirting out of his balls just as we chew on them.” She turned around just a bit, caressing the massive cock of the youngster with one hand; not jerking him, but mostly just grazing him, making him even more afraid and nervous than if she was actually pumping his dick for raw seed. “It’s just like fruits, honestly: biting a testicle of a well-endowed male, you see… the real good part…” She licked her lips and shivered, the waves of pleasure taking over. “The fattest part of the testicle… damn!” Her eyes rolled. “If you do it right, you now, the juices squirt out into the walls, even the ceiling. Oh, god, it’s good to eat the genitals of a male whose done nothing but harm to society, and so I’ll eat yours too, indeed, if you dare disobey me.” She turned around quickly, as if to catch some man on a weak spot, or as if to answer a question nobody actually made: “‘But what crime have we commited?’ You might wonder. Well, no crime. It’s just that we can do whatever we please, so, if you’re feeling daring…” She chuckled. “Try me. Test my patience. It sure has been a long time since my stomach has had actual cock for dinner, not just the juice.” Out of nowhere, then, the beast woman gripped the cock of her stud by the crown, and the poor male just moaned and groaned while his hips twerked like a woman’s and his massive ass literally cracked the walls further with those movements. “If you can’t resist what I’m going to do to this stud, close your eyes and shut your ears, because… yes, I admit: the arousal of my body subduing a big beast like this wonderful horse here…” Her other hand caressed the superb pecs of that ultra-massive breeder. “It is one hell of an arousing sight. Now…” She turned her face again to her male, who was sobbing under her touch. “Oooh, baby. Mommy’s hurting you like this, mm? Like… this?”

	

	With her hand on his cock, she performed a twisting motion which immediately brought the giant to his knees. The goddess grabbed the giant by his neck and pushed him aggressively against the wall, crushing the stone and making parts of the wall fall on into the ground. “I love younglings like you. The feeling of mastery and domination is just something we cannot get from any of these other studs. Now, my darling…” Pumping his crown, she felt the jets of precum hitting her bosom and absolutely drenching her robes. “Fear not. I’m not gonna fuck your for real.” She licked her lips. “You are too young for that. You… are meant to feed me cum.” Opening her mouth, she lined up her lips on the steamy, boiling urethra of the young stallion. “Now, darling boy… cum.”

	

	A single motion. One simple, lonely squeeze, and that was all it took for the “inexperienced” stallion to cum harder than a herd of horses. The room was filled by the liquid sound of thick, hot seed travelling through the breeding cannon of that prized stallion. Before the woman even performed the action, the males were already apprehensive, trying their best to contain their raging arousals. Once she did it, though… they almost lost it! «Focus!» They thought to themselves, closing their eyes and even breathing as little as possible so that not even the smell of that young man’s supreme cum enticed them to nut on their own.

	

	The woman merely squeezed the underside of the beast’s massive helmet with her fingers, her gigantic hand forming an O around the penis, and promptly twisted her tight squeeze on the penis, making her fingers vibrate very tenderly at the very end of the movement. The young bull released a deep, growling grunt of earthquake power, and the entire room rumbled as his seed began to flow.

	

	The silky, velvety fat lips of the dominating demigoddess enveloped the exploding cum cannon, and her seal on the prick became something that the young stud had never felt before. With explosive ferocity, but also panicky incontinence, the stud was shocked to feel all his self-control and will power drained throughout the most painful, embarrassing five seconds of his live: the cum, which at first came out in controlled bursts, slowly gained ferocity and intensity until the young man was not only nutting with his full force, but far-and-wide surpassing any force he had ever cum with before. «DAMN IT!!» His mind panicked. A glimmer of hope, however, beamed within it: «FINE!! WHORE! TAKE IT!» His gigantic, super-massive, super-veiny arms shivered; he wanted to grab that woman’s head and push it down on his cock, yet he didn’t know if he’d end up with both arms still attached to his torso afterwards. In doubt, he merely thrust his hips upward, penetrating that woman’s endless hole with the power of a bona fide human breeding machine. «TAKE ALL MY GUNK!!»

	

	The beast horse was immediately shocked and flabbergasted by the… incredible… indescribable, really… the goddamn divine seal of the woman’s lips on his cock, which no woman had ever managed to blow at all. You see, that stallion’s cock was literally horse-sized. No, cut that: horses have, on average, sixteen to eighteen inches of a fully rigid penis, whereas that young man displayed a full twenty-four inches of manhood—a two-foot-long cock! His girth was similar to that of the flexed biceps of a world champion bodybuilder, making his supreme genitalia not only long, but massively, inhumanly fat.

	

	It was exactly that beastly, demonic genital that the woman ate up like it was nothing. With the squeeze of her mouth on his prick, the young man literally blanked out for two seconds, and if not for the woman’s one hand against his abs, he would have collapsed on his knees with a generalized failure on his leg muscles.

	

	The game was on.

	

	Liquid burst after liquid gunk resonated on the room. The trhoats of the men were shivering, their apples moving up and down, just like their cocks, the discomfort and the pain of that young man’s torture striking their nerves on a very personal, intimate level. As the young stud regained his consciousness and returned to grunting and moaning, the males all closed their eyes and shut their ears, trying their best to resist the famed emasculation of those stallion-like giantesses.

	

	«What delicious, savory cum.» The woman tasted the seed, and it was wonderful. It wasn’t just the consistency that struck her cunt with pleasant, agreeable sensations, but the sheer volume of it. Looking up to her quivering, spasming male, she smiled, not letting a single drop of his cannon loads even drip through her lips.

	

	She was eating as much cum as a hundred horses unloading their seeds straight in her mouth—with a difference: whereas a horse can cum for only as long as fifteen seconds, that guy just… kept going. And going. And then going some more. With loads as fat and thick as a human arm, the goddess relaxed her throat muscles completely, making sure that the massive train of jizz had uninterrupted passage straight into her belly, where it splashed with the most phenomenal sound ever heard by those men: *splooorsh!!*

	

	“B-by G-god…” One man covered his mouth and shut his eyes. If the goddess had heard him, she would punish him later. That torrent of jizz was far too good, far too holy for a massive woman like her to deny, and she would drain that stud’s super balls down to their latest drop of seed, to the point that he would need weeks to ever nut a single load again.

	

	As the seconds rolled on, the sound of the man’s spurting became more aggressive, downright scary. Bigger and badder-looking studs turned their ears to the young, spasming male, wondering how the fuck could a cub so young nut such legendary loads of man juice. Without any extra effort, indeed, most of the penises in the room began to go down, down, down, for the feeling of being surpassed by a pesky lover was the cherry on top of the cake of humiliation those men had continuously been forced to ear since their recruitment by the merciless Queen.

	

	It’s not that the load was massive; it’s not that his balls were powerful, heavy, and lively; it’s just that it kept going for so! Fucking! Long! «Jesus!» The biggest, baddest male of the group—Leonardo!—was the only one to face the scene with his eyes opened, and even he, atop of his pedestal of uber-masculinity, could barely resist getting his cock semi-hard and shutting his eyes from time to time so that it didn’t sprout fully hard against his abs. The other men who got a glimpse of his manhood, oh… their penises went fully soft on the spot. It was already humiliating enough to have an eighteen-year-old with balls literally as big as American footballs and a cock longer than an average arm, but to see that this man wasn’t even the biggest, the baddest, the manliest of them… fuck! That was just too much to take! As the men looked at Leonardo, they wondered “fuck! How the fuck can a monster like that exist?!” As Leonardo looked at the beast woman, he wondered “fuck! How the fuck a monster like that…?!”

	

	He wasn’t referring to the man, however, but the woman. *Glurk! Glurb! Glunk!!* The sounds of her swallowing became the most terrifying thing in the room. The cum machine that was the man’s penis was muffled by her ferocious gulping, and then a new stage of that terrifying blowjob began—one that would see the young stud be completely destroyed, down to his very spiritual well-being: readying her muscles, the goddess shut her eyes and prepared herself. «Very well, stallion. I see you can literally cum a barrel.» Her belly was somewhat bloated by the tanks of cum she had swallowed, but it wasn’t nearly as big as it should have looked considering the terrifying amount that actually left that prick. In fact, seeing her like that, one would wonder where the hell was all that cum going to!

	

	The goddess had her tricks, and the beast’s body wasn’t actually a true breeding machine he himself was led to believe it was. Hers was. The woman’s. The giantess’ body. She was the true breeding machine, and she was now going to show that gigantic stud… what a real woman was made of.

	

	Her right hand left the stallion’s abs. His whole body began to shiver and contort, his muscles flexing and bulging as the wall behind him cracked and crumbled, and huge rocks fell from it on the the ground, the cracks spreading through the walls, along the floor, and the poor young man beginning to quiver like a girl, his moans growing higher-pitched—still masculine, but betraying a femininity that would completely overtake him. “Aaahee… aah… ooh…” The god crushed the walls with his hands, trying his best to not push that woman’s head to the very base of his balls. “Aaaheee!!!” His moan got really feminine. The woman knew it was time.

	

	Her arms were crossed behind her back, and the outrageous form and hardness of her ass became really apparent as she bent over a little and ate a few more inches of that dick. Ten inches of monster cock were penetrating her, the loads being shot unforgivingly inside her throat. As the gigantic testicles of the stud rose higher and higher, their pumps sounding like Buddhist gongs echoing through the Himalayas, the beast-woman chuckled for herself, ready to utterly annihilate that man’s masculinity. «Try not to fall down, okay? Oh, you will fall. Just… try to last a little longer than the last bull I fucked, alright?» She looked up to her male, who in turn had his face spasming like an epylecitc, his eyes rolling to every direction, his lids twitching and his cheeks shivering like a terrible computer glitch, his face looking like a really badly-animated character model going haywire on an old computer. The goddess slowly placed her right hand on his monstrous shaft, which was so ungodly thick that an average woman’s fingers would never be able to encircle it fully—an average woman, that is. «Look how he trembles.» There mere touching of her fingers around the massive breeding pole caused the monster to spurt and ejaculate fatter, louder streams into her mouth. «You’ve never met a woman who could hold your breeding stick fully, have you?» Barely applying any pressure to the dick, the goddess just slurped and gulped on it… until it was finally time… to kill her fucking prey.

	

	The monster began undoing himself before she did anything. The feeling of her two hands on his ejaculating fuck-stick was already… something… so utterly pleasurable, yet so deeply terrifying that he felt it as coming straight from hell itself. That woman…!! That ungodly, hellish beast…!! Was it true, everything everyone told him about her. «C-can she literally kill a man… by giving him a blowjob?»

	

	One second later, he figured it out: the room trembled with the burst of a sound wave so powerful its walls cracked and all the men—literally all the males, Leonardo included—hugged the walls or covered their cocks to protect themselves from that unseen threat. They felt it in their own loins, so much so that the promise of keeping their member soft was broken almost completely: out of those twenty-seven massive stallion, only Leonardo and five others managed to not grow their dicks into full hardness. All other men, with their hearts now almost exploding through their breasts, were losing their breath and their damned minds under the terror of being touched by that woman’s spirit—a jerk-off, you see, so bloody powerful that they literally felt it in their own massive dicks! «Did she… d-did she just touch me right now?»

	

	One of the men—the weakest, meekest of the stallion—went a degree further and straight-out ejaculated in the room. The other men were shocked upon seeing his massive, messy jet just burst forth from his steamy urethra and give that room a shower like never seen before. Walls, curtains, and furniture were all rained by the stud’s superb ejaculation, which was like a very potent hose turned on from his balls. “Oooorh!!!” The poor male rolled his eyes and collapsed on the ground, turning his hose of cum to the marble and cumming a literal pool around himself. His pain was felt within the breasts of all poor men who heard his cry; even Leonardo, who was such a stud he was almost divine, a demigod amongst children, had to gulp and look away as the beast came uncontrollably in the middle of the room, the pool of cum now reaching up to three feet of diameter around him. «Pathetic,» he thought, although he felt he was not so above that poor comrade as he would like to believe.

	

	The goddess ignored all that. She was just too focused on killing that one stud with orgasms before she could rip her other victims apart with the power of her muscles. What she had done, indeed, was solely focused on that one man’s pleasure, yet the power of her tactic, going far away and beyond anything any human could even think of, struck the entire room with nothing short of a stellar, reality-bending type of energy.

	

	The bull’s strength was drained from his legs. For a split second, indeed, before it was all gone, he felt his guts, his stomach, his liver, and all his lower organs moving towards his prick, and then sort of liquefying and being squirted out through his urethra along with his cum—or rather, sucked out brutally by the now-ferocious throat muscles of the inhuman goddess. A split second later, his sight literally blanked out—and it did not return. “Goh-!!” As he opened his mouth, he felt his voice dying, and then his hearing disappeared along with it, with only his sense of balance, smell, and space awareness remaining, enough for him to feel his knees hitting the ground and forming two massive crater around them.

	

	His entire body froze up, and then began to grow. The other man, covering their mouths, saw the bull gain even more volume and mass, to the point that the ground kept cracking and sinking even though there was no other movement at all from the ground man. The veins in his body, which were already insane in their number and shreddeness, now sprawled and multiplied like living snakes. Leonardo himself raised one eyebrow and nodded respectfully to the young man’s physique, recognizing in him the genes of nothing less than an absolutely superb male specimen. «This bull, with a little training, will literally become the top breeder of the universe.» His muscles roared, almost in response to a challenger. «Curse you. If she doesn’t kill him, I guess I’ve met my worthiest rival yet.»

	

	The young stud kept growing as the goddess kept doing whatever she was doing to his prick. What was astounding was that, following that one, single movement she performed, the goddess now remained as immobile as the youngling, her muscles perfectly controlled, her body still the same frame as before, only her throat and belly moving as she ate up insane amounts of gunk from that super boy’s testicles.

	

	Speaking of testicles… holy molly, the beasts were huge! They were already the size of American footballs before, but now, resting on the ground, the giant seed makers were so enormously bloated and hyper active that they seemed… to be getting!... even bigger?! «What??» All men—Leonardo included—couldn’t resist looking at the horse’s testicle and feeling a little inadequate, wondering how a single man could sport a pair now as voluminous as two basketballs. It wasn’t even the volume which called for their curiosity and shock, but their outrageous, inhumane mass! The balls were so visibly solid and heavy that the ground was literally cracking underneath them, the cracks growing wider and longer at every throb of the mighty orbs.

	

	The beast stud kept his mouth opened, with his eyes almost popping out of his skull, but now sound came from his breast. He was voiceless, and everywhere around him he just saw perfect darkness. It was only the beginning of his utmost suffering. «W-what… what is that…?!» What was that he was even feeling, he began to wonder, but even his mind seemed physically shaken and stirred inside his brain; unbeknownst to him, yeah, his woman was masturbating him down on a molecular level.

	

	«I want you to get a taste, young man, of what I and my Queen have dubbed… quantic blowjob.» Imelda kept performing her masterpiece on the guy’s dick—an act of such outrageous power that it really cannot be describe here, in these quick, unworthy sentences. «Your body is now changing on a subatomic level. If I so want to, I can literally crack your bones and bleed out your organs without lifting a finger.» She squeezed both of her wrists crossed under her back, making sure to emphasize that whatever she was going to do to the young man, she was going to it with her mouth and tongue alone. «Now feel, my young stud… your sexual, physical, mental, and ultimately physical… annihilation.» The young stud began to feel a fire of demonic vermin consume him from his loins and upwards, an orgasms of such tremendous power he literally felt like burning from inside out.

	

	«W-what…?!! What…??!» His mind, when it thought of anything, could never go beyond this simple, single word. Slowly, but quite visibly, steam began to burst through his very power, and the massive super stud, with his muscles now reaching their fullest size, realized that his blood was literally boiling.

	

	What Imelda was doing now was nothing but the most basic thing a woman was expected to do in a blowjob: to suck and, well, actually blow. Her throat muscles were moving. Her lungs were sucking air. Simply put, the woman had started to actually blow that stallion away, yet the power of her blowing, as well as the complexity of her muscular movements, went far beyond what should even be physically possible. That was the blowing not of a human, or even of a superpowered earthly creature; that was the blowing of a goddess—and the woman was really, sincerely just getting started!

	

	Her most aggressive movement—the one that threw all the men off guard—was to simply repeat her first squeezing-and-twisting of the cock, but now with both hands. Granted, she had used all ten fingers of her hands, which later she would admit to have been “a bit of an overkill,” but the act itself was just that: one hand squeezing and twisting the cock just under its crown to the left, and the other doing the same on its middle to the right, both hands twisting in opposite direction while the fingers vibrated at the very end of the motion.

	

	To the young stallion, though, that thing was a revelation. Just as his knees were buckling and his sight was disappeared, he saw very clearly a shiny beacon on his hips, illuminated like a golden statue of his massive genitalia, with all the veins in his body sprawling from it and highlighted by a very blazing, scorching red. «By… God…!!!» Were his only thoughts before his sight (and his sanity) kissed him bye-bye and he began to collapse into the ground.

	

	The goddess did no other motion on his cock after that one. None whatsoever. Her hands were not only still, but completely lose, grazing only the very tip of the cock’s skin, as if to remind the man that “yes, my darling, mommy’s still in charge of your penis.” Aside from that, her body was pure stiffness; not a muscle in her moved, at least when seen from afar; not one fiber in her changed, which spoke volumes about the goddess’s inhuman level of self-control. She was a woman who could literally control every single cell of his body and command it to her will, and she was using this monstrous, demonic power to now torture her youngster into both sexual bliss and insanity.

	

	Here’s the deal: the goddess didn’t move on her exterior, but her interior muscles… oh! They were not only massaging or sucking that cock; they were ripping it! The young man shouted and roared within his mind, his soul now becoming a pure cacophony of orgasmic sounds, as he felt his hips being pulled up from the ground and his mastodontic prick being sucked deeper and deeper into the throat of that super woman—and what a fucking throat she fucking had!

	

	“Gasp…!!! Gah…!!” His mouth occasionally produced some exasperate sounds, but that was most that it could make. Everything else was stiffness, stillness, and pain, with his super muscles shivering and trembling as if he was about to be literally implode. “Garh… gorh…!!!” Saliva began to drool from his lips, and his tongue slowly rolled out along with it. The other men were gradually more shocked upon seeing the many inches of that man’s kisser, almost as if a pink, snakish salamander was leaving his throat. «Holy fuck!» They surely thought. «That ain’t a tongue! That’s a fucking anaconda!»

	

	The stud’s tongue, dripping steamy saliva all the way, rolled down to the man’s pecs, and then further down into his upper abdominal muscles. Overall, twenty-six inches of tongue now laid exposed and resting on his torso, with so much saliva bursting from the stallion’s mouth that, in a few second, his entire torso was shining under the bath he was giving himself. His saliva formed a big puddle around his gigantic ass, with his thighs having swollen to literally the girth of a Greek column.

	

	His hips kept being pulled, time and time again, by the gradual and unceasing sucking of that goddess’ innards. Within herself, pressing back against her muscles just as hard as they pressed against it, the woman felt the full hardness of that penis, the absolute girth and monstrous length of it all conquering her, dominating her, penetrating her almost as if she was the passive one in the relationship. As the massive, fist-sized helmet of the super prick burst through the entrance of her stomach, she rolled up her eyes and shivered. Finally, finally! The goddess was experiencing her first real orgasms.

	

	«Yes! Yes!! Yes!!» Her hips twerked. Her gigantic, mega hard muscular bosom danced, and the penises of the men grew insanely harder upon witnessing the jiggles of that super monstrous ass—the two most perfect, most divine butt cheeks that had ever laid their eyes upon. «Now this is a fucking cock!!» The goddess raised her ass and squirted on the ground. The men could see her juices just splashing against the rock like a fucking hose. They weren’t the only splashes she had in store: as the minutes rolled, more splashes followed. *Boom! Boom! Boom!* Some of the men stepped back and averted their gazes, shocked to see a woman cumming as if she had a strong hose embedded deep within her cunt.

	

	Little did they know that the beast was only warming up her cunt, those splashes being barely enough to be considered a proper squirt for her. «This stallion is a fine quality breeder with the potential, indeed, of becoming one of the strongest, sturdiest males in all the planet. Still,» she looked up to the man, who was sort of dead, but still sort of alive, his muscles being an absurdity in size and bulk and rigidity, «that’s still only that: potential. This youngling has a long way to go before he deserves to truly dominate my steely womb!»

	

	Still, the goddess couldn’t help but to be caught up off guard by sudden and unexpected bursts of pleasure, like one which saw her vulva spread out much wider and her womb blast her vagina with such a maddening volume of loads that the goddess literally had to pin up her hips like a bitch and hose her squirts like a fucking machine: *blooorsh!!!* Her juices literally washed over the body of that one collapsed dude, whose ejaculations had been so strong they formed a puddle five feet wide and three inches thick of pure cum around him. Her squirt managed to beat his spunk in volume, thickness, and heat in a mere five seconds. Flabbergasted, the other males felt their jaws drop as they saw that single woman literally flood the place with her sexual juices, making all of their feet know the insane heat of her nectar as it blasted off stronger and stronger from her cunt.

	

	The pleasure eventually subsided and the goddess, always with her hands crossed under her back, returned to sucking and pumping and outright ripping the dick out of her stud’s hips with her throat alone. Knowing she had reached a limit at that position, she moved her legs and jiggled her butt, almost like a cat about to strike. «Calm down now, now, now.» She told the guy, but only in her thoughts. «Mommy’s gonna be… little rougher now.»

	

	She spread out her legs, like a crab, and stomped the ground with her feet. *BOOM!!!* The entire room shook while about a third of its windows and glasses exploded—not only shattered; fucking exploded!—with the shockwave of her stomp. Massive cracks sprawled to every inch of the place, and the entire surface of the room, on any direction one looked at, now appeared to be covered by dark spider webs, the scale of the destruction only increasing as the goddess applied force to her feet and slowly, oh-so-very slowly, began to squat up from her position.

	

	The hips of the super stallion were brought up from the ground, with pieces of rock falling from his gigantic, oversized, mega ripped glutes. The goddess loved the extra effort his gigantic, titanium-hard mega testicles forced her to put into the lift; she rarely felt her horse-sized legs to get so much exercise when fucking a dude, and the fact that she was experiencing such tremendous effort from none less than an eighteen-year-old was beyond fascinating; it was truly fucking arousing. «God, I feel like a little girls again! Fuck!» She gargled. She literally gargled a little! «This stud is so big, so powerful, so heavy that I… I…!!» She turned her eyes to the sides, seeing her feet sinking on the ground, the cracks growing insanely, the entire place rumbling as if it was about to collapse. «I’m on cloud fucking nine!!» Her pussy honored the male with potent jets straight to the ground, blasting it with such force that, yep, they managed to crack the floor a little. «Alright, little darling. Time to come up 

	with mommy!» Tired of those cheeky plays, however, the goddess returned to sucking him in earnest.

	

	Her gigantic thighs, seeing only in a silhouette beneath her robes, boomed, bustled, and exploded. *Boom!!* Her muscular power, when rising, created shockwaves that whiplashed the men’s massive torsos, chiseled pecs, and impeccable physiques. *Boom, boom, blaam!!* That was beyond power; that was insanity; and all their cocks—except for, maybe, Leonardo’s—were not hurting them on their torsos as they pressed against their abs and throbbed while becoming harder than they’d ever been—harder than iron, harder than fucking steel! «C-control yourself, Leo.» The gigantic mega Alpha of the room felt his breath out of pace, with beads of cold sweat finally forming atop his forehead. «P-please. No. You c-cant… t-this c-can’t…» The mega stud finally moved, cleaning the nervous sweat our of his forehead. «T-this c-cannot be possible»

	

	The entire body of the Amazon grew as she lifted that stud from the ground. The balls of the god, a truly impressive sight, remained firmly on the ground, sinking even lower as their weight somehow just seemed to grow, but the goddess’ ascension was unstoppable as she squatted up with graceful ease, all the weight and power and sheer hardness of that stallion barely enough to make her even stop for a second and regather strength. She just kept rising and rising, and the stud kept cumming and cumming, with his sack being stretched and pulled from the ground as his hips literally stood many feet above it. The goddess uncrossed her arms from under her back and placed her palms on the giant’s buttocks. Two powerful loads of squirt splashed on the ground, sprinkling on the body’s of all shell-shocked men in the room. «Damn, ain’t these glutes a wonder of the universe!» She fumbled those glutes possessively, feeling in them nothing less than pure muscle. «Absolute titanium!» Adjusting her posture a bit, she moved her palms upward on the giant’s bottom, then firmly held him by his upper glutes and his lower back. «Alright, stud. I want your massive, ejaculating donkey deep as deep as my guts. For that, I’ll need to change poses a bit, so… be ready. Three, two, one, and…!!»

	

	The room shook as the goddess effortlessly—really fucking effortlessly!—lifted up the entire body of the stallion of the ground until he was all above her. The head of the stud, completely stiff along with his neck and torso, literally banged against and cracked the wall behind him, leaving a crater of cracked stone behind as the goddess lifted him, then pressed him once again against the wall.

	

	The head of the monster hit the ceiling, then cracked it as the goddess pushed him higher and higher, making sure that his hips were at the exact same level as her face. The woman rolled her arms around his thunderous legs, and the hardness and volume of her muscles became great enough to start tearing through the silk of her ropes.

	

	The men were… dead. Almost. They sure wouldn’t stand that situation for much longer, of course, if things kept getting that much hotter. They just couldn’t believe (or accept) the insane hardness, definition, and size of that woman’s arms. They were “god!” Some of the men muttered, and their knees cracked the ground as their bodies collapsed and their penises began to erupt. “This woman… if fucking god!!”

	

	Bursts boomed in the room. Their penises unloaded. If that first man had an impressive ejaculation, it could hardly even begin to compare with those that followed; the first man had a “mere” ten-inch-long hard cock, whereas those stallions ranged from twelves inches to an astounding twenty inches. The tip of their monster cocks reached way past their bellybuttons, with the most endowed of them cramming his pussy-breaker smack in the middle of his gigantic pectorals. Their balls went from as big as apples to almost as large as grapefruits, and their weighs were impressive enough to make audible “booms” every time these testicles contracted and sent another massive load of jizz flying through their cocks.

	

	As they ejaculated, not an inch of the ceiling immediately above them went unscathed. The jets spurted with glorious might out of their horse-sized genitalia and, once it splashed, so powerful and loud, into the ceiling, it literally made it rain thick, steamy cum all over the place. Leonardo’s body, along with all other semi-nude stallions in the place, started to get drenched in their rival’s cum. None of them really minded it. Despite the cascading fountain and the squeals and screams of those men who had fallen, they still only had eyes for the impressive dominatrix, whose musculature, they felt, wasn’t even starting to get warmed up.

	

	Their impressions were correct. As the woman embraced her stallion’s gigantic legs, she smiled to herself, feeling his tremendous weight like a plume. «Let’s see… wow. You weight over a literal ton, my stallion!» She looked again to the youngling’s beautiful face, which was nonetheless almost fully buried into the ceiling at that point. «Such a model look, such a baby face, yet such literally equine weight!» She spanked the guy’s legs, pushing him further against the wall until it ceded and caved under the pressure. *BROOOM!!!* A giant crater formed around him, and large pieces of the wall fell immediately after the woman’s push, with her sending his prick to the very depths of his being, eating him up with such gargantuan power that the beast managed one deep, short-lived roar out of his breathless lungs: “ROOOAARR-OOOHHH…!!!” It was an immensely pained, hurtful roar; one that made the men still standing grab their cocks again and squeeze them, trying so hard not to cum.

	

	“Is she…?!” The whispers, at that point, were almost inevitable. They all thought that the woman wouldn’t hear them, of course, given all the cumming and the screaming of the other men now on the floor—they were wrong, of course, but their punishment wouldn’t arrive until the cock-eating lady was done with her little filly. For the moment, then, the shocked men muttered: “is she pregnant?”

	

	It was easy to forget, throughout all that terrifying emasculation, that the young stallion was cumming nonstop. Once in a while, the men could hear the powerful sloshes of his cum bursting so mightily from his prick. In fact, he wasn’t just cumming like a stallion, ejaculating like a herd of breeding bulls, but he was indeed fecundating an entire planet—or so he felt—with that amount of seed that his testicles produced. His seedmaking glands rested right beneath the woman’s massive, gigantic, out-of-this-world breasts, and as they throbbed they made a brutal massage on the woman’s abs, allowing the stallion to indeed feel her muscles for once.

	

	«GOD…!!!» His mind, already electrified, died and was reborn more times than anyone could count. His hypersensitive, gigantic testicles throbbed against her abdominals, and in there they felt the most masculine, virile sat of muscles any living creature could flaunt. That woman was a fucking man—of course, in raw muscular power only! It was mind-blowing how she could sport such an impressive, lively, and hot pack in her belly, almost as if all the bodybuilders in the world’s had died and reincarnated into a single, perfected set of abdominals. Her muscles were… «GOD!!!» He cried in his mind, and his jaw-dropped face began “eating” through the marble above him, his face pressed deeper and deeper into the ruined ceiling as the woman performed her demonic destruction of his genital.

	

	His penis had penetrated her throat and her stomach fully. Only a few inches remained outside of the woman’s mouth, and his girth was such that her lips were like an anaconda’s mouth as it swallows an ox whole. It was almost too much cock for that woman—until she giggled and shrugged that girth away, gagging and gargling on the penis just for fun, allowing his overabundant cum to flow almost to the tip of her nostrils before she “inhaled” it back into her throat, the waterfall of cum inside her body being the most amazing experience she had in weeks! «I want to savor this moment, stallion, before I dominate your cock completely.» She looked down to her beautiful bull’s genital in all its remaining glory; its veiny, throbbing, thickening three inches outside her mouth being the symbol of another superman she would destroy and shatter. «You’re too young to experience that, in my opinion: the humiliation of a woman eating up your full genital. Once stallion, now humbled. Like all men, you bet you would never find a woman who come even close to making your penis feel anything even remotely close to that, let alone the full domination by a single female. Sadly, my beautiful horse… my boy and my son…» She looked up to him again, seeing the tears dripping from his chin, «I will have to destroy you. Rules are rules, and legends are legends: there hasn’t been a man whose ego I haven’t annihilated, and you won’t be any difference.» With her muscles rumbling, she prepared for her final push. «I ask for your forgiveness, my man, for your manhood dies… now!»

	

	The three inches went inside of her, and that was that. For a rare, almost harrowing moment, the room fell into the deadliest of silences, and then everyone felt the semen bubbling up in their own balls as the body of that stallion, like a virile balloon of muscles, grew bigger and heavier and harder, as well as redder, like a scorching piece of iron on the furnace, come the final inches of his prick swallowed by the merciless lady. Two other men fell on their knees, and as the ground cracked their penises exploded, the ceiling and their torsos showered by the unending cum their more impressive balls produced. This time around, the two stallions were big-time fecundators: one had balls literally as massive as pears, and the other, almost the size of the biggest grapefruits. «Pathetic,» the goddess pondered, paying them no more mind as the young penis penetrated her guts.

	

	To a lady who measured almost seven feet in height, it was an honor for any cock to reach the entrance of her guts, let alone penetrate it. The stallion, indeed, didn’t go any farther than burying half of his helmet into her guts, but that was already an achievement literally only other six guys ever matched. «This one, when he grows up…» The goddess almost “burped” inside of herself, caught by surprise by the unending loads of that superhuman horse. «Damn it, beautiful! You a’gonna be a prized pussy breaker, huh?» The goddess crammed her head deeper into the cock, burying her face on the stallion’s titanium abdominals, and a few more inches of the god managed to conquer her cocks, spurting the unending loads this time straight into them.

	

	From the outside, it almost looked as if there was no more space for the woman’s belly. She wasn’t fat—oh, not by any stretch of the definition, but she was definitely bloated, like a woman mid-pregnancy, with her belly growing, and then receding at every few seconds of so by the terrifying loads of that stallion inside of her. «My metabolism is kicking today, huh? After all this load, I should have spurted some of it through my nostrils.» The bubbling, boiling semen surely made its way up her nasal cavities from time to time, but she could keep track of it and control it oh-so-casually. «My body roars! My blood boils! Fuck me, this cum is hot, hot, hot!!» Losing a bit of control, the goddess propelled her mare-like legs forward, making her thighs boom and roar like engines of a powerful race car, and then pushing the poor man against the wall so hard that… *BOOOOOOOM!!!!*

	

	A whole four feet of the wall—two feet in every direction—collapsed as the crater under the teen’s back deepened by a couple dozens of inches. The massive stallion body was drilled deep into the wall, so much so that the cracks now reached the very foundations of the building, and the entire wing of the castle trembled as the woman power-blew that penis into oblivion.

	

	From the other size of the room, an authoritative voice made sure to keep the situation in control: “by the gods, Imelda!” Everyone in the room—literally everyone: Imelda especially!—seized up and froze in their places, at least only as long as to hear the next couple of words: “you having a hellish amount of fun, I can sense!” One of the man, gasping and moaning, collapsed on the ground, cumming straight on his own face as his forehead banged the ground and his titanic, monstrous 23-inch cock ejaculated a whole bathtub of boiling semen in the room. None of them expected to hear that voice so soon, and none of them even dreamed it could be so… holy! «I-i-is that…?!» All the minds raced into a single checkpoint: «the Queen?»

	

	Imelda stopped sucking. Despite the shivering and the trembling of her stallion, who was now unloading the most epic jizz of his live straight on the woman’s gut, she stopped everything she was doing to turn her gaze at the golden door and wonder, in terror, whether she had gone too far or not.

	

	Her mind was racing. Despite her hating to admit that, there were now two Imeldas battling for control: one being the usual Imelda, haughty and imperial, and the other… the other being… one… who… «fuck!» Even she didn’t want to admit to herself, to accept this nature she worked so damned hard to suppress. «T-the Queen… is she…?!» Ignoring the cum, Imelda gulped, and the young man’s semen as a result flowed even deeper within her intestines. «Is the Queen angry?»

	

	Thankfully, she was not. Quite the opposite: “hey, my love, just try to be, uh, a little less intense, okay, ‘cause your fucking is making cracks even inside this room, and I can’t fuck my own men at any decent strength like this.” She laughed, and then the room was filled with joy and levity. “As much as I hate to admit that… let’s take it easy, okay? This castle is undeniably of shoddy construction, at least in these high floors.” There was something of a sigh, followed by a moan, followed by very masculine, manly grunts—the squeals of the men she had by the dicks and balls. “If we both fuck hard at the same time, we will collapse this entire wing. Just make sure to tone it down a notch, okay? Okay? Fine. You can go back to fucking this stallion.”

	

	The sound and air only gradually returned to the room, like everyone was suddenly waking up from a dream. «W-was that… her?!» The remaining men could barely believe it, but even as their souls burned with passion and adoration for that heavenly voice, their focus was drawn again to the superhuman woman who returned to savagely fuck and blow and rip that stallion’s cock once more; her entire body now turned into a fuck-machine of rage, frustration, and desire. «Why?!» The woman asked, pumping that prick with the power of the gods. «Why does she have to be so… perfect?!» With the brutality of an aggravated lover, she intentionally began to coax the semen out of the stud’s balls with her inner muscles, the entire length of the super cock now pumped and drained from all its seed.

	

	“OOOH…!!!” The beast roared; just as quickly as they burst, his roars quickly died out: “OOOH-OOOH-OOOOH…!!!!” Imelda felt his semen stretching her guts out like party balloons, the ferocious eruptions of that cum reaching a whole new level—one that even she was surprised to discover. «Ain’t you one powerful heck of a baby horse, huh?» With her thirst redoubled, the goddess pumped her body deeper into the cock, her forehead now blasting a hole on the man’s abs—not literally, of course, but… honestly, it was very close. The gushing of the semen straight into her guts was… oh, god, how would she put it? «Fucking amazing!!» The eyes of the powerful woman glimmered, with the orgasming stallion barely realizing how much he pleased and amazed his dominatrix. «This beast… oh, god! Is he getting too powerful for even my body? My holy, unbeatable metabolism??»

	

	In all of existence, there had been only three males who’d managed to out-cum that woman’s metabolism; three massive, mega Alpha males whose appendages produced and shot more spunk that even that woman’s body could hold at any given time. All of these males were over twenty-five years of age, which she came to think was the bare minimum age any male needed to be in order to have a shot at her—bur then there was that stallion! That god! That young super stud whose cum was not only filling her up, but gaining ground on her intestines and making her anus twitch in anticipation.

	

	The goddess saluted him with another salvo of squirts, an event which was becoming all-too-frequent in her orgasming body. Within her mind, even the brief anger against her Queen disappeared and was replaced for a deep arousal—some would say admiration!—for that young breeding bull. «A barrel my ass!» The goddess increased the power and intensity of her muscular motions, powersucking that cock now with great gusto, treating that youngling no longer as a servant or a slave, but as a full-blown lover. «Liar!! Who could believe you came so much more than that?!» Unwrapping her arms from his powerful, horse-sized legs, she grabbed his supermassive throbbing testicles under her even-more-massive breasts and… and!... crushed them!

	

	“UUUUUH…!!!” The bull roared briefly, with pieces of the ceiling falling as the goddess crushed and massaged his gigantic, oversized bull testicles. Her hands could barely cup even a third of each of those eggs, so enormous that they were, and the semen of the stallion was literally bubbling inside of them, so much and so hot cum that the goddess could picture a billion streams flowing like rocket fuel inside those titanic gonads.

	

	«Huge! Huge, huge, huge!!» She flexed her abs, and now her muscles too were joining her hands in the massage and stimulation of those massive super balls. «Jesus fucking Christ, you’re so goddamned huge!»

	

	The other males, shivering and trembling, could barely believe what they were witnessing; not the power or the size of the stallion, no, which they had grown somewhat used to; it was actually the intensity of the woman that got them flustered, as if only now they had seen her invested on a sexual partner, and the fear of that woman just grew to no end inside their breasts. Even Leonardo, who was almost as big as that stallion while not yet even aroused, gulped and shivered upon witnessing Imelda like that, doubting even his own ability to take on a beats like her. «Is she even a woman anymore?»

	

	The room continued to be undone as the beast woman pushed the stud deeper and deeper into the wall, power-sucking his cock with ferocious madness, crushing and worshipping his balls like a religious fanatic near her god. «Your power is fucking amazing!!» Crushing him deeper and deeper and deeper into the stone, the goddess took her time to look around and see almost all the males defeated and fainted, only about ten of them remaining on their feet in the room. «Pathetic. This stallion here beats them all without a sweat. Only Leonardo, maybe, is worth his grain of salt. Everybody else is a petty, useless eunuch!» With inhuman power, the goddess crammed the dick even deeper in herself, her face now buried so deep on the man’s muscles that the young stallion roared once more, then blacked out, the power of her fucking so raw and unrestrained he didn’t now whether that was pleasure or agony which he was feeling all the time.

	

	His semen kept ferociously gaining ground on the woman. About half of her intestines were filled and stretched by the junk. «By the gods, he came a small lake inside of me!» Regaining a bit of method to her insanity, the goddess slowed down her external movements a little and held the gigantic balls more firmly in her hands, appreciating their size, texture, hardness, and full-blown energy. «Fuck. These testicles… oh, god! They are bigger than American footballs now, almost as big as two fat, heavy babies. Oo-la-la!» She squeezed and massaged the balls, desirous to feel every bit of power they contained. «The semen flows at an unending pace. His prick is now a literal firehose in my guts, unloading about five gallons of this massive semen at every second, and not slowing down for anything in this world!» She tried increasing the pressure on her cock, crushing every inch of it inside of her. Her throat, her belly, her guts, all of her coalesced around that cock to give it the most hellish squeeze it even faced, yet the monster penis barely reduced his outflow of spunk at all—on the contrary: it just kept shooting and shooting and shooting at a maddening pace, its spurts becoming so fast (and the pauses between them so negligible) that the woman now felt as if the stallion was cumming one continuous, unending load inside of her.

	

	Her eyes opened up wide and her eyebrows went all the way up in her forehead. Her body was rocked with shivers not of her own power, not of her muscles flexing, but of her sincere, submissive arousal. «It c-can’t be!» With her pussy gushing and dripping a mad amount of viscous cum, she felt a fire rock her hips and briefly take the power of her legs, and her entire body hardened as a massive wave of multiple orgasms took over her. «It can’t…» The semen flowed up to her nostrils. It exploded from her nose, smearing the stud’s abs and her own face as she opened her mouth even wider and let out a painful “oooh…!!!”

	

	In the room, even the most clueless of guys raised their eyebrows and looked at each other in utter disbelief. “Did she just… moan?”

	

	Yes. Yes, she did, and she did not stop at a single moan. Soon, an eruption of cum burst volcanically from her pussy, the power and hotness of that girl-semen so intense that the room grew foggy with its steam. The ground was flooded with her literal pools of ejaculatory lubricant, and only the plentiful cracks on the floor managed to keep those juices at an acceptable level. If the ground were clean and solid, those juices would have risen up until the very ceiling, drowning everyone in that unholy chamber of sex.

	

	«THIS IS THE BEST FUCKING DICK I HAD IN AGES!!!» The goddess opened her eyes even wider, not wanting to miss a single second of her own body being undone by the superior sex god. «JESUS FUCKING CHRIST, WHAT EVEN IS THIS?! THE CUM IS OVERFLOWING IN ME!! OH!! OH, GOD!!!» She saw and felt the semen spurting out of her nostrils, two long and fat threads of boiling his bursting from her nose and blasting the abs of her super stallion—who, in turn, only shivered and crumbled as his own mind was beyond passed-out at that point. «HOLY FUCK!!! I’M FUCKING CUMMING!!!» Her pussy kept unloading gallons and gallons and gallons… «I’M FUCKING CUMMING, JESUS CHRIST!!!»

	

	Two more men fell on their knees, feeling their hands and legs burn under the thick, gooey juice of that woman’s scorching vagina. “It’s… it’s…!!” They penises began to “pathetically” eject loads and loads of semen into the miss—as “pathetic,” of course, as penises as larger as twenty, twenty-two inches could ejaculate. The men who were still conscious lowered their heads into the pool and began to lap on it like kittens, drinking the steamy cum that the woman produced. “My god!!” They looked up to their counterparts, who didn’t know what to make of their humiliation. “It’s… it’s…!!!”

	

	They wanted to say it was good. No, beyond that: it was the best fucking thing they had ever taste in their whole lives, but before their minds could form any coherent thought, their penises spoke for themselves, and the result were several massive, muscular men quivering and twitching on the flooded ground, throwing female cum all around, orgasming and ejaculating like horses in every direction, spraying the ceiling, the walls, and the body of their comrades with literal gallons of super cum. They were driven mad with orgasms, and not one of them recovered or was able to get another single gulp of that pussy juice—a single cup of it was apparently enough to fry a man’s nerves, and the remaining eight studs wondered if it was a good idea at all to remain in that place or if it would be a much better idea to just jump through the windows and flee for their fucking lives. «When we were called,» Leonardo gulped, «we weren’t called for her, for this woman. We were called for the fucking Queen!» His eyes gazed upon the golden door, the only part of that room which hadn’t been cracked or creaked or outright destroyed by the power of Imelda’s blowjob. «The power of the Queen is said to be leagues ahead that of any woman on Earth… even Imelda.» Shivering and gasping, his breath now completely out of pace, the gigantic stud began to feel his ass relaxing and his guts churning, almost as if he was about to shit himself like a scared monkey. «If this is what Imelda can do, then what… what…?!» Deep inside, he already knew the answer for the question he was barely able to make: «what can the fucking Queen do?!»

	

	As the legs of the young stallion hanged over the woman’s massive, wide, and strong shoulders, shivering with every spurt of cum his balls propelled into his cock, the woman tried desperately to squeeze his balls against her abs, never satisfied of that hung boy’s massive glands. They were just so fucking divine, you know, his massive, supersized balls! «Oh, goddamn, these balls!» It’d been quite a while since the woman had seen testicles so massive, so shapely, and so bloody powerful. «They are two engines in this guy’s crotch!» The super balls, however, rocked back-and-forth, near-and-away the woman’s body as she released them and was forced to grapple the beast by his buttocks again. If anything, though, his glutes were a worthy replacement. «Round and hard, pure muscle for these cock-craving hands!» She went wild, moving her throat back-and-forth at the same pace of the guy’s ejaculation, looking like a machine gun of blowjobs as the guy spurted cum at crazy speeds.

	

	About seventy percent of her intestines were overfilled with hot male seed, and the steam of the abundant semen began to appear from her twitching asshole. «Oh, my fucking god, it’s happening!» Her mind went fucking bananas! «It’s fucking happening, at last!» Despite the insane power of her metabolism, which was able to convert cum into energy like a plant does sunlight, the eighteen-year-old bull was more powerful by a considerable margin, marking his territory on her insides like a general marching with his armies over the enemy field. Inch after inch, following the quasi-continuous stream of his arm-thick loads, the young man’s semen conquered the woman’s guts, making sure to stretch them to their very limits before claiming another inch and stretching it just the same. His cum was an avid, possessive liquid; the powerful, unyielding jizz that only the mightiest of superhuman breeders ever possessed. «This stallion is already among my top five cunt-fuckers of all time, and he’s gaining rank fast!» Making her own muscles burst with power, Imelda carelessly pressed the boy once more against the wall, this time sinking his gigantic body on it completely, so hard and so fast that his balls formed two enormous cracks under that even more massive crack around his back.

	

	That wasn’t all the destruction: as the balls throbbed, sending jizz after jizz after jizz into their master’s cum cannon, the cracks grew and the pieces of the wall collapsed. They were like two drills making holes on the wall. The goddess adored them! «Fuck! Jesus! I can feel these babies throbbing against my abs!» The two balls, though, which could so easily crack those marble walls, had barely any effect on the goddess’s belly other than very relaxing tickles. «Oh, god, this is so wonderful!» She moved her belly up and down, side to side, always looking for a perfect spot, almost like a lover telling another where to scratch on their back. «Jesus, this is so fucking good!» Meanwhile, the spunk just kept coming. And coming. And coming and coming and coming. In her belly, she felt the complete fullness of a jizz that now only was voluminous, but was actually becoming denser by the second.

	

	In fact, given the amount of seed that young boy had ejaculated, one would expect the woman to have exploded or, considering that her body was indestructible (which it was), one would expect it to have grown to the size of a tenis court, but none of that happened. Instead, had tummy had ballooned to the size of a six, maybe seven-month-old pregnant lady, and there it remained as the woman ate his dick into her own guts and allowed him to ejaculate straight into her intestines. Past that swollen point, her belly didn’t grow any further. There was a key, after all, to her cum-drinking method. «On one side,» she thought rather calmly, now accepting the new level of the god’s ejaculations as if her biology had grown and improved to accommodate it, «there’s my metabolism, which is literally god-like.» The woman giggled as she stopped the flow of cum through her nostrils, regaining absolute control of the guy’s cock without relenting an ounce in her power. While the poor boy squirmed and further destroyed the wall with his muscles, the Herculean lady thought about the myriad of cocks that had met her fury, as well as the myriad of poor men who’d been emasculated by her thrist. It was a number far too great for normal minds to even compute.

	

	«I hate having to be discrete about it, but even for ladies like us, well, some rules must be respected.» She closed her eyes and sighed, all while taking entire bathtubs full of semen into her guts. «Technically speaking, I was a minor when I lost my virginity.» She giggled. «Actually, I was six years old when I took my first mates, which is really quite awesome, coming to think of it. Sadly, of course, even I have to shut up about it so as not to give pedophiles any wrong ideas. Yes, yes, I was six years old when I fucked my first man… but I was also six feet tall, three-hundred pounds, and overdeveloped in every way a woman could be: breasts, ass, thighs, muscles… you name it, I had it all. I was also a 340 IQ beast of a lady, so it wasn’t as if I was some innocent pretty darling who was utterly clueless about the universe.» As the goddess thought about herself and her own divinity, her orgasms slowly subsided. Her body was getting far too used to that stallion’s orgasms, which wasn’t a very good thing. «Damn it. I’m cancelling my own pleasure by overthinking things. But, anyway, what am I to do? I really am fucking perfect, after all.»

	

	Changing positions for a bit, the woman startled all by suddenly throwing herself back and literally slamming the stud on the ground. It was so fast, so sudden, so unexpected that… *BOOOOOM!!!* Everyone, even the might Leonardo… *BOOOOM!!!* They all fell or were pushed away by the shockwave created by that kung-fu-like movement, with the woman literally slamming her man’s torso against the ground in one swift motion. What was more amazing was… *BOOOOOOM!!!* that she did so without actually holding his body with her hands. His cock on her throat was all that she needed to do that backflip, and as she herself collapsed with her back on the ground, creating such a massive splash of the lubes that literal waterfalls of female cum (and smaller parts male semen) exploded through the windows and rained from the towers as if god was squirting upon the mortals. It was some truly amazing display of power! «Okay, where was I?» The goddess felt the waves of her own cum splashing against her body, that new position having sent the cock somehow even deeper into her. «Ah, yeah, my first men. I was six years old when I grabbed my first set of cocks and drained them for all their worth. Ever since then, well, I never stopped. Five men a day met my cooch, and five men a day were utterly humiliated until I grew a bit bigger and graduated to bigger and more plentiful studs. I gotta confess that I wasn’t too hard or too experienced back then: even a single men took me about two hours to defeat, with a gangbang of five gigantic studs being enough to overpower me and even tire me out!» Her suctions became both harder and more numerous as the young stud roared and wailed above her, her body reacting subconsciously to her memories, almost trying to compensate for her perceived weakness. «It was only after about 2,300 men that I truly mastered the art of sex, and that I became a truly unstoppable machine of fucking. Since the age of twelve, hell, no man has ever been able to even come close to tiring me out, and from them all my life has been a ceaseless, endless fuck-fest in search for the perfect stallion, the godly male who would once again make my pussy feel the pleasure of utter submission.» As she felt the cum gaining ground on her intestines, the goddess smiled, yet her expectations remained in check after so many years (and hundreds of cocks of experience). «This guy might be this man, but he needs time. A lot of time!» Even if he grew up to become this superman, she reasoned, it would already be a disappointment compared to her. «He’s eighteen-years-old already. At his age, I had fucked and annihilated over half a million men!»

	

	Buckets and buckets of cum invaded the Amazon, and she couldn’t help but to grow a little bit more of the it all. «Fuck. He’s losing potency. Or rather, he’s literally just passed out, so even his body isn’t exactly experiencing the pleasure of fucking in its fullest.» Maybe she was getting just too distracted about her own past to get fully invested in that task, her stallion having fulfilled most of his obligations towards her body. «He is one amazing lover and possibly one of the strongest men alive, yes, but for the moment I guess I’ve seen it all.» She even opened her eyes and looked around, seeing the devastation and destruction they have both wrought into the place. «I wonder if I should just… well… end it all now.»

	

	Her mind wandered a bit more, however, on the sexual feats of her own past. «Fuck. I guess I am sick.» Or maybe just too powerful for her own sake: once the boy-killer reached the age of eight, she began to ritualistically consume about twenty pieces of a meat a day, every day, without fail. «My palaces were an endless revolving door of dicks. Hell! A new batch of studs arrived even before the semen of the last batch cooled off! It was insane, and those were, like, literally my beginner years!» Once she was ten-years-old, she liked to say, things “got serious.” Quantity and quality of meat walked hand in hand. «There wasn’t a day where my mouth, ass, and pussy didn’t feel forty different kinds of dick. By the age of twelve, I was fucking fifty guys a day, until I got to such power that I literally couldn’t touch a man’s penis without making him explode with cum and orgasms all the time.» The multiple orgasms that men generally associated to women, she gave men—and then some!

	

	By the time she was eighteen, she had mastered the art of consuming a hundred men every day, all the time, as well as the art of fucking for whole weeks uninterrupted. The men she devoured never believed the previous guys once they said, between their panted, desperate breaths, that “she’d been fucking us for five hours straight and she’s been only getting stronger!” Of course, the guys who said that heard the same thing from the guys that came before, and so on and so on, none of the them ever believing anything, of course, until their cocks met the fury of that woman’s untiring vagina.

	

	Eating that stallion monster cock like it was nothing, Imelda felt the semen very close to the doorway of her anus. All that was left were a few inches for the stud to fully, totally conquer her body—if not her spirit, sweeping her off her feet like only her very first few studs ever managed to do. «Again, when I was too inexperienced, too young and clueless of my sex.» Still, after the very first she had had sex—a mere eight-year-old, 6-feet-tall behemoth of a fully grown woman (at least physically)—she still managed to last eight hours without a break, fucking her five powerful studs over and over and over until they were all—all!—begging for her to stop. «I was a fucking mess, but absolutely bloody victorious.» As the waves of semen kept pushing deeper into her guts, she kept travelling deeper into her past, finding more amusement in her endless conquest than in that novel stallion: «mm. I guess his dick has reached full power.» The density of the semen kept piling up, but it seemed unable to gain ground as fast as before. «Maybe if I relax my guts he can make his way to the end, but that’d be cheating.» With the muscles of her arms bulging, the veins booming and sprawling all over her titanium physique, the woman raised her palms and power-slapped her stud’s buttocks, making the guy open his mouth and make a terrible face, almost as if he was going to puke his guts out through his mouth. «Come on, beast boy! You can cum your loader harder than that!»

	

	The bull’s balls were throbbing right on the woman’s abs, their power enough to make them jump and jolt over her body. With her hands firm and warm, the woman power-punched both his testicles and his glutes, making the giant beast neigh just like a fucking horse, and two more men collapsed on the ground, ejaculating madly while only six remained. “You are a fucking monster.” Leonardo, of all man, tried not to stutter as he confronted the woman with the painful, obvious reality. “You are not… human!”

	

	«Oh, baby,» the woman chuckled (and gagged on the semen) as she made her palms sink on the man’s iron buttocks, his muscles barely enough to contain the atomic power of her slaps, «to your agony and despair, I’m glad to announce that I am, indeed, fully human. I’m just… next level. Maybe the next step in humanity’s evolution, with a blood so bloody good all of humanity put together can barely amount to a few veins of my perfected physique.» With her slaps slowing down, the iron woman thought about the only woman who could possibly measure up to her in grace, power, and sexual splendor. «Only her—her!—is worthy of calling herself my superior!»

	

	The woman. The monster. The goddess. The Queen. Only that mighty woman, who taught her to become a true demigoddess of sex and cock-destruction, was indeed of a finer breed than even herself. «Cursed majesty! How the fuck can you be so bloody perfect?!»

	

	As the stallion came, Imelda searched her past for signs of her superior breeding power, finding them all, however, very much lacking when compared to her Queen. «When we first met, I was a truly arrogant eighteen-year-old. I had just finished my birthday party when she showed up in my castle, totally dry and fresh off cum or sweat—unlike myself.» Sucking and pumping, she felt her body a little cooler, almost as if she was literally travelling to the past, leaving that puppy and those pitiful men behind her. «For my birthday party, I made myself the challenge of fucking as many men as I could in under 24 hours. From midnight to midnight, I fucked over 1,238 men, very few of which actually lasted any longer than half a minute at a time. It was only when the last man fell… that she appeared!» Imelda could still remember, with great fear and tribulation, the bang of her mansion’s doors as the rival barged in without announcement, facing the haughty lover almost as if they had known each other their whole lives. «She was hateful, and she was my god! Never before had I felt so many disparate emotions for a single person, like… ever!» She was the most beautiful, inhumane goddess in the world, and she was the most despicable devil in the deepest canyons of hell—and, judging by the way she fucked, the latter definitely wasn’t a stretch. «She fucking humiliated me!»

	

	As the Queen stood before her, both women looking at one another as if they needed to say not a single word to communicate clearly and fluently, the young beast sneered, the twenty-four hours of relentless fucking barely taking any effect on her body. “I see you had your fun.” Were the first words the majesty ever said to her, uttered while slowly—oh, so slowly!—undoing her ropes. “Now let’s see how I measure up.”

	

	The stud sneered again and laughed, but the sight of the terrifying woman made it very clear that, if anyone could ever challenge her… it was her! “What are you going to do? Fuck this pile I have already fucked?” The younger Imelda stood up atop her ten-feet-tall pile of beaten, defeated men, their bodies so battered and ruined it looked like a herd of elephants had stomped all over them. From her tight, perfect pussy oozed an apparently-endless amount of jizz, which only added to the insane layers of thick cum slowly cooling off all over the beaten, brazen bodies. “If you are one to have used up men, you’re already beaten by m-”

	

	“Shut.”

	

	Just that. One word. “Shut.” Not even “shut up” or “shut it,” just… “shut.” As the gigantic woman spoke, whom Imelda could see from afar was much taller, much larger, much harder and more powerful than she could ever hope to be, the haughty beast obeyed, her lips sealed together almost as if an invisible forced has sewed them with an invisible, hot needle.

	

	“Y-y-yes, ma’am.” Even to this day, when she consumed the endless gallons of sweet jizz from her eighteen-year-old horse-cocked stud, Imelda couldn’t understand what force had led her to utter those docile, passive words to the complete stranger—or rather, yes, she could understand it very well; she just couldn’t accept it.

	

	As the titan royalty undid layer after layer of her fancy, expensive robes, massive tanks and buses rolled over on the outside of Imelda’s mansion. From these vehicles, heavy and mighty, she could hear thunderous steps making the earth literally tremble all around her. “I’ve got my entourage.” The Queen announced, looking rather pitifully to the pile of hundreds of men Imelda stood over. “Jesus, girl, you have no self-respect? Look at these pathetic boys you just fucked.” The way she giggled, it was like Imelda was some little girl with barely any boobs or butt to her body. “Damn it, you girl! It’s like you barely lost your virginity! The stud’s a see in your mountain of flesh and cum, atop of which you so arrogantly stand, thinking yourself such a great bitch, such an awesome cock-conqueror… oh, ha, ha, ha!” She gave the most arrogant, blood-boiling laughter the woman had ever heard! Meanwhile, as the Queen spoke, the earthquake just got stronger, with the silhouettes and the shadows of her studs appearing on the cum-ridden windows of Imelda’s palace. “How big are they? Eight inches, nine inches?” The Queen walked from side to side, eyeing the pile of semen-smeared men while she undid, artful and graceful, layer after layer of the expensive robes she wore with such unmatched, imperial elegance—a true Queen, indeed, both in physique as in manners. “I can see a twelve-incher from here, oh, I can.” Again, the hateful bitch laughed: “you poor, poor cunt! You’re still virgin! Oh, my pure, pure virgin baby girl! And to think that you’ve spend the past twelve years fucking a bunch of eunuchs. Oh, no, no, no. Tonight, my girl,” the Queen undid the final layer of her ropes, turning to Imelda in all her glorious muscular, “I teach you how to fuck.”

	

	As the final layer of her clothes flowed into the ground, the doors, windows, and walls of the mansion were shattered by what could only be described by a barbarian invasion of muscle-bound giants. «That was the first time… I got a glimpse of real men!» Not entirely true, for sure, but that was indeed the first time Imelda saw so many of those hyper-gigantic men she once thought the rarest of the rare amongst humans: nude, naked, bronze-skinned and dark-haired gorgeous studs who were more horses than men—at least when size was considered—and whose genitals sported such power and virility the temperature within the room went from “hot” to “fucking scalding” in a heartbeat. The smallest of the men were ten inches long with their completely soft members; the biggest of them… «fuck. Fuck! Fuck!!» Imelda began to squirt again, though not with the stud she was still eating; the memory of those super stallions, as well as the feelings of her innocence, all struck her pussy with the fires of teenage sexual awakening again. «Fuck me god! Those were true, beautiful Bulls!»

	

	The most prized men in the Queen’s harem: the Bulls! The hyper-sexualized, genetically-superior studs whom she was meant to breed and overbreed until the entire Earth was reshaped by their perfect, big-dicked genes. The most indescribable males in all of humanity: Bulls! And they were gathering in Imelda’s palace by the dozens, their size great enough to make her previously-gigantic room look crowded with just a few tens of them. “First, my beautiful,” said the Queen as her rope was still descending, “you’ll need a bigger place. My palace will be a nice abode for our lovemaking once tonight’s deed is done. Then…” Her eyes and Imelda’s were locked, “I’ll teach you the power of my pussy… myself.”

	

	The robe was undone, and Imelda collapsed that very instant. In the Queen’s quarters, consuming the full twenty-five inches of young bull dick—the guy had gained an extra inch after all the flood of power thanks to Imelda’s sucking—the men tried to make sense of their dominatrix’s actions, seeing her panting and squirming, finally experiencing orgasms of a woman in heat. They wondered how long… just how long could a single woman torture a man’s cock so hard, never wanting to admit what they knew deep inside: that Imelda could do that shit forever!

	

	The woman was orgasming madly not for the stud, though, but for the memory of the first time she had ever seen the Queen naked. It was a glorious form no human eye was meant to behold, and even the super-sized Imelda, with all her perfect genes, collapsed form her mountain of stud, rolling and banging and kicking down into the ground, until she stopped at the very feet of the uber-muscular beast now standing before her—a woman so unbelievably virile her muscles had muscles with more muscles on top of each other, and so bloody fertile that her gigantic, planet-sized tits were squirting hot, fat thick milk at her every slightest breath. “Wake up, you inexperienced cheap whore.” The Queen gave Imelda the slightest, friendliest of “kicks”—no, not a kick, to be honest, but a mere grazing of her skin with her thumb—yet still Imelda’s 1,200-pound body was hurdled into the mass of men behind her, almost getting stuck in their cum like a fly on a spider’s web while the Queen’s gigantic Bull rubbed shoulders on the crowded room. “You fucked, let’s see…” With her perfect, almost supernaturally-attuned intellect, the Queen counted the total number of men Imelda had consumed, “ah, I see. One thousand, two-hundred and eighty three men in twenty-four hours.” The Queen turned around, and all the Bulls in the place… they immediately… their cocks… they just!!... “Let’s see by how big a margin a beat you.”

	

	Imelda was crying and screaming and orgasming gallons through her pussy as she saw the hyper-virile walls of muscles that was her Queen’s back, culminating down on the most massive, perfect pair of glutes the Universe could ever bestow a living creature. «And her legs!! Oh, god, her fucking legs!!» Outrageously well-endowed legs like Chun-Li’s would look like straws compared to those bulging, rippling, throbbing pillars of power, muscles, and veins that were the Queen’s legs. With the smallest, thinnest of her leg muscular fibers, that Queen already outdid the legs of any woman in all of human existence—even the fictional ones, whereas the Queen was entirely, totally, completely, and unbearably… real! “BY THE FUCKING G-!!!” Imelda was screaming, but that was barely the beginning of her nerve-frying orgasms.

	

	There were the cocks. The massive appendages of the super stallions, all so imposing when soft, now truly earth-shattering when rigid: *BOOOOOOOM!!!* As the cocks sprouted into fullest hardness, the earth trembled, the castle shook, and the walls, floor, and ceiling where all cracked. *BOOOOOOM!!!* Imelda had never seen those many cocks grew so unbelievably hard so fast and so synchronized; in less than a third of a second, the beastly womb-destroyers went from limb arm-like appendages to true pillars of virility smacking their giant studs on the abs… and sometimes on the pecs. «What-what-what…?!!» Imelda’s mind was frying as she witnessed, for the very first time in her life, cocks so fucking huge that they smacked their men straight in the pecs—and, for some of then, almost right on the fucking chin! «WHAT THE FUCK IS HAPPENING HERE?!!»

	

	The Queen was not one for long introductions, though. As soon as the massive megalondontic dong hit the chests of her supermen, the Queen proceeded to fuck through them one by one, performing the most shocking act of carnality any woman could do to any other living creature. To any inexperienced gaze, what the Queen did to those men might have truly looked like a massacre, with many of them literally being led to a bleeding state by the superwoman’s voracious, cock-breaking fucking, but that was simply all that the Queen could do, her power being such that, even if she wanted to, she could never fuck her men any weaker than that. “Do you see, you stupid child, why our men need to be so big, so genetically and biologically superior?” She shouted, like an absolute boss, while riding seven massive super-sized cocks—three in her pussy, four in her anus—and jerking off twenty-four other gigantic, indescribably-enormous penises—five in each hand, then seven crammed between her bulging arms. “Fuck me, that’s how I like it! Superbeings like us literally can’t have any men smaller! They gotta be studs or they gonna be bad! You’ve been spoiling yourself rotten with these petty pencil dicks you fucked!” Powerfully, with her gaze alone, the Queen instructed her unspoken commands to the surrounding Bulls. “My boys will have to teach a good lesson… once we’re done! For now, my little nun… watch and learn!” She smacked her lips as her dozens of men collapsed, rolling down unconscious on the growing pile of quasi-dead, squirming bodies she was building, and other twenty, twenty-five studs came in to replace their fallen comrades. They had long waited for a chance—any chance—to beat and discipline the unruly majesty, but for years and years on end they were just left with disappointment, humiliation, and defeat. “I want all my holes destroyed. Let’s see how well you fare this time, stallions!” She snapped her fingers, and then Imelda saw her inhuman body be even more inhumanly filled by more cocks than even a literal mare could take. The Queen was overstretched, over-fecundated, over-fucked by ten massive donkey dicks on her anus, twelve gigantic horse cocks on her cunt, about fifty-to-seventy enormous penises all over her body, and well over twenty super-sized womb-destroying member in her mouth.

	

	“Begin!” One of the men roared, and the hundred-plus super studs began to pound the cock-filled bitch in earnest.

	

	Imelda’s castle had collapsed within about five seconds of that giant ball of cock and muscles thrusting inside the Queen’s every hole. The majesty even had a name for it—“engine of cunt destruction”—and it was one of the several tactics her gigantic super bulls developed to try and discipline the Queen a little.

	

	They all failed miserably in the end. “No…!!!” The final of those beast men kept thrusting and thrusting and thrusting inside the Queen’s mouth, seeing his weaker comrades one by one fall around himself. “No… it can’t… it can’t be like that!” The giant mega stud thrust himself with deeper and more desperate force inside the woman’s mouth, making even her enormous, well-develop torso bulge with the leg-thick length and girth of his equine genitalia, but all that he drilled from the beastly woman were sensual gaggles, gurgles, and chuckles. His prick was unloading like a fountain, and Imelda could never swear that a single man could produce so much semen. «It’s been only ten minutes since she’s been fucking these hundred horses, but this one single man has already produced more cum…!!» She looked, absolutely staggered, to the massive pile of her own men behind her—a pile which the Queen now dwarfed with her much superior virility. «All of my men… all of them!...» Imelda was flustered with profound shame, «in twenty-four hours of sex they amounted to nothing but a single load of this single human throat-fucking this… this…!!» She still didn’t know what to call the female stranger back then, you see. «This god!»

	

	The lone men remained atop the pile of defeated Bulls fucking the throat of the giantess with all his gusto until his legs began to buckle and his muscular fibers to nearly snap. With stars in her eyes, Imelda witnessed the power of a Bull pushed to the very limits of his being; an entire muscular mountain depleted of force, completely red with scorching blood and wrapped with bulging, throbbing veins themselves as thick as arms! It was godly, it was heavenly, and it couldn’t last for much long: the semen of the stud exploded from the woman’s mouth and nostrils at every thrust, minutes and minutes on end until the Bull began to roar at deeper tones, his roars becoming longer and longer until they finally started to grow weak, and so on and so on until their weakness transitioned to absolute exhaustion, and the mighty Bull began to die in earnest.

	

	As his titanic body fell backwards, the Queen immediately stood up and grabbed him, swallowing the unimaginable loads of cum so that she could then kiss the stallion on his torso, like a mother putting her son to sleep. “Shh, shh.” She smiled, and then her lips met his. “This was an awesome fuck.” Rivers of jizz flowed down from the 12-feet-high pile, forming a gigantic lake in which Imelda bathed and fecundated herself. “Now, my gorgeous stallion… go to sleep.” The Queen did a single squeeze on the man’s right testicle, and his gigantic body seized up in a painful freezing, his eyes bulging and his jaw dropping before he fell completely asleep and unconscious—that 5-second squeeze putting him down like a hurt animal who’s just been euthanized.

	

	The Queen stood stop her superior pile of stud, looking down upon the poor Imelda, who did her best to keep her consciousness intact. Without a word to the “rival”—if you could even deign calling Imelda such thing—she turned to next batch of 150 super studs who were climbing up the pile, making them halt and waiver before pointing a finger at them, curling said finger, and spreading her arms in a glorious display of muscles. “Alright, y’all. Next!”

	

	She proceeded to destroy those men for the next fifteen minutes. The Queen always enjoyed to let her men have their way with her at first, especially considering that she was “lazy” and didn’t like doing much of the fucking at first. If anything, that was one of the royal’s first lessons to her now-obedient pupil: “if you’re a woman who respect yourself, you wouldn’t even begin to think about fucking a dude’s dick before your pussy was sufficiently warmed up and lubricated with a few millions of gallons of sperm. Let the studs try you out at first, having their way with your every hole, unloading their mightiest loads until their bodies naturally (and inevitably) collapse in exhaustion. Once you start feeling something—anything! Even just a little spark in the cooch—then you can start trying out their cocks in earnest.” Every time Imelda blinked, hundreds upon hundreds of men were raining down like droplets on a rainforest storm, with the Queen making 8-feet, 9-feet-tall muscle behemoths faint with a single squeeze and pump of their cocks, all while thirty, forty, sometimes fifty stallion gang banged her in the nether holes, ejaculating as much combined cum as three Niagara Falls.

	

	With her mansion now destroyed, a crater was formed. An area of the entire state of New York was destroyed as the Queen proceeded to fuck—or rather, be fucked—by her most prized stallion in the first four hours of that exhibitionism, with only a handful of super studs lasting longer than fifteen minutes in her cooch, and the record-holder (at that point) going only as far as “twenty-two minutes, fifteen seconds, and a thousand, eight-hundred and seventy-two fractions of a second.” She grappled her men by the cheeks, prompting in him a look of utter horror (you see, he thought, quite foolishly, that he would be the one to dominate the woman, ha, ha!), and gave him a motherly kiss before twist-squeezing his dick inside her own cunt so bloody hard that…

	

	“OOOOOOOOO-UUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUHH…!!!!!!” The scream. Goddamn, the scream! It was a roar, but it was anything but masculine: it was the ultimate roar of defeat. «Like Kronos being slain by Zeus. The fall of a titan.» Imelda, then much more “used” to the Queen’s performance, licked her lips and bit them with both desire and ambition, coveting that power which seemed so divine and superhuman to her. «She’s… she’s…!!» As she saw the 9-feet-tall body of the giant collapse into the ocean of cum, she had a revelation: «she’s just murdered this man’s masculinity!»

	

	Like the allied invasion of Normandy, an endless sea of places crossed the skies, and from those mighty, gigantic jumbo jets thousands upon thousands of superhuman soldier jumped, splashing on the jizz and making their ways valiantly to the enemy—the Queen. “Alright, then!” The woman stood up, her pile of men now measuring up to 45-feet-high. She stretched her muscles and playfully danced on the pile, beating her own gigantic breasts like a silverback inviting his rivals to a fight. “Time to fuck!”

	

	She proceeded to destroy over a hundred and thirty thousand males in the proceeded twenty hours. By the time she was finished, her pile of men had grown into a literal mountain: 134,587 massively muscular Bulls completely collapsed into a mountain as high as 872 feet, their bodies almost unseen under the much superior coating of semen, which then surpassed about eighty-three trillion gallons of semen.

	

	By the time the woman was done, Imelda saw her holding the last man—a 13-feet-tall, 35-inch-long horse cock yielder—upside down by a single leg, giving his ass playful slaps and kissing his upside-down balls before casting him aside—his penis still ejaculating hundreds of gallons of seed as he swirled down the mountain of muscles and cum. “That’s twenty-four hours, I guess.” With her fists on her hips, the glorious goddess turned to her new slave. “You see, little one, what true power really looks like?” With a single, mighty flex, the Queen expelled all the cum, all the semen, and all the sweat of the other males from her body, and the shockwave left behind a skin as smooth as a baby’s—with, of course, muscles as hard as the core of a metallic planet. “Now, time for you to experience it!” The Queen stepped down towards her pussy, who in turn pissed and ejaculated in utter fear and arousal. “Nah, nah, no turning back now. I’m gonna fuck you like no human being has ever been fucked before.”

	

	Once the Queen got to spitting distance, Imelda realized that the woman hadn’t broken a single bead of sweat herself. “What the f-??!!” As she was grabbed by her legs and pussy-pounded away at the speed of light, Imelda could barely complete her question once the Queen started to give her a crash course in fucking.

	

	Gulping and gargling on the semen of her amazing stallion, Imelda reflected on her ultimate humiliation—an event so traumatic that it made her a little pitying, if not respectful, of the men she now humiliated. «She banged for five days straight.» Back then, tsc!, that was all that Imelda could take. «And she took it so bloody easy!»

	

	She had banged the arrogant stallion until Imelda was forced to relent and beg for her to stop. Even fainting or passing out weren’t a option for the teen; with her superhuman fingers, the Queen could literally jolt life back into the squirming, screaming, squirting god-woman, and then keep alive and sane for as long as her pussy could take her pounding without literally catching fire. “I GIVE UP!!! PLEASE!!!” The arrogant beast begged for the first time in her life: “PLEASE, STOP!!! I CAN’T TAKE THIS ANYMORE!!!”

	

	And just like that, *plim!*, the Queen pressed a few spots in the woman’s pussy and then, *plim-plim!*, Imelda fell asleep like a baby, waking up on the Queen’s arms only many weeks later. “That was some awesome resilience you just displayed.” The Queen kissed her, treating her like her baby. “Now… let me teach you to be more like me.”

	

	Thus began Imelda’s teaching—one which she didn’t know if it was a blessing, or Hell’s most painful, unyielding curse.

	



	
Chapter 2

	

	

	For thirty more minutes, totaling a full hour and twenty-minutes of full-blown cock-torture, Leonardo watched the hell demoness consumed and destroy and suck that horse’s penis until near depletion. The coarse, deep sounds of her sucking, coupled with the visible swelling and booming of her lower body by the flood of semen inside of her, amounted to something that was both the most arousing and unnerving thing he had seen all this life. «So this is the type of monster I’m dealing with here.» His penis stood at 80% erection, its length, girth, and sturdity putting to absolute shame the measurements of even that worthy stallion. The boy was easily the second most powerful stud in that circle of men, as well as the only one other than Leo left standing—everybody else having collapsed, orgasmed, and fallen into a coma—but Leonardo looked as if the god had already grown and matured and reached his full potential.

	

	Watching over Imelda was not only a man, not only a beast, but a full-fledged Bull of the Queen’s Harem—the only Bull in that room, and a newcomer at that, soon to have the quality of his flesh, the hardness of his powers, and virility of his genitals put to the test.

	

	Judging by Imelda’s actions alone, the Bull came to believe he had already lost. «I’ve seen my fair share of strong ladies, but this…!» He gulped. «This is an absolute monster!»

	

	Imelda stopped. The Bull could hear the flood of semen, load after load, splashing into her guts. Those were loud, gulp-like sounds, or something like deep drums coming from deep within the woman. Opening her eyes and descending from her orgasms, Imelda literally shrugged before taking a quick breath and lifting off the entire body of the stallion from the ground. Her arms bulged and boomed under her robes as she literally bench-pressed the beast like he was nothing, taking a little bit of his cock from her mouth and making her crotch contract as a result of the penis leaving.

	

	To the shock of Leonardo, even when the woman was eating a 6-inch-thick dick, she managed to speak almost perfectly: “you think this stallion didn’t cum a lot, that he didn’t ejaculate a truly epic load inside of me. Let me show you, Leo, what this beast truly came.”

	

	Her act of power and puissance made Leonardo’s cock grow harder and longer, his tip almost touching the pecs of the superhuman stud. Cracking sounds came, and Imelda smiled upon seeing the man sinking bit by bit into the ground. «Wonderful horse. You’re so heavy you’re defying the marble you stand upon, huh?» Still, the beast-woman shrugged him off, performing that act which so aroused her hard male: with ballerina motions, as if she literally carried a plume over him, Imelda stood up and walked with the stallion towards a wall, which was almost pulverized upon contact with the beast’s super muscular, ultra-wide back. It wasn’t that the woman banged the stud against the wall, oh no, but that the wall was already so cracked and fragilized that the added pressure was enough to make layers of it collapse into dust.

	

	The woman giggled as she spread her legs and turned her gaze to Leonardo, whose gaze and focus were all hers. “He is still ejaculating, you. Have a look at the weakest loads of this animal.” Then… defying even… even…

	

	Look, let me be honest: I can’t really write what happened because, once again, Imelda leaves me too horny. I really can’t bring into words even the most minute, casual actions of that woman, which is an absolute fantasy, a fucking goddess of muscles and power who will dominate you and love you and… ah, fuck, here I go again, losing my fucking mind for this character. What can I really do, honestly? SHE’S FUCKING PERFECT!!

	

	Here’s the quick version of what happened, then: Imelda relaxed her glutes and her guts, allowing the young man’s seed to finally pierce through her anus. Leonardo felt his jaw lower and lower, unable to stop the energy from being drained from his jaw when he saw the terrifying loads of lava-boiling semen burst from the woman’s ass and splash between her legs. Because she wore elegant and long robes, he could only see the silhouette of the terrible semen leaving her anus, and then the massive—I mean, fucking massive!—lake of cum forming atop the already-steamy lake of pussy lubricants that she had come along those hours—plus all the semen from the beaten males.

	

	The room was flooded by Imelda’s juice, yet it all seemed trivial now that the stallion added his load into the mix. Even Imelda’s juices seemed to feeble and too weak compared to the awesome pool of semen that giant god was ejaculating—through her entire body!—and the loads just kept coming and coming and coming until about five large bathtubs of jizz had formed around the goddess’s leg; a lake seven feet in diameter, and outstanding three feet in depth! “T-this semen…” Leonardo cleared his throat. “God! It’s so thick!”

	

	Imelda turned to him a frightening gaze. “Since when did I give you permission to speak?”

	

	The man, however… “fuck it. I don’t care about anything, anymore.”

	

	Imelda giggled. “That’s my stallion.” And she shut her guts completely to the young man. In a very elegant, continuous motion, she undid the blowjob like a goddess. Leonardo had never seen a penis so large, lodged so deep inside a woman so massive, thick, and muscular, suddenly be withdrawn like a soft straw from her, in a swift motion that lasted no more than two seconds in a half. Keeping absolute control of everything all the time, the goddess expertly squeezed the middle of the giant cock with both hands, and then crushed it—enough to make the thick tube bend in comparison to the rest of its length, about twenty percent or twenty-five percent caved in.

	

	The beast opened his mouth and tried to shout, to roar, but no sound ever came out of him. His body squirmed, yes, but his muscles were so terrifyingly rigid that, in a way, the beast-man looked almost entirely made of titanium. There were no joints, no flexibility to his statuesque existence anymore; his blood had been replaced with cement, and now the liquid had gone completely dry.

	

	Imelda popped the uber-massive helmet of the young man from her lips, and her mouth and faces suddenly returned to their usual proportions. Massive cum exploded from her mouth, but the stream was cut short as the goddess shut her mouth and gulped the load, rolling her eyes in pleasure, feeling goosebumps all the way down to her cooch as the semen loudly—and visibly!—flowed down into her belly. “Oh, god, this is heaven.” She looked to the beast, still drilled into the wall, and smiled so lovingly as she stepped back and slowly, cracking the wall all the way, put the young bull down on the floor. “Jesus Christ, my baby! My stallion! You bull!!” She laughed like a teenage girl before her idol. “This cum was so fucking good!!”

	

	It didn’t fly over Leonardo the fact that the boy’s penis was actually getting thicker… then thicker… than scarily thicker under the woman’s squeeze, with the base of the monstrous cock reaching almost as thick as the double digits. «Is he still… cumming?» In the balls of the man, sinking slowly in the ocean of cum and pussy lubricants, he saw powerful pulsations and contractions, with the balls sinking lower, then sprouting back into the man’s crotch as they send new waves of semen into his prick, blowing it like a fucking party balloon.

	

	The woman turned her head to the stallion, whose prick she evaluated at 92% hardness. “Would you like to see this man’s cum in its natural glory? The force… the power of this eighteen-year-old bull?” She rubbed the helmet of the massive cock on her cheek, revealing the man’s cock head to be almost as large and voluminous as literally half her fucking skull! “Do you enjoy seeing potent, young, virile men just as I do? I see it in your eyes, Leonardo: the desire. This bull here is more powerful than you, and he will become an unstoppable breeding machine once we truly fuck his penis into shape.” Releasing one hand from the cock, the goddess slowly moved it to the teen’s balls, and a bit of the stallion’s super cum managed to sip through the woman’s reduced grip, blasting through the bull’s urethra on one thick, semi-strong thread. With her one hand now gripping the bull’s sperm maker, the goddess fumbled it very desirously, as if to enjoy all its size, weight, and vascularity before dominating it raw and completely. “The size of this cum factories still amazes me.” She cast a very strong look towards Leonardo, who could even see the steam of the stallion’s cum sizzling though her lips and nostrils. “Look at them. His testicles are superior to yours, big Leo.”

	

	Leonardo gulped and admitted. That eighteen-year old nobody, indeed, had testicles far larger than his own, indeed, though his sperm production seemed (at first) to be inferior to his—a belief, however, that soon would be shattered. The fingers of the goddess squeezed, caressed, and massaged each giant sperm factory, highlighting the hundreds of finger-thick veins which covered them. Those were the two most awesome, shapely testicles he had ever seen; testicles which seemed like grotesque representations of the organs, as if one took all the features of a testicle and then multiplied them by a hundred. Those were testicles with a capital T, the most perfect sperm producers in the world, and Imelda—like any woman—enjoyed the mere touch of those masculine orbs on an instinctive level. It struck her womb with warmth and pleasant sensations, you see, to just touch, fumble, and feel the sheer hardness of a perfect, hyper-virile testicle. “My hyper femininity is cumming for this stallion’s hyper virility. Look at my pussy, stallion.” She lifted her gigantic ass a bit and proceeded to squirt terrifying loads of lubricants on the ground. She squirted and squirted like a pro, both in full control of and absolute submission to her orgasms, moaning very faintly as she rolled her eyes, fumbled those testicles harder, and felt the massive orgasms ripple through her body. “My eggs are so fertile! I’m making hundreds of them at every second!” Her eyes them beamed, and she looked to her baby-faced muscleman like she’d just discovered the love of her life. “Fuck. I didn’t expect it… not so soon, but… yeah…” Constantly she was fighting against the temptation, and slowly the temptation was winning ground, until finally… “yeah. Fuck. I’m gonna breed with him.”

	

	Leonardo’s heart boom so strong his massive torso was pulled forward, making him almost step ahead or lose his balance. Holding the gigantic penis with one hand, the cock so mighty and hard that even her enormous fingers couldn’t fully grasp it, Imelda stood up while also pulling the stallion by the ball, making him whine and wail while his muscles remained painfully hard and erect. Casting a naughty look towards the bigger stallion, Imelda’s voice became eerily motherly: “I was planning to breed with you, Leo, never actually imagining there was another man here who could compared to you. Unfortunately, well… this baby boy here will get first dibs.” She felt a different kind of heat coming from the man, so much so that she looked at him with a candid, honest face: “are you disappointed, my bull?”

	

	Leonardo surprised her by falling into his knees, sinking his head under the lake of cum, and then crying, his deep voice barely concealing his infantile, needy tone: “you’re so beautiful!! You’re so… so… so perfect!!”

	

	The sight of the giant man submitting so wholly to not only Imelda, but also his feelings was something to behold. As he knelt, two giant holes were formed on the ground, with the immense floor no longer baring the stress of so many cracks and craters and loads of lubes. The lake was slowly sucked out through these two massive, gaping holes, though the stallion’s semen remained mostly still, not a drop of it sucked a way, for its mass and thickness were truly like solids. “I love you.” Imelda whispered, and the enormous, dark-haired stud lifted his red, tearful face from the lake. “Hey, baby… I love you. Really. All that talk of emasculation…” She winked, “I know you big babies cum with it.” Puckering her lips and making him kissy faces, she purred and teased: “come on. Up, up. I love seeing a big beast like you being like a baby, all sweet and passive and offering your sweet, hard ass for big momma here, but I got to have you on your feet if you want to truly be fucked by my… awesomeness.” She flexed, rather unwittingly, and the sight of her bulging sillhuette from under the robe struck the stallion’s penis with wild orgasms, making the seed in his giant sperm makers boil and vast loads of precum to erupt from his titanic urethra.

	

	“Uuurh…!!” The bull roared, and the giantess became a little less patient:

	

	“Up, up. I want you to see me breeding with this stud first.”

	

	Leonardo stood up, but not without shedding some tears of humiliation. “Can you breed with me too… my queen?”

	

	The words got Imelda really happy. She turned to her bull with the smile to conquer a thousand nations: “oh, am I your queen?” The stud turned his head away. He didn’t want to, but found it almost impossible to not admit it. Knowing the feelings of men like an author knows his own book, Imelda gave him a very sisterly look, then made cooing, pitying noises before saying, with her voice as warm as a cup of coffee by the fireplace: “aww, say it. Mommy won’t judge.”

	

	With surrendering honesty, the stud lowered his massive shoulders, unflexed his superb muscles. Though standing at over eight-feet-tall—unaroused, mind you—the gigantic super bull somehow looked like a child next to the woman. Looking at her with dreamy eyes, he uttered in an earthquaking voice: “you’re my mommy.”

	

	The giant woman beamed with happiness. “Of course, I am.” Then invited him with a vigorous motion of her head. “Come over here, my stud. Take mommy’s robe off so she can fuck her favorite stallion.”

	

	The guy was shocked. For a while, time seemed to have stopped completely. His chin lowered, his jaw dropped, and his head swirled with many disparate emotions as he looked at the woman and heard his own heart beating like crazy. “Mommy, I… I am…”

	

	“No, no, kiddo. You’re mommy’s second.” She looked at the semi-conscious stud with such lust that, for a moment, she looked like a cougar about to rape the poor boy. Her fingers power-squeezed his cock until the dent was about 50% deeper compared to its surrounding girth, which cut short even the sizzling steam from the guy’s ball and made him briefly roar before opening his eyes so much they looked like they were about to pop. “This stallion here is of superior quality. His seed is coming first, then it’ll be yours. Complain not, my stallion, for this is the order of things.”

	

	Despite his sadness, the gigantic bull was already walking towards the massive noblewoman. “My queen… does this have anything to do with my… my…” He sighed and lowered his head. “My behavior?”

	

	Squeezing her stallion’s cock and balls, biting her lips with all the hot sensations that super genitalia gave her, the Queen looked briefly to her bigger, more mature stallion. “Speak straight, my love. Big people like ourselves should not be afraid of being candid and honest. Are you still afraid of me? ‘Cause fear not. All that evil talk was just sexy theatre.”

	

	“Mm.”

	

	“Ooh, come one, you big baby! What’s weighting in your head so much, huh? Do you feel inadequate compared to this man?”

	

	For a moment, the musculature of the super stud grew harder and more swollen, with their flexing causing a shockwave to literally blast away the loads of nectar surrounding his feet. “I fuck studs like these in the ass for breakfast. He’s a baby next to me.”

	

	“I’m don’t doubt that.” Imelda’s eyes were melting upon witnessing the hardness of his tool. “Your penis is twenty-six inches right now, isn’t it, and not even entirely hard!”

	

	The monster grabbed his own super cock, feeling his salami-thick fingers barely enveloping the full girth of his awesome womb-destroyer. “You goddamn right, whore. This prick here’s gonna break…”

	

	Silence. The woman threw him a look that… oh! The monster felt his gigantic cock, once so hard, grow weak like butter. The woman kept her angry look for a few seconds, only to restore in that man a proper sense of authority. “Hey, I’m harmless. I do to my lovers nothing but what gives them immense pleasure.” She then smiled, seeing the musculature of her male grow hard and confident once more. “But there is propriety, you know. A sense of hierarchy.” Releasing the gigantic testicles of the bull, the woman pointed to herself: “I’m top.” Then, to the stud. “You, bottom. That’s how things are. That’s how things will always be.”

	

	The gigantic stood risked another step towards the female, becoming surprised, then, for feeling his leg so wobbly and numb. “Y-you’re…”

	

	The woman snapped her fingers, and the stud collapsed completely. BOOM!! Just as her fingers completed the snap, and the stud could somewhat see the shockwave of power bursting from them, all the energy and power in his thighs just went… poof! BOOM!! As his body collapsed, the craters on the room grew, and the floor and the walls continued to be undone until the room itself was almost collapsed, every party in the room bracing themselves for an eventual demolition.

	

	“Phew.” Imelda playfully sighed. “One more disturbance and this room goes bye-bye.” Her eyes turned to the golden door of the Queen’s chamber, and Leonardo couldn’t fail to notice the fear blazing in her beautiful orbs.

	

	“M-my queen…?”

	

	“Mm?” Imelda saw the male’s soul shaken to the core. This made her smile and purr, finding him so cute and cuddly. “Aaw. You sad, my beautiful? Look, you can cry all you want. Are you amazed by my power, astounded by the fact that I can steal the energy of your legs with a simple snap?”

	

	Thinking it was some sort of trick, the Bull even tried to stand up again, but in trying to do so he only leaned forward and fell face down to the puddle of nectar, finding it very heard to even turn around and breath again. Imelda looked around the room, seeing it too frail and ruined to resist those impacts for too longer. Turning her back to the male (while always grabbing the beast by the genitalia), she spoke in haste: “come. Let’s go to a different room. I don’t want to brutalize your dicks or anything, but even then, with my smoothest of fuckings, there’ll be enough power to probably raise this tower to the ground, and I…”

	

	Silence. Stillness. Fear. Another voice entered the room—the voice even the Gods would have feared: “Imelda, my beautiful,” from behind the golden doors, the voice caused the room to boom, “are you leaving?”

	

	Imelda’s hands waivered. For a brief second, she’d almost let go of the beast’s sack—which, as Leonardo would soon seen—might have proven to be a catastrophic failure, but in the last moment she managed to grab it back and squeeze it tight, causing only a massive spurt of semen to blast from the young stallion’s dick. «By the gods!!» Leonardo’s mind was utterly blown. «This spurt was barely anything, and still it was as thick as my arm!» The power of this singular thread, indeed, was far superior to the precious tiny spurt; once it hit the ceiling, it didn’t just splash on it; it bust a goddamned whole on the marble! “Fuck!!” Leonardo was breathless, but the voice cancelled his every thought and fear.

	

	“Imelda.” The voice was like all the voices in the world… condensed into a melodic feminine tone that was both motherly enough to lead Leonardo to tears, and arousing enough to make the semen boil in his balls. The giant Bull indeed roared and grunted, squeezing his balls hard so that the semen didn’t… explode!... so hard from his cock! Despite all of this, the voice kept going: “are you leaving, really?”

	

	Imelda was quick in her response, yet even then her fear held her back for many painful seconds: “my Queen… yes.” She left it like that, and Leonardo was shocked to see her once mighty, unbeatable body now shivering in fear—just like he was!

	

	There was a rumbling and an energy wave booming slowly from the door. The space was growing smaller and tighter, as if the walls were being pulled together, the ceiling and the floor closing on each other until even the mighty bodies of those beings were squashed into nothing but a pasta of blood. The Woman on the other side… she puckered her lips and reflected on the situation, quite slow and methodical, taking her sweet ass time with every minuscule movement of her body—her every action being very visible to those lovers, who didn’t need to look at her in order to feel her very aura distorting the fabric of reality. “He’s my man. Leonardo. And this young lad too. You know, I was supposed to be breeding them by now, until you came in with your little show.”

	

	Imelda’s body grew… harder. Stiffer. The fear was still present, but it was made less shameful by a truly terrible layer of anger, which caused the super woman to literally sizzle through her skin. “So?” She answered, and her defiance echoed through the marble walls.

	

	Silence. One second. Two seconds. Three. Four. Five. Silence still. The heartbeats. The Bull. All sound, all silenced. Fifteen seconds. Twenty. A minute. An eternity passed until… “I love you.”

	

	Imelda’s body grew so relaxed. “I love you too.”

	

	Then, silence again. Two whole minute passed until the voice… “I love you, Melda.”

	

	Imelda was crying. Leonardo could see the tears even from behind. “I love you so much, my… my teacher. My everything. My…” She then controlled herself, as if to keep a strong pose she knew her lover liked so much: “my… my… oh, fuck.” She giggled and smiled like a fool. Unable to leave that man’s crotch, she shook her head to clean the tears from her eyes, and then she kept talking like a teenage girl, her voice having gone up in pitch by a bunch of octaves: “my master, I… you okay with me… you know… fucking…?”

	

	From the other side of the room, giggles. “You’re asking permission now?”

	

	Imelda sniffed and laughed, her face divided by shame and arrogance, both hurt and invincible. “Well, I… I’m taking them even if you say no. I’m just asking to be respectful.”

	

	The room felt into dead silence again—or as dead as it could be with all the heartbeat of those three powerful super beings in it, also not counting the even louder throbbing on their powerful genitalia and Imelda’s womb.

	

	Then, as terrifying as a demonic invasion, the voice returned devoid of life, bringing only death and despair in its wake: “no.” Silence. That voice… *boom!* The cracks in the room grew. Pieces of the ground went back to falling in the room below, putting the entire place at a razor’s edge; one wrong movement… no; one wrong breath and it would all have come crumbling down.

	

	Once again, the voice… “I give you no permission.” Silence. Then… “leave the men. Go to the Coliseum. Wait for me there. Once I’m done with these two studs… I’ll deal with you.”

	

	Leonardo would never forget how Imelda shivered and whimpered after those words, her panic so great that her body gave into despair and she… seriously… she pissed herself! “Oh, fuck.” The Bull saw the woman not only piss, but hose down a truly epic, oceanic load of bladder nectar, her urine so yellow, shinny, and thick that it honestly looked like molten gold bursting from her cunt, and its heat so overwhelming that the stud felt his skin prickling with the vapor that it produced. The smell was… something. For one, it was the strongest smell that Bull had ever felt; on another hand, though, it wasn’t the unpleasant smell of a typical bodily ejection, but rather a… very peculiar kind of stench.

	

	Leonardo came to understand it better once he felt his own penis burn, then deflate and soften (like the rest of his body) immediately after taking a single whiff of that smell. It was a primordial feeling humans—even superhumans like himself—didn’t feel all that often, and feeling it again was like rekindling his connection to his beastly self, his primal ancestors, the monkeys and the wolves that had given birth to those super studs: the feeling of utter submission next to a male’s scent. The feeling of trespassing into a territory their rivals had marked with their scent. The feeling of danger and threat, immediately putting his physique in a state of alert and preparing his whole body—muscles and veins and what-not—to a flight response. «The difference,» he pondered, «is that this scent is coming not from a man… but from a woman.»

	

	If his soul had any doubt of it before, now it no longer had: that woman was his Alpha. Period. For all hierarchical and sexual purposes, she was the Alpha male; not just a woman behaving like an alpha, or not even a woman playing to be a dude… but a literal dude. A stallion in a woman’s body, and he… he was nothing but his submissive, quivering mare. All that was left in that Alpha was a massive cock, with which she was sure to rip and thrash that man’s insides like they were butter. “Oooh!!” In her pissing, the goddess even moaned and grunted like a male. Her voice was never deep, but it was long and penetrating. Combined with her tall, curvy, guitar-like profile, damn!, she managed to be both perfectly feminine and totally masculine—the perfect creature right before that man’s eyes; fully woman, but a better man than any Alpha could ever be. “Rooaar!!!” Steam came through her nostrils as she pissed herself and squeezed the man’s genitalia even harder. She was trying so damned hard to not let go of the male, but her body was internally crumbling under the authority of her own Alpha femme—the only creature in the entire universe who could give her—her!—any orders.

	

	Leonardo was witnessing not just that female marking her territory over him, but also her defiance against her own Alpha. «Fuck. That’s balsy!» He gulped. He knew full well that, if the roles were reversed, he would never—ever!—be the one to challenge his superior. His entire body screamed in submission, and even if his mind burned with the desire of revolt, it would only be no more than that: a desire. A petty, meaningless intention never to be translated into action.

	

	That woman, though, despite all her fears… was fighting back! And, in her pissing, hosing, blasting of golden, thick urine, she managed to be slowly winning the fight, pissing less and weaker while managing to breathe more controlledly overtime. All in all, her massive pissing took over three minutes. If not for the gigantic hole on the floor between her and her male, the butter-thick urine would have flooded the room and covered the man’s body—which, to be honest, was not his kink, but still would be something he would have not minded at all. «To be pissed by my Alpha and marked as his territory… that would be only natural.» In fact, his massive, wide chest weaved with the desire of domination, his eyes glistening with a beautiful shine as he witnessed the rise of his dominating goddess.

	

	Imelda straightened her posture and took her time to control her breath. Uncommonly for the goddess, she was now sweating profusely, with the cum-ridden and nectar-smeared robes now gluing to her skin by the stickiness of her sweat. The beats woman took other three minutes to regain her composure, after which she just said: “come, Leo. I’ll be breeding you two rooms ahead.” And she began walking forward, leaving the male flabbergasted behind her.

	

	“Y-yes, ma’am.” The giant stud knew better than to keep her waiting: with a swift, but careful motion, he put himself on his two feet and tip-toed out of the room, hearing the grave, powerful chuckles of the Queen coming from the golden door. He didn’t know whether it was proper or not to ignore the royal… no: rebel against her so blatantly and defiantly, but «hey, that’s the women’s fight. Between these two freaks I ain’t getting in the middle of.»

	

	He was a wise man, and Imelda made sure to reward him for his wise, silent obedience: “please, carry this man for me.” In the middle of the long, dark room before the anti-chamber of the Queen’s quarter, Imelda just stopped and showed her Bull the massive testicles of her super teen. Leonardo stopped with his heart on his throat, envying the impressive genitals his much younger rival sported.

	

	“My lady, I… I’m not one to touch another man’s junk.” Imelda turned around and cast him a stern look, but Leonardo knew the goddess was a generous one, and that she enjoyed the theatre sometimes even more so than the fucking: “I feel no attraction for other males. The touch of a rival’s cock is… repulsive to me.”

	

	“Oh, I know.” She smiled. Fuck, her face! She was so fucking beautiful! “You do not smell like a gay or a bisexual.” She closed her eyes and sniffed the air, and upon opening her eyes again she just said, matter-of-factly: “yep. You’re about 98% straight. On the Kinsey scale, you’re a hard six, and on my own scale you’re exactly 97,6223% straight. You have some appreciation for another man’s physique, but that is all. You recognize this young man’s might, for instance, and in a way you don’t even envy, but sincerely respect and appreciate his gorgeous genitalia, which is one of the most beautiful sets of cock and balls you’ve ever seen. You’re respectful of other man’s endowments, and you recognize greatness wherenever you see, but aside from that you don’t covet them at all.” She lifted her chin, giving the stallion a very haughty, I’m-way-smarter-than-you look. “All in all, that’s a greatness you salute, but that you’d never take up in your own arse.”

	

	Leonardo was just… shaken. Defeated. Boggled by that woman’s knowledge. “My queen, how…”

	

	Imelda, however, was decisive: “please, stud, hold this man’s genitals for me, will ya? A demigoddess such as myself should never—ever!—be doing such menial labor, especially when she’s got such a fine brood such as yourself to do her bidding.” She heard the stallion’s sigh, and from his nostrils she saw steam coming out. “Oh? You thinking about disobeying me, then?”

	

	The stallion felt his knees buckles and his legs almost give in before he sprouted forth and stopped just a few feet away from the semi-conscious rival. The size of his own mega-engorged genital—the balls even more so than his prick—prevented him from coming any closer without his cock and the rival’s rubbing on each other—a feeling that’d sure make him puke. “M-my q-queen…!!”

	

	Taking her right hand from the young man’s testicles, the goddess gave her stud cure taps on the biceps. “Let’s try to pass on this cock without releasing the pressure here, in the middle.” The goddess saw Leonardo grow even stiffer and scared by the sexual energy that emanated from her fingertips; her gentle taps on the man’s ultra-massive biceps was enough to make his own testicles visibly swell, the cum piling inside those uber-gigantic tanks like whole factories of milk unloading a month-long production all at once. It was formidable to see and hear! “Focus, my male, focus. Indeed, this is precisely why I prefer that you not touch me yet. Once you grab this enormous penis, I want you to avoid touching my hand, okay? Unless, of course, you want to explode with cum everywhere, and paint this entire room with your gallons.”

	

	The giant stud just couldn’t accept the casual tone of that goddess, especially now that he felt… goddamn, he felt… fuck! «My insides are fucking burning!!» Droplets of sweat dripped from his forehead and into his eyes as he breathed deep and hard, making the entire room literally rumble with his formidable power.

	

	“How the fuck can you do these things?” As he turned his gaze to the woman, she saw his eyes not only red with his sweat, but also with his tears.

	

	“Aaw.” She bit her lip and gave him such a heartwarming, kind, and sincere smile. “God, I loooove seeing my men dying before me.” She raised her right hand and moved her middle finger and thumb closer together, threatening to snap them. “With a single snap, I can make you fall.”

	

	“P-please, my lady… don’t!”

	

	“With a single command…” She bit her lips as her eyes travelled down the insanely gigantic length of the man’s girthy, fat, hot member. “I can make this massive cock of your hose this room down with gallons of seed. In fact, I won’t even need to place this enormous helmet of yours into my iron pussy to seed myself with your superior cum.” She winked and giggled, and gave her hips a little jiggle. “I can just grab a handful of your junk and fecundate myself with it, putting my cum-filled hand deep inside my pussy, feeling your cum invade me like a farmer fecundating a mare with, you know, buckets of semen from the prized stallion, collected hours before hand.” She danced. Even her smoothest motions caused the ground to crack and the walls to tremble. “Of course, a farmer would need to store the semen in a very large, expensive freezer, so that none of the weakling sperm cells ended up dying. You, on the other hand,” she coveted the man’s cock so deeply that her lower lip went all the way deep to the back of her throat as she gave it one mighty suction. “By the gods, you wouldn’t need that. I know your cum. It’s delicious!” Her teeth through her smile made the place a little shinier. It was really like they generated their own light! “This young man here came a nut so strong that all that cum, you see, that we left behind, it’s going to remain hot and potent and virile for about two weeks. Yours, on the other hand… oh! You are a super stud! Bigger and better than even him!” She shook the teen’s hips, his body still stiff and hardened like wood. “Your cum lasts for months, doesn’t it?”

	

	Think, Leonardo, think! She’s probably just teasing ya! She’s not really going to…? You know… «is she going to make me explode right now? Is she… is… is she…?»

	

	She could read minds: “don’t worry, Leo. You’re not going to be coming until I say so. Now, answer your momma: your cum is, like… reeeeeally awesome, isn’t it? Isn’t it, like, one of the top 10 most virile spunks in all of humanity? Oh, our Census had formally recognized it. Our Lady the Queen spends the economy of an entire nation just to find studs like you, and one of the things that caught her attention the most were the unbelievable sperm bags you hold between your legs. In fact, now that I see them so up-close,” the goddess sucker her lips again, “they look awfully small for a spunk that’s so renowned.”

	

	The stallion took that to the heart. “Listen up here, you wom-”

	

	“Language, Leo.” Her tone went from “I’m your mommy and I’m ready to love you and worship every inch of your beautiful body” to “one more word and I’ll tear your body limb by limb, crush your balls to a mush, and devour your penis as slowly and painfully as any living creature can endure it.” Leonardo was very quick to comply.

	

	“I’m sorry, ma’am. Can’t I… you know… be a little bit more domin-?”

	

	“No. You cannot.” Her smile—what a weird fucking thing!—went back again to being the sweetest thing he’d ever seen! “I take great pleasure in dominating every single inch of your beings. Down to your fucking nerve cells, my beautiful Leo, I find that life is only meaningful if I dominate you and roughen you up completely.” She licked her lips. “This is one feature of mine I can never renounce. Unless… heh, heh. Heh, heh, heh, heh!” She laughed. “Unless… oh, god. Oh, god, wait a minute, wait… heh, heh! Ha, ha, ha, ha! Oh, my god, fuck! Fuck!!” She slapped her knees and almost cried with laughter. Five minutes had to pass until she began to time her hilarity, trying to hard to focus on either of her men’s penises and not on that really great fucking joke. “Fuck me, gods, I mean… fuck-fuck-fuck! FUUUUUCK! Okay, phew!” She took a very deep breath. “Let’s try again. Mm.” She closed her eyes and tried to be as professional and blasé as possible: “unless I find a man who… who’s stronger than… heh, heh… a man’s who… 

	fuck, no… err, again. Okay, okay,” she took many more breaths, in a very zen-yoga-like pose. “Alright, mm.” She cleared her throat and said: “unless I find a man who’s, like… way stronger than me…” She smiled, and she tried damn hard to not crack any bigger a smile. “I’m never submitting. Just, like… never. How can I, after all?” She pointed to the cracked, torn-out room in the back of her male, from which an hot, thick steam and smoke never stopped coming. “You’ve smelled my piss. Your body is even reeking with it. You know I’m the boss.”

	

	She stopped at that, and the male had no alternative but to pathetically lower his head and mutter: “mm. You are the boss.”

	

	“I am your Alpha.”

	

	“You…” He tried—damn, did he try!—but succumbed to the inevitable: “you… are… my Alpha.”

	

	“Say that again.”

	

	The man kneeled. He didn’t need to, but he did: he knelt before the lady, raising his arms as if to take her hand and ask her for marriage. “You are my Alpha. You are… my Alpha. You’re… everything to me. I’ll die for y-”

	

	“Okay, shush it. Oh, god, you men.” She rolled her eyes, giving her massive, titanic hips a little twirl. “What am I to do with your pathetic kind?” She touched her chin, pretending to ponder on the matter, and saw her enormous male constantly shivering, with the ground cracking slowly under the incredible pressure of his knees. He hand his hands to the air, as if begging for something. “Do you want to touch me?”

	

	Oh, god! He looked like such a puppy that way! “Yes, mommy!” She raised his head—his gigantic, superhuman skull! Fuck! That thing was so big!—and had literal star-shaped beams of light in his goddamned eyes! “Mommy, yes, I…”

	

	“Shush it, dog. Look, be very careful, ‘kay?” She lowered her right hand to him, and it was like lowering a giant fucking stake to a starving Rottweiler puppy: the guy just couldn’t contain himself in excitement! “Look, I’m… *sigh* I’m supercharged with sex, okay? You can probably feel my sexual aura burning in your skin, which is why your cock never stops twitching. Really, if you close your eyes and study your bodily sensations, you’ll probably feel the inner veins—and I mean the most massive ducts connected to your balls, both responsible for carrying the blood and, of course, your prized horse seed—and you’ll feel them throbbing as there were strong, heavy blankets of heat squeezing them, every inch of them, you know, squeezed and pressed like, uh, many fingers, countless fingers constantly massaging them. Do you feel it?”

	

	Fuck! How the fuck did she k- “Yes, mommy. I…” His chin trembled. His voice was literally climbing higher a few pitches as he gawked upon the sentience of that super sexual creature. “How d-do you…?!”

	

	“Focus. Honey, I’m…” She sighed again. It was funny, you see: she didn’t like being arrogant—not when she was not play-teasing her sexual partners. In her daily life, especially after the Queen took her under her mighty arms, Imelda liked being chill and friendly and, quite honestly, just a damn strong big sister, loving to all and motherly to all those who needed some support. Therefore, it was with extreme caution that she said the following words, making damn well sure she didn’t fall back into her previous vices and arrogant ways: “I’m a superwoman. Serious. Even to a degree a super stallion such as yourself couldn’t even begin to grasp.” She looked to her sides, barely able to see her arms due to how gigantic and hard her bosom was. She curled up her arm, not even trying to flex it, and room was filled with stretchy noises, like a giant mining truck tire was about to explode. Under her strained robes, she felt every fucking vein and every massive, insanely-strong muscle fiber of her arm throb and pulsate and highlight itself on her swollen muscles. She wasn’t even beginning to flex, yet her biceps—thankfully covered by the robe—already surpassed that mega-stallion’s in size, mass, girth, weight, and power! “I’m a freak. A good kind of freak. A beast woman with enough power to, if I wanted to, raze this entire castle to the ground with a punch of my finger on its base.” She looked down to her stallion, who in turn was looking up to her like an adoring pup. “I don’t mean a punch.” She flexed her fingers and showed him her single pinky. “I mean… a finger. This pinky here. Do you see it?”

	

	“I… I…” He gulped. “I do, mommy.”

	

	She smiled. “Call me ‘mother, mom’ or ‘momma.’ I kinda don’t like the word ‘mommy’ too much. Sounds silly.”

	

	He gulped again, blinking very slowly as if to show her his contrition. “Y-yes, mother. I’m sorry, mom.”

	

	“Aww. Aren’t you a good boy?” She wanted to pinch his cheeks, but she knew all too well that, if she did so, «this boy is gonna nut like a fucking volcano.» She giggled, and the super stallion felt elated by seeing that his goddess approved him so: “I’m… I’m… I’m a god.” Her muscles rumbled. Boy! He could feel the damn power bustling inside those beasts! “I’m, like… so above you… and all you men that…” She sighed. “I don’t want to come of as arrogant, no. Please, that is the least I would ever like to be, but, hey, it’s the reality.” She shrugged her shoulders, creating tiny shockwaves and air blasts above her head. “I’m a superhuman sex machine who’s been blessed by the genes far beyond the physics and sciences of ‘normal, average humanity.’ Mm. Some say that my forefathers, you know, my ancestors from way back then, in the dawn of humanity, they fucked not regular people, but mythological beasts that are now extinct. Some say that I’ve got minotaur blood in my veins, which I wouldn’t doubt if it was real, but it’s more probable that my forebearers actually fucked, like, only the strongest Neanderthals and, quite honestly, even literal horses and bulls, genetically interbreeding with different species in other to create the ultimate human, the absolute beast of sex that I am.” Her breath was calm and paced. Her eyes, together with her stallion’s, were loving and honest, nothing but the eyes of someone who was becoming nude with her soul before her body. “Millions of years of evolution, since the Homo sapiens came to be, with interbreeding with the world’s strongest animals, all of that had led to a woman like me. My ancestors are probably the same as those who have bred you, my stallion, though my bloodline, as you can see…” Her muscles stretched like leather, “is far, far superior.”

	

	The giant gulped. His cock was absolutely hard. He could hear the damn monster throbbing, as well as feel its volleyball-sized helmet pressing against the massive slabs of his super pecs. He was the strongest, most impressive man in the world, with a 32-inch hard cock to boot, yet he felt nothing, a mere child, an absolute worm next to that woman whose aura not only muffled, but completely nullified his. Shaking his hand, he asked for her touch: “please, ma’am. Let me feel you just a little.”

	

	The goddess kept a serene, candid smile. “Promise not to ejaculate.”

	

	The stallion paused. He really had to gauge his powers. “Promise.”

	

	The goddess licked her lips. Her right hand descended to the man’s palms. In an instant, their skins touched, and the man felt a wave of electricity… no: a sheer universal force rumble throughout his body. His throat swelled, and so did his muscles. Loud, powerful grunts burst from his chest as his mass increased until the ground was shaking and cracking violently under his weight. His enormous super-thighs ballooned to such a degree that, even when well spread out, they began to squeeze and crush the enormity of his two gigantic super balls, so the monster spread them even further out, until he was sitting on a very uncomfortable-looking full split. “God!!” His voice was deep, but it grew thinner: “Go-oh-od!” His moaned like a woman, and the lady enjoyed seeing him so helpless and frail, with his balls throbbing to the point of ejaculating with the force of a military tank shooting at the target.

	

	The giant bull, however, proved to be much more in control of his body than even she expected. Trembling and grunting, yes, shivering and gritting his teeth, the beast nonetheless managed to bring his lips to the lady’s palm and kiss it, causing sparkles to fly before suddenly dropping the hand and banging his head against the ground. *BOOM!!* The cracks he created spread throughout the room, making even bits of the ceiling collapse. “What was that for, my stallion?”

	

	A puddle of tears grew underneath the man’s face, his outstanding musculature so massive that, even when he was curled up in a giant ball on the ground, his ass still reached as high as the woman’s underboobs. “I’m s-sorry for the impropriety, my queen. I mean… mom. Mother. My mommy, I’m sorry. I just… I just worship you so goddamn much!”

	

	The woman felt a swell in her pussy. “God.” Her smile… damn! Even a demoness wouldn’t be so malicious and scary-looking! “Are you a simp for me?”

	

	No hesitation. No self-doubt. With his face pressed against the ground, the formidable bison simply shook his head up-and-down, crying and whimpering like the giant, lumbering piece of nothing that he was: “I aaaam, mommy! I am your simp!”

	

	Imelda rolled her eyes. “Damn, you’re still going with the ‘mommy,’ ain’t ya? Mm. Do you like the word?”

	

	The boy was dying! Seriously! He cried and banged his head harder, his behavior really very close to a literal baby’s. “I’m sorry, mom! I promise that I…”

	

	*BANG!!!* The giant’s face sank five feet into the ground. The cracks he had created were now widened to small canyons, and even the impressive columns of that room were cracked from side-to-side, some pieces of them collapsing and cracking on the ground after the woman had stepped on that stud’s head and drilled it into the ground. “This was not what your mother has asked.” Holding one giant stallion by the cock and stepping on the face of another even more massive bull, Imelda sure felt cozy with her own femininity. “Please, my love, answer what your mommy asks you, okay? Are you confortable with the word ‘mommy?’ Huh?” She felt him nodding desperately under her feet. “I want to hear it from your limbs, you bubbling buffoon.”

	

	After a long gasp and pant, the beast just… melted! “Yeeeees!!!” His tears almost squirted out of his sockets. “Yes, mommy, yes!! I love calling you ‘mommy, mommy!!!’ It makes me so saf-!!”

	

	She increased the pressure on his face just a bit, cracking the ground further underneath him. “Okay, my darling. No need for any more words. Well, if calling me ‘mommy’ makes your dick feel goodie, then mommy accepts it, okay?” She twirled her hips, feeling a wave of heat on her breasts, as well as her vulva, with the milk heating up in her milkers in a way that it didn’t a long time ago. “Oh, my boy. It’s been a few months since I didn’t have a good simp to fuck. I like it. Sometimes I just feel… you know… especially motherly.” She winked. “Are you mommy’s good simp?”

	

	He cried. “Yeeees!!”

	

	“And are you one of the top nutters in the world? Like… your semen, my horse! I’m still thinking about it: is it true that, when you ejaculate, you can fill one Olympic swimming pool in under thirty seconds, and that your fullest orgasm can reach up to several weeks of continuous, unending, and unbroken cum?”

	

	Just like he had been brought to absolute passivity and humiliation, the stallion was once again proud and speaking in a deep, earth-striking bass: “yes, mother. I’m actually top 15 of the world’s nutters, per your own Census.”

	

	“Oh, top 15!” She held her chin, looking up to ponder. “What position are you exactly?”

	

	He was reluctant to admit it: “thirteenth, mom. Only thirteenth.”

	

	She hopped on the ground like an excited teenager about to hug the footballs star of her college. “Thirteenth, my stallion! That is a very good number!” She took her foot from his face and watched him, loving every detail of his chiseled jaw, his large, rectangular skull, and just overall the perfection of his uber-masculine face. “I like you. I really do. I can even say I love you, for my love for all men is just… endless!” Her eyes beamed. “Would you like to father my children, stallion? There is a lot of space in my iron vagina for even the hottest loads of your boiling seed.”

	

	The gigantic superman slowly sat down once more, looking at his dominatrix with an elated air of gratitude. “Yes.”

	

	Imelda raised one eyebrow. “‘Yes’ what?”

	

	Her stallion chuckled. “Yes, mommy.”

	

	The female prepped her muscles, making them roar and rumble through the ample, dark chamber. “Are you ready to unload all your seed inside of me?”

	

	Sexily enough, the was a loud *boom* followed by a very long rumble in the room, and then finished by the rise of a faint cloud of steam from the stallion’s cock. «Impressive,» she thought. The two massive testicles of the horse had just rumbled and unloaded more virile seed into his system, growing and bloating on his hips with audible power. Under their gigantic, spherical shape she could even see little cracks beginning to form on the ground, as if the power of Thor’s hammer was contained entirely in a single one of those testicles. “I must say I cover your sperm makers. Your testicles are a wonder to behold.”

	

	The male bowed, smiling with proud. “Not as wondrous as this beast you’re holding.”

	

	She looked to her left and feigned surprise. “Oh, yeah. Almost forgot about him.” She winked to the male. “Hold him for me, dear. My arm is getting tired.”

	

	The gigantic, indescribable stud stood up, making the ground further crack and cave under his feet. “Are you even capable of getting tired?”

	

	The woman smiled. Her left arm rose higher and higher, bringing the colossal body of the squirming, unconscious stud along with it, and the goddess kept a firm eye contact with her stallion so as to show him just how effortless that movement was. “No.” She answered, pulling the bull up until the farthest reach of her arm. His body, honestly, was funny-looking: an impressive wall of muscles as stiff as a plank, with his arms and legs spread out, almost in a double crucifix, thanks to that woman’s power on his cock. “Now grab him.”

	

	Leonardo saw the teen’s penis. “God! It’s fucking purple.”

	

	The goddess casually checked it out. “Don’t worry. I’ve done far worse with far weaker lovers, and they only got better with it. The human penis can indeed grow stronger, like any muscle, if they are treated and trained right.”

	

	Leonardo looked at her, completely shocked. “Are you s-??”

	

	“Hold it, Leo. One thing at a time.” She looked straight to the man’s ginormous womb-breaker, which rose until the very base of his even-more-amazing pectorals. “It’s not as if you were needing any more inches, you know.”

	

	“A man would always want to be bigger. A real man, that is.”

	

	“In time, my love, in time. Maybe I’ll grow fond of you enough to teach you the secrets… mm… my own master taught me.”

	

	“Your master?”

	

	He didn’t know, and he didn’t have to. “Hold the damn cock, please.”

	

	Leonardo stretched out his arm, taking great care in avoiding further contact with the woman. “I really… I…” She tilted her head, enchanted by the stud’s timidity. “I think you’re… very beautiful.”

	

	“Aaaw!!” She hopped like a little girl. “God, you’re sooo cute!!” Then, rather brutally, she shook the beast by the cock. “Now grabby-grabby, come on.”

	

	“Mm. You’re also a fiend. Really, uh… dirty as fuck.”

	

	She giggled. “Don’t tell me you ain’t loving it.” Before he could answer, his balls did it for him: two mighty rumbles echoed in the room, and the woman saw the amazing orbs climb higher on the man’s thighs before flowing down again to the middle of his knees—the outrageous amount of cum inside them making all movement very slow, deliberate, and loud. “Wow, I mean… wow. Your balls… goddamn it.” Her vulva swelled. Dripping sounds could be heard from afar. “I’m feeling attracted by your body like a horny teenager again. Very few times did I dig a man’s body so deeply as I’m digging yours.” She looked up to the behemoth, having to hurt her neck to see his forehead. “So tall. So Alpha.”

	

	The bull breathed hotter. “You want me to…?” A slap. *BAAM!* A shockwave was formed from his cheek, which hurt and burned with the supersonic slap the woman gave him. “Roooar…!!” The poor guy couldn’t even properly scream with the pain of that blow. Massive as it was, his entire body leaned sideways and he almost tripped on his own feet, making the place quake and tremble as he clumsily regained his composure.

	

	The woman just stood there, as stiff as if she hadn’t moved at all, the only difference being the slightly more noticeable arrogance, the shit-eating-grim in her feminine, but also Alpha-as-fuck face. “Honey, don’t you even think on being on top. You still think that, despite all my warnings, you are a man?” She shook her head. “Dude, let me tell you, in no ambiguous terms, how things will work between us—now and forever.” She pointed to her gigantic breasts. “I’m a man.” Then, her finger returned to him: “you’re a woman. I just happened to be born with a female body, and you with a male one. Everything else, though, is as one would expect between a man and a woman: I dominate, you’re dominated. I lust for your crazy body, you lust for my power and my protection. I ride you like you’ve never ridden a female before, and you take my monster-cock-energy on your ass just like any woman would her Alpha male. Another small difference—a quirk of my personality, if you will—is that I’m never… never!!...” She clutched her right hand. Damn! The sound of her fist tightening up was like a bar of iron being pressed into the size of a pebble. Hot fucking damn! “Listen, you bitch: I never… ever!... goddamn ever!... play the damsel. You fucking hear me??” Cracks ground around the place, but there was no movement coming from the woman—no visible movement, that is. Though Leonardo might not have seen it, her muscles were shivering and swelling, her body divided into two equal and opposing forces: one being her desire to keep control, and the other being… to let go… and destroy everything and everyone. “You fucking… fucking!... sissy bitch!” She smiled, feeling the blood pour through her eyes. “I’m the fucking male.” Slowly, she pointed back to herself. “I’m! The fucking! Male!! If you treasure your dick, I ask you to never again even insinuate that I am the damsel, that I am the submissive, for I am not nearly as patient or ‘flexible’ as our Queen is. I never… ever!... play the sub. Never!! I only cum when I am on top, and I’m only on top when I’m the full-blown, hot-blooded breeding bull!!” Steam exploded through her nostrils, and Leonardo felt his massive heart throbbing through his chest as he witnessed the insane volume of smoke that woman produced… just by standing there! “YOU FUCKER!! Are you getting it yet?!”

	

	She allowed the stud to shiver and gulp for as long as he felt comfortable. “Y-yes… ma’am.”

	

	“Good. Now grab this fucking cock!!” She stretched her arm and offered him the rival’s genitals. Ten minutes had to pass until the giant had enough confidence to move. Once he stepped forward, another wave of sensations pushed him back.

	

	«What…? What is…?!» It was like a wall of scorching wind constantly blowing against his physique. «This aura. It… could it really be her?!»

	

	Of course it fucking was. Should he really be surprised after everything he saw? The superwoman stood still, her semen-stenched robes covering what would probably be the most insanely erotic female body in all of existence, and in the safety of his mind the man wondered how it could be possible that any woman—any!—could be any better than that paramount of femininity which stood before him. «What the fuck is the Queen even made of? I mean… fuck! I can’t even begin to imagine how she could be any better than… than…» His gulp echoed through the halls, «this!!»

	

	Imelda’s gaze was lust personified. As the stud found himself walking slower and harder at every step, he felt his own cock softening too, and the woman’s devilish smile only grew wider as she witnessed his mighty member lean down and deflate just a little bit. «What’s up, big boy?» She said without saying. «Scared of the sight of a real woman?»

	

	He was. Indeed, he was very scared. «Or maybe it is… fuck! This imposing aura of hers!» As the stallion stood a few feet away from her, he could clearly see the air distorting into a tunnel-shape from her to him, as if he swam along the inside of a crashing wave, that woman at the end being the light at the end of his tunnel. «Her eyes! Fuck!! Her… her eyes!!» Those were not eyes of a mere human being. «These eyes… shit! They’re clearly saying: ‘I’ll fuck you with my every soul and being, and make your body experience wonders such as those no living creature can ever fathom!» His cock both softened, then hardened brutally again, its turgidness rising and falling as the man oscillated between fear and arousal. «The things that this woman can do to me… fuck! I’m… I’m…!!» He was afraid of admitting that even to himself: «I want them so badly!»

	

	Turning her head just a bit, the woman had a most demonic idea. “Say, my man. Would you like a taste of my real power?”

	

	What the fuck could she mean by that? He didn’t want to find out. “Please, mom… fuck me.”

	

	His manhood said one thing. His body, though, clearly vied for submission. The proud woman lifted her head, looking down upon her much mightier male. “Fine, then.” She slowly raised her right arm, with her hand pointed towards the man’s torso. “Feel it.”

	

	*WHOOOOSH!!* *BOOOOM!!!* What…?! The fuck…?! Was that…?!

	

	A tunnel of wind destroyed the ground. A canyon, a trench, a long tunnel was cracked in place of the soil: *BOOOM!!* With the shockwave travelling faster than sound, the thick wall behind the man was shattered. *CRACK!!* The many feet of thickness prevented the wall from being holed, yet still a most massive crater was formed where once there was only smooth, sturdy marble.

	

	The wall was a hundred feet away from the man. Still, it was shattered to the point that cracks sprung forth into the ceiling. If that was all the woman had done, it would have already been a feat of the gods, but that was, sadly, only a mere aftershock; the brunt of the force was absorbed by the man’s torso, whose body as a result ended up pushed back dozens and dozens of feet, and then lifted off the air once his feet lost their grip on the ground, blasted over ten feet above the floor, then crashed about thirty feet away from the woman.

	

	*BOOOOOOOOOM…!!!* The cracking of all walls, columns, and pillars seemed to go on forever. Pieces of the ceiling collapsed, creating even more chaos in the dark place. With feminine giggles, Imelda lowered her hand and waiting for her man to recover his consciousness, wondering whether, even with all that holding back, she hadn’t gone a little over the board. «Damn it.» Her face became sincerely concerned. «I shouldn’t be using this kind of strength with a single man.» Looking to her stallion, she saw his body more or less the same, but the giant penis was considerably more bloated—of course; she was squeezing the damned thing for almost an hour now, and the constricted section of the penis was about half as wide as the rest of the massive trunk. «Mm. He can take a few more minutes in this take.» Slowly, the woman tried releasing her grip, but the world-flooding semen the stallion was holding back sizzled through at insane speeds, shooting a very thin and powerful load straight into the ceiling, hot and powerful enough to literally pierce it clean. «Hot dang, young steed! You shot your cum like a fucking laser!» In many ways, that young stallion was already a superior man than the mature bull. «If he hadn’t passed out so quickly, I would be unsure on whom to make my main dish.»

	

	After recovering his senses, the stallion needed fifteen more minutes to stand up. The most that he managed, however, was an unfirm, hybrid walk between a bipedal and quadrupedal stance, with his body now buckling from time to time, forcing him to support himself on all fours as he tried to return to the woman. As he clumsily walk-crawled towards the femme, his mouth stammered his horror through his quivering, oozing lips: “w-w-w-what t-t-the f-fuck…?!”

	

	The woman lifted her right hand again, and the poor male curled into a fetal position. “Heh, heh. I ain’t hurting you again.” Imelda looked at her hand; her body so powerful that even her wrist was ridden with throbbing, pulsating veins. “This, darling, was about 15% of my power.” She lowered her hand and tried to stay as still as possible, realizing that the simple action had put her entire physique in a state of muscular bloom. “I’m sorry for that. I thought that… no. Sorry. I kinda did it intentionally, really.” She smiled to the poor man, her pose looking like a like child asking forgiveness to her big, strong daddy. “I like showing off my power to my males.”

	

	“Are you a fucking… I-I-I don’t know… a Japanese character or something?”

	

	She giggled. “Japanese charac-what? You mean an anime character?” The monster mumbled some incoherent response, his tone sounding dumbfounded and confused. “Anime means Japanese animation, you dummie. You probably heard of Dragon Ball or Naruto. Is that what you’re referring to?” His vigorous nodding was unmistakable. “Ah, good. Yeah, oh, ha-ha-ha!” She did find the whole situation quite humorous. “You mean, I’m like some Super Saiyan, Ultra-Instinct shit?” She smiled with pride. “You’re goddamn right I am. Not only am I a shonen-protagonist type of character, I’d easily rank as one of the strongest Shonen protagonists of all-time.” She stretched her deadly arm, feeling the absurdity of muscles and veins in it rumble and throb and swell with her ever-flowing power. “This single arm contains more raw power than Yujiro Hanma in his prime. A single muscular fiber of my pinky would be enough to knock Ghislaine Deodoria into the fucking ground, and of all Shonen mythology I think only Goku with his Ultra-Instinct activated would be able to hold his own against me—even if just for about thirty minutes.” She rested her fist on her hips, waiting for her man to stand up again. “If God—or Kamina—himself is a 10, then my power level is an eight-and-a-half.” Again, her humor decayed a few notches once she thought about… that woman! “My Queen. Mm. Our majesty would probably be a 9+ level. If my ranking is a solid S, she…” She clutched her fist. “She’s a goddamned triple-S-plus! A fucking Pure Platinum to my petty Gold trophy!”

	

	“Woman, what the fuck are you talking about??”

	

	There was not one slice of levity in her gaze as she turned her eyes to that man. “Did you… did you just…”

	

	Effusively he banged his head against the ground, making the destruction of the entire place only get worse and more chaotic. “I’m sorry, mommy!! Please, mommy, please!! Don’t punish me!!”

	

	Imelda was so utterly shocked that she heard nothing but the echoes of her own unfinished question in her head: “did you… I mean, you seriously…” Uncharacteristic for her, she had to shake her head and gather her senses: “I mean… wow. You seriously just called me… ‘woman??’”

	

	The poor man was going to die if he kept banging his head so hard at that pace—or bring the entire castle down with him: “SOOOOOORRY, MOMMY!! NO!! NO, PLEASE, MOMMY, NO, I DIDN’T… I JUST DIDN’T MEAN TO… TO…!!!” The tears became a flood, and from his mouth came nothing but the most blatant, shameful ugly cry any person of any age had ever, ever cried: “MWUAAAAAHH…!!!!!!”

	

	Imelda relaxed her fingers, finding some solace in the man’s pathetic debasement before her. “Oh, well, I think I can let this one slide.” Her tone, though… oh, boy. She definitely wasn’t letting that one slide—at least not entirely, and certainly not very quick. “Get on your fucking feet.”

	

	Her tone, her command… it just made something “click” in the man’s mind, and his body was thus fully hijacked. «What the f-???» He asked himself, in shock, even at that moment when he should have known her better: his body just… moved on its own… and with a giant cracking and cratering of the ground beneath his feet, his just sprouted upwards, standing tall, and now walking towards the female without any of the frailty that came before.

	

	“Come to me. Yes, like this. Little faster now.”

	

	His heart beat faster. His legs walked faster, damn it! «H-how…?! How can that be possible?!»

	

	The tilting of her head as he finished this word shook his soul ever harder, for it was like she literally heard his thoughts: “sexual power, my love. Sexual energy. Don’t you find it funny how, with simple movements, one Alpha male can daze and hypnotize his female and bend her slowly to his will? So, this is the same thing, but inverse.” She pointed her finger to the stud and curled it up, and the beast literally jumped towards her, his hips and his torso lassoed by an invisible force. “It’s chemistry, my love, of the stronger sex hijacking the chemistry of the submissive lover. Darlings, this is not some romance bullshit: it’s a downright literal, physical property.” She showed him her palm and the beast stopped on his tracks, a mere ten feet away from her. The ground cracked and caved, and the beast felt his body harder—not with his muscles swelling (though there was a bit of delicious flexing, yes), but with his organism being frozen, turned to stone. “Right there. Stay. Do you feel it? I’m the Alpha sex, so I’m the one controlling you. That’s the same principle as when a sexy womanizer, by controlling his timbre and whispering honey words into his lovers ears, is able to literally put her in a state of stasis, physically guiding her body to do his bidding, be it kind or ill. This, well, is the same shit—just stronger.” She giggled. “About three billion times stronger, then…”

	

	“F-fuck!”

	

	“Then five billion times stronger again. In fact, I could never truly measure the fullest extent of my power. This energy I’m using now, this sexiness… is only about, like, half the half the half of a percent, and with a more considerable expense of sensual authority I can even command herds of bulls to do my bidding. Like, literal bulls. The animals, not your cock.”

	

	The man felt a tremendous fire in his hips. ‘Twere not, though, the flames of arousal. “F-fuck…!! You… you c-”

	

	The woman turned the back of her hand to him, then raised her fingers in a military-like motion, and the stud’s body literally rose up as if it was about to float, his massive feet standing on their toes, his entire physique now balanced on this very narrow area of pressure—which resulted in the ground predictably cracking harder and faster. “Higher.” She said, and her fingers rose a little higher.

	

	“N-no…!!” The man cried, feeling a force boiling within his blood, the pulsations of his arteries and flow within his veins concentrating on the upper half of his body, pulling him higher and higher like an invisible crane was lifting him, and his toes curling back as they left the ground, from shortest to biggest, eight toes, then six toes, then only four toes withstanding the full might of that thounsand-pound-plus breeding behemoth. His arms spread out and went up, his pose turning into a cross, then into an “Y” as the woman chuckled and bit her lips, the moisture on her vulva getting seriously out of hand.

	

	“Look at you. Stallion! Such a hot, powerful fucking bull!” She dropped the giant… wait, what? To the shock of her bigger male, the massive woman simply dropped the giant man on the ground—but, right before she did it, she turned one eye to his face and commanded, almost in passing: “hold your on prick and dare not to cum a single drop until I say so.” She said it a little stern, but mostly matter-of-factly, and the stud immediately, despite his unconsciousness, moved his enormous arms to his prick and held it exactly where the woman was holding it, prompting her to release him just as their hands were about to touch.

	

	*BRAAAAM!!* The ground cracked under the god, and the cracks indeed grew even beneath the woman’s feet, where the pressure only led to more cracks and more cracking, with a massive, impressive area of the floor suddenly collapsing, and then bits and pieces of the ceiling never stop falling—the safety of the room was undone; its stability compromised! The place would now keep being undone regardless of what any of the lovers did—and the woman, oh!, she was ready to do a lot, oh, a lot more than just that!

	

	Feeling his second largest toes struggling to give in, his big toes being the ones to hold his entire body in that ballerina pose, the stallion grunted and puffed steam, turning his bloodshot eyes to the devil woman who slowly made her way towards him. “You could release him just like that?”

	

	She giggled. “Yeah. Kinda forgot about it. You see, I just go through the motion. I think with my clit and my womb, not with my brain sometimes, so you’d be excused for me being a silly little slut like I am.” And so, in a simple, unpredictable movement, she lifted her right arm higher, and the stud immediately stood at the very top of his toes, adding such immense pressure to such a tiny area of the ground that his body turned into a giant drill, and the entire floor suddenly began to collapse.

	

	“AAAARRGH!!!” It was like having his goddamned neck squeezed by an invisible lasso, and just like that, in the blink of an eye, the room was undone by his gigantic body piercing the ground, everything collapsing into the room beneath, with the body of the quivering lover just adding to the destruction.

	

	«The young man weighs over one ton of muscles, whereas this mega stud I’m controlling weighs about two point three tons,» she calmly calculated while her body slowly fell through the collapsing ground. «I wonder if the floor below can resist them both falling on it at once.»

	

	It didn’t. She saw the world in slow motion, and in great detail she saw the body of her massive lover hitting the ground below first, then cracking it, then piercing through it like it was nothing, followed briefly shorter by the curled-up bull who, no matter what happened or came to pass, never once ungripped his penis or even decrease the strength of his grappling for an single, insignificant fraction of time. They both crashed through the floor beneath, and Imelda could distinctly hear the sigh of her majesty—now far and getting farther away—as she helped destroy great portions of her palace. «Goodbye, my Queen. I’ll be fucking these men away from your presence, now, thank you!» She shook her head and shivered a little, never fully able to expel the fears and thoughts of what punishment the Queen would arrange for her for those transgressions.

	

	Her fears diminished as the trio crashed through layer upon layer of solid ground, stopping only when a more massive, rigid room was penetrated by the falling males. *BOOOOM!!!* As their bodies collided with the ground, there wasn’t the usual “crack” you heard when crashing through stone, but instead a loud boom of metal being bent, like a gong hit by a hammer. «Where are…?!» Leonardo could only gasp as he felt cold, unyielding metal behind his gigantic back, the feeling of hardness and strength being such a difference compared to the paper-like walls he pierced before. «What the fuck…?! Where the fuck am…?!»

	

	His unconscious rival came immediately after, creating another gong and a boom through the massive, seemingly-endless room as he crashed, and the mighty Imelda came only long, long after, gliding down the air like she was some super-fucking-hero or something! “Welcome to the Strong Room, where we’ll be able to fuck without any fears hurting anyone or destroying anything. In this place, we can let go to our fullest, and the most that it can happen is a complete flooding of this space by the volume of our sexual juices.” She slowly descended upon the ground, hovering many dozens of feet above the males, pointing her palms and her feet to the ground and emitting through them such a strong energy Leonardo could see the air being distorted around them, like four waves of heat emerging from her limbs and flowing down to the ground. She was Iron Man without an armor; nothing but the mere energy of her base biology was sufficient for her to literally fly off above the mortals! “This room is as large as twenty football fields and as high as six stores. We have plenty of volume for a quickie, if not for any serious fucking.”

	

	Leonardo felt paraplegic after the fall. His back was hurting after the impact on the ground, and the woman was still keeping some control over him. “H-how did you… t-this…??” Questions, questions, so many questions in such little time! “What the fuck… this ground… made of?!”

	

	With that punchable smile of hers—made even more unbearable due to the impossibility of anyone ever being able to punch her—the goddess answered: “super titanium. All of it. Twenty feet beneath you, as well twenty feet of thickness in every wall. Solid titanium of hyper-concentrated density, mind you, hence the name ‘super.’” She licked her lips. Her feet only slowly drew closer to the ground. “Every inch of this matter is about two and a half times thicker than the average materials. You’re standing on some of the most resistant structures known to man—and you’ve already made quite a dent in it, I see.” Her vulva swelled. The super bull, though not by much, had visibly caved the ground under his back. Those were only a few inches, barely three, but still an arousing, erotic proof of his superhuman solidity. “God, you’re hard. You’re sexy. You’re such a daddy.” Her feet touched the ground. Her body still only slowly descended, and it slowed down even further as she touched the floor. “I will enjoying breeding the fuck out of your penis.”

	

	The once-beaten and demoralized penis of the stud rose again to maximum hardness. He felt fingers enwrapping the beast, preventing the brutal boiling of his cum from overflowing from his sack. “God… you!...” His eyes almost popped out. “Is it you…?”

	

	“Yes, my stallion.” The back of her feet finally landed. She wasn’t still all there, however; her hair kept floating, and the edges of her ropes kept flapping upwards, as if a massive tunnel of wind (Marilyn-Monroe-style) was blowing from underneath. “I want you to see, first, the power of this smaller stud.” She moved her arms back to her hips, and the force, the energy that propelled her upwards ceased in an instant. *BOOOOOOM…!!!* *ROOOOAAAAM…!!!* The entire place, which was filled with roaring sound once those two stallions collided, was now literally quaking as the woman landed fully on the ground. The titanium under her feet roared, rumbled, then caved in completely, her feet sinking a full ten inches into the ground as the full weight of her body settled on the Earth. “Oh, my.” She touched her lips like a pin-up girl and shook her limbs as if to make them lax and soft. “I guess I’m getting a teeny-bitty out of control.” She kept shaking herself in a very silly manner, much like a runner trying to cool off after a marathon, and clouds of steam burst brutally from her body, often times making her disappear under the dense curtain of fumes. “Sorry for that, stallion. Sometimes my body gets much bigger and heavier than it needs to.”

	

	Leonardo gulped. “How big can you get?”

	

	She cast him a naughty look, then shook her right index finger very slowly. “Nah-nah-nah. That information you’ll see for yourself in time. We’re husband and wife now, so we’ll have plenty of time to discover each other’s… talents.” Just like that, uber casually, the goddess strolled towards the man on her side—the poor bastard still curled up in a ball of pain!

	

	“What do you mean…” His throat hurt. “H-husband?” He hated to feel to elated by saying that single word: “husband!” Like god had just graced him with the deepest of blessings!

	

	The woman stood a foot away from the beast, looking down to him at time with a pitiful look, at other with nothing but the sluttiest, shallowest look a woman could give to any desirable man. “Face up, up. And torso too.” Just like magic, the young man turned up, and his gigantic rod stood at a full twenty-inches from his hips, the base now immensely bloated by the nigh-infinite pressure his blood and semen had accumulated after all that torture and teasing. “Every man who seeds me becomes my husband. Every man, of course, who’s a little older than this one.” She began to circle that penis like a lioness stalking her prey. Her arms often dangled closer to the cock, as if it was too irresistible for even a demigoddess such as herself to resist its temptation. “Do not worry, Leo. It’s still gonna be about four years until this young stud can be considered a fully grown, capital-M ‘Man!’ For now… he’s just a fuck boy.” She rested her hand atop the steaming, bloated helmet of the boy’s prick, and the animal, always unconscious, opened his mouth and emitted the most painful cry ever heard until then. His shout echoed in the metal, and his balls throbbed violently to the point of creating auras of heat, like the hammer of Thor hitting the earth repeatedly. “He is a penis with legs. I really kinda despise him, for he is barely a human with soul to my eyes, but that’s okay. It passes with age and experience. Now…” She turned to her gigantic man. “Sit. I want you to see the power of this dildo.”

	

	Leonardo quickly obeyed, making the ground cave just a little deeper, almost imperceptibly so, as his buttocks rested on the depths of his crater. “Where did all the cum go?”

	

	“Oh? That cum?” She pointed up. “The loads I sucked from him straight into my guts? It’s all digested now.” Just as Leonardo’s eyebrows rose, his jaw fell. “What? Are you still shocked with these things? Gosh, what a loser!” She laughed, and she did so in a way as to take away all the weight and seriousness from the insult. “Look, baby, my body is, like, crazy strong! My metabolism is superhuman. Like a bull, but a billion times stronger! My organism is capable of digesting more energy in day than literally half the entire mammalian biomass on Earth, and so I need a comparable load of nutrients to just keep myself alive.” She bit the side of one lip and feigned a naughty, “oops-I-think-a-doo-doo” child-like look. “Semen, my horse. Semen! That’s the only way I can verifiably return to my body all the energy it expends just for existing!” She pointed to the young stud, then to Leonardo. “My body needed about 400-to-900 men every day just to break even. In my direst days, around the age of eighteen, I was fucking over 1,500 guys every day until the Queen rescued me from my unworthy dicks. The men I fucked, you see, they were strong, they were massive, but they were still, uh, ‘humans.’” She smacked her lips and looked hungrily to her prey. “It was only after I met her that I really discovered how big a man could get, and now I do not need that many cocks to feel satiated.” Again, she pointed back to the stud. “Just about ten of these super stallions—these Bulls!—and I’m done for the day. I even end up with a little extra energy, finding time to work and grow and become a much bigger woman, a much mightier beast.”

	

	Leonardo worshiped that goddess so fucking much that he didn’t even realize his tongue was already rolled out of his mouth for most of her speech—seven inches of his tongue oozing saliva on his torso, and that wasn’t even a third of his full member. “You’re… you’re so…”

	

	The goddess looked at him, smiling, while the rest of her formidable body remained turned to the steed. “Say it. Worship me. I love simps.” The stallion gulped. Then… silence. “Oh, fuck! Say it!” She snapped her fingers—not in an aggressive, body-controlling way, mind you. “I know, I know! Women like me barely exist, so you’re not used to such a big-dicked energy coming from a female. Still, my man, I’m annoyed by your constant hesitation! If you want to worship me… then fucking worship me, damn it! It’s not unmanly to recognize a woman’s superiority. Hell, it’s only natural for a beta to submit to his fucking Alpha, so fucking spill it, stallion, and worship like the Cum Goddess that I am!”

	

	With those words, the stallion felt a weight being lifted from all his limbs. It was chilling, so freaking cooling, and an immense, radiating happiness took over his breast, to the point that he was tearing up, then openly crying as he spoke: “I mean… fuck. It’s so good to meet a woman… ah, fuck it, sorry, that’s not it. I’m just so glad of meeting a woman so mighty, so perfect, so fucking awesome such as yourself.”

	

	The goddess sent him kisses through the air and adorable winks. “And…?”

	

	The stallion smiled, and the tears of happiness sizzled upon contact with his humongous thighs. “You’re perfect. You’re divine. You’re a fucking goddess whose pussy I’d be honored to lick like a dog for all eternity.” He jiggled his hips, making the ground shake around him. “I’ll offer my ass any day, any time for your pegging. I wish you had a monster cock to penetrate me and turn me into a cum-hungry slut myself. I…!!” With a brief pause, he checked on his woman again and saw her smile much bigger, much shinier, much wider, as if his confession was turning her into the proudest of mommies. “I want to be your slave! Now and forever, mommy! Oh, mommy!!” He moaned like a girl. His pecs rumbled, and his muscles all hardened as if to give the woman a tasty look of everything he had to offer. “Fuck me to death!! Fuck me to a quivering pile of…”

	

	“Okay, that’s enough.” She playfully rolled her eyes. “Gee, men these days! A bunch o’ sissies, I tell ya!” She positioned herself so that her mega stallion at all times could at least see a side of her heavenly, more-beautiful-than-God face, and then she slowly—oh… so… fucking!... slowly!—laid her right foot atop one of the massively, gigantically, insanely engorged testicles of the young bull, adding pressure and then more pressure… and then more… and more!... pressure… until the bull was literally arched in a “V” shape of shorts, his back and his legs up in the air, his entire bull-like body balanced solely on his massive, muscular glutes. “Watch. He’s gonna cum an epic load! These are the final shots of this stallion, after I sucked him so bloody dry. I want you to play close attention to his testicles, which will soon dry up, and see, maybe for the first time in your life, what happens when a woman truly suck your big boys up. This is a lesson, my stallion—a lesson my own master taught me, long time ago—and it’ll be part of your learning of being my husband—of being my life-long partner and most prized seeder. Watch and learn, my bull, for what I’m about to do to this young man… I’m doing ten-fold to you. Okay?” Silence. Pause. Quivering and gritting of teeth. “O… kay?”

	

	The bull could only… his head… move it up… and down… and then pathetically mutter: “y…” A few seconds. “Ye…” A few… more… seconds… “Yes.”

	

	The majesty perked up her butt, jiggling so childishly and dandily, and then, taking her foot off the stallion’s ball, she turned a finger to his cock and licked her lips, moistening them for her one simple, single command: “cum.”

	

	

	* * *

	

	

	Leonardo felt a ship, a whole cruise liner standing on his chest, so heavy that it was. His lungs had somewhat turned into steel, and his muscles occasionally felt as hard and heavy as the titanium he sat upon.

	

	On his feet, the cum of his rival bathed his skin. Loud drips were heard almost everywhere, with pellets the size of fists falling and splashing on the ground, but most of it remaining stuck in the ceiling—many stores above the stallion’s head—so dense that it was almost a part of the titanium surface itself.

	

	In front of him, a quivering, screaming, grunting, orgasming bull ejaculating loads superior to the full ejaculate of hundreds of thousands of horses. Around this bull, a predator; the woman slowly encircling him, watching his ejection with lustful eyes, biting and sucking and smacking her lips in obvious, arousing desire, but keeping herself away from his jets until the rightest moment.

	

	This moment took forever to arrive. After twenty minutes of explosive, super massive orgasms, the balls of the gigantic beast finally rumbled with long and painful despair, and their size permanently shrunk to about a third of what they were when the bull began to cum—their shreddeness, however, much more noticeable than their smaller size.

	

	“Cum again.” The goddess commanded, and the unbroken pillar of boiling semen that burst from the man’s erect genital was reenergized; its thickness and its length multiplying, and the column of fresh junk now rising well above the woman’s head, maybe fifteen feet from the ground before arching in many directions, forming an umbrella of cum, like a virile milk fountain, and raining all around the stallion, its splashes like cannon balls hitting the target. “Harder. Harder again.” The goddess commanded, and for the previous twenty minutes her commands had an almost magical effect on her steed’s semen production: with her words, his ejaculation became so strong (and painful) that his filth splashed on the very ceiling, and there it remained splashing and banging for many unbroken minutes until it started to wane and weaken.

	

	Now, apparently, had words had lost most of their magical luster. She was still able to reignite her steed’s insane orgasming, but no longer could she force him to ejaculate as if all horses and bulls in the world had be put inside a single of his testicles. His balls themselves shrank and climbed up between his thighs, their tightness and compression so extreme that the god was forced to spread his legs into a full-split only to accommodate the formidable junk-makers he flaunted inside his sack.

	

	“Look at them, Leo.” The goddess told his Alpha, who was smacked out of his hypnosis by her rumbling, melodic voice. “His balls. They’re finally drying up.”

	

	He looked, and the stallion had to admit he’d never thought possible for a pair of balls that big to get so… exhausted. To look so fucking depleted. «Is she gonna do that do me?» He grabbed his own pair, which was so insanely mighty he couldn’t even cup a single one of them with his full, massive hand. “Impossible! I’ve never seen my balls get any close to this, and my pair is even smaller than this stallion! Is she… is she really going to… fuck! It looks so good!”

	

	Good? Painful? He was unsure about the proper word. To be fair, when he was not frozen into a silent stare by the overwhelming burst of power and energy inside his body, the young man was screaming, grunting, shouting so loud that the entire place quaked and visible shockwaves of sound emanated from his mouth, all while crying tears of literal blood as he came millions and million and billions and trillions of gallons… only to feel more and more cum being produced, more and more power bursting like a sun from each of his testicles, his entire body now forever locked into a perpetual cycle of semen production, only to satisfy the horniness of his mistress and dominatrix.

	

	“Good. Good.” She said to him across those full twenty-minutes of unending semen ejection, feeling the lake of cum grow wider and thicker around her feet. “More semen. I want all your semen, my horse.” Now, she marveled at the depleted state of those over-extended testicles. “See the ripeness! Have you ever seen two balls as shredded as this young man’s, Leonard.” No, he hadn’t, and his shaking body told her this too was a very terrifying sight to his manhood. “Look at them. Fuck! Every vein… every thick tunnel of cum… now highlighted… so clear and mighty, like each testicle is a nest of snakes.” She lifted one foot and hovered it on the balls. Her motion guided Leonardo’s eyes much closer to the insane state of those massive cum factories.

	The stallion had balls as massive as football balls, and their shape was even the same, though now they were much smaller, like the biggest Easter eggs money can buy. Still, they were massive; each ball bigger than four hands could ever hold them, and covered with so many throbbing, squirming, quivering veins that it looked, indeed, like a thousand snakes were mating inside those testicles.

	

	The massive super balls swelled a bit again, and then shrank once more as the penis ejaculated a bigger pillar of cum into the air. His unending torrent rose to about thirteen feet before descending, and his testicles, like taking a deep breath, swelled a little again and prepared to eject the next load. The goddess slowly placed her right foot over the monster’s left testicle, and once the beast ejaculated once more, she took the opportunity to finally firm her step over it, prompting him to hurt so much he tried to scream, but no sound came through his mouth; his body, once again, was in a twisted “V” shape, his entire weight supported on his butt, and his muscles were swelling and throbbing beyond even their maximum state—the beast now as tall as seven feet and eight inches, his muscles mass approaching the 1,500 pounds, the width of his shoulders enough to bed two women, and the girth of his biceps superior to a literal Greek column. Even with the mega size of his genitalia, that stud was outgrowing even his own phenomenal pecker.

	

	Placing her hands on the body of his manhood, the goddess pretended to measure it; her fingers all stretched as she counted the number of palms from the base until the very tip of that stallion cock. “One… two… three…” As she leaned to the monstrous base of his orgasming penis, she added great pressure to his balls, making the beast whine and cry, his roars always incomplete, always unfulfilled, and then she began to truly squeeze his hyper-bloated balls, making his pillars of boiling semen to reach again (and maintain) a consistent height of fifteen feet. “One… two… three” The goddess licked her lips as she started over and measure the young man’s titanic prick in palms. “Three and… mm.” Her pinky almost reached the tip of the stud’s cock. She would have sure reached the very center of his urethra, in fact, if not for the turgid fatness of that crown; a helmet so gigantic it was like a volleyball—well, a little smaller. Maybe closer in volume to the head of a full-grown man. “Three palms and… a little more.” 

	She smiled. She wasn’t proud, but she was at least satisfied. “Twenty-six and a half inches. Not bad for an eighteen-year-old.” Sticking her tongue out, she moved down again to the base of the beast’s behemoth and then… then…

	

	Well, what else do you think she did? «Fuck!» She performed the slowest, wettest cock-lick in the history of human sexuality. «Fuck that shit! What the…?!» Leonardo was aghast by the length and the width of that woman’s tongue: eight inches of beast-tongue, and he knew those were barely all the inches she had in store, all with a width that quite rivaled and person’s hand, slurping on that cock like ice-cream, and leaving behind a trail… nah: a river of saliva. “Holy… holy s-!!” Again, Leonardo couldn’t speak: his own balls were aching with release, but the woman had long locked his penis with the use of her supernatural powers.

	

	Moving her head up that pole, the woman produced an unbelievably insane amount of saliva to lick that monster. The rivers of cum that often slid down the pole were sucked into her throat, and the goddess even allowed her nostrils to expel some of the cum only to provide her favored stallion some sexy, privileged view of her cum-hungry festival. The beast-woman took a full three minutes to slurp all her way up into the beast, causing the poor stud to finally manage some grunts out of his agony: “AAAHH…!!!” Silence, shivering, then again… “AAAAH, G-!!”

	

	With a loud pop, the woman moved her head back and, after moving her foot away from the ball, she looked at her boy-god’s testicles, smiling as she saw them so unbelievably ripped. “Fuck, look at these veins!” She couldn’t resist it: with her knees on the ground, she grabbed the two beasts with her hands and began to play with them savagely. “God, I love your balls! Oh, my teen! How much youth! How much power!! Fuck, how much health you got here!”

	

	Leonardo raised his eyebrows, and his erect behemoth sometimes slapped him in the chin with its ungodly turgidness. That was a woman who loved men in their entirety! Their muscles, their genitalia… there was something deeply flattering in her shameless obsession with a man’s sex, like every manhood was a shrine she was dying to worship; like she wasn’t the goddess, but the cock-craving, sex-obsessed prophet, licking and slobbering and eating and sucking and squeezing and beating and kissing and licking and biting the crack out of those two supermassive testicles. “Balls!!” She crammed the two beasts into her face and motorboated them like fucking breasts, letting a fucking rain, no, a tempest of saliva and cum to splatter all over the floor. “Testicles, testicles, testicles, god!!” She started to bang her head against those balls, punishing herself with their greateness and their iron-hard texture. “Fucking testicles of god, my bull! What a horse cock you’ve hot, what sperm whales these fucking beasts are!!” 

	She made no fucking sense, of course, ‘cause the goddamned bitch was insane with arousal. “I LOVE YOUR FUCKING PRICK SO GODDAMNED MUCH!!” Like a cat on cocaine, she began to power-lick those balls until whole buckets of her saliva were splashing on the ground. The balls were coated under a permanent layer of cum, like a thick, gooey ocean was floating around them, constantly oozing filth, the saliva being of an gel-like texture and a infernal heat. “BY GOD!! YOUR TESTICLES!!” She banged her head again on the massive sperm-maker. “THEY’RE MASSIVE, MASSIVE, MASSIVE!! OH, STALLION!!!” Lifting her hips, she squirted. “YOU ARE SUCH A FUCKING VIRILE BEAST!!!”

	

	Leonardo saw dozens of thick threads of goo explode from under her rope. The ferocity of those jets was scary. If someone walked through them, they would have their body cut to shreds. She whined, and her threads exploded with more and more ferocity. “GOD!!!” The goddess shook herself entirely, from hips to head, as if to control her frantic arousal. “You fucking… oooorh!!!” She roared, and the entire room trembled under her might! “How can you cum like a fucking beast for twenty-five minutes in a roll, huh? HUH?!!” She seemed possessed with the young man’s “STRENGTH!! STRENGTH, STRENGTH, STRENGTH!!! YOU ARE A TRUE GOD OF MEN, BECAUSE IN THIS MIGHTY COCK YOU POSSESS ALL THE STRENGTH, ALL THE POWER, ALL THE FUCKING VIRILITY IN THE ENTIRE FUCKING UNIVERSE!!!” Then, she took a deep breath. Finally, she opened her mouth. She screamed: “AAAAAAAAHHHHHH!!!”

	

	Leonardo had to cover his ears so as they did not explode. «Yep. She’s mad as fuck.» He thought, being forced to even close his eyes so that the sonic shockwaves didn’t blast them away.

	

	Getting up in a heartbeat, the goddess stood dazed in front of the behemoth womb-breaker. She looked drunk, almost about to pass out, yet her face was slowly enveloped by darkness, with the penis forever ejaculating that endless, but now much weaker load. The goddess looked down to the man’s balls and saw them throbbing faster, more desperately. “Harder. Cum… harder!” The balls tried, but their throbbing was painful and slow. The semen jets rose as hight as eight feet, but no longer broke into the doub-digits. If not for the cock’s titanic measurements, the pillars of semen would be only as high as the woman’s forehead. Still, the beast girl demanded more cum—and she would have it no matter what. “I said…” She grabbed the prick! With both fucking hands!! “Fucking!! Cum!!”

	

	“AAAAAHH…!!!” That poor male. He was fucking dying!

	

	“HARDER!!!” She squeezed the cock with both hands at its base, them pumped the mighty beast up to its base, and a massive eruption of cum exploded into the double digits, rising fifteen, twenty, thirty-five feet of heigh. “FUCKING!! HARDER!!!” The goddess relaxed her grip and moved her hands down to the man’s base, squeezing his penis at its root and them pump-crushing it all the way back to the halo of his crown.

	

	“AAAAAHHH!!!” The stallion cried and shivered. “OH, GOD!!! AAAAAHHH!!!” Semen erupted from the penis like the Krakatoa. The jets, though might, were much less orderly this time: instead of a long, thick pillar of jizz, the semen instead exploded into a few different threads at slightly greater inclinations, and with every successive pump the threads multiplied, their length decreasing just as their number and their inclination increased. “PLEEEEEEASE!!!” All the time, the beast-stud screamed. His balls, though massive, were now smaller than Leonardo’s own, and as they unleashed their final loads they shrank and rose so high as to look like they were going to sink into the man’s loins, turning his otherwise world-shattering manhood into a hermaphrodite-type of vagina! “NOOOOO!!! GODDESS, NOOOOO!! NOOOO-AAAAAHHH…!!!” Leonardo kept his ears shut so as not to hear those screams. By the gods, they were terrifying. «Please, stop!» He tried to look away, but his body too wouldn’t move. «Please, Lady Imelda… no more! No fucking more!»

	

	Imelda crushed that penis as if her hands were a hydraulic press. Just as the pressure of her grip reached the point where it could turn coal into fucking diamond, the speed of her pumping only increased, and with ferocious roars she began to truly power-pump that penis into oblivion, making his threads both multiply as well as increase in strength, their height going from five-feet (from the tip of the urethra) back into the double-digits, sometimes well above fifteen fucking feet. “CUM-CUM-CUM-CUM-CUM!!!” She roared, then screamed again with every pump: “CUMCUMCUMC…!!!” At one point, the stud just stopped screaming and returned to a deadly stillness, his body turned to iron once more, only his cock and his balls showing any meaningful movement.

	

	Imelda power-pumped his penis for five minutes until the pillars of jizz became mere fizzles, his ejaculation now literally equal to a horse’s. The young man, all-in-all, had been sucked out of cum, then power-pumped into dryness for over one hour and a half, and even then, in the last moments of his penis, his discharges surpassed a literal stallion’s! «This young man comes like a fucking champion! I didn’t think men like him were even physically possible at such a ripe age!» Leonardo felt a pang in his heart, knowing that, when he was eighteen, the most he could cum was three full bathtubs of steamy semen. Grabbing his own balls and giving them a cold, hard look, the mega-stallion wondered how he could be so much larger than that beast—both in musculature as well as in “cockage”—yet have been blessed with much less potent seed-makers. «I’ll show him,» his eyes burned with rage. «I’ll show him who’s the superior male!» But as he vied for male vengeance, his woman did something that would forever haunt him in his dreams—and something that put his competition with that stud into proper context, reminding me of just they both were utterly, completely outclassed by that stallion-woman.

	

	“Are you done, my horse?” She kept pumping him relentlessly. Like, really torturing his cock! Her hands going up and down with such brutality and speed that they became blurs in the air, and tiny shockwaves burst from the penis at her every motion. At the top of the prick, spurts of semen rising a few feet into the air, then sprinkling on every direction; each spurt was still bigger than a horse’s full load, but they were getting rarer and shallower, to the point that the ejaculations looked minuscule when compared to such horse-sized musculature. “Aaaaw, look at your cum!” She opened her mouth and stretched out her tongue, literally catching the cups of semen with her head. “Yum, yum, baby! Even at this stage, when your load is nothing but… mm, yum! Delicious!... when your load is nothing but the weakest, third-rate kind of cum your balls can produce, they’re still thicker and sweeter than the semen of a breeding bull.” She cast a naughty look to Leonardo, who felt his balls shrink under her gaze. “Don’t ask me how I know this. Before I met real men like you guys… oh! You know!” She giggled. “A girl had to make do.”

	

	She returned her focus to her teen’s breeding rod, pumping it with increasingly great speeds until Leonardo himself felt his own cock being spoliated by her hands. “Imelda, please…!!!” He begged for his rival’s sake, and his hands, moving on their own, covered his mouth before he provoked the goddess any further.

	

	Imelda sighed, pumping that dick with greater cruelty—if only unwittingly. “I’ll let this one slide. Again.” She sighed one final time, returning her attention to the bull. “Let’s see how many more cups you have before I truly finish you off. Oh, my goodness!” At the mention of being “finished off,” the stallion ejaculated a pretty big rope of semen—arm-thick and long, maybe the length of a full human body, and the stream crashed onto the giantess’s body, making her giggle and smile as her body was (quite literally) beaten by the heavy rope. “Oh, wow!” She ferociously pumped his rod. “Guess you still have some serious juice, huh?”

	

	Laying her knees on the stallion’s testicles, the goddess pumped him while massaging and pressing his testicles, every movement of hers being incredibly well-coordinated, to the point that the poor male lactated through his massive pecs in pleasure. No joke: with his wide, humongous pecs bloated beyond the size of a baby elephant, the male had his mammaries activated, and visibly lactated onto the floor—though his milk was only a dribble, so very easily lost amidst the literal ocean of semen he had come. “P-p-plea…!!” His throat often attempted some call of help, but the pleasure… damn! You could power a whole fucking continent with that level of energy frying the man’s nerves!

	

	Six minutes passed until the teen god’s ejaculations petered out almost completely. At the end, Imelda spent countless pumps to see another load of cum rise from the man’s urethra, and whatever jet his immense, superhuman prick managed to cum was nothing but maybe half a cup of cum—still more cum than a very virile, womanizing man would nut in a whole month, but nonetheless a ridiculous pittance to him. “I guess we can finish you off nicely!” The goddess withdrew her knees from the stallion’s balls, which at that point were nothing but the two biggest grapefruits in the world—again, impressive for any bull or stallion, but tiny for a man who sported literal football-sized testicles between his even-more-massive thighs.

	

	The goddess moved back, still on her knees, and gazed upon those might testicles, so fucking hot in all their tightness and turgidness. “You see, Leo, the balls of a superman who’s brough to the brink of absolute dryness? There’s still a lot of cum in him, though all the semen is too dispersed through the many, oh, many inches of his titanic genitalia.” The beast-woman opened her mouth, and through her lips and nostrils came a very frightening steam. Something scary was about to happen! “Let me show you one of the first advanced techniques Her Majesty taught me; one technique that is all-too-crucial for the proper draining of a man’s ball’s, helping him grow his member at a much faster pace while also keeping his health in check.” Slowly, the woman rolled out her tongue, enjoying every inch of the formidable member she flaunted. “You stallions can really get sick if you don’t… oh!... if you don’t take care of all this cum.” Inch after inch after inch after inch… and yet more inches… so many fucking inches!... they kept coming and coming while the goddess somehow kept speaking with absolute clarity: “to properly drain a superman’s genitals, you need to approach them from every… and I mean every!... fucking!... front!” She looked at Leo and winked. “Like this.”

	

	In one spurt of energy, the entirely of her tongue was revealed: the fifteen remaining inches went out in a *bang!,* and Leonardo was left aghast—shocked! Floored! Absolutely destroyed!—by seeing that the woman had not ten, not twenty, not thirty, but… *gulp!...* forty-eight fucking inches of god-tongue out of her mouth!! “WHAT THE FUCK…?!” He literally crawled back in despair, the shadow vast by that tongue alone covering his entire freaking body. “YOU FUCKING FREAK OF NATURE!!” With his penis trembling, the god felt a tremendous burning in his loins. “YOU… Y-YOU…!!” That tongue!! Oh, god! That motherfucking tongue! “W-W-WHAT KIND OF TONGUE IS THAT??!”

	

	In utter shock before the enormity of that member, his penis throbbed, and his bladders began to unload their content. Piss literally exploded out of his urethra, but the monster surprisingly managed to control his bodily functions by literally crushing his cock with both hands and keeping his urine at bay. Unable to relieve himself, though, the male god instead just cried, his eyes becoming red with blood as his mind seemingly unwound under the sight of that terrifying member.

	

	Oh, well, how surprising life is: as it turned out, the woman did have a penis (of sorts), but it wasn’t one attached to her hips. “It unnerves me to no end, yes, that my tongue is just two inches short of fifty!” The goddess made her serpent twirl and dance in the air, its daunting length bending in at least five different point. “You should see my Queen’s tongue. Now that is a freak of nature, I tell you!”

	

	The man’s heart was almost bursting through his breast as he begged to her: “please, mommy, get this over with! I am literally pissing myself in fear at your sight!”

	

	Imelda simply looked at him while her hands, in the blink of an eye, stopped pumping the monster cock and gripped it with terrible strength, crushing the beast in its exact middle point. “I will use this tongue to fuck you in the guts, Leo, and pierce you through your stomach, your throat, and hopefully through your mouth after I’m done beating your cock up in the first round of our sex. If the sight of this tongue scares you, well, you should indeed piss yourself dry, very dry, because the things I’ll actually do to you with this tongue would traumatize even the filthiest, most sex-addicted of womanizers in fucking history. Now,” she looked back to her stallion, lifting her knees back over his compressed testicles, “hold it back a bit. Before we fuck, I want you to see the trick… that makes even a mighty member like this numb for a whole fucking week. Pay attention, my stallion. See… this… now!”

	

	Kneeling on the bull’s balls, the goddess moved her hands down to the very base of his cock, pushing them so far down that her fists actually sank on the man’s crotch, almost crushing his literal guts in the process. “OOOOO-AAAAAAAHHH…!!!” Opening his eyes wide, the poor, beautiful bull screamed, and from that moment onwards his scream just never stopped.

	

	With superhuman, almost divine mastery of his biology, the woman executed a series of billions upon billions of micromovements with her limbs, stimulating every single nerve cell in his body while also conducting a set of bigger movement with her knees and hands—you see, taking care of both the micro- and the macro-stimuli. “Slow and steady.” Slowly (painfully so! Torturously so!), she added her weight to her knees, squeezing the stallion’s testicles into his freaking crotch. The bull began to shake and cry uncontrollably, almost like a bloody shark out of the ocean. The weight of the woman, though, betraying even her smaller stature, was great enough to not only pin his crotch down to the ground, but also literally bend and crush the fucking titanium underneath it—the sound of the bending metal mixing with the slow, painful squish of his flesh to create a truly memorable symphony of sexual, bodily massacre. A different sound, though, assaulted Leonardo’s senses: a sound of thick, boiling liquid, like a heavy stew on a cauldron, bubbling and roaring on the teen’s battered genitalia. Paying very close attention to the genital, Leonardo saw a huge mass bubble inside his testicles, with the very base of his crotch growing thicker, fatter, fuller with all the unused cum he’d not yet ejaculated. «It’s like squeezing the last tooth paste out of a tube.» His jaw hanged lower, and he panted. «Jesus Christ, the woman, she… she’s going to… is she going to…?!»

	

	He didn’t really want to complete any thought. He just wanted to worship her. That superhuman mare was doing things to that male that should have been biologically, physiologically impossible, and Leonardo, despite his horror, would be all the way into her perverted kinks.

	

	The Queen made her tongue dance, the massive anaconda so thick that even her jaw was stretched as wide as when she was eating dick. The beast-tongue curled and bent itself into many folds, its tip sometimes zigzagging in-and-out its own body, that tong so long and flexible it could literally give itself a knot! The power-woman made that snake slide down into the beast’s penis, wrapping it all… oh! Oh, no! She was literally… fuck! She was literally doing it! “Now you see it, my man.” She winked to Leonardo before slowly, oh-so-slowly beginning to wrap her serpent around the gigantic penis of her stallion, taking a lot of time to savor every inch of his girth.

	

	She was showing off. All the saliva, all the ooze, all the steam from her mouth and nostrils, she was just showing off her immeasurable superiority to all her males. The beast kept on screaming while she continued to wrap-and-squeeze every goddamned inch of his monster penis with her tongue, the serpent literally curling itself up around the pillar until not a single piece of his inch could been seen between its folds, and then squeezing it, crushing it so hard that it was like the man had stuck his penis between two mountains, and now, thanks to an earthquake, the two walls of stone were closing in on his cock, slowly, painfully, so fucking powerful that even his urethra stopped squirting cum and steam. “J-Jesus!!” Leonardo was blown away. “Oh, my… oh, my fucking god!!” He covered his mouth. It was terrible! The pain that young man felt would also be the incredible pain he would feel. Part of him wanted to save that youth, for the spirit of brotherhood and comradery was alive and well into this man’s breast, but another part… heck! Almost all of his being was just… fucking terrified! Afraid shitless of the terrible woman who could perform such infinite acts of pleasure… as well as endless acts of indescribable agony! “P-please, my lady! S-stop!!”

	

	The beast-woman simply giggled, knowing that only now she was starting to take things seriously. “You think that’s a tight squeeze?” Her tongue made a leathery noise, again, like tires stretching out, and the young bull’s voice once more disappeared, his eyes almost popping out of his sockets, literal threads of blood coming out of his nose, his gorgeous muscles booming and bursting until his literal skin began to tear itself apart, blood dripping from numerous points of his outstanding physique. “You must apply intermediate pressure, my darling, so that aaaaaaall the sweet cum if fully sucked out!” The woman kept adding power and pressure to her knees, crushing those oval-shaped beasts into pancakes, while increasing both the pressure and the length of her tongue around the cock.

	

	For every minute, she took an extra inch of the man’s length. For every minute, she added a few millions of joules of pressure to his cock. It got to a point where the trembling, the shaking, and the quivering of the young stallion’s body started to decrease, with even the tiniest fibers of his muscles being frozen by the overwhelming pressure that filled him and bloated him hole. His urethra was sealed tight, and the stallion was merely trembling once the woman, after a whole ten minutes, crossed the fifteen-inch mark of his gigantic monster cock.

	

	It took her a grand total of twenty minutes, maybe twenty-one minutes and a few more seconds to completely wrap that beastly cock in her own tongue. Despite the steed being twenty-six and a half inches long, her tongue was about five to six inches wide (fucking wide!!), so the only area she truly needed to cover were the extra twenty-something inches of his gargantuan cock.

	

	She took her sweet-ass time wrapping that cock, for she knew she was Absolute; as close to literal God as human beings could possibly get. She looked at Leonardo and rejoice upon seeing his state of absolute devotion (as well as indescribable terror) upon seeing her feats. From time to time (and inch to inch), she enjoyed teasing the mighty bull, whose cock wavered between fullest hardness and various degrees of softness as the stud watched her, unsure whether he thought that the most arousing shit in his whole goddamned life, or if it was a sight of such absolute horror that he’d should probably consider running away for his goddamned life as soon as the opportunity arose. He was breaking down on the deepest layers of his frail psychology, seeing that woman fully dominate, possess, and incorporate into her own being the biggest penis of the world’s biggest stallion—consuming the literal Manhood of that breeding bull! She was possessing her man, devouring him masculinity itself, and with that power—that god-level indescribable might!—she could literally end all masculinity in the world—provided she had ample time to fuck any and all men in existence. “I’m God. Now… watch me bring about hell itself.” The goddess said, but it took her still a few more minutes to cover up the penis completely.

	

	Twenty minutes, all in all, and she was done. The tip of her tongue reached the very top of the teen’s womb-destroyed; a penis as long as many girls were tall and as thick as many ripped, shredded legs were girthy, now completely, entirely, undeniably colonized by a simple tongue of a single woman—and not even all the tongue, as she showed by moving her head back and revealing still four more inches of buccal anaconda inside her. “Wow, this is one delicious breeder. Now watch it, stallion, the last remaining power of this honorable steed!” She began to “dance” over the man’s balls, her knees both masturbating and torturing (masturtorturing?) his balls in perfect synchrony, her pace and rhythm moving at very precise moments, not one goddamned movement of her body ever being careless or without purpose; every fucking goddamned fiber of her being perfectly calibrated to bring about maximum pleasure to every goddamned fucking nerve cell in her lover’s body—and the some, and then more some, until the pleasure was unmistakable from pain, and such pain reached the deepest, most scorching depths of hellish agonies.

	

	Such was the pleasurable pain, the ecstatic agony her lover was feeling, and the young stallion showed it clearly by his short, feeble, incredibly high-pitched squeals—the very last sounds he would produce before she was done with him. “You hear that? Oooh, I love those squeals!” The goddess nonchalantly moved her hands all over the incredible musculature of that overblown stallion, feeling every insane ripeness, every goddamned vein and fibers of his divine shreddedness, the steed being so fucking bloated and ripped he literally had over a million massive veins and arteries pumping and throbbing all over his literally-divine physique, and his muscles… goddamn, fuck!! His muscle so fucking incredible they were muscles atop muscles atop more muscles! Fucking shit! So! Many! Muscles!! The stallion had literally doubled in mess and quadrupled in density, his insane musculature yielding him over two fucking tons of pure muscular power! «He’s still a little smaller than me,» Leonardo thought, wondering just how much bigger he himself would get if the demon-woman did the same to him, «but… goddamn!! Holy!! Fucking!!» His massive body trembled, creating a rumble which echoes powerfully in the room. «SHIT!!! This power, this energy, this might!!!» The stallion literally tried to bow down, but his massive cock prevented him from completing the kneel, «holy fucking shit, you goddamned woman!! Is there anything in this universe you cannot do?!»

	

	Just as he had these indecent thoughts, the goddess turned her eyes to him, making sure he saw the finale of her insane sexual theatre. “Six.” She said, then she stopped, and the she let sweet silence set it. Her knees squeezed the balls further. You could hear the skin tearing up and the semen bubbling inside of them until it almost turned into gas, the pressure inside there being superior to the pressure of the very goddamned core of the fucking Earth!! “Five.” She leaned deeper, harder, and the pressure… it just… Fuck! Indescribable! Fucking insanely indescribable!! “Four.” Her massage on the balls lost speed, but gained in intensity. Fucking hell, those swollen testicles were about to fucking burst!! Leonardo knew they wouldn’t, but his body—his instincts!—they screamed for him to RUN AWAY!! RUN AWAY, YOU BASTARD! “Three.” The goddess moved her hands to the very base of the monster’s pecker. Her muscular fingers, each like a miniscule biceps, were laden with veins like a whole bodybuilder’s torso. “Two.” 

	

	She squeezed the cock. The pressure was earthshattering. “One.”

	



	
Chapter 3

	

	

	As he slowly woke up, Leonardo felt an uncanny warmth in his breast, his arms, his entire body—the heat slowly spreading out from his nipples to the rest of his towering physique, filling him with wonderful sensations, making him realize he was the happiest, luckiest man alive. «Wai…» His head, his thoughts, only slowly did they get back together in one piece. «Wait… where am… I?»

	

	He opened his eyes. Nothing, nothing. Just darkness. The powerful stud felt that warmth spreading suddenly all over his face, and then his sight came back much more quickly, with the darkness being lifted like a veil being pulled off his face, only to reveal a different, much more real and tactile kind of darkness. «The room.» His memories came back, if only slowly, at a piecemeal pace. «This… dark room.» It didn’t help him, for sure, to recover his sight in a place that was already very dark to begin with. «The… strong room… the titanium room.» In a burst of energy, his body sprouted back into live, and the gigantic man hopped on the ground, making the entire place quake, while shaking his head, gasping, and asking “where the fuck am I?”

	

	The warmth enveloped his breasts, and the powerful, thunderous bison felt a wonderful squeeze around his thick neck. “So hurried, are we?” A voice… a female voice… god, what a voice! The most beautiful, angelic voice in the world welcome him, with the bull only slowly turning his gaze to see the goddess that voice belonged to. “It’s okay, my bull, it’s okay.” The woman giggled. “It was quite an explosion, wasn’t it?”

	

	He saw it. The woman. The beast! “Imelda!!” Like a lightning bolt, the bull fled. *Boom!* His body almost disappeared into the darkness as he jumped and ended up twenty, thirty feet away from where he was. *BOOOOM!!!* Once he landed into his new, safer spot, damn!, the place roared with the earthquake he made—his size, his weight, his everything being enough to literally crater the Earth.

	

	The woman slowly stood up, shaking her head in disappointment. “Oh, wow. Am I really so repellent for such a beautiful male like you?” Imelda raised her head and looked at him, and her face beamed like the fucking sun. “In other circumstances, you know…” She cracked her knuckles. “I would be really, really offended by that!”

	

	The gigantic superman gulped, his body beginning to shiver—and the shivering itself bringing back many of his lost senses. “I… I’m…” He closed his eyes and gulped, taking the moment to pray very quickly to all the gods who’d care to listen. “I’m sorry, Lady Imelda. I… I…”

	

	Laughter. Her laughter. As lady Imelda chuckled, the giant man felt a little more comfortable with himself—or, at least, a little safer. “Honey, don’t you worry. I know all of this is a little too much to take.” The way she behaved, the way she smiled at him… god! It was like she was a little girl again! “So, my stud, how do you feel? Do you remember anything that happened?”

	

	Leonardo froze in place, his shivering even taking a pause as he concentrated on the past. «Yeah,» he pondered, «what the fuck has happened?» It was something big. It was something great. So big and great, in fact, that his heart began to beat faster, audibly, and his veins to swell again over his daunting musculature. Whatever it was that his memory failed to remember, his body already picked up on it, and his organism subconsciously reacted to it even as his mind was still struggling to grasp it.

	

	The woman made a little dance, catching his attention with her sensual movements, and with a big smile she offered him hint: “maybe this, darling, will help clear out the fog.”

	

	To be honest, yeah, it definitely did, but it also almost didn’t. What the woman did next almost knocked out the stallion again and sent him back into a coma, and for a second or two everything was blackness, everything was confusion and dizziness all over again, for the power of the visual, the sheer magnitude of the woman’s action, it was all just… all just too… fucking hell!! How do you even describe something like that??

	

	“God!! G-God!!” The man’s throat swelled like a frog’s, and he literally looked like he was about to burst into spontaneous flames as his skin reddened and his muscles began to quiver so fast that steam began to ooze out of his pores. In front of him, casting a massive shadow from the very few spots of light in the room, the woman unrolled forty-eight inches of massive goddess’s tongue out of her mouth. «F-four feet!! Four fucking feet!!!» The stallion shivered and quaked in his place, his body being undone by the realization of the size of that fucking tongue. «This woman’s tongue is over half her fucking height!!!» Indeed it was, and thick like a fucking leg, too!

	

	Turning her gaze down to him, the woman asked: “so? Does this bring back any memories?”

	

	Like a flash, the stallion saw… everything. “My god!!” He covered his mouth. Too many memories rushing back in too little time could prove to be a very dangerous thing, indeed, even for a massive superhuman like him. “Oh, my… m-my fucking…!!!” His body quivered harder. His muscles, seductively enough, began to harden and grow! “Oh, my fucking god!!!” Looking behind the massive woman, the man saw it all: the semen, the stud, the massive crater that was left after the momentous explosion of this teen’s last load of cum… all of it came back to his memory like a fucking locomotive crashing against wall, and it hurt him so much he literally saw the veil of darkness being slowly put back over his eyes once more.

	

	Snaps brought him back to lucidity. Finger snaps. The woman’s snaps. “Focus, focus, darling, focus.” Even though that woman had her entire tongue rolled out of her mouth, and even though said tongue was so fucking thick that it stretched her jaw out to inhumane, beastly proportions, the woman somehow spoke with absolutely perfect diction—her voice sounding even more angelic in that state than when she was hiding that freaking snake, honestly. “I see they’re getting back to you, the memories, alright, but do you remember the most important thing?” Casually, as if that wasn’t anything special at all, the woman sucked her tongue back and shook the many cups of saliva from her face. “Yum, yum. Mm,” she cleaned her chin and her lips with her fist, her saliva having formed a massive river over her torso and a wide puddle around her feet, “so…” she licked and sucked the saliva off her fingers, one by one, causing a loud, erotic *pop!* to echo endlessly throughout the room after every goddamned suction, “you ‘member, my love, what I did to this stallion’s cock?” The tip of her tongue swirled back from mouth and danced in the air—a “tip,” mind you, that was longer than many men’s penises. The woman moved her right arm back and pointed at the unconscious, beaten-beyond-submission stallion behind her. The young, blond beauty was no less an Alpha Male than Leonardo was, yet he was absolutely wrecked!

	

	“I… mm… I think I remember.”

	

	Leonardo closed his eyes and saw it all again, like a movie—though the scene jumped from second to second, almost as if his mind left the movie intentionally incomplete so that the images didn’t scar him for life: in one shot, the woman had that tongue—that terrifying, freak-of-nature tongue!—completely wrapped around the gargantuan cock of the stallion; in another shot, the woman was squeezing and crushing every fucking inch of the monster’s genitals, all while looking at Leonardo and making sure he didn’t miss a single second of it; then, the woman began to count down, and what happened next, right after she reached the end of her countdown… it was… it was fucking…!!

	

	It was so much for even the stud to remember.

	

	“I think… I… mm…” He looked down, to his own crotch, and on the ground, laying between his legs, he saw his own monster cock throbbing and quivering, slow and mighty, every movement of that beast enough to make the ground shake a little. “I think I remember.”

	

	He shut his eyes again. Yes. Yes, yes, there it was: the cum, the orgasm, the fucking explosion! The woman releasing not only her tongue, but her knees and her hands from the stud’s genitals and letting it explode with earth-cracking might! The image, or rather, the action was so quick even his superhuman sight almost failed to capture it. It was a literal “blink and you miss it” moment, though even if one didn’t miss it, well, the image itself would still be so terrifying that the person’s mind would probably just scrub the memory from existence. “Jesus… Jesus fucking C-” Even he, Leonardo, the strongest of the strongest, found it difficult to process and come to terms with. “You’re a fucking monster, Imelda!”

	

	His woman giggled, finding nothing else but amusement in her lover’s existential terror. “I told you I’m a little bit intense. Maybe you’re not prepared for the things I’m gonna do to you, in which case,” she sighed, very playfully, “oh well! Maybe I should look for solace in the arms of our great Queen!” Leonardo raised his eyes to her beaming face, and Imelda lowered her eyes to his. Their gazes met, and their breaths were synchronized. “Tell me you remember.” Leonardo seemed confused—or just wanted to avoid the truth. “Leo,” she pointed again to the battered stallion, “tell me you remember everything I did to this poor, poor boy.”

	

	“I do. Parts of it.” Leonardo was quick, knowing that hesitating or, worse yet, lying would only worsen his fate. Every time he blinked, now, he saw glimpses of the terrible action Imelda performed on that inexperient stud. Yes, the young man had fucked his way through five hundred of the world’s most beautiful women, and he surely, undeniably led each and everyone of them to massive, gushing orgasms with his womb-shattering, uterus-battering tool, no doubt, no doubt. However… «five hundred women! Pff! Even I, who consumed over ten thousand ladies, am scared shitless of this beast of a woman I have in front of me.» Fire burned in his loins, both the flames of fear and anger, even envy. «Shit. Now that I think of it, this young man had a sexual experience incomparable to any I myself had at his age.» He looked at the carcass of the muscled boy laying on the ground, his breathing almost imperceptible, his ruin making he look as dead as possible. «Damn it. Damn it, damn it! Have I been so surpassed already?»

	

	Imelda broke his thoughts by laying a single foot ahead, and stepping on the ground hard enough to make its titanium sink. “Tell me you remember.”

	

	Leonardo gulped, not knowing what the hell more to say. “I mean… yes, I do, my queen. Haven’t you heard me?”

	

	Imelda laid another step. She was thirty feet away from the monster, but already towering him with her aura—or really just her physique, honestly; she was so unbelievably massive! “Tell me. What did I do?” Again, she pointed to the young, defeated male. “What did I just do to this male, and what am I going to do to you?”

	

	Leonardo gulped. “My lady…”

	

	Imelda began to walk towards him. Slowly. Calmly. All peaceful and royal, like only the greatest creatures in all the universe can ever behave. Her walking caused a rumble throughout the place. Yes! She was deforming reality and space itself… by just strolling through the room! “My man, my man… I didn’t do all that shit so that you forgot it. Oh, fuck no! I want my perversion to be admired, worshipped, and praised!”

	

	“Mm, mmph.” Like a child, Leonardo avoided looking at her. “You are… an arrogant one.”

	

	The woman walked with greater sensuality and haughtiness. “Hell yeah, I am. I have all the reasons to be arrogant. But seriously, my love, did you miss it? Did you miss out on the massacre I just did to this male?”

	

	“I told you…”

	

	“Fuck that. I want you to tell me, and tell me all!” She stopped, and her grim… oh, brother! Her grim was an ultimate nightmare! Leonardo, as massive as he was, felt like a little lamb next to a lion, ready to be devoured whole. «Fuck. F-fuck, fuck, fuck!» Imelda wasn’t joking. Whatever levity she once allowed him, it was now gone. “Leo, look at me.” She let only a few seconds pass before… “LOOK! AT! ME!!”

	

	It was as if the Universe itself had commanded him, and the powerful man had no alternative but to… “I’m looking. S-sorry, my lady.”

	

	She shut him up with a raising of her hand. “Tell me what I just did to this stallion. Tell me… or I’ll be very, very cruel to you. Unfortunately.”

	

	Leonardo gulped. Anything that could gain him some time would be… oh! Much appreciated! «Fuck! Hell!» He blinked and often closed his eyes for long stretched of time, and every time he did it, damn it!, he saw it… the terror! The terrifying sight of what the woman had done to that stallion man. “I’m afraid, my lady.” His gigantic penis throbbed, the beast looking almost alive on the titanium ground. “I’m very s-”

	

	“I know. I don’t care.” Threateningly, the woman raised her right arm to him, with her middle finger and thumb joined together, threatening to snap. Leonardo reflexively shivered upon seeing this simple gesture, and the woman sensed that he knew very well, yes, everything that was going to happen. “Do you want me to snap my fingers?”

	

	Vigorously, the giant stud shook his head. “No!!” His voice was desperate. His though, deeper than even its usual abysmal depths, ringed with pity and panic, quite the opposite reaction one would expect from such a towering, commanding voice. “Please, my lady, no! No! Not again.”

	

	Imelda gave him a half-smile. “Do you want me to seize control of your body again, and then to unto it perversions that even the Bible of Hell would shy away from describing?”

	

	The giant man didn’t question anything the woman said, not even for an instant. “No!!” He was a being of pure panic and instinct. “No, my lady, no! That feeling… that sensation was just too overwhelming…”

	

	The man grunted. Imelda raised an eyebrow. *Boom!!* A powerful force burst from the beast’s loins, almost as if he had a womb in there, and the womb was fully fecundated. Imelda lowered her arm and walk a bit to his side, trying to get a better view of his distant body. “This sound… hah! It’s almost like the sound my own womb makes when… oooh!” She touched her own crotch and felt in it the overwhelming power of a goddess’s uterus. “Oh, goodie! It’s the same sound as when my womb is, like, extra fertile! When my eggs are begging for some sweet, sweet fecundation!” The woman had a very thin, faint trail of white ooze coming from under her robes and between her legs. Compared to the filthy ocean of steamy cum that the god had ejaculated, it was forgiven for any one to not notice that pitiful trail. “Tell me, stallion: you haven’t pissed since I commanded you to shut your bladders, have you?”

	

	Leonardo was suddenly filled with a terrible rush of very physical, very biological and physiological pains, like his guts and stomach were on fire… no! His stomach and guts were fire themselves! “N-no… no, I have n-”

	

	The woman raised her arm and made a very friendly, forgiving gesture—almost like a commander giving permission to her subordinates. “Take a piss. Come. I wait for you.” The woman didn’t need to say a single word more for the giant man to just stand up, almost hopping high into the air, move his titanic back to her and walk away, a little bit in shame, a little bit in panic, frantically looking for a good place to take a leak.

	

	His hurry was not just due the fact that he hadn’t pissed in a long time or anything—in fact, unless he had slept for fat too long, he’d been only, like, three hours since his last piss. «It’s the fear! The fear!!» His mind burned. His instincts were on fire! The way he moved didn’t match the sheer absolute volume of his body: he was a mighty giant, a human horse, yet in his haste he moved like a pathetic little child who’s just learned to walk. The woman found it quite amusing—of course, like everything her lovers did—and she disguised her chuckles with her hand on her mouth as the stud became more and more confused as he searched the place. The thing was: there was nothing there! Nothing! «No corner, no wall, no… nothing!!» There were only the craters the lovers made a while ago, but these were all filled with semen—a semen so thick and powerful it was marking the entire place with its stench, to the point of rivalling Leonardo’s presence. “Fuck… fuck!!” His felt his bladder boiling. “I’m gonna…!!”

	

	Indeed, he did. He just stopped in place, looked up with his face all contorted in pain, and just… let it go! “Rooooaar!!!” The agony was immediately replaced by relief as the scalding piss left his gigantic, throbbing penis, and the stallion was forced to grab the upper half of the behemoth with both hands so as to no longer wash his own feet with the fountain-like ejection that was his pissing.

	

	“Oh, my!” Imelda raised her eyebrows. In her womb, she felt a pang. “Oh… oh! Oh, my!!” Her jaw hanged lower as the monster hosed piss into the air. Unlike most men’s ejaculations (at least on her hands), his pissing was not a laser-focused canon of power, but a literal spray with the volume of a lake erupting so messy and powerful from his prick.

	The beast roared. Every muscle in him boomed, and the ground quivered and shook as his entire physique rumbled, his towering eight feet and six inches of height becoming truly something to behold. Imelda was thoroughly impressed: “it’s been a long time since I’d seen such a prime pisser.” Biting her lips, she walked slowly towards the stallion, making sure to not startle him with any of her powerful movements. “You piss is… wow! Fuck, the fumes are spreading so fast everywhere!”

	

	Indeed, the monster pissed like a volcanic eruption. Every grunt and every roar was followed by several bathtubs worth of the yellowest, darkest urine ever pissed by a mammal. The smell was infectious, but far from being displeasing. It was actually quite an addicting scent, which could have easily being mistaken by perfume. “Oh, fuck. Such manhood. Such power.” Imelda felt the desire of being bathed by that piss, marked like a fucking animal by her superior stallion, but she somewhat resisted this temptation so as not to scare away her (still inexperienced) partner. «In time, in time.» She bit her lips, even her fingers, circling the stallion while watching him go!

	

	I mean… fuck! There was so much urine! The beast himself knew his piss was supernaturally bulky, the massive load just coming out of his cock unendingly, the volume of it enough to fill up entire lakes, and its heat too could rival the surface of the freaking sun! Immediately, Imelda felt in her body the waves of heat coming from that world-class stallion piss, and she soon realized the dude pissed not like a horse, not like a ranch of horses and bulls, but like all potent animals on Earth; his urine heavy and bulky, a never-ending stream of yellow magma which splashed as heavily on the ground as any sack of cement.

	

	The bull was startled once Imelda got to an arm’s length of him. He almost turned his cannon to her, hosing her with his urine. “L-lady Im-!”

	

	“Shh.” She made a peace gesture, making no effort to evade his cannon of piss. “Keep urinating. I find it immensely arousing.”

	

	The monster closed his eyes, twitched his whole face, and grunted long and hard as particularly stronger load of piss erupted from his cannon—his one single, unending load intensifying, gaining strength and length and girth, as his urine turned almost solid with thanks to its superb quality and unrivalled thickness. “You find… ooorh!!” The monster stud was finding it hard to control even the power of his muscles, which were rumbling like a bomb about to go off. “Anything… you!... ooh!!” Sweat beads began to form on the super stallion’s head. “You find anything arousing, don’t you, you obscene woman?”

	

	Imelda tilted her head, walking in circles around the man, starting from his back: “hardly. I only find arousing things arousing. This cock of yours, for instance… what other man could have a cock capable of hosing so much urine in such little time.” She looked to the countless arcs of the man’s piss. From his steamy, bloated urethra came not one, not two, not three nor four nor five, not six or even seven threads of urine, but literally eight threads (and often more) of super-thick urine, each thread as thick as many fingers. Often, the threads just joined into a gigantic cape of piss, splashing on the ground not like rain or even a tropical storm, but something much, much stronger than that! “Fuck me, stallion, you piss like a fucking beast! Look at this, look!” Imelda laid had left hand on the man’s gigantic back, almost like a father encouraging his son to his first baseball. “Holy fuck, that’s some serious power you’ve got in your cock, heh?” Literally, seriously, the woman just slapped the man’s massive buttocks and laughed! It was like she knew him forever, and treated him like an obscene big sister in an incestuous relationship. “Fuck me, your bladder must be the size of a fucking stadium!” She looked at him with complete, absolute proud, and the combination of her words, her looks, and her touch, oh!, it all made the stallion nearly lose control of his cannon.

	

	“Lady Imelda, I…!!” He roared, for his prick burned hotter. “Rooooaaar!!” Losing control of that most essential muscle, Leonardo had to squeeze and force down the upper half of his cannon while his cock began to grow and harden into the most intimidating man-pillar ever! Imelda stepped back, admiring the swell of both the man’s cock and his mighty arms, impressed by seeing his biceps alone bulging bigger then most women’s torsos.

	

	“Fuck, ain’t ya a good stallion!” She sucked her lower lip and squeezed her massive breasts. “God, will I enjoying fucking ya to the fucking death!”

	

	The stallion felt his penis harder, harder, harder!, his veins more massive, his muscles more swollen, his bladder more hyperactive. Amazingly, his blast of piss reached as high as eleven, even twelve feet—and he wasn’t even aiming his prick up, but instead angling it at forty-five degrees. “God…!!” His arms swelled. Every triceps, biceps, deltoid, and brachy of those gargantuan limbs throbbed and boomed with unbridled, inhuman power. Imelda began to make her way back to his body, teasing the god-beast with her sensuous movements and erotica expressions.

	

	“Let me in.”

	

	“What?!”

	

	Well, even Imelda had to admit she was terrible with words when she was supremely aroused. “Sorry, love. I mean, let me take your cock for you.”

	

	“Lady Imelda, please, no, I…!!”

	

	She shooshed him into sweet, calm silence, putting one finger on his lips, getting amazed by their difference in height. Her arms rubbed against the stallion’s triceps, and he felt, deep within his masculine core, a primal fear for what he felt: power! A texture unlike any other muscle he’d ever touched! «This woman… this… inhuman beast…!!» His penis, as well as his pissing, started to lose control. «I’m made of pure muscles and testosterone, but she… she’s something else!» Despite his immense size and much larger frame, he knew there was no competition between him and her. «It’s like a mouse next to a fucking lion… but I’m the fucking mouse!» More accurately, he felt like a stallion next to a donkey—yet the donkey was ripped-as-fuck and could somehow wipe the floor out with his fucking skull. «What is this woman?!» His mind burned, and his muscles shivered and shrunk in fear of that woman’s touch.

	

	Imelda moved her arm away, making sure to control her power. “Sorry, love. I guess that letting you feel my triceps is a little too much.” She moved back a little, dancing like a beautiful ballerina. It was an uncanny sight: a woman so massive moving so gracefully. By all laws of physics, her movements should have been impossible. «But anyway, a woman of her size and power…!» Leonardo gulped, «she too should have been impossible!»

	

	Laying her hands on the studs gigantic forearms, the giantess helped him to cool off and calm down his penis. “Easy, easy. Easy, horsey, easy.” Like a damsel fondling a horse’s beautiful MANE, she slid fondled his muscular, throbbing arms. “You see? Nothing bad’s happening. Mommy knows how to control her power far too well. Now, come… gimme your cock.”

	

	Leonardo thought to scream: «wait! No! Stop!» But he contained himself almost immediately, elated by the magical powers that woman had in spades. Just as she said her very last words, with movements even the stallion’s superhuman eyes couldn’t detect, Imelda pushed his arms from his torso and, with a single hand, kept his dick in place. “Wow!!” The stallion shivered, still unsure about what had just happened.

	

	“See? Told ya.” His woman gave him the cockiest of smiles. “I’m really good with my powers. Now piss, piss, my horse. I want to feel, oh, the power of your urine inside this massive cum-cannon of yours!” While Leonardo was still getting over his massive admiration for that woman, Imelda, like the good succubus she was, consumed his dick with her eyes, keeping the massive breeding in place with nothing but her five fingers on its upper half. The man’s breeding rod was titanic; nothing short of “gigantic” or “endless” could describe the size of his half-erect penis, which was still a long way to full-hardness. “Jesus beloved, would you look at that!” The woman licked her lips, drooling over that throbbing, gargantuan womb-conquering machine of female pleasure! “It’s a fucking beast!”

	

	His cock was “only” thirty inches at that stage, but still it was a pretty mighty, imposing penis. Imelda kept her five fingers on its body, feeling it throb and rumble, licking her lips as she sensed the urine blasting through the stud’s engorged urethra—the pissing so mighty and daunting it made a constant rumble, like the roar of a giant, or all the beasts in the world’s jungle grunting in unison. “Imel-”

	

	“Shoosh. I want to admire your manhood.” Imelda kept her eyes so firm and fixed on his cock. Leonardo admired her sheer obsession. «I never see a woman love a cock more than this one does.» Her attention was nearly obsessive, like a scientist before the object of her life-long studies. In a way, Leonardo felt loved like never before; under the touch of that woman, he knew no one would kill for him and die for him as hard as that obsessive nymph was right now, every cell of her brain lighting up and beaming with energy by just watching his penis piss. “God, god!” She cooed, her voice really feminine and child-like. “Oh, god, look at this breeder! The power…” She ran her fingers over his mighty veins. “The throbbing of this monster, what power! Power! Oh, god!” Coming from under the woman, Leonardo heard a liquid slosh, then several squishes, the powerful splashes. His naked feet were watered by her lubes, and his penis grew harder as a result—that liquid being the thickest and hottest he ever felt; far thicker 

	than his own piss, though a bit thinner than his actual cum.

	

	“Oh, heavens…!!” At that stage of arousal, the mega-stallion should have expected his cock to sprout upwards and slap him against his own torso, but Imelda… oh! The wonder woman kept her fingers very firmly on his penis, preventing the massive cannon to move even a single inch upwards—and, in fact, creating an opposite force.

	

	“Stand still, my gorgeous horse. You’re not getting hard yet.” She said, matter-of-factly, as if his cock belonged to her—it had always belonged to her!—and the woman was merely lending it to him.

	

	You see, as the horse became harder, his body was pulled stronger against the ground. With his cock standing still, blocked by the woman’s fingers, the force of his muscles was sent downwards, from his back through his buttocks and into his titanic legs, forcing his massive, heavy feet against the ground, and literally caving the floor under his wait. “Oh… oh, god!!” The monster felt his heart throbbing into his neck, the beating so hard that it created a faint, short shockwave over his immense pectorals. While Imelda kept her focus on the stallion’s penis—everything else being so blasé and common-place it was beneath her consideration—the stallion looked down and saw his feet sinking deeper and deeper into the ground. “Imelda… ooh!!” He felt his hardness increasing, and the woman cooed and moaned upon feeling it too on the tip of her fingers.

	

	“Yes, my stallion, harder. Harder and harder, like the beautiful boy that you are. Mother wants to see the full power of you breeding machine before she can fecundate her own womb with your junk.” She gasped and twirled her hips, much like a cat in heat next to her desired male. “We are going to make so many babies together.”

	

	“Please, my lady, stop!” The bull’s pissing became even more uncontrollable: his jets began to flow in really messy bursts, to the point that the bull was almost pissing on himself, sprinkling his own torso with his endless flow of urine. The woman puckered her lips, then sucked and bit them, seeing the volcanic explosion of that man’s bladder like the ultimate testament of his masculinity and virility.

	

	“The amount of nutrients that must be necessary to feed a baby such as yourself… oh, my horse! I can barely imagine it!”

	

	Leonardo knew she could, but that didn’t make her praise any less heartwarming. “I never… oh! My lady… I never pissed this much before!” In front of his eyes, indeed, an ocean of steamy yellow liquid was getting lost in the darkness. Despite his humongous volume, the piss at no point seemed to rise on the floor, instead sprawling on the ground into the horizon, and then into infinity—his potent pissing still losing to the room’s sheer size. «How fucking big is this place?!» Feeling the tip of Imelda’s nails piercing his strongest, hardest-throbbing veins, the bull was prevented from ever thinking too hard or too long about anything.

	

	Imelda melted, her tone as loving as a cock-crazed servant who worshiped the very ground that giant stepped on—or, in this case, pissed on. “That’s because your body is in heat, brought nearer to its fullest breeding potential by my presence, stallion.” Surprising the giant once more, Imelda grabbed him by the wrist with her other hand, then…

	

	“Imelda, no! Please, my lady, n-!” With another shoosh and a naughty look, the woman placed his enormous hand over her crotch, and from there everything else seemed to lose meaning and materiality—the very room growing darker and bigger, with the walls moving apart, the floor sinking into nothingness, and the couple left floating alone in the vacuum, with no other sensorial experience but the warm flow of the man’s urine inside his penis and, greatest of all… the rumbling… the pulsating… the growing and inflating boom from that woman’s crotch, beaming with such aura that the giant’s organs were literally shaken after every pulsation. It was like she had some extraterrestrial, near-supernatural machine lodged right over her cunt; a machine of such weight and power that entire stellar civilizations would use it to power entire planets, if not whole solar systems, heck, even galaxies! “Is t-that…?” The monster gulped. “Your womb?”

	

	The mightiest of all women nodded, and then the giant was left to feel… the unbridled, brimming power… of that woman’s femininity! “I’m not very fertile tonight. I’m actually a few days away from heat.” She bit her lips, speaking almost as if their minds and souls were connected. “However, my stallion, I’m always fertile in some capacity. Unlike regular women, my womb never actually ‘shuts down.’ I can get pregnant in any day, anytime, and will probably be like that until my very death. My body goes a little beyond the regular human physiology, you see; if I live up to 150 years, which is what I think will happen, I’ll still be as fertile as ever, and my appearance will never go past the look of a really hot, really mature thirty-year old something.” She bit her lips and felt the heat, her ovaries throbbing with the might of a woman who knew very well she was the most perfect female in all of existence—or, well, almost the most perfect. “The only impediment for my breeding, you see… if the quality of the seed.”

	

	The monster gulped. That was not a mere a hookup, he realized. «It is a test!» A test not only of his power, but of something much, much more essential: the quality of his semen!

	

	Reality slowly came back into the place as the woman moved Leonardo’s hand away from her crotch. Even though the bull no longer touched her, he could still feel her womb throbbing on his palm. «It’s… it’s like…» He looked at his palm. Shit was fucking burning! «It’s like I’ve got her signature… her biological… er… I don’t know… it’s like I’m carrying her soul right in my palm!»

	

	The woman turned her gaze to him without moving her head. “You’re always going to feel my womb now, stallion, whenever I’m anywhere close to you. It’s only natural: if you’re a man worthy of my eggs, you can probably feel the throbbing of my ovaries on your palms right now.”

	

	Leonardo’s gigantic heart jolted, for the sensation never went away or even diminished. “I… I!...” He almost felt like crying, the poor bull! “I feel it, Imelda!”

	

	The mighty lady smiled, nodding calmly, like a regent. “I knew you would. The sight of your testicles made me almost lose my shit. They’re impressively well-developed, and full like no testicle I’d eaten in weeks! You’ll make for one of my hottest conquest, studs, and your seed you’ll hopefully help me beat Our Majesty in our little game of baby-making.”

	

	The stud looked quizzically to his dominatrix. It was easy to forget, indeed, with all the calmness and casualness of her voice, but the mega-stallion was still pissing, still urinating, his loads of urine blasting into the air like a never-ending ocean of yellow nectar nested in his bladder. “Your… little game? Baby-making, you say?”

	

	The woman licked her lips and twirled her hips, getting aroused like hell by her own powers. “You don’t think my fertility is limited to ‘only’ having god-like sexual abilities, do ya? Oh, no, my horse… my beautiful, gorgeous stallion.” Laying her full palm on his cannon, the woman threatened to jerk him off, and both this thread and her touch sent his poor, damned mind into overdrive. “What is a woman if not a powerful breeding machine? What is a real woman… if not…” She squeezed his dick. “A godly instrument of life? My womb, stallion, can produce babies just like your testicles can make seed.” The monster roared, and Imelda’s arousal only burned hotter between her legs. “You’ll see it when the time comes: the endless row of children I’ll give birth with the power of your seed.”

	

	“Imelda!!! I… I…!!!” The bull was crying when Imelda looked at him and tilted her head, her face donning the most loving of expressions.

	

	“I love you too, my husband. Now… piss!” She slapped him near the liver, and the giant felt all of his organs simultaneous crushed to pieces and overcharged with power. “Faster, come! I’m too horny to wait for your bladder to empty on their own!” With more calculated slaps, the woman literally sent erotic shockwaves into the man’s bladder, pressurizing and energizing it to the point that his pissing, once at dozens of gallons per second, exploded into the hundreds, occasionally thousands of gallons of golden nectar every freaking second. “That’s more like it, stud. Fucking wow, huh! You piss like a fucking demigod! Now come, come. I want all your piss to be over… so your dick is nice and clean for your woman’s pussy!”

	

	The guy, who once thought he had already reached the limits of pleasure, raised his face and screamed to the heavens, the veins of his body popping like he was carrying a mountain over his shoulders: “IMELDA-AAAAAAAH!!!” Even with his ladies help, it still took the stallion eight more minutes for his piss to be completely dwindled. His bladder nectar kept coming strong for about five minutes, to the point that it surprised (even scared) Imelda herself, but after the sixth minute it went into a nosedive that cooled off even the environment around him, with his massive dick growing softer and leaving Imelda’s fingers cold in the air—his throbbing cannon leaning lower and lower, a massive pillar of meat forming a graceful arc while it ejected the last few gallons of his superhuman urine. “Roooaar!!!” The beat roared, steam coming out through his every pore. “Roooaarr!!!”

	

	His very last loads of piss were much stronger than the previous ones, almost threatening to reignite the entire blasting, but Imelda knew very well those were the swan songs of her man’s ejaculatory power. She chuckled, loving to see the depleted state of the male after the final bursts of piss came sloshing by his urethra. “Big bull. Good boy.” She petted his face, helping him control his breath and his exhaustion. “You’re hot.” She touched his skin. The beast was sizzling. “Calm down. Breathe in, my bull. Now, breathe out.” She fondled his cheeks while caressing the upper body of his cock, now mostly flaccid. “That’s it, my boy. Good boy! What a good boy you are.”

	

	He looked to her, his face divided between shame and admiration. “I’m not a dog, you know.”

	

	“You are not. You are a bull. My bull. And now mommy’s gonna breed with your powerful stallion cock, understand?”

	

	“Jesus, woman, you’re so…” He looked at her, scared, and his muscles roared, almost in preparation for the beating of a lifetime. “I mean… I’m sorry, I…”

	

	“Nah, I don’t mind it. Not now, at least.” She looked to her right, in front of the bison, and saw the endless ocean of steamy piss. If not for the daunting size of the room, it would have been impossible to see anything with the sheer amount of steam that kept coming from that piss. Imelda closed her eyes and took one deep, deep breath. *Boom!* Her body audibly rumbled upon smelling that stallion’s scent. “I wish you could mark your territory over me with your piss. Such a powerful, manly scent, my stallion! I know it might not be your kink, but damn!, how aroused I am for the prospect of being marked, seized, claimed by your unsurmountable manhood.”

	

	The stallion fondled the woman’s hair, his hands surprisingly dry and clear after all that piss-explosion. “You wish to be marked? You?” The woman didn’t answer, taking in that scent with great delight, and she didn’t need to. That was a woman who loved manhood in its fullest and, despite her superior power, loved giving in to submission whenever it made her lovers seem even more powerful, more massive, more muscular than what they already were. «Damn, her biceps!» He could see the sheer solidity of her arms under her robes. Their silluette was downright scary. «She is ripped. Like… pure ripped! Though smaller than me, this bitch packs more punch in one arm than probably my entire body.» He gulped, afraid that he might be still underestimating the full power of that uber female. «Just how strong really is this chick?»

	

	Imelda turned her eyes back to him. The giant seized up. He couldn’t tell whether that was pure coincidence or she actually could read his mind. “Come, bull. Time to breed.” Just like that, the woman turned her back to the ocean of piss, and mightily and royally she began to walk ahead of the male, going to a place probably cleaner and more hygienic than that valley of steamy urine.

	

	“Hey… mm…” Oh, the giant male! He was so sweet! He looked like a kid, a child, a baby who’d happened to have an 8.5-feet-tall behemoth of a body with over 2,000 pounds of muscles and a 24-inch penis coupled with two grapefruit-sized, bowling-ball-heavy testicles. A baby with an overdeveloped, ultra-masculine body, no more, and Imelda loved this sweet innocence wrapped around such an uber-virile armor.

	

	“What, me love? Would you like mommy to do something?” She waited. No answer. “Huh?” She waited no more. Still… “Oh, I get it. Would you like mommy to figure out your desires, I suppose? To read your mind? To see your, uh, intentions? Just by the way you move, you look, you behave?” She cracked her knuckles and walk back towards the superman. Freak! She was scary! «Even though there’s not an ounce of threat in her movements,» Leonardo stepped back, «she can kill me! I feel, at every second, she can just snap at me and destroy me!» That woman could rip a horse in half with nothing but her pinkies. The fact that he didn’t actually now any specifics about her power only made it more threatening. «How wide is the gap between us truly? Is it the difference between a cat and a lioness, or…» He gulped, «an insect and a god?!»

	

	The woman stopped at one foot away from his penis. “Damn, you’re good-looking.” She cooed. “Did you know you’re one of the most handsome fucking males in the whole planet? Damn, damn, I feel like a teenager again, just standing next to this hot body of yours.” She laid her palms over his canyon-like abdominals, feeling the power, the hardness, the sturdiness of those insane belly muscles. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck. Hot! You’re so fucking hot!” Taking her hands away, she looked up to him. “Lay down.”

	

	That was it. «Wait, already?» The giant was so confused! «Here? Now?» The piss was steaming behind him. To be honest, it was quite arousing to fuck (or be fucked) next to the ocean of hot urine that his bladders had so freshly produced. «M-maybe mommy will fuck me in the bladder! Maybe she will destroy me while we bathe in my own piss… fuck her, hell!, she’s so fucking filthy!» Quickly, without thinking, the monster put himself on all fours, and some deep-seated instinct of submission actually made him perk up his ass and twerk it for his mommy before actually getting a grip of himself and laying on a more, uh, “masculine” pose.

	

	The woman once again surprised him, however, by completely ignoring all his mating calls. “Come. Let’s find a more suitable place to fuck.” While he was still laying his head on the ground, the woman grabbed by one leg and then… she pulled him!

	

	“Oh, fuck!!” The monster couldn’t process the power and the strength, as well as the speed with which he was dragged on the floor. I mean… fucking hell! A woman so much smaller than him should never be able to pack such a punch. “What… where are we…?!” He immediately let go of his fears and relaxed, feeling just how gentle was her touch compared to the sheer force she was applying.

	

	“You wanna be carried like a cavewoman to our mating ground. I know it. I felt it in your breast, your body.”

	

	How did she…?! “I mean… wow. You’re amazing.”

	

	She looked back to him, over her shoulders, and giggled. “I know.” For many yards, past the depleted body of the blond god, she carried him to deeper and deeper parts of that titanium cave, walking both calm and quickly while the ground faintly, very subtly caved under her every step. «I can feel the little craters of her steps under my butt.» The man’s monstrous glutes slid down into every sensible caving on the ground along her path. «Jesus Christ, how… heavy! Her legs, her… thighs!... how fucking monstrous can she really be?» He was about to find out, sure, but the mystery kept his massive, soft dick throbbing. He was even shocked to see his penis still so soft; in any other situation, with that level of arousal, fuck!, his cock should have been mighty hard again. «I am… I am going to flunk this?»

	

	The woman looked back at him, sensing the struggles of his genitalia. “Worry not, my bull. You will perform amazingly.” She heard him gulping, and only giggled in response. “No, I cannot literally read minds, if you’re wondering, but again, it’s all in the body: my nerve cells are primed for sexual sensibility. I can ‘read’ your feelings through every movement of your body, a task made all the easier after hundreds and hundreds of thousands of males.”

	

	The monster felt a tremendous wave of heat, then a sudden and unpleasant cooling, almost like a wife who’s just discovered she was being cheated by her husband all along. “Are you, uh… did you have too many partners in your life?” The woman simply laughed him off, as if the question was beyond ridiculous. “I mean… how old are you again, my… my wife?”

	

	She perked up, her massive body trembling so mightily, upon hearing the word ‘wife.’ “I see you’re getting confident in our marriage. Good. I don’t want husbands who are too afraid of me. A little bit of defference is always good, but so is confidence.” She bit her lips and wiggled her gigantic butt. “I’m twenty-two, stallion.”

	

	Twenty. Two. Twenty-two. «My god! Twenty-fucking-two?!» A twenty-two-year-old. I repeat: a… twenty-two… year-old… «who did all of this!!» “And how many… partners… did you…?”

	

	“Two hundred and thirty-eight thousand, five hundred and sixty-six.” She said quickly, nonchalantly, barely changing tone or movement. “You’re number two hundred and thirty-eight thousand, five hundred and sixty-seven.” She pointed to the carcass of the stallion behind the man, now completely out of sight. “He was number two hundred and thirty-eight thousand, five hundred and sixty-six. I only count the males, mind you, whose seeds I have collected into my womb. Not all the fathers, of course, for the males who are capable of breeding with me are exceedingly rare, but indeed all those whose cum actually reached up to my vagina. If I count handjobs or blowjobs or, hell, just the men who came shitless in front of their wives just by getting a glimpse of me, damn, this count would blow up to the millions.”

	

	Leonardo gulped. “Did you… breed… with that boy?”

	

	The woman turned her head, smiling as she looked at him with half her gaze. “Oooh, the good ‘ol male competitiveness. You feeling protective of your wife’s womb, even when your wife can whoop your ass like it’s nothing?”

	

	The beast blushed, then chuckled. “It’s only natural.”

	

	She chuckled again, and both massive lovers shared a good, hearty laugh. “Yes, my stallion, I bred with his seed. And, to your despair and dismay, I must announce that I am pregnant with his offspring.” The news hit the stallion like a fucking cannonball to the chest, all while the woman merely touched her belly with her right, free hand and fondled it, feeling her eggs well-fecundated by a stallion’s super semen. “I can feel the eggs attatching themselves to my walls already. In six months-time, my babies from him will be free.” She looked again to the male, seeing his shocked face staring blankly to the ceiling. “I told you: he’s a great fucking male. In three years-time, he’d be better than you.” She saw darkness take over his face, with his penis becoming softer, even shorter. “Oh, don’t be sad. You all can’t be number one, you know.”

	

	“Still…” He gulped. A lonely tear fell from his eye. “How do you… know…?”

	

	“Baby, must I really repeat myself?” She slapped her belly, making a terrifying, surprisingly loud bang echo in the room. “Super powers and shit! My control over my own biology is nothing short of godly. I’m sorry, stud, but you must really stop comparing even yourself to me. The gap between us is just like the gap between continents: you are an amazing male, but I still…”

	

	“I know. Mmph! I know.” He turned his face away, feeling his cheeks being dragged on the smooth, solid ground. “Does that mean that your womb is now colon-?”

	

	The woman loudly sighed, sounding like a horse smacking his lips and throwing some attitude to the handler, “oh, Christ, you do not learn, do you?” She looked back again. “Baby, you’re not dealing with some random-ass womb from some run-of-the-mill supermodel who’s desperate to get her eggs splashed before she turns thirty! When will it get into your head that my womb, like, if a fucking machine of the gods? Jesus, you beautiful fool! I can have as many kids as I want from as many different males as I covet. Right now, my ovaries are pumping new fresh loads of eggs into my system, as they do it all the time. As a matter of fact,” as she kept walking, she spread out her legs and squeezed something out of her legs, making a loud, fat splash on the ground—a liquid which soon the male felt on his back. “There! I need to squirt these excess loads every fucking hour, at most, so I don’t get an infection of something.” As the male felt the hot… no, the scorching, viscous liquid on his back and his sides, his woman gloated more cockily: “I can literally have kids from ten different men at any given pregnancy—well, at least according to my latest record. I’m already carrying the eggs of four different studs in my belly, and this week… oh, this week!” She loudly licked her lips, “this gonna be a very intense week—an early breeding season, if you may—lasting until my actual peak heat, where I’ll try to consume as much semen as possible, fecundating myself with even more males than before. You’ll be number five, love, and I truly hope I can get up to thirteen—which was the Queen’s number, mmph, when she was…” She gulped,  “eighteen!”

	

	For a few seconds, only the sound of Leonardo’s massive body being dragged for yards and yards on end was heard in the room. They must have covered about five miles from the shore of his piss ocean at that point, yet it was clear they needed a much greater distance still. The masculine scent of Leonardo’s urine was as strong as if they were sniffing the piss directly, and the fumes were strong enough to still make the air look a little fuzzy and white. The monster human should feel proud of himself, for very few creatures could ever even dream of producing a piss even a millionth as potent as his. «I’m a god, yet… I feel so… nothing!» He gulped time and time again, feeling his voice crack and waiver as he addressed his princess: “o-our Queen… is she…?”

	

	Imelda smile. It was both resignation and honor, those feelings which shone through her curving lips: “you think I’m a freak? Tsc! Our Queen is the true monster here. Goddess amongst Gods. You know, if you read Superman comic books…”

	

	“Do you like comic books??”

	

	“Shoo!” She made the giant male squirm as she squeezed and threatened to twist his ankle. “I like lady things and I like boy things. I expect judgment from no one, alright?”

	

	“Sorry… my love. Not judging. Just think you’re awesome.”

	

	She purred. “Aww.” And sent him an air kiss. “You’re such a cutie. Anyway, our Queen is… well, she’s no different. Her only difference from me is that everything I do… tsc! She does it, like, ten times harder.” Her fist kept the strong, cruel grip on the man’s ankle, to the point that he began to grunt, then wonder if she was going to rip his foot off. “Ever since I became her pupil, lover, and most trusted confidant, I’ve been trying to beat that whore on her own game, but…” She bit her tongue, “just like you trying to beat me, the most I can do if fight for the honor of licking her pussy.” Her vulva tremble, then swelled. “I tell you… ooh! That woman is unlike any woman you’ve ever met. I look like a fucking pygmy next to her. In my heart I still harbor the desire of surpassing her, of becoming the greatest of all Great Goddesses of Sex, but also within this very heart I know, deep into my soul… tsc! That this is a foolish dream. A petty remembrance! A childish fantasy of an inferior mare who knows she can never inherit the top spot of the herd, to outflank and outrank the ruling mare whom for years…”

	

	“Imelda, Imelda, love!” The stallion kicked the air. “You’re kind hurting my…”

	

	“Oh, love, I’m sorry!” She dropped his foot as she covered her mouth in shock. Turning around to see her male, her body shook a bit as his foot hit the ground and sent an earthquaking shockwave throughout the arena. “Are you al-”

	

	“I’m fine, I’m fine. Oof!” The monster stood up a bit, supporting himself on his ankles, touching his gigantic, humongous breast so he could gauge his outrageous heartbeat. “Fuck. You scare me, you know?”

	

	The woman lustily licked her lips. “And you arouse me.” She leaned down to his foot, but the man withdrew his limbs, moving in a very conflicted manner. “Mm? What? Want to walk on your own now?”

	

	“No, I mean… err… It’s, like…”

	

	Imelda stood upright, looked at her man attentively, then drew a very beautiful, knowing smile. “Aah, I see. Okay, then.” She walked over to the man’s back, leaned down to his face, and then… “you really wanna do it like a caveman, right? Like this?” Her powerful fingers closed on his short (yet still voluminous, due to his sheer size) hair, pulling him by the head as she began to walk again.

	

	“Uurgh!!” The mighty male closed his eyes and adapted to the pain of having his hair pulled, but his face, despite twitching violently, was smiling like a clown all the way throught. “This mommy, this! Oh, god!” His penis started to throb with scary might. “Oh, god, mommy, yeah, yeah! You’re so strong, mommy, you make me hard!”

	

	The giantess giggled, jiggling her hips as she walked like a supermodel through the empty, sprawling coleseum. “You don’t know strength, my love. When I’m done with you…” She paused dramatically, and let the silence hang in the air for a few seconds until her male was grunting to hard in anticipation, “you will still not have known any strength, for the fucking I’ll be doing with you will be, I’m afraid, quite basic and primitive.” He didn’t know what the fuck was scarier: the content of her message or the seriousness of its delivery. “You’re strong… but not that strong. Mmph. Hardest I fucked a guy was, like… 59%.” She licked her lips again, feeling her pussy swell like a giant peach as she recalled the image of the only woman who’s ever tamed her: “if not for my Queen, I would have never know the limits of my true power.”

	

	The man just let himself be dragged endlessly by the superwoman, enjoying every goddamned moment of her might. “Is she, like… really this strong?”

	

	Imelda giggled. Once again, it was a question so ridiculous it barely deserved an answer. Barely. “As much as I hate to admit it, the cold, hard truth is…” She gulped, “I never really gave our Majesty any challenge… ever.” Her head hanged lower, her face clouded by doubt. “Thing is… I can’t even measure her power. Like… I got no basis for comparison. I am the second most powerful woman in this planet, and arguably its second most powerful creature period, and still I feel, every time I stand close to Our Highness, that the chasm between me and her is like the distance between the edges of the universe. Take you and me, my love, as an example: if you are Mercury, the smallest of our system’s planets, I’d be the sun.”

	

	Silence. She wanted, oh, how hard she wanted the man to ask her for the rest! “Well… and she?”

	

	Imelda smile. “If you are Mercury and I am the Sun… our majesty would be, like, the Universe itself. But even then, to be honest, I’m not sure of this comparison. I don’t think she ever spent over 1% of her energy fucking me, even while I was giving her my all—in fact, giving her more than my all. A hundred and one, a hundred and two percent, something like that. Fucking her with such intense power that, in not a few “incidents,” we kinda flattened a few mountain ranges and dug a few canyons onto the planet’s geography.”

	

	Leonardo’s heart jolted out of pace. “Wait! Is that what all that mystery in the Himalayas was all abo-??”

	

	The woman shooshed him while nodding very gently. “You tell this to anyone,” her tone was pure hell, “and you will become an eunuch. I mean it. We’re god-like beings, but that still doesn’t mean we actually want war with all other nations of this world.”

	

	The giant didn’t know if he believed that woman’s words any longer—not the fact that she could terraform a planet with her sexual might (oh, no, he never once doubted this), but the fact that she and the mystical Queen were actually, 100% human. “Well, you sure did a number on this country… this continent, really… for such peaceful intentions, huh?”

	

	She smiled. “You mean, Our Majesty’s conquest? Welp, she couldn’t help it. Despite being kind-hearted and good-nature, we still need recourses to properly feed out powerhouse bodies. Her Majesty’s conquest, you see, was not due to some political ambitions, moral failings, or just plain ole hubris, but really because we need an entire continent’s worth of manpower and naturel resourced to keep ourselves happy, if not just alive.” The man could hear she was flexing her muscles, for the rumbling produced by her monstrous physique was enough to sent shockwaves through his fibers and into his gargantuan dick, which throbbed again, full of life. “We. Are. Gods. And this continent is our temple!”

	

	The giant man admired her hair, a gigantic mane which swung, in its complicated, elaborate hairstyle, a only a little under her shoulders. «God, her hair! If she lets its loose…» He gulped, «when she lets it lose… I wonder if it’ll reach all the way down to her feet!» “Well, uh…” He gulped once more, “I think the country’s better off under your rule.”

	

	And the woman, too, repeated a gesture: she smiled to herself. “The whole world is, darling, but one step at a time.” She focused her gaze on the darkness ahead. “Once. Step. At a time!” And marched faster.

	

	Imelda dragged her man for two whole hours on the floor, to the point that the beast often tempted to ask her: “uh, babe? We there yet?”

	

	And she replied like a mother to her impatient child: “not quite so, honey. We’ll be there soon.” And thirty more minutes passed until that “soon” was anywhere close to arriving. The monster even snoozed and snored from time to time, awaken only in the rare moments his woman squeezed his ankle maybe just a little harder than she should have.

	

	“Ouch!”

	

	“Oops. Sorry.” The noble giantess had an air of pure calmness to her being, every muscle of her barely twitching as she moved with superhuman grace.

	

	“You’re not even sweating, are you?”

	

	She laughed. Again, too ridiculous a question. “Do you see any sweat in me body?”

	

	“No.” He chuckled. “No, I do not. You’re fucking amazing.”

	

	The woman kept carrying him on and on and on, revealing to him that the place stretched as wide as ten miles on all directions—and it just kept going! “It’s good, isn’t it, to have the weight of masculinity lifted from your shoulders?” She looked behind her shoulders to see her man surprised and shocked by the precision of her words. “What? I know how you feel. Even the mightiest of males can’t keep up like that forever. It’s tiresome, isn’t it? To be a big, strong man all the time, day in, day out?”

	

	The beast grunted, sighed, and grumbled. “Yes. It quite much is.”

	

	She looked back again at him, every new gaze carrying greater warmth and love. “And you’re tired quite all too often, aren’t you? Taking charge? Being a mighty big bull who sways hundreds and thousands of women every year?”

	

	The beast roared and growled. “I love women. I really do. I’m also not exactly attracted to men in, uh, a gay way or something. That young stud, you see… I admired his body, even got hard by seeing him go, seeing him cum like a pro, but still… I don’t covet his cock on my ass or something. Still… yeah, I don’t feel as masculine as I should be—or as, well, people think I should be.”

	

	Imelda purred approvingly. “You like resting, don’t you? Letting others take charge?”

	

	“I… I do.”

	

	She looked back once more. “Yet you never found anyone truly able to take the charge on you, have you? Maybe you met a man or two who were bigger than you, more massive than you, but, given that you’re not gay, you were never able to surrender to their love and let yourself be ridden like a literal bull, weren’t you?”

	

	The beast tried not to chuckle too hard. “You’re really fucking something, you know. Reading my damned mind and stuff.”

	

	“No. Not reading minds. Just knowing my man. Remember, my love: I’ve got over half a million cocks under my belt.”

	

	“How many of these cocks are… well… your favorites?”

	

	She purred and cooed, delighted by her male’s interest. “Curious, heh? Wanting to evaluate your competition?”

	

	“Yes. I’m sensible, but I’m still… male.”

	

	“I never doubted your manhood for a second. Just loving to hear it expressed so openly. I love confident men. You’re clearly one of the sweetest, hottest darlings I ever had.”

	

	“You haven’t answered my question.” Leonardo then gasped upon feeling the speed suddenly pick up—the woman was marching at the pace of a racing car now!

	

	“Dicks like yours… oh!” She looked back and saw the massive, soft snake of her male literally sliding on the ground and letting a massive trail of precum on their tracks. “Fuck, your beast is massive! Twenty-four inches and not even once ounce of it hard! Oh, oh! I will love working out your genital to its fullest!”

	

	The male moved in a very sensual, feminine way, just like a woman naked and vulnerable on a bed, waiting for her lover to lay upon her and nail her brains out. He loved being admired so, lusted so hard by a nymphomaniac sex goddess. “With your powers, I bet I can grow to fifty inches when hard.”

	

	She cooed. “You will. A fifty-incher… oh, god! There are literally only thirty-seven other men in the world capable of growing over fifty-inches long. Most of them have been consumed by me and our Queen, but the other ones… well, they’re pretty hard to capture. Massive and lumbering, they put even your body to shame—no disrespect, I mean, just telling it as it is.” Her eyes beamed so hard they almost illuminated the way ahead. “Ten feet tall, twelve feet tall, fifteen, twenty…! These are the biggest males in the Universe, and we will tame them all!”

	

	The giant contemplated the few seconds of silence that befell them. “Have you heard of that guy… in America?”

	

	The woman stopped. A dreadful silence enveloped them both. “You speak of this no more.”

	

	“Have you… and the Queen… I mean…” But his massive body squirmed as she woman playfully “twisted” his ankle. “OUCH!”

	

	She looked back, her lips dripping with venom. “You stay quiet now. Me and the Majesty… we have plans for this stud that no one else knows. You… you stay silent, okay? This man you’re speaking of is so great even a person like yourself shouldn’t deign your lips of saying his name, alright? Don’t get too cocky, idiot male, or else I’ll punish your genitalia the only way it deserves.”

	

	“Ooh… uuuh!!” It hurt. It really fucking hurt!

	

	“I’ll consume it. Don’t doubt me, stud. We literally eat you guy’s penises when you commit egregious crimes, and who in the world is strong enough to detain us if we start doing it for fun?”

	

	“Oh, fuck! Fuck, fuck, okay, okay, I take back what I said, sorry! Sorry, my lady! SORRY!”

	

	The woman loosened her grip. “Apology accepted.” And restarted her march, going towards a place the male began to doubt even existed.

	

	“You would never do this to me, though. Eating my prick. Not because you don’t want to—I figure it’s a delicious dick—but because… well, you’re all show, no action.”

	

	These words managed to take a shocked gasp out of the woman’s lips, and her march slowed down to the point of nearly stopping. “The fuck did you say, boy?”

	

	This time, though, the monster was confident enough to face her with a smile—not before gulping, though, very nervously indeed. “I don’t mean your abilities. I mean your… intentions. You’re not an evil gal.”

	

	She stopped. “I’m not, am I?”

	

	He shook his head. “Nah. You’re not. You’re a very good… very big heart. Very good soul.”

	

	The woman tried, but failed to keep any pretension of anger or seriousness. “Bah, you’re right. I’m a pretty tame kitty when you dig just a little under the surface.” She walked fast again, giving her giant the urge of puking as he felt his organs all suddenly going up thanks to the kinetic force. “You just bought yourself, though, a whole lot of pain during our sex. I’ll lay you down until your screaming, and I’m not going to stop until you’re knocked out unconscious by my body.” She looked back, her muscles terrifyingly roaring and bulging even without her trying. “You’re allowed to go all out. I need to stress that, indeed, because a man like you spent your entire life holding back, fucking with no more than 10% of your power, only because you’re so afraid of hurting your lovers. I need to let you know, them, that our fucking will only happen if you break through those unconscious barriers and really… and I mean, really!... give me your all!” She licked her lips. Steamy saliva dripped from her lower lips, a threatening display of the inhuman heat that was burning in her loins, only getting her body warmed up and truly started for the real massacre to come. “I swear, my stallion: if you don’t, you’ll be passed out in under five minutes, and I do not… I repeat: I do NOT want you to go down in less than an hour, you hear me?”

	

	The beast gulped. «I was supposed to fuck the Queen. The Queen, damn it, and she is rumored to be… tireless. Like… literally! People say the Queen fucks for whole months without sleep, food, or water, and she… she chose me to fuck her! I and the other guys were waiting for her to call us, ready to slay of all us like nothing. Then… this woman appeared. Imelda, and she is a fraction of the Queen’s power, at least per her own words.» The giant man began to shiver, really questioning what words from his lover (if any!) were even remotely true. «I mean… fuck! The other guys in the room couldn’t even just stand and watch her suck a guy—not fuck a guy, but fuck him, and I myself barely made it without passing out. Fuck! I passed out just now simply with the shockwave of the inhuman cum she extracted from that poor man’s prick, and that’s with her barely even beginning to fuck… anyone! Shit! Hell! Holy fuck!!» With a burning on his loins, he felt his bladder desperate for release again. «If Imelda really isn’t nearly as strong as her Majesty, and yet we can’t even begin to resist her… fuck! Fuck! What the fuck is that fucking Queen, then?»

	

	Imelda looked back, sensing all the fear and the doubt in her stallion. “Are you sure you’re up to the task, my man? Kind-hearted of not, I am quite a monster when in bed. The reason why I’m dragging you for so long if because we *are* going to need all the space available in this room to fuck, my love, for all this titanium, all this hardness, all this greatness… my love: this is just a tiny little bed compared to what I’m going to do to you.” She took her tongue out—seven inches, barely a tip!—and licked her free hand full. “I want to fuck you with 10% of my power. I really, really hope you get there without fainting. Are we understood.”

	

	The beast gulped. The Queen… he had been chosen to fuck the Queen herself! «How can stand before the Majesty if I can’t even fuck past her lower servant?» A rare kind of fire burned in his breast—the fire of daringness, or courage, which was rare, indeed, when close to such a massive, superhuman female. “Hell yeah, my female. I’ll give you my all.”

	

	“Good. We fuck now, then.”

	

	*BOOM!* A loud thud echoed as the man’s head was dropped on the ground, hitting it hard enough to make it tremble. “Ouch!” The beast looked up, the ceiling covered by shadows, and saw the mighty body of his lover standing taller, yet taller, her physique slowly prepping up for the fuck of a lifetime. “Al… ready?” He looked around, and behind his head he actually found one thing he hadn’t actually seem ever since they got into that daunting room: a wall!

	

	“Yep.” The woman stretched her arms. Her rope was carefully donned so that, no matter what her movements were, her skin was always covered, hiding away the perfection of her muscles from any unwanted view. “We’re about twenty miles away from that pool of urine of yours. Still, your piss is so strong I can still sniff it from here. Oh, oh!” Her muscles… *BOOM! BOOM!!* Their power… Jesus! Her muscles flexed on their own, and every time they did it was like the roaring of a Harley bike or a race car, all warming up their engines. “It fills me with energy, with power, your goddamned piss!” Snapping quickly, she slowly strolled around the man. “Up, baby, up.”

	

	He didn’t need time or silence to process her words; he just obeyed them. *Boom!* In another loud thud, the man just stood up, his eight-and-a-half feet of daunting muscles rising so much higher than the goddess, his tower of muscles booming and shining for her gaze, prompting her to give her lips a slow, desirous licking. “Look. At. You.” She circled around the stallion, stepping closer to him at every rotation. “Big. Tall. Hard. Healthy.” She grabbed both his buttocks, and then cooed upon feeling their pure, fatless hardness. “Not an ounce of fat in this titanic body of yours, I see. My, my.” Her hands squeezed, fumbled, and massaged his gigantic buttocks. “Your glutes are so fat they swarf my own very hands. Your cheeks… so massive!” She spread them apart, each hand grabbing a cheek like they were a piece of delicious muscle cake, “they’re almost stone. Granite. Wow, wow, you’re like a statue, my god.”

	

	All the time the stallion tried to control his breath. As passionate and lustful as that woman sounded, her power was fucking monstrous. «She’s grappling my butt like it is nothing,» he thought, knowing that his ass cheeks were so hard that could literally grind stone into dust between them. The way the woman touched him was like he was a “regular” man; a very muscular, powerful one, yes, but still a man made of flesh and bones—not the absolute hard pillar of titanium his muscles truly were.

	

	Her hands climbed over to his spread, spreading out through his shoulder, grappling his traps, and then… “oooh! OH!!” The beast rolled his eyes. That was so fucking good!

	

	“Enjoying it, my love?” The woman was giving him a massage. “Good. I’m enjoying your muscles even more.” She moved her fingers to the huge balls of power that were his shoulders, and from there down his triceps, then back to his laterals, she kept performing the most orgasmic-inducing massage that stallion had ever felt. “You’re so hard. So perfect. Your back is so godly sculpted. You’re the most beautiful man I ever fucked.” She laid her moist, warm lips on the middle of his back, right above his spine, and the stallion’s dick jumped into life immediately, slapping against his pectorals and causing such a surge or energy that the beast felt his legs fail him.

	

	“Oh, god!!” He moaned in a very high pitch, almost falling.

	

	“Oops. Sorry.” The woman immediately moved away while still holding him so as to prevent his fall. Her massage and her kissing, though, they all stopped just as quickly as his prick had risen—and now, to his utter shock, the massive super dong was flopping softly back again between his legs. “I do not want you hard now.” He knew that woman could control him, but… damn! Was that easy for her to literally hijack his penis?? “Turn around. Back on the wall.” He didn’t move on his own, though; she just womanhandled him with her hands and turned his massive frame around with her own hands. With a single, gentle push, she sent him back against the wall, and mighty tremble was felt many hundreds of feet from that point into any direction, and all the way up to the very ceiling.

	

	Stepping back very slowly, every step carrying a sway of her hips which was deeply, intensely arousing, the woman raised her right hand to her lips and bit her pinky finger, goggling that superb male while wondering what exactly she’d been doing with him. “You’re too much meat, my stallion. Fuck. You’re too muscular!” She looked up to him, her eyes burning with such intensity that he literally looked away and felt the intense urge to piss again. “I don’t even know where to start with you. It’s just… so many possibilities!”

	

	He knew he was being toyed with, to the point it became too much to bare. “Please, my lady! Stop torturing me so!” His massive balls rumbled, and two deep, coarse echoes were heard as they literally throbbed, swelled, and added visible gallons to their volume. “Fuck!! I’m almost pissing my semen! Please, my Queen, please!” His penis, despite all his agony, remained wholly, brutally soft. It was one weird damned state of arousal, that one she put him into. “I’m fucking dying here!”

	

	The woman giggled. “You want me to relieve you, my son?” The male vigorously nodded. She only cooed and swung her hips. “Want to feed your mommy your gallons of virile horse seed?”

	

	Fuck, that talk! “Y-yes, mommy! Yes!” His penis throbbed. Its immense, gargantuan length grew girthier, and the semen flowed up through its first inches, burning so hot that the steam could be seen leaking from his urethra. The mighty woman raised an eyebrow as she looked down at his genitalia: a massive soft dong going lower than the beast’s knees, literally thicker than most women’s legs, and two gigantic balls dangling just a little above it. That was the most perfect genitalia a cock-hungry demoness could ever ask for.

	

	“You know, I’m a little scared of your power. You pack a much stronger punch than that young man. Your jewels… fuck! They’re smaller, but also so much heavier!” She stepped closer, swinging her hips so aggressively that her entire body danced in a “S” shape as she neared him. With her powerful, strong hands, she leaned down a bit and grabbed both triumphant testicles of her potent stallion, feeling the strain on her biceps as she raised them all up. «Oh, darn it. Let me be a little more arousing…» She deviously pondered, releasing one egg and instead cupping a single of his testicles with both hands. Then, feigning effort, the grunted and growled while pulling that one testicle up with both her arms, her muscle fibers loudly stretching and tensing up as she executed the intense exercise. “This one ball of yours, my stallion…” She smacked her lips, calling the attention of her man, who until then insisted on looking away, “here, my boy. Look down. Mommy’s really proud of your… talents.” She kept lifting that testicle up; a gigantic grapefruit whose true weight was truly incomparable. Despite looking like the biggest, most swollen grapefruit in existence, that humongous testicle weighted even harder, maybe a dozen or so bowling balls, which was always amazing to feel when squeezed in such a (comparatively) tiny space. “I wager, for this testicle alone, you’re worth above three hundred pounds of semen.” Suddenly, she dropped the testicle, and the beast was so filled with goo that its descent was slow, heavy, and loud, like a sphere of iron sinking slowly through super-condensed air. After shaking both hands and giggling like a girl, the woman grabbed his other humongous superballs and pulled it up, grunting after the initial effort, raising it higher and higher while feeling the divine strain on her biceps—another humongous testicle filled with more semen than all the horses in the world could provide. “This one is another banger. Three-hundred and twenty-five pounds of testicle and junk, all brimming with so much cum I can feed myself with you for weeks.” Quickly, she dropped the ball, and even more quickly she knelt before the man and kissed his genitalia, sending jolts of power and pleasure through his body that no man—not him, nor then Gods!—could ever hope to resist.

	

	“Jesus… ooh… OH, GOD!!” Reflexively, the male grabbed the back of her head with both hands, and his hips twirled and twerked as the woman began to perform on him the most heavenly, insane blowjob he’d ever felt. Her beautiful hairstyle was undone by his heavy touch, her sumptuous, voluptuous hair falling literally on the ground—so much hair that it was only comparable to the most majestic of maines in lions; so fat, smooth, and voluminous it was like the woman was just fresh off a sauna, and so utterly dark that it was impossible to actually distinguish the individual strains of her—of which there were quadrillions. “Oh, Jesus… oh!! OOOOH!!”

	

	It didn’t take a minute for the man’s superb penis to sprout back again fully into life, rising up to smack against his body and pound him with horse against the wall. The woman, however, was much quicker in her motions, and with a single finger she stopped the penis on its tracks, keeping it perfectly perpendicular to his hips.

	

	«A single finger!!» The man’s mind raced as his sight blacked out and he felt only the physical touch of things, even his hearing being severely damaged by that atomic-power-plant-grade of energy upsurge within his nerves. «This woman is holding my penis with a single finger!» Indeed, not just any finger: her pinky, of all fingers, and so effortless that she barely broke the pace of her breath as she moved her head away and ate every growing, lengthening inch of that horse-sized womb-seeder.

	

	His penis grew. Thirty inches. Thirty-five. Forty. Forty-two. Forty-six. The gigantic helmet, almost as massive as the woman’s head, trembled and roared with the strains of its every muscle fiber, like a metal on very strong winds, rumbling and chiming while the woman just slobbered all over the insanely veiny surface of that womb-destroyer, slurping and spitting and gagging without any decency, her saliva so fucking bulky that it didn’t just drip, but splashed on the ground. *Gobble! Gorggle! Goorgle!* She fucking bathed that penis on her mouth juices, covering it holy with her ooze in just two minutes, giving that monster a sensation he literally never felt before: «fuck… damn! My whole cock… is humid!... with a single woman’s mouth!» The stallion literally needed thirty other women to cover that prick that way, and it took then too many tried and at least an hour of spitting to actually dress that breeder in their saliva.

	

	“Thick. Fat. Hot.” The beast woman, meanwhile, circled her tongue around the man’s engorged helmet, rolling inch after inch of tongue out from her endless arsenal. “This is a good penis.” Staring deep into the man’s urethra, she chuckled as the penis expelled a fat, hot pillar of steam straight into her body. “You can season meet with this steam of yours. Oh, who am I kidding!” She readied the saliva in her mouth, yawning the spit loudly, fatly from cheek to cheek. “You’ll burn any meat with this heat!” She spat inside the bloated urethra, and the man roared.

	

	“OOOH!!!” He banged his head against the wall while the woman kissed his urethra—or rather, blocked it with her massive lips—and then proceeded to inseminate his gigantic cum-hole with her saliva, pumping gallon after gallon of thick ooze inside him, fecundating him before he could have a chance to fecundate her. “OOH, NO! NO!! NOOOO-AAAAHH!!!” It was too much for the man to take. Electric storms exploded in his head, and then his testicles blew up, roars after roars after more plentiful roars busting mightily from his crotch, the semen exploding up with planet-destroying ferocity.

	

	*SPLOOOORSH!!!* The man felt he had ejaculated the fattest, heaviest load in all his life. The fatness of his semen pool was so great that it stretched out his dick into even more ludicrous proportions, making it grow to probably over 25 inches of girth, tearing up the muscle fibers on many point and creating “strains” of blood along its gargantuan length.

	

	The eruption of jizz exploded straight into the woman’s face, and the goddess only smiled as she, with a single finger, moved the prick up and let its ferocious loads exploded in arcs behind her back. “Shhh. Shhh.” She kissed the underside of the prick’s head, giving its engorged, swollen edges many love bites, warm suctions, and girlfriend kisses. One especially powerful move was to squeeze that circular edge with her lips and give it a tight squeeze, which had the same effect on the guy’s penis as a momma tiger grabbing her cubs by the nape: it pacified him, decreasing the outbursts of semen to mere “flows” and “streams,” and eventually cutting his ejaculation out for good—which only increased, sadly, the pain and the agony the stallion felt in his balls.

	

	“Mommy-eeeeeeh!!!” He cried out, his head and his hands literally caving the titanium behind him. “OOOOHH!!!” When the last thread of fat cum erupted from his steaming cock, his gigantic balls, already so swollen, became even more turgid by adding gallon after gallon of fat filth in them. It was obscene! A long, growling rumbling was heard, shaking the very ground those two beasts stood upon, and then a tempest of semen was seen inside the man’s balls, which trembled like a hundred fat snakes were copulating inside of each.

	

	“Ooo-la-la!” His woman smiled, keeping his finger lifted with a single finger. “Let’s see how powerful your balls can grow.”

	

	“IMEL-DAAAA!!” The bull shouted, and fire literally burst through his nostrils. In her finger, Imelda sensed the semen surging up, and with a delicate kiss under the massive crown of the cock she blocked the inflow; once her lips met the turgid, bloated member of her male, a ray of energy shot up, and the muscle contracted right in the middle, blocking out the urethra and holding the semen at bay. The agony of the male was indescribable. “FUU…!!!” He lacked air. Soon, he lacked even oxygen in his fucking brain. “OH… O-F…!! FU…!!!” The beast began to shake uncontrollably, and the woman was forced to lay a few fingers of her other hand on his side, pressing a few specific spots only a woman like her could ever know.

	

	“It’s okay, my stallion. Here.” She pressed… “here, and here, aaaand… here!” Three different spots, and it was all done! In a loud gasp, the stallion was breathing again, and his body even felt cooler and less painful than even before she began to blow him. “This will set you up for this swelling.”

	

	“M-my god, woman…!! What are you doing to m-??”

	

	“Shhhh.” With calm, gentle kisses on the base of his monster cock, the woman led that hand down to his swelling scrotum. “Let me admire the marvel of your growing jewels.” Then, sliding her tongue out, she began to feast on the growing titanium sack. The monster beat his skull against the wall and wailed. His screams could never be as powerful or as cathartic as he desired, for his body was completely seized by so much pleasure that even his muscles could barely move beyond an uncontrollable shaking. He was having a seizure, and that woman’s possession of his genitals was like throwing gas into a fire—only that instead of gas, she was throwing a fucking nuke.

	

	“Jeeees… sus…!!” Fat, scorching tears erupted from his eyes, sizzling on the woman’s hair as they dropped on it.

	

	From the nasty demoness, well, you could only hear one thing: the lavish blowjob (or nut-job) she was giving that man’s genital! Her tongue rolled out, twenty inches of monster snake slurping, slobbering, spitting, oozing all over those heavy and growing testicles. “Oh… my!” Right before made any other sound than those, a voluminous load of saliva burst from her mouth, and the sound of that lake of goo splashing on the ground could be heard from miles away. In his feet, indeed, the monster felt as if he had stepped into a very deep puddle or something. “Look at them go!

	

	The woman wasn’t joking: loudly and messily, the man’s testicles were inflating with the hundreds of super-condensed gallons of filth he wasn’t allowed to ejaculate. What once were massive grapefruits soon became large melons, and then testicle swung as low as a few inches beneath the bull’s knees before the inflation was seemingly kept at bay. “It seems these precious stones require me to use a full twenty-five inches of my tongue!” Just as she said those words, vomiting a whole bathtub of saliva into the man’s sack, the woman unrolled five more inches of her tongue, which, like a fucking serpent from Hell, rolled around each of the man’s melon-sized testicle, giving it a full bodily blowjob.

	

	«It’s like…?!» The man’s mind was like the core of an erupting volvano. «I have a full harem of women… rubbing themselves… against each of my testicles!» The monster grunted, the roared, feeling the full body of that buccal serpent masturbate his testicles like the full legs of a lover. «It’s like… fuck!! Dozens of virgins are rubbing their cunts against my testicles… and cumming!... squirting so hard…» “FUUUUCK!!” «So hard against each and every one of my… oh!! OH, MY!!» The beast began to hyperventilate. “OH, MY FUCKING…!!!”

	

	His legs buckled, and his two and a half thousand pounds of muscle collapsed heavily on the ground. His fall was so brutal that the titanium floor easily caved under his back, and his two hyper-gigantic testicles too made a very subtle dent on surface, each resting on a very slight, few-inches-deep crater in the super metal. “There we go, baby boy.” Imelda slapped those testicles like they were nothing, causing yet more loud upsurges of semen to be heard. “Let me guess.” Nonchalantly, she placed her palm over each ball while her other hand (or rather, the single pinky of her other hand) kept the penis perfectly erect, pointing at the unseen ceiling, and then she measured the size of those massive ultra-bombs of jizz. “You’re sixty-two inches around in your right testicle, and…” Loudly and theatrically, she ate up her whole five fingers and “licked them.” Well, “licking” is definitely not the right term for it; the woman rather hosed the hand with saliva, the goo bursting from her mouth and nostrils before the fingers were even fully inside it, and once she withdrew the hand a whole seven buckets of heavy saliava exploded from her holes, literally bathing the giant’s torso heavy, hot gel. «Fuck!!» The monster thought. «It looks and feels… like precum!!»

	

	Calm and royal, the woman moved her saliva-drenched hand to the man’s other sperm tank. “On your left testicle, uh, you’re…” She could measure the full girth even without touching it all. “Sixty-eight inches all-around! Wow, wow, wow! You’re officially the fourteenth largest lovers I ever had!” She gave the man a wink, oblivious to the fact that the number wasn’t all that impressive—in fact, it was a little shameful.

	

	«My balls are fatter than they’d ever been, and still all this only puts me in fourteenth…?!» The beast tried, but failed to complete his thought, for the upsurges of semen inside his testicles often felt like kidney stones. The man didn’t know that pleasure, and he certainly wasn’t prepared for that pain! “Imel… Immy…” The sight of Imelda before his eyes multiplied: there was one of her, and then there were dozens, and then there were none at all. “Imelda…!! What the fuck is this?!”

	

	Uppity, haughty, and naughty, the woman smiled while tilting her head and fondling one of the super testicles. “Every man has a maximum size of testicular growth. I like that, of course, because otherwise your testicles would just bloom and bloom and bloom and, well… I don’t want a man with two yoga balls for testicles, unless this man is, like, twenty-feet-tall and 100,000-pounds-heavy. So, for every size, there is a limit, and you seem to have reached your limit.”

	

	The monster growled, and his roar made a terrifying quake down to the bowels of the earth as the balls rumbled and boomed even louder, their throbbing sounding like massive engines unloading heavy liquids inside a tank every half second, more or less. The fire and burning was maddening. The guy grunted, cursed, and often breathed steam with a few slivers of flames though his nostrils. All that Imelda watched with great contentment, fondling his testicles just hard enough for him to never forget that… well, «I am here, my love. I am here and I’m not letting you bull balls go.»

	

	Some things could not be romanticized though: the monster’s body was being gang-banged by the energy, and often this banging approached raping territories, so much so that the woman needed to use her supernatural powers to touch his body and calm him down just the way she knew how. “So, supermen like you can only grow so far, but that doesn’t mean that your jizz production will end.” In her crotch, she felt a brutal, sudden swell. «Oh!» She rolled her eyes and felt her lips tremble as her own cunt was struck with veeeeery heavenly sensations. She too enjoyed that shit fat too much! “Oh, no, baby! Your cum… it must never end!” She gave one ball a very cute kiss. “You boys ejaculate swimming pools like nothing, and a whole ocean is the bare minimum I expect from your balls every time you fuck for real! However, well, all this semen most logically go somewhere, right, and if your balls can no longer grow in size, well, it only means your jizz can grow in density, storing more and more of the junk in the same amount of space.” The monster roared, but the woman’s gaze was forever locked into his testicle. They were such a marvel to behold! “Right now, I don’t know if you’ve noticed, your weight has actually increased to over 3,500 pounds: a thousand extra pounds just in jizz, and all this sweet, heavy semen is being stored here, in these balls, without them growing any fatter or wider.”

	

	“I-…!!!” The beast cried, his actual roar sounding something like “eeeeeeeeeeeee…!!” After much shaking and steam-blowing, he managed to roar: “IMELDA!!!” And that was it. The man’s speech abilities were limited to one word every ten minutes or so, all interspaced with a lot of grunting, shouting, crying, roating, screaming, and such.

	

	“Heh, heh, heh.” Imelda, ever the jester goddess, beat the man’s testicle like drums, but her force was truly negligible—that is, for her greatness and divine physique—as that beating didn’t make her male feel so agonizing to the point he would pray for death, or something like it. Instead, she just beat those balls like a child having fun, giggling and mocking her stallion, eyeing his muscles as they got more swollen, fatter, and hotter. “Fuck me, gods, these muscles are almost too much to resist. Nah, fuck it!” The goddess stood on her knees, “they *are* too much to resist!”

	

	“Imelda, n-!!” Her monster went silent as the beast woman climbed his torso, keeping a finger firmly on his cock, and using her other hand, along with her tongue, to worship the divine physique of that superhuman stallion.

	

	“Muscles… muscles!!” Her saliva oozed from her mouth and nostrils like several waterfalls. The woman was insane with lust with those hard, massive muscles. “Stronger than a bull. Bigger than a fucking horse!!” She worshiped and adored her monster, all while he recovered from the painful burning of his testicles. «Their swelling is less intense now,» he thought, «but it’s still going on!» He felt the weight increasing at a desperate pace: if he had gained a thousand pounds of literal semen, that still wasn’t anything compared to what he was adding. «Cum, cum!!! This woman is turning me into a sperm factory!» Well, he’d always been a massive jizz factory, but now… let’s say that woman was doing some renovation and expansions in his plant!

	

	“Gimme your mouth, your mouth-watering stud!” She claimed him by the lips, and her outstanding body seemed diminutive next to the pile of veins and muscles that was her man. All the time, though, the woman made sure to keep herself away from him, touching him with only her knees and elbows, while the bulk of her body remained separated, apart from his skin—for she knew the consequences of that man (of any man!) touching her skin, her muscles too soon. He just wasn’t prepared. “Enough!” With a loud *bang!* she withdrew her mouth from his. “Time to drink your cock milk!”

	

	“Imelda… ooh… Imelda…!!” The beast was roaring, grunting, gasping, just overall undoing himself under that woman’s touch. As quickly as she had risen, she had returned to the base of his body, always keeping his penis perfectly upright with her pinky finger. «She didn’t even feed me five inches of her tongue!» The monster felt his penis roaring and getting covered with crazy fat layers of veins.

	

	Imelda, keeping her knees apart from his balls, pulled his dick down, down, slowly towards her gigantic bosom, each breast covered by that mysterious, elegant robe. The monster had barely noticed it throughout all that chaos, but the woman’s clothes were absolutely clean and dry, even after a fuck-fest worth of ten lifetimes. “Fear not, my daunting stallion.” She cheerfully announced once the massive monster cock got to her chin. “Mommy’s gonna give you all the loving you deserve.” With this, she ate the crown of his prick, and the monster jolted as if he was to roar like a lion, yet no sound came from him.

	

	His muscles roared. His penis grew. Forty-eight inches stood between the woman’s skull and the man’s crotch, yet only six of those inches were consumed by her malleable, ultra-flexible head. Once the helmet was plopped within her lips, she applied an extreme pressure to every inch of the orb, and the male felt himself fully crushed by her organism, every fiber of his monstrous cock both squeezed, fondled, and stimulated by her tongue. Then, the woman began to suck. “OH, GOD!!!” The monster managed to shout, his cum being sucked out from his balls like juice in a straw. Powerful machine-like rumbled were heard. The woman’s body was unmoving, almost perfectly still. *Boom! Boom! Boom!* With a precise, rhythmic cadence, she sucked and sucked and sucked… The man felt his sperm bursting through his urethra. “ROOOOAARR!!!” He felt it sliding down the woman’s throat and feeding her straight in the stomach. Humongous loads collapsed loudly into her belly. *Brooom!* They even mind terrifying sounds, like a bomb exploding deep within a mountain.

	

	The woman began to such harder. Her body remained perfectly still, her eyes almost unblinking, despite each of her suctions bringing a new, child-sized load into her mouth at every half of a second. The monster’s body seized up completely, his muscles covered by an indescribable amount of thick veins. Loudly, the sperm began to burst from the edges of her lips, as well as her nostrils; a fat, growing river of semen covering the dick and dripping on the man’s gigantic balls.

	

	Opening her mouth and speaking with supernatural clarity, the woman allowed even fatter loads to burst out and back into the man. “I know you guys enjoy seeing a woman choking on your own filth. So, my love… here it is!” She gargled and gurgled intentionally on his semen, pumping her head against his dick and allowing fat loads to burst through her mouth and nostrils at every pump. “Enjoy it, my stallion. See your super cum choking this goddamned goddess!”

	

	As the pumping continued, the monster remembered that young man’s fate. «No! I can’t!» A fire burned in his loins. «I can’t allow her to do the same thing… to me!» Fire and anger, they all burned in equal amounts. If he let himself be dominated and consumed by the super woman, he would end up so much worse than him! «I must… attack!»

	

	Imelda was legitimately surprised by the hands of her male grabbing both sides of her skull, then aggressively pulling her head into the prick. “EAT MY DICK, WHORE!!” The man roared, then pulled the goddess as hard as he could. *Flooomp!* Dozens of inches of thick went straight into her throat, with his gigantic helmet breaking free into her stomach. “OOOORHH!!!” The feeling of that woman’s throat in his dick was… it was… damn it. No words for it. It was a thousand times better than all the finest vaginas he’d ever consumed—but it was also harder, hotter, wetter, and infinitely more stimulant than any pussy he’d ever conquered.

	

	That penetration aided him in his plan of attack: with a mental trigger sending electric jolts down to his crotch, the monster regained (or felt he had regained) control of his titanic genitalia. “BURST!! BURST!!” He ordered: “CUUUUUM!!!” And the semen shot up with an intensity, heat, and strength to put volcanoes to shame. As she received the superhuman load that was travelling at supersonic speeds right up his urethra, the woman soothingly giggled. «Finally!» And the semen exploded inside of her with the power of the Krakatoa.

	

	The woman’s belly ballooned to the point that it stretched her lax ropes. You could see the liquid booming and exploding inside of her. It was like a bunch of animals fighting inside the female, but so much louder and coarser, all leading to her full torso to inflate as the monster unleashed hundreds of gallons per second inside of her.

	

	She wouldn’t deny: that shit was surprisingly powerful. Just as the first, real massive load hit her, her stomach was stretched to its limits, and the semen burst the barrier between her belly and her guts, inch by inch consuming her intestines until its full conquest: bursting free and mighty from her asshole.

	

	The monster only roared. His arms were twice was thick as the thighs and quads of professional, world-champion bodybuilders. His biceps ballooned, bursting with veins, as he pulled the woman deeper and deeper into his cock, unloading fatter and faster oceans of cum inside of her, giving his balls free rein to conquer her and dominate her. His white teeth were gritted, his explosive power only getting stronger. «TAKE THIS, WHORE!! TAKE IT: ALL MY CUM!!!» His balls throbbed like fucking engines, and the stream of jizz that exploded through his scorching urethra into her mouth was like a hundred firehoses combined into one.

	

	For a brief second, while the woman was still toying with him, a truly daunting ocean of jizz exploded back from her mouth and nostrils, literally coating the entire man in his own spunk, as well as spraying messily all the surroundings, rope after fat rope after steamy thread just bathing all the place, everywhere in super-masculine ooze, but soon it was ended. The man hadn’t noticed it—heck! He didn’t even notice the semen washing over his own face!—but the woman had managed, with a simple twitch of her muscles, to seal the flow of cum from her face in an instant. «Let me have this stallion reach the very tip of my anus before I can torture him.» She giggled to herself, and for the next thirty-minutes she let her man have the hope of conquering her.

	

	“ROOOOOAAARR!!!” Harder and harder, as the minutes rolled by, the stud roared louder and more powerfully, his height surpassing the nine feet, his musculature ballooning to the point he was five feet as his thickest side, almost as thick in torso and breast as a person would be in height, and his veins were so obscene the biggest ones were literally thicker than arms! The giant’s balls produced steam on their own, creating a veil of fog that often obscured the woman’s face. Her body, however, was fully obscure by the steam it itself produced, all that cum being digested and metabolized as soon as it was shot—thousands of gallons all broken apart and turned into energy in the blink of an eye by the superwoman’s superior physique.

	

	At every few seconds the woman allowed his semen to gain one more inch into her guts. Every. Few. Seconds. This went on for the thirty minutes until his ocean of super-condensed sperm was stretching open the seal of her anus, and its steam could be seen shooting from her asshole as if her immense buttocks were being grilled on a stake. The woman chuckled and laughed at the whole situation, impressed by her stallion’s display of pure, unbridled power. «This is oh-so-very hot, my baby!» As the timer in her head counted thirty minutes, a spark lit up in her brain. «Now it’s my turn!»

	

	Jiggling her whole body like an excited child, the woman pumped him.

	

	Silence.

	

	The bombs of the man’s ball stopped for an eternity. The mega massive body of the muscular stallion seized up, then curled up into a ball of sorts, his arms shaking like metal rods, and his hands trembling and freezing very close to the woman’s head, but no longer touching it.

	

	With an intensity and speed a hundred times faster than the fastest, most powerful that the man had managed to cum, the superwoman sucked him—she literally drained him straight from the balls like a straw—and the man’s mighty testicles, which to that point had remained as massive as melons, suddenly shrank back into super-veiny grapefruits—something like grapefruits with the texture and skin of an raisin—and from then on it was just… black out.

	

	The male’s entire body turned to rubber, his limbs collapsing (indeed, splashing!) into the ground like there wasn’t a bone in them, his muscles deflating and his heigh decreasing all while his veins, paradoxically, got fatter and longer, and his blood was pumped harder, faster, hotter inside his abnormal vascularity. Within ten seconds, the man had “shrunk” back into his “normal” proportions, but the bulk of his veins along with the lightning-speed flow of his blood made him look like a star made of flesh—a force or mechanism of pure power, emanating visible waves of heat and radiation as the woman sucked and sucked and sucked him until his very soul was liquefied and drank out through his penis.

	

	The woman’s body emitted truly epic loads of steam, to the point she created impenetrable clouds of pure heat, sealing herself and her lover into the very core of that volcano-like curtain—the environment around her looking like the surface of Venus or the core of the fucking Earth. «Cum for me, baby. Come on,» she blinked to the man, even knowing he couldn’t see her—he couldn’t see anything anymore, forever! «Can’t you cum harder than I can suck?» The beast’s balls made a feeble attempt of overpowering that woman’s throat with their loads, but the woman, after two minutes of giving those testicles hope, quickly and effortlessly upped the ante, pulling the balls higher (literally!) between the man’s legs by sucking the jizz, almost the meat out of them! «Let me show you, my baby boy, how you can give a guy a vagina!»

	

	Crossing her arms under back, spreading the man’s ultra-thick legs with her feet, the woman stood on her knees as she began to execute a very sensuous, well-coordinate motion with her entire body. It was like a belly dance, but involving her every limb, from head to toes: her belly swelled, then sank within itself, creating a massive vacuum which sucked the man’s testicles into his crotch. The room was a terrible silence for a second or two, broken thereafter only by the agonizing trembling of the titan.

	

	He screamed. He roared. He cried. No sound came. *GASP!!* It was the only thing he could mutter, his eyes getting red with blood, throbbing out of his sockets, his muscles ballooning to inhuman proportions, the veins growing veins atop some more veins, the tightness and hardness of his muscles becoming something of a fiction work. Underneath his ever-expanding back, the floor caved in, and the titanium made the most deafening of sounds as it collapsed under the giant’s weight, pound after pound of muscle being added by the second, pump after pump of blood being enough to melt steel with its heat or pierce a tank fuselage with its strength. The woman kept executing that dance, sucking gallon after gallon of the man’s heavy, delicious sperm, until his balls had pretty much disappeared, completely swallowed into his crotch—two giant, vagina-like tight seals of meet replacing what once was the mightiest sack of humanity. «MOMMY…!!!» The titan screamed—his mind being the only chamber for his cries, of course—and then he just… collapsed, darkness enveloping his every soul.

	

	When he woke up, the giantess was standing before him. “I cleaned up your prick for you.” The monster felt nothing on his crotch. Heck, he didn’t feel his legs! “Don’t worry. You’re were too charged to fuck me without making a massive mess of the place.” Around the woman, however, laid the most massive… wow! The most impressive ocean of jizz the stallion had ever seen. “Hey, hey!” She snapped her fingers. “Look at me.” The stallion kept his gaze on her Aphrodite beauty as the woman literally waddled through the spunk, her feet stomping loudly, messily on three, sometimes four inches of semen. “This, my stallion… was only your junk load.” She giggled. “That’s a term me and my Queen have for that semen, you know, that’s not actually the heavy load of a true orgasm, but, like, the first load you ejaculate when you’re too horny: junk load! All our men have it, and it’s usually only ten percent of their real loads.” Turning to him while standing near his crotch, she winked. “For you, I’m sure the number is much, uch greater. Be afraid not, my stallion, for this which you have come is only a thousandth of a thousandth of all the load I’m sure to make you cum… once I’m all set and done with you.”

	

	The giant’s heart beat could be heard from the far edges of the solar system. The woman was moving her hands to the edges of her robes—or whatever they were called, damn it!—in a gesture he knew all too well: «she’s gonna undress!» As his body throbbed and literally jolted thanks to the beating of his heart, the stallion tried to get up, but found it immensely difficult. «Fuck!! Damn it!!» It was like he was carrying an elephant in every muscle. The woman eyed his body with special lust. “You look delicious, you know that?” In her lips, she sucked back a few strands of white goo which were about to drip. “You fainted for only twenty minutes. Your jizz is still steamy inside my veins. You are…” She trembled, her eyes rolling up in pure ecstasy. “Incredibly strong! Most men pass out for weeks when I perform such cruelty on their penises. Your balls were incredibly strong by insisting on pumping inside me even after I sucked them into your body.” As the stallion trembled and breathed in fear, panicking upon the thought of having been (literally) emasculated by that woman, Imelda giggled and pointed down to his crotch, smiling while she readied to undress herself. “Don’t you worry, baby ball. Your balls are fine and bigger than ever.” She bit her lip upon looking at the stallion’s body. “*You* are all bigger than ever. Like, everywhere! Delicious beast!” She grabbed her robes by her waist, curling the cloth up between her fingers. “I will enjoying breeding with you.”

	

	As Leonardo looked up, his face was pure bliss and delight. “Mommy?” Imelda calmly nodded, revealing only a few inches of her ankle.

	

	“Do you want to see mommy’s body?”

	

	The giant beast almost broke his neck by nodding so violently. Hard as he was, he basically shook his entire body upon answering to that question, which caused the giantess to chuckle and jiggle so charmingly, sometimes looking like the most sadistic of dominatrix, sometimes looking like the sweetest, most loving of little sisters. “How eager are you to seeing my body?” The monster tried to answer, but damn!, he would puke his organs out with such pressure and heat in his breast, the overdose of emotions heating his blood up to a boiling point. With a smile, then a sigh, then finally a roll of her eyes, the woman held the sides of her ropes with only her index fingers and thumbs. “So, how would you like it?” She pulled the cloth, calling her man’s attention to her waist? “Slow?” Then, she grabbed her robes in front of her torso. “Or fast?” She returned her fingers to her waist. “Slow?” She grabbed again the front of her dress. “Or fast?”

	

	The beast mustered all his might to scream: “…AAAAAAAAST!!!”

	

	The woman giggled. “Look at you. Can’t even speak straight.” Then, without a warning… she ripped her robes off.

	

	Not entirely, though. Even for a man like that, seeing her full body in one swift motion would have been too much. «Fatal for weaker organisms. It fries their brains. Cooks them alive from inside out.» Instead, the beast-lady tore up her throats only to the point the man could see the middle of her breasts, but not her nipples, along with everything down and up this line.

	

	She was incredible. A tower of muscles and strength no masculine body could even hope to rival. With legs literally thicker than a woman’s torsos, the tall, dark-skinned Amazonian revealed a body devoid of a single gram of fat, pumping and throbbing full of heat and live with veins each as thick as a finger, and a tonality so intense Leonardo could literally count the fibers of her muscles—there were quadrillions of those. «Oh, my… fucking…!»

	

	The beats gulped. Imelda kept tearing up her robes slowly, allowing the monster to see only incremental inches of her full frame. A horse wouldn’t compare to a single leg of that beast. She was hard! She was rock! She was the whole weight of a mountain condensed in a single woman—and she was only growing heavier from there.

	

	“How do you like my abs, daddy?” The woman barely made an effort, a motion, anything at all, and her abs rippled and shredded to the point he could count twelve—fucking twelve!—under her breasts. “I think I have too many. Thankfully, each of them is fat and hard, just like my Majesty loves them!” Leonardo gulped upon seeing those immensely ripped and swollen abdominals in her belly. It got to the point that, illusion or not, he swore those abs were growing abs over and between them. The woman’s muscles seemed to ripple and multiply on their own. Massive veins throbbed and swelled down to her cunt, which was…

	

	“God!!” The man was about to cry. “Oh, my god!!”

	

	The woman kept tearing her robes as the man was fixed and focused on her queeny. That was… too much pussy!... for any woman! Her labia were ripped and hard, basically all muscle, and their tightness was… ludicrous. Downright impossible! Purring and biting her lips, the woman missed not a chance to brag: “I can cut metal with this puss. I literally ‘bite’ it with my vag and I… *crack!*” She followed that sound with a sadistic smile. “I press it, baby, and the thing’s torn in half like butter.” The veins kept pumping and swelling, inviting the stallion’s gaze to the rest of her god-forsaken thighs. “What do you thing of my breats, my st…? Oh. You looking at my thighs.” The woman gracefully moved her robe over her shoulders, her torso now almost fully naked to the stallion. “All fine. Enjoy my body as you wish, my lord. I am yours, now and forever, and it will be my pleasure to crack my eggs with your strong, boiling semen.”

	

	Her quads were literally as big as his arms. No. Scratch that. They were bigger! “Hoooly…!!!” The monster couldn’t believe the absurdity, the sheer thickness of those pillars! “SHIT!!” Her legs were so massive that there wasn’t really any space between them until her knees. Sure, the woman was bringing them closer just as a provocation, but still their thickness defied the laws of physics, and even down to her legs and her calves things didn’t get any smoother, every inch of her torso-thick legs throbbing with blood and power, every muscle of her roaring like a Ferrari engine.

	

	“Wait until you see these babies flexing.” She moved her robes to a single hand, then held them away from her body, temping her male’s gaze upwards on her frame. “Pop skulls like blisters. Heh, heh!” She winked. “Look up, honey. Look at my breasts.”

	

	“I’m fucking… cumming!!” The man’s penis swelled, but the woman made her thighs roar and bloom as she stepped on it like a masterful snake huntress.

	

	“Hold you jizz back and look up to my glorious tits, you thirsty stallion!” She shook her shoulders like a cheap stripper flaunting her fake tatas fresh out of surgery. “Look at how much milk you gonna be drinking, hon!”

	

	Fuck, her behavior could be so crass, but… daaaamn! «A woman can be as crass as she wants…» His eyes slowly moved up, «when she’s got a body…» Inch after inch, «like…» his gaze travelled through her abs until it landed on her… «this!!»

	

	Tits. No. No tits. Those were not tits. They were mountains. “F-f-ff…!!” The monster tried to shout, but his throat was swelling so much his windpipe was blocked. «FUCK!!» His mind screamed what his mouth couldn’t. Those weren’t tits. Those were holy cows with which all of humanity could be fed—and then it could move on to the other tit!

	

	“Yes, baby, yes.” Proudly she straightened her back, making her monstrous tits jolt up with heavy sounds of milk shaking inside. “They’re full and hot and ready to feed.” Taking her foot off his cock, the walked very slowly to his side, making sure to keep only the front of her torso turned to his gaze. “Would you like to feel them? Oh! Would you like to feel the body of your sex doll?”

	

	The man’s penis jolted up, but miraculously it stood at only a very low angle, twenty-nice inches of semi-flaccid cock struggling to get up, the woman’s magic somehow taming it without touching it. «Jesus fucking Christ woman! This body of yours…!! This…» That body was not a temple. It was not even the whole fucking Olympus. «This… is a fucking planet!»

	

	She looked just as big as one, at least. Moving with grace and splendor, the woman stopped right at the male’s head. “Oof!” She teased him, and then her tits bounced monstrously. “What a walk! It feels like a marathon, you know, walking form your feet to your face.” She winked and bit the tip of her tongue, her seductress side and her childish self changing places in the blink of an eye. “Come. Hop, hop!” With her feet, she kicked the humongous arm of the man upwards. “Touch me. Feel me. I want you to feel… the hardness of a real woman!”

	

	The man took a whole eternity to lift his palm up to her loins, right under her lowest abdominals, and in that region he felt his palm burn—the fire enough to burn a normal man’s face down to the skull. “Is that… your…?”

	

	The woman nodded. “Yes, my love.” Then, to his shock and horror… “Yes, it is.” She grabbed his hand and… oh! Pressed his palm against her crotch, his fingers bending her iron skin and sinking into it, his penis jolted by a whole nuclear power plant of energy, jumping so hard and strong that, once it crashed against the man’s pectorals… *BAAAANG!!!* The earthquake was felt on the other side of the fucking country! He roared, but his mouth was filled with the thick lubricant his penis ejected by the gallons. The sloshing sounds were deep, rough, and erotic. Imelda smiled upon seeing load after load of that fat, heavy cream just spewing into the man’s face. “Oooh, my male! You’re so erotic, you see, expelling so many fat gallons of this delicious juice.” She wiggled her massive hips—of which we’re going to talk about in great detail shortly. “My, oh… fucking my! Makes a woman lose her goddamned mind, ya now.” She pressed the man’s gigantic hand harder against her crotch, letting him few every vibration of that potent engine she house within her loins. “Attention, attention, stallion. Attention on your mommy.” Struggling to breathe under the insane loads of his own testicles, the male turned his head to her, precum spewing everywhere, and then…

	

	A roar. A pain! His whole body twitching, like he was about to die. His penis throbbed much harder, as if new, fresh loads of semen were about to erupt. Imelda was having none of that. “Oh, stop that, will ya! I’m not thaaaat hot, ya know!” With her powerful, horse-like leg, she stepped on the man’s penis over his own torso, making his stomach and his spine feel the sheer weight of her limb as her thighs roared and hardened, her calves bigger than most man’s legs! Leonardo huffed and puffed, and his eyes, though trembling, managed to focus again on the woman’s fertile groin.

	

	Power. He felt power unlike anything he’d ever experienced on his own, massive crotch. That power…! Damn! The energy that came from that woman’s crotch, it was… “It surpasses my own penis!” The man blurted out, like a buffoon. Hell yeah, of course it did. That idiot! Quite more than that, honestly: you couldn’t even compare! The energy radiating from that womb was like the open core of a fucking nuclear powerplant, and the throbbing of the mighty organ inside was like… it was like… «nahr, I don’t know. It feels like pistons… of the Titanic… working at maximum speed to avoid the iceberg.»

	

	Was his mind making any sense? Well, when you’ve got the most powerful womb of the universe in your hands, few things make any sense, really. “How does it feel?” The woman caressed his hand like a mother. “It’s this womb you’re gonna be breeding with.” Her tone, once friendly, turned daring; her face, once sisterly, turned demonic. “Are you ready, stallion? Is your semen powerful enough to crack the eggs I’m churning out right… now?” She pressed his fingers deeper on her skin, and the man felt, under the iron hardness of her skin, a thick liquid being compressed, then squished out through her vagina.

	

	Loud, squishy, burping noises were heard on her vulva. The woman giggled, then commanded her muscles to open up. Her swollen, massive vulva, which a second before was so tight a laser couldn’t penetrate it, opened up to a scary degree—a truly massive vagina to a truly massive woman—and from that infernal entrance came out the thickest, greyest goo the man had ever seen; something completely unique, downright fascinating in his whole life of sex and harems. «What the f-?» His mind was fried up a little, but his eyes were attentive to every detail of that coming goo. The liquid splashed on the ground, so heavy that it formed a tall, mountainous pasta besides his shoulders.

	

	“Oh, mm!!” The woman rolled her eyes, and with her hand she pressed her husband’s touch much harder on her skin. “Oh, ooh!” A louder, deeper squish was heard, and about a large bottle of Coke worth of that liquid burst through her vagina.

	

	The liquid produced so much steam the vapor sort of “blew up” from it, whipping the man’s face, making even his precum boil. «Hot… dang!» It wasn’t nearly the most erotic part of that ejection. The liquid itself was… thick. Like, thicker than his semen, and sort of gray and black, with many solid particles visibly “dancing” and swimming in its viscosity. «Wait a minute, this…» His irises widened out, capturing more details of that superb jelly. «This is all eggs!»

	

	Indeed. The tiny little balls he saw were the woman’s literal eggs: perfectly round and sturdy, like dark golf balls of flesh, swirling by the billions in that gallon of goo, their count superior to a man’s sperm cells in a comparable amount of volume.

	

	“Mm, mmrm!!” Purring and licking her lips, the woman took her feet of her man’s penis, which expelled another fat load of precum in his face, then slowly kneeled besides him and that pool of goo, the ground literally caving under her knees once she laid by his said. “How do you like… all of this?” She shook her shoulders—her massive, wall-like shoulders, of which much will be said later in this book—and the man’s senses were overloaded with the sheer amount of… everything!... that woman had to offer.

	

	Her breasts were large. Large! Like, utterly massive! «Are they G-cups? H-cups??» Whatever they were, they were absolutely, monstrously large. Even for a woman that massive, the breasts were threatening to break through her torso and make her unproportionally well-endowed. Still, like every other feature in her, they always stopped short of looking like an anomaly, and instead they simply looked like that: the most beautiful, round, massive, bountiful, luscious breasts a woman could ever have. They were the only part—aside from her gigantic, shapely ass—of her body that seemed she could gather fat at, and it was literally enough fat to make three, four other healthy ladies. “Liking my boobs, I see.” The woman smiled. “Alright. You can take aaaall of me, baby, for as long as you desire.”

	

	The beautiful male raised his right hand to her left breast and touched it. “God!!” His penis rumbled, threatening to ejaculate. “Oh, my… god!!” The semen was boiling in his testicles. Imelda could see it clearly by the relentless quivering of his gigantic balls. “Oh, my… Jesus Chirst!!” The beast-man squeezed that breast, and from the nipples milk squirted out straight into his face. “Oh… oh, fuck!”

	

	The woman pulled her torso away, slapping his massive hand with a finger—yeah, literally a single finger. “Alright, big bull, enough tit-touching for you.” With her fingers, she pinched both nipples, and the daunting loads of milk she was storing remained safely guarded within her massive bosom. “I’m so fucking fertile I, like… fuck! I’m going crazy with these two babies.” She slid her hands along the surface of her gigantic gazongas, smooth and delicate, trying to add to them no pressure at all. “Fuck, I’m so fucking full!!” All the time she sucked her lips and smacked them loudly. “You felt my fucking womb. It’s throbbing, baby, and this juice is just a tiny sample of what I’ll be coming into your dick.” The man didn’t have time to understand that expression as the woman pointed back to the ground, to the viscous produce of her vagina. “These are my eggs. You see them, don’t you?” She smirked. “There are about two thousand fertile eggs in this gallon of girl-cum, and these are just the eggs I… ooh… ooh, fuck! Okay, honey, look at this…”

	

	“No!” He was exasperated, yes, for the woman abruptly stood up and walked away from him.

	

	“Sorry, hon, but you’re gonna cum if I stay too close to you for too long, and I want, like, aaaall of your semen inside me, okay? Oh, fuck! Uurgh!!” Again, she seemed to experience an intense pain on her crotch—not unlike the pain the male had experienced when she was torturing his prick. With her muscular arms unwittingly squeezing the size of her breasts, making the milk squirt through her nipples and splash between her and the man, she placed her fingers on her iron-tight pussy, and then… “oooaah!!” She moaned.

	

	The man raised his eyebrows fully upon hearing the sound of her finger self-penetration. Her thick, muscular fingers broke through the inviolable seal of her pussy, creaking a sound akin to wood cracking and mental banging, almost like a bar of metal being somehow torn into two by the long axis. “Oooaah!!” The woman rolled her eyes and smiled. Even her fingers seemed to be having a hard time breaking through her virginal lips. The penetration was brutal, and the fire that burned through her cunt was quite literal: a wave of heat burst through the opening, literally making the titanium ground beneath it red with burn. Then, the steam came pouring through, but the woman wasn’t just doing that just to display her virility; quick, with deep breaths, the woman had her face twitch a little, then hardened her belly as if she was about to poop a baby, and from her cunt came…

	

	“Oh, my god!!” The man’s penis pretty much sank into his torso, its hardness blowing through his previous records. In front of him he saw two whole gallons of sexy ooze burst from the woman’s vagina, falling on the ground like a hyper-thick gel, the thing so viscous and thick it didn’t splash at all, and its sound was instead like fists of iron collapsing on the even harder ground. She ejected that thick semen for twenty seconds until she relaxed her belly and returned to a straight posture, looking at her man while her tits squirted harder and hotter loads of milk.

	

	“Look at my ejaculation. These are all fresh eggs, what you see.” While the male marveled upon that fresh, powerful ejection, the woman pinched her nipples and sent all the milk back into her tits. “Feast upon them, my male, for you’re no going to see a hotter, harder load of woman semen in any other creature on this planet aside… well…” She sighed. “Of our majesty.”

	

	The man was mesmerized by that load. It was a mound twice as large as the one she’d ejaculate before, and it looked even darker, as well as immensely thicker. “I mean… how are these…?!” Despite being a few feet away, the eggs were visible to him—maybe not individually, sure, but as collective they looked like a hill of swollen ants moving about, their motion both erratic and elegant, pure fluid chaos in a contained biome of sex.

	

	The woman spread out her legs, caving the ground under her feet only to give her thighs and pussy a little bit more breathing room. “We both have a term for it: girl cum. You can also call it woman semen, female semen, whatever. Our squirt isn’t even special anymore, no matter how thick it is. This, my darling,” she pointed emphatically to the mound, “is not squirt. This is literally the egg yoke produced straight from my ovaries. Oh! Ooh!” Her lips both smiled and trembled, her face divided by that agonizing pleasure. “Oh, god, fuck you, god damn it, womb! Fuck, I’m sorry, darling.” She spread out her legs further and squatted a little. “I got to ejaculate once more.” Then, she pushed it like a baby: “uuurgh!!”

	

	The semen bubbled on her vulva, then exploded in fat, fist-sized loads of goo into the ground, each landing sounding like an explosion: *bang! Bang! Bang!!* The woman ejaculated for about fifteen seconds before she straightened herself up again, standing close to three massive piles of womb jizz. “We do something very similar to you males, you see: we produce our eggs in this massive, viscous load of seminal fluids, then we eject it out of our pussies if the volume is getting two great.” She smiled, her breasts bouncing as she chuckled, so delighted with herself. “This first pile has some two thousand eggs, and this second pile has over ten thousand. This third pile has about five thousands eggs, and in  my crotch I’m producing about two thousand eggs already. If it gets too heavy and hot, I’ll expel semen again.” She looked at her man for a damned long time before snapping her fingers at him. “Hey, love. So, what do ya think?”

	

	The beast god shook his head. «Oh, my… oh, my god!!» So many questions! «I mean…» He had so many questions! “Baby… does it mean that…” He looked into her eyes, and in them he could see she already sort of knew what he was going to ask. “Does it mean that you… me…?”

	

	She laughed. “What? Am I going to breed you instead of you breeding me? Oh, well, if you’re up to it, I mean.” She played with her hair while walking back to her man’s head. “Don’t worry, love: we’re still humans, you know, biology and all. We’re just, like, so much more potent than your average woman. This semen is only the natural byproduct of an organism that’s literally millions of times more fertile than a fucking mare, all this in the compact size of a female body.” Compact size. Hah! Nothing in that woman was “compact”—except for, perhaps, the insane shreddedness of her muscles. With every muscle flexing as she walked to the man, the woman stood over his face, leg on each side of his skull, facing him down as he faced her burning pussy. “If you want, yes, you can breed me ‘the usual way:’ you shoot your sperm in me, and I crack my eggs inside my womb. But, darling of my heart,” she began to slowly… slowly… s… low… ly… squat down. “If you so desire…” Her burning pussy was brought closer and closer to his face. The male was assaulted by her wild scent. It was too much, too much, and at the same time it was perfectly normal! “I can shoot my loads in your eggs, and fecundation can happen in your sperm bags.” The woman looked back, seeing the two melon-sized balls of her male throbbing heavily on the deformed ground. “You can shoot back the fecundated eggs back into my womb so I can nurse them. It is, oh, a very heavenly sensation—at least according to all the men I’ve slept with. They cum like crazy stallion when I shoot my loads into their urethras, and once fecundation happens in their balls, oooh!” She jiggled. Her pussy was just two feet away from the man’s lips. “Let’s only say that they can’t literally handle the amount of orgasms my eggs give them once they reach their balls. Poor bastards faint left and right. Only a handful have been able to survive my eggs assault without fainting—or at least not fainting too many times or for too long periods of times. I think you can be one of those men,” she winked, “if you’re into this sort of challenge, of course.”

	

	Her pussy emanated jets of pure heat, like invisible lasers on the man’s face. Whatever liquids were coating it boiled up and evaporated in an instant. «This woman can boil my precum, like, no trouble!» He was astounded. Even though the liquid wasn’t half a percent as strong as his semen, it was still, nonetheless, one of the thickest, strongest sexual fluids in the universe, and there she was, that woman, evaporating his lubes with her tight pussy.

	

	Imelda giggled, looking at the despair on the man’s face as he beheld her pussy so fixedly. “Do you want mommy’s cunt.” A terrible rumble came from her crotch, and the woman sincerely contorted herself in pain, almost as if suffering from kidney stones herself. “Fuck me, male, you make me so horny!” The tip of her nipples began again to release steam, and huge white droplets formed on them before the woman pinched them both. “Fucking milk is boiling in my tits. Can you see it, my love, how it’s shaking, all the skin of my giant orbs?” She moved her hands along the massive girth of her daunting milk-makers. Every inch of it was trembling and swelling, like holding countless tiny living organisms under her skin; imagine two giant yoga balls completely filled with thick liquid, and this liquid is now boiling; that’s exactly how her monstrous tits looked like, and Leonardo knew that was barely the beginning of her arousal. “I got twelve thousand fresh eggs in my womb.” Her unbelievably ripped and muscular abs began to bloat a little. On her crotch, right above her hips, the mighty male started to see a sensible throbbing appear, like a machine or two giant heart pumping a few inches under her muscles. Soon, he began to see the shape of two outstandingly large eggs connected to a massive, bagpipe-like central canal that was almost as big as most average women’s full hips. “Do you want to eat them? Eat my eggs?”

	

	The male was shocked. “But… baby…”

	

	Imelda then laughed, predictably humored by her husband’s skepticism. “Man, oh, man of mine, I’m not your average, run-of-the-mill muscle goddess. I make eggs like no big deal.” She placed her hands on her crotch, and her pussy danced over the man’s lips. “I can make up to a hundred thousand eggs when I’m not aroused in a full day. It’s over ten million when I am aroused—which is almost always.”

	

	“How can it…?” The woman, however, simply shook her hips and hypnotized her male, shutting him up with the sight of her engorged, iron-tight genitals.

	

	“Do you want eggs or not? Trust me, stud: every ounce of my liquids is beyond delicious. If you’re one of those pussy males who behave all, like, picky eaters when it comes to good puss, fear not: it’ll be like you’re feasting on strawberry and red fruits jelly on my juices—but, like, a billion times more tasty, and so good that your semen will explode out of your penis in a heartbeat.” She looked back to the monstrous length of the male’s genital pressing against his full torso, its head actually throbbing right beneath the woman’s monstrously large buttocks, rising up despite its full hardness to try and penetrate her—that male’s prick doing what it was programmed to: reach the nearest fertile pussy or anus and fecundate it. “Your penis… poor boy! It’s agonizing in its hardness, unable to actually penetrate me.” She shook her hips, and the sound of her ass shaking was alike an earthquake in an of itself. The penis throbbed and cloaked itself with more, thicker, and harder veins, every inch of it pumping like its nut, once finally busted, could pierce and wreck and destroy hundreds of military tanks in line. “Poor boy!” She looked at her man’s face. The beast was jaw-dropped, its massive tongue coiled shyly in his mouth. “Want mommy’s eggs, honey? Hey. Want them, uh?” She shook her hips some more. Fuck! He could hear the hot, hard liquids inside her shaking too. “It’s a delicious milkshake, my darling. Mommy loved to feed her babies with her baby-making juice. It’s nutritious. Preps your body like hell.”

	

	“I’m… I’m…!!” The man was in tears. “I’m actually scared, mommy, that your power might be too mu-”

	

	“It is not, baby boy.” She winked. “It is not.” And placed the fingers of one hand over her cunt, threatening to squeeze her lips apart and squish out her lovely juices into his mouth. “So. Do you want to drink mommy’s powerful snatch juice? Wanna a taste of mommy? Huh? Wanna feed on mommy’s pussy nectar, bathe your tongue on your mother’s womb semen? Mm? Wanna feel the jizz of a real woman in your mouth, eh? Eh? Or wanna mommy to just fuck your cock broken and rotten and call it a day?”

	

	It was not that the monster didn’t want to answer; it was just that… he was too flabbergasted… too shocked and awed and… and!... to ever respond: “y-yes. Yes, mommy, yes.” The shape of his heart, throbbing, could be seen on his pec. “Feed me, mommy. I want your juice.”

	

	“Not juice. Semen. Do you want my semen?”

	

	“Yes.”

	

	“Yes what?”

	

	“Yes, mother, I want your semen.”

	

	“Good. And you admit that your mommy’s semen is way more powerful…” She leaned back and grabbed one of the bull’s testicles. The power and energy and pain emanating from her touch was… it was!!... holy fucking shit damn it god!! ‘Twas fucking maddening! “…than your bull jizz?”

	

	The monster gasped, grunted, growled, and blurted: “well, mommy… I gotta taste your jizz first to decide.”

	

	The woman let go of his testicles, and then she returned to her pussy right above the man’s face. “Good answer.” Then, placing her fingers right above each swollen lip of her vulva… “open up wide.” She gave them a simple, smooth squeezed, and one long, fat thread of grey, reddish juice began to slime down to the man’s lips.

	

	Steam burst from her pussy, and the hot, fat slime weighed on the man’s tongue once it entered him. *Boom!!* Every muscle of that horse hardened to the man’s, caving the ground below and forcing the woman to spread her legs further wider so that she didn’t touch the man. «If I touch him, fuck! Not even I know if I can control myself!» The beast was growing, growing, and his penis began to throb like a fucking machine on overdrive as he ate the first gallons of her unspeakably hot good.

	

	He felt them. In every taste bud of his mouth, he felt them. Her eggs. Massive and hard like chocolate drops, and just as tasty! He felt them, and the feeling of that cereal of ripe eggs right in his mouth, making him gargle and drool with just a single fist-sized load of it, was enough to burn the semen in his crotch to a volcanic-eruption point, and the hot, powerful jizz exploded through his urethra, stretching wide his volley-ball sized helmet with the force of its self-ejaculation.

	

	“Ah, fine.” The woman rolled her eyes. “If you gotta cum, cum in my ass.” With motions as quick as lightning, outpacing even the jizz on the man’s urethra, the woman contorted her body like a gymnast and leaned back to grab the man’s unyielding cobra, pull it up, and fit the swollen helmet between the buttocks. That penis was literally harder than steel, and just as dense, yet the combination of horse-like muscles and ultra-dense fat of the her butt sealed his cock like an industrial press, and the man felt pain and despair like never before—even second of his copulation with that superwoman being a new record in this regard. “Focus on the juice, son.” She teased her clit with her middle finger while squeezing her vulva’s labia with her other fingers. “Focus on mommy’s semen and the pain will go away.” Though she wasn’t trying to cum, the volume of womb-sperm was so great that his face was already drowned in it. Dark eggs covered the man’s entire face, and the liquids formed a giant pool around him, with the god struggling to gulp that broth even once. «It’s so… fucking!... thick!!» As he felt wave after wave of juice weighting down on his face, his tongue, his everything, the beast finally mustered the intent to swallow the damn thing, and down his throat he felt her eggs fertilizing *him,* each eggs mobile and powerful enough to give every inch of his throat an internal massage, causing him orgasms he never swore a male could ever feel.

	

	The semen exploded harder in his prick, breaking even the tightiest of seals the woman’s buttocks forced in it. “For your information, my hips as fully relaxed.” She smiled as her man seemed to die from the epiphany. “Don’t you think your ejaculation is actually harder than my body. It is not.” She twerked her ass just a bit, and the bison felt her every motion all the way down to his toes. “A single twitch of my glutes and it’s bye-bye pecker for you. Of course, mommy doesn’t want to punish her son.” She winked, and then pressed her ripe anus against the volleyball of hard meat that was her man’s cock head. “Mommy want to give son endless… orgasm!!”

	

	The monstrous helmet fit inside her in a deep *pop!* Once it entered her, everything in the world seemed to make sense to the man. His massive, bigger-than-a-bull muscles roared and began to shiver at an incalculable pace. “Rooooar!!!” With womb juice oozing even from his eyes, the man unloaded planet-cracking nuts of his semen into the woman, and Imelda, raising her head up high, rolling her eyes in utter pleasure, moaned aloud thanks to the uncommon pleasure of being dominated by a stud: “oooah!!” The semen exploded, exploded, exploded inside of her, and from then on the man’s penis would only become a much stronger, crazier machine of ejaculation, pumping hundreds of millions of gallons into her virile system—all to be immediately consumed and digested, of course, as if they were nothing. “Yes! Yes, son!! Pump mommy with your sperm!! Of fuck, I can feel your sperm swimming in me!!” Her belly bloated. Her muscles, however, remained perpetually ripped and shredded. “Fuck, they’re as big a tadpoles! Billions of them!!” She began to twerk, her buttocks and glutes, however, always relaxed. “More!! Feed mommy more cum, son, more fucking jizz for your slut!! OOOH!!!” As she moaned, she sat on the man’s face, and her pussy unloaded in him just as much semen as he was unloading in her.

	

	The man unrolled his tongue inside of her, and the fight was one. «Jesus!! Fuck…!!! OHHH!!» Womb-semen splashed in every direction as the woman pumped gallon after gallon inside his mouth, ejaculating in his throat just as he used to ejaculate straight in a woman’s throat with his giant penis. The man realized he needed to take an active role if he didn’t want to drown in her juices, so, after a few minutes of fear and indecisions, he began to powerfully suck her dry, sucking the eggs straight from her hot ovaries. “Oh, fuck, YES!! Oh, YES!! YES, HONEY!!! AH, FUCK… FUCK!!!” The woman began to lose track of her words, biting her lips and rolling her eyes as she felt… “goddamn it, YES!! OH, FUCK ME, THIS SO GOOD!! FUCK YES!!!” She twirled her hips harder, grinding her iron hot pussy in her son’s face. “YES, SON, YES!! You have no idea… oooh!!... how mommy LOVES having her eggs sucked out of her womb!! You make me feel like a fucking woman!! Ooooh!! Like a cheap, submissive slut!!” Leaning back, she grabbed his massive breeding pole with both hands and began to expertly, divinely jerk him off in all his glorious length, feeling the train-loads of hot jizz exploding into her anus. “And your cum production is top notch!! Come on, kid!! Show mommy what you’re truly capable of!!”

	

	Her words stimulated in the stud a more intense, frenetic ejaculation, his power nonetheless being only forty percent of all he could truly ejaculate. His semen started to bubble up inside the woman’s stomach, meeting the jizz she had previously sucked from him with her lips (and that she didn’t allow to be digested so she could always feel a bit of his manhood inside of her). This time, of course, her stomach insemination was happening from the other front: with her guts completely filled with horse jizz, the semen erupted into her stomach like a lazy, messy geyser, its bursts gaining more and more power as the stallion only gradually lost his fears and inhibitions.

	

	In the man’s stomach, a similar shower of cum happened. «OOOOH!!!» Just as his heavy semen ascended through her guts, her thick soup descended through his throat, and both broths bubbled and burst into each other’s stomach. In his, however, the sensation was much more unique; it wasn’t a liquid falling down, but rather a solid crashing into the walls of his stomach, sometimes threatening to rupture them, sometimes breaking apart into many smaller, solid pieces of stone. Her broth was no joke: suddenly, guided by pure instinct, the male began to chew on her eggs, finding it incredibly hard to break them. «This is like… no! This is not like chewing stones. It feels… ouch!» The male was astounded by the fact that he needed to force his jaw shut until his muscles were hurting to break the hundreds of fertile eggs between his feet. «These things ain’t made of stone. They… they made of steel!»

	

	The weight of her juice was not “merely” heavy; it was, honest to God, comparable to his own semen! «Delicious!» Imelda purred. «His semen is about 16% of its fullest quality, and is already weighing about… ooh, mm…» She shook herself a little harder to accurately gauge the weight and density of the juice filling up her innards, coming up to a conclusion much faster than her husband: «seventy pounds per gallon. Sweet Jesus, this is very hot stuff, but it’s a trickle compared to what he can truly, really cum!» Despite the volcanic intensity with which the male fecundated her ass, like a tank constantly unloading shells of pure semen, she felt his stuff much more watery than even her own cum—which only showed that both lovers were really just warming up, just getting started with their filthy romance and sexual battle.

	

	The man, of course, wasn’t so used to this feeling. That might have been the very first time he actually felt anything so heavy in his own stomach; unlike Imelda, he didn’t like cocks, so he never tasted the actual heavy broth of a bonafide Super Stud, of which he a prime example. «Is this… is this…?!» His mind didn’t know how to handle the weight of that semen. Soon enough, loudly and messily, he began to cough and drown on it. «Jesus!! What the fuck is this weight?!»

	

	The woman gave him no mercy. “What about I truly ejaculate in your stomach, son?” The woman readied her pussy and her womb. No! She couldn’t be seriously… “Take it. A little bit of your mother’s power!” With a loud roar of her womb, the woman ejaculated—truly ejaculated!—gallons of pussy-semen into her stallion’s mouth.

	

	The walls were whipped by the ropes of her cum. Booms were heard in every direction. Vast swaths of the male’s semen were burst away by the cannon balls of pussy-cum that the women was ejaculating, and massive fountain jets of womb-juice flew up, up, up until the darkness of the unsee ceiling as the woman truly, terrifyingly unloaded her junk into her male’s mouth.

	

	The poor bull’s head was pushed brutally against the ground, caving it further. *Crooonk!* The sounds of the metal being distorted and destroyed were only less grotesque and profound as the mutual roars, grunts, and moans from both lovers, who were amazingly matched in their displays of sexual power. The man’s gigantic rod throbbed from the base up to his woman’s anus, spreading her cheeks apart, making her muscles rumble with the shockwaves of force as the semen travelled in fat loads into her guts, which were further stretched by their volume.

	

	The woman moaned. The semen bubbled and exploded into her stomach, filling up about a third of it. In turn, her pussy ejaculated fatter and more impressive loads of eggs into the face of her man, who was surprisingly rising up to the task and meeting her in equal terms. «I am… I am…!!» His mind sizzled and sparkled with amazement. «I am enjoying this… far too much!!» Instead of growing tired or depleted, like when the woman sucked his penis, the stud was actually growing more powerful and physically harder, with his body blasting through the heigh of nine feet again and his muscles—only the muscles, not including any of the spunk either in his balls of his stomach—were approaching 3,000 pounds fast!

	

	The veins burst and bloated all over his physique, and the man dared grab the massive shoulders of his lover, squeezed them to feel her delicious muscles, massaging and appraising her like the fine mare that she was.

	

	Shaking her upper torso, the woman licked her lips, rolled her eyes, and looked down adoringly to her man. “Feast of my breasts, love. Squeeze them. Spank them. Feel the power of my milk!” But the man had other plans, feeling bolder and more comfortable with her superhuman lover’s body: with one hand, he grappled her back, and with the other he threw a massive slap on her ass, making not the sound of a whip-crack, but the boom of an atomic explosion: *BROOOM!!* “Oh, oh!” His slap could have flattened a tank, but in that woman… “Tickles!”

	

	The male raised his eyebrows. «What the flying fuck?!» Pulling back his hand, he realized he lost all sensibility to his entire arm. This arm, mind you, was a tower of muscles and throbbing veins. His biceps alone was as big as a fucking yoga ball, and its mass and density made it heavier than a car, but upon the blow against those butt cheeks, damn, his nerves grew completely desensitized, and his limb became numb and frozen, almost as if threatening to fall off his shoulder. Then, once the nerves returned, he sort of wished they didn’t. «AAAH!!!» The pain! The fire! Damn! His wrist was killing him! He had almost dislocated it after he slapped that woman’s ass. «FUCK YOU, WHORE!!» Suicidal, or just too horny for his own good, he wasn’t detained by that; in fact, he was only aroused: throbbing harder and louder, his penis ejaculated an entire bathtub of semen every half-second inside the woman, and his hand aimed towards her buttocks again and again and again, each blow creating a shockwaves that only grew and pushed their sexual liquids away, each blast so powerful it was felt in the very opposite side of the titanium room, dozens of miles away.

	

	“Yes. YES!!” Imelda was especially delighted not with the blows, but actually with his other hand, which worshiped and adored the muscles of her back. “Feel mommy in her entirety!!” With his right hand, the male squeezed and pulled her back muscles, slapping them, whipping them, feeling the unwavering solidity of her muscles, the insane width and power of her back, the earthquake-resistant strength of her sides, the sheer insane vascularity and definition of even her smallest, “weakest” muscles.

	

	Finally, eating cum like there was no tomorrow, nutting semen like she was his very last breeding mare, the man looked at her daunting breasts and saw her nipples fuming with power. «This… this is heaven.» With both hands leaving her ass and muscles, then slowly rising up to her chest, the monster hovered his fingers closer to her nipples before committing to the act, feeling the absolute heat of those lactateous beasts before he actually… touch them!

	

	His woman looked down to him. Her torrents of cum were actually decreasing. «Do it!» She appeared to say, gesturing it with a nod, and in one swell motion the man grabbed her tits, causing the milk to jettison in two powerful streams of white.

	

	The woman screamed. She screamed! The milk blasted from her nipples like two firehoses, immediately painting all the walls and floor in white—well, her white; a white much whiter than the man’s semen, and with a paint so much thicker, so much heavier and steamier, fuck, that even the man’s milk was superseded and supplanted by those uproarious streams of tit nectar.

	

	Blasts of milk assaulted the man’s face. There was no stability for their threads as his fingers blocked the way—those mighty salami-sized limbs barely able to slow down, let alone restrain the powerful mother juices. Instead of trying to block them, the man just grabbed the sides of her boobs and, among other things, squeezed them and pressed them against one another, seeing the massive, firehose-strong blasts of nectar reach up to dozens of feet above his head. “Harder. Harder!!” The woman commanded while riding his face. “Milk mommy harder!!”

	

	The assaulted of semen in her belly became a matter of honor: bursting from the man’s heated penis, a literal river of spunk filled her stomach up to 80%—her body producing insane amounts of steam as she digested that spunk like the freak of nature that she was. The man’s hands worked out those tits like punching bags; if he grabbed balls of pure steel with that same force, damn, they would have been turned into tiny pebbles the size of a one-cent coin. On those tits, however, that force appeared to be the bare minimum necessary to just bend their surface and sink the hands into their skin and fat just a little bit. Once touching those massive goblets of motherhood, the male felt them infinitely harder than the very super-titanium surface they were both fucking upon. «SHIT!!» Straining his muscles until his arms had swollen past the girth of freaking Greek column, the monster massacred those tits as hard as he could—and all the time, no matter how much he roared, no matter how much he strived, he only felt that his best… was barely enough to cut it!

	

	The feeling of breeding with the most powerful woman in the universe got his monster dick harder than it’d ever been. In a surge of energy and cum, his penis loudly grew on the woman’s rear, pushing her body a little further up on the man’s face, and reaching past the fifty-inch mark. “Congratulations, sweetheart!” The woman’s womb was still producing eggs, though at a much slower pace than before. Her ejaculations, once as powerful as her stud’s, seemed to have petered out into a trickle, and the volume of eggs inside the man’s body stabilized at around twenty thousand (plus thousands of gallons of seminal fluid weighing over twenty tons). “Now… take mommy’s real ejaculation!”

	

	The man almost DIED once the new, unexpected load exploded from her womb like an atomic bomb. *BOOOOOOOOO… … … OOOOOOOOM!!!* It was like… the end of the world… and the Big Bang all over again… twenty times over!... as the woman unloaded such an epic discharge of womb-juice on her stallion’s mouth that immediately she knocked him out from reality, and his penis sort of softened down a bit before he regained consciousness and faced the unending gallons piling up inside his stomach. «What the… what the fuck…?!» If the woman before had spent a few minutes cumming w few thousands of eggs, she was now unloading about a hundred thousand fresh eggs in him—every single minute! «What the hell, you monster!!»

	

	Feeling the male take his hands off her bosom, the woman laughed. “You’ve got to be much stronger than that if you want to survive mommy!” She licked her lips, seeing the man’s arms collapsing lifelessly on the floor besides his body. “Attack me. Use your tongue, my male. Physically assault my womb, crush my vagina like a boxing bag, fucking sledgehammer it like you have a battering ram in your mouth, destroy me and pummel me like your cock is doing my anus!!” The woman pushed herself deeper into his cock, bringing his turgid serpent all the way up and into her guts. “You’re fucking me strong and raw enough to actually make me feel… something! Now, my darling,” she smacked her lips while grabbing his face, pulling it against her cunt, and grinding it like she wanted to pulverize his whole fucking skull! “Fuck me like your really mean it!!” Just to show him that peace was not an option, the beats-woman roared and unloaded another truly epic stream of cum, a million eggs suddenly invading his face, his nostrils, his mouth, his throat, his everything!, and making his bloody stomach swell under her ass.

	

	A sparked burned somewhere in the man’s soul. A new level of consciousness was unearthed within him. «Fuck.» A calm voice whispered, deadly as a demon, calm as a god. «Fuck.» Not an expletive, but a command: «fuck. To fuck. Fuck her. Now!» And, with a bright burn in his mind, the man unleashed the full force of his tongue into his woman’s pussy, stretching her and tearing her and ripping her apart like he was going to blast her fucking brain out.

	

	Not that he could, of course, but that’s what he felt. Heck, that what they *both* felt as his tongue miraculously broke through her every defense and muscle and, in the blink of an eye… *BOOM!!* It hit hard against her cervix, and then it blasted through it like her cervix was made of butter. This brough Imelda to an unexpected, wild pile of orgasms, and her breasts saluted the male with a furious spurt of milk. The jets exploded like two umbrellas, the shorted of their milky arcs still landing about thirty feet away from the couple. “YES!! YES!! OOOH!!!” Imelda pulled her own hair and danced on the man’s face, his cock penetrating her deeper and deeper in the guts. “FUCK YEAH, BABY, THAT’S WHAT I’M TALKING ABOUT!!!”

	

	The monster roared. He felt more inches of Imelda’s anus squeezing up his dick. He was breeding her hot and hard straight in her guts, with the level of his semen on her belly up to 90%, but that wasn’t enough for the stallion. Thrusting his hips upwards, his motions more brutish and conquering, he was reminded of the pleasure of domination, the pleasure of utterly nailing and fucking a woman senseless. «This bitch… this… motherfucking bitch!» He saw her. All her of her. Her tits, her shoulders, her thighs, her muscles… everything in her… arousing! “Rooaarr!!!” The monster took his tongue out of her vagina, and her cum exploded like a lake into his face.

	

	“What…?!” Imelda looked confused, even dazed. “What are you doing?!” Even the mighty woman couldn’t process the events that happened, as they happened so fucking quickly: roaring and puffing steam, the monster rose up and pulled his monster cock from her anus. *BOOOM!* The unplugging of his cock head from her tight seal was followed by a massive spurt of semen on the woman’s massive, muscular back. Immediately, though, laying himself on top of her, *BANG!*, the male nailed the spunk-ridden back of his woman against the floor and lined up his raging cock monstrosity on her cunt. That was too sweet!! Too hot! Her pussy… “aaargh!!!” He couldn’t wait one second longer to breed that fucking cunt. “TASTE MY SEMEN, WHORE!!”

	

	“OOOH!!” Imelda gasped. Her eyes widened. *Boom!* In one swell, dominating thrust, the monster splintered her hips, stretched her labia, and penetrated her pussy fully. *SPLASH!!* Her juices exploded everywhere, one last bang before they were shut by the monstrously large endowment stuck in her cunt. «I know his large but… ooh!!» Shockingly, her mind began to fail. «He’s… oooh!! Oooh!!» The massive, muscular monstress began to shiver, and her shaking turned more uncontrolled as the beast hit her cervix with his monumental tool. “OOOO-AAAH!!!” The woman screamed, spraying his gigantic pecs with milk as he, still in that single motion, broke through her cervix like butter, and then felt his own orgasms grow a million times harder as he felt the tight, hot embrace of her womb in his cock meat.

	

	“OH, MY GOD!!” The monster roared, hugging his lover with all his might. “OH, MY FUCKING…!!

	

	*BOOOOOOOOOOOM…!!!* It seemed to last forever, the roar of his ejaculation, the powerful blow of his unloading of hundreds and hundreds of gallons and yet more gallons of fresh, hot semen into his lover’s wombs, leading even his lady to an unexpected (but not unwelcomed overdrive).

	

	“HOLY FUCKING SHIIIIIIIIIT!!!” She screamed, and her tits sprayed the surrounding of milk as her monster’s pecs crushed them mercilessly and the beast took her mouth, colonized her tongue, beat her whole goddamned mouth into submission before kissing and fucking her throat raw, the back of her head banging mercilessly against the ground.

	

	Their kiss broke. Saliva drooled everywhere. “I love you, Imelda.”

	

	Almost ignoring the power of her man’s endless thrusts, Imelda fondled his cheek, then gave it a tiny, soft peck. “I love, Leo.” Then… the fire! “Breed me. Breed me, stallion, and make me a mommy!!”

	

	He roared. She roared. They both roared as the monster began to unload truly epic oceans into her womb, and the woman’s wide, super massive hips were widened and stretched even further once the semen of her male started to spray out of her tight queeny. The bubbling, boiling sprays turned into hoses, and the hoses turned into geysers and waterfalls as the woman stopped roaring and began screaming, her tits unloading a comparable volume of milk as the man was unloading in her.

	

	They both began to move and drag across the ground as the monster thrusted. And thrusted! And thrusted and thrusted and thrusted like no cruise ship piston could ever thrust on a engine, like no herd of stallions could ever collectively thrust on their harem of hundreds, thousands of females, the power of that penis so strong that the hoses of cum blasting outside the pussy turned into oceans at every deeper penetration, and the woman’s womb, inflated like a balloon by her virile steed’s discharge, was pushed way past her belly and into her ribcage as the beast penetrated her fully. “I WILL SHOW YOU MANHOOD, YOU TASTY ASS WHORE!!” And he invited himself completely into his lover, making her gasp as her womb, *BOOM!*, was pushed all the way up to her throat, the virile, shapely silhouette of her massive eggs drawn near every edge of her shoulders, and the massive, balloon-sized chamber of her uterus bloating bigger and fatter than her ribcage itself.

	

	“H-HOW D-DID YOU…?!” The woman saw only blackness, however, once the male roared and unloaded freely inside of her. Her massive tits, which at all times were squeezed together against one another, spread apart as her womb inflated and the giant added gallons upon gallons, hundred and hundreds of those inside of her, and his muscles grew and ballooned to proportions never seen outside only the mightiest strongest of studs.

	

	Then, to her utter shock and consternation… “I will conquer you.” The monster grabbed her huge shoulders and pinned her back down on the ground. *Brooom!!* The titanium visibly caved under the pressure, with the stud giving her not a millisecond of rest as he pistoned his dick inside her, his loads growing ever more power, ever hotter and more explosive while his balls massacred the woman’s ass cheeks and thighs with every violent swing of his titanic strength. “I will fecundate you, my woman, until you cannot take any other seed but mine!”

	

	Imelda moaned. There was nothing in the goddess left but enjoyment and sincere surrender. “Aahh… aah-eeh…!!” Then she opened her eyes, and was shocked by the word that left her lips: “daddy…”

	

	That did it for him: his hips turned into a blur; his chest and torso ballooned until he basically dwarfed that woman, turning the floor around them into a small crater as he hammered and hammered her cunt with superhuman power, the semen exploding out of her fully-penetrated, fully-fecundated vagina in insane torrents, his ejaculation building an ocean which grew wider and wider and wider, deeper and deeper and deeper, hotter and hotter and hotter, until the steam turned everything white, and all that was felt were the powerful, the insane, the inhumane earthquakes of that god conquering that pussy, and all that was heard were his louder and more powerful roars contrasted with her higher-pitched and more desperate moans.

	

	Imelda was conquered—and it didn’t seem like the goddess was faking it. Well, at least… not all of it.

	



	

Book 2: Queen of the God Women




	


Part 1

	

	

	* Three hours later *

	

	

	Leonardo fucked Imelda senseless in that position for three hours straight, not only with no respite, but with his strength never stopping to grow, his power and horniness, as well as his jizz-spraying virility never decreasing its ascension towards higher and higher degrees of power and insanity. The god unloaded in that moment a thousand times more semen than he did in all his sex throughout all his life… ever!—and every time he unloaded, hell, even since he was eight-years-old, he used to unload an entire swimming pool of jizz, with his latest records growing to eight, nine, at most thirteen overflowing Olympic-sized swimming pools… and then more!

	

	«I have come more jizz to fill up an ocean!!» Around himself, the monster saw the walls of semen rising. His thrusts came in a several thousands per second, his hips turned into lightning as he sledgehammered that girls into unconscious, desperate orgasms. “Imelda, Imelda!!” The god smiled, pumping her breasts full of milk into his mouth, drinking her delicious nectar for more energy, using her body as endless fuel for his perpetual fucking machine. “Let’s fuck in a more… roooar!!... sanitary place!!”

	

	Without stopping his thrusts for a minute, the god stood up and picked up his chick along with him, his penis hammering her cunt until her womb, at every hammer, was seeing bloating and throbbing over her ribcage, and the woman’s muscles were all trembling and swelling and exploding with her orgasms, the energy he fucked her with completely transformed into the most mindblowing orgasm the woman had had in a while.

	

	Imelda looked unconscious. Sometimes her quivering face saw her eyes opening, her lips trembling, her throat struggling to say something, but all the time her words were stollen by surprising and unpredictable bursts of power from her man’s thrusts, whose penis hammered her with scary force—enough force to create shockwaves that pushed the walls of his own semen around them away.

	

	Imelda opened her mouth, gargled, and then puked his cum on the floor. She’d been doing that for a long, long time, expelling bit by bit of the semen she had so painfully sucked from her man hours ago.

	

	Leonardo grabbed her hair and pulled it back, and Imelda moaned upon feeling the brutal motion nearly ripping her spine apart, a vast load of semen flowing up her throat and then bursting into the neck and pectorals of her man, who nonetheless ignored it all to whisper, deep and grave, near her nape: “you think this is my strongest? Think again, my whore.” The monster, walking away with her through the ocean of semen, began to piston inside her faster, faster, faster, and the explosions of his semen out of her pussy threatened to nearly drown the couple under the rising piles of spunk. “You’re my sex slave now!” Decreasing the speed, he thrust with greater might. *BOOM!!* The woman gasped and vomited spunk into his shoulders, and then the beast pulled back his cock and pushed it all the way back inside her, *BOOM!!*, with such force that the woman opened her eyes, screamed, and then had her screams cut by another load of semen leaving her mouth. *BURST!!* As the man alternated those bombastic thrusts with the usual, merciless sequences of machine-gun fucking, the woman’s limbs grew limp, and her legs were uncrossed behind the man’s mighty buttocks—the entire woman turning into a lifeless doll as her muscles kept throbbing and growing, and his semen kept exploding and burning in her insides, dominating every eggs, cracking them with violence and mighty, fecundating the woman a thousand times over until the number of fecundated eggs which were expelled out of her pussy by his overfilling jets was enough to populate a 1,000,000-strong city.

	

	“What a waste, wife, all these eggs that I am fecundating and that are now being sprayed out of thy holy womb, only to wither away and die an unfruitful death in this ocean of semen of mine.” Sighing and hugging his lover harder, the man walked away while blasting her womb with the power of a tank, pushing the 10-feet-high piles of his semen away with the shockwaves of his thrusts, bending the super-titanium ground under his feet as he fondled her tits, squeezed them, then finally ate her tits up to receive their gallons of sweet milk into his system.

	

	The stud’s throat was a waterfall of milk as he suckled on those tits like a superhuman, voracious baby, and his other hand crushed her other tit to release a river-thick volume of milk into the walls and the ceiling, her spray so mighty that it could fill whole bathtubs in a second, his grip so intense that it could tear away the fuselage of a tank like cream paper. “Damn, those breasts! Look at ‘em!!” The monster took his hand from under her back and supported the woman on his hips only with his penis, the monstrous, mega-hard, ginormously-large breeder fully crammed across her inside, pulsing and throbbing with virile might all along her overstretched, over-fecundated torso, creating a massive tunel-like shape between her tits, which he grabbed with outstanding violence and began to crush with the mightiest of his muscular strength. “ROOOOAAR!!!” The beast’s back widened, his muscles roared, and the veins swelled while piling up upon one another, multiplying time and time again until his arms were far bigger than Greek columns and his legs, oh!, his legs were the size and thickness of freaking tunnels—his height catapulted to over twelve inches now, and his muscle mass turning him countless times harder and denser than titanium while pushing his weight to over 40,000 pounds.

	

	The violent swing of his balls was only less aggressive than the volcanic upsurge of his breeding lava, his creamy white thick semen bursting into that woman’s body, making her swell as if her very muscles were being injected with his cum, and then exploding out through her pussy as there was not a goddamned cubic inch of free space left inside of her.

	

	The monster roared and thrusted, his penis a giant blur in-and-out of her body, his loads of semen building a river on his trail as he crushed her tits and masturbated her with incalculable power and strength, extracting whole other rivers of white cream from those orbs as her nipples exploded with the insane pressure of the boiling milk.

	

	At a fast pace he carried her away, and his tree-trunk-sized legs definitely helped him move at blistering speeds even without too many steps at a time, but the monster still took fifteen minutes to completely leave the bulk of his ocean behind, left and right of his field of view completely dominated by his semen. “What a powerful ocean I have come.” The monster ate up a tit and squished, crushed harder the other. “What powerful loads I’m yet to come!” The monster pulled back his head and opened his mouth, and with a hand she crushed one of the woman’s tits whilst aiming her nipple to his mouth, and his gargantuan opening was sprayed by her exploding milk, the thickness of it only comparable to the force with which it was expelled. “Delicious cream, mommy. Wonder how much more thick and delicious will be the semen I’ll ejaculate straight into your womb!” Turning the woman around on his hips, with his penis still attached on her pussy… *BLAAAM!!* The male powerslammed her tits-down into the ground, and the titanium immediately caved under the force of that move. *BOOOM!!* With his powerful legs, the giant crushed her calves, then spread her legs apart, and from there he was able to finally get a good view of her rear. “Oh, mama…!”

	

	It was spectacular. Her back! Her bottom! Fuck me, god, she was a goddamned monument! The man even felt his heart throbbing against his pecs once he beheld that powerful walls of muscles and veins which was her back, culminating down on the two most passive, more perfect globes of glutenous power he had ever seen. “You’re a goddess.” He reiterated, withdrawing his prick brutally from her womb, making her entire insides crawl back to their usual shapes, and causing the woman to puke another fat load of his cum on the floor. “I’ll smear it.”

	

	His prick exploded with semen as his unplopped his massive helmet from her pussy, the size and girth of that breeding tool so utterly massive that he pulled the woman’s cunt outward, her insides throbbing outside her labia as he took out the final inches, and for a moment his glistening, sweaty, meaty war hammer shone in all its 55-inch glory, a cock unlike anything he ever thought he’d ever have. Then, grabbing that monster of a member with a single hand, “roooar!!,” the beast turned his prick down to the woman’s back, and then his loads relentlessly massacred her with cum until the bitch was drowning under his seed.

	

	It was no fucking joke the amount of cum that horse could produce. In a single load, produced after various thrusts of his monumental prick and his gigantic balls, the monster sprayed her 6.5-feet-tall, 2,000-pound body with not gallon, not bathtubs, but a small swimming pool of fresh semen, turning his prick left, then right to cover every missing inch of her, and then completely flooding the woman under his prick in under two seconds. His single load went on forever, unbroken, for his penis could ejaculate in one continuous swoop, his balls never near exhaustion with their constant and rhythmic throbbing—those balls so fat, and fattening still, that the male never actually managed to outcum them! “Whore.” Taking his hand to his face, giving it a loud, sumptuous lick, the male then power-slapped the woman’s ass, causing his semen on it explode everywhere.

	

	Unlike before, the undeniably-hard ass was bent and sunk under the man’s powerful palm. Ejaculating mad torrents of semen away from the woman, the arc of his cum sometimes reaching beyond 100 feet of distance and fifty feet of height, the man licked his other palm and then slapped the woman’s other buttock, causing yet another mad explosion of cream in every direction. “YEAH, BABY!!” He roared, and he prepped his muscles for an onslaught of ass-torture on that bitch. “THIS IS WHAT I’M FUCKING TALKING ABOUT!!”

	

	The woman puked cum. Still, it wasn’t close to the amount she was going to puke once the man descended on her ass with the fury of the gods. After a second of illusory peace, the male brought his hands down to her ass cheeks with the power and the speed of a lightning storm, and then his massive, hard, swollen arms grew more massive and swollen as his fists turned into blurs and his palms blazed red with the impact and the heat of those two tortured, over-slapped buttocks.

	

	He pummeled the woman’s ass with his palms until she was puking load after load of cum, her stomach now completely empty of his virile junk while a pile of it was formed in front of her face: three-feet-heigh, many feet wide mound of fresh semen, which she soon was licking as her tongue was sliding out of her mouth and she was gaggling, hiccupping, moaning very faintly under the increased massacre of her male’s palms.

	

	The bull grabbed her hair and pulled it, bending her entire body backwards while he grinding his massive dick between her buttocks and slapped her cheeks with his free hand. “Who’s your daddy?” The woman’s tongue was out, fifteen-or-something inches of it, and the bitch was moaning and crying at every slap, but still… no answer came. “WHO’S?!” A flurry of slaps. “YOUR?!” Another tempest of blows. “FUCKING DADDY, HOE?!” The man massacred her butt and crushed her cheeks under the tremendous weight of his cock and balls until a decent area of the ground had caved into a small crater, but the woman still mindlessly enjoyed herself, moaning and cooing under his blows, without giving the king any answer.

	

	Moving his hands back, the male announced, with an earthquake-generating voice: “fine. Let my semen remind you of who’s the daddy of your offspring. You worthless slut!” The beast grabbed his monster with a hand and crushed it. Daaaaaamn!! Was that monstrosity of a penis hard to control! His woman was fresh and ripe, her pussy was tight as if she hadn’t been banged at all, but the effects of his virile breeding couldn’t be mistaken under the sigh of her gushing many ounces of fresh juices into his piles of spunk—the egg-ridden fluids she so voluminously produced! Her semen! Her girl-spunk apparently thicker and hotter than ever before!

	

	The male breathed in deep, feeling the insane quality of her eggs in that scent. “Bitch!! Bitch!! Oooh!!” He almost lost his damn mind, with his balls pumping at lightning speed and the semen piling up under in the lower half of his cock—his hands doing their damn best to crush that cock and interrupt the explosions of semen for at least a few seconds. His entire body was growing red and blazing just like the butt cheeks of the whore, with his veins pumping and pumping, throbbing fatter and hotter as horse-sized loads of blood flowed throughout his superhuman organism. That was fresh, fresh! The freshest junk he had ever smelled! “Damn, whore! I thought you were ripe before, but now… damn!! You’re super fucking ripe!!” It was almost as if her eggs were waiting for a good beating before they could probably ripe into something… better!!

	

	With his penis twitching like an atomic bomb that was constantly prevented from exploding, the monster roared, his muscles flexed, and his entire body boomed and bloated as he used both fucking hands to bend the monstrous breeder down to the woman’s outstanding hot, wet pussy. “Time to pump you full of seed!” The monster lined up his super cock in the entrance of her queeny, and then he pressed on, spreading her cunt apart as a load of juices invaded his urethra. “Uuuuurh!!!” The beats rolled his eyes. Her egg juice was penetrating him! “Fuuuuck!! Oh, fuck!!!” His massive, monstrously muscular body began to convulse, and he felt gallons upon gallons of hot womb semen flowing down his pipe, burning inside his urethra while his semen burned even hotter under the deadly grip of his head.

	

	That juice was fertile. Like… so fucking fertile! Her eggs moved like crazy, each thousands of times more mobile than a very virile man’s sperms, with only that monster being able to out-flank those eggs in terms of power and speed. “Fuckers are looking for my semen!” Crushing one of the woman’s buttocks with his hand, the man released his grip from his penis and let his semen flow—or rather, explode!

	

	*Boooom!!* He bombarded the woman back, injecting her womb with a lake’s worth of fresh spunk as his helmet was barely inside her cunt, spraying himself, her ass, and all his surroundings with mad amounts of semen before he could crush both of the woman’s butt cheeks with his hands and finally push himself inside her, pulling her into his crotch was massacring her with inch after goddamned inch of his 55-inch-long breeding behemoth. All the way inside of her, the monster roared: “ROOOOOOAAAAARR!!!” He saw the woman’s body widening out and transforming as his unbreakable breeder pushed her womb upwards; her stomach, guts, bladder, kidneys, heart, and lungs, all her organs moving away as he pushed her womb all the way up to the very tip of her throat, and there he proceeded to unload such mad volumes of semen that her entire body began to grow and inflate—all while keeping its insane hardness, proportions, and musculature, which drove the man insane. «Fuck!! Like I can’t burst this woman up even when I’m cumming hole fucking oceans inside of her!» Without taking her demoralizing strength to heart, the man began to breathe hard and loudly, like a marathon runner warming up before the race, and then started to pound that anus doggy-style while his loads of semen exploded in every direction, the woman’s body already overfilled with his glorious spunk. “Hold on, whore! This is gonna take a good while!!”

	

	

	* One hour and a half later *

	

	

	Semen was falling from the darkness above as the man huffed and puffed and burst steam throughout all his blazing body. His once-white, pristine skin was now red and scorching like molten iron, and his penis was bending and roaring much more painfully and hard than before as he continuously pounded and blasted and hammered that goddess with it. “FUUUUCK!!!” From time to time he roared, and his roars became more perverse and growling, both profoundly exhausted and deeply aroused.

	

	His semen, as stated, was raining from every point of the room’s sky until the way could see. No matter how high that place’s ceiling was, his loads had managed to reach it, and not, a long hour and a half after he started pounding that woman into absolute submission, the male felt and heard his semen falling down, vast amounts of it, each “drop” as large as a human body, the splashes on the ground barely producing a big mess, for the jizz was so thick it behaved more like a solid than a liquid.

	

	Those splashes were no big deal compared to the grander scene: a new ocean had been formed after the monster had ejaculated for so long again, the semen bursting from the woman’s overstretched body now sprawling into a new large land of cum with hills as high as dozens of feet, and forming a true, literal ocean once in contact with the previous body of semen the monster had laid before.

	

	Roaring and puffing, the male only felt more and more semen burst powerfully from his cock, even though his balls were already giving signs of exhaustion, their throbbing and roaring relatively stable for the past half hour of so, and his ejaculations growing no stronger or more voluminous than those. “Whore!!” With powerful slaps on the woman’s back and ass, only to remind himself of his own grandeur and masculine might, and man crushed her buttocks again and pumped himself inside her with renewed strength and brutality, compensating for the levelling of his cum cannon with stronger, more destructive thrusts into her fertilized body.

	

	The semen kept bursting in high, fat waves from her cunt. The power of his thrusts sent it away in large shockwaves, the blasts making the cum explode in every direction at near lightning speeds. He grabbed the woman’s hair, pulled her entire torso back, and rode her like a master, her fat, hard tits spraying the ground with loads of milk as large as those she was being fecundated with. “WHO’S YOUR FUCKING DADDY?!!” The beast god roared in her ears, pumping faster and harder and more brutally inside of her while his testicles kept the monstrous pace of his endless jizz production.

	

	There were two miles wide and countless miles long of ocean of his semen now. At the highest point, the hills formed by his pure, incandescent spunk reached as high as twenty-four feet. On average, his ocean of cum was five-feet deep, and only the radius surrounding his and his lover’s body was mostly devoid of semen—again, thanks to the shockwaves of his blasts and hip thrusts.

	

	With a loud, earthquake-making roar, the monster both kicked and punched the ground with his left fot and hand, and used the force to turn himself around with the massive woman—now a puny doll compared to his over 12 feet of heigh and 40, maybe 45,000 pounds at this point. “FECKLESS WHOOOOORE!!!” With her tits spraying milk into the skies, the monster banged her, and his jackhammering became truly savage and phenomenal, his massive horse dong turning against into a giant white blur on the air.

	

	The spray of her tits became all the more aggressive as the beast pistoned his cock into her cunt. With her torso turned upwards, you could see the massive monster cock making its way brutally throughout her body, its tunnel-like grith swelling up her body, its gigantic throbbing veins visible even under her dozens of layers of steel-solid muscles, a size so extreme and manly—the apex of masculinity!—that even her gigantic and hard tits were spread apart by it. “Jesus…!!!” The woman moaned. Her eyes, in the rare occasions she managed to open them, were pure white. “Fuck…!! Christ…!!” Cum and blood oozed from her nostrils. Ignoring the atomic blasts of that horse in coitus, her muscles were nonetheless constantly shivering, always trembling like the world’s greatest vibrator under the avalanche of planet-destroying orgasms. Her womb could be seen, perfectly drawn and ripped atop her ribcage, around the enormous swell of the monster’s cock penis. It bloated like a massive ball, the semen spurting on it like a divine stream, a million horses ejaculating straight into her eggs, and the miracle of fecundation happening at light speeds, at overdrive, in conditions quite similar to Earth in its infancy.

	

	It was a battle. It was a massacre! Rarely did the woman’s eggs ever meet a semen powerful enough to crack them, and that semen wasn’t just this powerful, but it was also eager; it was desperate and actively searching eggs to cracks, its sperm cells undaunted by the eggs giganticness—each of her egg cells was a hundred times bigger than a regular woman, visible to the naked eyes, and literally harder than iron.

	

	To the man, it made no difference: his sperm cells, too, were about a thousand times more massive that a regular sperm, and there were times when he ejaculated on pure iron and his sperm cells actually managed to eat through the iron itself, breaking the bar in half after a few minutes of corrosion. «Thank the gods that they know how to be brutal and how not to be. Otherwise, I would have killed dozens of thousands of women by now!» As the monster pounded, he forsook any thought, any rationality, any reason or any memory at all; he turned himself into an animate object of pure power, a literal machine for fucking and breeding, and by cancelling his thoughts he could channel all this extra energy into his muscles and his hips, thrusting into that woman with a force at least twice as great as his previous record, hours and hours before.

	

	Imelda opened her mouth and tried to scream, but no sound came from her. That’s how good she was being fucked.

	

	

	* Twenty minutes later *

	

	

	The room was shaken by the deafening roars of the stallion, who felt in every muscle a pain so extreme he was forced to suddenly and brutally withdraw his penis from within his woman. “OOOOAARRH!!!” The monster pulled his whole banger down and unplopped its helmet from her pussy, ejaculating thousands of gallons into the air and turning the rain of hot semen into a fucking tempest. His penis was hard, but red, its surface glazing like scorching iron, its skin glowing as the veins looked especially ripped and bloated, the blood running so fast in them that the motion alone made his rod shake like a metal stick on an earthquake. “FUUUUUCKING WHOOOOOOORE!!!” The beast ejaculated and ejaculated, feeling a desperate shortness of breath in his breast. Dumping the comatose woman by his side, the monster turned to the other side, with his back to her, and then… he unloaded!

	

	A little bit of blood came out with his semen. It was unnoticed, of course, under the millions and millions of gallons that bison expelled. The walls of semen he had built around him with the force of his thrusts suddenly began to close in, his mighty semen moving at a snail’s pace while the woman, on his back, twitched and quivered orgasmically on the ground. Through her mouth, nostrils, and pussy, loads and yet more loads of semen came. Even her eyes were crying sperm, her fucking being so utter and complete a billion horses gangbanging her wouldn’t even compare to what that man had done to her… in a single minute!

	

	“WHORE!! WHORE!!!” The beast gritted his teeth and unleashed an earth-shattering roar. Literally: the ground cracked and the walls of semen were pushed back ever harder than when he was thrusting into the woman, his entire body growing so massive and ripped his weight was probably well beyond the 50,000 pounds by now.

	

	With his cock looking like it was about to explode, the monster came and came and came and came. The explosions of his semen were like a giant tunnel made of solid semen. Upon contact with the walls of spunk in front of them, they merely pierced it without a splash, the ocean rising as the god unloaded, crying and roaring at every second. “JESUS FUCKING CHRIIIIIIIIST!!” The massive bison grabbed his superb breeding tool with both hands and squeezed it. He felt like keeping the many parts of his penis together to prevent the prick from exploding. In every inch the dick looked swollen and hurt; in every bit it looked like it was about to pop in a river of blood, its explosions of cum also carrying out a few ounces, sometimes gallons of the red liquid.

	

	The monster was producing way more steam than he ever did. Like… unreasonable amounts of gas! All in all, his monstrously massive and uber-muscular frame looked like one giant boulder of pure iron heated up to a near-melting point, and such heat was transferred into the titanium ground beneath him, which too started to heat up and glow like a hot blade under a smith’s hammer.

	

	Pain, pain, pain!! Far from feeling triumphant, the massive super monster only felt… pain! «Jesus Christ, this bitch…!!» His mind could only think in fragments of a language, his neurons racing like particles or pure light. «How the fuck… hard!! She’s so fucking hard!!» He felt like he’d just spent near fiev hours fucking a tight hole of titanium—with the key difference that actual titanium would have been bent and destroyed easily, so quickly under his fucking, yet that woman remained, if not conscious, absolute the same as she was before.

	

	The pain of his unrelenting fucking was pushed back hour after hours, the arrogance of the stud (as well as, granted, the heated horniness of his blood) preventing him from seeing the massive damage he was making to himself and his magnanimous Johnson. Now, trembling like an atomic bomb one second away from the blast, the beast felt every pore burning with acid, the fire in him so intense that some parts of his gigantic body—his ass, his pecs, and his thighs, especially—were literally bursting with frames at one point or another. His entire body radiated energy, and you couldn’t see anything in the air around him as the heat distorted it so much, burning at such intensity that it boiled the walls of semen around the couple.

	

	The monster burned and roared for five minutes until… something… caught his attention. It was something he felt in his subconscious alone, for his heated senses were hurting too much to capture any sound or sight in the environment. Rolling to his other side, the monster faced what should be the comatose body of his woman, but instead of finding her there, laying besides him, he saw… something… two things standing in front of him, but which he couldn’t discern immediately because, well, burning senses and all that. Fifteen more minutes needed to pass, with the stallion roaring and twitching and ejaculating rivers of cum, until his senses were sufficiently stabilized to see what was that standing before him.

	

	Not “that,” but “whom.” Not “whom,” but… her! The woman. The goddess. Standing before him like nothing special had happened.

	

	“I haven’t been fucked like this in seven months.” The woman, despite the clarity of her voice, had a scared, awed look in her face, and everywhere in the gigantic wall of muscles she called a “body” she was trembling, shaking, shivering like a vibrator while her posture itself remained as stiff as a bar of iron. “Gustavo was the last stud who fucked me like that. Your semen…” She touched her crotch, still partially swollen with the man’s sperm. “Has successfully fertilized almost every single egg my ovaries have expelled into my womb. You actually made my ovaries pump up the production, to the point that… look, look!” She pointed to her sides of her lower abdominals, where visible throbs were seen through her skin, like two massive hearts on each side of her hips. “They’re still ejaculating like crazy. My eggs… ooooh!!” The woman flexed her abs, and a jet of semen and egg juice splashed on the ground from her steamy pussy. “Fuck me, I’m ripe! You have made me fertile like no man before Gustavo, and he is a god in male form!” She looked down adoringly to her male, whose terror and shock were not bigger only because his pain was so extreme, and his ejaculations still so overwhelming. “My, my.” The woman walked near his penis, from which the column of volcanic sperm was almost like a solid tunnel of white. “Gustavo didn’t cum as much. You’re not quite as strong as him, but you are endlessly more fertile.” The woman bit her thick, juicy lips, and made a sensual twirl with her hips. “You have graduated, Leonardo, from 17th to 12th place as my lover. A little bit more power and you can even crack the top 10.” Calmly, then, and without any announcement, the woman crawled down on her fours and pinned up her gigantic ass, the muscles of her legs throbbing like ultimate monuments of human power; muscles thicker than the titan’s arm, and that’s considering Leonardo’s record-breaking height of almost thirteen-feet. “Wanna do me in the ass?” The queen shook her humongous glutes. “Please, please, do me in the ass, cutie! If you nail my anus and my guts even half as strong as you did my pussy in these past four hours and a half… oh! You’ll be sure to break my top ten!”

	

	The monster wanted to answer, but he had no strength in him yet. He only roared and cried, the tears evaporating before they dropped from his chin, and for eight more minutes he ejaculated torrent after torrent of boiling jizz until the pain became more bearable and his ejaculations, not so extreme. “FUCK!! GOD!!!” His mind was fucking dissolving! “WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU MADE…?!”

	

	“Shh, shh, shhhh.” The woman simply remained in that pose, tits down, ass up, until the man was strong enough to conquer her. “You must save your strength. You over-fucked me, sweetie. Mommy loved what you just did, but you must not lose track of your own limitations.”

	

	“MOTHER… FUUUUUCKER!!!!” His explosions of jizz increased in mad, messy bursts, but they were only brief spurts of power in his otherwise decaying ejaculatory force. Minute after minute, his torrents of jizz began to arc down, and his pool of semen to spread out in a more liquid behavior.

	

	“Don’t worry. You can insult me. Mommy’s in the mood for domination.” She purred while shaking her ass, like a female monkey in heat offering herself up to whoever male was valliant enough to cram its dick in there. “You can roughen me up, knock me down, beat me senseless, oh, please, do to me the very worst your muscles can conjure. I told you to fuck me at full force, and so far… oh! I’m not disappointed.” She shook her ass some more, her glutes looking like two mountains of pure muscular power. “Take your time, sweetie. My body is still so hot with the seed still fecundating my eggs.” Once every few seconds, a huge, fat load of semen—his and her semen!—collapsed from her pussy into a hot pile between her legs, and this pile moved brutally, looking alive as the man’s semen and the female’s egg-ridden fluids intermingled like a bloody battle, the male semen fecundating the countless eggs, or the eggs voluntarily opening themselves up for the taking of that awesome, mighty virile sperm. “My eggs are so happy with you! Like… wow! My womb is screaming for you, baby! You’re, like, the Beatles, and they’re the crazed fans. My ovaries really want you inside of me again ASAP!! They can’t get enough of your semen!!”

	

	The woman’s words helped calm down the man a bit (*a bit*), and his ejaculations appeared to die out as the sound of his heavy breath slowly took over. Every muscle in him was sore, with the steam producing a long sizzle like a train locomotive stopping by the station. He breathed literal fire. The steam from his nostrils and mouth burned his fucking face. Looking up to that tantalizing ass, the monster saw the woman’s body mostly covered in jizz, yes, and sweaty like hell thanks to the shower he had sweated her with, but outside of that… «it’s like she wasn’t even grazed!»

	

	Indeed, her body was… clean. Smooth. Fresh. Just as ripe, hard, and virginal as the body of a beautiful woman upon waking up. Contrasted to his body, the difference couldn’t be any clearer: she was unscathed, he was wrecked; she was strong, he was depleted; she brimmed with power and energy, he sucked out all the energy of his surroundings, desperately trying to replete a strength he no longer possessed. She was like nothing had happened to her; not a single pump, not a single jet of semen; if he hadn’t lay a finger on her, damn, she wouldn’t look any different. «Curse you!!» The monster could only roar, with his penis unloading angrier, but weaker loads of semen on the ground. «Curse you, goddamned woman!!»

	

	Imelda giggled as she tempted her man with more shakes of her bottom. After twenty minutes of wait, she feigned disappointment and sighed: “oh, well. Guess you don’t have what it takes…”

	

	“SHUT UP!!”

	

	She just chuckled, “…to tame an ass like this.” Despite her playful tone, the woman constantly (and delicately) reminded her man of just how scarily powerful she truly was: her glutes flexed, and the rumbling produced shockwaves strong enough to whip the massive body of the man and keep the walls of semen away. He was shocked upon seeing the fibers of her powerful glutes stretch and harder, the width and the vibration of each like all the power of the universe, and the hardness of that ass reaching insane degrees his eyes couldn’t even take on its full glory. “H-how… how powerful are you?”

	

	The woman yawned. “Come here, fuck me, and figure it out for yourself.”

	

	The man just couldn’t spend any longer there, beaten on the ground. *Boom!! Boom!!* Laying his two palms on the floor, he bent the titanium under his fingers, then turned around with his pectorals facing the ground so he could squat himself upwards. The strain in his muscles, however, was like boiling water being poured on his triceps, back, and shoulders. “FUCK!!” The monster roared and shook, creating mighty, terrifying sounds, but still remained mostly still, his arms unable to push his massive tonnage. Looking sassily to him with her peripheral view, the goddess cooed: “gosh, you’re so insanely muscular! Baby, seeing your body like this, blazing hot, literally red with heat and arousal… fuck!!” Her pussy dripped… no, it unloaded a massive bottle-sized volume of egg-ridden semen on the ground, her eggs bustling so fast and hard in it they literally made noise. “Fuck me, please!! Come here and fuck my little queeny!!” She shook her ass like a baboon begging for fecundation. “Oh, yeah, my ass. That’s your challenge, right?” She sighed and rested her cheek on one fist. “Darn it. I doubt you’re gonna make it, in which case…”

	

	“SHUT UP, WITCH!”

	

	“…you can fuck my pussy and bless me with your godly semen.” She turned her face and saw him. “Hey. Hey, stud.”

	

	“I SAID SHUT UP!!”

	

	She giggled. “Nah, stud. I ain’t teasing ya. Hey, hey, seriously, come.” She winked. “Look at yo mommy.” He did, and upon meeting her face he… «wow!» He was frozen. Disarmed. Completely rocked by the frankness and kindness of her countenance. “You’re beautiful. You’re strong and mighty. I love you no matter what, even if you can’t stick your cock on my anus and breed me madly like a stallion in my guts. You performed admirably already, and there’s really, really no shame in wanting to take a rest.” She winked. “Though you do have a lot of strength left in you. Come on. Your body is battered and bruised, but it’s still on fighting condition.” Then, with kind head gestures, she motivated him: “up, up! You can do it, stud. Come on, my ass is waiting. Come here and fuck me like a…”

	

	She didn’t need another word. In a loud, mighty bang, the monster jolted upwards, his arms pushing him so hard that his entire body flew over the ground, then landed back on his feet with titanium-bending power, cratering the area further still. “My, oh my!” Cooing delightfully, Imelda shook her gargantuan ass. “Fuck me. Just come here and fuck me!” She squeezed her tits as hard as she could on the ground, making milk explode underneath her while pining up her asshole as high as she could. “Pussy, ass, whatever you want. Just come here and NAIL ME, DAMN IT!!” Her pussy was now constantly oozing her breeding juice. There was no stopping that woman’s fertility, hot damn! “I’m so fucking horny, like a cheap slut without a care in the ground.”

	

	Making the ground rumble with his steps, the monster lined the base of his erect penis on the goddess’s heart-shaped cheeks. “You’re…” He was shivering. His monster balls massaged the woman’s thights as they throbbed and jumped between the man’s own thighs, yet they were much smaller and much less potent than before. His penis too, though a massive 50-inch machine of female pleasure and womb seeding, was a little softer, and little less imponent than before.

	

	The god slap-grabbed the woman’s butt cheeks, then squeezed it hard to feel their texture. It was like bending two spheres of titanium under his palms. “Flex those babies for me, cunt.”

	

	Imelda bit her lips, then smacked them. “I prefer that you fuck them instead.”

	

	Her monster grunted. “It wasn’t a request.” He slapped her again. “Flex this goddamn ass for daddy!”

	

	Imelda moaned. “Yes, father.” And she did, literally crushing the body of the man’s dick between her butt cheeks as they expanded and swelled enormously.

	

	“Ooorh!!”

	

	Imelda cooed, her ass producing shockwaves as it gradually, but neverendingly became harder and bigger and fatter and… “Is that hard enough for you, daddy?” It wasn’t just the woman’s ass, damn it, but her whole lower torso with had hardened and swelled to superhuman degrees. As her ass grew bigger and more ripped, her legs two bloated into pillars of muscles thicker than whole women’s torsos. Gigantic veins fed into her swollen cunt, whose labia grew more monstrously ripped, shredded, and muscular as gallons of fertile juice were expelled into the growing puddle on the ground.

	

	“Christ!!” The monster stepped back as the ground caved under her knees, her weight increasing along with the density of her muscles. “Are you…? You…!!” The monster shook his head. “Please, Imelda, I want to see your true size!”

	

	The woman licked her lips. “My true size, eh? Why would you think *this* isn’t my true size, stud?”

	

	The monster shivered. “Whore. I know you’re big.” He beat his chest like a gorilla. “I wanna fuck you in full! Come on! I’m over 12-feet-tall now, almost double your height!”

	

	“Oooh, ain’t ya a big boy!”

	

	The monster stomped on the ground, bending it under his foot. “I’m over 40,000 pounds, ya know. I’m literally ten, fifteen times heavier than you!”

	

	“Then you’ll have no trouble taming this horny ass.”

	

	“Please, Imelda, please! PLEASE!” The woman just kept shaking her ass, ignoring his words. “Show me your real size!”

	

	Once all the kindness had apparently not yielded its desired effect, Imelda looked back to her man with her trademark deadly seriousness. “Do you want me to bulk up? Show you my real mommy strength?” She flexed her ass time and time again, and the beasts roared like revied engines. “Then FUCK!! MY!! ASS!!”

	

	The monster roared. He closed his eyes and launched himself at her anus with wild abandon, praying in his subconscious that the act didn’t rip his cock out of his hips straight up. Grabbing his womb breaker with both hands, he bent it down and pushed it against the tight seal of the woman’s iron anus.

	

	The penis slipped. Semen and precum flew into the air as the head failed top penetrate that ass, and instead slipped upwards along the butt cheeks. The monster roared, and again he tried to part with those ass cheeks with the helmet of his penis, only to fail again and ejaculate wildly into the air. “ROOOAR, WHORE!! I’LL BEAT YA!!” He punched—not slapped; literally punched—her cheeks with his fists, causing the place to shake under his blows. “FUCKING WHORE DAMN IT SLUT GODAMNED FUCKING HOE!!!” Then he roared some more, and repeatedly tried to insert his penis into her asshole—which, honestly, couldn’t even been seeing between such mountains of fat, meat, and the purest of fine breed muscles.

	

	Five minutes passed. The semen walls were closing on the couple, with their height increasing by the constant ejaculations of the male’s failed attempts at fecundating that woman. Imelda cooed and teased him, shaking her ass while ejaculating her own loads of unfecundated eggs into the ground. That valley in-between the semen wall had been completely inundated with her juice, its puddle being no more than a foot deep while the male stomped on it and made the fertile eggs splash all over their bodies. “WHORE!!! WHORE!!” He screamed and shouted, his cries only gradually revealing the futility of his fight.

	

	“Hey, stud.” She cooed. “Fertilize my womb.” She made the walls of her vagina open up completely for him, with a bucket-load of her junk loudly splashing on the ground while steam burst into his balls and burned them ever hotter. “Please. My eggs!! They’re too horny!!! I want MORE BABIES NOW!!!”

	

	He roared. With tears down his cheeks, she slammed his penis into her cooch—not completely, though, but only the first third of his fifty inches. “Fucking… hoe!!” His last scream was almost a cry as he pumped jizz inside of her. The breeding was almost machinal, almost mechanical, with the man nonetheless roaring with unfathomable pleasure as he felt his seed fulfilling its biological purpose and breeding every single eggs that woman had into strong, healthy babies. “Oh, fuck!! FUCK ME, MOMMY!!” He pulled out his penis, jizzing all over her anus and back while her fecundated eggs burst from her pussy and fell into even fatter, more massive loads between her legs. The white cream of her male’s semen was perfectly mixed with the dark-red cream of her womb fertile juice, and in that pile one could easily spot his billions of massive sperms colonizing her thousands of over-sized eggs—sometimes thirty, forty of those semen penetrating a single cell, and being all warmly welcome without prejudice or distinctions.

	

	“FUUUCK!!!” Imelda surprised her man with a banshee cry of pleasure, and a powerful jet of womb-juice erupted from her fat, swollen, hot pussy into the man’s massive prick and oversized testicles. “GOD… OOH!... DAMN IT, STUD!!” She rolled her eyes and shook her ass, thousands of little shakes making even the air around her hips vibrated with them. “Again. Do it again, daddy. Mommy needs your semen!!”

	

	“ROOOAARR!!!” The man, literally dripping tears from his cheeks, almost crying in a very childish, juvenile manner, penetrated the woman again, this time pumping her with half of his monstrous cock, making her moan, then scream as her guts were dislocated by the rising overstretched womb around his gargantuan cock helmet.

	

	“Oh, daddy… oooh!!” The woman squirted more powerful juices along the tight, circular seal of her cunt around his cock, and the man’s balls and abs were washed as he dutifully unloaded bathtub after bathtub of virile semen into her system.

	

	“Oh, woman… oooh!!” His pride was put in the backburned as the pleasure of fecundation too over him, and he pulled the woman’s hair and slapped her mighty bottom like the giant, strong daddy that he was, unloading heavier and steamier loads into her infinitely fertile womb until he made a bump in her stomach, then inflated this bump harder and harder until it looked like the belly of a 6-month-old pregnancy. “Daddy loves your womb!!”

	

	The semen bubbled and burst from the tight seal of her pussy, raining fat and heavy on the ground, drowning the piles of the woman’s previously-ejaculated eggs, and also spraying madly and powerfully all over her daddy’s powerful physique. With loud, deafening roars, the monster made his balls ejaculate crazier and fatter amounts of juice, all for the belly of the woman inflate to the point it was almost squeezing its bellybutton against the ground. “Aah, daddy!! Daddy!!” The ripe bitch sucked her lips and rolled her eyes. “Seed me, daddy. Fuck me so good!” And the monster roared powerfully in response, his juices blasting everywhere. “Fuck mommy deep and good with your horse-powered semen!”

	

	“Jesus Christ, woman!!” The bison pulled her hair with both hands. “This fucking talk!!” Instinticvely, the monster withdrew the penis from the woman, making his semen slosh and explode from her gaping cunt. The cunt, however, didn’t remain gaping for too long, for even with her best of efforts to keep it open her muscles were even stronger, sealing the pussy shut in under a second and making the outflow of semen predictably explode in an even bigger mess. “Fucking hell!!” Ejaculating fat lakes of cum into her ass, the monster squinted his eyes to adjust his eyesight. He was losing his mind again, his whole muscular body feeling numb and nimble, and his powerful hands squeezed his monster cock almost on their own, half of his self acting autonomously, his brain struggling to remain in control.

	

	Breathing puffs of steam, roaring louder and louder, the monster counted three, two, one, and penetrated the woman again, and her moan was enough to trigger in him another explosive orgasm. *Bloooorsh!!* His semen filled her up like a milk tank. Soon, jizz was exploding all over again from her tight labia, painting his body, blasting the surroundings with powerful threads of cum, and making her belly inflate to the point of almost touching the ground.

	

	The monster withdrew his penis once more. His cannon ejaculated into the air, pillars upon pillars of semen travelling beyond sight, and then on the woman’s back as the monster pushed it down and ejaculated with greater abandon. “Oooh!!” He roared. “Ooooh, ooooh, oooh!!” For every moan and every grunt, every growl and every roar, a powerful blast of semen completely coating and drowning the woman, causing her to chuckle and giggle and laugh.

	

	“I’m loving this!” Suddenly, she raised her upper torso and faced her man. “Take me to dryland, daddy!” She asked him while receiving massive jets of semen into her face, every bomb of powerful seed splashing like a white umbrella or the bud of a rose. “Fuck me!! Feed me, daddy! One more, one more!!” She opened her mouth wide and unfurloughed her tongue—her goddamned, long-as-hell tongue, of which she revealed only twelve or so inches. The giant didn’t pay it too much attention, trying to be as hypermasculine as possible. With louder and deeper roars, he ejaculated straight into her mouth, and the goddess managed to gulp quite a lot of that impossibly fat jet—a Greek-column-wide thread of spunk somehow sucked and gulped almost completely by that much smaller mouth (smaller, of course, in comparison). “Now take me… fuck!!” More and more blasts assaulted the woman’s face. “Daddy, daddy!! Take me to dryland!”

	

	“FUCK YOU, WHORE!!” The monster stole her breath by cramming his monster dick in her again. “FUCK YOU!!” He unloaded. The blasts of his semen compensated for the anger of his defeat. “FUCK YOU DEEP AND HOT, YOU FUCKING FERTILE MARE!!” He bloated her stomach with his semen again, opening his mouth and drinking his own spunk as it exploded back from her overstretched pussy.

	

	Laughing demonically, the woman flexed her arms, her shoulders, and many other muscles the guy couldn’t quite see under so much spunk. “Fine, then. Guess I’ll need to cheat a little.” Then, in one flicker of light…

	

	*Pling!*

	

	The monster jolted, waking up from a very bad dream. “IMELDA!!” Was the first thing he thought, as well as the first thing he screamed, and around him he realized that the dream, well, hadn’t been a dream at all, but a painful and humiliating reality. «What the… what the fuck??» The monster had probably made that question a thousand times in those days, but this time his confusion was especially acute: wasn’t he just fucking that woman hard in the womb, seeding her straight in the uterus with the scortching bull semen of hell? What the fuck, then, was he doing in that dry and desolate place, so far away from the daunting ocean he had ejaculated? «I can still see… oh!» He stood up. His body, though beaten and roughed and sore, and even bloodied on many parts, was considerably stronger and more rejuvenated than before. «Wait… ooh!» He managed to stand on both feet in under two minutes, feeling his joints rusty, yeah, but still intact. «There’s the ocean.» A little bit of pride burned in his breast. In front of him, indeed, lied a sprawling wall of semen as high as dozens of feet, and stretching from side to side of that room until where the eye could see. “Fuck!” He grunted aloud, all proud with his own achievement. “How much spunk is that?”

	

	Behind him, he heard slaps. “At least one big ass lake of cum, my boy.” Turning around, the monster felt his heart skip a beat as his eyes laid on the impossibly strong, massively muscular body of his super woman. “No point measuring it in gallons, honestly.” She pointed to the near-solid walls of spunk behind him, seemingly as proud of that juice as he himself was. “There’re sure to be billions of gallons there, if not dozens of billions.” Then, she shrugged her shoulders and relaxed her body, making her muscles look the least intimidating they could possibly look—which was still a hell lot of intimidation, I tell you. “From now on, the only way of measuring your ejaculation is in lakes, not mere gallons.” She moved her hands around her silhouette, as if presenting her body to him like a gift. “What about measuring yourself up in my body, my stallion? Your mommy’s ready for more of your cum!”

	

	The monster… was so… conf-! “Where am I??”

	

	The woman stood still, looking so innocent to her breeder. “We’re still here, in the room, just in a different spot.” She pointed again to the overwhelming semen. “‘Tis not too comfortable fucking in an ocean of cum, you see.”

	

	The monster looked back, then at her, then back again, then at her once more. “You…”

	

	She giggled, rolled her eyes, and sighed. “Okay, okay. Guess I owe you some explanation—and maybe, yeah, one apology.” Shockingly enough, the goddess bowed to him. “I apologize, my stallion, for having knocked out you and brought you here without your permission.” Upon standing straight again, she gave his endowment one hell of a horny look. “You were cumming far too hard (and angrily, might I add) to stop on your own. If I had left you to your own devices…”

	

	“Wait… wait!” The monster almost slapped himself. “You fucking KNOCKED ME OUT???”

	

	“…you would have kept cumming until you passed out—and I mean for good. You wouldn’t wake up so early from this ejaculation, I can assure you, so I had to, uh, put you on ‘snooze’ and carry you up here until you calmed down.” Again, the giantess bowed to him. “I’m really sorry, my dear. I know I shouldn’t do these things, but hey, it was for your safety.” She winked and giggled. “Your penis is a dangerous machine if you forget to control it.”

	

	The male was understandably dumbfounded. “How the fuck… I mean…” He cleared his throat. Intimacies aside, he was still talking to the universe’s second strongest female. “How did you, uh, knock me out?”

	

	The woman took a deep breath. “Honey, these details really ain’t too important.”

	

	“Yes, they are. They are for me.”

	

	She rolled her eyes. “Do you promise you won’t be hurt? I know you’re very ‘macho’ and traditional, and being beaten repeatedly but a smaller woman must feel, well…” She looked down to his hips. “Ball-shrinking, to say the least. Not that these balls would need to worry with that, oo-la-la!”

	

	The monster looked down, his massive fucking genital swinging along with his melon-sized, lock-and-loaded testicles. “I don’t care. I want to know.” He looked up to his woman, who had her arms crossed under her gigantic breasts. “We ain’t fucking if you don’t tell me.”

	

	The expression in her face! Oh! It was almost as comical as “the audacity of that male!” She laughed, and then returned to a more friendly pose. “Fine.” She shook her head. “I basically squeezed your temple, right here,” she pointed to the base of her neck, then made a ring with her fingers around her air pipe, “and blocked the airflow to your brain. Really quick and harmless stuff, you know, when you know what you’re doing.”

	

	The monster felt a pang on his neck, then rubbed it with one hand to feel a bunch of swollen, scarred spots on it. “Harmless?”

	

	The woman looked away. “Well, sort of. You’re not exactly a small guy, you know. I can do it pretty seamlessly with any guy under ten feet, but you…!” She took a deep breath and licked her lips. “Fuck, oh, you! You’re such a monster!!”

	

	The beast looked down. His body, despite being much less massive than it was a while ago, was still heavy enough to bend the titanium under his feet. “I’m under ten feet now, am I not?”

	

	“Nope!” The woman literally clapped and hopped several times like a little girls before him. “You’re still fucking massive: 10.5-feet-tall and about 37,000 pounds! You’ve been out and resting for only, like ten minutes, honey!”

	

	The monster looked started at her. “And you carried me for…”

	

	“Darn, oh, god, can we finally get to fucking or what?”

	

	“Please, tell me: h-how did you…” He looked back, so confused and startled, to the pile of his own semen. “How far are we from where I was fucking you?”

	

	“Do you promise you’re going to do kinky stuff with mommy if I answer you?”

	

	He looked deep into her eyes. Damn! Sometimes he couldn’t swear he was talking to the same woman judging only by her sweet, childish voice. “Huh.” He nodded. “Promise.”

	

	The woman began to do some basic stretched in front of the man. Even with the simplest of motions, her muscles caused a symphony of booms and roars and rumbles to echo across the place. «Fuck!!» The monster’s irises basically doubled in size, like a cat’s. «It’s like a whole chain of mountains moving!» He imagined giants of pure stone as tall as the skies walking across the earth, bringing chaos and destruction across the continents. «The fuck is this woman hiding in these muscles??»

	

	Stretching and moaning, Imelda answered: “it was, like, one mile and a half. I mean, we’re one mile and a half from that last spot, my sweetheart.”

	

	“What…?” He looked back to the daunting wall of seed. “Damn!!”

	

	She chuckled. “Damn well it is! You came like a god, and this is still nothing of your sperm bags yet!” She performed a long and loud stretch backwards, making her entire front, from her uber-sculpted legs to her daunting, statuesque abs, to the very massiveness of her globe-sized breasts all shine beautiful, erotically to the super male. “I took you from there to here, where you can nut your fresh loads in my fresh, clean body, and I can get a much clearer (and more arousing idea) of exactly how much seed your swollen testicles are producing!”

	

	The monster shook his head. Comically enough, he must have looked from the cum to the woman, then the woman to the cum about five times in a single second, if not faster. “Wait, wait! You carried me…?”

	

	“Gosh, look, you promised!!”

	

	“I know.” His voice deepened. “I will deliver. But I wanna know… how… powerful you are.”

	

	Massive veins loudly swelled across her dark-skinned, warrior body. The woman smiled, her muscles growing harder and heavier without any effort. “You know how powerful I am. I’m not just powerful.” She made a more aggressive pose, and an aura of absolute energy burst from the ever-increasing hardness, thickness, and weight of her muscles. “I am power.”

	

	“Please, mommy…”

	

	“Oh, fine!” She rolled her eyes and relaxed, the air around her turning fresh again in a heartbeat. “What the fuck do you want to know, really? How I carried you here? How quickly I did it? Well, stud, I basically jumped over your semen.” The man stood still, dumbfounded, looking at the outrageously muscular woman while she so casually pointed to his ocean of semen behind him. “I scooped you up, kissed ya in da cheeks, then jumped with ya all over this semen, and I landed here, in this plane, in about a minute of flying or such.”

	

	The man gulped. “F-flying??”

	

	She looked up and pinched her chin. “Well, think of it as a Hulk jump. Do you know how the Hulk doesn’t actually fly, but just jumps around really f-?”

	

	“I know. I know.” He flexed his muscles and cracked his knuckles. “I do not care.”

	

	The woman looked at him. There were no words for the absolute happiness that graced her smile in that very instant. “Are ya loaded, daddy?”

	

	The monster grabbed the middle of his penis, and the breeding breast rose to its full mast in an instant, loudly clashing with his pectorals, expelling a fat, loud load of steaming semen into his neck, his chin, his massive pectorals. “Bend over, slut.”

	

	The woman did it, so obedient, returning to that same position she was before he was knocked out: all fours on the ground, tits squeezed against the floor, ass raised up by her towering muscular legs, pussy dripping with mad amounts of semen. “Your juice…!” The monster sort of gasped, seeing thick loads of white and dark abandon her pussy. The woman was fertile! Her womb was throbbing visibly through her abdominals.

	

	“Come and fecundate me again, daddy.”

	

	With roaring, thundering steps, the monster approached his female, slapped her massive ass, then penetrated her with ten inches of his monster cock. His insemination was slow, coarse, and powerful. Roaring and rolling his eyes in pleasure, the monster unleashed his semen with calm, yet also great force, making her hips and her belly grow with the insane amount of jizz he unloaded there. Soon enough, the jizz began to bubble through the edges of her over-stuffed vagina, then to drip and collapse like a waterfall on the ground below, building a massive puddle which soon covered the man’s gigantic feet. The unloading became harder and hotter, with the semen then bursting powerfully from the vagina, and the woman’s belly touching the ground, inflated to a bursting point, massive threads of juices exploding from her cunt into the man’s abs and balls, a whole ocean of semen being created anew. “Here we go, cunt!”

	

	His woman purred upon listening to his words. “Talk to me like this, daddy! Now you don’t fuck me like a mommy; you fuck me like a daughter!” She wiggled her hips and shook her ass on the man’s gigantic penis, crushing her own clit with the movement and giving herself a mass of orgasms. Her squirt—which was then basically her egg-filled womb juice—hosed the man’s absolutely enormous body. The beast roared, feeling energized by the conquering of that titan woman. “I’m your teenage daughter getting ready for her prom dance. You don’t want me to go. You want me to stay and fuck your horse-sized cock. You allow me no boyfriends except for yourself; I’m your daughter, you’re my father, and you love to fertilize this marvelous womb you and mommy had made.”

	

	“Shit!! Fuck!!” The monster withdrew his penis from her and ejaculated oceans over her body. *Blooorsh!!* It was like thick rivers of the world’s thickest milk flying over the woman, splashing loudly on the ground, so heavy that their mass bent the titanium itself, and them forming whole lakes in the blink of an eye. “You fucking ass bitch!!” The monster turned his gigantic cannon to the woman’s back, and the sight of her ripe, hard muscles caused his balls to spurt maddening amounts of fluids. The room was filled with the roars of his cumming. Load after load after load, each load at least as massive as a Jacuzzi, completely drowned the woman on his ooze, his seed fertilizing everything in sight. “Fuck!! Oh, fuck!!” Grabbing his whore from under the pile of semen he had just ejaculated (and with his penis maddeningly ejaculating endless loads of yet thicker, hotter cream), the monster inserted his cock into her hole a full fifteen inches, then unloaded powerfully enough to create shockwaves with every new pump of his seed. “Fuck me, you’re hot!!” With these shockwaves and his hands, he slapped the masses of jizz away so he could see his woman, who was laughing underneath it all. “Fuck, this shit’s so fucking h-!”

	

	“Kiss me, daddy.” Docile and tender, his woman turned back to him and stretched one arm, asking for him to take her. “Kiss me while you seed me.”

	

	The man complied: his daunting, gigantic arm lassoed the woman by the torso, her tits crushing it with their rigidness and fatness, and then he pulled her arm until her body was completely litfted, erect, and he was standing on his two damned legs, fucking her vertically while her belly blossomed, full of seed. His mouth and hers interlocked, and their tongues loudly launched into each other’s throats, buccally fucking each other’s souls out while his massive titanic prick unloaded pool after pool of hot semen in her womb. The man pulled his woman down, down, with his prick crushing her womb upwards through her belly, causing her to squirt and shout, and a loud roar to follow the slow, terrifying rise of his penis in her body. “Y-yes!!” Bitch was crying with so much heat! “Y-yes, daddy, yes. Ooh…!! OH, YES!!!” Massive loads of her ‘semen’ exploded from her pussy. An ocean of girl-semen and that bull cum erupted from her pussy at every second, and around the couple the lake of semen had already reached over fifty feet in diameter, with an average of three feet of depth, and so, so much more semen coming in every second. “PUMP MY PUSSY FULL!!!”

	

	“ROOOAR, WHORE!!!” The monster grabbed the tiny woman (tiny in comparison) with both hands on her waist and began to jackhammer her into his massive penis like a fleshlight. The woman cried like a fuck-drunk bitch while the tears squirted from her eyes and her belly had reached the volume of two yoga balls (again, not so extreme when compared to her titanic, uber-muscular body), and the amount of semen that exploded from her vagina was simply indescribable. With harder, faster, and hotter pumps, the giant allowed himself to merely use her body like a piece of cock-pleasing meat, turning her into as much as a sex object as any woman could be turned into. Roaring aloud and bringing from himself extreme pleasure, the monster changed positions quickly and whenever he saw fit; that woman had no consciousness anymore; she was just a thing, an object, and he would fill that object with as much cum as his balls could produce.

	

	He slammed her back against the floor, pumping her full of seed, roaring like a stallion. He rolled over until her tits were swinging in the air, pumping her madly, powerfully with his gunk, making the seed explode from her tight cunt in several threads that looked like five, six, seven rivers flying in the air. Picking up his pace, he laid on the side and pumped her harder, harder, harder, kissing her goddess mouth while whispering sweet nothings in her ear.

	

	“You fecundate me so good, dad.” She kissed him and bit his lips. “Now bathe me your spunk. I want to drown on your hot semen.”

	

	“As you with, honey bun.” The monster withdrew his penis from her, an a literal lake of cum erupted from her gaping cunt. As he stood up in a single second, the outflowing semen had already formed another fifty-feet-wide lake before the woman’s queeny, and his penis was ejaculating rivers into the air. As the semen rained around them, each drop as massive as a gallon of milk, the man jacked his hammer with both hands while pushing it down to his woman, who squeezed her tits against one another with her hands, opened her mouth wide, unrolled twenty inches of her tongue, and spread her legs in a seventy, seventy-five angle so as to give her stallion a prime view of her swollen, throbbing, muscular pussy.

	

	“Unload on me, daddy-eeeeh!”

	

	The monster grinned like a proud harem king. “You know, one of my daughter looks just like you.” He turned his penis abruptly down to the woman. “This bath is in honor of her!”

	

	He unloaded. The first second of his explosion was enough to completely drown the woman on the world’s thickest spunk. That was barely the warm-up of his beginning, of course, as the god roared and grunted while feeling his penis swell, grow, and harder, its length getting to 55 inches once more, and his height rising back to the outstanding 12.5 feet he once proudly displayed. His balls were only getting started: from their throbbing, massive profiles came ever stronger, hotter, fatter loads of semen, and the situation go to a point that the monster couldn’t even locate the woman anymore, the ocean of his cum having reaching countless hundreds, maybe thousands of feet to every direction, and the pile before him having risen to over seven feet high. Following his scent, however, the monster stuck one arm into the pile, and from it he withdrew the squirming, gushing body of his female, who at that time was experiencing such strong orgasms that every whole in her was gushing fluids in one form of another: from her mouth, saliva and semen; from her nostrils, snort and semen; from her eyes, tears and semen, from her cunt, lakes of egg-rich juice; from her tits, literal geysers of thick milk. She was shaking and convulsing like a fish washed ashore, and her moans, getting higher and higher-pitched, proved her pleasure was much greater than anything that stallion could ever comprehend. “S-s-so… p-p-p-power…!!!” Her tears were glorious, shining with such ecstasy! “S-so m-much… s-s-s-semen!! C-cum!!! Cum daddy!! D-daddy full of cum!!”

	

	The monster dropped her, and her back splashed on the bed of semen he had built for her. “You haven’t seen daddy yet.” Pumping his dick harder, he struck a cocky heroic pose while admiring the barbarian-like body of his ripe female. “Do you want daddy’s full, swollen balls to unload their hot seed in your, my daughter?” The bitched convulsed as she tried to nod so passionately, but her entire body was stiff with orgasms. “Awesome.” The monster slowly lowered his penis to her. “Drink your daddy.”

	

	He blasted her away with so much semen that the ground caved under her.

	

	

	* Twelve and a half hours later *

	

	

	None of them really expected to enjoy that shit that much. None of them! The monster never pushed himself to the crazy, frenzied limits that he had prior, but he still competed with himself to see just how much cum he could pump out of his balls before he even began to feel something barely resembling exhaustion of any sort. “God… cock… damn it!!!” The monster spoke senselessly between his roars, feeling the veins exploding all over his body, his massive, bruise, battered physique getting dangerously gigantic all over again.

	

	The woman in front of him stood up, readjusted her position, and then submitted herself again to his unending shower of cum. Throughout over half an entire day (and completing almost two days of uninterrupted coitus), she had received her daddy’s bath without so much of a yawn, getting instead more and more arused as the hours piled up. “Yes, daddy, yes!! It’s been three hours, yet your cum is only getting hotter and thicker!!” She fingered herself and came gallons of her own while the stud grew in size and power, unloading whole lakes of semen in her in the blink of an eye. “Can you cum for another hour more? Oh, you can??” The bitch knew how to play the damsel perfectly, that goddamned whore! “Then please, daddy, PLEASE!!, cum your hot gallons on your whore’s ripe body!!”

	

	“FUUUCK!!!” He jerked himself off with fury, the semen exploding from his urethra. “WHOOO…OORE!!” The splashes of cum were a wild thing to see: the sheer power of those blasts reminded one of an atomic bomb going off. It was a fucking massacre, and one only a woman like her could endure. “Fucking whore!! Fucking…!!” The monster almost lost his voice with the overwhelming surge of power which hardened and bloated his muscles: “filthy… oooh!!... WHORE!!!”

	

	Explosions, explosions, and yet more explosions of cum. Just when the stallion thought he was about done, there was his woman to tease him into further blasts of semen: “I think daddy can do an extra hour of semen pumping, can’t him? Oh, yeeees! Yes, he can! Daddy can do aaaaanything!” Whenever she wanted, that filthy fucking cunt, she could easily stand up in the middle of the jets, taking them as if they were nothing, and walk towards her stallion like a supermodel on the catwalk, using her cum-ridden hands to worship his gigantic, over-muscular stallion body. “Daddy can ejaculate such wild, mighty torrents of semen, can’t he? Why doesn’t he ejaculate for an hour longer, huh, and show his daughter exactly how powerful he fuck, huh, just like he fucked mommy, oh, just like he seeded my hot, busty, bimbo mother!”

	

	“WHORE!!!” He slapped the woman on the face, and she stepped clumsily to her side, smiling while pretending to take the hit.

	

	“Yeah, daddy, yeah. Fuck your daughter up like you really want to tear me in half!!” She looked down to his gigantic monster cock, which was ejaculating straight into her face. “Oooh, my! Ooooh…!!” She opened her mouth. “Myyyy!!” The semen exploded from her nostrils and eyes. “Can you keep this sweet cum cumming? Oh, daddy, your nectar is so salty! Like drinking straight from a horse’s penis! Your cum is tastier than the semen produced by a breeding bull’s testicle!”

	

	“And you know exactly what that tastes like, huh, you prostitute?!” He grabbed the woman by the hair and pushed her against the tip of his cock, and all the way down the woman just laughed as he prepared a massive salvo within his bull balls. “Then take your stallion’s special offering, you useless fucking slut!!”

	

	The explosion of semen from that point was… darn it! It was capable of annulling the Universe itself! Time was rewritten and the space, at least for a second, had completely morphed into the darkness of space, with starts and galaxies shining all around, and the scene proceeded for countless and countless hours—that is, until the woman reminded her man of his outrageous stamina. “Cum harder daddy! Harder!!” The penis exploded in her face for the eighth hour. “Another hour, maybe?” She licked her lips, cum oozing from her every whole. “Maybe daddy can show off…”

	

	“OH, SHUT UP!!!” And he crammed his monster cock inside her mouth, tearing through her throat, erupting seed into her stomach, and then blasting away so powerfully that he made her belly swell even bigger than any previous time. He fecundated that woman straight in the guts before taking his prick from her and blasting her merciless with new torrents and fat loads of seed—again and again, time and time again more powerful than before, until she reminded him again of the hours that passed, pushing him into the tenth, the eleventh, and then the twelfth hour.

	

	The tick of the metaphorical, once clicking past twelve hours and a half, was followed by a desperate roar of the exhausted male: “rooooooaaarr!!!” This time, pumping his penis relentlessly, the monster squirted tears through his eyes, calling the attention of his ever-caring female.

	

	“Hey. Hey, bull.” She whipped the cream off her face and stared intensely at her stallion. New loads of cream exploded in her face, but those were casually whipped away like nothing at all. “It’s okay to stop.” She looked at the man’s balls; they were the size of smaller grapefruits, each completely rugged and veiny, almost as if not an ounce of semen remained inside them. As the bull roared, however, the surface of those balls was flattened a little, and the testicles enlarged in the sack as the semen miraculously blossomed within it, and then sack shrunk and rugged itself up again as the semen exploded through the prick—each cannon shot still strong enough to explode like a bomb on the woman’s body, and the stream of hot jizz still mighty enough to burst in out continuous, unbroken thread; but the volume nonetheless was a pale shadow of what had come before; mere ‘bathtubs’ of jizz instead of powerful lakes; simple geysers of spunk instead of the eruptions of cum that turned the man into such an imposing, daunting figure.

	

	The woman opened her mouth and drank that shit up, all while moving her body so that the semen hit every inch that she thought had any risk of drying up, and then she smeared her hairs with that froth and treated it like shampoo—so much semen that even her didn’t know at times what to do with it. “Men like you is what male a girl like me so joyful.” She stood up and walked calmly to her stallion, unfazed by his point-blank explosions of breeding juice.

	

	“ROOOOAAARR!!!” With saliva and snort coming out of his face, the male swelled further, and the “smallest” veins all over his body popped, squirting blood all around, while his pores produced enough steam to turn everything into pure whiteness—like a character from an Eduardo Galeano book, one would look around and only see white everywhere.

	

	The woman could sense the man by his heat alone. Approaching his dangerous cum-cannon, she touched it, and for once she gawked on her god’s ability to outgrow even the most ludicrous of sizes and measurements. “My… oh… fucking… my!” She slid her hand as she walked past the prick, keeping a horny look at the serpent’s massive length (and girth, and hardness, and fucking goddamned everything, really!) “Ten inches. Fifteen inches.” Step by step, she felt the literal dozens of arm-thick veins pumping along that hyper-masculine rod, the blood for once burning even hotter than the semen itself. “Twenty-five inches. Thirty inches.” Even in that decent pace, it felt like forever until she had reached the man’s “fifty inches. Fifty-five…” She raised her eyebrows. She knew the number she was counting, yet realized she wasn’t even touching her man’s body. With a discreet clearing of her throat, she continued to count: “fifty… damn! Fifty-five inches, mm…” She cleared her throat again. “Five-six… five-seven…” She pushed her fingers up to the man’s crotch, from where she fondled his massive abs as he still added weight and size to every one of his countless muscles. She looked up, but the face of her man was hidden in the mist of his semen and his body. “You’ve grown past fourteen feet, huh?” She clapped several times, hopping like a bunny. “Go, daddy, go!!” She was interrupted by her man’s desperate roar, which reminded her to be serious and address that most pressing of issues: “ah, yeah, daddy, daughter’s amazed, but…” She flexed her fingers and cracked a few of them. “I might need to knock you out again if you don’t control yourself, ‘kay?” She looked up. “First of all, let me see you.”

	

	The Universe might as well have ended with the sound that followed; a thousand atomic bombs going off in the same place at the same time wouldn’t have caused a sound a million times less strong than that which she caused… by just clapping her hands! *BOOOOOOOOOM…!!!* With a simple, humble clap, *booom!!,* the mist was pushed away, and so was the semen. “Oo-la-la!” The woman looked around, barely noticing that her man… “You really outdid yourself, heh, stud?” She turned and looked for him. “Stud? Stud??”

	

	The man was there, yes, but her clap had pushed him too away. “Gosh…!!” Was the only sound he made as he squirmed on the wall of semen he had been pushed against. His body was stuck on the semen he had come, his feet hovering about two feet from the ground, while the pile of semen still went on many feet over his head—some point of that wall being thirty feet from tip to floor.

	

	Imelda sighed in relief, shaking off gallons of cum from her body while walking like Gisele Bündchen to her beloved, superhuman Brady. “See I too lost a bit of control, heh? No worries. You seem to be still very strong and willing to fuck, even though you literally just came, like, a whole Indian ocean of bull semen in this room, huh?”

	

	The monster only roared while his prick, upright against his peck, shut him up with countless load of seed. The woman approached his roaring, throbbing balls and grabbed them, each ball soothing and relaxing as she fondled them and gave them a little squeeze. “Shoosh, shoosh, my babies. You have performed admirably well. Like…” She looked around and whistled. “Hot damn! You might have not been able to crack through my anus, but boy! You came like a god!” She measured the amount of semen seriously, calculating where all that gunk placed in her ranking. “With all this jizz, you’re probably the seventh biggest stallion I ever met.” She looked up to her man, whose penis was still spurting buckets into his face. “And you’re still loaded!”

	

	Painfully enough, the monster began to cry and pant, and his balls unloaded fatter and hotter loads of semen before the woman grabbed and squeezed them both with her hands and spoke deeply, motherly to her man’s uber-ripped abs. “It’s okay, it’s okay. You can rest now, stallion.”

	

	“GOD!!!” In one burst of energy and pain, the monster shook himself off from the wall of semen, and his body dented the titanium floor as it collapsed on it, semen exploding in every direction, loads of it splashing loudly on the woman’s face.

	

	“Guess that’s a wrap.” She shook herself off the semen, grabbed fistfuls of it with both hands, then ate them up like candy. “You’re… mm!” She rolled her eyes, enjoying every bite, chew, and gulp of the gallons still attached to her body. “Want some more action, daddy, or do you want to call it a day?” She looked around. “Or night. Well, I think it’s nighttime, right? Well, doesn’t matter. I can still go for days with you’re willing to.” She looked at the man, who was somewhat conscious, somewhat dead, maybe struggling to remain alive, but always tripping on his own feet to the side of death—or at least a coma. “Oh, sorry.” Very casually and sneakily, she laid on the man’s body, and her semen sizzled and boiled once in contact with the bull it came from. “Guess you’re taking a nap, right?” She climbed over that man. There were over fourteen feet of male to climb over! “Come here, baby, come here. Mommy wants to give you some loving.” She reached the man’s face and fondled it dearly, giving him quick, but plentiful kisses which seemed to restore his energies bit by bit. If those kisses didn’t help him, well, thet at least made him less painful and hurting, with his body (sadly) losing height and weight as his muscles deflated and his blood cooled off. “That’s it, baby, that’s it.” She kissed him time and time again, adoring every inch of him, often times giving him tiny, lovely licks and whispering to his cheeks just how much she loved him: “mommy would kill a pack of lions just as a warning to anyone who dared mess with my baby boy.” The kisses multiplied, causing even a few tears to run down on the man’s face. “That’s it, baby boy, that’s… it!” She male her lips pop and smack every time a kiss ended and another one was about to begin. “Mommy would punch the Earth into two just to show how much she can protect you… and how hard she can love you, should it ever come to it!” Rubbing her face over his, the woman spread out her legs and twerked over his abs, rubbing her raging, swollen clit over his muscles and drawing loud, gushing orgasms with it. From her snatch, even louder still, rivers of semen and fecundated juice streamed down the man’s abs and balls, bathing his testicles until they were completely coated in white. “You know… you’ve just fecundated over fifty million eggs by this point.” She looked around the walls of semen, wondering how many of her kids were about to die after only briefly knowing the warmth and embrace of her womb. “Pity, really. Despite our best efforts, we have no technology to bring these eggs into fruition.” Rubbing her nose on his neck, the woman counted a few seconds of pause before assaulting her male’s face with yet more kisses, yet more worships. “We can actually collect the eggs and put them in vitro. The problem isn’t the survivability of the babies, but the in vitro technology itself.” Grabbing her man’s arms, she wrapped herself around with them like blankets, cooing as she felt the mighty and power of his muscles—his biceps, then, still bigger than her whole waist, goddamn! “It appears they can’t develop outside my womb.” She place one of the man’s hands on her crotch, causing his penis to throb every time her womb throbbed too. “Like… the babies actually develop to some degree in any environment; even if you throw the fecundated eggs into lava, little shits still persist, some of them growing for hours before burning out completely.” She turned around, laying her back on the man’s gigantic, wonderful pectorals. Despite her being half his height, the barbarian girl took up a lot of space of the man’s chest; her shoulders were wide and muscular, much wider than they actually appeared to be at a distance, as if her shape gradually transformed once one got closer or touched her. She was trying new positions just for fun, giving her male a taste of every inch of her body—something that him, judging by his grunts and his unconscious smiles in his twitching face, seemed to like a lot. “Come on, grab my breasts.” She move her man’s hands up to her bosom, giving him full, unrestricted access to her monstrous milk tanks. “Do you have any idea how many man cum themselves dry just by getting a glimpse of these phenomenal orbs of power? Touch them, squeeze them, milk them with your manhood.” She moved the man’s hands and fingers on her breasts, which were so massive even those massive hands seemed dwarfed by them. She controlled his fingers with her own, moving them as if she was squeezing and milking her, and in no time her milk started squirting, then exploding from her tits—the threads rising as high as several feet, and the bulk completely drenching the couple’s over-muscular torsos. As she released her man’s fingers—“aaah, good!”—she smiled upon seeing that his fingers were moving on their own, the male unconsciously squeezing and loving her mighty breasts. “Enjoy me, stallion. You have earned your possession over my body.” Turning her head up, she reached out to her man’s enormous head and pulled it to her. “Big head. So gigantic… like a bull. Like a fucking lion.” She kissed him in the cheeks, then in the chin, then pulled the man so she could bite and lick and lips, giving them several small kisses before carrying on to a big, desirous kiss.

	

	I would like to say that the woman dropped the man’s face after that and proceeded to tell the feats of fertility of her fecundated eggs, but that’s not quite what happened. No: what truly happened is that she stayed there, kissing her male, worshipping his face in various delicate forms while his hands gained speed and intensity on her breasts, often cupping them voraciously and giving them powerful crushes, causing the woman to moan and ejaculate, and then eventually tame her beast with a strong bite of his lips and a few stern words such as “no, no, my baby. Have a rest. Your body is still too heated to fight me.” Then she proceeded to love the fuck out of that man’s face, kissing and worshipping him, licking and loving him like a whore-turned-lover-of-his-life, like both a mother and slut, a big sister and a daughter, like all the loves all types of women could ever give a man—which eventually caused the bison to cry like a big baby, all that while still in his sleep.

	

	She paid his cry no attention, letting him cry and rest in peace, not wanting to interfere with his soul-searching. There was literally not a lover, no matter how potent or superhumanly virile, that didn’t cry after she worked his body out just a little, and that male had been especially valliant for lasting so long without… «oh, wait.» She reminisced. «I think he did cry a lot of times before, didn’t he?» Well, regardless, he was one hell of a stud, and in that moment she loved him infinitely, with not a single fraction of space left in her heart to love anyone else.

	

	Feeling her man loving her breasts just as much as she loved his face, she kept talking—her rhythm slow and tender to the point that she said only a couple of words for every five minutes, more or less. “Our fecundated embryos can technically survive in any environment outside of our womb… up to a point.” She looked around, seeing the place filled not with semen, but with life. “Right now, we’re literally laying around fifty million babies who will never get the chance to mature beyond four months. Yes, honey, four months. That’s the most a baby has resisted outside of my womb.” She took her man’s hands. His fingers, respectfully, stopped fondling her breasts once she touched him. “Good boy.” Slowly, she lifted his hands to her face, and with wet lips she kissed and licked them, sucked a few of his fingers before kissing his hands again, and then dropped his arms besides his torso so she could turn around, climb higher on his body, and then… “feed you my milk. Come.” She actually needed to stimulate the man’s jaw to open his mouth and cram her left tit in it. It was a mixture of fear, exhaustion, and shame that prevented the man from opening his mouth and eating that tit, but this was all resolved as the woman caressed and massaged his jaws, making him finally accept her tits, and indeed hug her very tight, his massive, enormous arms causing a loud noise upon moving so fast towards her back. “Nah-nah-nah, my love.” She have her muscles an infinitesimal flex, which was still enough to jolt those arms away from her back like dogs who just had a bite on electric eels. “Tender, tender.” As the man’s gigantic mouth was coupled in her daunting tit, she felt the milk overflow and immediately bloat the man’s cheeks, making his sneeze milk and cough wildly. “Oh, goodness! I guess my cream is just too thick, huh?” She got up. The male desperately squirted as she stood atop his pectorals. “Come. Come to mommy.” Elegantly, like a barbarian ballerina, she dropped off the man’s pec, grabbed her man by the hair—causing him to grunt a little—and walked with him towards the wall of semen. Once there, she turned around and sat, and then she rested her back on the quasi-solid mass, feeling how the wall both burned her and cooled her off—the extra-sensorial dimension of a perfect dick juice, you see.

	

	“I love being a mother to all my lovers.” She manhandled that bastard as if he weighted like a sheet of paper. “No matter how massive or how full of hot, boiling semen you are, you’re all just babies at heart.” With her gigantic breasts dripping milk—no, not dripping: squirting!—she pulled the man’s torso over her legs and cradled him on her body, loving the weight of his 60,000 pounds of muscles over her—a real man growing into a real god. “Drink. Suckle on mommy.” She caressed his face into her tits, which squirted milk over his godly, supermodel looks before he snatched her left tit up and began to suckle it like a baby. “Ooh… oooh!!!” Slowly, her pussy began to gush. “Oh, fuck. Fuck!!” She bit her lips and rolled her eyes, trying to keep her orgasms at acceptable levels.

	

	The thing about massive males is that, once they suck your tits, it feels just like how a normal woman would feel by feeding a literal horse—if said horse, of course, had no teeth and knew how to suckle on a woman’s tit perfectly. “So good! The drying up!! Oh, god, feels so good to have my tits sucked so deeply!” She took her man’s head and kissed it like a trophy. When I say that she ‘worshiped’ him, I really mean it. “I can feel duct on my tits stimulated by the flow of milk. Fuck, there are tens of thousands of ducts, and in every one I feel… oooh!! FUCK!! The glorious flow of my fat, horny milk!!” She kissed him and licked his face like an animal, adoring the sight of her milk often overflowing him and bursting from his lips and nostrils. “Drink your mommy fully, my baby.” She then touched his arms and massaged him. All the minutes thereafter were basically her worshiping, massaging, and tending to his muscles while the giant was just… suckle, suckle, suckle! “I love you. You know mommy loves you, don’t you?” She kissed him. When it wasn’t a kiss, it was a lick; when not a lick, it was a spit; when not a spit… you get the idea. “Even if you never get your dick hard again… even if you can’t satisfy my sexual urges, I’ll always be by your side, got it? You’re my husband now. My dear, beloved husband, and I’ll support you and adore you and worship you and have your back no matter what challenges comes your way, okay?” She hugged him hard. With her muscles bustling, she reminded him of just how easily she could crush his organs out through his skull and his anus if she so wanted to—or even if she just sneezed and lost control of her strength for a microsecond.

	

	Under her ass, the ground caved harder. The walls of semen were only very slowly closing in, but in that sudden bend the wall behind her slid a little faster, and the woman noticed her ass was, like, maybe half a foot deep into the ground. «Calm down, girl, calm down.» She put her face on the man’s neck and smelled him; his scent was the scent of the most perfect male in the universe. “Hey. Real talk, my love.” She spoke with a sultry voice on his ear, interrupting her speech only with a few kisses and licks here and there to keep his body warm and his heart certain of her love: “I know you guys are so lonely. I got a scare when I was actually fucking, like, my first ten thousand lovers and all of them—and I mean all of them—eventually ran away or ghosted me or… or… literally ended their own lives… just because they couldn’t handle… well… all the love that I had to offer. All the attention, all the desire, all the selfless and disinterested care that I had for their whole beings. When I tell you, love, that I have endless love for each and every single one of you… I mean it. Like… I need nothing in life. No man can hurt me, no power can defeat me, nothing! If I want money, I literally walk up to a country, murder its corrupt leaders with my bare fists, take over the entire nation and establish a kingdom under my name, with millions worshipping golden statues of my pussy. I mean, it’s that easy. How do you think Our Queen got in power anyway? Oh, well, here’s the thing: I’m literally perfect. Flawless. There’s nothing I need, so there’s no reason for me to depend on other guys, or use them, or try to fleece them materially or emotionally in any way. I am… god.” She shrugged, then laughed with herself. “I mean, like… I’m literally a goddess.” She looked to her arms, seeing the swollen muscles fully relaxed, and already looking like the hardest motherfuckers on the whole bodybuilding universe. “Scientists estimate that I can spend six months without water and twenty fucking years without any food or nourishment of any kind… at all. Of course,” she flexed her muscles just a bit, but the burst of milk from her man’s face proved that even that little was far too much, “oops, sorry. I mean, yeah, I can go decades without literally feeding myself, but my body would suffer much before that. After, mm, maybe ten years, I might even get to the size of a regular woman—albeit a very muscular one still. Anyway, my point is: I need nothing, nothing! In fact, the reality is the opposite: I’m overflowing with so much… everything!... that my primary motivation… nah: my only motivation is to kinda give away to people. To help them. To nourish them. To fuck them senseless and bring them to the edge of very deadly orgasms. Not to say that I am easy or that my standards are, uh, ‘flexible.’” She laughed. “Oh, no! Quite the opposite! The smallest man I ever fucked was, like, six and a half feet tall and twelve inches long with his soft, limp cock. Wait, now that I think of it, uh, he was surprisingly, like, shockingly massive for his size. 

	The actual smallest dude I ever fucked was eight inches limp, ten inches hard (not much of a grower, you see). I am a mother, but my body cannot accept anything less than a horse for a lover—so I take you, beautiful studs of the Earth!” She showered him with kisses, and the milk flowed loudly from her tits into his stomach. Slowly, the steam from his body began to cool, and his muscles seemed to rejuvenesce with the energy of the nectar he was drinking. “For the few man who today make the cut, however… I’m eternal. Like… I’ll always, always be by your side.” She pulled his face and whispered into his eyes: “always!” Then it was kisses all the way back down to his ear. “Even if you grow fat, deformed, and ugly, I’ll always be here to nurse you back into health, just like I’m doing now. You didn’t gain just a spouse, but a mommy, a daughter, a big sister, a female fantasy in the flesh. Hell, I bet you to imagine a woman more perfect than I am. I bet ya! There isn’t… well…” She sighed. “Except for our Queen, of course,” she said it with gritted teeth, “there isn’t any other woman better than me, or even remotely close to me, be her real or imaginary. I hope you really love me, stud, for I’ll be by your side now and forever. You hear me?” She murdered his cheeks with kisses. “You hear me, horse? Mommy loves you this much!” And more kisses. “This much-ey much! Hear it?” She machine-gunned his face with kisses for ten minutes straight. “That’s how much mommy loves you and… oh, dear. Okay, time to change breasts.” The man, however, was now attached to her tit like it and his lips were the same flesh. “Come one now, don’t be greedy. Don’t you see this tits is worn out. Well, yeah, it isn’t, but still, well, this one’s fresher. Come one, now, be a good baby and drink mommy from her other t-” Her body froze and her pussy saluted the giant with one massive squirt of egg-rich womb juice as he suddenly and unexpectedly latched on to her right tis, suckling it with double the intensity of the tits before, triggering in the woman a truly unreasonable amount of orgasms. “Fuck, fuck, fu-!!” She almost lost her fucking breast. “Jeeeeesus, you’re hot. Like… HOT!!! HOOOOOOT!!!” Her kisses were like punches to his face; any other skull would have be crushed by that woman’s love, but not his! “Fuck me, what a horse! I’m constantly getting aroused and distracted by your massive muscles.” The sight of her thick squirt washing and flowing by the man’s massive 24-inch limp cock on the ground was the cherry on top of her cake of orgasms. “I know you’re tired. I know you frequently lack the love and the attention you truly deserve. Never opening up, never crying on the shoulders of your lover… must be a pain, mustn’t it? I totally ignored that on my first few… well, tens of thousands of lovers, and it was really my Queen who opened my heart and my eyes for the plight of males, even massive, near-perfect gods of masculinity such as yourself. Well, my man, I vow, in the name of the Goddess Herself, that never again will a beautiful bull shed a tear and go unconsoled, unsupported, unlove to his fullest by this mighty breast!” She kissed him. Her saliva oozed sexily over his lips. “I’m making this vow especially to you, okay? This, my husband, is our marriage: I promise to be with you now and forever, and you can trust me… you can love me… you can try and even hurt me in your darkest of hours… but I’ll always, always, ALWAYS be by your side to make you the happiest man in history, and with your happiness make myself too the happiest woman of all time. Your happiness is my happiness. Your soul, my soul.” She kissed him. “Now…” Again, she kissed him. “And forever!”

	

	The milk flowed hard. Damn, she could feel her tits almost exploding! As massive as her stud was, each of her breasts managed to be much, much bigger. “I flaunt a double-G prize on my chest, love.” She kissed her stud while bragging about her demigod perfection. “I’m literally god. Lile, literally!” She cooed and moaned, aroused by her own beauty. Raising one arm besides her head, she just stared at it while her man suckled on her so peacefully, and she admired the massive labyrinth of veins and pillars of muscles of her single limb. “To know that I can murder you… with a single finger!” She closed her fist. The muscles in her arm roared with overwhelming power, and they were still entirely unflexed. “That I can reduce your 60,000 pounds of horse muscle into a pebble of mushy meat and blood… ‘tis exciting, isn’t it, my horse?” She turned back to her man and kissed him, all while massaging his cheeks so tenderly. “Oh, oh, love! The sight of my milk filling up your throat… making your neck widen and swell… so powerful!” She stuck her tongue out, drooling saliva on her massive manhood prize. “So big, so muscular. Such an animal. My prized steed!” Her hands followed her tongue, and the man’s penis slowly began to harden again as she worshipped the fuck out of his muscles.

	

	Those were a lot of muscles—a. Lot! Of muscles!—and so hers was a lot of fondling, a lot of loving, and a really long, slow, caring massage on her exhausted horse.

	

	

	* Four hours later *

	

	

	The man felt his body tender, his insides cool and calm, as he opened his eyes and raised his head. The burden on his muscles, though, could not be ignores as he felt himself much harder and slow moving, like his blood had been replaced with some slowly hardening cement. “My love?” He uttered, and in his abdominals he found her.

	

	“Good morning, love. Or good night.” She looked at him, sucking back her tongue while a load of saliva exploded into his abs and drenched his muscles along with his balls and his semi-hard cock. “Did you have a nice rest.”

	

	The man sat. The ocean of semen was far behind him. “New place?”

	

	She nodded. “I carried you again while you were sleeping.” She pointed a finger against his abs and them pierced his muscles, literally making the beast blood without as much as a crack on her nail. “You drank five tons of my milk, you know.”

	

	The beast grunted. Again, every muscle in him was so stiff and hard to move. “Am I… still big?”

	

	She giggled. “You’re always big. If you’re wondering, though, if you’re still as big as before…” Her smiled burned with the flames of hell. “Fuck yeah, you are.” She took his monstrous penis like it was nothing and pulled it up to her body. Damn, if that wasn’t an impressive sight! The stallion’s semi-rigid cock was almost as large as her from the hips up. “You’re over 11-feet high and 50,000 pounds of muscles.”

	

	“Fuck. Well, that is impressive!” The monster looked to his massive, shredded biceps, feeling like a stallion as he saw those muscles nearly as large as the woman’s impressive boobs. “I get going with my body alone.” He raised his arms and kissed his guns. “Fuck, I’m a hot stud.”

	

	“That’s the spirit, my baby boy.” Dropping his penis, which crashed with earthquake-making power on the titanium, the titan woman stood up, walking besides her husband like a lioness in heat. “Are you ready for me? I wanna roughen you up pretty bad, baby.” She touched her crotch, where her massive, superpowered womb was throbbing visibly against her abs. “All this horniness… all this loving I gave you… it left me in a especially murderous vibe, you know.” Her face barely hid the desire of tearing that man to shreds. “Baby, I wanna go at you like horse. In fact, you’ll feel like you’ve been gangbanged by a thousand stallion in quick succession, and I’m really not… caring… for how strong or hard you think you can take me. I just really, really wanna destroy you. All this has been a cool warm-up and a nice boost for your ego, I know, but now…” She licked her lips. “I wanna kill you. I wanna fuck you up till you fucking dead.”

	

	The man’s heartbeat could be heard. From afar. Miles and miles away, to be honest.

	

	“L-love…” His fear… it made him cry! “Please…”

	

	The woman leaned down and gracefully grabbed his penis again. “Harden.” In an instant, *boom!* His pillar rose to full hardness—a delicious 55-inch behemoth ready to breed again.

	

	“N-no!!” The monster literally jumped on the ground as the force of his penis pulled his hips up. The woman prevented the cock from clashing against his torso and banging its head against the man’s pecs, though, by grabbing it forcefully with both hands in its middle.

	

	“Such a massive, massive horse, are you not?” She stood on the man’s titanic thighs, both pinning them against the ground and rising so she could measure herself up on his cock. “Fifty-five inches.” She whistled. “Wow. Wow, wow… wow. Aren’t you a big, bad man!” Her hands deliciously worshipped every vein of that titanic tool of womb destruction. “Makes a girls go crazy with lust. Damn, if this cock ain’t a goddamned wonder of the world.” She unrolled her tongue. The man saw vast amounts of saliva raining from that tongues gargantuan length as she licked his pillars and slowly oozed it with her fluids. Inch after inch of anaconda left her mouth as she slowly, but powerfully wrapped her tongue fully around the man’s girth, with many and many inches in her mouth to spare, and them began to slowly pump him up and down as if her tongue was a ring of fingers.

	

	Semen erupted loudly, messily from the man’s urethra, showering back on them both like child-sized goblets of breeding filth. The semen exploded on the ground, literally bending the titanium under its weight, and a lot of the load frothed down on the man’s penis, like a high-quality, ultra-high-texture dick icicle, and the woman delighted herself on slurping and eating and just overall making a mess of her face and hair with that abundant offering of nectar. “Ready for mommy to rape you?” The man recoiled. His muscles, thought briefly flexing, just as quickly melted as the beast vehemently shook his head, and the woman was forced to play the diplomat once again: “sorry. Rape is too strong a term, right? Still, it’s hard to say that what I am going to do to you is anything, uh, less brutal. Less shocking.” She sucked her tongue back in. Semen and saliva splashed everywhere, including sprinkles on the man’s face. “Imagine you’re a virgin girl, barely five feet tall, small and delicious, with a big ass, a big vulva, and bigger breasts to boot. And I’m,” she pointed to herself, grinning like the sexual beast she damn sure knew she was, “I’m an army of ten million Spartans, the smallest of which is six and a half feet tall and eleven inches long when hard. You are this virgin; I am this army. Every single one of these ten million Spartans will tears your holes open and fill you with semen until you almost burst, and they’d been fucking you solely, single-mindedly with all their power for months and months and months on end up until the very last, ten millionth Spartan ejaculates his final loads and goddamned gallons of hot, boiling semen inside your tight, over-exhausted womb… only for the orgy to start anew.” She cracked her knuckles. She feet slowly masturbated the base of the penis, creating a large, uninterrupted upflow of semen from its crown. “You’re the virgin. You’re the virgin!” Her fingers cracked louder. “I’m the Spartans. I am… the army of studs.”

	

	The beast was almost cumming semen through his every pore. His body… massive, muscular, and veiny and fuck!... damn!... he was about to explode! “P-please, my lady! M-my wife!!”

	

	Hugging his penis and stepping down, the woman pulled the cum cannon lower until she could sort of realistically plop herself into its basketball-sized helmet. Despite her effortless movements and tireless handling of that prick, which alone weighed over 10,000 pounds, she was nothing but six-and-a-half feet tall, and her weight and muscular density barely however over 3,000 pounds. The beast knew she was hiding something, and the fact that she still refused to show him her own made him almost as frustrated as he was fucking terrified at that moment.

	

	With his semen sloshing against her boobs and abs, the woman smiled. “You’re gonna love it. Don’t worry. There’s nothing in me that’s not endless pleasure and infinite orgasms to all my stallions. I will rape your cock dry beat you up until every goddamned bone in your is nearly shattered, and once I’m done with you—a few days from now—I’ll leave you with an inch of your life left, an inch of your consciousness, just so I can hear you gasp and beg, yes, beg me for more!!” She squeezed the man’s monstrous helmet, from which mad loads of semen began to seriously explode into her body—almost as if his testicles wanted to protect him from what was about to come.

	

	“ROOOAAR!!” The beast roared, every muscle in him exploding. “ROOOARR!!!”

	

	The woman’s body was completely coated in seed, yet she remained unfazed as she shook the semen off her head and calmly asked her man: “ready to start. From pump one, I ain’t taking easy on you.” She bit her lips. “It’s a matter of honor, you see, to never end sex with any of my husbands without leaving them absolutely wrecked. You ain’t having the last word in this womb, you see; the womb is the one that’s gonna have the last word on you!” Mounting the cock, she positioned the daunting helmet between her legs, letting it spurt semen on her ass, parts of it just grazing the insides of her cunt. The warm and smooth surface of her champion’s gigantic loads caused very pleasant, soothing orgasms to shoot up her spine, as if her muscular frame and demoness nature could barely hide her feminine core underneath it all. “Are you ready to begin?”

	

	Bending the titanium under his fingers as his gripped it, the monster grinned his teeth, snorted the fuck out through his nostrils, and just shamefully cried while shaking his head like mental patient suffering a breakdown: “n-n-n-no-YES!!!”

	

	The woman smirked. “Fine.” And slid herself into his penis fully.

	

	

	* Eight days and four hours later *

	

	

	Mera couldn’t bemoan her fate when the furies and the goddesses had blessed her with so many pleasures in life. Definitely, without a question, offering her services to the usurper “Queen” and her voracious, demonic maiden had been nothing short of Paradise in the flesh for the tall, busty, ripped, muscular blond supermodel. «And to think that I ever thought there could be a life away from these two women and all the filth that they carry everywhere.» Hearing the calm, repetitive hum of the lift down to the unholy catacombs of the palace, she talked to herself as a way of soothing down her heart or at least try to make it, «I don’t know, not burst or anything.»

	

	She sighed. In her hand she carried a clipboard with only a few irrelevant notes. Her daily job—in fact, her forever routine from that moment on—could be described as drudge and boring… if the subjects involved weren’t literally the most perfected, genetically-blessed specimens in the whole goddamned world. «Hunting for males. Gathering them in their harem. Hearing them fuck. Get a little slice of their dongs once in a while…» She touched her loins, where she could feel new life brimming again. «Breeding myself with their stallions. Giving birth to… oh!... crazy amounts of children every year.» She shook her hear. Those thoughts were getting her panties not moist, but utterly fucking drenched at that point. As the elevator reached top speed, she felt gravity slowly change around her—though the absolute massive weight of her body would always keep her firmly attached to the ground. «If only I didn’t have to spend… d’oh! So! Much! Time!... getting rid of their leftovers and cleaning up semen from every goddamned wall. Fuck, the ceiling! Why must the ceilings in their palaces be so fucking tall?! Do you know how hard it is to get those fuckers clean??»

	

	Well, damn, who was she kidding? She freaking loved cleaning up the semen from every surface, even more so when there were scores—literally hundreds upon hundreds—of depleted male bodies thrown around in the sea of white. «It is an arousing sight, I must confess, to see so many virile beasts so utterly destroyed and defeated while laying morbidly and unconscious on their own cum!» To know that only two women were responsible for that sea of masculine destruction, well, that also helped make the blonde’s pussy permanently wet and swollen. «Fuck me!» She tried to adjust her special, ultra-strong panties under her dress, but the thing always felt like a wet sponge or bomb ready to go off. «I’m oozing liquids. Ever since I came here, I’m like a fertile slime dropping pussy cum everywhere I go.» Biting the one pen she was carrying, she smiled. «Damn, I can’t complain. I love this fucking filth so fucking move.»

	

	As the elevator approached the depths of that special chamber, Mera felt it. Her! The trembling of the walls, the sudden bursts of shakes and quakes that often stopped the lift on its tracks, she felt it all stronger and stronger, forcing herself to hold onto the walls for support; some of the bursts so strong that, if she weren’t careful, she would be thrown around in the elevator like a ragdoll, or like pieces of chocolate in the milk turning into a shake. «What is that monster doing? Or rather…» She checked her notes. «Who is that woman doing.»

	

	Just one single guy, apparently. Mera whistled and put the notes under her armpit, breathing harder and hotter as she felt her super-body immensely aroused by that thought. «He must be one especially hot stud for Imelda to be laying him for, what, two weeks straight at this point.» She lowered her head, her mind falling into deeper thoughts: «of the two, Imelda sure is the most celibate and loyal. She often lays only a few dozens of males a day, every male the size of a horse (or double, or triple!), and when she finds a male worth fucking, damn!, she really knows how to love a guy, who to give him care and pleasure while also coming very close to ripping and shredding his cock in her pussy.» The woman swooned, feeling her breasts lactate in her (also special-grade) bra. «She’s a goddamned hero. I worship her cunt so goddamned much.»

	

	The thoughts of Imelda naturally led to the thoughts of… well… you know who. You know… what. «The… t-the…» Upon even considering the name of the person, the giant, long, uber-thick legs of that tall, fitness supermodel began to tremble, and the squishes of the hot juices in her pussy became quite loud as she lost pace of her breath and heard her heart beats right in her ears. «The Queen! The Majesty!»

	

	“Ooh…!” The woman rolled her eyes and braced the walls. In her pussy, she felt a strong, boiling, voluminous unloading of cum, stuffing her panties with so much hot juice that a small bulge began to form in her dress around her crotch. “Damn it! *Caham!*” She cleared her throat and tried to control herself. She repeated many of the mantras and quick self-help phrases that helped her keep her cool in those situations of extraordinary arouse. “Fuck that bitch, fuck that… bitch! Oh, god, come one, Merry, you’re so much better than that!” Taking a deep breath, she closed her eyes and imagines herself in a very zen-like environment. “Caaaaaalm down.” Another deep breath. She heard the sound of the air inflow and used it as an anchor to her emotions. “Caaaaaaaalm…” She inhaled. “Dooooooown…” She exhaled. Her mood was returning to a somewhat manageable state.

	

	*BOOOOM!!!* Her body was caught by a violent earthquake, and predictably she was ragdolled around the elevator, kicking and bouncing from all to all as her orgasms loudly exploded from her pussy, drenching her legs and spraying the ground. “Oh, fuck!!” She kicked the walls, as if somebody could listen to her. “Goddamn it, Imelda! Oooh…!!” Again, by surprise, she was caught by the explosions… “Oh, fuck, no!!” She dropped the pen, the clipboard, everything. “GODDAMN IT!!”

	

	Her knees buckled. She slowly sat on the ground and… “pissed.” Not really “pissing,” of course, but orgasming; she squeaked and moaned time and time and time again as she unleashed load after load after load of sweet, creamy nectar, a puddle quickly growing around her. “So much… oooh!!... for this fucking dress!” Getting her hands to the dress on her thighs, she grabbed it hard and tore it open. Steam came out, and visible splashes of juice sprinkled on the walls. The woman roared, sticking her fingers in her panties and fingering herself as to turn the sprinkled into massive overwhelming waves. “GOD, GOD, GOD!!!”

	

	Desperately now, she kept tearing up her dress. Shinny white legs were revealed under the cloth, the muscles swelling and rippling as she tore more of her clothes. Her legs were dauntingly thick and well-sculpted; the most swollen, hard part of her thighs were easily more massive than Chun Lin’s, and about as wide as a very fit woman’s hips. The very sight of those thunder thighs gave her immense horniness; it is a great sight of fertility and sexual attractiveness when a woman can get hot and ejaculate hard just by looking at herself and her own abundant features. “JESUS FUCKING CHRIST!!” She slapped her hard, muscular thighs, making her cum splash everywhere. “I’M SO FUCKING HOT!!”

	

	Losing control of her breath, she kept tearing more and more of her clothes. Her abdominals were revealed: a hard, swollen, hot six-pack dripping with juices, sometimes transforming into an eight-pack if she breathed very hard and flexed them very powerfully. “OOOH-UUUUUH!!!” The woman howled, grabbing her massive tits with one whole arm while ripping—literally tearing out!—the panties from her hips. “I’M LACTATING LIKE A BITCH!!!” With her hand on her breasts, she did the same to her dress: stimulating and milking her massive, truly spectacularly large tits, she shredded both her dress and bra in a single pull, and soon her daunting milk tanks were revealed.

	

	She stood at 6 feet and 4inches. Her body could be described either as incredibly fit or downright muscular. She wasn’t an absolute monster like Imelda or the Majesty, but she was still easily on the top echelon of females in the whole universe. Her overall profile was definitely, undeniably feminine, with her shape looking just like a Barbie doll, but with massive breasts, even more massive abs, and unbelievably ripped muscles everywhere.

	

	Her shreddedness and muscular density was actually what called the attention of the Queen and Imelda. From the former’s lips, she heard all praises: “you’re an impressive stud-woman. Proportionally speaking, your shoulders ain’t too wide, and they’re actually narrower than your amazing fat butt.” The powerful giantess gave her muscular ass a world-shattering slap, and the woman remembered how much she both orgasmed and lactated upon receiving such terrifying blow. “Mare! You look just like a Barbie, if this Barbie had under 1% body fat and muscles five times as dense as normal.”

	

	Ever since she was a baby, indeed, she looked like one solid block of muscles. It was called NAME, as the doctors had told her, and it essentially meant that her body had no constraints to how muscular it could get; lacking a crucial gene called NAME (or something), that woman’s biology was literally uncapable of putting a cap to its muscular growth, resulting in her growing past 150 pounds (with 8% body fat) by the age of ten, 260 pounds (4% body fat) by the age of 14, and an apparent “apex” of 450 pounds and 2.5% body fat. That’s when she started seriously working out, as well as when, under Imelda and the Queen’s regime, she began to fuck stallions professionally and breed babies like a machine. “Right now, I’m a goddess weighting 780 pounds with 0.6% body fat.” Letting go of her pussy for a bit, she raised her arms and flexed it, and the biceps ballooned bigger than a world-champion male bodybuilder, covered with the sexiest, hottest veins a woman could flaunt. “Doesn’t even look like it.” As she unflexed, her arm reverted back to its “diminutive” state; an outrageously fit, but far-from-bulky kind of look. “‘Tis this insane muscle density of mine.” With both hands and her pussy squirting, she grabbed her tits and squashed them. “And also the amazing amount of milk… oh, fuck!”

	

	Yeah, fuck indeed. She was shocked by the blast of nectar that just erupted so messily and voluminously from her breasts. If not for her equally massive hips and absolutely planet-sized buttocks, those F-cup gazongas would have looked out of place even in her tall, massively ripped and shredded physique. Because she was so proportionally abundant everywhere, they looked just fine, but even then their weight and size was so gravity defying that, despite being some of the hardest breasts on Earth, they still sagged a little downwards towards the tip, giving her them “mommy milkers” look even though their texture and hardness was much closer to a “silicone implant goddess bimbo.” “I am a goddess, am I not?” Raising her hips, she showered the walls with her pussy cream. “I am. I’m a goddess just like those two women.”

	

	The doors of the elevator opened shut, letting out the small pond of liquids she had creamed. “OH!” Just as her liquids began to be flushed out, however, an opposite and incomparably stronger stream hit them and washed into the lift. The woman’s body began to burn as that ultra-thick, literally boiling liquid flooded the place and drowned her gigantic thighs underneath it. “Jesus Christ, oh, my god, IMELDA!!” She stood up. Well, she tried to. The liquid was just too hard; even her hands, with her palms on the floor, were now stuck on the almost solid creamy good. “IMELDA-AAAH!!”

	

	Somewhere close (or far away, who could ever tell) to the elevator, a massacre kept going on. Roars of an insane beast torturing and subduing its long-defeated rival populated the place as torrents of white cream rained like a tempest everywhere. Streams as powerful as geysers crossed the darkness, five or six of them at a time, and loud explosions were heard instead of mere splashes, with mountains of that seed growing to shocking heights in every direction. “Imelda, god, PLEASE!!!”

	

	The woman wouldn’t listen to her, and Mera had to bulk up quick if she wanted to get out of that pool without being fecundated. Then, a thought hit her: «wait, wait. Why wouldn’t I want to be fecundated?» With her panties long shredded, the woman instead used her strength to bulk up her legs and spread them out, the roaring of her thighs sounding just like the revying of an engine. The powerful goo, with agency of its own, did what was natural: it pierced through that woman’s swollen, red labia like huge fingers of a giant man; it then pried them open like a crowbar forcing open two huge doors of pure titanium; and finally, once the scorching entrance to that woman’s womb was unobstructed, it penetrated her like a 5-inch-wide and infinitely-long penis, travelling slowly, but powerfully through her cunt, stretching her open like a sledgehammer, triggering over a billion orgasms per second in the now-perpetually lactating and squirting beauty. “GOD, YEEES, YEEES, YEEEEEAH!!!” Tears were squirted out from her eyes. A little blood came with them. “THIS IS WHAT I’M FUCKING TALKING ABO- AAAH!!” Then she shuttered, she frozen, and she felt… in her cervix… “Oh, my god!! Oh!!!” She long many quick breaths; her pace increasing, her lungs getting easily short of air. “Ohmygod-ohmygod-ohmygod-ohmygod-ohmy… MY…” She closed her eyes, twitched her whole face, “Oh myyyyy…!!!” Then, the bursts, the explosions. “GOD!!!” Milk exploding like crazy from her tits. “GOOOOOOOOOOD!!!!”

	

	Gallons of pussy cream erupted volcanically from her pussy. As the woman wailed and flailed her limbs and head in every direction, the metallic walls of the elevator were bent, torn up, and then pierced through by her fists completely. The woman’s body grew complete stiff, her nipples as large as the tip of pinkies and as hard as diamond-cutting tolls. The liquid had just pried open her cervix; it was now inflating, occupying, and inflating her womb, with her TROMPS being the last frontier until it absolute drowned her eggs. “OHMYFUCKING… GOOOOOOOOOD!!!” Her body was obscure by the sheer oceanic loads of lubricants and milk she squirted out through her holes, and the orgasms caused yellow lightning bolts and a virulent electric storm to be everything she saw amidst the absolute darkness her sight had been drawn into—her mind in a state of literal orgasmic-electrical overcharge. “WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS SEMEN??!!”

	

	Cum. It was all cum: the mountains around the elevator; the dozens-of-feet-deep ocean of the ground; the massive, human body-sized “droplets” of the tempest falling nonstop; the many-feet-thick and hundreds of feet long jets of milk freshly ejaculated through the air. All was precisely this: semen. Hot, fertile, fruitful male semen, and, judging by that fact that the lift was located exactly in the center of that room, and that the vast room was dozens of *miles* long in every direction from that point, it was safe to say that… “OH, MY GOD!!!” Squirt, squirt, squirt! “OH, MY FUCKING… GOD!!!” Lactation, lactation, lactations. No joke: after eight, nine, ten days of uninterrupted fucking, lady Imelda had forced that single stallion to ejaculate more semen than the entirety of the Great Lakes—and more cum was coming nonstop!

	

	The semen penetrated her womb and filled it whole. Slowly, but surely her belly began to “fatten,” its bulge swelling like pregnancy until it bloated to about a “5-month-old triplet-pregnancy” stage. “Oh, god!!” Descending a bit from her overwhelming, quasi-deadly orgasms, the goddess simply beheld, in utter shock, her belly still growing and growing and… “OH, MY FUCKING GOD!!!”

	

	Her skin stretched like it was going to pop. It was funny, really: despite the massive overstretching, her abs were still, like, soooo ripped! She was fucking shredded! You could see every individual abdominal muscle being stretched and widened to every direction, and their volume even increasing a little as the semen pumped itself into her pussy, but no matter how stretched she got, damn!, her six-, often eight-pack was still very visible, very ripe and sexy. It caused her to unload massive loads of juice through her pussy once she beheld her swollen belly like a rigid, heavy Yoga ball, her pregnancy looking like eight months, her water about to burst, and her womb holding about three elephant babies or something. «I’m ripe, ripe, ripe!! I’M SO FUCKING RIPE!!»

	

	Her eyes squirted tears, and something popped in her nose. Two huge threads of blood began to stream down from her nostrils, a real bloody mess, with the woman losing literal ounces of blood through the veins that had exploded inside of her. «No! Not this again!» She couldn’t care less as the orgasms continued to rake through her body and the juices she squirted basically drowned her on her own filth. Seen from afar, it was like whole oceans were bursting from that tiny cubicle, and if not for the fatter, hotter waves of semen entering the place, damn!, the waves would have been much greater and stronger.

	

	The woman shut up, then screamed on top of her lungs like a machine-gun of pleasure and agony once the semen finally enveloped, grappled, and crushed her ovaries. “IT FEELS LIKE HANDS!!!” Really: the semen did feel like two heavy hands of iron pumping and squashing her over-fertile eggs, literally milking them like cow tits for fertile liquid to fecundate. Every time the man’s sperm cells whipped her eggs for cream, *sblooosh!*, they unleashed dozens of huge eggs into her canal, and “there it is, boys!!” The bitch was laughing and crying with utter joy! “T-there are my eggs!! FECUNDATE THEM!!”

	

	Cannibalistic. That’s how the sperm cells of that stallion felt as they invaded her eggs; the sperm cells weren’t just content on piercing the massive eggs with their swollen head, oh, no, but they took a much more active approach in lacing those eggs down with their tales, wrapping them, then crushing them open so that their “brothers” could invade the eggs on many spots as well. “OH, MY…!!!” Tears! Tears squirting through madly from that woman’s eyes! “OH, MY GOD!!! THEY’RE… THAT’S TEAMWORK!!! THEY’RE WORKING TOGETHER TO FECUNDATE ME, OHMYFUCKINGGOD!!”

	

	Indeed, they were. Overall, everywhere in her womb there was a sense of camaraderie just as big as that of horniness and urgency as the sperm cells swam to the available eggs. Most of the sperms were really friendly to one another, swimming in unison, sometimes turning their swimming into a dance, swirling across the seminal fluid in a helix motion, like strands of DNA, sometimes hundreds of them in a single “pack”, until they found the nearest eggs and began to chase them.

	

	The woman screamed. Everything was white and creamy as she unloaded gallons through her tit and cunt. The action inside her made her belly roar and tremble vigorously. It was like there were a bunch of mountain lions fighting inside of her—even though it was only a mere, simple fecundation. “JESUS CHRIST, MY BABIES ARE GONNA BE SUPER-FUCKING-HUMAN!!!” She tore her eyes with tears and squirted big ones with her overjoyed stated, orgasms over orgasms piling up on top millions and millions of sets of hundreds of millions of orgasms already piling up on top of each other, electrocuting the poor woman so damned hard that she was passing out, then waking up several times in a second. It was godly. Literally! The feeling of being inseminated by a literal demigod. “FUCK!!”

	

	Her eggs were enormous. Gigantic. Words could not describe their vivid, throbbing state of utter ripeness and fertility as they were released around the clock by her hyper-productive factories. Those were some of the biggest, most beautiful eggs a woman could produce, and it was all but sure that only the top 0.0005% of males on the planet could possess as sperm even one tenth as powerful as what was necessary to crack a single one of those eggs. Literal trillions of high-quality sperm cells wouldn’t be able to make a dent on those eggs, no matter how hard they swam against them; the eggs were literally twenty-five times the size of a regular woman’s egg, and their protective barrier was exponentially denser—maybe two hundred to five hundred times denser in every part—meaning that would could try and cut those eggs with a diamond-cutting machine and still come out empty-handed!

	

	She knew it all too well. Oh, she did! She would be reminiscing about it in that very instant, in fact, if she weren’t cumming so goddamned hard, and if her mind wasn’t shattered in so many billions of pieces already. «Me, Imelda, and the Queen!» She would have thought. Seriously. She would have pondered about the fact in these lines: «despite how much we fuck… despite how much the Queen herself slays… we cannot deny that most of our fucking is for fun, not for business.» As her body was raked with relentless orgasms, with her womb and her belly turned into a massacre of eggs under the brutal, sadistic sperm, her trail of thought would have continued in the lines of: «our eggs… just so damn strong! Despite having all the males in the world at our disposal, only a few hundreds are capable of cracking our eggs.» Her soul would have sunk into silent despair as she would have needed to correct herself just a bit: «well, *I* only have a few hundred of males available. For Imelda and, *sigh,* her Majesty… damn it. 

	They only have dozens!»

	

	It was literal, what she would have thought: the scientists at Her Majesty’s disposal had calculated that, in the entire planet, only about 158 males would be able to crack her eggs (and only 38 males would be able to do so consistently with every single copulation). For Imelda and the Queen, however, the ranking was much, much more severe. «Imelda only has a pool of 30 males who can sort of crack her eggs. Less than five can do so all the time.» And for the Majesty… «fuck. FUCK!! That woman ain’t no woman! No wonder she can barely reproduce with a single male, for her body is just… just… SO GODDAMNED EXTREME!!» She would have thought this, indeed, and she would have kept thinking if her orgasms were so body-bursting—literally: through her eyes, ears, and nostrils, the bitch was fucking bleeding! «Our Majesty till this day has only found a single man who can consistently crack her eggs every time: Mr. Xtronda! The Stud of Brazil! The Greatest Breeding Latino and Hottest Blooded Bull of the Americas, a giant of such power that even the Queen herself is forced to get serious in order to take this bloody stallion down! His semen… it’s such of utmost quality that it cannot fecundate me! Like… seriously! Just like we are too fertile for most men, he is too bloody fertile for most women; The Xtronda is so bloody virile that his sperm cells are literally visible to the naked eye, and the smallest of them is still about 50% bigger than my biggest cell!» Those thoughts would have drilled even more wet orgasms from her every hole if she wasn’t already on the edge of what she could physically withstand in terms of raking, blood-boiling orgasms. «The fucking bull… even Imelda can barely carry his children!»

	

	Okay, fun fact; I gotta interrupt my narration a bit to talk about The Xtronda while Mera cums her organs out. We’re going back to her in a pinch, I promise.

	

	So, here’s the deal: to get an idea of how the Queen’s Favored Bull is so strong, consider everything you’ve read about Imelda. Imelda, okay! Second strongest woman in the universe, right? A woman who can wrestle a 60,000-pound mega stud into the ground and milk his cock dry for over a week relentlessly until he had literally cum an entire Great Lake’s worth of the world’s thickest semen everywhere. Understand? Imelda is so strong she can barely be fertilized by any man on the planet, and even her—let me repeat: EVEN FUCKING HER!!—can get to fertilize herself all too often with The Xtronda.

	

	“Why am I not pregnant?” The woman usually knew she was pregnant on the spot, immediately after the first gush of semen inside her cunt, but that moment, the first time after she was railed to the ground by the unbeatable, the unsurmountable, the mountaneous and spectacular Xtronda… fuck! She felt empty! It was a weird fucking feeling, and one that took many weeks of research for the scientists to finally arrive at an answer: “I mean, I was fertilized. I swear! Every time that stud pumped his gallons in me, I felt my eggs not only being cracked, but fucking pulverized! I’m serious, I swear! It is very rare when this happen, but Lord Xtronda was really this kind of guy whose powerful cum didn’t leave a single of my eggs unfertilized! None of the eggs escaped! None of my pussy juice went unconquered! Then why, why, o Lord, am I not brimming already with the horses we’ll call ‘kids?’ Why isn’t his ultra-virile offspring already not swimming inside my womb, turning me into the biggest, baddest of mommies? Why??”

	

	The scientists she consulted with that day, by the way, couldn’t hide their amusement upon seeing the mighty Lady Imelda so thirsty for a male, not the other way around. “Are you eager for that horse’s hot semen, my lady?”

	

	Imelda didn’t even need to answer that; her pussy did it for her: with a loud, long squish, her pussy unloaded fat, egg-rich juices on the bed, spraying the face of a scientist-doctor who was about to inspect her. “Girl, I never felt like this for any man… ever! Mr. Leo Xtronda is easily the greatest male on planet Earth! No wonder my Queen is so fond of him. He is the only male on the planet capable of making Our Majesty sweat, and the only man…” She stopped. The other girls could see the shame, then the slow acceptance in her face. “Ah, fuck it. Fucking damn it.” She sighed and lowered her shoulders. “He’s the only man I ever conceded to.”

	

	The smiles, oh, girl, I tell ya! They were something o-u-t o-f t-h-i-s w-o-r-l-d! “‘Conceded to?’”

	

	Imelda looked knowingly at them. “You want me to say it, don’t you, with all the words, coming straight of from my lips?” The girls eagerly nodded, banding together like a bunch of curious teenagers about to share some hot gossip. Imelda rolled her eyes and sighed again. “Fine.” She smiled. “He beat me.”

	

	All the fists went up in the air as the girls collectively shouted “YAAAAY!!” “Lady Imelda, the Great, defeated finally by a single male! Oh, girl, tell me, tell me, tell me! How long did he fuck you? How hard did he make you cum?”

	

	Imelda, however, refused to think about anything of her previous fucking; to do so, you see, would have been to shower those women on her cum and literally flood the entire place with her seminal fluids. “He, uh… *cough, cough! Caham!*” In order to protect them and everyone who lived around the palace, the lady preferred to stich to the cold, hard facts: “three months.” She took a deep breath, her pussy already swollen to the size of a literal grapefruit, the liquids oozing from her ultra-tight lips like a goddamned waterfall. “*Caham!* That stud, he… oh, fuck, this shit is hot… he…” She rolled her eyes and stretched her muscles. It was such an amazing sight to see the monstrous, the massive, the Goddess of Muscles Imelda acting so uncomfortably around a male. “Took one massive goddamned time, but he… he pushed me to my very limits.” She looked to the women, and their gazes embraced as they all brought their faces so much closer to each other. “That stud… the most I had ever fucked before him was for a month and half straight. Roberto. My second fave. He and I had fucked for a month, two weeks, and three days before I finally vanquished him. He’s one of only eight men who can make sweat during sex, and one of only five who can consistently fecundate my eggs in every single session of fucking we endure.”

	

	“He was your previous number one, wasn’t he?”

	

	Imelda nodded. “Yes, he was. Before Xtronda took over.” She looked at every girls individually, making each of them giggle like a fool. “And that’s it, basically.” She shrugged. “What can I say? The guy is quite literally a god.”

	

	The squishing of the pussies’ juices was then ever-present. Every single woman was creaming themselves, yet none creaming themselves as hard as the gigantic superwoman in the middle of them. “Tell us, o sweet Imelda, how much he made c-”

	

	“I’m not telling ya skanks any details, ‘cause I don’t wanna even think about that monster ever again—until, of course, I get to fuck him once more!” She licked her lips. Her pussy, despite her best efforts, unloaded a whole bucket’s worth of heavy, creamy girl-jizz on the floor. “After I’d defeated Roberto, I thought to myself ‘that’s it. No other man can perform better than that.’ Until I met Xtronda. That… god! Our Majesty’s ultimate weapon, and the strongest goddamned male in the entire fucking universe!” The other women cooed. Their pussies were drooling cum like open taps. “That bitch! She’d hidden her Ultimate Sex Toy from me up to the last moment, judging me ready, only unleashing that… that prick!... once she thought I could survive him!” She gulped. The other women could feel the nervousness through her uneasy gulping. “I couldn’t. Not even my best of fights.”

	

	“Oh, but you did fuck him for over three…”

	

	“Shh, Adelainne! Don’t interrupt her!”

	

	Imelda looked joyfully, playfully to those women. She’d been fucking their cunts raw in a few minutes. “The very first time I laid my eyes on him I knew… fuck. This is the man who’s going to destroy me.” She chuckled. “Well, guess I was right. Guess I kinda hampered myself from the start, my self-esteem taken away by a mere look at that… that…” For a moment, she almost reminded herself of his body. “No! I won’t even think about him!”

	

	“At least tell us how he’d…”

	

	They all shut up, however, once the woman threw them a stern look. “We went at it like rabbits for three months, three weeks, and two days. Damn! It was so short of being a complete four-month fuck-fest!”

	

	“D-did you sweat him? I mean, did you make the stud sweat?”

	

	Imelda smiled with pride. “Hell, yeah, I did. I may have lost, but at least my defeat had some triumphs to it: I did indeed make that stallion sweat around second with of the third month of fucking—even though, well, he had made me sweat almost a month earlier.” She shuttered with terror, her pussy throbbing so hard it made loud rumbles quake the walls. “He… he…” She gulped. “He didn’t go easy on me. I like him for that. All the time he claimed to have fucked me with 40% of his full power, and in kind I returned him the favor, going all out.”

	

	“You mean…”

	

	“Yes.” She looked dead-serious at them. “I fucked him at 100% my power.”

	

	“But… but you said that no man had ever m-”

	

	“Yeah, I know what I said, but you must be mindful that, in the heat of the moment, I tend to exaggerate things a bit.” The mighty woman, even in her unaroused, most relaxed state, was still wider than those three women there put side-by-side, and her imposing size made them swoon even though she didn’t mean to impress or seduce them. Just her being there was enough to turn the women into unending fountains of creamy nectar on the floor. “Though, if I now must tell you the truth, with my head clear of nasty thoughts and electric orgasms, it is this: Roberto was the first man who made be push past 80% fucking power. At out peaks, he hammered my pussy at 100% his energy. Me, I milked his cock at 84% my strength—easily enough power reserve to outlast him for ages.”

	

	“That was the occasion when you both completely destroyed the Amazon basin, wasn’t it?”

	

	“Well, I wouldn’t say ‘completely destroyed,’ but… yeah. We did a number on the country.”

	

	“Imelda!” They covered their mouths. “Your fucking was compared to a meteor the size of New York City hitting the planet!”

	

	“Yeah, yeah, I know, I know.” Imelda lifted her arm and kissed her bulging biceps—a biceps which was bulging, again, without her even trying to make it hard. “Momma Immy is power incarnate here!”

	

	“How is the planet still intact after you and Xtronda… you know… did it?”

	

	Another scientist answered for her lady: “they fucked on one of the Queen’s special chambers.”

	

	“Oh. Oh!” Her eyes lit up. “You mean…?”

	

	“Yeah. That one.”

	

	“The titanium rooms?”

	

	“Not exactly ‘rooms,’ but… yeah. This one, really.”

	

	“And that’s why we’re still alive?”

	

	The older, more mature and experienced scientist nodded: “yes, my dear. That’s why we are still alive.”

	

	“Holy fucking…”

	

	“But you did feel the earthquake, didn’t you? The one that rattled cities as far as Sao Paulo and Santiago and Bogota? The room they fucked in was somewhere in the middle of this triangle. They earthquake was literally felt across the continent.”

	

	The other girls were staggered. Their arousal, slowly building up. In the meantime, though, as their brains still processed the information, the poor women just took in everything with such focus that even their pussies shut off a bit. “Imelda… you… you…”

	

	“Don’t fret it. You know it’s way worse when the Queen is fucking.”

	

	“So you mean that…??”

	

	“Yes.” Imelda calmly nodded. “All those earthquakes? All those tsunamis? Those tremors that are felt as far away as Japan and France? All the Queen’s making.”

	

	“Millions of people have died because of these tremors, you know!”

	

	Imelda simply raised one lip, speaking with barely-disguised disgust: “millions of people who will not be missed. Strong people need no help or piety. They just are, whilst the week perish under the shadow of the mighty.”

	

	“You’re so mean, Lady Imelda.” The bigger, taller, more muscular and more mature scientist swaggered as she circled around Imelda, eying her like a tigress. “Such cruel and heartless thoughts.”

	

	“Trust me, my beautiful: once we reshape the world with our perfect, superior genes, there will be no more need for cruel, heartless thoughts anymore. Humanity will he perfected by our cunts, one load of cum at a time.”

	

	“So… for three months… almost four… he exhausted you?”

	

	Imelda nodded with great sadness, but also great dignity. “Yep. He fucking annihilated me. I knew I was fucked once he told me he was going at me from 38% straight into 40%--the most any woman except for the Queen had ever taken from him. It should have been a compliment, and for any other woman it would have been, but for me…” She sighed. “For me ‘twas the ultimate humiliation: to know he was fucking me with literally half my own power. I was at him at 84%, and that’s when I decided to push into eighty-five, eigthty-six, ninety… and eventually I hit the mythical hundred!”

	

	“What a fucking god!”

	

	Imelda nodded, recalling the events as mechanically and as dryly as she could—a dry recount for a drier pussy: “he hammered me and hammered, an absolute god of a bull. I fucked him actively, powerfully, but never managed to take the upper hand. Tsc! That damned male! I hated, oh, I hated being the submissive one, but I… I!... I literally had no option! For the first goddamned time in my life, I took dick from a male without the power of turning the tables, and under the might of his hammering cock I ejaculate the biggest, hottest loads in all my life, and my orgasms were so overwhelming that the last set of them lasted for over two weeks—it was the set of multiple orgasms that led me to faint, and after which I had been defeated without even realizing it at the moment.” She lowered her head and chuckled. It was too shocking for her to take without a great sense of humor: “that stud! He did it! He actually fucking did it: he… he fucked me until I passed out.”

	

	The three scientists swooned. You could hear their juices splashing on the ground in quick succession, one after the other: *splash! Splash! SPLASH!!* The mature scientist was the one who ejaculated the hardest; she was still quivering and cumming like a goddamned lioness whilst the other women cooed and gossiped like little teenage girls: “what a stud! If Imelda lost to him, guess what he would have done to us!”

	

	Imelda rolled her eyes. As if any of those women would have stood any change against that world-shattering stallion. “Then why am I still barren?” She stared at the mature lady. “Seriously, why am I not feeling the bastards kicking and swimming in my womb already?”

	

	The scientist hid the secret under her cocky smile. “You didn’t fuck anyone else before, did you?”

	

	“Makes a difference?”

	

	“No, it’s just…”

	

	“Do you honestly think that another man’s sperm can cancel this god’s…”

	

	“No, my lady, no, no. That’s just curiosity, really.” She laid her palm on Imelda’s abs, feeling the sheer arousing power of a Sexual Sun burn not just her hand, but all her nerves way down into her pussy. “Were you fresh for his semen? He’s your first crop of the year?”

	

	Imelda proudly nodded. “Hell yeah! After my last birthing, my Queen told me…” She gulped, “I was ready. She ordered me to not fuck anyone else for a week until my belly and my shape returned to normal.” Her muscles roared. Their size and hardness, throbbing and swelling like the collision of two continental PLACAS, made the windows explode and the walls crack.

	

	“Jesus, Imelda! Your power…!”

	

	Imelda was too entranced by her own might to stop speaking: “she told me the next father of my litter would be him. I was shocked, intrigued, but I accepted her commands like the obedient little servant that I am. The bigger pussy, the bigger authority after all. Far away is the day that I’ll ever take the power from her—if that day even comes!”

	

	They all looked at one another. Intimately, all the women knew—even Imelda herself—that this day would never, ever come. “How many kids was you last litter, might I ask?”

	

	Those were the days Imelda was still somewhat “young” and “inexperienced,” so her power hadn’t matured to nearly the insane levels they were once she got to fuck Leonardo into oblivion: “fifty-four.”

	

	The pussies of all women swelled again, and the splashes of their juices on the floor were louder and way, way messier. “You goddamned mare!”

	

	“Pff. Should have seen Our Majesty. Bitch pooped out ninety-eight babies.”

	

	“Two short of a hundred? Mm. Peculiar. She always goes for the triple digits.”

	

	Imelda shrugged. “You know her selection is way more, uh, limited. It has to be, sadly. You can’t be a goddess and expect to mate with every human being like you’re just one of them, right? Superiority has its drawbacks, and hers are… pretty extreme.” Imelda raised one palm, with all fingers stretched out clearly. “Five men. That’s it. These are the only studs in the entire goddamned world who can breed with her, and of them only one—The Mighty Leon Xtronda!—is capable of knocking her up with 100% of the tries! She told me, after we popped our last babies, sweaty and bloodied and messy on the Birthing Arena, that only two men had managed to knock her up in the past few months: Xtronda and Aguero, the first and second strongest studs in history, respectively.”

	

	“Two men!” The women swooned. “Two men, yet still she birthed ninety-eight kids!”

	

	“How is it even possible for a woman to birth so many kids?”

	

	“Possible? Not possible; very credible!” The mature scientist walked in front of Imelda and between her pupils, looking from one to another as she explained the peculiar biology of the superwomen: “genetically-endowed studs and mares like ourselves are capable of feats far beyond that of a regular human. Don’t worry; we’re still humans; we still share the same genes.” She lifted one arm and flexed it, and her sleeves were torn up by the swell of her biceps.

	


	“Wow!” The girls creamed themselves. It was hot as fuck to hear the splashing, the dripping, sometimes the hosing of their juices on the ground—now flooded from wall to wall. “Your muscles… you too are…”

	

	“Quiet, little mares. Listen to your big Alpha mare speak.” She raised both arms and flexed them, and her clothes were torn all over her body as her musculature boomed and hardened, the dress torn to shreds in the middle of her body, from her gigantic breasts down to her rock-solid hips, revealing an outrageous six-pack where every muscle was booming and throbbing like a heart, and bits of her panty-less cunt between her swollen, marble-white legs. “Do you allow me, o Lady Imelda, to speak so cockily?”

	

	“Of course, my lover.” To the shock of everyone, Imelda stuck her fingers inside the woman’s cunt, thrashing whatever clothes remained in that region, and stimulated her so as to make it explode with juices on everyone. “Not that I’m ever afraid you’ll beat me. Please, keep saying. I like to see you brag.”

	

	The woman, of course, was undone by orgasms. “M-m-my l-lady…!!” Her muscles and limbs were slowly unraveling by the simple touch of the superwoman, who moved her fingers out of her cunt, dripping with her nectar, to allow her to breathe and regain her composure: “god! I mean…” It took her many quick breaths to pace herself again: “Jesus! Fuck, fuck… mm!!” The woman played with her hair, moisturizing it with her fingers drenched in pussy nectar. Her body was somewhat exposed, like She-Hulk mid-growth, with her clothes sexily torn out and thrashed in many spots, revealing muscle after sexy muscle, curve after daunting curve, but still overall firmly attached to her body—a tantalizing mixture of modesty and nakedness. “Where was I? Oh, yes.” She cleared her throat. “We’re still humans. Our blood is the same blood as everyone else. It’s just, uh, better. Better blood. Better genes. The same base genetic code that makes us human, but with all the blessings that would make a human… superhuman!” She flexed her triceps, her quads, her shoulders, and one by one the threads of her clothing kept snapping and slapping against the bodies and the faces of her pupils. “Think of it like… the greatest genetic blessing a human being can received. Like a ‘Chad’ or a Gisele Bündchen, but so, oh so much more! We’re the peculiar, unusual concentration of the finest genes of humanity in a single body, making us be more Alpha than even the mightiest of Alphas, more ‘Chad’ than the biggest of Giga Chads. We’re… perfect. And so are our organisms.” The mighty scientist touched her own belly, caressing it with great fondness. “You know I’m pregnant, right, my lady?”

	

	Imelda nodded. “I know.” She sniffed the air. “I can smell it.” The touched the woman too, and the scientist squirted a fat load upon feeling Imelda’s palm on the back of her hands. “You’re fresh, aren’t you? When was the last time you collected semen?”

	

	The scientist giggled. “I just fucked a stud a week ago. He knocked the fuck out of me.”

	

	“Who won? In the bed?”

	

	The scientist rolled her eyes. “He did. Of course he did. I am not the mighty super stud you are, my Lady, but I still put up a decent fight.”

	

	“I have no doubt you did.” Taking the breath out of everyone’s lungs, Imelda leaned to the woman’s belly and laid her fat, warm lips on her abs. Kiss after kiss, she blessed that virile offspring with her love: “you’re all blessed, my children, for you’re getting the finest semen on the finest eggs of humanity. Your mommy’s gonna take good care of you, raising babies who are unbeatable in anything they so choose to do.” She looked up, moving her head away just a bit. “You’re pregnant with four.”

	

	The scientist bloomed. “I know! Ain’t that great?”

	

	“Every birth is. How many kids do you intent on having?”

	

	The other two scientists just kept on quietly listening; they were too new and inexperienced in that harem to not be so curious with all the intimacies those superwomen shared: “oh, the previous pregnancy was… rough. I am not as super-powered as you. My genes,” she flexed, and her muscles boomed with rock-hardness and a labyrinthian swell of vein, “ain’t as perfect as yours. No resentment, my love; ‘tis just reality: my body is not prepped to churn out so many children as you.”

	

	“I know the sentiment.” Imelda took both of her hands understandingly, and the two women looked at each other like they were sisters who’d swore to die for one another in battle. “Whenever I compare myself to the Queen, I can’t help but to feel inadequate. Inferior.”

	

	“Such are the genes of superior people.”

	

	Imelda calmly, sadly nodded. “Such are her godly genes. Still, that’s no excuse for you to stop pushing yourself.” She smiled. “How many children, you whore, do you intent on having this time.”

	

	“Mmph. No more than ten. Last time, again, ‘twas rough as hell. You know I had to spend two weeks in the hospital, in a coma, just trying to recover from the… the split!... the tear those children did on me. Almost had to stich my pussy back together.”

	

	“I know the feeling. Bastards can be quite big, can’t they?”

	

	“Girl!” The scientist swooned. “The lightest of my babies was still two pounds heavy! Biggest one was a nightmare. Damn! I felt like pooping out a boulder once that five-pound beast came out of me!”

	

	The jaws of the smaller scientists, you could hear them hitting the goddamned floor! “Wait, what?? You gave birth to…?!”

	

	The big scientist calmly nodded. “Five pounds and two. Biggest baby I ever birthed. This, of course, my lady Imelda, must be, like, your runt, right?”

	

	Imelda giggled, her serene face barely hiding her immodesty: “sure is. My womb is actually unable to hold such small pebbled. My average of babies is about fifteen pounds each, with the biggest being fifty-seven pounds.”

	

	The two women were floored. It wasn’t just their hearts that were collapsing: their pussies were too, exploding with juices as a very strange arousal took over their bodies. “H-how can you…?!”

	

	“Quite, honeys. Big women are speaking.” The large scientist interrupted them, turning back to her master and holding her hands dearly. “My beloved Imelda, I’m not having more than ten kids. They’re probably going to be smaller, as I’m procreating with smaller, more manageable studs, but I’m still proud of my output.” She dares lean to her woman and kissed her forehead, and Imelda welcomed her with a warm embrace of her face and a deep kiss on her lips. Juices were squirted out madly through her cunt, drenching the remains of her clothes, crashing on the ground, and creating waves on the rising ocean of pussy-juice. “Am I still contributing to the betterment of humanity?”

	

	“Damn well you are! I’m really proud of your output, my beauty.” With one hand on her belly and another on her butt, Imelda tried to not overstimulate the scientist as she squirted unending loads in sequence on the floor. “As long as you reproduce every year, you’re perfect.”

	

	“Is t-that…?” One of the scientists covered her mouth. “Oh, I’m sorry.”

	

	“Sorry for what?” Imelda winked. “Speak, child. You two will be breeding too, soon enough, if that’s what you’re wondering.”

	

	The women looked to one another, staggered. “You mean…”

	

	Both Imelda and the scientist nodded, and it was the latter who proceeded to explain the customs of the Queen’s Court: “haven’t you noticed how few women are there in our court? How the ratio of women to men is one to two thousands? Well, there’s a very good reason for that: the Queen’s Empire is not just a matriarchy, but it’s a very utilitarian rule in which us, the Goddesses, improve mankind’s genetic makeup by procreating with only the finest of the studs. This is way, outside of the ruling and high-end jobs, our primary function is to fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck! Fuck raw and fuck good, not one goddamned condom in sight!” She chuckled. “That little plastic is the evilest instrument for women like us. No, no, my honies; when it comes to us, fucking is always a very raw, animalistic experience: the turgidness and the hardness of a penis must be felt in its naked, boiling skin, and the full brunt of a stud’s ejaculation must flood us full, hot, and heavy, with the semen spilling out throughout engorged pussy lips as our wombs are fecundated time and time again by these superior men’s seeds—all the way up to the very end of our lives, after which we (hopefully) would have bred a new caste of superhumans to guide the rest of humanity to perfection and, hopefully, to peace.”

	

	The other girls squirmed. “This is why…?”

	

	“Yes. This is way we made you sign all those papers and go through all those tests. You must make sure that you’re simply physically capable and genetically good enough to breed the semen of the super studs in our roster.”

	

	The women gulped. “And we are… aren’t we?”

	

	“If you weren’t, you simply wouldn’t be in the court.”

	

	They looked at one another. They always knew bigger things awaited them in that place, but they could never, ever expect… “wait. So… when do we actually start… you know… the fun stuff?”

	

	Both Imelda and the lead scientist laughed. “You’re barely two months into the Court, sweethearts. Once you complete a full year, we’ll lead you into the harems, where you’ll get a taste of our stud’s actions. At first, only the smallest ones, to give you just an idea of just how powerfully and raw you can expect to be fucked, and then the bigger ones, to show you just how many gallons of potent seed a real man can cum.” The two pussies were creaming like crazy as the mighty woman continued: “then, after two years… you’ll be allowed to fuck them. Whether you survive them or not, well… that’ll all be up to your blood. And your will.”

	

	Once again, they gulped. “And w-we are…”

	

	But the scientist waves them away with a simple gesture. “Pay attention at us, the Alphas, and see just how mighty you can become.” Adoringly, she laid her gaze upon Imelda. “Are you breeding a record number of babies this time, my lady?”

	

	Finally, and in such a casual manner, the ladies returned to the topic that had started that whole conversation: “I want to. Always! But it’s so damned difficult when I know I haven’t been fecundated yet, even though that stallion nailed me for four months in a row!” She fanned herself, dispersing the heat that made her pussy swell like a grapefruit and throb so loudly every throb was like a beat of a massive drum. “I mean… what the hell! You know the answer, slut, so answer me: why I am not…?!”

	

	“You have no eggs.”

	

	For a moment, it was like the Universe had been torn in half. “What did you say, whore?”

	

	Even the lead scientist had to step back. She had said to Imelda something… that not even the Queen herself ever thought about saying to anyone else. “I’m sorry. I should have put it into much better words.”

	

	“You know…” Imelda gritted her teeth. The solid-titanium bed upon which she was laying slowly began to bend and cave under her growing, terrifying muscles. “Taboo. The one taboo in our court… you whore: never… ever… EVER!!... even allude to the possibility… of infertility!!” Steam came out of her nose. The air intense was rumbling. “Do you hear me… skank?”

	

	The least scientist lowered her head and nodded dutifully. “Yes, my lady. I apologize for…”

	

	“Fine. Don’t waste your words. I know my womb is warm and heavy, and that I’ll be dead way before this bastard ever goes barren. I can feel it right now, producing heavy, fertile eggs for my next lay, so don’t you think I actually believe even in the slightest possibility of ever producing fewer eggs or no eggs at all. Just don’t you dare break this taboo again and I will not break your fucking neck up. Are we understood?”

	

	This time, even the two smaller scientists joined their lead one in their obedient nodding and sobbing contrition: “yes, dear Lady Imelda. Yes, we are.”

	

	The woman exhaled steam, then shrugged off the issue, her muscles returning to “normal,” becoming less insanely dense, and her body no longer rumbling with the threat of an atomic explosion. “Fine. What did you mean by this stupidity you just said, though?” She made a mocking grim: “‘no eggs?’ Blergh!”

	

	“I’m sorry for my words my Queen. However… none of your eggs survived his semen.”

	

	The women gave Imelda a few seconds of silence until the realization set in. “None… my eggs…”

	

	The lead scientist shook her head. “None. We studied… ooh… a little bit of his semen…” The drooling of their cunts added to the level of juices in the room. The three women were in heat, but none so more intensely—one would even say more insanely—than the poor lead scientist giving Imelda the bad news: “just a bucket, you know, to see its… might!” From her bosom, milk began to squirm through her clothes; fat, creamy mommy milk of a woman who had seen Perfection and now wanted nothing less than to *breed* with it. “The thing is, lady Imelda… that his semen, every single of his sperm cells, they’re pretty much the same size as… as…” They all gulped. “Your eggs.”

	

	Imelda raised her eyebrows. She wasn’t even angry. Just… “wow!” Absolutely fucking amazed. “I mean… yeah. Makes sense. I usually feel a man’s semen swimming inside of me, fecundating me deeply, but that stallion was… one cut above all the rest. I actually felt every single sperm cell of his like a full grown toad inside of me. It was goddamned weird—and it made me cum like mare in heat, oh, it did!”

	

	“Well, here’s the things: some of his sperms are as big as your eggs, but some of them… mm… we found a couple of sperms that were actually pretty smaller; one would say, uh, maybe 40% smaller?”

	

	Imelda looked up to them in shock. “You mean to say I can’t get pregnant of him??”

	

	“We mean… well, I mean to say that, uh, it’s theoretically possible, but here’s the catch: you can only breed with the lesser of his semen, and these sperm cells are actually quite rare.” She adjusted her glasses on her eyes, so cute, and looked at the date in her clipboard. “Per my studies, only 15% of his sperm cells are at least 10% smaller than your eggs. All other sperms, well, they’re just too big, my lady, too powerful to fecundate you.”

	

	The scientist gave Imelda enough time to digest the news. It was just, you know, too unique for the woman to hear something even remotely similar to that: “they… are too powerful…” Her eyes shone. Her pussy swelled. “For me??”

	

	“I’m afraid so, my woman. Huge fucking sperms, those bastards.” She raised one hand, herself swooning and flushing with arousal. “I held one load on my hand. You could see the critters swimming! Like holding a swarm of bees on your own bare hands.”

	

	“You mean… I… my womb…” Tears rose to her eyes as she embraced her belly. “I cannot get pregnant of him?”

	

	“Not easily, no.” The scientist cleared her throat and, along with the other two, gave one step back—you know, for precaution. “We can arrange some, uh, artificial insemination to select only the smallest of his sperms…”

	

	“Only the smallest!” Her face was livid.

	

	“Mm, yeah. We can, uh, get the tiniest of his breeding missiles and, well… guess you know the rest.” The scientist got back to her lady and laid her palm on her belly, their hands joined together over her powerful abs. “We fecundate you sweet and hard with his semen. Pregnancy will be almost guaranteed, I assure you.”

	

	For once, Imelda didn’t retorn with some clever, witty banter or so cocky, swaggering clapback at once. Nor in the minute that followed. Nor in the two minutes, or the three, or the… “is she okay?” Whispered one of the smaller women to the other, who only shrugged. Imelda’s face was going through a whole roster of emotions, jumping from hopelessness to shock to marvel to… absolute amazement!

	

	“You mean only she can get pregnant of him?” She looked up to her friend, who at all times remained there with her. “The Queen? Our mighty bitch?”

	

	The great scientist nodded. “Mm. Only her eggs are strong enough to resist the penetration of his sperm cells without being, well, literally blown apart. Even with her, though, egg devastation is quite intense: we gathered the data at her command. Even she gets aroused by the feats of power of her stud: about 38% of her eggs are blasted away. Only 62%, indeed, end up fecundated all the time.”

	

	“So it’s fair to say… that the stud…” Imelda licked her own lips long and wet. “He is 38% as powerful as our Grand Dame.”

	

	The scientist chuckled, then coughed, then cleared her throat. “Maybe. Maybe not. He never once beat her in sex. He never even got close.”

	

	Imelda looked at the smaller scientists, who froze upon facing her gaze. “Let’s fuck.”

	

	In a blink, the walls of the place were shattered by the impact of Imelda’s raging body against the tree women; their three muscular, uber-fit, super healthy bodies were pummeled against the walls, and in a second their clothes were all torn to shreds, with the superwoman undoing them time and time again under relentless orgasms to vent her anger and frustration from the revelations that had just been brought to them. Over the course of four hours, Imelda annihilated those three women, with the lead scientist, of course, being the final one to collapse.

	

	“Imelda!!” Mera managed to scream without burning her throat. It was a short-lived moment of self-control, though: “IMELDA-AAAAH!!!” As she was fecundated in the elevator, her pussy roared with gushing, geysering orgasms, and oceans of her loads clashed against the oceans of Leonardo’s thickest, mightiest loads.

	

	Her bloated belly swerved with the hot action of her eggs being over-fecundated by the stallion’s mighty seed. As it was proper of supermen like him, it wasn’t just one or two sperm cells that managed to populate a single eggs; it was hundreds! The sperms swam in unison towards one tasty egg, which in turn actively swam away, desperate to save itself. “THEY’RE AFRAID!!!” The maddened blonde roared and laughed as her womb was burned by the lava-like heat of that sexual magma. “MY EGGS ARE AFRAID OF YOUR SPERM, OH, STUD!!!”

	

	Steam and flames exploded from her vulva. More and more semen just kept coming in, the sperm powerful enough to move on its own in the open air and fecundate any hot pussy in the vicinity. As loads upon loads of virile semen went inside her, the woman died and was reborn again several times in an instant, her mind exploding and then its pieces exploding again in an unending cycle of ecstatic undoing, the orgasms reaching the point beyond which any description, no matter how far-fetched, would still be too underwhelming and undeserving of the actual experience.

	

	Mera died. Mera woke up. It was a cycle repeated about nine hundred times every single second. In her womb, once a gang of sperms approached her one egg, the egg evaluated whether it could survive or not the pounding it would take. If it concluded that it was going to die—that those sperm cells were too big, too virile for it—then it would literally swim away. Even with their mightiest strength, however, no egg managed to evade the sperm for too long; after all, once you are assaulted by literally quadrillions of sperm cells for every gallon our of the hundreds of thousands of gallons that fecundate you, there’s only so much room to run to!

	

	As their mommy was killed and brutalized by orgasms—literally a murder by orgasms, like an extreme, R-rated version of “Death by Snu-Snu”—the gangs of sperms lassoed the eggs with their powerful tales, then allowed their brothers to proceed with the cracking of the eggs wall. It wasn’t a quick or instantaneous task, given that the semen wasn’t all-powerful and Leonardo wasn’t so high-up in the ranking of the Queen’s Super Studs, but still it was relatively quick, with some gangs of sperms taking a mere minute to crack an end in several parts, then begin to populate it with their virile, superior genetic code.

	

	As much as it pains me to describe this, most of the action wasn’t very pretty, or even sexy. If Mera herself was being brough to eleven separate dimensions and planes of existence thanks to her orgasms, the experience for the eggs was much less pleasurable, and indeed mortal: one by one, a vast majority of her eggs ended up popped; not just cracked and fecundated, but outright squashed. You could hear the poor eggs screaming as they were invaded, penetrated, violated sometimes by hundreds of sperm cells—a volume that, combined, made the swarm of sperm sometimes twenty times bigger than the egg itself. Despite the eggs, just like Mera’s muscles or belly, having great ability to expand and accommodate ludicrous loads within them, there was only so far a superwoman’s womb could go: after holding up their walls down to the last thread, the final strands finally snapped, and the egg literally exploded with all its content in the womb, only to be cannibalized senselessly, relentlessly by the unthinking, uncaring sperm. «JESUS CHRIST!!» The woman lost her breath while trying so hard to not lose her goddamned soul! «ARE MY EGGS BEING RAPED?!!»

	

	At the very least, they were being violently and mercilessly gangbanged. The eggs’ agony to escape the hordes of sperms was more than understandable; sadly for them, the sperm always won, and in her belly Mera felt boom after boom of explosive power after every egg was popped and, above all, fecundated. «YOU GO, GIRL! SHOW THIS FUCKING SEMEN WHO’S THE FUCKING BOSS!!!» She wasn’t no boss, no; not when she was so shamelessly beaten and thrashed by the semen of a man she hadn’t even laid eyes on; still, the fact that some eggs in her survive the onslaught, well, it was cause enough for celebration.

	

	Brimming with twenty, thirty, sometimes fifty different sperm cells, her biggest, strongest cells closed off to any incoming missile, and by cannibalizing the energy of its penetrators the egg exploded like a rocket into the walls of her womb, where it was protected by a layers of meat a thousand times stronger than titanium. Then, and only then, were the eggs save, and the woman was successfully fertilized by the stud’s inhuman semen. “OOOORHHH!!!” She squirted tears out of her eyes while her pussy was a fucking hose of cum. “SOOOOO FUCKING GOOOOOOOD!!!”

	

	Out of the elevator, though, it was like God himself was orgasming. The roars were absolutely deafening: “ROOOOOAARR!!!” The walls trembled. “ROOOOOAAR!!!” The planet itself appeared to be undone by the shouting. It wasn’t just the roar of a single man, but the mighty warcry of a super-giant stud locked in ferocious, weeks-long sexual battle with his ever-superior dominatrix.

	

	“Where the fuck do you think you were going?” Roaring even louder, a female voice made itself heard and felt across thousands of miles from that room. “I ain’t half-done warming up with you stud!!”

	

	“ROOOAAR!!!” The beats roared louder, faster, and his jets of semen multiplied as he sprayed the entire environment with them, yet the desperation in him… it audibly grew! “P-P-P-P…!!!” After so many days of battle, then man could no longer avoid his fate: “P-PLEASE!! IMELDA!!” The earth shook several times every second as his pelvis was crushed, ruined, annihilated by the woman’s demonic thrusts. “NO MORE!!! PLEASE, IMELDA, NO MO-OOOOOOOR…!!”

	

	Yes, more. A whole lot more! “I’ll be done banging ya, my stud, once every single egg in my womb is conquered and fertilized!”

	

	“OOOOOORH…!!!” The monster cried while spraying the walls and the ceiling of the endless room with vast loads of his seed. What for him was a “spray,” of course, for any other person would be considered a “river.”

	

	“I am brimming with your offspring. Very good!” You could hear the kisses and the licks and the suctions of that woman in the face of her adored lover. “Now… just a second…” Despite her calmness, the sounds of her action were anything but: with booms and busts and explosions and earthquakes, every single pound of her hips against the male’s penis was like God himself punching the Earth in its freaking core! “Aaah! Great!” The earthquakes intensified to a maddening degree as the woman redoubled her fucking on his penis. “I just added another load of fresh eggs to my womb!”

	

	“WOMAN!! DON’T YOU EVER…?!”

	

	The stallion was then shut up, possibly by a kiss. “Now cum your loads into these eggs. Cum. Cum!!” She pounded him harder and harder and harder and… “FUCKING CUM, YOU GODDAMNED HORSE!!!”

	

	“ROOOOOAAARR!!!”

	

	Explosions. Atomic ones. Semen. Semen everywhere. Death. Destruction. Rebirth in cum. It took Mera seven hours to wake from the wreckage of orgasms she had been put into, her body floating far away from the elevator (which she couldn’t even see anymore), her belly bloated with still-virile seed penetrating her all the time.

	

	She was cumming. Like, all the time too she was cumming! The orgasms just never stopped! There was a difference, though, between those initial orgasms that literally tore her soul apart and scattered its pieces into a hundred different places of reality, and the orgasms she was feeling now. Compared to the former, her current orgasms were just manageable enough for her to not only think, but actually carry out her job as usual: «where are my goddamned notes? Ah, fuck, who cares.» She looked around the endless space, all a sea of white everywhere the light reached. “These two goddamned beasts are gonna drown humanity in cum one day, Jesus, I swear!” Standing up on the seed—well, sort of—the woman waddled through the endlessly thick and deep ocean of cream until towards the two super beasts who kept fucking and fucking and fucking like the universe itself depended on their fucking to keep on existing. Considering how god-like those superbeings were, well, «it just might.»

	

	As she strolled over the sea, the semen boiled under her feet. It was an amazing sensation, naturally, to walk over liquid, but the feat was way less impressive once one considers that, well, that semen might as well have been solid.

	

	The woman looked around, wondering how long that semen had been shot. «Under my feet, the thing is literally boiling. It’s boiling everywhere!» She looked down, she looked up, and everywhere she saw bubbles and steam breaking and bursting from the liquid. There was a reason while the semen of Super Stallions was often referred to as “white lava;” it was, for all practical purposes, exactly the same as lava, with the difference in color and consistently—the semen, of course, was sooooo much thicker!

	

	Mera often tripped and fell on her four, but no matter how far she walked, she never managed to sink on that load of cum. Without a point of reference—of course, it was whiteness all around her!—she couldn’t quite know just how deep that ocean was, but in her soul she knew «damn! It is deep!»

	

	She walked, seeing pillars of volcanic sperm erupt from a point in the distance. Her belly was swollen, and she looked like pretty much pregnant already. Sperm oozed slowly, in fist-sized loads, from her distended pussy, and every step or every cradle of the woman on the sea was followed by a loud, slow rumbling of her belly. “I am bred as fuck! GOD!!” She lifted her head in ecstasy and praised the heavens. “I’M SO FUCKING KNOCKED UP!!”

	

	She stopped. Those moments needed to be appreciated and worshipped with all the devotions she could. Despite how big she had grown and how much of a goddess that court had turned her into, she still recognized that the semen… that unholy jizz!... was much more powerful than everything her muscles could muster. Her hard, supermodel body, both the physique of Victoria Secret angel and a giant-sized version of a Ninja Warrior competitor, was still like a little girls taking the oversized dick of her daddy: so submissive! So cooing and glad! So infinitely thankful for being graced by the milk of a stallion stallion. “This womb… it has been graced by a superior semen!” Kneeling on the sea of cum, she bows further down until her forehead was touching the semen, and with her fat, gorgeous lips she licked and sucked and chewed on the sperm, which waddled lively in her mouth, making her cheeks bloat, sometimes making the sperm cells visible through her skin. “Thank you, my god!” She praised not some invisible deity, but the literal image of the stallion in her mind, the horse who had ejaculated (and was ejaculating) all that superior seed. “Thank you, my good horse, for this superior seed you have fecundated me with!” With her face frothy and white, semen dripping from her chin like huge pellets of Chantilly cream, she smiled, and tears kept raining from her eyes. “I am so over-fecundated I feel like populating an entire town with your offspring! Our sons will be absolutely perfect! I cannot…” Again, the orgasms! Her entire body trembled; fat jets of milk and cum erupted from her breasts and pussy respectively. “Ooh!! I want your cum!! I want the boiling jets of your semen straight from your titanium hard-ass penis!!” She imagined the size and girth of the monumental womb seeder, fantasizing on how she would eat and suck and slurp all over that magnificent genital, marking it as territory with her saliva. “Goddamn, you male! I want you semen hot and raw spewed straight in my womb!!” Looking at the pillars of cum that arose from a point a few miles away, she wondered “well… maybe not.” And stood up again, laughing as her jets of milk and pussy cream thwarted her balance all the time. “If this horse cums in me, he might as well rip me in half.” Her hard-ass muscles swelled and throbbed, her physique brimming with absolute muscular power. “Or maybe not.” She flexed, posing for the readers of this unholy text. “I no longer the pushover I once was.” With her mind harkening back to the… delirious!... oh, the wondrous!... the absolutely fucking insane night with Imelda and her colleagues, the woman once again walked towards the action, hoping that Imelda wouldn’t fuck that man further away as she approached them.

	

	It took the beauty fifty minutes to arrive at the crime scene, where shockwaves of power and explosions of jizz punched and blasted her body away. “IMELDA!!” The blond beauty shouted with angry authority, and the orgasmic explosions were contained somewhat. “IMELDA, I BRING THEE A MESSAGE FROM OUR MAJESTY!!!” She had to scream at the top of her legs, often stealing precious little energy from her lungs and organs as her orgasms, remember, never stopped burning her insides, only so that the woman could listen to her. Imelda wasn’t even in view as the woman got very close to the epicenter of her sex—which they called, by the way, a “fuckcenter”—, for the woman and her stallion, naturally, weren’t fucking on top of the sea of semen, but deep, deep beneath its layers, in a valley created by the sheer force of their atomic thrusts and superhuman poundings. “Oh well,” the woman told herself, having to cover her ears with semen to block the unholy noise of the two beings going at each other with murderous ferocity, “at least I can finally see how deep this ocean goes.”

	

	Every thought of the woman became a literal speech, for no longer could she only think things and hear them inside her mind; the sound of fucking near a fuckcenter, you see, was much like the sound of an atomic explosion a few inches away from the actual bomb—but much longer, oh, going on forever and ever and ever. Everything in that place was shaking: the air itself, the fabric of space, the very gravitational field of the planet was undone by the woman going at her man’s penis like a giant sledgehammer wielded by a giant the size of the Everest mountain. The scale of things just couldn’t make sense anymore, at least not for petty human minds like mine and yours. “And to think… that all of this…” Mera looked around again, raising her eyebrows and becoming livid as she saw the scale of that man’s ejaculation, “is the prelude of a warm-up for higher ranking studs, like Roberto or…” Her heart skipped a bit, “The Xtronda!”

	

	The woman shook her head, trying not to lose too much focus. Her pussy was an everlasting shower of cream, with her daddy’s semen only partially blocking her lips. “To think that the father of this semen… the father of my children!...” She hugged her giant, bloated (but still shredded) belly, her breasts booming with the squeeze between her arms, “to think that he might not ever be amongst the top 10 of the Court’s harem… Jesus fucking Christ! Sometimes even I wonder how much longer I can survive in this hellish hole of superfreaks!” The woman shook her head again, realizing just how easily it was to get lost in those fever dreams of orgasms. “I’m cumming about a thousand times per second, and every single orgasm would still be, for any other woman, the most spectacular, downright leg-numbing orgasm of her life. For me,” she shrugged, “it’s Tuesday! To think I’ve been so spoiled for pleasure… fuck! Fuck the Queen!!” She said aloud, not worrying or carrying that anyone listened to her. “Fuck that goddamned bitch for spoiling me for orgasms for all my life!” Shaking her head a third time, she walked further, and finally stood at the edge of the precipice. “Let’s how deep this ocean… OH, MY!!”

	

	She was expecting deep, but not… *gulp*… that deep!! “Oh, my fucking god, ARE YOU SERIOUS, IMMY?!” Beyond her feet lied a fall of maybe seven hundred, eight hundred feet. That ocean wasn’t just as wide as some of the biggest lakes on Earth; it was as deep as the oceans too! “Oh, fuck you!!” Without a concern in her mind, she jumped, and her body pierced through the air as it fell in all its 750-pound muscular weight. “You’re goddamned sick, Imelda, I tell you!” Like a superhero, she landed on her feet, then her knees, then one fist to the ground, absolutely rocking the titanium floor she landed on. “IMELDA, STOP FUCKING!! I’VE GOT AN IMPORTANT MESSAGE…!!”

	

	“I KNOW WHAT YOU GOT FOR ME, YOU FUCKING CUNT!!!” The absolute monster of a lady didn’t relent her pace at all. “AND I DON’T GIVE A DAMN!!” Laying with her hubby sideways, the lady absolutely brutalized his dick with hundreds of thrusts per second, her entire body being reshaped by the vastness of that tunnel-like breeder which penetrated her up to her ribcage. “LOOK AT THE PIECE OF ASS I’M MILKING AND YOU TELL ME IF YOU, WERE YOU IN MY PLACE, WOULD EVER STOP BANGING THIS HOT-ASS FUCKING CHAD HERE!! I TELL YA!!!” She banged the dude like a teenage college whore on drugs. “I’M FUCKING ADDICTED TO THIS UNBELIEVABLE HORSE PENIS, I SWEAR!!!”

	

	Mera had to cover her mouth and clear her throat as she approached the very fuckcenter of that destruction. The vision of… perfection!... you see, it’s never so easily taken in, not without great reflection and patience. “Jesus… fuck…” Her mouth was drooling. Her pussy, shooting cum on the ground like a machine gun of orgasms. Her milk makers… I mean, her tits… they were unloading arm-thick jets of milk in an arc on the ground, creating lakes that were easily and quickly superceded by a single incontinent load of the cum that splashed and exploded from the hips of the lovers once Imelda banged her stud with superhuman intensity. Semen was flying everywhere. It was like cannon balls from an unending army; each ball as big as an elephant baby; the smallest loads, no doubt, carrying over a hundred thousand gallons of seed in them. “Is this what a real stud looks like?”

	Leonardo wasn’t just a Super Stud; he was, by far and wide, the biggest breeding monster she had ever seen in that harem. As many years as she had spent already, and as many kids she had popped with the virile semen of its offering, she had never been graced with the sight of a single man from the mythical Inner Harem of the Queen—the circle with only the fifteen mightiest, biggest, hardest super stallion on the planet. “My… oh my…” Her knees melted and her body collapsed. She fell and stood up many times in the course of many minutes, the sense of time extracted and exploded out of her mind. “My… oh… oh, god… duda…” She was speaking nonsense. Her brain, fucking fried as shit! “Guga… guga duda… mama… oh…” Drool kept coming from her mouth, blood and snort from her nostrils, like she was some retarded mental patient with the hottest body on Earth. “Gugu, dadah… dudee… dudeee-dudeee…” She fell with her face to the ground, and the impact sort of woke her up to her senses—but only barely at that point.

	

	At this point, again, I must hijack the narrative. Our woman, you see, is completely lost in her infantile state of being now, and only I, the fucking writer, can ever hope to describe the situation without… fuck… burning my own mind with orgasms.

	

	I’m a woman too, though, and I’m not immune to the… fuck… fuck, fuck, ooh… you know… darn it… the allure of my stallions. I write them, but they somewhat write themselves too. It’s like… fuck… my body is just… a vessel… a vessel for their writing, just as my female protagonists’ bodies are vessels for their seed. There’s only so many words that I can write without drenching my chair with my pussy nectar. Right now, you see, I’m humping my hips against the chair and hearing the “squish, squish, squish” of my loads in the seat. It burns like fucking hell, which is why I mostly prefer to write on the floor, but given that I’m writing this on a hotel, you know… that’s, like, the staff’s problem. Hell! So many cleaners must wonder what the hell a lady’s been doing to leave so much cum everywhere! It’s absolute arousing and insane, and I have no fucking shame whatsoever.

	

	Yeah, okay, no back to the narrative: Mera was a mighty, powerful breeder; a 750-pound, 6.5-feet-tall Amazon with luscious blond hair going all the way down to her asscrack, and muscles so insanely well-sculpted that I know all y’all penises and pussies are hard and creamed as fuck just by imagining the rough outline of her insane musculature. She’s a fucking monster of a gal, and about her no more praises need to be written.

	

	Well, darn it, here’s the quicker: even for her, what she saw was just too much. JUST TOO FUCKING MUCH!! Imelda was laying with her stallion on their sides, fucking him like a champion while the ground sank and caved around them, and the first thing Mera saw was precisely his back, and that was what sent her mind into overdrive.

	Leonardo was all muscles. Muscles! Muscles with muscles and more muscles on their own. Even his veins had muscles, and these muscles had veins on their own. The beast was like a textbook example of a superhuman muscle system, just blown out of the dimensions; from her gorgeous, dark-maned head down to hir humongous fucking feet, the stud probably measured some 18-feet of height, and his weight was waaaaay out of the fucking curve.

	

	Mera was supposed to know all the details of the stallions she managed, for she was the one in charge now of the Harem Bureau of Stallion Resources (think of it like Human Resourced, but for stallion-like super males), yet even her brain was fried to retardation upon glimpsing the mighty Great Wall of muscles that was Leonardo’s back. His V-shape and shreddedness was something beyond legendary; if the ultra-masculine Allah, God of the infamously virile muslims, had a body, hell, that would have been it’s body! The stallion would make Hercules look like a puny ant, and the woman’s eyes were literally red with blood was they took every inch of those super-swollen, uber-masculine muscular fibers rippling and throbbing all… all over….

	

	Fuck me. Sorry. I’m back. Yes, I just had a nice finger-fucking on the bathroom. Now, yeah, let’s go back to the sex god.

	

	His glutes! By god, his motherfucking glutes! They were, like, so fucking round and massive, usually not the shape that ultra-hard glutes would take. Despite his insanely vascularity and negative bodyfat, he still her perfectly round (okay, somewhat oval) glutes, each easily wider than the hips of Mera herself—and Mera, let me remind you, had an ass where each glute would be enough to form another ripped, hard muscular woman on their own! That’s how gigantic and powerful the glutes of that horse-man were, and they were not even an insignificant pebble compared to the muscular, vascular greatness of his gorgeous fucking thighs.

	

	Mera humped her floor and ground her milky tits against the ground, milking and orgasming herself to death while a like of pussy nectar and milk grew to dozens of feet of diameter around her. The woman was frying her brain on organs and unrolling her 15-inch tongue out while a continuous waterfall of saliva, snort, and blood oozed from her facial holes. This, my readers, is what a woman looks like when she takes a peek of a Super Stud who’s waaaay beyond her league. Imelda might have not cared (she was too busy fucking that god into shuttering, spine-chilling orgasms), but even Mera knew, in the depths of her soul, trapped in her own body like a patient suffering from the worst of paralysis conditions, that her life was in fucking danger, and that her insides were literally fucking exploding as she was dragged closer and closer to a generalized internal hemorrhage. *This,* my filthy readers, is what happens to an inferior woman who doesn’t know her place. Now let’s carry one with the narrative, shall we?

	

	Mera suffered greatly especially because, you see, she had always been more of a ‘thighs’ person. The thighs of that stallion… damn it, how could I describe them? Do you know those beautiful, swollen, muscular hard thighs of Rugby players? Those swollen, girthy monuments of masculine virility, looking like they carry twenty-inch cocks between them (that’s why we ladies love huge, muscular butts and even huger, more swollen thighs on our hubbies; it subconsciously creates an imagine of a massive fucking donkey dick between ‘em legs!). Well, Leonardo’s thighs were just like those, but about a hundred times bigger, shinning like two suns in leg-form, and ripped to the point you could see all their muscle groups and muscle fibers, again, like a medicine textbook example of human musculature. A single inner thigh of him (note: *not* the full thigh; *just* the inner thigh!) had more muscle than three Arnold Schwarzenegger combined; in all his full, muscular glory, fuck it! That stud was worth countless Mr. Olympia winners—yet he managed to look just as sexy and elegant like any hot fitness magazine model, not those bloated, ball-like Gorillas with muscles that pass out as “professional bodybuilders.” His body really was like… Arnold Schwarzenegger’s… but, like… about a hundred and eighty-times bigger, and weighting probably over 100, 150 thousand pounds. That’s just how godly that fucking bull was.

	

	“Momma-aaaaah…” The poor woman drooled as her entire physique was hijacked by blood-curlings orgasms. Her pussy and tits became three different volcanoes of sexual fluids, her lake of cream growing to many hundreds of feet of diameter. In her quivering mess, she couldn’t even make out full three-worded sentences; her body was locked in a deadly state of overdrive, her organs one by one just giving up on life. “Mommy… mo… mommy-eeeeh…!!!” She shivered and gnarled her teeth, and her eyes cried blood as her body descended into a glacial cold of death.

	

	Imelda turned around with the body of her stallion, laying that godly back of his on the ground, and riding him on top. The woman changed positions every minute or so, kicking into what she liked to call “a full buffet of fucking.” It was usual for the woman, whenever she got really hot and really into the sex, that she alternated positions like a maniac, going through a full Kama Sutra in less than an hour, then fucking her male in positions only a super goddess like her could.

	

	As she turned and sat on top of him, her eyes finally met Mera, and the sight of the woman put her on a serious mood. “OH, FOR FUCK’S SAKE, MERA!!!” Immediately, the lady powerfucked the guy’s pelvis in a way that every thrust of her vagina in his monster cock resulted in a gigantic spurt of semen straight into Mera, whose body was whipped with oceanic loads of cream. “WAKE THE FUCK UP, YOU IMPRUDENT LITTLE BITCH!!” The semen assaulted the blonde like a one-mile line of trucks filled with milk. Her heavy body, no weightless as a leaf, was thrashed around like nothing until it crashed into the walls of semen, and there she stayed, assaulted by wave after wave of cum, while the dame nonchalantly destroyed the penis of her lover. Leonardo himself was barely conscious by that point; just like Mera, he was a collection of shivers and bruises, the massiveness of his body merely a distraction for the absolute wreckage of his being.

	

	Mera squirmed in the sea of semen for a few minutes until her senses returned to her. Almost as quick as a breath of fresh air (and just as relaxing), the woman felt herself alive and (somewhat) well. The semen had reconstructed her body; it was only common, of course, for the super stallion’s seed to not only give life, but to maintain it and sustain it greatly. In less than ten minutes, the woman was on her feet… well, on all fours again, plopping herself from the walls of jizz and falling heavily again on the ground of titanium, were the earthquakes only intensified as the Madame of Fucking took her stallion to new height of pleasure and domination.

	

	“LOOK, WHORE!!” Grinning and laughing like Satan himself, Imelda turned around, this time laying her own back on the ground. The gigantic body of her super stallion was like nothing on her arms as she—and I kid you not—literally pushed the beast into the air, like a bar of weights, and used him like a titanic dildo on her own cunt. Her body was deformed grotesquely by the penis invasion, her belly swelling and her tits spreading apart as the penis penetrated her from pussy to throat, but the woman maintained absolute force and strength as the lifted that stallion like a routine gym exercise, executing push-ups with his body until her arms were like pillars of pure musculature, Greek columns of tremendous power which pulled his penis from her cunt once pushing him up, then penetrated her all over again while pulling him down.

	

	The woman contorted her body just enough so that the balance of the much larger male on her body wasn’t broken. Despite her superior power, Imelda was “only” 14-feet-tall compared to his over-18-feet of height, and even her weight wasn’t so gigantic, probably “only” 50,000 pounds of musculature compared to his 180,000. “COME ON!! YES!!! ROOOAAR!!!” The beast woman cussed and came like a stallion. “THAT’S WHAT I’M TALKING ABOUT, WHORE!!!” Cataracts of semen erupted from her over-pounded cunt. Every gush of jizz was like a full-on geyser or harder. “COME YOUR LITERS INSIDE ME! I WANT RIVERS, YOU HEAR ME?!” She slapped the stallion in the butt. “RIVERS INSIDE ME NOW!!”

	

	The woman shivered as she held the stallion with only one arm, pushing his body high up above hers, just so she could massacre his ass with many slaps. As Mera trembled and puked cum on the ground, she witnessed her master in action, confirming all the outrageous feats of sexuality that many in the castle swore were “only legends,” mere “propaganda of these two cunts.”

	

	It was no legend. No propaganda. Imelda had been fucking like that for ten days straight, and still her body didn’t break sweat. The woman now pushed her husband up and down, bringing his penis deeper and shallower in her cunt several times a second as she calmly turned her head and asked the blonde: “SO, CUNT? THE FUCK DID YOU COME HERE TO TELL ME, HUH?!”

	

	The loads of semen erupting from the woman’s pussy were… terrifying! They defied the laws of physics! “M-my… mama…!!!” The woman cried and banged her forehead on the ground, unable to take again the sight of those two super-fuckers going on like wild demons! “I’m sorry… I’m so…!!”

	

	“LOOK AT ME!! NOW!!!” As Imelda commanded, Mera didn’t even think about refusing, and just as she raised her face she received a full-frontal assault of semen, her body being once again thrown with extreme violence on the wall of semen behind her. “KEEP THE SEMEN IN YOUR FUCKING EYES, YOU HEAR ME?!” In a beat, the lady changed positions. “I DON’T WANT YOU FUCKING DYING ON MY HANDS JUST BECAUSE YOU WERE STUPID ENOUGH TO WALK INTO A SCENE YOU DIDN’T BELONG TO!! STUPID FUCKING CUNT!! WHAT THE FUCK WERE YOU EXPECTING?!” Judging by the sounds of her earthquakes, the lady began to pound her man much, oh, much faster! “LEONARDO IS A TOP 10!! DID YOU EVEN EXPECT TO SURVIVE HIM?!”

	

	Keeping a massive facial of cream, Mera was effectively blind to all that massacre. Her body and especially her pussy, though, still felt every movement of that relentless actions, and in her mind she could somewhat see the horrors Imelda was performing with her male; acts of hyper-sexuality so extreme that the bull often shouted and screamed in exhaustive agony: “OOOOOH!!!!” His roars were long and as deep as the bowels of hell. His thunderous screams carried extreme sadness in them; it was like he was desperately trying to fight back, but before he threw a single punch, every single attempt of his was already defeated; his very existence nullified by the superior pussy of his conqueror lady!

	

	Imelda. Terror of Brazil! The womb that took the seed of over half a million studs. The super lady. The ultra-breeder. The only woman in the universe who could ever hope take on the Queen eye to eye.

	

	In her darkness, Mera “saw” Imelda standing up, pulling the legs of the male apart, and then “raping” his dick just like a man would mount a woman. The monster squirming on the ground was like a female suffering an avalanche of orgasms as the woman did him like a man, roaring and panting as she put one hand on his abs and embraced one of his legs with her other arm, kissing him and biting him while experiencing wild orgasms herself.

	

	“I’m waiting.” With a shockingly controlled voice, the power-woman continued her ferocious riding, and Mera herself struggled to remember what she came there to say.

	

	“O-our Q-queen… O-our Majesty, my lady… OOH!!” For the sake of brevity, I’ll cut through all her orgasms and stammers to bring you, my reader, only the full message: “our Queen demands your presence now.”

	

	“My Queen can lick my pussy and drink my kiss.” Imelda changed positions. She was now “torturing” her man from his behind, pounding his dick while somehow pulling it backwards between his legs until the cock was in the middle of his fucking butt cheeks.

	

	“OOOOH-OOOAAAH-OOOOOUUHH…!!!” The powerful bull cried. His thunder voice was like the swam song of a dying god!

	

	“My Queen can kiss my ass and eat my shit! I’m having far too much fun with this stud! She’ll wait until I’m done with him, and there’s still a lot more I can do to this stud… mmph!” She changed positions again, cramming that dick annually until it was ejaculating oceans directly on her stomach, then pulling herself to the man’s mouth so she could kiss him and, with the overflow of mighty semen, feed him the cum he himself was ejaculating through her guts. Savage stuff!

	

	Mera ejaculated and lactated while “seeing” everything in her mind. For her, it was astounding that anyone could so openly defy Her Majesty. “She said he was his lay. Leonardo.” Her pussy unloaded gallons upon the mere mention of the stud. “She said he was supposed to be her lay and her lay alone.”

	

	“I know. That’s why I fucked him!” Ejaculating semen through every facial hole in her skull, the woman unplugged her ass from the man’s gigantic cock, then reverted the position: with her tits erupting milk into towards the ceiling, the woman swallowed the gigantic cobra until its gigantic length was bulging through her entire body, from her mouth down to her cunts. With every new load of virile milk making her hips bulge and her belly swell grotesquely to the size of five rock-solid Yoga balls, the woman ground her cunt against the man’s face, feeding his mouth with the loads he was ejaculating into her mouth.

	

	She rode his face and “shat” semen into his mouth for three minutes until retracting the penis from inside her, puking volcanic loads of breeding magma into the air, then standing up and mounting the penis more “traditionally,” now fucking the male with her back to his face, pulling his legs up and spreading them apart a bit for support, a bit to remind him of who truly was the boss. “You’re pregnant, aren’t you?” The woman smelled the fertility into the air—and not only her own! “Of him?!”

	

	Mera smirked, her body gaining extra rejuvenation points as she felt the brimming suns in her uterus. “My eggs successfully accommodated hundreds of his sperms.” She embraced the swollen belly, which was basically like a super-sized version of a seven-month pregnancy already. “Fifty thousand eggs, I think he stimulated me to produce, with only a handful, of course, successfully colonized.” She surprised even herself sometimes with that kind of talk, amazed by how much she had managed to grow and chance in such relatively little time. “All because of you, my lady, and all because of this fruitful offering you milked with your godly cunt!”

	

	Imelda changed positions again, standing on her feet and pulling the monstrous body of her bull up with a single hand. “Mmph! Such fancy words for a whore!” Lifting him up and keeping him there, on the air, with nothing but a single arm, the woman maneuvered his erect super cock with either a foot or her other hand, then ate the massive loads she shot at supersonic speeds. Her belly, nay, her entire body bulged monstrously as the loads entered her face, yet she managed to consume it all like a sip on a margherita. In between “gulps” of milk, she talked to her apprentice: “been three years, right, since I banged y’all in that room?”

	

	Mera smiled. Even to this day she didn’t remember the exact scale of the destruction as an entire castle was brought down by the super woman’s ferocious banging on her and her two friend’s pussies. It took “only” four hours, and she and her friend performed admirably for beginners, but still the powerful Imelda brought an entire castle down with the might of her hip thrusts. The lake of pussy cum she ejaculated in the resulting crater of the destruction was name Womb of the Gods by the natives, and its once-boiling content remained still dangerously hot and thick for any regular human being even three years after its ejaculation. Such was the blessing of superhumans: their seminal fluids was so strong it could survive for virtually all of eternity without losing much of its power, density, and thickness!

	

	Imelda spat and sneezed gallons of semen. She gave herself massive facials while the giant squirmed on her hand. Facing the pressure so concentrated on her feet, the ground caved much faster now, with the couple and Mera descending many more dozens of feet in relation to the (growing) walls of sperm around them. As darkness slowly took over, Imelda asked between shots of semen: “answer me, cunt! How does it feel now that you’re becoming a super woman like me?”

	

	Mera couldn’t contain the happiness and honor of being compared, even so lightly, to that paragon of femininity. As she flustered and fought to control her arousal, she knelt and bowed until her face was smearing its cum all over the ground: “it feels like being kissed by god. Like God Himself had decided to fuck you, and every night he graced your pussy with his massive monster dick.”

	

	“My pussy’s better than God’s dick!” As she spoke, Imelda bathed on the unending loads of the penis of her god-stallion. “I am hotter, harder, and more perfect than any god! It doesn’t ‘feel like,’ therefore, that you were blessed by God Himself.” The goddess roared and flexed, and her musculature all roared like a thousand cruise ships warming up their engines. “You *were* blessed by a god. Literally.”

	

	The woman was infamously immodest when she fucked at peak condition. Or not, really; for a beast like her, to say she was God may be an understatement. Whatever. There was hardly a minute without a major change in action: without warning, for instance, the woman just pushed her male into the air, backflipping him into the ground. *BOOOM…!!!* The earthquake his impact generated could have split a continent. Mera’s cum-ridden body was thrown around like a piece of trash, and vast walls of semen collapsed over her, drowning her him cum, not to speak of the spears of semen that the stallion was ejaculating like a fucking god all the time.

	

	“I like myself some shower of cum.” Imelda held the prick of the stallion upright and crushed it, causing massive cramps to spread through the body of her lover.

	

	“ROOOO-UUUURHH…!!!” His roar was something intense, desperate, and it annihilated the air around him like an atomic bomb going off: heatwaves, vacuum zones, and pure fire; it was like being in the middle of an explosion that never stopped intensifying.

	

	“M-my l-lady…!!!” Mera oozed cum from every hole. It was funny, to be honest: her nostrils, mouth, eyes, ears, pussy… damn! Every hole was squirting cum like little fountains. “Fuck!!” She knelt and puked one super huge load of semen on the ground. It was like her stomach was creating that cum out of nowhere; it just never stopped coming! “Fuck… oh, god, NO…!!!” Too late: more cum burst of her, some of it slipping from her eyes and letting the light in.

	

	“Do not even glimpse us again. I swear, my youngling.” The woman was pumping the mighty rod of her stallion with a single hand, crushing his every mighty inch like paper. “His body will send you into overdrive, but mine…” She smiled. “You’ll die if you see me in this state. I’m pumped. I’m horny as fuck. My muscles are so hard and beautiful your cunt will burn into flames if you even peek at a single inch of my… oh!... divinely-sculpted physique!”

	

	Mera could feel it; bursting like heat waves, engraving in her mind like light on a film cell, she could see clearly the shame of that supergiant femme. «She’s so absolutely massive!!» The size beyond any description! The power…!!! Of a goddess in a single biceps! The Most Perfect Organism on Planet Earth, fucking like a wild stallion a man whom, in any other circumstance, would have been the unrivaled breeder in the couple—but definitely not on her hands!

	

	Imelda pumped her stallion with a lone hand while his body squirmed much more violently on the ground. Cataracts of semen exploded hundreds of feet into the air, creating a shower that turned every white. “Puny male.” With violence, the woman crushed his neck with a foot. “Stay put, little male!” The ground caved under his head, and he began to choke under her increasingly harder suffocation of Imelda’s foot on him. “God, I’m quite fond of him. I love him.” She punched her swollen belly. “This bastard pumped me with kids, too. I’m brimming with at least thirty of his bastards, and his semen is even sort of blocking my pussy, like trying to prevent any other male to break into me.” She smacked her lips and squirmed audibly, moaning with the pleasure of being colonized by a more-than-worthy male. “I wonder whose other semen will be strong enough to crush his!” She turned to Mera, whose beautiful body was nothing but a ball of semen on the ground now. “Is he your first?”

	

	“M-M-MY LADY…?!”

	

	Imelda rolled her eyes, pumping the dick so it could gush more daunting and overwhelming loads of boiling semen. “Like, the father of your new batch. Was he the first one to sire new offspring with you since your last batch, or have you been breeding for a long time now?”

	

	Many things whisked by on Mera’s mind, but the one clear objective in her mind shone brighter than all other after a few seconds of orgasms: “n-no, but also yes!! I was already pregnant with good semen before, but it was just one week ago.”

	

	“Oh, good, good. So our clocks are basically synched. You know, it was eight, nine days ago when this stud first cracked my eggs. I can feel his children already growing inside me, every bastard punching its way into a comfortable position in my belly!” She laughed, pulling the cock towards her and bathing on the eruption of semen. “Who’s the father of the previous batch?”

	

	Mera took only a few seconds to answer: “Mauricio.”

	

	“Oh, Big Maury. Mm. He’s not too shabby a male.” Turning around, the goddess looked at the penis, then… crushed the balls!

	

	Her man almost died. His roars was something out of nightmares. I didn’t matter: the only thing she wanted was to pull his dick down without having to touch it, and the crush on the man’s turgid balls worked it magic just fine. Now, the magnificent dong was ejaculating loads on her back, covering her with cum, allowing her to play with her hair like she was cleaning it with shampoo, smearing every inch of herself with that sturdy, mighty stallion seed. “Mm, mm. This is good.” That position wasn’t too comfortable, though, and the steed was all too close to her. Damn it! Mera couldn’t see it (thankfully), but the penis was almost as high as her shoulders, and so much bigger than the body of even a tall “regular” girl.

	

	Imelda walked always while commanding, in a deep threatening tone, to her male: “big stud, sit up and bathe mommy with your semen, please.” She snapped her fingers several time, provoking major orgasms on the stallion’s balls. “Hold your penis still. Come on! Yes, yes, like this!” She turned to the bison as she was sitting up and grabbing his cock with both hands, trying so hard to get a hold of his eternally-orgasming cum cannon. “Niiice! Now, big guy, turn your loads to me and… give mommy a big, beautiful bath!”

	

	“ROOOOAARR!!!” The man pumped load after load through his cannon, and the woman’s body was mercilessly assaulted by the stallion’s unending offering. The semen exploded with the intensity of an all-out missile assault, but the woman stood her ground almost effortlessly, the ground caving under her feet in two big craters as she opened her mouth and gargled on the delicious offering of her man’s testicles.

	

	“Testicle juice is the best thing ever!” She turned around and moved so that every muscle of her back was massaged by the explosion of cum. Semen splashed everywhere. Massive loads hit Mera’s face, throwing her around, again, like the cheapest and most worthless of ragdolls. “Are you aiming for a record, dear?”

	

	The woman couldn’t withstand that semen even remotely as well as Imelda, but even she found enough strength to stand up and, under the mask of cum, smile as the power surged in her muscles: “hell yeah! Popped my first double-digits last month! Now, I’m gunning for double the babies!”

	

	“How many children did you birth last time? I don’t remember we birthed at the same time.”

	

	“No, we didn’t, my lady. A good number of women are getting pregnant at the same time nowadays, though.”

	

	“Yes, yes, I know.” Imelda smiled, turning around and leaning down so that the bulk of the semen splashed on her hair. Jizz was raining all around her. What a lovely feeling was to have such a thick and boiling load sliding down every inch of your body, like the world’s manliest shampoo. “‘Tis the Queens orders. She wants our birthing to become a ritual, like that time two years ago. All the biggest mares of the Court giving birth at the same time. A most wonderful thin!” As she smeared the heavy cum all over her face, she smiled to her apprentice. “We will compete to see who can churn out the most babies!”

	

	With the power and life brimming on her belly, Mera stood up higher and firmer. “Guess I must up my ante. I only popped eleven kids last time, but now I’m gunning for twenty!”

	

	“Careful now, my young apprentice.” The lady turned and washed her armpits and breasts with the cum. “It’s been only two years since I found you among the scientists. You remember how that other blonde, the lead scientist, was so much stronger than you? Now she can’t even hold on the top 20 as her age finally caught up to her.

	

	Mera gulped. Age was still always a terrible concern for those not on the level of Imelda or Her Majesty. “She’s fifty now, isn’t she? How many kids did she manage last time.”

	

	Imelda shrugged her shoulder, leaning down on the ground on all fours, then pinig up her ass to the penis. “Lower, stud. Hit my asshole.” The monster roared in pain, but obediently complied by lowering the prick and blasting the woman’s butt and legs with his seed. Resting her face of her two hands, Imelda nonchalantly kept talking: “guess she had, like, eleven kids, too. Same as you.”

	

	Mera gulped. “Damn. And she said she wasn’t even trying for many babies.”

	

	“She birthed almost thirty children at her peak. She was the sixth most powerful woman in the court, and was really getting close to even my numbers. Mmph! That fucking whore.” Imelda twerked on the semen, making ‘em loads splash chaotically all around her. “Anyway, she’s on her way out now, and you’re taking the top spots. I want to see a great performance six months from now, my darling, as we’re all gathered together in the Nascedorum, pushing out babies out to count who’s the second mightiest of us all.”

	

	Under her heavy mask of cum, Mera rolled her eyes. “As if any of us even hope on beating you. Wait! Did you say six months??”

	

	Imelda nodded. “That’s the most I can hold a baby without giving birth to them. What’s your number, darling?”

	

	Mera shook as she answered: “last time it was… seven months. I don’t believe I can do it any earlier than t-”

	

	“Shut up. You can and you must.” Imelda stood up. With quick snaps of her finger, she ordered the man to raise his penis, and from her crotch to ger breasts she received those body-sized loads of fresh horse junk. “That’s part of your apprenticeship, after all.” She stretched and leaned from side to size, feeling the heavy blast on each boob. “You’re young. Barely twenty-one now. You’ve got a long way to go!”

	

	“W-what was your last number, my lady?”

	

	Imelda turned around and showered her back again with cum. “My last time, mm… guess it was fifty-seven babies. Ten short of my record. This time, though, I’m pulling all the fucking stops.” Mera heard the most arousing sound any woman could hear in that situation: the roar of tires being stretched until a bursting point; the rumbling of heavy iron bars being bent; the explosions barely muffled by the crust of the earth; the flexing of muscles! Yes! Imelda was flexing her muscles, showing just the tip of the deeper layers of musculature she had in her body. “I’m not even counting how many babies I’ll be knocking myself up with after this stud. I know I already hold over thirty in my belly, but that’s the secret for real breeding success, my darling,” she smiled, “don’t count. Just fuck. Breed yourself with the highest-quality seed of the strongest, hardest males that come your end, then push your pregnancy for as late as you can until you’re sure you can hold not a single one more baby inside you without exploding.”

	

	“But… but you’re asking me to give birth in six months, my lady. Aren’t you pushing yourself…?”

	

	“I am. You stupid fucking cunt. I am!” She turned around and submerged her face on the eruption of semen, motorboating the cum by shaking her hair so violently in it. “But here’s the thing: my babies are fully formed within three months. I can give birth as early as then, but out of respect for you and the other contenders, we’re pushing our bellies past the six-month range. Y’all better be locked and loaded with children by then!”

	

	“When you say ‘we,’ you mean…?”

	

	“Yes. Me and the Queen. We’re going to compete for the top breeding prize of the Court. I mean, of course Her Majesty is going to win, but… who knows.” She leaned sideways and exposed one breast to the creaming of the monster. “I’m gunning for the triple digits, you know.”

	

	With an eruption of orgasms as strong as when she bred herself with that stallion semen, the woman’s legs buckled and she collapsed on her fours. “My lady…!! What… what is our Queen’s record?”

	

	“Oh, you know it, cunt.”

	

	“My head, it’s… it’s too messed up right now!”

	

	“D’oh, fine. You know how godly our Queen is.” Even Imelda felt a weakening on her legs as she recalled the number: “159. She’s probably aiming at over two hundred babies now.”

	

	The two women orgasmed wildly, each in her own peculiar way: Mera thrashed around on the ground like the absolute cheap whore that she was, whereas Imelda, bathing on the broth of her stallion while moaning softly and spreading her legs, letting burst after burst of pussy-cum to erupt from her reddened, overstretched labia. “The perfection of our bodies is something to worship, huh? Women are capable of amazing feats even though they’re not as perfect as us; we all know cases of a bitch who’s got quadruplets, quintuplets, and all that? We’re just primed for many more babies, our wombs capable of holding strong, healthy human breeds like hives of muscle and power!” She punched her abs harder and harder, this time with both hands. “Just you wait, you bastards! Mommy’s gonna birth over a hundred of you this time!!”

	

	Mera thrashed senselessly. Her purpose was already fulfilled. Her fate… doomed from the start. If Imelda didn’t want to obey the Queen, the consequences could only befall her when facing the Queen herself. Even the thought of defiance to the mighty woman was something inconceivable in the poor blonde’s mind, but that’s what one would expect from the only woman—Imelda!—who could at least theoretically stand up to the inhuman bitch and be fucked by her, loved by her, pounded by her with the utmost brutality without ending up in shreds. Imelda was…

	

	“Come here, Mera.”

	

	The younger apprentice couldn’t believe it. No. The lady couldn’t be asking her… “what??” No. It just couldn’t be. Imelda, however, turning one hand to her and calling her with a finger while the blasts of semen bathed her body entirely, only added to the woman’s despair: “I said come over here. I’m gonna pump this god’s cock with your body.” Mera exploded in orgasms, her pussy hosing oceans on the ground, her tits lactating two volcanoes of boiling milk into the air. She screamed and shouted and cried, her heart almost exploding through her throat, but Imelda cared for her agony as much as she did for the immeasurable pain of her orgasming male: “you’ve bred yourself with his semen, but not straight from this god’s penis. No woman of respect accepts any other breeding but from the source itself, and you… oh, you’ve been fantasizing with his cock deep in you, I know you have.”

	

	Mera shook so violently it was like her body was multiplying into three, four, seven… “B-BUT, MY LADY!!! THIS STALLION, HE…!!!” She cried like a goddamned fool. “HIS BODY’S POWERFUL ENOUGH TO FRY MY BRAINS JUST WITH ITS SIGHT ALONE!! WHAT WILL HAPPEN, THEN, IF HIS POWERFUL HORSE COCK TEARS ME UP IN THE MIDDLE?!!”

	

	“What will happen, you stupid goddamned cunt, is that you’ll end up dead, and I’ll be left with only torn-out limbs from a cheap bitch on my hands.” Imelda gave her victim a sniveling, cocky grim. “Of course, strong women—real strong women!—need worry not with such petty things.” She threw a punch at the penis, and her man writhed in pain. “Keep it up, husband. Yes, yes!” The semen collided and splashed against her body. The woman opened her mouth, gargled on the cum, then spit it in Mera’s direction. “Let’s see if you are a real woman. Come. I’m really dying to see your body pumping that magnificent breeder of my husband.”

	

	Trembling like a bamboo stick to the wind, Mera walked. “N-no!!” Bubbles popped on the facial mask of semen as she spoke. “P-please, m-master… no!!” Still, she kept on walking. There was no might on that planet, other than the Queen herself, who could resist the superhuman abilities of Lady Imelda. As the mighty giantess watched, Mera approached her doom. She could “see” the couple so vividly in her mind, the aura of heat painting their outlines and silhouettes in vivid, burning white shades in her mind. “P-please, lady Immy!! I’m just too much…”

	

	“Darn it, you’ll do fine. Come here, you!”

	

	“Aah!!” The poor woman yelped as Imelda effortlessly snatched her from the ground, raising her with her hands crushing her muscular belly. “Oh, wow! You are…” She squeezed and crushed the woman harder, feeling every texture of her… “oh, fucking hell! Insane musculature you’ve got there!”

	

	“AAAH-EEEH!!” The poor woman hosed squirt against the cannon shots of semen from Imelda’s husband, her fluids so easily broken by the man’s might spear of cum as it rammed against her ass with Herculean force. “IMELDA-AAAAH!!!”

	

	The lady snapped her fingers to her stallion. “Horse, balls off.” And then… a most pitying cry.

	

	“NOOO…!!!” The man shouted for a few second before having the air sucked out of his lungs. As powerfully as he was ejaculating, as quickly and sudden the cum just… stopped! His balls tightened into the “diminutive” and “compact” size of overgrown, mutant melons, and the penis was covered with a hundred times more swollen, throbbing veins as the entire muscle basically “cramped” and tightened, shutting off the passage of cum. Unable to erupt, but still producing enough semen to impregnate all the mares and cows in the world, the man’s testicles began to grow and grow and grow, inflating until he had to spread out his legs into a full split, and finally resting in the size of two gigantic Yoga balls—surprisingly enough, considering the stud’s towering heigh, they were still proportional to his body; gigantic nonetheless, but still within the limits of proportionality.

	

	“Hold on, hold on, my beauties. Full fucking stop! This body of yours…” Imelda bit her lip, shaking her woman up and down above her. “Hot damn!! You’re delicious! I never… oh, wow!! Wow!!” Her fingers discovered new, hard muscles on that lady. “It’s been a long time since I don’t see you. Look how much you’ve grown.”

	

	“Immy… Immy…!!!” Mera couldn’t resist: her neck hurt by her trying to reach the goddess and kiss her. “Immy, I’m cumming!!” Nectar erupted from between her legs all the time. “I’m cumming so much I’m almost mad, Immy!!”

	

	“Yes, I can see that.” Slowly, Imelda dropped the woman on the ground. “Still, I want to see what your new body is capable o-”

	

	“IMELDA-AAAAHH!!!” Both women were startled by the giant’s panicked scream. His balls were bursting with semen. Imelda sighed. It was not wise to stop fucking at that stage.

	

	“Darn it. It’s not like he can control his penis anymore.” With her giant hands, she fumbled the woman’s shoulder under all those layers of cum. “Come, Mera. I wanted to suck ya tits, drain them from this awesome milk you’re producing and ejaculating right now,” Imelda moved her head to the pillars of milk that were erupting from the woman’s torso and drank from them, bathing her face on the woman’s milk just as she was with her man’s semen. “However… oh, come on, stallion!” The man began to scream and cuss and cry like a baby. “Juts a few more seconds, will ya!”

	

	When he opened his eyes, his face was red and swollen. “IMELDA, YOU WHORE!! I NEEDA CUM!!”

	

	Imelda snapped her fingers. “Ejaculate.” *BOOOOM!!!* An eruption of cum exploded straight into the ceiling, with the titanium floor caving deeper as the man banged his back and his skull against it. “Tsc. Pathetic runt.” Mera squealed as Imelda grabbed her by the waist again and lifted her up like nothing. “Stallion, move your penis vertically. I’m gonna pump it with this woman.”

	

	Both Mera and the male screamed. “IMELDA…!!!” The guy was breathing flames through his nostrils! “MY COCK…!!!”

	

	After that initial burst, his cock had slammed itself against his pecs and was now ejaculating oceans right above his face. Imelda snapped her fingers once more, threatening him with a much somber tone. “I will repeat myself once and only once: take your goddamned penis…”

	

	“OOORH, FINE!!!”

	

	“…and straight it up! Yes, yes!” She smiled as she saw the bulging of her male’s arms while he pushed his own cock upwards. “Beautiful, beautiful.” Imelda mockingly fondled his butt cheeks with her foot as she raised the poor Mera to the very top of the breeder. “Now, my male, ejaculate your full load into this womb.”

	

	“HIS FULL LO-AAAAAAHHH!!!” Mera screamed. Her pussy was stretched by a bus. Not much of an exaggeration, really: in one swell move, the evil woman pushed the woman down against the cock, all while its eruptions of jizz had just become especially brutal!

	

	“ROOOOAAAR!!!” The man too roared in agony. That squeeze was just too much for his penis to take. As the body of Mera swelled into the shape of an uber-muscular ballon, Imelda licked her lips and took the opportunity to suck the tits of that momma while pumping her entire body up and down on the magnificent cock.

	

	“Gee, you two. So dramatic!”

	

	Mera was undone in orgasms as her body jumped up and down faster, then faster, then insanely faster, her entire physique deforming as the prick hammered her like a literal locomotive between a dwarf’s legs: “IMELDA… PLEASE… OH!!... NOOO!!!” Cum exploded from her every hole. “TOO MUCH!! IMEL… AAAH!! TOO MUCH, WOMAN, TOO MUCH, AAAAAH!!!”

	

	She would soon been pumped into a blur in the air as Imelda laughed and continued to drink from the milk her tits shot into the air, her body cooling off just as their were pushed to the brink—and then beyond!

	

	

	* Fourteen days, six hours, and fifteen minutes later *

	

	

	Two rows of tall, muscular women had formed before the stairs. As the quakes intensified, they all fought to pace their breaths, and their noses twitched uncomfortably with those hideous plugs blocking their nostrils.

	

	The lead woman walked between them, prepping them for their work. “Folds up!” Aside from the tampons in their nostrils, all the women were carrying blindfolds in their hands. Upon the command of their master, the huge, powerful ripped bodybuilders raised those folds to their faces and tightened them around their eyes, all while feeling the earthquakes intensify and the cracks grow all around them.

	

	“A-are we safe? Is the castle gonna be o-?”

	

	“DID I TOLD ANY OF YOU BITCHES TO BE SPEAKING?!” The powerful super goddess, standing tallest in the group at her 6 feet and 3 inches, grabbed the woman by the head, turned her around, and then… *SLAP!!* Oh, god! The woman screamed, then moaned, then finally ejaculated through her pussy upon feeling such a powerful, sure-fire blow in her buttocks! “Next one will rip your cheeks off! Now stop haggling and put the goddamned blindfolds on, you fools!” Her voice was slightly ridiculous with those plugs in her nostrils, but, hey, not even she, Head of Cleaning & Hygiene, was above the rules that were put up precisely to safeguard the lives of those women. As she walked between the rows of beauties, she too put her blindfolds on. “Very few of you actually had your initiation in the cocks of the Super Stallions. You are especially vulnerable to the things you’re about to see!” She pointed to her nose, even though no one at that point could see her: “keep your plugs on your nostrils at all times, you hear me? Even after the… after our…” She gulped and stopped on her tracks briefly. “Our lady!! Even after she’s gone, you shall keep these plugs on your nostrils at all times, for the scent of the semen below, it’s…” Again, she gulped. She was shaking like a fucking dog! “It’s indescribable! One whiff and your brains shall be fried like a barbecue! I really urge you to heed my words, you worthless cunts, for last time I had to deal with four deaths and fifteen seizures just because you stupid, low-life whores can’t listen to instructions!” She stomped on the ground, and the stone broke and caved around her foot. “DO YOU HEAR ME, YOU DISGUSTING CUNTS?!”

	

	“Yes, ma’am, yes!”

	

	“I ASKED DO YOU HEAR ME, YOU USELESS FUCKING INBRED BABIES!! DO YOU FUCKING HEAR ME?!”

	

	“Y-yes, ma’am, yes!”

	

	She violently grabbed another woman, turned her around and… “oh, yes!!” The woman briefly squirmed. “Yes, yes, y-!”

	

	*BLAAAAM!!!* The room shook harder upon the blow of the woman’s hands on the girl’s buttcheeks. Despite her orgasming a mighty jet of lubes as a result, the blow had indeed been strong enough to knock the poor bitch out her strength, causing her legs to fail her and her body to fall face down against the ground, where she stayed for three minutes until she could feel the nerves of her legs again.

	

	“I DON’T FUCKING HEAR YOU, CUNTS!!!”

	

	“Yes, ma’am, we hear you, ma’am!”

	

	“ARE YOU GOING TO FUCKING DIE ON MY HANDS NOW?! ARE YOU GOING TO DISOBEY ME AND TAKE YOUR TAMPOES OFF, OR YOUR BLINDFOLDS ONCE THE MIGHTY, THE ETERNAL, THE GLORIOUS LADY IMELDA IS HERE, AND HAVE YOUR FUCKING BRAINS EXPLODED BY THE SIGHT OF OUR SUPERHUMAN BREEDING LADY?! ARE YA?!” She stomped the ground two fucking times, and the cracks grew all the way up and throughout the ceiling. “ARE YOU, GODDAMNED FUCKING WORTHLESS WHORES?!”

	

	“No, ma’am, no!”

	

	“Mmph. Good to hear.” She positioned herself in the middle of the rows, facing the gigantic portal as the earthquakes now reached a truly terrifying intensity. As the beat-down woman stood up again (shaky, but stable), the other girls took very deep breaths to try and hide their incredible nervourness. No one like to show their trembling, but not even their lead was immune to that limb-wobbling fear. “Do you hear it, don’t you? You all feel it around us, this room being undone, the cracks growing, the fucking trembling, like we’re in the middle of five different earthquakes from every direction? Well, this is no natural disaster, nor anything related to the supernatural, my beautiful, yet weakly apprentices. Instead, these are the steps of a single woman, a woman who’s making her way towards us… now!” She pointed to the portal, and from the darkness of those stair came out an increasingly hotter, gradually denser steam.

	

	The women felt their skins burn. Even though they were covered with layers upon layers of armor-like protective gear, they could feel the fire of that steam directly into her fucking pores, like some dragon crushing them with its tails and breathing its fire right down their fucking throats. “M-my eyes!” One woman rubbed her eyes under the blindfolds. “M-my… they’re burning!!”

	

	“Put yo helmets on if you can’t take the heat! I suggest you face this steam as best as you can, though!” The mighty woman commented in a disapproving tone. “You’re already fart too protected for my taste. If you can’t take this heat even with all this protection you’re wearing, you’re like kids who still ride bycicles with support wheels trying to complete the Tour de France: absolutely ridiculous!!” The woman straightened up her posture martially, her tits juggling loudly in the air. “Shoulders up! Chins high! Tits higher!!” The booms of the earthquakes were shared by the sound of giant, hard breasts rubbing against metal plates on the women’s chest—a sound, however, to which the lead woman didn’t contribute.

	

	“How come you are naked in the middle of all this?!”

	

	A cocky grim broke in the gorgeous, fat lips of the thunder woman. “Because, my dear, not every woman is as puny as you worthless, feckless bunch.” Raising her arms and spreading her legs, the woman growled, then struck a massive bodybuilder pose which saw her muscles swelling and hardening, and the ground cracking, then crumbling under her feet. “Roaaar!!” She shook her head and laughed. She was damn well in her prime, and the feeling was nothing less than “perfection!! Uuuh!!!” She changed poses and struck massive, erotic flexes, seeing the veins dance and bulge all over her carefully sculpted physiques. The fact that her breasts didn’t allow her to see her abs or her torso straight—a tragic side-effect of having gazongas so monstrously massive—took the smile out of her face briefly, but the feeling of her butt cheeks clapping against her own spine was another heavy dose of arousal that returned this smile in full and made her pussy throb, swollen and hot, like a freaking giant heart. “My butt, girls! If you so it—how hard it is! How massive and hard it is!—oh, fuck! Y’all be having massive orgasms right n-”

	

	*BOOM!* The women squeaked and jumped back briefly, turning their heads in panick as they heard the cracks growing all over the place, some of them feeling the pieces of rubble falling in their heads. “Momma Olinda… was t-that you??”

	

	The giant woman gulped. “No.” The steam was pouring hotter and denser from the opening. “It was… her!”

	

	The booms and the earthquakes became almost too much to beat. As every step was laid, *boom!,* the long, wide hallway the women were in threatened to collapse over their heads. They couldn’t even conceive of a machine or military vehicle so massive as to make such heavy fuss, and as the monster drew closer on the stairs, their hearts were swallowed, their guts fell heavily down on their hips. “M-my god!!” They yelped and trembled, their pussies emitting loud jets of steamy squirt on the ground. “W-what is that creature?!”

	

	The lead woman, Lady Olinda, too was very disturbed by what she heard. «Even I have to wear these damned blindfolds… before such a perfect creature like…» She gulped, «Imelda!!»

	

	The monster stopped a few steps away from the portal. They all could hear its breath: its long, growling inhales, its coarse, powerful exhales. The monster proceeded to walk again, carrying something equally heavy behind her. On one hand, the lady carried… something. On the other… another something. None of them could know, of course, for all they saw…

	

	“Aaah-heee!!”

	

	…was darkness!

	

	“Stupid cunt!” Lady Olinda turned back as she heard one of her girls faint. “How dare you embarrass me in the presence of our Goddess…?!”

	

	“It’s okay, Olinda.”

	

	Everyone. I mean… everyone! They all… stopped… damn! Even I find it difficult to write: the sheer effect of that voice on all pussies! The massive swelling of those women’s genitals, followed by the collective explosion of girls cum on the floor.

	

	Three, two, one… all ‘em bitches screamed! “AAAAH-EEEH!!!” Their high-pitched voices were only muffled by the much superior explosion of their queenies: *blast! Blast! Blast!!* For a solid minute, the cunts ejaculated a total of a hundred gallons on the floor, covering it with gooey pussy nectar. It was a fair sight, you see, to witness about half of those ladies collapsed on the ground, their ladies spread out in full, their cunts drenching their pants and their panties with so much juice it was soon leaking by the ounces through their clothes.

	

	Pieces of clothing were stretched and torn, metal plates banged and burst. The fallen women were squirting madly on the ground, yet their orgasms lasted much, much longer than any of their juices: even as the last pussy dried out, all the women continued to squirm and squeal and cry on the floor, the flavor of their own cum on the ground combined with the voice, the heat, the presence, the power, the *everything* from the woman that’d just arrived, it was all a continuous pouring of gasoline for the increasingly-intense orgasms that fried their bodies truly.

	

	Straightening up her posture, the lead lady herself couldn’t contains—“mmph!!”—a ferocious unloading on her legs. “Oh, god!!” She panted briefly, managing to recover her breath rather quickly, yet the hot, sticky feel of her goo on her legs, as well as the puddle it built around her legs, was a damning reminder of how *weak* she was next to a Real Woman… like Imelda!

	

	“Did you piss yourself, love?”

	

	“AAAAAHHH!!!!” All the girls screamed, and the ones who had resisted the first wave power from the woman’s voice no longer could: one by one, their bodies collapsed on a growing puddle of cum, and hundreds of jets of fresh, steamy nectar were squirted into the air, hitting the walls, spraying on the ceiling, and then raining down on their ladies’ bodies like the bloody rain on a battlefield after an even-sided massacre of both armies.

	

	At the end of it all, only Olinda remained on her feet—if just barely. “M-my lady…!!” She was shivering like a sorry mess! “I-I… I apologize for…”

	

	“Oh, shut up.” Imelda laughed as she saw all the pussies ejaculate mad loads of cum into the air, much of its spraying near her body. The cum, however, didn’t ever touch her; much before every single drop managed to get close to her, it evaporated in a cloud of steam—the heat emanating from the woman enough to vaporize that liquid even five feet away from her skin. “I see my voice is too much… oh, look at that! Ha, ha, ha!!” Her laughter provoked the most massive, insane orgasms on all those pussies, with Olinda’s legs buckling and the mighty woman almost falling on her knees before her master. “Okay, fine. Let me put those pussies unconscious so that we can speak with some semblance of normality, right?”

	

	“M-my lady…!!!” Olinda felt her face burn with her own tears. The roaring rumbling that came in front of her, however, signaled that something major was about to happen. «My goddess! What is she planning to do now?»

	

	With an impossibly suave, penetrating moan… Imelda spoke: “ara, ara.”

	

	The hallway was filled with the sound of twenty women screaming their lungs out at the same time, then silence. One second after all the screams exploded, all voices died. The twenty girls lied sweet and unconscious on the ground, their bodies shaking violently, though, due to the orgasms that constantly fried their pussies. *Squiiish! Squiiish! Squiiish!!* No matter how much time passed, the squishes from their pussies didn’t diminish one bit. They were legs and arms helpessly flailing on the flooded ground, nothing but flesh dolls reduced to comatose sacks of meet perpetually electrified by orgasms in every nerve.

	

	“Mm. Good.” Barely moving, the monster graciously looked down. “Are you still awake, Olinda?”

	

	A screeching cry answered the lady. She was, indeed, still awake, but it seemed that not for too long: “AAAHHH!!!” As Olinda banged her forehead against the ground, cracking the stone and almost her skull, her fingers savaged her cunt to a production of oceanic loads of nectar. Booms! Booms! Loud booms followed every single super massive gush of her cunt juice on the walls, literally washing away the muscular bodies of some of her passed-out apprentices. “SOOOOO… AAAAAHH!!!” She screamed some more, then banged her head against the ground with special violence.

	

	Widening her smile, the monster lady doubled down: *CRASH!!* Parts of the hallways collapsed as Imelda lifted up her foot, then banged it down on Olinda’s head, drilling ker face two feet into the stone. “Stop frigging your cunt.”

	

	“AAAAAHH!!!” The poor woman responded while only frigging her cunt harder. Her juices multiplied to a degree that impressed and amused the powerful lady.

	

	“Very well.” Slowly, she lifted up her foot. “I’ll break your spine, then.”

	

	Immediately, though… “GOD!!!! FUCKING!!!!” Olinda gnarled her teeth. “DAAAAAMN IIIIIIIIT!!!” She punched the ground. *Boom!! Boom-boom-boom…!!* She punched it repeatedly, harder and harder and harder, and the craters multiplied until one size of the hallway collapsed entirely. *BOOM!!* The rubble and debris filled the room. Some of the ladies had massive stones roll up or crash over their bodies—but the stones were usually weaker than even the weakest of the bunch, so they were all fine.

	

	Lifting up her butt like a baboon in heat, Olinda ejaculate—oh, how hot she ejaculated, literally hosing the wall until it too began to crack and split in the middle. “Amazing precision. Your load is as thick as a baseball bat, and it maintains the form throughout its entire arc. Oh, not an arc!” The powerful goddess winked. “You shoot in a straight line.”

	

	“FUCK YOU!!! YOU WHOOOOORE!!! YOU FILTHY FUCKING…!!!”

	

	*BANG!!* Imelda’s foot crushed the woman’s skull again, this time literally cratering the ground around her. “Quiet now.” She lifted her foot and aimed it at her ass. “Stop ejaculating.” She banged the foot down on her lifted anus, pinning it against the ground just as brutally, creating a second massive crater around her hips—and the two craters on the ground united, further collapsing into a bigger more massive crater. “I said,” Imelda puckered her lips, “shut the tap. NOW!!”

	

	“OOOOH…!!!!” Against the stone, Olinda’s eyes bulged. Her entire musculature hardened, but nowhere near as hard as her lower body, especially her upper thighs, her lower abs, and all the area immediately surrounding her pussy. There was a loud, roaring tearing sound coming from her rips, like pieces of rubber rubbed against one another, and then, in an instant, the loud gush of her torrents turned into a high- (and higher-) pitched whistle, and then it wasn’t anymore. “God.”

	

	The woman stayed frozen, pinned so brutally against the floor, once the goddess took her foot from her body and looked down upon her like it was business as usual. “You brought the entire cleaning team.” She looked around the passed out women: twenty massive, muscular bodies, the shortest of whom was still 5 feet and 8 inches tall, weighting about 300 pounds of 8% body-fat muscles. “Good, good. You’ll need all the ladies and all the machinery necessary to clean up my mess.” She casually pointed to the portal behind her, from which the sexy, mortally erotic steam never stopped pouring. “Stick as many ducts in there as you can. Suck it all, fill the tanks, and then send the semen to fecundate humanity.”

	

	Olinda couldn’t see—and, at that stage of mortal arousal, barely think!—anything; however, if she were still perfectly sane, she would have heard the woman shaking something on her left hand, and something that sounded as equally as heavy as she was. “My man… my husband… he ejaculated possibly over a quintillion gallons of semen. You can probably fill up the entire Black Sea with his ejaculate. Y’all are gonna spend one hell of a time trying to collect all his seed and process it for mass-breeding.” The woman chuckled, very broad of the man she had bred with. “Tell the lab gals to set the dilution ratio to *at least* one in three billion. This is seriously one of the thickest, hottest semens I ever had the pleasure of fecundating myself with!” The woman sucked her lips. “Leonardo is the seventh greatest lover in history! He fucked his way to the very top 10 of the court, and he’s still got places to grow!” Giving the quasi-dead Olinda a few seconds to process her words, Imelda pondered on whether she wasn’t forgetting something import- “Oh, yeah, one more thing: somewhere down there you’ll find another stud whose name I don’t remember and I don’t care about. He’s an eighteen-year-old super god who’s probably gonna crash into the top fucking three of our court by the time he is twenty-eight! Needless to say, I want y’all to recover his body, nurse him back to health, and make sure that the stallion’s path towards greatness is sped up and uninterrupted. I loved milking him for all he is worth, but his semen so far is only one in one hundred and fifty fractions of the sperm of Leonardo. Take good care of his balls and nurse them until they become the virile breeding bulls that are the spermmakers of my sweet Leo.” Again, she shook the massive… thing!... on her left hand. “I’m setting off to the Queen’s quarters. You better have emptied out the castle, you whores, for I… I!...” She gritted her teeth. The power spoke for itself: with bursts of energy, the area immediately around her exploded, with the ceiling collapsing, the ground caving, and the walls bursting to smithereens near her muscles. Every time the woman spoke, it was like the revving of an engine: “fuck! Fuck!! FUCK!!!” Steam burst through her nostrils. Her entire body was producing vapor. “I’m primed. I ain’t coming back from this any time soon.” Her eyes glazed with fury. Would this be the day once she and the Queen… would finally fight for real?! “That bitch! Our Majesty!” She twisted her own neck, making it crack several times with each motion. “I will fucking rape her!!” Her muscles roared. Flames were bursting from her mouth. “I WILL FUCKING…!!!”

	

	Silence. Imelda took a deep breath. Once she exhaled, hot steam filled the room. Olinda remained where she was, shivering in her otherwise motionless state, sometimes convulsing harder once the pent-up orgasms burst up in a more explosive form, while Imelda cracked her neck again and spoke in a much more, uh, diplomatic manner: “phew. One can be murdered for even thinking the things I just said.” She looked down to the poor orgasming bitch, drawing another cruel smile with her lips. “I will leave you girls with the mess below. As for you…”

	

	She dropped whatever she was carrying, and it was like two meteors hit the Earth in the face—one in its mouth, the other in its ass, two massive rocks doubly-penetrating the planet to exctincion—and then she grabbed Olinda by her hair, pulling her up and pushing her hard against the wall behind her. *BOOOM!!* The hallway collapsed almost entirely. “Here’s your punishment for insulting me.” There was the sound of a kiss—possibly her kissing her own knuckles before throwing them at the condemned bitch’s face. “Sorry, love, but you… you know…”

	

	*BOOOOM!!!* Whatever remained of the hallway collapsed completely. With a single punch on Olinda’s face, Imelda destroyed the wall with her body, sending her flying to the wall on the other side of the room. As she crashed against the stone, the entire room cracked, and parts of it began to collapsed as Olinda didn’t just stop there, but also crashed through that wall into yet another room behind, where she got stuck on the its wall, cratering probably half of its width.

	

	“You kinda crossed the line, love.” Leaving the girls to their duties (or their fates), the monstrous woman grabbed whatever she was carrying, then began to walk up in the castle, towards where the Goddess awaited her.

	

	

	* Two hours later *

	

	

	No one saw Imelda reach the room. No one was left in the mighty castle. Even the tens of thousands of passed out studs who lied drenched in their own cum, piled up in large mountains on the countless hallways and rooms of the daunting castle, none of them couldn’t be seen as the monster woman strolled through its many paths and stairs towards the very top, where the golden door of the Queen’s Chambers awaited her. «Desolation. Empty. She knew I was coming, and she knew…» Her muscles…!! God! Their roar increased and deepened the cracks around her! «I am pumped!!» Her eyes were almost crying blood as she looked up to the door—the final obstacle between her and… her destiny. «Here I come… whore!»

	

	Imelda kicked the doors. Both swabs of metal were demolished, thrown all across the massive room their protected, crashing against its wall, then piercing it, flying all the way into the forests and the mountains that surrounded the isolated palace.

	

	She was inside. Imelda could feel it. Gnarling her teeth, she announced without fear: “I challenge you to a fight, whore!”

	

	And inside, just as calmly, she met… oh!

	

	Nothing. There was… nothing. But also everything. Sitting on her massive bed-slash-divan, the Majesty waisted for her to step in. Imelda couldn’t see her body, only her silhouette amidst the rubble of her destruction, but still she could see the sheer power brimming from those endless piles and mountains of muscles—a woman much more unimaginably hard than even her lovers thought Imelda herself could ever get. “I’m home.” She announced again, this time in much more, well, conciliatory manner. “Sorry, mmph, for the mess.”

	

	From the bed/divan, the voice of an overly excited teenager: “oooh, Immy, come oooon! That’s barely anything!” Then… the sharpness of a blade! “I knew you were coming with fire to see me. Well, my dear Immy,” her voice deepened, “come and see me. I too, you know, have been harboring my fire for you.”

	

	Imelda stepped in. The light of the dawn illuminated the vast space. She had been cracking and tearing the ceilings of many of the rooms on her slow march towards the chamber, but in there she needed not be concerned with her height anymore: the place was enormous! Gigantic! Possibly a skycrapper in itself, the ceiling dangling at over thirty feet from the ground. “Brought you a little something.” Imelda snarked, swinging her left arm forward.

	

	The heavy object she carried flew across the room, then fell a few feet away from the Queen’s divan. *BOOOOM…!!!* Again, if the earthquake of its impact were any stronger, even that whole chamber might have imploded with all the cracks and the massive crater it created. Smoke and rubble once more obscure the Queen’s body. A lake of semen quickly filled the crater in the point of impact, and the splashes caused by its impact painted the walls and the ground, some droplets even reaching as high as the ceiling. From every hole of that deplorable object, semen oozed at great speeds. Load after load, it was like several fountains bursting from the deflating body.

	

	A body, yes. The body of Imelda’s husband: the body of her beloved Leonardo!

	

	“How did he fare?” Asked the peaceful, girly voice of the Queen. Imelda approached her very slowly, at the same pace that made her take over two hours to go from the very bottom to the very top of that castle.

	

	“Wonderfully. Much better than expected.” The woman gnarled, illuminating the room with her bright-as-fuck teeth. “He is the seventh strongest male in our collection, my Queen.”

	

	The Queen calmly looked to the pathetic sack of meat lying in the lake of semen. His faint movements, his back going up, then down by a few inches, were the only thing that proved that yes, phew, he was alive. “He doesn’t look like the seventh strongest to me now.” She grinned. Imelda could see that, oh, she could, thanks to the even brighter shine of the Queen’s teeth—especially her protruding, sharp canines. “Did you exhaust him?” Imelda nodded. Her throat produced only a feeble “uh-uh” as a response. “How hard did you fuck him?”

	

	The muscles of the superwoman… they were an atomic boom ready to go off. All the time they could hear that formidable, virile statues of muscles throbbing and trying to expand, while another sound came to meet it—the sound of the woman fighting back, containing her monstrous muscles into that acceptable, but still daunting frame. “I peaked at 48%. Tried to go for fifty percent, but his dick…” She chuckled. “It was shriveling and dying much before that.”

	

	“Good. Good.” There were cracks coming from the bed—Imelda didn’t know if from the bed or the Queen herself. “Don’t want any of my primed stallions to be emasculated. Your pussy is a dangerous tool, Imelda. I’m proud that you have learned to fine tune it and control it; that you have learned to use it only so that your men are pushed to the brink of death, but never beyond it.” The massive shade of her arms rose over her absolutely ginormous profile, and then she clapped, one lazy clap after another, all very ironically, making the blood of the dangerous lady audibly boil.

	

	“Come here and face me. I will kill you.”

	

	“You know you can’t.”

	

	*BOOOM!!!* Parts of the ceiling fell down and exploded on the ground. All remaining windows were shattered, their beautiful GLASS undone in an instant, and all the walls, once a marvel of Gothic architecture, were cracked and shattered by Imelda’s single stomping on the ground. Despite the steam that came from her every pore, her following tone was even calmer, more rumbling, more threatening than ever: “whore. Slut. The world deserves not to be ruled by a cunt like you.”

	

	The Queen’s outline moved beyond the mist. A minute of silence. “Oh?” She said only, the shining of her teeth illuminating the room once more. “A slut, am I?” Then, chuckles. “Fine. We fight. But first… a measuring.”

	

	The bed completely collapsed once she sat on it. Not only the bed: the ground beneath it cracked anc crumbled, and its cracks sprawled all the way into Imelda’s feet, which themselves were sunken on a crater many feet deep.

	

	*Gulp!* It could be heard from Imelda’s throat. The mighty woman, however, didn’t tremble. Her heart beat only a little faster, a little harder—but that was because the blood coursing through it… goddamn! She had a whale’s volume of boiling blood in her circulatory system, and said blood boiled like literal magma, making her body produce a never-ending curtain of steam that made her both so enticing and so… deadly erotic!

	

	The Queen stretched, the wooden bedframe cracking into shambles beneath her daunting, planet-sized ass. “Have another little gift for me, have you?” The Queen calmly asked while still stretching, and only then was Imelda reminded of the other person she was carrying.

	

	“Oh. This.” She raised the ragged body by the leg, holding it by the ankles since she began to slowly ascend from the Strong Room. “It’s Mera.”

	

	“Ah, yeah. I felt her scent.” The Queen turned to look at the lifted body, and the sight made her bite her lips. “She got regnant of Leonardo!”

	

	“Mm. And Rodrigo too.”

	

	A bit of silence. Mera’s unconscious body dangled like a pendulum, upside down on Imelda’s hand. The powerful lady looked to the dark silhouette of her majesty, knowing that the Queen was rarely so silent without a good reason.

	

	“Wow.” The Queen said, simply, and then feel into another minute of silence. “Wo-wow!” She clapped, and the walls cracked further with the blows. “Mera has come a long way, heh? To know that her womb can hold the babies of my Harem’s seventh strongest stud… she’s an amazing girl!” Suddenly, the Queen stood up, and a crater was formed under her feet. “I’m holding the Birthing five and a half months from now. Are you knocked up already, my beauty? Do you have sufficient semen in this ripped belly of yours?”

	

	Imelda smirked. “Hardly.” Her free hand fumbled her amazing abs. “I oozed a river of girls semen all my way towards your whore chamber.” She pointed down. A massive, light-gray semi-transparent puddle of powerful goo was growing around her feet. “I’m oozing egg-rich broth right now.”

	

	The Queen licked her lips. Her *slurp* made the walls rumbled. “De. Lis. Cious.” She pointed to the woman, whose body cooled off scarily as a result. “Right now… listen!” There was a *splursh!* and a *blorsh!* coming from Imelda’s pussy, and then another fist-size volume of goo splashed on the ground—well, “splashed” is too inadequate a term; more like, uh, fell hard on it and cracked the ground like a bowling ball on cheap concrete. The woman didn’t as much a “cum” her ooze as she “pooped” them through her vagina, each boiling, steaming ball of semen leaving her like a giant egg. “There’s sixty-thousand fertile eggs in this cluster alone. Your fertility is reaching levels that even I must commend.” She looked to Imelda. The lady could feel her gaze by the intensity of her aura! “You’ve been my most precious finding Immy. Too bad that I’ll beat you to an inch of your life.”

	

	The woman turned completely to her, and Imelda felt fear. «God!!» Her body froze. Now shit was real! «Oh… god… mm!!» She gulped, however, and clutched her fist, raising Mera’s beat up, cum-swollen body over her head, then briefly throwing her up so she could release her ankle and grab her with both hands by the waist. Turning the woman’s cunt down to her mouth like a chalice, Imelda laid her fat, ultra-wide lips on the woman’s swollen, purple, beat-up pussy, and then, like a fucking machine, began to gulp her generous offering of cum.

	

	Mera squirmed. Her belly got slimmer and slimmer and slimmer following every gulp of the powerful women. Semen bubbled through Imelda’s lips, some of it oozing from her nostrils too, and soon the thick broth was sliding down along her jaw, forming huge crystals on her chin, the falling like marble balls as heavy as cannon balls on the ground: *boom! Boom! Boom!* The steam from her body multiplied enormously. The whole place was transformed into a sauna, which the Queen thought far too pleasing for her own indominable skin.

	

	“Giving yourself some energy?” Imelda sucked Mera dry of cum harder and harder. The superwoman’s belly grew only a little, the hardness of her abs intensifying after every digestion of the loads of semen. The Queen licked her lips, coveting every hard inch of that beyond-godly physique. “You are primed. Fertile femme. Ooh!” One cracked knuckle. Another crackled knuckle. Then… a crack of her neck. Then another. Oh! Every crack sent the steam away, the view of both women continuously blocked by the growing fog of white. “I will enjoy breaking you.” The Queen held the back of her head with both hands, then cracked it brutally, a millions cracks of bone echoing in the room. “I will enjoy… pummeling you hard!” She cracked her neck to the other size, and a million echoes of its crack sprawled again across the air.

	

	Imelda laid her hand on the ripped, yet swollen belly of her blond friend, then slowly pushed her up until her massive tits were pointing down to the ground. Two columns of milk slowly oozed from her nipples. “Damn. Is that semen?”

	

	Imelda shook her head while still sucking and sucking and sucking. “No.” Semen splashed on her face as she sucked it, the entire body of her friend being a giant contained of cum. “It’s her milk. She’s peaking in her fertility. You should taste it, my Queen. It’s one of the most delicious, virile shakes I had in a while.”

	

	The Queen puckered her lips while swinging her hips so brutally that the fog was blasted away around her cervix. “Goodness gracious, what temptation. Well,” her muscles… they were constantly roaring, a barely-disguised guttural growl of beasts that were just waiting for their cue to explode and expand… infinitely! “Well, I guess mama has some time for a drink before our fight.” She played with her hair, the volume of it defying the laws of physics.

	

	Semen oozed in vast loads from all holes of the woman. Her face was always covered in a mask of jizz as the stuff kept pouring through her eyes, her ears, her nostrils, and her mouth. The majesty grabbed the poor woman by the neck; her middle finger was as massive as a salami, and it could effortlessly roll around the neck and crack it like an egg. “They are both depleted. You fucked them both?” Imelda nodded. As she sucked from the pussy, massive columns of cum kept protruding from the woman’s divinely-clean anus. “Figured as much. Poor Mera is tiny.” She moved the woman’s head on her fingers, seeing how holding it was like holding a very big orange on her hand. “Six feet and five inches. Yes, my dear. You fucked the very muscles out of her.” The Queen cooed as she felt the outpouring semen soon fill up her entire fist, turning her hand into a massive ball of man juice, and then ooze continuously in a single, thick thread down on the floor—all while Imelda continued to gulp from the offering like a crazy, sex-starved succubus. “I love you.”

	

	Imelda was rocked by unbelievable sensations. “I… cough!!” The semen exploded all over her face, the woman moving that ass away so that she could spit some of the cum out and contemplate her answer: “I love you too.”

	

	The two women needed no more words. In absolute synchrony, with their hearts beating as one, the powerful women returned to feast of the completely collapsed, depleted body of Mera while the fog around them was slowly dispersed. The booms of their hearts was enough to push the steam away. Both women could now see each other, but their faces were too busy buried on both ends of the “tiny” women they held.

	

	The Queen squeezed Mera by her neck, suffocating her with only a few fingers as she raised the woman’s body and bathed her torso on the bursts of milk from her tits. Delicious, delicious mama juice! Licking her lips, the power woman slowly opened her mouth, and then she plopped the entire tit—the entire tit!—inside it, squeezing her lips between the tight crack of both tits, feeling the woman’s uber-muscular chest as she began to pump her tit… fully!

	

	“Oo-oooaaah!!!” In an instant, Mera came back to life. Her pussy ejaculated girl cum on Imelda’s face while the giantess was still drinking from her semen. Imelda’s own pussy, in response, swelled and ejaculated, her fruitful womb juice much whiter this time around, her semen so rich with white eggs that it was very like literal male semen!

	

	The cheeks of the mighty Queen swelled with the milk. The white cream burst from her nostrils, making her chuckle, and then it completely took over her eyes—the woman enjoying the sensation of having her entire skull filled with the juices of her partners. «Can even douse my brain on the semen of my partners!» The Queen spread apart her legs, feeling the same burst of fire that consumed her friend Imelda—but on a much, oh, much greater scale.

	

	They sucked and pumped the woman for thirty minutes until her offerings started to dwindle—but only barely. Popping the tits out of her mouth, the Queen “punched” them with a single finger, making those gorgeous gazongas shake like boxing balls after many machine-gun hits. “I’m impressed. She will produce these juices for two hours, at least!”

	

	Not on Imelda’s watch: without any heads-up, the mighty lady pulled Mera’s body away from the Queen, then threw it to her right. *SPLOORSH!!* Once the woman crashed on the ground and cracked it with her immense weight, the semen and milk inside her exploded from her every hole into every direction. *SPLAAASH!!* It was like a gigantic, tank-size ball of semen going up like a bomb, splashing against walls, ceiling, and the bodies of the women until a massive cum lake was formed around the now barely-visible body.

	

	A huge load of cream hit Imelda in the face. She remained unmoving, unfazed, hearing the slowness and depth of her breath until someone said… something. Anything.

	

	The two collapsed bodies remained comatose on their lakes of cum. No one would do anything for either of them for the weeks and weeks to cum.

	

	The two goddesses stood before one another. None moving. None saying a word for ten minutes, twenty minutes, forty minutes, two hours… until Imelda decided she would be the one to take the first step.

	

	Her arms swelled, hardened, and rippled as she raised her hands to her face. With perfectly synchronized movements, she sank her fingers on the near-solid thick, boiling mask of semen, then slowly dragged the fingers and the semen away, keeping her eyes closed as she shook her hands once, twice, thrice, and threw the huge pellets of cum on the ground.

	

	Again, her hands back to her face. The semen oozed like a river over her red, fat, damning lips, but she tasted not a sliver of it anymore. All her strength, all her energy, all her power… was dedicated for the Queen now.

	

	None of the women said a thing… ever. They just stood there, power incarnate in the form of two goddesses, as Imelda dragged the semen off her face, stretched her arms—her uber-muscular, inconceivably-thick arms—and shook the semen off once, twice, thrice… over ten times, very slowly, each time taking ten seconds, and for the twentieth time in a row, apparently.

	

	Finally, as the hours had rolled long and hard and deadly silent enough, the woman opened her eyes—and met divinity in front of her.

	



	
Part 2

	

	

	Silence. Yet more silence. And yet a longer, deader silence.

	

	The breaths. Only the women hearing their own breaths. It was like all senses were muffled. Only their internal motions made any noise.

	

	The Queen began to walk. One. Step. After. The other. Slowly. Their eyes always meeting, their gazes all but unbroken until the Queen reached the woman’s back.

	

	She was circling her, gauging her, inspecting the quality of the meat she was about to destroy.

	

	Muscles! Imelda was nothing but a pile of muscles in a curvy, female-shaped form. A giant and thick female shape, mind you, and one much taller than the Queen herself.

	

	The Matriarch stood at 12.5 feet. Imelda… “fourteen and a half feet.” The Queen clapped, her palms barely meeting. “A. Maz. Ing. Most amazing, my beautiful.” She got to Imelda’s left size. Their eyes met threateningly once more. The Queen… though… she just continued walking. “Are you at peak hardness?”

	

	Imelda slowly shook her head, and then, in a thunderous growl… “no.” A smirk. A sexy, cocky grim formed on the woman’s lips. “Not. Nearly.”

	

	The Queen merely hummed, doing another circle around the woman’s towering body. Ass! Imelda’s ass was… “ADA GIRL!!” The Queen had no qualms in slapping that round hard ass like nothing: *BOOM!!* The shockwave sent stones flying all around them. “Hard fucking ass!!” The Queen looked to her own palm, seeing nothing different at all in her skin, but just feeling, remembering the superhuman hardness she had just felt. “Oh. Oh, wow!” She raised her eyebrows, then threw another… *SLAP!! BLAAM!!*… on the woman’s buttock. “Hard! Hard!!” The slaps multiplied, their shockwaves ricocheting into the air. “HARD FUCKING FAT ASS!!!” The woman stopped slapping under the sound of Imelda’s heavy breathing. Steam constantly oozed through her every pore, yes, but now the volume was daunting, with two large pillars of smoke bursting from her nostrils and sprawling all over the ground. “Does that make you angry?” The Queen slowly walked in front of the mighty lady. “Does that make you… mad?”

	

	Imelda only looked down to the beast in anger. Her blazing red eyes still could see little of her Majesty aside from tenuous silhouette amidst that god. “Good.” The Queen smiled. Her teeth and her Cheshire grim were the only things that shone very clearly, in great detail amidst the fog. “Bulk up for me.”

	

	The woman was slightly shocked—for no good reason, really. “Mm…”

	

	The Queen clapped her hands brutally on the air. *BOOM!!* A shockwave expelled the mist. «Oh, god…!!» Imelda’s mind went a bit into overdrive as she finally saw—*gulp!*—the full, uncovered majesty of her royalty.

	

	“Bulk up for mother. To the max.” She winked, but Imelda was still… too distracted… “Hey, hey!” The Queen snapped to her apprentice. “You’re not a horny teenager anymore. You’ve seen my body, you’re used to it. Now, my baby…” The majesty laid her fists on her hips—her wide, expansive, hard, impossibly well-sculpted hips!—and grinned, “swell up. Boom your muscles to mommy. To the absolute, hardest max!”

	

	Imelda tried to keep her hard at least not so audibly, loudly beating. Her breasts—again, those unbelievably massive HH-cup hard gazongas!—jolted slightly for every beat, and they did so hundreds of thousands times a second. The enormous woman gulped, seeing her majesty “only” two feet shorter than herself. The difference in height gave her some confidence, though it was a very brief one; the Queen was fully dressed, she was naked; the Queen was so calm her body was even chilling, creating a dense wall of vapor between them—the shock between Imelda’s volcanic heat and the Majesty’s glacial demeanor; Imelda, well, she was hot, and almost as aroused and “pumped” as she had been when she pumped the last desperate gallons of semen from her once-mighty, trotting male.

	

	The gnarls of pain from her husband filled her mind with confidence as he remembered, quite awesomely, her very last pump on his then-30-inch dick; she had pumped and milked and rode that penis for almost a month, getting it as massive as 60 inches, then thrusting and penetrating and sucking it all down to half this size, and then even smaller. When she fucked a stud, she truly destroyed him: she elevated the man to the highest peaks of masculinity, only to deconstruct him like an avant-gard artist and leave nothing but a husk of manhood behind.

	

	Her husband now lied morbidly, inches away from death on the ground, barely breathing, barely gasping for air, as his shriveled dick rested soft as a worm—the softest and smallest it’d ever been—on the puddle of his own semen, barely twenty inches of cock left, with balls as dried up as very big oranges—a long-shot from the massive grapefruits they were once Imelda found him.

	

	«Damn. I did this.» The woman’s eye briefly traveled to her hubby before she faced the Queen head on again. «I, Imelda dos Santos, did… this!» Her muscles rumbled. It was coming! Oh, Lord, she was coming!! «I, Imelda dos Santos… will fucking annihilate this bitch!!»

	

	Her arms boomed. Veins upon veins sprawled like fat ducts upon her body, and a massive aura of energy flew from her body upwards, cracking even the ceiling many dozens of feet above her. The Queen stepped back slowly, licking and biting her lips as she enjoyed the spectacle. “Good, good. Bulk up. Bulk!” Her eyes glimmered. “BULK, BABY GIRL!!”

	

	“ROOOAAARR!!!” With a massive, superhuman flex, Imelda cratered the ground. *BOOOM!!* She didn’t step or stomp on it in any way; she just stood there, flexing like a goddess, as the muscles added muscles on top of them and her veins throbbed like whale hearts, pumping so much blood into her system that you could hear the heavy flow of the liquid inside every vein. The rippling shockwaves from that transformation exploded into every surface of that place, utterly pulverizing the furniture, cracking the walls and ceiling, then shattering all of them, the crater beneath the monster woman growing and growing and growing until the entire place began to be fully undone.

	

	The Queen gave her an approving nod, sensing a bit of caution and hesitation in her most beloved apprentice. “No problem with this castle, hon. Destroy it, if you want to. I just want you to… bulk!!” She licked her lips most erotically. “Bulk, bulk, BULK, YOU WOMAN BULL!!”

	

	“ROOOOAAARR!!!”

	

	The place was completely undone. The two women feel dozens of feet into the room beneath it, and upon impact its ground was completely, instantaneously undone, and so they fell time and time again, floor after floor after floor, until their two massive, rigid bodies, like two meteors, hit the very ground level of the castle, and then an entire section of that massive, magnanimous palace came crumbling down above them.

	

	It was Armageddon—or so it would look and sound like for anyone even remotely close to that secluded paradise. Instead of it being a complete wrecking of the palace, though, it turned out to be nothing worse than a precise demolition of “only” one twentieth of the castle—not because the destruction wasn’t great, but because the palace itself was so much greater! A mushroom cloud of rubble rose high in the air, piercing the clouds, blocking the sun, and in a few minutes the entire mass of ten Empire State Buildings had come down like nothing—nothing!—yet the palace as a whole remained intact, undisturbed, shrugging off that massive destruction like a lizard would the loss of its tail: no big deal, honestly; it was probably going to grow back on its own, even!

	

	As the dust settled, the two superwomen looked at one another. Imelda had Satan in her eyes, the power of Hell converging into every one of her muscles, making her grow and expand to proportions far more monstrous that even that precious stage. “Oo-la-la!” The Queen cooed as he raised her head higher, then higher, then even higher to follow the massive growth in height of her super apprentice.

	

	Imelda was roaring and grunting like male bull at every second. She was smiling, and her smile was the shiniest, most erotic, most gorgeous thing in the universe! She took pride in her bulk as her shoulders widened out immensely and her arms became so insanely thick that my best comparison for them so far—Greek columns!—could no longer even scratch their real size! That woman was… oh, fuck! I mean, I’m literally out of words for her size! Her arms were just indescribably big, her biceps outrageously bulging and veiny, with a single one of those guns having more muscle mass, I swear, than the entire body of Arnold fucking Schwarzenegger… and she was still growing!

	

	“WHOOOOORE!!!” Grinning sadistically, she looked to one of her arms—one of her monstrous, beautiful bulging arms! “GROOOOW!!!” She added veins atop veins atop fat, throbbing veins on that immense biceps, and in several loud explosions, like whole bombs were going off inside her, she saw her biceps acquired a bigger mass, a bigger volume, and then the entire arm follow it. “Masculine!! Powerful!! Manly!!” She licked her biceps and moistened her arms with her 30-inch-plus tongue. “A bull!! Bull power!!! ROOOAAR!!!” Taking on a traditional bodybuilding pose, the woman arched her arms in front of her torso, pressing her boobs against her forearms until they were hosing milk on every side of the Queen (building one lake for each side every ten seconds), bent down her legs a bit, and then… flexed harder! “ROOOAAR!!!” And harder! “OOOOH!!!” And harder and harder and…

	

	*BOOM!!* The crater beneath the two queens exploded and grew. They stood now dozens of feet deep in the land, with a crater hundreds of feet around them—and growing! Imelda had risen to over eighteen-feet of height and, though she was no longer “only get started,” she definitely still wasn’t at her peak. Oh, no: the superwoman had so more juice to give. “I’M GOD!!” She smiled while expelling flames through her mouth. “I’M FREAKING GOD!!!” Then… she roared! And grew!! And a new explosion followed the massive super growth of her body.

	

	Abs burst into her belly, a whole ten-pack solidifying above her hips. Instead of keep multiplying and turning her into some grotesque deformity of masculinity, those muscles just grew and grew and grew, they bulged and boomed with utmost power and puissance, and then the hips of the woman widened until she rocked the most absolute massive, expansive, Everest-Mountain-solid pair of buttocks in the history of femininity! The Queen was especially amazed by the sheer size of that woman’s rear, envying its vitality in a way only a proud mother could envy her superior daughter—and she knew her pup still had so much more to give. «Show mommy what you can do, queen!!» She clapped and hopped on the ground, cracking it mightily despite her innocent motions and girly coos. “Go, Imelda, go!! You rock, girl!!”

	

	“FUCK YOU!!!” Imelda undid her pose and instead very cockily looked to her other arms, then her legs, flexing them all until they easily and effortlessly expanded with thousands upon thousands of pounds in each. “GOD, I’M SO FUCKING PUMPED!!!”

	

	The Queens elegant, elaborate ropes were almost torn down by the massive jiggling of her daunting breasts. She managed to contain herself, bidding her time—«not yet!» She bit her lips, menacingly. «Not. Fucking. Oh… yet!»—and looked up with sincere pride and love for her child, who was adding muscles and veins and power to her physique like a fucking power goddess. “I love you, Immy!!”

	

	“I… I…!!!” The goddess was tearing up as she crossed her swollen arms above her head and… flexed! Oh, flexed, flexed, and flexed!! “I LOVE YOU TOO, MOMMY-AAAAH!!!!” Often times, the power became too painful for her to bear: flexing and bulking to that degree required an immense channeling of overwhelming power into the physical, material “meat” of her muscles; if she failed to control and channel that energy, she could literally explode entire parts of her body away—a massacre that not a few times failed to happen with the most careless and overexcited of “goddesses” in that court. “FUCKING HELL!! OH, MOMMY!! POWER!!! I’M SO FUCKING…!!!” She roared, and the tears of pleasure squirted out of her eyes. “POWERFUL!!!” She imagined all the bulls and horses, with their massive, swinging dicks hard and erect and ejaculating rivers, all running towards her and entering her through her every pore, their mass literally converted into her muscles, with literal tons of muscular power added to her rocking physique at every second!!

	

	With an over-expansion of the crater to probably a mile-long, bringing more and more parts of the castle along with it, the superwoman crossed the 20-feet mark, and then she just… she just kept going! “OH, MY GOD!!!” She roared, and her whole face swelled as the power grew too intense for even her eyes to remain in her sockets—they would have popped like bloody balloons if she hadn’t shut her eyelids so damned hard! “MOMMY… I’M SUCH A FUCKING VIRILE BULL!!!”

	

	Geysers of squirt erupted from her cunt. The crater was quickly turned into a lake of superhumanly thick, gooey, and hot-as-hell pussy nectar as the Queen raised one eyebrow and admired the godly sculpture her most beloved pupil was turning into. “Masterpiece. Masterpiece!” She clapped. “You’re a goddamned masterpiece, my daughter!!!”

	

	“OH, MOMMY!!! MOMMY…!!!” Imelda ejaculated as her tits, too, erupted with literal rivers of boiling milk into the air, their arc long flying past the Queen head and only splashing into yet bigger, hotter, messier lakes of arousal at least two hundred feet behind her. “MOMMY, I’M SO… I’M SO POWERF-!”

	

	“You go, girl!!” The Queen lost any pretense of royalty: she jumped, she clapped, she cheered for her baby, her whole demeanor being like that best friend who would live and die by her side, no matter what happened. “I love you!! Oh, my gosh, you’re so fucking massive!! Keep going, keep going, whooo!!” She turned from side to side, bragging to an invisible audience: “that’s my girl!! That’s my fucking baby!!”

	

	A lonely tear rolled down Imelda’s cheek amongst all her volcanic eruption of cum and milk. It was a single tear of gratitude from a woman that, despite all her power, never truly had anyone who believed in her—until the Queen came along. “I love you, mommy!!”

	

	And the Queen, despite not being not her progenitor, nodded with unmistaken maternal love for her most adored of apprentices: “I love you too, baby girl!” Then, a little more authoritarian (or naughty, if there is any difference), she pointed to her woman and snapped. “Bigger. Bigger! BIGGER!! NOW!!!”

	

	“ROOOAARR!!!” But Imelda had gone past her peak now, and her muscular absoluteness had reached the heights of insanity. She felt an intense burning on her crotch—one which could not have been explained by her squirt alone, and then she felt two strange hearts throbbing and booming inside her crotch—but those could not be traced down to her ovaries, which were always the culprits of similar spurts of power.

	

	Her clitoris ragingly twitched, and along with all her muscles, too… it started to actually enlongate and widen in her crotch! «What the fuck is going on…?!»

	

	The Queen raised one eyebrow, and then kept it tantalizingly raised. «Is she doing it? Is she finally doing it??» She bit one side of her lower lip and waited, seeing and hearing her beloved student shiver like a bomb about to explode, the veins and muscles and all the power in her body struggling to burst past that limits.

	

	“OH, FUCK!! FUUUUCK!!!” The pain in her crotch became actually overbearing. Her pussy labia swelled to the point of blocking the aggressive flow of juices inside her. She was shut dry, but the heat inside her only increased. Her belly bulged a little thanks to all the creamy, boiling oceans she held inside of her, but another trembling and shivering explained her massive heat—the trembling and shivering of her raging clitoris, which was adding girth and length and even massive, superhuman throbbing veins all along its impressive size. At her immense giganticness, yes, that clitoris wasn’t all to impressive, but taken at face value, oh!, on absolute numbers… she was sporting a penis as big as any horse’s! “MOMMY…?!” Her tears were now of pure fracticness and confusion, her not knowing one damned thing about those new sensations that assailed her… “WHAT THE FUCK IS HAPPENING…?!”

	

	“Keep going.” Was that… a moan? Did her Queen actually moan for her in between words just now? “I want to see it. If you can grow it!” Her eyes widened out unexpectedly, her face flustered with teenage excitement. “I want to see if you can actually reach the final stage of our womanhood?”

	

	“OH, W-W-WHAAAA…?!!”

	

	The Queen clicked her tongue, throwing her daughter a naughty wink. “Ignore my words, baby girl. Just… grow! Grow! Keep going, baby! Keeping bulking!” She swirled her hips desirously, the temptation making her girl pussy burn. “I was actually, like, underage when I first grew mine, and it happened when I was fucking a guy in the ass! Hah, hah! I was actually squirting the fuck out of my juices into his anus when my endowment first bloomed, and then I literally did that stud in the ass until he was…”

	

	“WHAT???!!!”

	

	“…bursting with my seed!!” The woman laughed, and then just clapped approvingly to her baby girl. “As I said, never mind my words! Just keep bulking, bulking, come on, girl, bulk up and up and up! I know you can do it! Ooh!! I know you can grow your first penis!!”

	

	“WHAT THE…?!” But bursts of energy—pure, unbridled atomic power!—assailed her body from inside out. “FUCK, FUCK, FUUUUCK!!!” Her clitoris throbbed and protruded with much more violence than any time before; what once was a 15-inch hard horse penis became a 18-inch monster dong, then a 20-inch, arm-thick absolute mountain-wrecking cock, and then…

	

	The veins sprawled. The woman was engulfed in a ball of fire. Her roar dispersed the clouds, creating a zone of pristine clear sky many miles in radius. The Queen merely smiled as the gulf of fire enveloped her body too. Her skin was too strong to feel anything but a light breeze in that devasting explosion.

	

	Half of the castle was immediately pulverized by the blow of power. This time, indeed, the destruction became too much to ignore: only dust settled from the skies once the explosion was finally over, not a piece of rubble bigger than a pebble remaining in all that destruction. That blow had been complete; the destruction so perfect and overwhelming that even the rubble and debris themselves were split down to atoms. Around the two massive beasts that had generated it, only a perfectly circular, immaculately sculpted crater; Imelda’s gargantuan energy surge had been so extreme that even the crater itself, like a piece of marble on a laser, had been leveled down to perfection. Everything around the two goddesses was perfectly clean and crystalline, and their bodies themselves had been purged of any liquid or smudge—the fire, after all, cleanses all.

	

	“I think this is the hottest bulk I’d ever witnessed.” The Queen turned her gaze to the only place that mattered; the only place that defined the absolute femininity or masculinity of all living creatures… ever! Her apprentice’s crotch! The glorious space between her legs, which became visible after the faint steam around it quickly subsided. “Oh, well…” A sign of disappointment was heard. Instead of a massive, glorious manhood, “all” that the woman saw was the biggest, hardest, most perfectly sculpted vagina in the world. Atop it, crowning its supreme femininity, stood an 8-inch hard, swollen, throbbing clitoris, with many veins of its own, standing proud and daunting like a penis, but being nothing less than a clit to a woman that had become—*gulp!*—over 23-feet-tall! “Are you okay up there?”

	

	Imelda was livid, static. She was seeing angels and gods, and it was a truly delightful sight. “Mm-mm!” She muttered, only slowly turning her gaze down.

	

	Two things were different about the woman; one was her size. Keeping her Bimbo-Barbie-like proportions—thin waist, wide hips, gigantic legs, and ultra-massive breasts—the woman had grown to about 23 feet and 8 inches. Before she could do anything, *boom!,* the ground cracked and caved further under her feet, and then the massive woman saw herself “pierced” and drilled on the ground due to her sheer weight alone. Along with her size, indeed, her weight had grown even more drastically; compared to before, she was “only” twice taller, but her weight had increased…

	

	“Jesus, my girl!” Her Queen clapped dramatically. “Guess what! You’re weighting over 300,000 pounds!”

	

	Imelda looked down upon herself, seeing the ground continuously caving under the immense pressure of her feet. “Well, mommy… I am pretty ripped!”

	

	As the Queen giggled, indeed, she too had to admit that her woman’s muscle density had achieved ignominious levels of absurdity. That was, indeed, the second thing that had truly changed in the woman: her hardness! Her ripeness! Her overall shreddedness and insane tonality! Bitch wasn’t hard as titanium, oh, no! The goddamned woman was, in that instant, “the hardest substance in the universe!” She looked to her arms, each of them perfectly symmetrical, both swollen beyond belief, covered with so many impossibly thick veins you could literally stick a regular-sized muscular arm in them and the arm would flow along with the blood effortlessly! The woman was as massive as “God. I am God!”

	

	The Queen raised one eyebrow. “Less, my girl, less.” Swirling her hips, she approached the supermassive superbeing. “You are impressive, indeed, but I am the Queen of all Women here.” She looked at her child’s face, and deep inside her soul Imelda knew… she had already lost. “I can beat you effortlessly.”

	

	Steam burst from her nostrils. “Prove it.”

	

	Laughing like someone without a care in the world, the Queen swirled back, rotating at the tip of her toes like a ballerina, bragging in such an odiously confident tone. “Right now, my baby!” As Imelda heard her own heartbeat on her ears, she saw the vast clouds of steam puff through the woman’s pores. “Do you want a lot of drama and theatrics like your bulk was, or do you want me to be quick and efficient?”

	

	Imelda’s gigantic heart produced shockwaves even in its faintest of pumps. In that state, however, it was like all the armies in the world marching in perfect unison. The woman was literally as tall as a Boeing 767; everything inside and outside her had grown to be just as proportionally loud and bombastic—and her fear, her nervousness, oh, they were not excluded from this equation. «C-can she actually choose?» Her mind was on fire once he muttered: “mm… quick. Do it quick?”

	

	The Queen, however, knew how to be unforgiving: “you can’t actually calibrate that in yourself, can you?”

	

	The woman grew red, and then she burst another pillar of steam through her nostrils to (hopefully) distract the majesty from her embarrassment. “Just grow, you fucking cunt.”

	

	The smile in the majesty was undone, and her muscles roared menacingly. “You know… I was in a very good mood, but… tsc, tsc.” She shook her head, her disappointment not entirely fake and artificial. “I will have to teach you some manners, child.”

	

	Then, she… “OH, MY GOD!!” The words just burst out naturally from Imelda’s mouth, the woman in front of her performing a simple, elegant flex that tore out all her clothes instantaneous and covered the woman in a ball of white incandescent energy.

	

	“Aaaand… bulk up!” The woman just… bloomed! The explosion of power wasn’t entirely delicate and undramatic, however; there was a brutal motion of the air, an instantaneous and destructive vacuum formation, but yes, compared to Imelda’s catastrophic growth, that bulking was as clean as superhuman growth could be.

	

	With loud tearing, roaring, stretching noises—*boom! Boom! Boom!!*—the Queen’s glorious, massive, uber-ripped arms added muscles and then muscles and then more muscles; her legs rippled, throbbed, then swelled immensely; her abs popped, expanded, and multiplied; another ten-pack swelling monstrously and enormously and powerfully until the ground was cracking much faster and more brutally beneath her, crack sprawling and tearing through the perfection of the crater around them, new craters being added to the previous craters and then being supplanted by yet newer, wider craters as the woman grew and grew and grew and grew and grew and grew and grew and grew and… “oh……… my………” Imelda felt her neck hurting as she looked higher and higher and higher, seeing the Queen match her eyelevel, and then supplant it without a grunt. “GOD!!”

	

	The Queen just… grew! The muscles in her body were like a perpetual set of multiple atomic explosions just under her skin: they boomed, throbbed, swelled in a thousand different spots, almost as if every pore in her was bustling and exploding, yet then they peacefully settled on their new size—the woman’s expansion being as quick was it was soothing to hear, her explosions sounding more like smooth, guttural booms than outright bangs from Imelda. In three seconds, creating a massive dislocation of air around the women—so much so that Imelda felt the air sucked out of her lungs, making her shake desperately on the ground, sinking lower and lower as the Queen grew taller and bigger, and bulkier and heavier and…—the Majesty settled at around “twenty-four… twenty-five… twenty-six… twenty-seven…” She stopped flexing, and then all time had stopped, all sounds had vanished. “Twenty-eight feet, my beautiful baby!!” The Queen flexed her massive guns, giggling at the sound her rippling veins made around it glorious biceps. “Ain’t I a beauty?”

	

	Imelda was speechless. The caramel-skinned muscles of her goddess shone in absolute perfection before her. Despite being taller, wider, and even heavier… “w-wait… h-how heavy…?”

	

	The woman flexed. Damn! The power of those guns! The size and turgidness of her traps! Jesus fucking Christ, her shoulders were like blocks of titanium! Her neck was covered with veins, as massive as three bodybuilders laid on each other’s backs. “420,000 pounds.” She turned to her servant with the utmost casual smile. “Wanna see me grow bigger?”

	

	Imelda shuttered. A massive, oceanic splash of lubes had befallen the ground beneath her crotch. “Ooh…” Her throat trembled, rumbling groans bursting from it. “O-oh, god…!!”

	

	The Queen had no qualms in sexually satisfying her servant: with her powerful, leg-sized fingers, she penetrated the titanium-hard cunt of her friend. “Ejaculate for your mother.”

	

	“OH, MOM…!!!” She was going to say “mommy,” yeah, but her words were cut out by the pleasure. Waves and more waves and yet more waves of pleasure utterly wrecked her insides, all her organs burning like their blood and oxygen had been replaced with magma.

	

	The oceanic bursts of cum from her pussy could fill up a whole literal truck in about a second. The Queen squirmed and smacked her lips as she barely fingered her goddess, and instead simply made her fingers sensibly vibrate inside of her, drawing millions of gallons of the world’s thickest pussy nectar every second, causing her woman to purr and moan and groan and roar—sometimes all at that same time. “You think this is gonna be your punishment, baby girl?” She shook her head, her smile somehow lovely and wrathful at the same time. “Oh, my baby girls, my sweet, sweet baby girl!”

	

	“MOM!!!” Imelda froze. Her tits reverted to exploding with milk once more. “MOM, PLEASE, NO… NO…!!!” The pleasure! Girl! It was just too much! “I’M SORRY!!!” The tears, they fell like waterfalls from her huge, over-grown face. “I’M SO SORRY, MOMMY, PLEASE, PLEASE…!!!” The pleasure often times overtook all her nerves, locking her body in another painful freeze like this: “GOORHH…!!!” She spoke gibberish. All that she had done to her ultra-strong Leonardo, the Queen was now doing a thousand times worse in her cunt—without barely moving her fingers. “MOMMY!!!” The woman banged her head against the Queen’s, but the reaction was purely mechanical and instinctive. Instead of moving her own head away, the Queen went forward and kissed her.

	

	The orgasms, already destructive, multiplied to the point the entire valley began to be undone: Imelda’s body shook so fast and violently that cracks grew, multiplied, then widened into canyons in every directions, and whole swaths of trees from the forest around them were swallowed by the Earth like some kind of end-of-the-world biblical scenario. Amidst the intensifying multitude of infinite orgasms that beset every pore of hers, Imelda found the strength to utter her safe word just one final time: “MOTHER!!!”

	

	The Queen withdrew her fingers from Imelda’s cunt, and a blast of squirt hosed an ocean on the crater beneath her. As the noble giantess was only barely recovering her breath, the Majesty grabbed her aggressively by her voluminous, miles-long hair, and pulled it back with such force that the resulting sound blasted the snow out of the mountains surrounding her estate. “Am I your mother?”

	

	Imelda smiled and cried and squeaked. “Y-yes…”

	

	She was meat with a throat-piercing kiss, her massive throat literally throbbing and swelling as the woman consumed her mouth and soul so utterly and completely. “I love it when you call me mother.” Once she withdrew her tongue… hot damn! It was literally like a bomb going off: *BOOOM…!!!* “Call me mother again.”

	

	“Mother.”

	

	*SLAP!! BLAAM!!* The Queen punished her servant with a massive slap on the cheek, and blood erupted from her mouth and nostrils in a blink. “Ooh…!!” What for Imelda was just a splatter of blood, however, for her surroundings it was like a whole massive bucket of boiling red liquid had just be splattered on the Earth—her blood so hot that, upon contact with her sexual fluids on the crater, it combusted into a fiery explosion soon giving way to a massive mushroom cloud of steam.

	

	The Queen pulled her hair and forced the woman to face her straight again. “Oh, I’m sorry. I failed to hear that.” She pulled the hair harder.

	

	“Aarh!” Imelda felt the skin being pulled out of her skull. The air and the ground too felt that tremendous, inhuman pressure, for a slow earthquake began to form once the woman tightened her grip on Imelda’s immaculate hair.

	

	“It’s difficult to hear from pussies when they speak so softly.”

	

	“Mot-”

	

	*SLAP!!* The ground shook. The craters widened. *BOOM!* The aftershock of the slap lingered in the air for many seconds, the ground only slowly returning to normal, the land shaking very subtly even after the major earthquake had subsided. A demonic grim began to shine on the Queen’s face. Even she was starting to enjoy that… far too much!

	

	“Are you stupid, kid? Are you retarded?”

	

	“N-n…”

	

	*SLAP!! BOOM!!* A massive shockwave formed. The circle of air vacuum slowly spread out through hundreds of feet, bringing dust and soil with it. Far, far away from the impact, beyond the mountains, flocks of birds took flight.

	

	“I told you to call me mother.” The Queen tightened her grip much, oh, much harder on Imelda’s hair. Bits of blood began to ooze from her skin. Slowly, the fingertips of her monarch were stained in red. Imelda’s muscles trembled, her body slowly gathering the courage to counter attack.

	

	It wasn’t courage; it was stupidity, and Imelda knew that all-too-well. «Please!!» Inside of her, against even her proudest of egos, a voice desperately screamed: «don’t do it! You know what she did to you last time!!» It was a girly voice. A frightened voice. Upon hearing it, Imelda felt the urge… to unload her bladders! Her pussy was gushing lady-semen all the time, but bits of yellow began to be squirted out too, with the fear turning her legs into jelly, her spine shaking so hard it was almost breaking through her break and fleeing on its own. «Don’t fight back! Don’t be stupid, Imelda!!»

	

	The Queen licked Imelda’s cheek. The woman screamed, and cannons of pussy-cum erupted from between her legs. “Are you mentally challenged, you stupid fucking child?” She closed her fists. Imelda could hear the veins in her muscular fingers swelling. “Call. Me. Mother.”

	

	* VIEWER DISCRETION: here begins the super-kinky, gory part of my book. If you’re not into this kind of stuff, please skip to my next book. The rest of this book is going to be *suuuper gory* and *violent.* Remember: all sex here is consensual, including the most extreme forms of BDSM. This is to be expected from superpowered characters like these two women, but again I must stress: do not read anything below this warning if you’re *not* into this kink. Alright? Alright! Kisses, love, and see you on the next pages or my next book!*

	

	Imelda began to cry. Those were truly desperate, desolate tears, the ones she wept, and once she mustered the strength to speak, she did so in a heart-wrenching yelp: “moth-”

	

	*SLAP!!* The blow. *BOOM!!* The shockwave. The Queen admired the blood spraying in the air, a curtain of scarlet raining down slowly on the crater. The blood sizzled upon contact with the girl-semen. On Imelda’s face, one bloodshot eye and a nose running with blood.

	

	“I did not hear you.”

	

	“M-my q-queen…”

	

	*SLAP!! BOOM!!* The sky itself shook. Blood’s sprayed. A thick rain of red created denser fumes of steam from the ground. Just as Imelda began to recover… *SLAP!! BOOM!!* The cracks, they kept sprawling. The woman began to gaggle of her own blood. She swallowed it, for the alternative would be to spit out on the Queen’s face. A death sentence. No. Beyond that: a death-by-torture sentence.

	

	*SLAP!! BLAAAM!!!* Blow and shockwave. Imelda began to pant and cry desperately, not knowing what to do. “Mom…!”

	

	*SLAP!! BOOM!!* Both eyes were red with blood. A few droplets of blood made her tears company.

	

	“It’s mother, no mom, nor mommy.” The Queen puckered her lips, showing her apprentice how it was done: “mo-ther. Mo.” She puckered her lips more clearly. “Ther. Mo. Ther. Now…”

	

	*SLAP!!!* A mushroom cloud rose hundreds of feet into the air. Panting and gasping and suffocating were heard. Imelda’s body shook tremendously, growing the cracks and crater around her.

	

	“…your turn.” The Queen smiled, pulling Imelda’s head back and seeing her snort gallons of blood through her nose.

	

	She cried. Her cry was the most pitying, hear-bursting thing anyone could ever hear. She was a scared little child; a poor little girl who wandered into a dense, dark forest, and now begged the Big Bad Wolf to not eat her. “M-m-mot…”

	

	*SLAP!! BOOOM!!* A flash of light followed the blow. Two massive, shinny white marbles few in the air. *BLAM! BLAM!!* Upon falling on the crater, they were like too meteorites or cannon shots: massive holes they left upon contacts.

	

	Teeth. Two teeth slapped away from the woman’s jaw. “Imelda, if you stammer again, just once, I will stop being so kind to you.” Blood was pouring from the woman’s lip. Her face was beginning to grow a tumor-like purple bruise under her left eye.

	

	*SLAP!!* One second. Cries of pain. *SLAP!!!* Two seconds. A desperate panting and gasping interrupted by… *SLAP!! SLAP!! SLAP!!* Three more teeth flew off Imelda’s mouth. The Queen squeezed her servant’s cheeks with one hand, prying it open and see the blood squirt through her extracted teeth holes. “Are you gonna keep wasting my time, child?”

	

	“Mother.”

	

	*SLAP!!*… … … *SLAP!!*… … … Imelda began to… *SLAP!!* One second. Three seconds. Fiv- *SLAP!!*… *SLAP!! SLAP!! SLAP!! SLAP!!*

	

	Imelda’s body squirmed. Piss burst from her bladder. A massive pool of yellow formed around her body, enough gallons to fill a swimming pool. The Queen didn’t care for it: she just kept slapping. *SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!!* One slap for every second. An atomic clock wouldn’t be so precise. For every couple of slaps, one tooth flew away. *SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP…!!* The two superwomen sank… *SLAP!!*… and sank… *SLAP!!*… and sank… *SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!!*… deeper and deeper and deeper on the widening crater, with more parts of the castle collapsing as the woman proceeded to brutalize her pupil’s face.

	

	The hand stopped in the air. Imelda pissed herself so more.

	

	Puke. Puke of blood bursting from her every hole. The woman desperately tried to scream, but just as the first senseless syllable left her m- *SLAP!!*

	

	*SLAP!!*… *SLAP!! SLAP!! SLAP!! SLAP!! SLAP!! SLAP!!! SLAP…!!!*

	

	The Queen brutalized the woman for two minutes. Then, pulling her hair again… “aaarh!!”

	

	The Queen moved her face closer… and closer… and closer to her child, smelling the blood that boiled inside her mouth. “You honestly think… you fetid child!” She spat on her face. Imelda squirmed as the hot saliva slapped on her eyes like a giant fist punching her. “You think you’re worthy of calling yourself my child?” Imelda struggled to keep both eyes open: her right eye was completely red; her left eye, basically one gigantic bruise.

	

	The Queen lowered her palm. Her tone, this time, was attentive: “are you enjoying this?” Imelda shivered. “On a scale from zero to ten, how much are you enjoying it?”

	

	Imelda cried upon seeing the concerned face of her superior. A smiled was born in her swollen, torn-up lips. She gulped, and the blood filling her stomach was even more arousing than any semen. “M-minus one.”

	

	“Oh?” The Queen moved her head back, looking attentively at the woman’s lips. “That bad?” Showing her broken-toothed smile, Imelda nodded. “You want me to stop, then?”

	

	Imelda swallowed. Coldness shook her spine and urine burst from her pussy. “I c-command you to st-”

	

	*BOOOM!!* This time, the slap wasn’t even a slap anymore: it was much close to a bomb to the face. Imelda spat out five teeth at once, and the blood wasn’t as much “coughed” as it was “exploded” from her mouth and her nostrils. Wobbling and melting, her limbs were all but rubber now. The Queen raised her fist again.

	

	No words. No seduction. Just… *BOOM!!* A punch. Two more teeth came out. The fist was raised again. The grip on the hair, undone as the punch landed. *BOOOM!!!*

	

	Imelda’s face hit the ground. Her body squirmed, her arms flailing to latch onto the ground and pull the woman out of there. Behind her, chuckles. The Queen grabbed her hair again just as the woman was about to drag herself away. “Yes, daughter. Please, try to flee.” The Queen turned Imelda’s face back and punched her right between the air. The blood splattered all over her own face, neck, and breasts. With a swelling of her pussy, girl-semen exploded into the ground. The Queen grunted, an orgasm having risen so suddenly inside her she almost didn’t have time to quell it. “Resist. I authorize you to resist me.” But Imelda’s body had all but “unplugged” itself from her mind. Without even realizing, Imelda had given up on herself—or rather, her limbs and muscles had given up on the rest of her soul. «Hah, hah.» She laughed, seeing the fist cover up the sun and cast the darkest of shadows over her face. «Guess my nerves fled me.» She gulped, and the blood warmed her entrails. «Litera-»

	

	The punch turned everything into darkness for a few seconds. Once her sight returned to normal, the world was red, and the Queen was nothing but a formless shadow above her. «G-god!!» She had known the power of her majesty, but… «not like this!» Fear made the piss burn in her bladder again. «Not like t-»

	

	*BOOM!!* Her skull was sent back onto the ground, quickly grabbed again as it kicked back into the air, then… *BOOM!!* Another punch. The Queen started to feel an animalistic lust in her breast. “Fuck… yeah!!” Steam exploded through her nostrils. With her massive cunt ejaculating oceans of nectar, she grabbed her woman once again and pulled her out of the hole she had been drilled into. Rather carefully, the Queen laid Imelda on the ground, tits-up, and them… *BOOM!!* She sat on her hips brutally, her weight creating a new crater beneath Imelda’s ass.

	

	Lifting her fists to her face, the Queen turned to her right fist and kissed it, then to her left fist and kissed it too, and then… “I’m gonna have so much fun with you, Immy!”

	

	She threw a punch. And another. And another and another. And another and another and another, time and time and time and time again, drilling Imelda’s skull into the ground, seeing a jet of blood explode into the air every time she pulled one fist back and… *BOOM!!!* Threw yet another (and another and another…) punch.

	

	The moon rose high once the punches had multiplied to basically several dozens per second. The Queen had sufficiently warmed up. Now it was time to get real.

	

	

	* Approximately twenty-four hours later *

	

	

	The sun was rising once the massive pile of muscles flew across the forest, pulverizing every tree down to splinters before it brutally crashed into the back of the mountain. *BOOOM…!!* The earthquake and boom of that singular impact would have lasted for whole minutes if other blows hadn’t followed it almost immediately; just as the giant pile of meat crashed on the rock and instantaneously blew a whole crater into the face of the mountain, another pile of meat came to meet and draw a crater in her face—but, this time, it was a pile of muscles in the form of a fist.

	

	*BOOOM…!!!* The mushroom cloud of an atomic bomb rose to the stratosphere as the pile of ragged, bloodied meat was brutalized by that flying punch. All dust and debris were immediately blown away by the shockwaves of the following blows, which were far too many and far too strong to be counted.

	

	The pile of meet swirled in the air, kicked and thrown around by like a soccer ball after every joyful blow of the superhuman Queen. The Majesty, by the way, no longer teased her “victim” nor spoke in any way; she was just joyful, giggling and laughing like a child on Christmas as the body returned to her fists and her feet and she proceeded to pummel it in stronger and more varied ways.

	

	The punched multiplied on Imelda’s face. Blood showered the land. A powerful kick met her swollen stomach, and the woman puked blood, semen, and vomit as she was brutally thrown again to the face of the mountain.

	

	A third of the mountain collapsed upon the impact, marked by another Hiroshima-class type of mushroom cloud once more. The Queen calmly walked towards the ragged ball of flesh that was Imelda on the mountain, her smile clearing up the way as she pulled back her arm and readied another blow.

	

	The earth shook. The mountain cracked. The earth shook again. And again. And again… the space between quakes getting shorter, the cracks and craters on the mountains multiplying after every bombastic punch.

	

	Imelda’s body burst through the other side of the mountain, crashing on the ground like a meteor, leaving a trail of smoke and debris that rose many hundreds of feet high in the air. Another body, as quick as a lightning, barely a whisk of darkness in the air, flew towards the woman and brutalized her belly with an atomic-strong punch, raising a mushroom cloud as big as a Tsar Bomba explosion, leaving a crater ten miles wide once all was set and done.

	

	The Queen was sat on Imelda’s hips again, pummeling her face casually and admiring the fountain of blood she drew from her every orifice after every blow. Often times the woman stopped and… flexed her muscles!... kissing her biceps like that was nothing before pummeling the woman’s face especially fast and hard again, loving how her every limb of her squirmed and her pussy pissed gallons of urine after every single blow. At least once every minute, the Queen couldn’t contain her joy, laughing maniacally as the pleasure overtook her senses and another explosion of cum erupted like magma from her pussy, literally drowning her woman in pussy-nectar before new punches came back to splash on the cum over her face again and re-paint the ground with the blood that had been washed away a second prior.

	

	The woman stood up, grabbed Imelda by the hair, pulled her near-lifeless body in the air, the proceeded to massacre her face, her neck, her breasts, her ass, her legs with lightning-fast, atomic-bomb-strong bodies. A terrifying gush of wind was created, like a millions tornadoes blowing through every direction, and the sky was darkened and the crater was widened by the thousands upon thousands of blows that transformed that purple, swollen muscular body into a cocoon of blood and bruises. The majesty concluded her royal set of blows with a few stronger, less coordinated punches, throwing her woman up in the air, punching her in the stomach, grabbing her by the legs before she flew away, then punching her repeatedly back into the ground. *Blaam! Blaam! Blaam!!* The crater deepened, it widened, and mushroom clouds rose as the body kicked back from the shattered, pulverized stone in a sea of blood, meeting the Queen’s fist coming right down at her, the opposite forces adding to the explosions.

	

	Suddenly, then, the Queen stopped. Her muscles were roaring beyond anything these words can describe: cruises, rocket engines, mustangs in heat… blah! Nothing can accurately describe the sheer loudness of the power coursing in that woman’s beyond-superhuman organism. Even as her blows stopped, the tornado and explosions around her continued; the flares of energy around her body made her look like a burning star in the middle of the air, colossal pillars of heat rising and swirling across the land, covering entire estates in the country, sending the entire continent in a state of alarm as its denizens (more or less) knew what was going on: their Queen was fucking! Reeeally fucking!

	

	Roaring with power, the Queen looked down. Her body was the utmost expression of muscular greatness: thirty feet of height! Almost a million pounds of weight—a thousand fucking tons! The gigantic governess of femininity, the unholy and damned goddess of virility. “I am the expression of all that is holy in humanity.” She flexed; the ground collapsed into crater within craters, and a rain of fire descended upon the Earth as she breathed flames through her nostrils. “I am perfection. I am sex. I am… I-I am…!!”

	

	She closed her eyes and shook her face. Her muscles kept bulging, her body growing, swelling, and roaring, but the goddess grunted with clear dissatisfaction, knowing very well that “GODDAMN YOU, IMMY!!” She raised her leg; she aimed her enormous foot at Imelda’s swollen, battered belly; she stomped on her, and the explosion covered the entire valley in a dense-as-concrete cloud of debris. “FUCK YOU!!!” She clapped hard, and the shockwave from the blow expelled the debris away and cleared the skies. Above her, the first rays of the sun colored the skies, and the gorgeous reds and oranges of the morning reflected upon the bloody-stained dark skin of the superhuman titanic goddess. Below her, Imelda lied dead. Or almost. The Queen kept track of her friend’s health by the (barely audible) throbs of her heart.

	

	She lifted her leg again. Her thighs swelled with the myriad of veins which pumped truckloads of blood into her muscles. “Here’s a little gift for your children, whore!” She stomped the woman again, feeling her fertilized womb cruelly quashed under her blow.

	

	“Semen” exploded out of Imelda’s hard, bruised pussy; womb-semen brimming with rich, uncracked eggs. The Queen raised her foo again, but this time she realized… “DAMN IT!!” There was no blow she could give that wouldn’t result in her friend’s miscarriage; though Imelda was barely a month into pregnancy, her Queen’s blows could easily bring her eggs to annihilation. The Queen instead stomped on the ground besides her, and the mushroom cloud of destruction that arose into and above the stratosphere knocked even a few satellites out of their orbits.

	

	The woman roared, shouted, and massive solar flares erupted out of her. The land was scorched, every single tree or animal or drop of water splattered, squashed, burned to a crisp, or vaporized by the woman’s hellish mighty. Columns of fire burst from her mouth and nostrils, and her incandescent breath illuminated the valley, BLINDING OUT even the rising sun, and it rose many hundreds of feet into the air until it dissipated and the Queen sat down quickly, even clumsily on the ground. *BOOM!!!* At that stage, every movement of hers made an apocalyptic destruction. Hugging her enormous legs with her even more enormous, swollen, muscular, veiny-as-fuck arms, she puffed steam through her nostrils and sneered at her beat-up friend, cussing the fact that she couldn’t take any harder a beating. “You didn’t even try to defend yourself!” She spat at Imelda near-lifeless body. “You cunt!” Her spit sizzled and burst into flames upon contact with Imelda’s body. Breathing only very faintly, the woman’s swollen, purple breasts jiggled slightly in contact with the cold mountain winds.

	

	The Queen spent a whole hour just cooling off, and Imelda looked just as dead after it. The Queen stood up and assessed her destruction. “Look at you.” She spat at her friend’s face. “Pathetic!” Laying her hands on both sides of her crotch, right above her hips, she began to massage the area around her lower abs, grunting and rolling her eyes as she felt two mighty engines burning inside of her.

	

	Liquid sounds, like whole tanks of heavy goo being unloaded in a tight, constrained place, were hear from her pussy, and the woman calmly placed one hand under her labia while massaging her belly harder and faster with the other hand. With a louder grunt, the woman flexed, *BOOM!!,* and the ground predictably cracked as she squirted out a super heavy gel from her pussy into her palm. “Oooh, god, so good!* She looked at the crystalline, perfectly-transparent masterpiece of seminal fluid in her hand. That load alone could fill a small swimming pool. It drooled and “dripped” from her palm, but its “drips” instead formed long transparent columns of crystal on the sides of her hand, reaching down to the ground like rare stalactites of some dear and precious gem. “Come, love. Time for your recuperation.” The Queen had no qualms in walking over her friend’s enormous, beat-up face, then sitting on it as she ejaculated another massive load of juice in it. “Oooorh, good!! SO FUCKING GOOD!!” Inadvertently, she punched her friend right in the belly again, sitting down with her face towards her crotch while Imelda’s massive tits pretty much forced her to keep her own massive legs spread out very wide and open. “Good lord, ain’t those tits a national treasure!” She looked at the swollen, bruised, battered breats, then to the mountains surrounding her (now destroyed) palace, and giggled upon noting how amazingly similar they both were. “You are a natural wonder, my love. Now…” Cumming cum into her lover’s face, the woman spread out the jizz on both her hands, then laid those hands on her woman’s gargantuan boobies. “Let’s bring them back to health.”

	

	The contact with her friend’s ultra-hard body brought her to endless orgasms. The Queen was never afraid to admit her own pleasure—well, damn, how could she, being who she was? “Goddess of muscles, Queen of all Women.” Her hands smeared the gigantic tits with her holy liquid. “If there is one being in this universe who exerts supreme mastery upon all orgasms of any and all living creatures,” she cracked a smile, “this one being is me!”

	

	For two hours she covered and massaged her friend with her good. The number of sets of massive multiple orgasms she experienced literally outnumbered the starts in the universe. At that stage, when the woman literally outnumbered five hundred breeding bulls in size (and fifty thousand in weight), nothing around her could be properly quantified. All that we need to know, for brevity and simplicity (and sanity’s) sake, is that, when she was done, her friend was looking alive—albeit the bruises, well, nothing could be done about them so quickly. “Hey! Whore!” She snapped at her friend’s face, and the shockwaves from each snap literally drew blood from her nostrils. “Wake up! You whore! Come on! Giantesses like you don’t fall in coma. It’s scientific, don’t you know?” She playfully knocked on her friend’s forehead, cracking the ground below her and feeling her warm breath on the fingers. “Darn you! Don’t you tell you want mommy’s milk?”

	

	The gorgeous majesty was leaving no question up in the air, instead answering them for her friend and “manhandling” them until she was sitting on her lap like a baby—a 24-feet-tall, 350,000-pound erotic-as-hell muscle goddess baby! “You beautiful cunt!” The Queen kissed her, and the woman’s throat swelled as her tongue penetrated her down to the stomach. “Fuck, fuck!!” The Queen took some hasty breaths after the deep kiss. “You whore! Take me milk now and stop wasting my time!”

	

	Three more hours passed with the Queen feeding her friend her gallons of milk. Every gulp echoed in the land and reverberated in the skies as Imelda, though unconscious, suckled and gulped and drank every ocean of steaming, boiling milk her “momma” had to offer.

	

	Grunting and moaning, the Queen delighted herself on the unique pleasure of feeling her own breasts emptied out of milk for once. She could feed all of humanity with those massive gazongas if she wanted to—and, in fact, that’s what she was about to do again… soon enough! “I know you’re listening, so pay attention, whore.” She smiled while kissing all the bruises in Imelda’s face back to health. “One week from now, once you’re recovered, we’ll be pumping milk again, okay, while our stallions fecundate us and pump our bellies full of babies. Then… my love…” She licked her friend, her saliva building a goddamned lake over her face. “We’ll get revenge.” Bringing her lips near Imelda’s ears, the majesty whispered: “we found him. The rapist. We have him in our possession now.”

	

	*BOOOM!!!* In a flash of power giving rise to another daunting mushroom of destruction, Imelda sprang back to life: “MOTHER!!” Her brain was still partially fried for the woman to recover her senses and her sanity fully: “MOTHER, MOTHER, MOTHER!!” Milk was snorted from her nostrils. She puked it. White splashes all around her. Nasty stuff. “MOTHER!!! MOTHER!!!”

	

	“Shh, shh, shh, baby girl.” The Queen kissed her loyal servant time and time again on her forehead. “It’s over. Momma played well enough with your body.” Her hand massaged one of the particularly more gruesome bruises on Imelda’s muscles. “How’s your sleep being?”

	

	The two goddesses looked at one another. There were no words of catch-up, no silly questions or protestations, really, for they knew one another well enough to behave in such cliched manner. “We found him? The Breaker of a Thousand Women?”

	

	The Queen nodded. “The *Rapist* of a Thousand Women.”

	

	“WHERE IS HE??” Imelda’s muscles burst in fire, flames erupting from her pores. “WHERE IS THE BAST-?!” Her body reflexively froze, though, once the Queen gave her… *that look!...* and raised on hand to her child just as precaution.

	

	“Don’t worry, baby. He’s unconscious, locked up, and secured in the Balalastra Fortress. No one but me can break that demon free from the planetary constraints of our perfect prison. He’s secured, and he’s meat is being prepared…” Her eyes glistened, “for our glorious feast!” Her left hand massaged Imelda’s muscles while her right arm supported her torso right under her tits, the two overwhelming breasts barely having space to breath when pushed against the equally-gigantic boobs of her friend, both pairs of glorious feminine carnality oozing milk like lazy volcanoes vomiting rivers of white lava, their combined broth painting Imelda’s muscles white—the magical properties of that elixir accelerating the woman’s healing to about a thousand-and-one times its normal rate!

	

	Imelda took some time to process the news as she looked upon the skies and felt her eyes still so swollen and beat-up. With loud sounds of deflation, like giant mining cart tires losing their air, the combined muscles of both supergoddesses began to shrink. They both smiled upon seeing the whole world around them become much, much bigger—their house- or mansion-sized bodies now returning (albeit very slowly) to the measurements of… well, actual human bodies. Gigantic? Yes. Superhuman? Definitely. But still… actual humans.

	

	“Bet I stop at around nine-feet-tall.”

	

	Imelda scoffed. “Whore! You ain’t passing eight and a half.”

	

	The Queen made Imelda’s head jump by flexing her biceps underneath it and crushing her face under her gigantic breast. Imelda laughed and snorted yet more milk as the majesty herself couldn’t help it and joined the friend in her laugher: “oh, you! Did you forget the epic beating you just took?” She kissed Imelda’s forehead, then each of her eyes before giving a final kiss on her nose. “Maybe you lost your memory after I ground your face against the mountains.” She pointed casually over her shoulders, showing the once-mighty mountain range now reduced to only a few spikes of rock surrounded by dust.

	

	Imelda cooed upon seeing this. Her pussy loudly expelled a river of lubes that bubbled and boiled on her thighs. Both women kissed each other, and the roar of their tits colliding added swoleness and arousal to both their genitals. “You’re so strong.” Imelda cooed.

	

	“I know.” The Queen kissed her. “I don’t like that you didn’t even try to fight me, however.” With an unfurling of her tongue, the Queen blocked any answer from her friend by sucking out the air from her lungs—the woman was just so amazed!—and then she proceeded to…

	

	“Oh! Oh, mm!!” Imelda closed her eyes and simply enjoyed that worship. Her teacher was giving her a bath with her tongue, like an animal. Every loud lick and slurp oozed with oceans of saliva in her face, and Imelda squirted geysers of nectar through her pussy while spreading out her legs and letting out a dense white steam. “So good, mommy!!” The Queen grabbed and massaged her monstrously large breasts while pumping milk and licking her wildly. In between licks, the conversation carried on:

	

	“We captured him. I just wanna let you know… that we’re gonna make an example of that bastard.”

	

	Imelda’s shivering decreased just a bit, with graveness and deadliness burning in her mind. “I didn’t…”

	

	“Mm?” The Queen stopped, but then went back quickly into licking her friend, bathing her like a momma tigress and her cubs.

	

	“I didn’t fight back… ‘cause there was no reason to.” Imelda raised her hands and wrapped their fingers around a single of the Queen’s biceps. It’s hardness was beyond indescribable. Upon touching it and giving it a little squeeze, Imelda orgasmed—the type of harsh, hyper-aggressive orgasms that froze her face in an expression of fear and had her body shivering, bustling, shaking like an old washing machine working at full speed.

	

	The Queen gave her biceps a gentle flex, and the juices exploded out of Imelda’s vagina as she cooed and lost her breath. “GOD, GOD, GOD!! YOU’RE GOD!! YOU’RE GOD!!”

	

	The Queen laughed and licked her face again and again and again, fast and tiny licks to shut her up. “Alright, baby girl. You’re forgiven for your transgressions, if that’s what you’re worrying about.”

	

	“No, I mean…” She buried her enormous, bruised face on the Queen’s tits and felt the milk swirl and pump inside of them. “Oh, my god!! Your lactation is so godly!”

	

	“Mm, mm. I’m pregnant with a major litter. My breasts have been working overtime to feed humanity.” The Queen looked to her nipples, seeing the ever-constant leakage of thick, boiling milk. “This is what I wanted to talk to you too: the lactation. Pumping, my darling.” She licked and kissed her friend. “We needa fill up the tanks all over again.”

	

	“Oooh!!” Imelda sort of cooed and came as her body stiffened like a plank, then shook tremendously while her pussy ejaculated gallons and gallons and gallons and… “How long this time around?”

	

	“We’re both at out primes. We keep setting records.” The Queen looked up and pondered for a while, seeing the skies grow farther apart as she and Imelda now shrank much faster. “You’re still not in your prime. I’m at mine, and I’ll remain so for many decades.” She looked to her shoulders, where her muscles flexed and hardened on their own, down form the shoulders to her arms, throbbing and swelling with vitality, the insane vascularity of her goddess physique displayed the thick, swollen veins of a super mommy in her prime. “I’ll only begin to decay during my eighties. Our peaks, sweet child, as less ‘peaks’ and more like… plateaus. We rise quickly during out teens, peak during our twenties, and then in said peak we remain until the triple-digits near our ages.” She smiled. Her supermodel angelic face was made only more erotic by that smile of a thousand suns. “I’ll be dead only by 150, 160. You…” She purred. “You might even surprise me.”

	

	Imelda didn’t respond or ask about what she meant. She was enjoying the bath too damn much to care. “Will I ever be stronger than you?”

	

	This time, it was the Queen who remained in silence. The bath just continued. The Queen moved her friend over her lap and lifted up her arm so she could lick and suck her armpits. Turning Imelda a little to the sideways, she descended upon the goddess’s hypermuscular side and back, eating her, sucking her flesh and making it “pop” so loudly, god!, lakes and oceans of steamy saliva burning across her every inch, building a “pool” as large as hundreds of swimming pools around the couple. The Queen teased her friend, more often than not, with hard bites that saw her canines pierce her iron skin and draw a little bit more blood from her beat-up body. “You didn’t pull any punches while I was beating you, did ya?”

	

	Imelda laughed whilst rolling her eyes. “Damn, you’re really insecure about that, aren ya?”

	

	“No. Just a little peeved.” The Queen stopped her licks for a while just so she could look terrifyingly dead serious at her friend. “You know I hate when people play soft with me.”

	

	“I wasn’t playing soft. I pissed a horse of urine out of fear… of your mere slaps! When you… oooh!!” The steam and the cum exploding unendingly from her pussy was ultimate proof of the woman’s sincerity: “fuck, the way you grabbed me… with your single hand…” She gulped and stammered at every sentence. “FUCK!!” Her breasts ejaculated milk. “I sort of died when you suffocated me. Like, literally, I couldn’t feel my damn muscles!”

	

	“Mm.”

	

	Imelda was shivering as she looked back at her Queen’s gorgeous green eyes. “My beloved, I… I can’t even raise a fist against your godly face again. I’m the strongest I’ve ever been, when this time around I… I… can’t even face you!!” She looked away, peeved, like a teenager hating to admit to her parents that they were right and she was wrong. “Remember the first time we battled? I mean, not our first sex, but our first… like… real torture? When you destroyed that entire canyon with my b-?”

	

	“Child, oh, sweet child,” she gave her beloved one long, gooey lick. “How could I ever forget it?”

	

	“You beat me up for days. How much of your strength did you use back then?”

	

	Rumbling chuckles erupted darkly from the woman’s gigantic breast. “Four percent.”

	

	“Four per… fuck. And how much did you use now?”

	

	The Queen rolled her eyes. “Oh, you can’t even compare that to this. You know,” she pointed again to the mountains, “I just beat yo ass up for twenty-four hours, darling. ‘Twas barely a warm-up.”

	

	“Tell me, love… how much?”

	

	The majesty rolled her eyes once more. “Fine. Half percent. I beat you into an absolute ragdoll of blood and cum… with little under half percent of my full power.”

	

	Imelda squirted. An entire Jacuzzi of hot semen exploded from her cunt. “M-my god…!!”

	

	“We’re both so, so much stronger now.” The majesty went back to tongue-bathing her beloved child. “Don’t fret about this, love. A mere, insignificant fraction of what I just did to you now, if I had used it to you back them, shit… you’ll end up in a thousand pieces in less than a nanosecond.”

	

	“B-but still…!!”

	

	“Nah, nah, nah.” The Queen sort of “punched” and licked her face with her tongue—a lick-punch, if you will. “Open your mouth.”

	

	“Oh, no.” Imelda chuckled. “Not this again. AAAH!!!”

	

	The Queen grabbed a handful of the woman’s massive, titanic tit and squeezed it, and a pillar of milk erupted many dozens of feet into the air, burning under the sun like a fountain of white magma. The milk rained back into the queens, exploding into steam upon contact with their godly, superhuman bodies. “I said…”

	

	“Okay, okay!” Imelda opened wide. “Spit in me, mommy!”

	

	The Queen did it: spit after spit after spit filled up that mouth like a pool. Imelda had to gulp at a frenzied pace to prevent all that spit from overflowing, but even then, of course, the goddamned saliva covered her face, but she could see everything as she kept her eyes wide open under all the liquid. «It’s sweeter and thicker than ever!» Proudly, she struck herself with orgasm after orgasm by just hearing her own powerful gulps, and once the saliva weighted so heavily on her stomach, damn, the woman’s cunt became a firehose at max pressure. «Jesus!! Oh, god… sweet Jesus!!»

	

	The Queen shut her own mouth and filled it with saliva until the nasty thing was oozing through her nostrils. She shook the spit in between her bloated cheeks before gargling it loudly with her head raised and then… *SPIT!!* The thing splashed so messily on Imelda, with a force great enough to crack the floor further under the Queen’s thighs thanks to the force of the impact. “Fuck you, you goddamned cunt! Eat my fucking spit, you whore!” *SPIT! SPIT!* “You cunt!!”

	

	“Ooh… mm… aaah!!!” Spit and came sang together a symphony of two lovers sharing each other’s liquids. The Queen’s fingers darted between her titaness’s legs and pried them open like an absolute nothing. They penetrated her pussy and drilled from it orgasms after orgasms after orgasms. The entire crater had been filled with pussy juices long before the Queen decided to spit on her friend, and now the juices were rising until half the woman’s monstrous thights were submerged in gunk.

	

	“Thank goodness for all these cracks. The junk is flowing through them pretty nicely, don’t you think?”

	

	Imelda nodded and gargled: “gar-aah-aarh…!!” Spit came out from nostrils, mouth, eyes, every-fucking-where!

	

	“One final load, baby girl.” The Queen shook the spit between her bloated cheeks again, then raised her head to gargle loudly and dramatically. “Hear… goorh!... I… goor-oorh!... go!”

	

	She spat. *SPLAASH!!* “Ooow!!” Imelda cooed and laughed, feeling the spit hit not her mouth, but the middle of her eyes. “You c… ooh!” She began to cough and gag and puke saliva from her every facial hole. “Goddamn it, you disgusting cunt! AAAH…!!” Imelda raised her head and felt her eyes almost popping. The Queen had lassoed her waist with a single arm and now was… flexing it! Her muscles! Flexing every goddamned rigid hyper-veiny uber-muscular fiber in her arm so as to squeeze out the life from her friend. Like paste coming out of a toothpaste bottle, the orgasms erupted messier and hotter and faster and fatter from Imelda’s overgrown vagina. The majesty laughed upon contemplating her friend’s bloated, red-as-tomato face.

	

	“You cheap cow. Did you already forget I can split ya like nothing?”

	

	She released the pressure. Imelda could finally pant and breathe and answer in a haste: “n-no!! Never!” Still… “cunt.”

	

	The Queen giggled. “Whore.”

	

	“Cow.”

	

	“Pig.”

	

	“You degenerate abortion. You half-baked pussy girl.”

	

	The Queen slapped her friend’s face. *BOOM!* Blood exploding from her nostrils. “You meek street whore. Dirty crackhead.”

	

	Imelda closed her fists and felt her own knuckles crack. Then… *SLAP!! BLAAAM!!* She slapped the Queen so hard that a shockwave exploded from her face and into the skies. The Queen’s head was pushed and turned away by the forced of the blow, leaving her with a few seconds of realization until she opened her eyes, smiled, and only slowly looked back at her friend—who was waiting for her, smiling like a child who’d just misbehaved and was now eagerly waiting for the infuriated response of her parents, giving them that shit-eating grim that clearly said “yeah! I did it! What are ya gonna do about it, huh?”

	

	After a few seconds of dead silence… “vermin.”

	

	The Queen slapped her. *BLAAM!* “Cunt.”

	

	“Whore!” And Imelda slapped her back in response. *BLAAM!!*

	

	“Filthy pig!” *SLAP!!* The ground caved under them.

	

	“Disgusting cum dump!” *SLAP!*

	

	“Worthless bag of semen!”

	

	And so it went for three minutes: insult, *SLAP!*, insult, *SLAP…!!* The sequence of blows was ended abruptly by both girls laughing their asses off, then concluded in great style by them both gazing upon each other’s eyes, embracing each other’s cheeks lovingly, then kissing for a long 10-minute session of mouth-fucking and throat-banging, each other’s tongues banging their throats like horses fecundating a very tight hole. Once satisfied, Imelda accepted the Queen’s tongue-bath once more.

	

	Both goddesses returned to the statues quo while feeling their bodies finally settle down on their typical sizes: Imelda, oh!, she was a pigmy of six feet and eight inches of height, whereas the majesty… “ah-ha!” Imelda showed her the tongue. “Told ya! Barely nine feet!”

	

	“Oh, shut up, you!” The Queen rolled her eyes and giggled. “Eight feet and seven inches is far from ‘barely nine feet.’”

	

	“You’re tiny. OOH…!!” Imelda puked gallons of saliva as the Queen sunk her fist on the woman’s belly. *BOOM!!* The punch was strong enough to make the poor girl puke and piss at the same time.

	

	“Are ya gonna keep provoking mommy, heh?” She gave her friend two mighty slaps, just for good measure. “Gonna keep playing dumb with someone who can kill you and split ya in half with just a flicker of a thoughts?”

	

	Imelda puked and sneezed some more blood before finally answered amidst many laughs: “nah-nah. Never!” Then… *SPIT!* Oh, that goddamned whore! She literally filled her mouth with blood and spat it her Queen’s face. The woman was both shocked and amazed by her filly’s boldness; it was like the woman was begging for a gruesome death.

	

	“Did you just… I mean…!” The Queen was still barely believing herself as she whipped the blood off her own face. “Did you really just do this?” Imelda simply nodded, her shit-eating grim more shit-eating than ever. “You goddamned…”

	

	“I’m sorry, mommy. I ain’t leaving your offenses unanswered, though.” The Queen raised one eyebrow. “Yeah, that’s what you heard: you’re never, ever having the upper hand on me ever again.”

	

	“Oh, I’m not? Even knowing that I can kill you?” She suffocated Imelda with one hand, and the woman’s head grew swollen and red once more. “Even knowing that I can pop your skull just like…”

	

	“Ah, boo!” Imelda slapped the woman’s hand away and spat a massive load of saliva in her face. Then, just for good measure, she spat out once more. “Fuck you. You know I’m not afraid of death.”

	

	The Queen didn’t know whether to laugh or to… roar!... and kill! “I’ll kill you painfully. I’ll break your body in ways that you…”

	

	“Oh, my god, shut the fuck UP!!” Imelda spat on her once more. “You whore! I know you can break me, and I love it! I cum harder the more pain you cause! I eagerly wait for your next beating just so I can hit new levels of orgasm, you fucking powerless slut! And, by the way, I give you one more: I ain’t ever obeying a single of your orders ever again.”

	

	“Oh, you’re not.”

	

	“No. I’m done pretending to be your servant.” Imelda sucked up air, gathering loudly a huge load of spit in her mouth. The Queen looked at her, and she looked at the Queen.

	

	“Don’t you d-”

	

	*SPIT!!* The huge load splashed on the royal’s face. Rainbows shone all around them as the child-sized load splashed and spread out widely, like a crystalline umbrella. Imelda didn’t have a fun, light expression once the Queen opened her eyes and looked down to her, also with a grave, deadly expression.

	

	Time slowed down around the two. Silence fell. The morning became night, and the darkness seemed to prelude a much bloodier scene than anything that came before.

	

	“Do it. Whore.” Imelda spoke, her tone dead serious. “Kill me, if you will. You know no woman can ever…”

	

	“Immy, stop.” She raised her hand to her face and whipped the spit out of it. Revealing her face again as she shook the spit off her fingers… she was smiling. “Fine. Wanna rule by my side?”

	

	Imelda’s body had hardened and covered itself with more swollen veins once she first heard the Queen. Despite being afraid not of pain nor of death, she couldn’t deny that the majesty’s infernal power could challenge even a might as strong as hers. She gulped. Her body soon began to warm up with hope. “My Queen… are you serious?”

	

	The woman rolled her eyes and giggled. “I guess you earned the right to call me by my name.” The majesty looked at her subject, whose heart was throbbing so loudly small shockwave burst from her tit. “Gracyanne.”

	

	Time stopped completely—both an eternity and just a few seconds until Imelda’s senses returned to normal. “So that’s your name!”

	

	Queen Gracyanne nodded. “Gracyanne Amarantos Baltista, daughter of Javier Amarantos B-”

	

	“I don’t care.” Hearts were throbbing on Imelda’s eyes. With the strength of the gods, she lifted herself up to her mommy’s face and pulled her lips to her mouth, sealing the Queen into one long, heart-stopping kiss. “I love you, Gracy.”

	

	“And I… I love you… Queen Imelda.” The Queen kissed her pupil back, many and many kisses healing her now-not-so-battered-nor-bruised face. “Bitch.”

	

	“Whore.”

	

	They both licked each other’s faces.

	

	“Cunt.”

	

	“Dog.”

	

	More licks. Slurps and splashes of saliva everywhere.

	

	“Weak.”

	

	“Pathetic.”

	

	More and more licks. A few giggles before they looked at each other and sort of sucked the dripping saliva out of one another’s faces.

	

	“Ugly.”

	

	“Reject.”

	

	“You badly-aborted fetus.”

	

	“You inbred mongrel.”

	

	Licks and more licks and yet more licks. The two whores cussed each other for five minutes until…

	

	“Okay, stop.” Imelda rolled her eyes. “You’re kinda hurting now.” Her body—her fantastic muscles!—was warmed up by the Queen’s CONTRICTING kisses.

	

	“I’m sorry, my baby.”

	

	“Mother…”

	

	Their eyes both shone. “Wanna call me mommy, huh?”

	

	Imelda buried her face on her breasts, kissing them and sucking their endless surface as she made them jiggle with her nods. “You’re a mom to me. And a lover. Is that sick?”

	

	“Honey, look at us?” Her muscles rumbled, power emanating from them so effortlessly. “Even if it were sick, who in this universe would have any power to punish us?” She pulled her face and kissed her, and the milk splurged into her own breasts, creating a small bathtub over their combined bosoms. “Daughter.”

	

	“Mom. Mom!” They kissed and fingered each other. Their combined moans were barely audible, despite their superhuman strength, thanks to the much more explosive burst of juices from their pussies. Imelda descended upon her “mother’s” tits with intense fury, often crushing them like she wanted to rip them out, often massaging them like the most careful of kittens kneading their mommy’s tits, the plentiful milk gushing in such outrageous loads that soon her entire body—her! Entire! Body!—was drowned in white. She sucked and suckled and drank the milk, making her belly swell until she looked pregnant once more.

	

	The Queen massaged her baby with the aid of all that liquid. A particularly arousing touch for Imelda was the penetration of her anus with all the Queen’s fingers, causing jolts of pain that were soon followed by an unreasonably larger inundation of multiple orgasms—the explosions causing her to blank out, sometimes for many seconds in a roll.

	

	As the Queen withdrew her fingers from Imelda’s asshole, she shamelessly sniffed them, pristine-white milk dripping from her hands. “It’s amazing how you’re always clean. Don’t you ever shit, you whore?”

	

	Imelda took her sweet time descending from those orgasms, of course. “Of course I do. Right after the stuff leaves my hole, my guts are all cleaned up like magic.” She raised an arm and flexed it. The Queen took a deep breath and panted upon witnessing the darker-skinned goddess’s biceps swell to beastly proportions, covered with so many veins it looked like Masculinity incarnated in a single muscle group of that single, lonely limb. Imelda herself ejaculated with her own power, fighting to keep her breath under control as the muscle rumbled and roared on her arm. “Thanks, mommy, for all the power you bestowed me.”

	

	Gracyanne pulled her head, sucked the milk of out her face, then kissed her. Kissed her. She kissed her. They kissed. Slurps and gulps. Swirls and bumps. Tongues penetrating holes. Throats inflating under the intensity of the kisses, kisses, and yet more kisses. *POP!!* Every time they broke a kiss, *CRASH!!,* a pop boomed and the ground collapsed further underneath them. “I gave you no powers, you disgusting bitch.” She punched the woman in the boob, causing her to wither in blissful pain. “Whore! Those damned powers were always inside you, filthy cunt!”

	

	Imelda laughed. “You travesty of a woman. Look at you! So massive and muscular, oh!” She scoffed and spat on the ground. “You call yourself a woman when you’re nothing but a degenerated monster!”

	

	*SPIT!!* This time, the Queen was the one to spit on her beloved’s face. “Stupid, retarded cow. I might as well kill you right here and now and end your whole pitiful, worthless, sorrow existence.”

	

	*SPAT!!* The spit was returned. This time, in double: *SPIT! SPIT!!* Imelda spat again on her majesty when the first spit was barely done being splattered on her face. The Queen shook her head and spit back at her child, and then the two beasts kept spitting on each other for a minute until Imelda returned the cussing: “I might as well reveal to you whore my real power, beat you up to a pulp, take your crown just for me, and rule over humanity as its only superhuman goddess!”

	

	The Queen laughed. There was something honestly painful in her tone of voice when she retorted: “sad whore. You can even bend dick right!” She winked. “Remember what Our Lord Xtronda did to you the last time.” Imelda stopped spitting, smiling, and, well, moving altogether. “That’s right. The bull ruined you good, didn’t he?”

	

	With her heart throbbing and sweat forming on her forehead, she ventured drunkenly into the abyss, consequences be damned and fucked anally down to hell! “I want a redo.” Her eyes shone as the Queen looked so proud at her. “It’s been two years. I will fucking destroy him now!”

	

	Gracyanne merely nodded, already expecting something of the sort. “I kinda wanted to talk to you about this. Leon doesn’t have a lot of time left in this Earth.” She giggled upon sensing the startlement of her child. “Oh, no, child, no. No that!” She laughed. “I mean, he doesn’t have much longer in his prime. Our ‘Mr. X.’ will continue to be very virile and powerful and all that, but I sense he’s approaching the fall from his plateau.”

	

	Imelda looked only slightly confused. “How old is he again?”

	

	Gracyanne chuckled. “Thirty-two. He peaked at eighteen—awfully early, I know—and now he is about to descent. I’ve been sensing that in his sperm. They smell just a little less… heavenly… now.”

	

	Imelda could heart the woman’s womb churning with desire inside her body. What a man, Xtronda was, to cause such primal, animalistic reaction even in that superhuman female from hell! “So men are that much weaker than us, huh? If they can’t keep their peak for even two decades.”

	

	“Of course they are. We two are the strongest creatures on Earth—well, almost the strongest. You still have to prove yourself over Xtronda.”

	

	Imelda squirmed uncomfortably on her “mother’s” arms. “Mmph. I won’t disappoint you… or myself, mother.”

	

	“I know you won’t. You kinda only have this year to do it, though, for next year Xtronda’s sperms won’t be so prime anymore. He will remain firmly my top lay for many years to come, but his beyond-unbelievable demigod powers will never be so high, never so, oh!, orgasm-inducing insanely strong!” She licked her lips and made them pop time and time again, loud as hell. “I can arrange everything, dear child. Do you prefer to fuck him before of after the Milking?”

	

	“After, mom, way, way after.”

	

	“Heh, heh, I love the way you call me ‘mom!’”

	

	“Thank you, mom. Mommy.” She teased and played with Gracyanne’s lips, hovering hers so close to them, like a kiss ready to happen. “Mother. I love you, mother.”

	

	“Mm, mm.” They kissed. The Queen placed Imelda on her tits and fed her nectar as they spoke. “Fine. Now drink your fertile mommy. Oh, fuck, my breasts are killing me!” She looked to her other gazonga, which was not leaking, but outright gushing fat, thick, boiling milk on her lover’s body. “Jesus, I’m overflowing! Gotta jump straight to the milkers after this one.”

	

	“Hey, whore, don’t you fucking dare start with me.”

	

	“Never, my beautiful child,” she licked Imelda many, many times, just for good measure, “but your recovery better be fast, ‘cause those milk balloons of mine are almost…”

	

	“I know, I know. I can see that right here.” Imelda pulled her face back and beheld the massive orb of life-sustaining nectar, which was burst like a volcanic eruption on her face, building a massive circular cake of milky froth all around it. “Damn, hell, that’s some fucking-ass tasty hot-damn milk you got there.”

	

	“Your tits too look primed as fuck.” Gracyanne fondled and squeezed Immy’s tits with her hand, feeling the turgid texture of those orbs against the swirling mass of ultra-dense, mightily-packed cream inside them. “Damn, girl! Your milk looked almost as gorgeous, thick, and fertile as mine!” A massive pile of tit-nectar was sprayed on her hand. The Queen lifted her paw all the way up to her eyes to admire the astounding, outrageous consistency of that juice before… *SPLUR!* Sucking it up and eating like the frosty COVER of a cake. The loud, splashy ejaculations that Imelda heard from her majesty’s pussy were proof enough of her milk’s quality. As a woman, a mother, a breeder, Imelda couldn’t conceive any greater honor than that.

	

	“What do we do, mother, about the goddamned criminal?”

	

	The Queen ate the tit-nectar a little more slowly, parsing out the info as her own tits continued to be sucked so ferociously. “We will torture him to death. Death by emasculation.” She looked deviously to her apprentice. “We will rip and eat out his testicles. It shall be done on the Coliseum.”

	

	“Oh, mother!” The milk gushed loudly, strongly, powerfully into the woman’s throat. “You’re always such in tune with me!”

	

	“Do you want to have the honor? As the new Queen?” The majesty licked up her woman’s cheeks and spat a bit of her own milk back to her as a tease and a show of love. “The execution can double as your coronation, if you want it.”

	

	“Bah, damn the crown! I just want to eat that man’s balls and have him watch it. Every! Single! Gulp! I want him to see his testicles go down my throat and spread their filthy semen in my stomach! I want to consume his evil masculinity until it is no more—his semen and his genitals purified by my heavenly body!”

	

	Mighty Gracyanne chuckled, giving her “daughter” tiny, cute kisses on the forehead. “Nicely said. Worry not, kid.” Her eyes burned hellishly. “Our revenge will be swift—unlike his pain!”

	

	Imelda hated herself for that, but “darn!” She shook her head and literally beat it against her “mother’s” breast. “Fuck me, god, what a thing to be thinking about!”

	

	“What is it, child?”

	

	“Mommy, is it wrong to think… well… about the body of this rapist?”

	

	Gracyanne pondered briefly about the vague question. “What would you be talking about?”

	

	“I’m wondering whether he’s hot. Whether he’s…” She gulped. “Attractive. He raped and killed five hundred of the world’s biggest, baddest warriors, hasn’t he? Many of them were from our own guard, and we both know the outstanding women we had on our employ.” The lady sunk her head between her “momma’s” tits, feeling her gigantic heartbeats reverbing along the monstrous mass of those divine milk machines. “I keep thinking on how big he is. How… mm!...” She bit one tit. “Hot he might be.”

	

	“Well, are you thinking about fucking him or anything?”

	

	Imelda took her head out of her tits, frankly disgusted. “No!” Then she spat at her “mommy’s” face. “No, you fucking cunt, never!”

	

	“Wow, wow, calm down, kitten.” Gracyanne shook her head. “Well, baby girl, it’s nice. At least you ain’t harboring nasty desires for a piece of shit scum of the Earth as this rapist.”

	

	“I never once would… well, you get the point.” She turned away, literally sitting like a baby on her “mommy’s” lap, behaving like an aggravated teenager. “Still, I keep thinking… wouldn’t it be… erotic, like… if the dude was hot?” She puckered her lips, then slowly licked them, letting her hot, burning saliva drip slowly, in long, unbroken threads, down to her massive, overblown thighs. “I always wanted… you know… to beat the shit out of a beautiful man… but without having any restraints about killing him.” Her legs moved on their own: they spread out, and powerful, dense steam erupted from her swollen and throbbing genital. “Smash his skull with my bare fists. Make him suffer—truly suffer!—and see the light leave his fucking eyes as I drain it with my bare, naked body—I, the angel of death, architect of this man’s demise!”

	

	“Jesus, woman, even I never stooped this low.”

	

	“Come on, mommy, tell me that you never had this desire! We both feasted upon many males’ genitals as punishment for their unforgiving crimes. Never once did you desire, well, to find a truly gigantic male, just like Xtronda, but then having to beat the shit out of him for justice, not arousal, and then see his body crumble into a pile of meat and bones, every inch of his life beaten brutally by the carriers of justice that are your fists and feet?”

	

	“You’ve been thinking too hard into this, haven’t you, judging by how fancily and loftily you speak, you goddamned snake?”

	

	“I’ve been… aroused. Enticed, you could say, about this devil since I heard of his…” She gulped. “I don’t have the courage to repeat what he did. It’s too strong and unsignifying, even when discussing it on purely legal, criminal terms.”

	

	“I know. You need not say it.” Pushing her woman’s hair back, Gracyanne have the side of her forehead a kiss. “He raped over five hundred women. Raped them. Tortured them. Murdered them. He is no man, but a devil—and his punishment will far exceed any other punishment that came before him.” With her salami-sized fingers, she delicately touched her woman’s chin, then pulled her face slowly towards her. “Listen up, kiddo: go fucking crazy. Are you talking about cumming and orgasming like a wild stallion as you murder him?” She kissed her. Their tongues dances for a whole damn minute. “Go. Fucking. Wild! Cum in his face while you rip his dick out. Tear him limb by limb and use one of his ripped hands to finger yourself until you’re gushing cum into his bloodied holes. Those who don’t have stomach for this, well, they just need not to watch. Everything else is fair game as long as you’re not rewarding him in any manner.”

	

	“But… my pleasure…”

	

	Everything seemed so clear and perfectly as the Queen kissed her forehead time and time again. “My baby girl, you’re a woman taking revenge on a fucking monster who raped and murdered our ladies. To feel pleasure—even sexual arousal—on killing the bastard is not only forgiven, but outright expected! Cum at your heart’s content, baby, as you kill him. I expect nothing but the wildest orgasms out of you.”

	

	Still, something heavy hanged on Imelda’s shoulders. “Did you see him, though?” The Queen nodded. “How is he? Is he big?”

	

	The Queen nodded again, this time with clear sadness. “He’s gigantic. One of the biggest men even I’ve seen.”

	

	“Top twenty?”

	

	The Queen lowered her gaze as she shook her head. “Top fucking five.”

	

	As much as she hated to admit it, Imelda’s pussy swelled and puked buckets of cum. “Are you fucking serious?”

	

	“I wish I wasn’t. And he is strikingly beautiful. On face alone, he’s easily one of the top 10 men in the world. He’s body is easily sixth or fifth place. In any other circumstance, shouldn’t his soul been the devil’s piss itself, he would probably be one of the prized studs of our h-”

	

	“No!” *SLAP!!* Imelda didn’t think twice before slapping her majesty. “Don’t you fucking say it! Don’t even think about it!”

	

	The glorious majesty took Imelda’s hand and kissed it. “Fair enough. He is beautiful, though. Hot as all of Hell’s magma, and strong and powerful to boot.” She said this with no desire, but only disgust and even repentance in her voice. “Did you know it took me personally to take him down? That’s why I ‘disappeared’ last month.” She shook her head very slowly, trying to not remember too much of the tragedy. “He had dismembered fifty-eight of our best soldiers before I got there. The entire division of 740 women was wrecked by that single stallion, and it was only by my mighty hand that the beast was brought to the ground—his body naked and bloodied, taking the corpses of our fallen and…”

	

	“JESUS, NO!” Again, another slap. “I told you to not…!!”

	

	“I know, I know.” The Queen took her friend’s hand, “closed” its fingers into a fist, then playfully hit herself under the chin with it. “It’s just that you can’t imagine the absolute horror of what I’ve seen that day. You know, when thinking about this monster, I’d even thought that, well, I might get ‘some’ kick out of his body, you know… some arousal, just like you were getting.” She shook her head in silence, her face carrying an expression Imelda never once thought possible in her. “There’s nothing good or arousing in this man. Nothing. The fact that he is so physically attractive and powerful only makes him ever more disgusting! Were he a monster, well, I would sort of feel vindicated already, as if life had already done its job to punish him for his transgressions, but not even that! He is, hands down, one of the most damned gorgeous motherfuckers on this planet, and the thought of it makes my blood boil…!!” Her eyes glazed in red, and steam burst loudly from her nostrils. “With absolute wrath!!”

	

	Her anger threatened to explode into another continent-shattering burst. Her friend was quick on her feet—or rather, her lips—, ready to diffuse the bomb by taking her “momma” on the lips and kissing all that pain and suffering away. As the two beauties kissed, the environment became just a little less… destructive. “Do you want to crush him with me?”

	

	The mighty Queen shook her head. “I just don’t feel like it. Maybe seeing him committing his crimes just… you know…” She sighed. “Took all the will from me. That’s why you’re perfect, Immy: you’ve got all the anger, all the desire, minus the trauma!” She took her friend’s hand and raised them to her lips, kissing them continuously as the woman only wondered, in shock, what on Earth could ever traumatize a goddess like her. “Take revenge. For me, for the kingdom…” She winked. “For all of womanhood!”

	

	Imelda silently nodded, and the subject more or less died there, jumping abruptly, instead, to a rather jarringly joyous one: “I’ll do it after the Milking, right?”

	

	Gracyanne calmly nodded. “It’s only natural. Don’t spoil or stress your body with his ilk.”

	

	“Mm, mm. And then…” Imelda’s face lightened up, “I’ll get to fuck your god, won’t I? The great, the powerful… Mr. Xtronda?” The Queen stayed silent, the seconds rolling by without anything but the wind (and the two goddesses’ muscles, and their milk, and their cunts throbbing, and their hearts…) making any noise. “Mommy?”

	

	Gracyanne grabbed her “daughter’s” breasts from behind and crushed her. Imelda cried and moaned, and an eruption of cement-thick cream filled the place with dense steam. “You want to fuck him… when? Immediately after, uh, the execution.”

	

	Imelda ordered her thoughts as the milk flowed so delightfully through her monstrously gigantic tits. “Uh, no, not immediately. You gotta remember, mommy beloved, that we’re both competing to see who can birth the most kids, and I’m…” She giggled, trying to not laugh herself off with the next sentence: “I wanna outbreed yo ass, baby!”

	

	“Oh, yeah. Okay, kitten. What does this have to do…?”

	

	“You know, mommy.” She winked and twirled her gigantic and titanically-hard buttocks on her “mother’s” lap. “I need at least some weeks breeding with the strongest of studs to pile up as many kids in my womb as possible. If I fuck Xtronda outright, he…” Her heart skipped a beat and her breath disappeared briefly. “You know we are going to be fucking months on end!”

	

	Crushing her woman’s tits under her hands and her arms, Imelda bit her lover’s chin and pulled her face back to hers, rewarding her lips with a long, wet kiss, swirling her tongue into the woman’s mouth while fucking her throat and slobbering all over her wide, gargantuan chest. “Feel my tongue bulge against your stomach, whore.”

	

	“Ooh!! Ooh!!” For every moan, a river of girl-semen erupting volcanically from her pussy. The kiss lasted five whole minutes. Once the Queen was done, Imelda felt the entire world swirling around her.

	

	“Hey, baby, you do you. You can fuck the stud whenever you want, as long as you never lose track of the Birthing.”

	

	“Of course I won’t, mother!” They both smiled as their gazes met. “Six months from now?”

	

	“Five, child.” She flickered her forehead, and the blow cracked the ground even dozens of feet away from them. *BLOOOW!!*

	

	“Ouch!” Imelda was laughing her goddamned ass off. “What was that for, you cunt?!”

	

	“That was for your pathetic mathematical skills, you goddamned slut.” Gracyanne spit on Imelda face, then slapped it again for good measure. “Jesus, you useless bimbo. What am I to do with you?”

	

	“Okay, fine, what did I do wrong, though?”

	

	“It’s five months, you cunt. A little less, I think. Don’t forget you’d spend over a month breeding with Leonardo.”

	

	“Oh, yeah, Leo. I wonder how he’s doing.” She wondered about it for very little: “guess we ought to be quick, right?”

	

	“Indeed, my child, we ought to.” Her muscles swelled, the veins combusting into newer, fatter veins all over her body, the woman’s physique rippling and busting and bustling with absolute, unbridled power, a beauty to behold and to hear, but above all to feel as Imelda was crushed amidst that ever-growing, almighty hug. “But let’s enjoy the day together, my darling, before it’s business as usual.” She let the silence swoon before dropping the bomb: “there is one last thing… I wanted to talk to you.”

	

	Imelda laid down again on her “mommy’s” lap, letting her head sink between the formidable bosom of her teacher. Milk splurged and splattered on her face, covering it completely, and oceans of the thick creamy goo covered her entire body, a giant bathtub of motherly cream covering the woman like a cake. Gracyanne, too, casually enjoyed her lover’s massive breasts by grabbing them, pulling them, crushing and fumbling and massaging them, feeling every finger sink into the daunting mass of super heavy milk, gawking in wonder at the powerful mass of cream that spurted from the nipples at every slightest squeeze, more milk than any nation would know what do to with, the literal cream with which those two mighty women would feed all of humanity. “There is… another man… to replace Xtronda, my love.” Imelda sensed the graveness of the topic by the unsteady beat of her lover’s heart. “One man bigger. One man stronger. One man who I believe…” She gulped, “can defeat even me in the bedsheets.”

	

	Imelda brought her head back to the surface of her Queen’s tits, but remained resting on the milky cushions, so lovingly. “My queen… are you serious?”

	

	Gracyanne slowly nodded. “Have you heard the news? Our intelligence agents, at least?”

	

	Imelda nodded. “You know I don’t concern myself with anything else but the management (and proper fucking) of our harem. Your body and the bodies of our finest breeds; that’s all I care about.”

	

	The Queen gently nodded. “Fair enough. There is another man who can compete with us. He’s legit. He’s as much a king as I am… Queen!”

	

	Imelda’s eyes shone, her body freezing and hardening in bustling expectations. “Who is he?”

	

	The Queen turned her head down to her, communicating with her soul before her lips did with her ears: “The King of America.”
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	Nectar of the God Women

	

	

	Massive towers rose beyond where the eyes could reach. Skyscrapers could scarcely compete with the height of those enormous tanks. Lined up side-by-side, one by one, the massive, towering structures hummed with the instruments that kept them ready and prepared for the liquids to come; the most massive containers in existence all gathered around in that room—no, not a room, but more like an endless storage coliseum, countless hundreds of feet height, countless hundreds of miles wide and long, an infinite room filled with infinite containers, all of which made with materials that were only less superb and sturdy as the dozens of massive women who operated all that complex machinery.

	

	Their beautiful, sultry voices conflicted greatly with their tall, rocking bodies; some of them lean and thin, some of the wide and muscular, all of them outrageously tall, insanely beautiful, unwaveringly graceful, and flaunting faces that, in their ugliest of forms, would trump even Aphrodite herself.

	

	They were all hustle and bustle, moving about the place while keeping track of data, numbers, and all sorts of boring stuff. They shouted orders to each other and walked in a frantic pace—no more than a few dozens of women taking care of a place the size of large metropolis.

	

	Earthquakes happened. The structures boomed. All the women stopped on their tracks and looked exhasperated to one of the many, many corridors in the never-ending space, from which the sound and the quakes seemed to come. In all voices, in all breasts, in all dry throats and trembling lips, the same spirit, the same fears, and ultimately the same exclamation: “they’re here!! They’re here! The Queens have arrived!”

	

	Side by side, powerful as only goddesses could be, Imelda and Gracyanne made their way through the tanks, their thighs shining through their long, gorgeous, free-flowing dresses, their hips swinging as if they owned the world—which they did, or at least were soon about to do!

	

	Their faces beamed with the beauty of Existence. Upon beholding them for just a short while, one would have no doubt that God was a Woman—and this Woman was… them!

	

	“How’ve you been doing, my loves?” Gracyanne was so much taller, passing through those women like the absolute behemoth of power she was. No matter how greater or more beautiful she was, though, her voice always remained peaceful, always relentlessly humble, and the women all panted for that. “Did you get all ‘em tanks ready?”

	

	Pussies were swollen like all wombs had struck peak fertility at the same time. Imelda, by her majesty’s side, giggled upon hearing the sloshes of all the pussies unloading mad quantities of pussy nectar onto the women’s legs, then she smiled wide as she saw the floor shining with the literal puddles that formed around their feet. Queen Gracyanne was no joke: those were some of the most beautiful, most insanely attractive females on the planet, and they were all but brought to their knees with orgasms upon the mere contemplation of their majesty’s splendor.

	

	Imelda was not one to stay behind, of course. “Out of the way, sluts. Don’t you hear our breasts are swelling?” The woman shook her hips much harder as she walked, making the entire place rumble with the enormity of her being. “Can’t you hear we’re full of milk, and we’re almost overflowing with the sacred juice?” Imelda took the lead as she saw her seats in a more open, wide section of the uniform room, hearing all the women run about like crazy as they grabbed blindfolds out of the few tables and desks in the place and covered their eyes with them. “We’ve no more time to waste.” Imelda approached one of the massive seats, which shone bright just like every other structure in the daunting space. “It’s time to feed humanity!”

	

	The two goddesses heard the stronger steps of a woman approaching them from one of the corridors. Unlike the other women, who were all trembling and shaking and cooing as their hastily blindfolded themselves, that supergoddess of Amazons walked by with just about the same level of confidence and grace as the two massive Mothers of Fertility and Prosperity near the seats. Swinging her hips so aggressively and smiling like she too owned the world, it was like that beast of a female was even challenging the two—a fatal, deadly mistake for anyone else, even if just hinted upon! “You goddamned whores took your sweet, sweet time for two bitches who claim to be in such a hurry!”

	

	With a loud roar that erupted from nothing else but her muscles swelling and hardening, Queen Gracyanne stepped by her friend, facing the newcomer with the brightest of smiles. “How have you grown, Mera!”

	

	The mighty woman approached with nothing but a long, pink tunic over her body, her curves and shape very highlighted by the careful laces which pressed the clock against her skin, revealing nothing but muscles and veins compacted into an aggressively feminine, hourglass shape. The woman swirled her butt like every cheek could generate an earthquake of power on its own, and Imelda raised an eyebrow as she beheld the woman approach them both with such utter, everlasting confidence. “So you did survive me, huh?” She whistled. “I took one week to recover. Did you seriously just recover in about eight days or so?”

	

	“Surprised?” Mera stopped by her Queens, trying so hard to contain her amazement next to those two taller, supermassive paragons of utter female perfection. “I’m brimming with life and power thanks to you, Lady Immy.” The blonde approached the shorter brunette goddess with only the faintest of vaccilations, her steps only briefly revealing the goddamned fast pace of the beating of her heart. “It’s game. I’m gunning for dozens of kids as we all give birth at the same time.” She stepped closer… and closer… and closer. “I’m oozing with fertility! My womb cannot stop producing eggs, and my milkers…” Her tits rubbed against Imelda’s. The pressing continued until Imelda’s tits swelled over hers, both women making a sandwhich of massive tit-meat with one another, “they are as fertile as yours.” Queen Gracyanne laughed, but the blond Mera paid her no heed. “It’s on, bitches. I’m here to be milked just like you two whores.”

	

	Then, mighty Mera did the unthinkable: she grabbed Imelda by the neck and pulled her face to a passionate kiss. Imelda, being a breeding bull herself, picked up the whore by the waist, lifted her up like nothing, then ran with her towards the nearest tank, crushing the body against its titanium surface. *BOOM!!* The metal was bent, caved, and crushed under Mera back like nothing, and the air escaped the poor blonde’s lungs as Imelda effortlessly dominated her mouth, throat, then stomach.

	

	All other women were creaming themselves so hard their bodies were collapsing on their knees with pleasure, all just with the sound of the make-out. Loud splashes of something coarse and steamy were heard immediately after the boom, and Gracyanne rolled her eyes as she saw the two pairs of gigantic, firm breasts explode with crazy amounts of milk thanks to the pressure.

	

	The surface of the tank and the floor beneath the goddesses were covered in white. The bursting of milk kept going as Imelda continued to dominate that woman’s throat and hump her hips like she had one giant fat cock between her legs, whispering dominating words in her ears while somehow keeping the kiss deep and wet and intense, her tongue going all the way down to the entrance of her stomach… and then further! “Whore thinks she’s so good for me, huh?” *SLAP!!* Imelda’s hand crushed that whore’s butt like it was nothing. Shockwaves reverberated in the environment. Dozens of tanks rumbled with what was nothing more than a casual slap from the Queen of Whores. “Who the fuck do you think you are, newbie?”

	

	“Immy, that’s enough. Please, you’re all leaking like fat cows already.”

	

	Immediately, Imelda let go of her blond friend, and the exhausted, depleted Mera collapsed on her knees, then with her forehead on the ground as she panted and gasped and spit a lot of saliva on the ground, feeling the urge to even vomit, wondering what the fuck had just happened to her.

	

	Imelda’s power was not to be trifled with. With that simple demonstration of mighty, the mad scientist had been put back into her place. “Are we ready, Mera?” The graceful Gracynne put herself between her smaller lover and the scientist, looking down upon the blonde with both care and pity. “I suppose you want to milk yourself with us too, huh?” She pointed back, over her shoulders, to the seats in the middle of the daunting room. “I count three seats there, not just two, as previously expected. Did you add a new seat just for you?” The Queen crossed her arms, and her magnificent breasts threatened to rip through the fabric of her gigantic dress. “That’s a whole lot of audacity for a whore that’s been with us for just… mm, how long, Immy? How long she’s been with us?”

	

	“Barely three years, this whore!”

	

	“Barely three years, oh! You whore.” Gracyanne smiled, putting one arm between Mera and the prying Imelda—the smaller Queen was literally stalking the poor blonde like a predator. “It’s almost unheard of a woman who’d been in my court for so little, yet had also grown so much. The only one that displayed this kind of bravado was my beautiful Imelda, who is now a Queen as much as I am.” The mightier Queen needed not too many words to prove she was completely secure in her position—unlike Imelda. Compared to the smaller queen, Gracyanne was a towering titan of over eight feet and half of heigh, and her weight was such that only that ground of pure titanium could withstand her steps without being bent and broken.

	

	Imelda, on the other hand, was much more compact and, uh, how would we put it… human! Standing at 6 feet and 8 inches, weighting over 50,000 pounds in her unaroused state, she was tall, yes, but not so much more than a regular “endowed” human, and it was only when naked than one could see that she, oh, was as much as a superhuman godly freak as her sister Queen.

	

	“I resent you for being so much bigger than I am!” Imelda puffed steam through her nostrils, smiling as she gave her Queen some naughty looks.

	

	“I know it, and I love pushing my finger on your open wound just to see you squeal and cry under by daunting superiority!” Gracyanne barely even thought about making her muscles flex or anything like that, yet they were already roaring and quaking with the overwhelming power which filled them through her supermassive, thick, boiling veins, her entire titanic musculature responding to the rise in temperatures of her already so super-fertilized womb and all the dozens of well-bred, well-cracked, well-fecundated eggs that swan in it. “Come. You two, let’s go. Imelda’s already leaking, and I’m not too far behind.” Gracyanne only her Mera a passing look as the woman tired so hard to stand up, but failed many times due to the quivering, wobbly state of her legs and what-not. “Are you sure you can control the process while also milking your own tits, my gorgeous woman?”

	

	Mera almost cried as she managed to firm herself on all fours. Her pussy, though, was not so discipline: a massive jet of female cum exploded from her legs, hosing the bent surface of the tank behind her with enough gallons to fill up entire bathtubs in the blink of an eye each. “Y-yes!!” She gritted her teeth while trying to answer without a studder: “All my girls are well trained and disciplined! There’s just no way in hell I will let this chance pass without milking my own tits alongside yours, my majesty!”

	

	Gracyanne pointed to Imelda by her side, the backs of the two monster women now turned to the still-quivering blonde: “majesties. Imelda is now Queen too.” Mera’s voice disappeared for a while, letting only the spilling of her juices fill the void with erotic sounds. “We both rulers of the land now, so don’t forget to address us both accordingly.”

	

	Mera raised her head to Imelda, who cockily smirked back at her while breathing steam through her nostrils. “Imelda is…?”

	

	“Now, now, make haste, ye whore!” Imelda snapped her fingers to her, both Queens standing by their divans. “Our tits are exploding. Come here and join us if you don’t want to be left behind.”

	

	“My Queens, I… uh… okay!” When pushed far enough, the blonde discovered in herself an energy that stabilized her body and made her rise up in a heartbeat. The two goddesses were standing, so tall and mighty, both looking at her with a smile that was equal parts sadistic, loving, caring, motherly, and murderous. They enjoyed seeing the “little” woman approach them while constantly trying to hide her own mind-breaking nervousness—a little lamb prancing around the pride of lions while pretending to be just like one of them.

	

	“Undress.” Smiled the Queen, all while Mera’s eyebrows shot up.

	

	“What?”

	

	Both majesties rolled their eyes and looked to one another as if their minds were in perfect synchrony. “Look at that, Gracy! We’re talking to a beautiful retard!”

	

	“Indeed, she must be mentally challenged with so many muscles and such big breasts.” Gracyanne flexed her own mighty chest—which far outweighed even Imelda’s own ludicrously expansive titage! “Unlike us, most women don’t have what it takes to sport both brains and beauty. Either the brain consumed the beauty or the beauty sucks up the brain. Poor, resource-less fucker. Must be sad and pitiful being a common little human.”

	

	“You two are two bullies!” He aggressively grabbed the top of her dress around the neck, already tearing a few inches of cloth. “You wanna see my body?” He tore the dress down. “Feast on it, motherfuckers!”

	

	A collection of squirts was heard as the woman tore the cloth to threads from her body, throwing them away to the air. All smaller women—and I mean all!—squirted at the same time, spraying their oozes on the ground, as Mera turned completely naked before the two goddesses. One detail, however, which is worth never forgetting: all other ladies were blindfolded, and some even had TAMPOES in their nostrils, blocking their senses as much as possible, protecting themselves from the aggressive beauties of the superhuman beings they called… masters!

	

	Gracyanne and Imelda smiled with approval, looking deeply at the form of the pristine white woman and loving everything that they saw. Imelda’s jaw even dropped a little lower, never seeing another woman other than her or her majesty with such rippedness in her body. “You swole, girl!” She clapped to the beauty, who stood now firmly before the goddesses. “Gracy, do you see that? This is one of the most gorgeous physiques I’ve ever seen!”

	

	Gracyanne slowly smiled as Mera tried to keep her breath calm and collected. Her breasts were hurting with the inflation of all the hot, heavy milk inside of them; if not for her wide, ultra-muscular, almost masculine-looking shoulders, her swollen, hard arms, and the eight gorgeous, superbebly sculpted abdominal muscles in her belly, not to mention her outrageously wide hips, her gargantuan buttocks, almost as big as a literal mare’s, and her pillar-like sculptural thighs, also not forgetting her swollen and throbbing calves, all covered in a hyper-thick thread of swollen, throbbing veins, in which coursed one of the hottest, thickest, purest bloods in all of humankind, damn!, those gigantic massive super-tits would sure have collapsed from her chest due to their insane weight alone. “Indeed, indeed.” Gracyanne gently nodded. “Was she this divine when you fucked her?”

	

	Imelda shook her head so violently it was almost comical: “nah! Nah! Nah! She was this small,” she gestured with her hands, “and her shoulders were barely this wide! Still, she was one amazing hunk of a lady—one that I thrashed and destroyed with the ease of the gods.” Slowly, then, and very terrifyingly, the two mountains ladies began to walk, one to Mera’s right, one to Mera’s left, slowly encircling their pride. “Now, I’m not so sure my conquering would be so quick. You look absolutely outstanding, Mera, and, oh!...” She smiled. “So do your babies, apparently.”

	

	It wasn’t obvious at first glance, yes, but the eight super-swollen, hyper-ripped abdominal muscles of the beauty were only a little bit turgid, only a little big protruding, with her belly bulging out a little and her waist not being so impossibly-thin as it usually was. Despite her impossible hourglass profile combined with muscles of a seasoned male bodybuilder (or horse!) at his peak, the woman couldn’t completely hide the baby bump in her belly.

	

	Gracyanne cooed like a teenager. Unlike Imelda, who was rarely even remotely girly in her behavior, the seasoned majesty often behaved like a super-pampered daddy-girl princess when she saw something she loved—be it men or the sight of a pregnant, fertile mommy. “Oh, my goodness, your big babies are already showing!” The Queen hopped towards the woman, burning her skin with the aura of passion and fire which burned from her pores. “One month old. Already so developed.” She winked. “You have about a month until your belly really starts to bulge!” She laughed while pointing at her own belly. “When we undress (and strike you with thousands of orgasms), you too will see our baby bumps.”

	

	Imelda flexed, the roaring sounds of her biceps causing Mera’s pussy to unload a massive gallon of cum on the ground, and her breasts to rumble with the boiling of the milk that messily spilled out from her nipples. “We still look ripped and shredded as fuck! Roooaarr!! We look like freaking monsters, and that’s AWESOME!!!” The milk explosions from her own tits pushed Imelda’s dress forward. Massive super loads fell on her feet, forming another huge lake of cream around her legs. “We still look fucking ripped and gorgeous when the babies are about to burst, but boy,” she flexed one biceps, which bulged powerfully even whilst covered by that heavy dress, “do I prefer this uber-massive body of hours. It’s hard to keep your bodyfat at under 2% when you have to feed dozens of babies in yo belly.” She tried out different bodybuilding poses, striking the environment with roars and booms and stretched from the myriad of moves and flexed from her muscles, causing some of the smaller scientists to faint and some others to collapse into a bloodied coma as the sounds of the truly erogenous arousal of those superwomen’s bodies were just… oh!... too much!! Too damned much for any goddamned mortal! “We need to feed like freaking monsters! You’ll see, my beauty, now that you’re pretty much one of us!”

	

	Mera shivered, yet still kept her martial demeanor. “I am?”

	

	Gracyanne chuckled, ever so graceful and royal. “With a physique like that, you’re clearly in the upper echelon of ladies. I’d even go as far as saying that you and Imelda are on the same level, speaking in terms of raw power potential alone…”

	

	“HEY!”

	

	“Shut up, Immy.” The Queen winked and her and sent her kisses before turning back to Mera once more: “I remember how low you were. These women, you see,” she gestured broadly, pointing at the collapsing scientists in the place, “you were on their same level a mere three years ago, and now…”

	

	“I need no reminding of my humble beginnings, nor any appraisal for my progress. From neither of you!”

	

	Both goddesses looked at one another, their gorgeous, luscious hairs whipping them at their own massive, hard, titanium-like-muscular asses. “Oh?”

	

	Mera flexed, and her body was a testament that not only dark-skinned Latinas could be goddesses of virility; she, too, a “puny” Caucasian, was an absolute goddess of form, swole, and vascularity. “I know you want to feast on me, so please do.” She gulped and trembled slightly as the goddesses kept encircling her. “I not like these petty fools in this place.” She looked straight at Imelda: “I no longer the poor, pathetic bull-lady you fucked last month, Imelda. I’m… I’m…” Her lips trembled just a bit. “I’m a fucking goddess just like you two!” She spread out her arms and beat her gigantic breasts three times, making her milk explode and splash on the bodies and faces of the two superwomen. “Come here and try me, you… bitches!!”

	

	Imelda was livid. Gracyanne was shocked. All in a good, good way. Mera heard knuckled being cracked; she didn’t quite see whose. “Where do you want to start, mommy?” Imelda asked Gracy. “I want to eat her fucking tits.”

	

	“First, let’s clean the place of the useless trash.” She raised on hand, and thank goodness her dress was perfectly attached to her every limb; if Mera saw a piece of her flesh (especially from that uber muscular arm) any sooner, she might have exploded into countless orgasms right then and there. “We really don’t need any of these weakly vermin here, do we?” She snapped her fingers, and the shockwaves of those snaps were enough to make even the titanic, miles-high tanks rumble. “OUT, ALL OF YOU!!”

	

	The dozens of muscular, tall, supermodel scientists in the place somehow got the hell out of the place in about fifteen seconds. Some of them leapt out of it, some squirted their way out to the exists, and some just, *pop!,* vanished out of existence, leaving the three uber-muscular goddesses of femininity alone with one another, their muscles rumbling in the titanium surfaces of the endless, endlessly-tall tanks in the room.

	

	Imelda and Gracy went back to walking around their nice piece of flesh, consuming her with their eyes while admiring every outstandingly-sculped inch of her ultra-hard, bodybuilding-masterpiece body. “Look at those traps! You can sit on those bitches like on a wall!”

	

	“Sit? Forget about sitting, mommy!” They kissed each other upon crossing paths behind Mera. “You can literally lay atop of her shoulders like a bed. Each shoulder is more than enough for a person!”

	

	“Do you see her back, how overdeveloped her muscles are? Oh, the white skin is such a pretty color! Combined with this amazing labyrinth of muscles she sculpted for herself, it’s like I’m looking at my reflection upon the world’s most masculine of mirrors. Mera, your body looks like a masterpiece crafted by the gods! Oh, oh, look, Imelda, her sides! I can count every single swollen fiber of her muscles from her abs all the way down to her butt! And what a fucking butt it is!”

	

	“Was wondering how you didn’t mention it!” Imelda clapped. “This ass is one of the most outrageously swollen, prominent butts I’ve ever seen! A literal mare wouldn’t have buttocks this massive, nor nearly this overdeveloped in terms of sheer muscular hardness! You can kick a hole on the planet’s face with a single of these engines of power you call ‘buttcheeks,’ and your legs… oh! Oh, my god!!” Without a shame, the smaller Queen squirted out a big, fat load on the ground upon witnessing those legs. “JESUS CHRIST, THOSE LEGS ARE FUCKING INSANE!!!”

	

	“I must be in agreement here too, my beautiful, beloved whore.” The Queen stopped in front of Mera and winked, the difference between their heights being even more extreme than that between the two majesties. “Mera, you have easily the third most beautiful pair in legs in the entire universe, below only us both. Can you please, my beauty, flex those powerful kickers for us so we can marvel and orgasm upon the absolute hardness that are your thighs.”

	

	Mera tried to keep a straight face, but an inevitable smile still shone through. “You like my swollen thighs.” She spread out her legs. “I’ll show you swollen! H-OOH!!” She shouted some kind of warcry as she flexed her legs, and the explosions generated by her sudden increase in muscle mass caused many parts of the tanks around her to be crushed and bent. Veins sprawled aggressively over her thighs as they swelled, and the space between her legs became non-existent as the thighs closed on one another and grew, grew, grew! Imelda herself gulped nervously as she saw the woman adding ludicrous pounds to the density of her muscles, achieving measurements and, above all, a weight than only she and her Queen were supposed to have. «It can’t be possible that this bitch…?! No!» She shook her head, preferring to not even entertain such nasty thought. «No fucking weight!»

	

	Mera raised her face, looking proudly at the two goddesses as her super-massive, uber-swollen thighs would make Chun Li look like she had straws for legs. “How do you like me thighs, your gorgeousness?” She winked and cooed, squeezing nectar out of her pussy with the massive swelling of her muscles. “I’ve got thighs for months of orgies! Maybe some of you would like to try out these gorgeous legs… ooh!!” The burning in her tits got a little too intense even for her; two arm-thick pillars of milk erupted from her milkers, filling the space with steam as the liquid boiled at such insane temperatures it was literally loud to hear even after hours of cooling—you know, the bubbles, the sizzle, the steam, all that jazz. “Mmph!! Come and feast on my goddamned leg, you… w-whores!!”

	

	The two mighty women chuckled. The threat of the newly-arrived competitor wasn’t even that great so that her bragging could elicit proper laughter from the two. “Do-ooh, look at ‘em big, big baby!” Gracyanne clapped and hopped, her girly self showing up again. “I guess big baby wants some big, nice spanking, heh, Immy? Don’t you agree?”

	

	“Of course, my majesty, but our tits will probably burst into volcanoes of milk if we work her up too hard.” Imelda shook her bosom, staining her dress even wetter with the gallons she so liberally lactated. The Queen gave her a good look, then alternated her gaze between her women and the three seats near the tanks.

	

	“Well, Immy-girl, what do you want to do?” The Queen drew nearer to her beloved, the two women coming closer like magnets with opposing poles. “Milk our mighty breasts? Collect our glorious tit-semen for the wellbeing of all mankind, or…”

	

	“I choose the ‘or.’” Imelda laughed, even as her tits expelled such a load of milk that the splash could be hear from many miles away.’

	

	“All, haughty, haughty!” Their bodies, now, so close that their tits were almost rubbing against one another. “Still, let mommy finish, okay?”

	

	“Oh, ‘mommy?’ No.”

	

	“No?”

	

	“No!” Imelda smiled. “I want to be mommy now.”

	

	Mera was aghast upon seeing the two goddesses like that right in front of her. The sight of their massive, superior bodies rumbling with barely-contained power so close to one another, about to explode… “GOD!!” She literally cried, her legs wobbly, almost failing her, as a massive jet of squirt exploded into the ground and splashed on the bodies of the two women.

	

	The Queens, however, were paying the pitiful woman no longer any attention. “To be a ‘mommy,’ Imelda, you first need to look like one.” *SLAP!!* A shockwaves ricocheted on Mera’s body as the Queen slapped her right in the face. Imelda turned her face back to her majesty, looking up so defiantly even though her cheek throbbed and hurt. “Tell me, do you look like a mommy?”

	

	Imelda kept looking up, so defiant, so brave, but she knew that “no.” She lowered her head and shook it. “No, no. I’m not.” She only had appearances to flaunt; when it came to actual actions… “Mark my words, cunt.” She looked up again. “I will surpass you. I will defeat you… mommy!”

	

	A minute of silence coursed between the two goddesses as Mera just tensely watched, the squirts spurting from her pussy like a strong hose only partially squeezed shut. The Queen raised her enormous hand to Imelda’s face and fondled her cheeks. The texture and the perfection of her bone structure made the milk audibly boil inside her gargantuan breasts. “You have such perfection, utter perfection for a face, my angel.”

	

	Imelda soon did the same, having to raise her hand much higher to touch her master’s cheek. “You’re a liar. *You* have the perfection in a face! Your face, my Queen, your beauty…” Words eluded the great woman. She pulled the Queen towards her, and their lips connected into a gentle, partially wet kiss. “You are the beauty.” Imelda kissed the side of Gracy’s lips. “You are divinity.” She kissed the other side, then gave a gentle peck to her cheek. “You are so gorgeous I wish I could spend all eternity just licking your pussy, worshipping it just like it deserves to be worshipped.”

	

	“Now, you stop that, you beautiful… no, you glorious, stupendous woman.” The Queen cupped Imelda’s face with both hands, bringing her nose close to it and moving it so close to her skin, sniffing her, smelling her scent, and making feel the warmth of her breath before closing into small, gentler kisses, one peck after another, one tiny kiss between each word. “You are stronger than me. You are goddess. You are divine.” Peck, peck, peck. “I love you. I worship you.” Then… her knees on the floor! “I knell before you!”

	

	The Queen’s gigantic tits crushed Imelda’s as she was kneeling, making Imelda’s gargantuan breasts ejaculate yet more loads of milk into her dress. The cream splashed on the ground and stained the Queens legs under her dress, the forms of both women becoming more and more apparent as the two dresses were glued to their bodies by the wetness of their liquids. Imelda cupper her Queen’s face and slowly knelt before her, hugging her and smelling her nape while playing with her hair and massaging the top of her skull. Both women’s mouths hugged once more, and this time their powerful tongues slid into each other’s throats, slurping and gagging as their messily exchanged gallons of saliva in what could only be described as “not a kiss, but full blow fucking with tongues.” The saliva oozed and splashed on their legs, with their throats swelling monstrously as their throats penetrated the very depths of their throats.

	

	Mera’s fingers were shaking—her whole body was! Her pussy was unloading jizz once every three seconds or so, but what she really wanted to do was to stick her fingers, no, her entire goddamned hand into her cunt and fuck herself so damn hard she would be ejaculating pillars of semen all-year round, second after second, non-fucking-stop. “J-Jesus Christ… you two…!!” The sound of her voice probably convinced the two superbeings to stop kissing, their tongues only sliding out of their throats as the mighty women retrieved them back through their fat, gorgeous, magnificent lips. They both gaggled and giggled as they looked into each other and swallowed back a lot of the saliva that had stayed on each other’s mouths. They them brought their noses closer together, laughing as their gigantic tits banged and clashed upon one another.

	

	“You’re so fat!” Imelda winked and showed the tongue to her Queen. “Look at those huge, massive tits!” She rubbed her gazongas sideways on her Queen’s massive, magnanimous bosom. “Huge, huge, huge! Such a massive, fat cow you are. Oooh!”

	

	Gracyanne quickly surprised her friend by embracing her waist and pulling her into a much tighter hug. The milk splurged from Immy’s tits, bulking up in the form of whole tanks around her breasts before finally sliding down and falling on the ground—the pressure, you see, was so great there was barely any space outside her tits for her milk to flow out! “You’re the one with gigantic cow tits, my whore.” The Queen gave her a flash-kiss before crushing her harder, then harder again on her body, both of their tits swelling with the overwhelming pressure that could have crushed bowling balls into coins. “Look at ‘em tits! Milk everywhere!”

	

	“Oh, you… ooh!” At every few words Gracyanne interrupted her friend with yet more flash-kisses—you know, kisses so fast and quick that her friend’s lips barely had time to process what had hit them. “You ain’t even lactating yet. That is so unfair.”

	

	“I’m still the superior woman, darling.” The Queen scoffed while shrugging her shoulders, so damned arrogantly. “What can I do. Good genes, baby girl, good fucking genes.” She stood silent as Imelda brought her face close again to hers, hunting her lips with her own. The saliva covered her lips, but didn’t overflow from them, as if the smaller Queen was invited her bigger sister to a lewd display of sensual fluids. “What? You wanna kiss wet and hot?”

	

	“I wanna very hot kiss. Very wet.” She let the saliva flow, a massive ooze connecting her bosom to her lips. “Oops, mommy. Guess your whore is… salivating so much.”

	

	“Oh, oh.” Gracyanne brought her lips closer… and closer. “Let mommy clean that saliva off her baby.” She kissed her, and her kiss was more like a devouring of her lips instead of a mere kiss: “eating” the pillar of saliva like a bite on a candy bar, Gracyanne ate up higher and higher and higher until biting and sucking Imelda’s lower lip into her mouth, and then she added the upper lip to the banquet, lewdly kissing her lover while letting oceans of saliva loudly splash on their bosoms.

	

	“You are so beautiful together!” Mera made the two ladies smile as their ate each other’s lips very loudly and messily, making sure that a lot of saliva burst from their lips and collapsed in messier and messier piles on the ground—their tits now looking like massive suspended buckets of good.

	

	“Bridge, bridge.” The Queen whispered, making saliva ooze through her nostrils. Imelda smiled, pulling her head back as the Queen did the same; a huge bridge of shiny, transparent saliva was formed between their lips, and Imelda giggled before undoing the thread of goo and bringing her lips back into her majesty’s.

	

	“Big bridge, baby.” The saliva popped and burst from her lips and nose as she spoke. “Big tongues.” Their tongues rolled around one another out of their mouths, protruding through their lips as their penetrated each other’s skulls like two snakes mid-coitus, filling up their mouth to the absolute brim before causing truly gigantic loads of saliava to burst unendingly from their mouth, nostrils, and even their eyes; the two massive demigoddesses producing just so much ooze that the ground around them had become a true lake of mouth-juice, reaching as far as Mera’s feet, then farther beyond.

	

	“G-guys! Y-you guys, I… I…!!” The poor woman was barely standing! “I can’t take it anymore!!” Her tits ejaculated milk almost as hard as her pussy did nectar. The bodies of both goddesses were hit by buckets upon buckets of heavy cream from their friend’s tit-ejaculations (titaculations? Breastaculations?), and then they smiled to one another while keeping their tongues firmly inside each other’s goo-filled mouths.

	

	“Now?” Gracyanne asked, with loads of saliva exploding from her pores.

	

	“Now.” Imelda answered, and then they both just pulled back their heads at the same time while rolling back their tongues at a much, much slower pace. Their lips parted and a giant curtain of saliava was built between them, clinging to the tongue like a NAME as the two kept pulling their heads farther and farther, the two tongues always connected, always interlocked, again like two gigantic snakes in the middle of a very loving, slow-moving fuck. Mera had never seen tongues that swollen, nor nearly as long. As the Queens kept pulling and pulling their heads back, the saliva kept oozing, and the shiny curtain of saliava now dripped with over twenty inches of length between their mouths. The two Queens kept going, making the saliva rain like a very wide and calm waterfall in the air.

	

	“Oh… my…” Mera fell to her knees, the impact making her tits jiggle so hard that the milk just splashed and exploded all over her body and on her surroundings. The obscene display of passion and juices was all the hotter because it just kept going, with both super-monsters bending back like boneless gymnasts, their tongues just sliding and sliding and sliding out for what seemed to be infinite inches as their breasts no longer even touched one another—even though their legs were interlocked and their hips were connected!

	

	“I bet I can touch the ground with my head.” Imelda kept bending back while her tongue and the Queen maintained that lasso-like, helix formation.

	

	“Not before I do it first.” The two mighty women continued to pull back, their baby bumps showing through their wet dressed was their literally bent their spines into almost a full 180-degree rotation, and the Queen touched the back of her head on the flooded ground about twenty-six seconds before Imelda (after a lot of struggle, I might add) did so.

	

	“Darn it!” The saliva burst from the woman’s face as she trembled and exerted enormous effort to keep that position. “You don’t need to show off, you know!” Both women giggled as their ultra-massive tongues—forty-eight inches for both, but many more inches still unrevealed inside the Queen’s mouth—oozed with a fountain-like display of saliva on their bent and over-stretched bodies.

	

	“You freaks.” Mera cooed before shutting her eyes, contorting her whole face in pain, and bringing her hands so much closer to her pussy, which was unloading blast after blast of juices, splashing her junk all over the bent walls of the massive tank behind her. She reached that stage of orgasms where her nerves were seized by an intense, downright agonizing force that made her shiver thousands of times every second, like a human-sized vibrator, and her orgasmic whelps, coupled with the continuous gushing of juices from her overgrown cunt, had caught the attention of the two muscular freaks.

	

	“I think it’s time.”

	

	“Yeah.”

	

	The two women remained in that pose, however, giggling while their friend was undone by pleasure. “She is pretty hot, though.”

	

	“Incredibly so. Her body… it’s making me squirt just by looking at it.”

	

	“Wanna make out with her first?”

	

	“Definitely, my Queen.” Their words were spoken perfectly even though their tongues remained completely rolled out; arm-thick members stretching their jaws to the brim. “Let’s make her faint? Fumble this bitch unconscious?”

	

	“As if it’s even possible for us to do it any weaker!” Gracyanne giggled, and then their tongues began to slowly untangle. “Let’s eat her. I’m eager to feel her skin on my hands!”

	

	Their tongues unrolled in a swift movement, splashing saliva everywhere. A rain of goo flooded the ground as Mera fought against her orgasms, managing to bit-by-bit move her limbs around and support herself on the ground, standing on all fours as the two goddesses stood and walked up to her. “Stand up, whore.” Gracyanne grabbed her blond, luscious hair, then pulled her “up, up, up! There you go, dog.” Mera was squirting and ejaculating milk through her tits as Gracyanne pulled her until her feet left the ground. “There ya go. Im’ma drop ya. If you fall, I’ll kick ya unconscious.”

	

	“Gracy!”

	

	“Shut up, Immy. Big momma’s speaking!”

	

	Imelda rolled her eyes while walking to Mera’s back, gazing upon her swollen, sculpted muscles, licking her lips upon seeing her world-destroying bottom, the two mightiest, most beautiful butt cheeks she’d ever seen on any woman but her Queen—a super-hard, mega-ripped ass she always thought impossible on any non-black or dark-skinned woman. “Hard ass, cow!!” Imelda slapped her, and bursts of juices erupted roaringly from her cunt. *BOOOM!!* Splashes on all the women!

	

	The Queen dropped Mera, who managed to stand, albeit shakily, on her ground. “G-g-god…”

	

	Gracyanne approached her and grabbed both of her tits, exploding the milk all around her fingers, her arms, splashing the goo against her breasts, covering her entire dress and torso and finally body on that frothy offering of distilled motherhood. “No. Goddess.” Her fat, swollen lips entranced Mera’s, and the poor woman’s tongue unfurled itself naturally, organically into the Queen’s mouth, filling it up fully, fumbling and touching it like a desperate lover, the saliva of both women passing from mouth to mouth as Gracyanne shocked the soul out of Mera’s body by unrolling her own tongue into the girl. It was like a goddamned fist being pumped into her. «G-goddess…!!!»

	

	Mera yelped and squirted further as two equally massive hands grabbed her gigantic buttocks and crushed it. She screamed and squealed as she felt those fingers deform and bend her unyielding ass cheeks, her iron ass so infamously hard that many lovers had actually taken sledgehammers against it, only for the hammers to be shattered after just a couple of blows. Only the biggest, tallest studs weighting over 10,000 pounds had the strength of fumble her ass like it was regular meat, and there was that woman, who was much more compact that any stud in her “natural” state, fumbling and crushing that ass like an absolute nothing. “Ooh, goddess!” Imelda placed her hips on Mera’s ass and began to hump her, giving the woman orgasms of a big dick already penetrating her. Imelda’s big cock energy was so overwhelming Mera literally felt, between her buttocks, a baseball-bat-thick pussy-wrecker hardening and covering itself with manly veins as the horny stud-woman humped her, those two babes giving her orgasms upon orgasms by coveting her like she was never coveted before.

	

	The Queen embraced her waist and crushed it on an overwhelming hug while swirling her tongue on the woman’s neck and bathing her on saliva. She lapped and sucked and licked her neck, nape, and shoulder while sucking the hell out of her mouth, her cheeks, kissing her eyes, licking her whole face, pulling her own head back and then flash-kissing the woman aggressively as she cooed and meowed and OMG!! ejaculated the most honest-to-goddess daunting orgasms of her whole life. Her pussy was liquefied, a volcano of steamy cum splashing on the ground like a fucking hose—or five! “AAAH… AAAAH…!!!” Her screams were made redundant once Imelda gripped her by the hips and began to bang her from behind.

	

	“Tasty-ass cracker!!” The dark-skinned Latina banged and banged and banged that ass harder… then harder… then faster and harder and faster and faster and…!! Mera felt a penetration in her anus. The shockwaves of Imelda’s banging where absolutely no joke, the reverbs crashing against the tanks and slowly, but surely denting their surfaces further at every blow.

	

	“I want to get naked. Fuck!” Gracyanne stepped back, leaving Imelda to grapple her by her waist and lift her feet off the ground by pulling her back much harder, the power of her ass-thrusting enough to make the woman hop up-and-down like a yo-yo. “Shit’s so fucking HOT!!!” For the mighty goddess of muscles that she was, Gracyanne had little tease or theatrics to her undressing: with simple, quick motions, she tore her dress off, and then her caramel-skinned body shone in all its glorious perfection to the inhumanly-orgasming Mera. The poor bitch screamed, unloaded an ocean through her cunt, then collapsed, her limbs going soft, wailing on the air as she was fucked by Imelda, and then she stayed like that, her mind immersed in darkness, for about half a minute before returning. “Welcome back.” The Queen was just standing there, on hand on her hips, a stallion-womanizer smile on her face, her body assaulting the woman’s senses with the sheer perfection of its form.

	

	“Oh, my…!!” Orgasms and orgasms and orgasms causing her to ejaculate rivers of boiling cum through her cunt. Imelda, after one mighty thrust, made her feel a twenty-inch dong penetrating and unrolling her guts fully, and as she banged the chick’s behind she literally dropped her, causing her body to jump in the air and collapse on the ground in a mass of orgasms, her sexual and motherly fluids exploding in a massive liquid wave of filth. “GOD, GOD, GOD!!!”

	

	She shivered, jumped, quaked, and died with so many orgasms. Imelda enjoyed her squirts for a bath, feeling her clothes no completely drenched and squeezed against her divine musculature. “Take your clothes off too, Immy. I covet your body.”

	

	“Oh, do you?” Imelda lifted one arm under the stained dress, showing the Queen her immense size and perfect form. “Do you wanna see me muscles, mommy?” The Queen answered with a simple nod and an overt licking of her lips. Imelda faced her upfront, with Mera’s juices showering her torso. “Keep it up, blondie.” Imelda kicked her ass and sent her hips pining up, her body now in a passive pose of someone beginning to be nailed doggy-style by a breeding bull. In this pose, her juices just erupted straight into Mera’s body, who touched herself and covered every inch of her living-sculpture of a body with the thick, creamy good of Mera’s uterus. Her eggs smelled like perfection, causing the woman to develop strange and strong sensation in her hips—almost as if she wanted… “damn!...” to grow a penis and ejaculate hot and hard and fruitful on those eggs. “It’s a crime to leave so many eggs unfertilized.”

	

	“Clothes off, Immy.”

	

	“Yes, yes, okay, mommy.” Instead of thrashing the dress from the cleavage down, like Gracyanne had done, Imelda instead grabbed the very lower edge of the dress and slowly pulled it up.

	

	The Queen rolled her eyes, already felling the damning effects of the mere sigh of Imelda’s calves on her own pussy. “Goddamn you! You know I hate this slow unveiling!”

	

	“You hate it, whore, because you cum so goddamned hard by the perfection of my body.” She kept pulling the dress up, tearing it in parts were her body was just too thick and massive for even the dress to slide by effortlessly. “Look, mommy, my thighs so fat and juicy.”

	

	“Oh…” Gracyanne raised her eyebrows. “Oh, dear!”

	

	Imelda’s legs were a ripped, rippling, bursting monument of muscular power. Those were legs any male would love to be crushed between, thighs so swollen they made even Mera’s reality-defying muscles look pitiful and petty in comparison. “The veins, mommy. My legs are so ripped and hard. Look at the veins, how many they are, how fat and swollen I can get them to look.” Without literally any noticeable effort—things happening just as a rection to her imagination—Imelda made veins sprawl from her pussy all over her tunnel-wide thighs, her muscles parting into almost hundreds of different mega-ripped muscles as her thighs, then her calves boomed and bustled with steam, sometimes flames erupting from her pores. “I grew since you beat me. My body grows stronger and more godly the more brutally I am fucked.” Her eyes glazed with hell as she looked up to her taller majesty, seeing the woman completely aghast by the sight of her thunder thighs. “I want a rematch… soon.” Her belly bulged with her babies struck by her overwhelming, daunting, reality-cracking, god-killing power surge. “I want your fists to pummel me into a size they can never pummel again!” She laughed, pulling her dress harder. “Now witness, mommy, the pussy you have given birth to.”

	

	The Queen yelped once Imelda pulled and tore the dress past her rips. The dark-skinned goddess’s pussy was a ripped, swollen oversized peach of carnal damnation throbbing like a whale heart between her ultra-massive thighs. The sheer musculature of her legs forced her to keep them spread cowgirl style, and even then it was barely enough to give her super-sized, super-squeezed pussy any breathing room. Upon feeling the solar heat of that vagina on her own ass, Mera herself shot a fist-sized, cannon-strong load of cum on Imelda’s cunt, penetrating her with her goo, and screamed one long, terrifying shout that grew deeper as it went on longer: “OOOOOH-AAAAHH…!!!” The shout turned into a roar, and the roar turned into a coma as something sizzled, fried up, then popped inside her brain.

	

	*BOOM!* With her hips still high and her pussy always unloading, the woman’s head beat the ground as she became unconscious, her nose bleeding a massive pool of blood as the rest of her orgasming self quaked and quivered like all-heaven’s madness on the ground. Around her massive, gargantuan breasts, two pools of thick milk had formed, their steam resulting in a fog that made everything in that room a little whiter, a little dimmer, even though the space was virtually endless for the fog to sprawl.

	

	Gracyanne kept her eyes on the swollen, throbbing super-pussy, counting (then losing count of) the number of outrageous veins that covered it. “Your pussy is more muscular than mine!”

	

	Looking around the place with that cocky grim in her face—the grim of a horse-man who could lay and fecundate hundreds of women in ten minutes if he so desired—Imelda turned around and walked towards one of the supertanks. Her turning revealed part of her exposed buttocks to the Queen, who lost her ship up completely. “Ooh!!” Imelda’s nipples spiked up, piercing the veil of her dress, as she heard the high-pitched moan of her superior woman-stud behind her—the sight of her ass causing the Queen to go bananas.

	

	“I got a swollen hard ass for my mommy! Here, mommy!” The woman stretched herself against the surface of the tank, pinning her gargantuan glutes up, then twerking them until the ground was caving under the daunting pressure of her legs. The monstrous ass shook up and down, tearing the dress piece by piece and revealing itself in a shiny, muscular glory—a beautiful, hard, massive bottom that caused the Queen to ejaculate an explosion of cum through her cunt.

	

	“GOD…!!” She looked up and gritted her teeth, the explosion literally burning through her organs. “DAAAAMN IIIIIT!!!” The beast woman stomped the ground, and a 40-feet-wide, 3-feet-feep crater formed on the titanium ground under the feet. Hundreds upon hundreds of supertanks trembled. The entire placed roared with the echo and the reverb of her blow, reminding them both to be careful if they wanted to have their monster tits properly milked. Gracyanne scanned her mind in superspeed to figure out why, oh, god, why she was having such a hard time resisting her lover, but Imelda attacked her with a harder twerking and a much more arousing exposing of her body, pulling her dress higher and higher and she also tore it with her hands, crushing her tits against the surface of that tank while twerking and causing her own pussy to splash hard, boiling juices on the ground. The back of her legs was outrageous upon arousing upon fucking-erotic monstrosity muscular insanity in the form of a woman’s legs. Her muscles shone and burst and hardened until her ass was clapping against her literal back, more and more of her muscles exposed as she tore up her up and revealed to the Queen her shoulder, her traps, her neck, her sides, her… everything.

	

	“Oooooh, mommy!!” She purred and moaned at every word. “Your whore is sooooo, sooooo hot! W-whore is soooo, sooo WET!! Looook, mommy, how weeeet your slut is. Oh! Oh!!” She cooed, a true demoness, upon ejaculating harder and harder loads which splashed on the ground and against her own ass, making every super-sized glute shine ever brighter as she tore her dress to the brim. “My body is soooooo muscular and hot. I think… I’m gonna… CUUUUUM!!... so hard, mommy…” The cloth being torn up… damn! The sound was so arousing, so orgasm-inducing! “Im’ma cum so hard, mommy, by touching my HOT… DAMN!... BODY!!!”

	

	The dress was destroyed, thrashed, annihilated with a simple pull, and the woman threw the rags to her side while exposing her full back to the Queen; her squirts being very artfully calculated as she squished them and gushed them on the ground, even the splashed being very well planned as she bathed herself for her majesty on her own sexual good.

	

	The Queen absolute lost it, penetrating her own cunt with her fingers and then… “oooh!!” Moaning! Wheeping! Cumming like a mare on heat! “Oh, my…!!” Her entire body came down as she fell on her knees on the very crater she’d crated around herself. *BOOM!!* The crater deepened and widened further as her colossal body came down, kneeling behind that ultra-wonderful, splendorous titan goddess who rubbed herself against the tank while flexing her muscles so wildly, making her back bustle and rippled and dance in a most erotic dance of pure muscular power to her majesty.

	

	“I am hotter than you, mom?”

	

	Gracyanne gritted her teeth, a very forceful smile of a woman torn apart by pride and orgasms. “Don’t you get cocky on me, bitch!!” Still, her pussy unloaded! Blast after blast after blast of cum, damn, so much cum bursting and exploding into the ground, the biggest, messiest blasts of creamy juice ever, all splashing on Imelda’s back and making it rain in a massive area in the room.

	

	“Your orgasm cannot lie.” Imelda just… turned around!... and exposed her…

	

	“GOD!!!”

	

	…her torso to her Queen. Gracyanne fingered herself harder and deeper, putting almost an entire fist inside her cunt, as the gigantic super-breasts of Imelda leaned lower on her own abs, those gently-sagging mommy-tits so uber-massive that even she—the Hardest Woman Alive—couldn’t keep them completely up in her chest. Her tits had that “baggy, mommy” shape that made them look so natural and enticing, while also having the massiveness and size, the weight and scale of breasts that could have only been genetically engineered by a crazed, horny mind. From each of her nipples burst a river of the creamiest milk ever, and this river reached the width of an enormous flexed biceps around her ankles, shining through her ever more swollen, hard-ass thighs. “Oh, mommy! Mommy dearest! I think I’ve been growing… a little bit too fat, don’t you think?” She turned around slightly, showing the woman the outrageous outline of her breast, much like a massive mountain of milk bursting from her chest, and her hyper-muscular left side brimming and swirling with veins as thick as entire arms. “My veins… ooh, mommy!... didn’t they use to be… you know?...” She flexed. The hardening of her muscles caused roars to echo in the place, “leaner? My veins… they used to be so much more shredded!” She flexed. Harder! The veins… by god! They sprawled like snakes over her physique. “More virile! So much more… oooh!” She struck the classic double-biceps pose, flexing her arms until her biceps were bigger than baby elephants and adding a billion swollen, hyper-virile veins to her swelling, growing, throbbing, expanding calamity of muscles, “manly!!” She turned around again and made her left thigh explode alone with her gargantuan arm. “I like looking like a male. My shape, unfortunately, and my genes are both so… feminine! Oh!!” Her ass hit her back by expanding and throbbing so hard. She puked orgasms through her cunt, her ejaculations nonetheless much more controlled than her Queen’s. “It’s so easy for your baby-girl to add on fat. Oh! I look so…!” She flexed! “Fucking!” She flexed again. Harder. “Disgusting!” HARDER!! “Do I not… mommy-eeeh?”

	

	“Ooh-ff!!” The Queen covered her mouth with both hands, causing her pussy to collapse into erupting explosions of nectar once she withdrew her fingers. Her legs shivered and her own muscles swelled as a literal lake of female cum washed over the floor. The waves splashed on the tanks, filling the place with steam. The woman’s abs were swelling and contracting as her womb produced Yangtze-river-levels of flood in sexual juices, expelling them like billions of hoses through her cunt. Her sight lost sharpness in some moments; everything was getting blurry… except for her female’s body. “Come here and take me, you… you…!!” She couldn’t believe what she was about to say: “YOU ABSOLUTE GODDESS!!”

	

	Imelda, laying her so languidly on the tank, crushed its titanium even further as she slowly, gently, elegantly raised her hand to the Queen, stretched out her index fingers, and then “no. No. No.” Turned it side to side, denying her majesty her long-sought release. “The next time I fuck you… I’ll be the one to come on top. My time is not yet arrived, my Queen, but soon…” She licked her lips and oozed saliva over her own massive mastodontic mega-breasts, the milk splurging from her finger-sized nipples, the juices reaching a whole feet of depth in that endlessly-expanding room, everything coming down in chaos as Imelda felt a hellish-and-heavenly surge of pleasure rock her bombastically up her spine. “Soon… I will conquer you!” She turned her gaze to the orgasming Mera, whose squirting, quivering body was being swept away by the inhuman loads of their collective pussies. “Bur first, we’ve got a cow to milk.”

	

	Indeed, they had, and milking was the most pressing matter of that evening, as the tanks laid empty, thousands upon thousands of them, and the two whores should have already sta- “Wait!” Imelda snapped her fingers, and Queen Gracyanne once again stared at her. “Oh, god! Silly me! How could I even forget it.” With her powerful, uber-veiny hands, the woman clanged her fists to the titanium surface of the tank behind her, gripped it until the metal bent and was crushed like paper, and then… “ooh, aah!” She ripped two massive pieces of the incredibly-thick surface; the walls of the tank so thick that even that ripping didn’t hole them. “Oh, my!” She looked at the two gigantic pieces of pure, solid titanium she had ripped from the wall: one weighting 1,450 pounds, the other 1,870 pounds. “Gosh! Sometimes I forget how much harder and heavier everything around here is!” Then, bringing one piece of metal closer to her lips, she looked at her Queen, whose smiled betrayed the anxious expectation of someone who already knew all-too-well what was going to happen. “I came here to show off, after all, so here’s…” She opened her mouth. Her teeth shone like suns, “my power!”

	

	She bit the piece of solid metal. Her teeth cut through it like a blind knife on a very moldy cheese. The act was anything but effortless; Queen Gracy could see every single muscle in the woman’s face contract and her nerves throb through her skin as she literally groaned and grunted whilst closing down her mouth, yet still her teeth, through pain and pleasure, cut through the amazing fragment completely, sending a huge, 340-pound chunk of it into her mouth, where she immediately began to chew it. “Mm!!” She rolled her eyes. Cum squirted through her pussy like a torrent. “Mm, mommy!! Good! So good!!” Despite her pleasure, tears were rolling down her cheeks. Her face was read and swollen as she chewed it. A little bit of blood dripped from her lips.

	

	Queen Gracyanne stretched out one arm, calling out for a piece of that pie. “Thrown me the other, child. I think you still have some misconceptions,” she smiled, “about what true power truly means.”

	

	Chewing on the massive piece of metal relentlessly, the woman threw the other, heavier rock to her Queen, its splash creating waves that reached as high as two feet at their highest. “I know you are. I told you… uuurgh!!” Painfully, she swallowed the barely-dissolved piece of titanium, making her throat swell as if slid down so, soooo slowly on her stomach. “Oh, god, phew! Oof!!” Without hesitation, she brought the rest of the metal back into her mouth, and from it she took another painful, slow, bloodied bite. “Daamn it, uuurgh! Fuck! There it is!!” After twelve seconds, she managed to rip another 300 pounds of titanium into her mouth, chewing on it again. “Phew, phew! I know I’m still, mm!, much weaker… yum, yum, yum!... than you.” Still with that fist-sized piece of ultra-dense metal in her mouth, she brought another one to her teeth, and oozing saliva like a crazy cow she took another heavy bite, adding 200 pounds to the already 300 inside of her. Both of her cheeks swelled like a squirrel who’d eaten one too many nuts. “Still… mm, mm!!” She legitimately enjoyed the taste, the texture, the everything about that metal in her mouth, “not too shabby for a girl… mm!... who could barely eat… mm, mm!... your pussy a few years ago, right?” Her eyebrows shot up, and the metal almost fell from her mouth as her jaw dropped low. “Oh, my god!”

	

	Like nothing, the Queen split that 1,900-pounds, bowling-ball-sized piece of titanium into two, with her arms barely flexing, and then she smiled and she placed one half in her mouth, the other in her pussy. While taking a near-effortless bite out of the former piece, she hardened her pussy around the metal of the latter… then cut it with its strength! *BOOM!!!* The dense metal, once suddenly cropped by the steely pussy of the woman, provoked a little explosions as its atoms were so ruthlessly split apart. “It is important, you see…” Gracyanne relaxed her pussy. One large chunk of metal was ejaculated out of her pussy along an ocean of female cum, “to eat your meal in smaller chunks.” As she spoke, she bit another piece of the metal in her mouth and chewed it, swallowing it only a few seconds after biting if off. “No risk of, mm!” She swallowed it. “Choking, you see.”

	

	“Mmph!” Crying gallons of tears, Imelda struggled the swallowed the 500 pounds of titanium she (foolishly) had bitten. “Whore!” She managed to make the two massive chunks pass through her tongue, but right above her ribcage they seemed to be stuck, causing her to gaggle and almost puke before banging her own breasts, flexing her uber-muscular chest, and sending the two pieces down hard into her stomach. “Oorh, fuck! Fuck! Fuck!!” Her gaze was manic as she contemplated the remaining few hundreds of pounds on her hand. “You’re a goddamned cunt, you know that?” Gracyanne took smaller and smaller bites of the chunk of titanium near her mouth while continuously (and seemingly effortlessly) cutting equally smaller pieces of the other chunk with her pussy; her labia hardening so intensely, yet also so quickly that Imelda almost barely blinked between the cutting of two pieces. The swaying of Gracyanne’s hips and gentle jiggling of her tits only helped to show how much easier, downright casual the task was for her. “Too can play this game, cunt!!” Puffing steam through her nostrils, Imelda placed the rest of the titanium in her own pussy.

	

	“Oh!” The Queen raised her eyebrows and stopped chewing as her friend roared, contorted her entire face, then flexed apocalyptically as her thighs exploded, her muscles multiplied, her veins inflated, and a massive burs of energy all but holed the tank behind her, cratering the titanium ground beneath her with her massive super-flex.

	

	“GOD!! DAMN!! IT!!!” She roared long and hard, and her pussy, now a bee-hive of throbbing, finger-thick veins, cut through the piece of metal relatively quickly, prompting her to pull out her hand and squirt out the huge chunk of titanium inside her. “ROOOOOAAR!!!” Like a gorilla or a dense College football jock, she beat up her tits, which exploded in milk, milk, milk! “ROOOOAAR!! GODDAMN IT!!!” She flexed her arms, booming with power. “FUUUUUUUCK!!!!” She then collapsed on her knees, throwing manly punches on the ground, cratering the titanium further as her pussy unloaded jet after jet of lubes. While she celebrated her victory (and recovered her energies), the Queen smiled kindly at her friend’s token triumph.

	

	“Quaint.” As the woman squirted and squirted and squirted, the Queen casually cut up several more pieces of the titanium with her pussy. “So much ado for a little cut.”

	

	Imelda was laughing like a maniac and panting like hell as she raised her head and faced the Queen again. “I told you…!” She panted and panted some more, sweat dripping from her face, “I’m not… yet!... at your level!!”

	

	The Queen’s smiled said it all: «and you’re never gonna be.» A little wink. «Cunt!»

	

	Imelda’s body trembled with fury. “You goddamned…!!” Instead of words, however, she completed it with actions: standing up one more time, she added one of the halves of the titanium into her pussy again, flexed, roared, nearly exploded, and then, after thirty-eight seconds… “ROOOOAARR!!!” *BOOM!* Another piece was cut. “FUCK YEAH, GOD… DAAAAMN IIIIIT!!!” She beat up her chest violently, her massive monstrous tits jiggling like gigantic, milk-full elastics to every direction, her hot, heavy cream being sprayed into literally every shiny, chrome surface of the place.

	

	In the time that it took her to cut another piece of titanium with her pussy, the Queen had ground hers into the smallest particles possible. Below her lied thirty-nine little pieces of titanium, each of which she took with her fingers and flickered like coins up in the air, catching them with her mouth like little grapes as they fell. “Not bad, baby, girl.” She chewed on those pieces like cereal. “Not… mm… bad. Mm, mm.”

	

	Imelda was raining down sweat from her swollen, red, veiny face as she looked to her woman again, feeling her head dizzy, her body sore, her pussy bloodied, her legs wobbly, and her feet unstable on the ground. She couldn’t help but to laugh at the Queen’s comical superiority. “Aah, fuck you!” She flipped Gracyanne two birds with both hands before clumsily grabbing another piece of the metal on the ground and cutting it again with her pussy. “ROOOOOAA-AAAAHH!!!” Her screams were both pain and glory as her pussy expelled cum (and a bit of blood) and, after a whole damned minute, successfully cut up yet another piece of the titanium. At the height of her flexing and metal-cutting, with her body swelling into an absolute monstrosity of virility in the shape of an ultra-muscular, hourglass She-Ra figure, her monstrously enormous breasts unloaded volcanic amounts of boiling milk into the air, literally covering an entire football field with the umbrella of her juices, casting a daunting shadow, no, an all-encompassing darkness on her women, and feeding the Queen many delicious gallons of her stuff.

	

	“Mm, yes, yes, please! Keep going!!” The Queen opened her mouth and moved her body to catch some of the lose threads of milk that Imelda’s tits ejaculated. “Little bit of liquid is good to… mm! Mm!... chew off this bubblegum!” She was now literally chewing those pieces off like cereal on milk, grabbing about ten of them in a hand and pushing them into her mouth while the milk burst through her lips and nostrils. “You’re still twenty-four and so far away from your peak!”

	

	Imelda trembled, her lips (both pairs of them) oozing blood along with the saliva. “For real?”

	

	Gracyanne nodded, her gesture devoid of any teasing or provocation. “You are going to beat me. I just wonder when… and how.”

	

	Imelda straightened up her posture, her body and muscles reenergized by the warm words of her majesty. “Maybe it’ll be when we fuck the King!” Her eyes shone. Gracyanne’s body froze… in fear! “The King of America!” She looked towards Mera, trying to make sure she wouldn’t hear any of that top-secret, ultra-confidential information, and thankfully the blonde was long passed-out of extreme pleasure by that point. “Maybe you will fail to ruin him. Maybe he’ll be the one to defeat you, to defeat both of us, and I…!!” Her muscles swelled. A labyrinth of veins was built atop the already-thick and -dense wall of veins beneath it, those veins themselves already laid atop layers and yet more layers of hard muscles that were the very definition of Power and Strength in physical form, “after a long beating of that stud, I…!! I will stand up over your body… I will rise above your barely-alive form… and I will fuck the soul out that man’s dick, sacralizing myself not only as the strongest woman on Earth, the strongest goddess on the galaxy, but…” She overall flexed every single muscle (and muscles within her muscles) with a deafening, eardrum-blasting roar, and her body swelled to proportions only before seen once she and the Queen were fucking in earnest, “THE MIGHTIEST FUCKING CREATURE IN THE WHOLE GODDAMN UNIVERSE, DAAAAAMN IT!!!” She flexed. Harder. Harder and harder and harder still!! “GOD!! FUCKING!! DAAAAAMN IT!!!”

	

	Imelda’s gigantic body boomed into an even more daunting, more extraordinary masterpiece of musculature before collapsing quickly on the ground, the woman standing on all four as she panted, laughed, puked and snorted some blood. “You good, Immy?” Asked her friend, to whom Imelda only raised a thumbs up.

	

	“Yeah, yeah.” She cleared her nose while trying to stand up, firming her feet on the ground. “Well, damn. What do we do about her?” She pointed to Mera, and Gracyanne swallowed all the remaining pieces of titanium in a single gulp.

	

	“Well, I… mm. Wanna play with her body?”

	

	Imelda looked at her friend, who was all but comatose, squirming and squirting gallons on the ground. “Not very fun after everything we did, huh?” She walked towards the woman while picking something in her teeth with her fingers. “I think we… ouch.” She took a tooth out. Her giggles contrasted with the brief worry from her Queen. “Damn it.” With a flicker, she threw the tooth at Gracyanne’s face, who giggled in turn. “You whore.”

	

	“What are you complaining about now, skank?”

	

	Imelda rolled her eyes. “It was so difficult for me to eat the titanium, and you…” She stomped the ground lightly. A vast load of womb-semen was splashed on the Queen’s face, making her laugh like a child on a pool during summer. “You fucking whore!”

	

	“Hey, whaaat? What did I do?”

	

	“You’re so much better than me it ain’t even fun!” She spat on Gracyanne, and the Queen didn’t even try to move away as the spit splashed on her nose. “Fucking cow. You disgust me!”

	

	“Stop trying to excuse away your envy. I am genetically superior to you. Deal with it!” Imelda accumulated saliva in her mouth again, making it very clear that she was about to… “No! Don’t you dare, you cunt!” With her cheeks bloated, Imelda giggled while locking her gaze on Gracyanne for a long, long time. The noise began to die down after a few seconds, and then… *SPIT!!* Imelda spat on her friend’s face again, making her rise abruptly from the ground and march—not walk; march!—quickly towards her. “You fucking…!!”

	

	“Alright, alright! Time out, yo!” Imelda made a time-out with her hands, but was suddenly taken aback by the enormity of the Queen’s body. “Whoa!” So close to her, the difference between them was so… breathtaking. “You aren’t even hard… are you?”

	

	The woman shook her head. “No, you cunt.” She raised one arm; the beast boomed and burst with absolute, unbridled power. “I’m literally using nothing. 0%. See?” She ‘flexed’ her arm, but sort of… didn’t; the only thing she did was to turn her wrist a certain way, and the rest of the arm followed in a gigantic, involuntary flex. Still, the size of her biceps was superior to one of Imelda’s boobs; even discounting all the veins (which were ripped, swollen, and extreme), her biceps already was far wider than Imelda’s waist—and, mind you again, Imelda was definitely *not* the thin type of Barbie.

	

	“Darn it. Okay.” She averted her gaze, giggling like a girl. “You win.”

	

	“Want me to stop?”

	

	“Yes, please. Uh, mm…” Imelda felt the energy leaving her, with her muscles returning to their absolute normal and her body, as a consequence, deflating bit by bit. “If I get a look at you, I’ll get too aroused and… you know the rest.”

	

	“In agreement.” The Queen nodded, turning towards the fallen, convulsing Mera. “Our breasts… oh, look.” She pointed to her own chest. “I’m leaking now.”

	

	Imelda only looked at her tits with her peripheral vision, but the bare sight alone was enough to make her pussy crazy with demonic arousal, loud squirts bursting and splashing even louder on the ground as her heart beat faster and her breasts jolted noisily. “Goddamn. You’re the most arousing thing in the universe.”

	

	“I know.” The Queen shook her breasts, making the milk spill in bigger, finger-sized loads. “You know what it takes for my breasts to overflow.” Her tone, a little more serious: “we must make haste, my darling. Things might get dangerous if we wait…”

	

	“Ahead of ya.” Imelda leaned down, grabbed Mera, and… “Oh, you! Stop it!” With the woman on her shoulders, Imelda slapped and beat up her gargantuan ass, grabbing it and squeezed it, fumbling and harassing her gorgeous muscles as the woman cried, came, and squirted like a hose. “You were so brave and strong a minute ago, now you’re all depleted and girly with us! Whore!” She beat up that ass until it was blazing red with the marks on her hand on it. “Mm, mm. This fucking ass!!”

	

	“Let me feel it.” Gracyanne and Imelda shared those buttocks with their hands, fumbling it, squeezing it, slapping it, spreading it out and teasing her anus with their fingers, all while walking towards the three seats in the middle of the room. “Hell, yeah. She got a fiiiine ass, this stupid bitch.”

	

	“She’s, like, the most powerful Caucasian in the world, isn’t she?”

	

	“Indeed she is. Caucasian blood rarely is that good to support a body so fucking massive.” The Queen power-slapped that ass until all of Mera’s muscles were shaking and wobbling, drawing another long shout of orgasm from her. “She a fine ass and a fine mare! Look, look!” She grabbed one buttock hard and pulled it, fumbling it in various different ways to highlight the quality of her meat. “Her meat is dense, hard, with over thirty times the fiber of an average human. You two are not that far apart from one another, to be honest.”

	

	“Stop it.”

	

	“Maybe I’m not the one you should be concerned with, Immy.” With one final slap… *SLAP!!*… the Queen walked away from Mera’s ass, smiling and giggling. “Maybe it’s her. Maybe, at the end of it all, she’s the one who’s gonna beat us both in fucking the King… not even you! Oh!!” Gracyanne received on her own super-massive buttocks a precise strike from Imelda’s muscular palm. *BOOM!!* A massive shockwave pushed away gallons of juice from the ground. “You whore! You’re getting far too intimate with me, don’t you think?”

	

	“I told you.” Arriving at the seats, Imelda carelessly threw Mera on the long seat to the far left. “You can’t do anything to me: beat me, kill me, I don’t give a damn.” She flexed one arm, hypnotizing her Queen with the beauty of her muscles growing, hardening, literally roaring with power. “Worst of all, you know you cannot live without me. I might not be your equal (yet), but I’m the only one who can honestly draw orgasms out of you, or at least pretend to take an active role on the bed.”

	

	“Mmph. You whore.” Both Imelda and Gracyanne stood before their seats, unsure of which one to take. “You’re right.” Gracyanne stepped towards the long seat in the middle—by far the biggest of all—but Imelda put her muscular, ripped, throbbing-veiny arm in front of the Queen, making her giggle and stare at her with a very undefined expression—was it anger? Annoyance? Teasing? Pain? Love? Damn it, what was it? Probably everything. “What are you doing, Immy?”

	

	Imelda looked up to her, not moving a single other muscle. “You know what, you whore.” She pointed to the massive seat. “I’m taking this one.”

	

	Gracyanne turned to her, her breasts literally casting a shadow upon the entire body of her smaller friend. “Immy, this other seat is very uncomfortable for me.”

	

	“That doesn’t exactly sound like a me-problem, does it? Mm.” She touched her chin, the playfully feigned a revelation: “oh, no: it sounds like a you-problem.”

	

	“Immy, please.” Gracyanne cracked her own neck, flexing her shoulders, and the sound was like a thousand massive trees collapsing all at one in a once-calm, silent forest. “Ain’t just positive things having this massive super body, you know. It’s honestly kind of a pain, sometimes.” She spread out her arms a little, and the veins and the muscles… god damn it! I struggle to find words of ways to describe the utter perfection of that woman’s physique, you know: each of her breasts, sagging a little due to their enormity and weight, jiggling very tenderly with the flux of milk inside of them, was far bigger than a pre-teen; her abdomen actually sported “only” ten supermassive muscles, but each of these muscles was literally larger than a fucking brick, larger than the flexed biceps of a very ripped stud. And the veins! By god, those fucking veins! The Queen wasn’t flexing, she wasn’t trying to show off, she was just standing there, completely still, doing no more than spread her arm apart, her muscles literally as relaxed as they could be, and she was still just… fuck!! Hard!! So goddamned hard! Hard as fuck, ripped as fuck, veiny like she was the very dictionary, encyclopedic definition of vascularity! Holy shit, that woman was fucking shredded, and then again, she wasn’t even fucking trying! “Look at me. This mountain of a body is fucking expensive to maintain.” Imelda was trembling, her jaw low and her lips shaky as she breathed very unevenly. “Let me get the big-ass chair, friend, ‘cause I’m literally going to crush the other one into a sheet of paper as soon as I lay my gigantic ass on it. You know how my ass is.” She turned to her side just slightly, yet the lateral bump of her ass was something… that defied… Jesus Christ… the laws of physics seemed to work differently around that ass, almost like the gravity around that meat was so fucking strong it was a Singularity in and of itself—you know: each of the buttocks like a literal black hole. “I’m weighting 65,000 pounds right now. You’re barely 35,000.”

	

	“‘B-barely.’” Imelda giggled. “You talk as if that’s nothing.”

	

	“I’m almost double you, so… yeah.” She winked. “To me, that *is* nothing.” She put one foot closer to the middle seat, already marking it with her presence. “Can I pleeeease take this seat? I promise I order another one just like this, all the seats the same size, expenses be damned, for our next milking.” All three pairs of tit were sloshing milk over the seats, but none so voluminously as Imelda’s gigantic pair. “For now, please, let’s just milk our tits and fill up these big-ass tanks.” The Queen stretched, and long gushes of cream burst so hot from her nipples. “Jesus, my breasts a’ hurting! Come.” She sat on the seat, then laid her hand on the seat to her right. “Lay down with me, friend, and milk yourself with me.”

	

	Imelda rolled her eyes and smiled. “Damn. How can I ever say no?” She sat down too and looked around, seeing the damage and destruction their little show from before had caused. “Everything is okay, right? Do we need to do some check-up, I don’t know, just to make sure?”

	

	“Nope. All the girls are out, and all our tits are bursting!” The Queen grabbed the long tube-like apparatus from the lower edge of the seat, pulling it up to reveal a double-parted suction cup perfectly measured to fit her own chest. “We have no more time to… ooh!” Her tits ejaculated gallons into the cups; both containers were filled to the brim with heavy cream, even though they were massive as two basketballs each. “No more time to waste, damn it. Fuck it. Oof!” She pushed the massive tube towards her chest, seeing that the massive, wide cups didn’t actually fit on her chest as nicely as last time. “I grew. I just… keep growing, damn it!” She looked to Imelda. “You take that damned smile off your face.”

	

	“It’s just that you’re so beautiful.”

	

	“Yee, yeeh!” She mocked her. “Darn it. Can I really make… this goddamned… uuh!” With the milk bursting back into her own chest, she forced the massive cups on her tits, and the massive breast-age only barely fit the containers, with a large portion of it still outside of the suctions cups. “Jesus, damn, I’m so much bigger! Look at them babies, look!!” She shook her chest, and the tube wobbled with her frank exhibitionism. “Gigantic, gigantic, gigantic!”

	

	Imelda only laughed. “You show-off. Fuck…” She too was having troubles of her own. “Goddamn it! Mine are worse. I mean, fine, sure, I’m sooooo much smaller than you and all that, but… look at these! The suction cups barely fit half my tits!”

	

	The Queen looked at them, and the sight of the over-massive tits squeezed so hard in those tiny, inadequate cups was cause for extreme arousal in her cunt. “Maybe, uh,” she cleared her throat, “your seat should be the other one. Oh, mm, no, no.” She looked to her left. “This one is clearly smaller.”

	

	“You’ve informed them that I have grown, haven’t you?” Imelda wasted not a single opportunity to flex her arms and show-off the enormity and vascularity of her bloated muscles. “Look, look! I’m an absolute monster compared to what I was before.”

	

	Gracyanne calmly nodded. “I *did* ask for an increase. Fifteen percent. The thing is… you’ve grown so much faster, so much harder than that.” She slightly blushed, which was such a rare sight even for Imelda. “I have cause of concern with you. Like… you’re growing quick.” She winked. “Far too quick for your own good.”

	

	Imelda twerked and shook herself over the seat, making the immense pillar of solid titanium roar as she moved. “Who the hell do you think you’re taking to? I’m a goddess!” She flexed both enormous, pillar-like arms. “I’m gonna beat yo ass like it nuthin’!”

	

	“Fine, fine. Just let’s get this shit star-” Then, a sudden gasp of surprise. “Oh, hello!” Gracyanne looked to the other side. “Good morning, sunshine. Did you have a nice sleep?”

	

	Imelda looked over her massive friend to try and see what was going on. On the other opposite seat, Mera was squirming hard and in a frenzy, her body assaulted by many goosebumps as her consciousness returned in a very abrupt, ungracious manner. “Relax, Mera. Take a breath in, take a breath out.”

	

	“She’s just in shock, Immy. I got it.” She winked. “She’s actually much harder than you think. Oh, my, my! You’re not the only one who’s been growing far too quick in this place. She is definitely one talent to keep… oh, hi, Mera!” The Queen made her voice girly and mocking again. “Did you have a nice sleep?”

	

	Just as suddenly as she began to shiver on her seat, Mera returned to her senses, her body resting calmly (or as calmly as it could be in that situation) on her long divan. “Fuck. Fuck…” She breathed, she panted. “Fuck me, gods. Gods!” She turned her head lazily to her right, seeing the majestic face of her godly lady. “H-hi… m-my Queen.”

	

	“You can call me Gracyanne or Gracy now.” The Queen wanted so bad to kiss that woman, but the most that she could do was to reach hallway to her friend’s forehead with her lips. Instead, she got her hand and squeezed it, causing orgasms to erupt loudly and messily from her pussy. “Oh, sorry!” She dropped her hand once she saw the woman panting so desperately and crying tears of pleasure. “Too soon?”

	

	“I-I-I-I…!!!” Mera lost her shit for about five seconds before abruptly recovering once more. “S-sorry, but… you’re both so out of my league!”

	

	The two goddesses laughed. With the threatening, deep rumbling of the machines around them, all reverbing in the massive tanks in the room, they snapped back to reality: “alright, ya, bitches. Start pumping!”

	

	“Hold it, my Queen!” Imelda bit her lips. “Our lovely Mera still didn’t wear her cups.”

	

	The poor blonde was shivering so hard her muscles were all but snapping. She bit her lips hard enough to draw blood from them, and cold tears left her swollen, livid eyes as she battled against that bone-breaking, body-twisting pleasure. The stern voice of the biggest goddess hopefully put her into place: “my darling, if you lack even this basic strength, you should better l-”

	

	“I KNOW!!” She shouted angrily, saliva sprinkling from her lips. “I… know!!” Fighting against the hardness of her own body, the woman very slowly and painfully moved her arms to the suction cups at the feet of her chair, then even more slowly, yelping and panting at every inch, pulled the tube towards her gigantic breasts, which were jiggling in a fascinating, beautiful manner as she moved and gasped. “God…!! G-god…!!” She cried all the way back-n-forth, and with great pains she placed the cups into her own breasts—which, this time, fit each other perfectly.

	

	“Aww, look at her tiny little boobies!” Imelda cooed, shaking her own lactating tits on the overflowing cups. “My tube barely covers half my chest!”

	

	“You shut up, Imelda, lest you want me to compare my tits to yours!” The Queen shook her daunting, overwhelming breastage, where the milk was so hot, the tits so dense and full, that every shake was followed by a boom like a massive tank filled with boiling water being shaken and stirred nearby them; it was like a large carcass of a shit crashing into the bottom of the ocean; you know: that deep, painful roar of something very strong moving in a medium far too dense and gooey.

	

	Imelda crossed her arms, adding pressure to her tits. “Fine. Ya mood-killer.”

	

	The Queen sent her a kiss, then looked back to her blonde, Causasian companion. “You alright, blondie?” As the cups made their final *pop* and *boom,* sealing the suction on her breasts, the woman gave them a thumbs up, trembling and shaking like the poor mess she was. “Let’s… urgh… get to pumping!”

	

	The three women—specially the two massive goddess—wasted no more words: the room was filled with the booming, gushing sound of hot magma erupting from their sacks of breast-meat, and the tubes were soon overflowing with even more milk than their incredible width could support. Gracyanne’s tube, in the middle, was as massive a woman’s torso; Imelda’s wasn’t much smaller, whereas Mera’s was the only one visibly thinner, being “just” as wide as the body of a child.

	

	The tits of these three superwomen roared with their masters finally allowing the milk to burst free. Imelda and Mera were already lactating, but their lactation was now free-flowing and deliberate, with both women vying to see who of was the Alpha cow amongst them.

	

	Resting easily between them both, Gracyanne knew the ultimate title belonged—as it always would—to her. It was only natural. «Fuck me tits! You’re full today!!» She felt the burning and the loud roaring from her two super breasts, which throbbed like hearts as they erupted with milk into the tube. No suction was needed for any of the women to lactate; the pressure within their breasts and muscles alone was enough to keep the milk flowing—and flowing, oh!, that milk surely did.

	

	Let’s start with Mera, the smallest and more human-like of the three beasts: as she undid all the mental blocks that kept her milk at bay and relaxed the musculature around her breasts, her titanic tits—easily GG-cups—swelled, then contracted, and a messy burst of milk painted the cups completely white. The perfectly-transparent tube soon became a tunnel of pure white as the milk began to flow, and its flow was dense, slow and hot, like cement poured into a canal. The bursts and eruptions of milk were very messy, for the woman didn’t possess the utter strength of her two companions, and in a way her milk was the only of the three that clearly resembled more of a liquid than a solid, though it still bubbled and flowed like any dense, thick marmalade.

	

	Imelda’s lactation was more of an explosion, and her cups cracked around her breasts once they released their first (of endless) bursts of pure tit-semen. If Mera’s liquid was forthy and delicious, Imelda’s was… divine. The milk exploded from her nipples both like a volcanic eruption of something liquid, indeed, but also as a very slow-moving, unbelievably thick broth, so dense that it glued to the walls of the tube and moved only with incredible pressure from the liquid the woman kept ejaculating, making her moan and bite her lips with the incredible sensation that milking gave her. “Oooh, god!! Yes!! YES!!” She sucked her lips and grappled the sides of the chair, crushing them and tearing them out like nothing. “Oh, fuck me, yes, yes, YES!!” She threw the pieces of titanium on the ground, where they splashed without sound on the thick milk and semen those women had produced on such ludicrous quantities. “Fuck me, this is good!!” She found herself often losing her breath, panting and breathing hard to recapture the oxygen. “Oh, my god, this is far too good, mm!!” She grabbed her tits and squeezed them, and the cracks around the cups and along the tube grew just a little deeper as the pressure increased titanically. “I’m such a fertile cow!!” She then looked to her left and giggled, accepting the sight of Gracyanne’s effortless superiority without any grips. “Oh, fuck you!”

	

	Gracyanne simply smiled, feeling her tits throb and pump milk on their own. She needed no control over her musculature so that her milk just… exploded!... into the tube; no: all she needed to do was for her tits to work on their own, and that was it! She was set for life, if she wanted to. “There is, nor there will ever be…”  She bit her lips, rolled her eyes, and moaned, “no end to my milk!” Both women—Mera and Imelda—were jaw-dropped and hypnotized by the daunting loads of milk she produced; while Mera’s load was still only halfway to its tank, and Imelda’s was only ten feet away (the whole tubes being, on average, fifty feet long), Gracyanne’s milk was already pouring messily into the tank, the fluid having to rise a few feet up to the level of the women’s faces, then turning around the tank to that it burst very visibly, like hot, creamy waterfalls, to the ladies’ eyes.

	

	All tanks, save for that very few that Imelda and Mera had destroyed, were completely, totally transparent. The oceanic load of Gracyanne’s lactation began to rise at a daunting pace on the bigger, fatter, taller tank in the middle of the women, with a robotic, female voice announcing their respective milestones: “Lady Gracyanne: 1,000 gallons.” The Queen raised one eyebrow to Imelda, who could only fume and feign childish rebellion upon seeing her own milk only explode into the tank many seconds later. “Don’t worry, my child. You’ll reach this level in now time.” Ten seconds later, the voice announced: “Lady Imelda: 1,000 gallons.” And the Queen clapped her hands, very childish and squeamish: “you did it, Immy! Oh, wait a minute… I guess there’s another announcement for me, just listen!” She placed her hand under her ear and made a very silly face upon hearing the new message: “Lady Gracyanne, four thous-” The recording then “glitched” or “bugged” in some way, and there was one second of the system glitching and the voice almost resetting itself before the correction was made: “Lady Gracyanne, five thousand gallons.” Then, two seconds later: “Lady Gracyanne, six thousand gallons.” One second. Two sec- “Lady Gracyanne, seven thous-” Again, another glitch. “Lady Gracyanne, eight thous-” Then yet another glitch in the middle of the prior glitch, oh, my! “Lady Gracyanne, nine thousand gallons.”
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