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In the lusty sea of her fluctuating unconsciousness, Aelynn Cloud was lost in the great waves of pleasure that had waterlogged her brain. As implied, her latest expansion was so overwhelming that her mind had shut down in order to not perish under such a massive increase to her literal everything. She had actually grown to a size that was one hundred times her bulbous previous. Going by the physical “sea” of her belly, butt, breasts, it could be assumed that her blueberry transformation was not only complete but also to a highly excessive degree. However, the two-thousand and five-hundred feet of round womanly flesh was still a few steps from tantalizing totality. To her, the story of her life as a bounty-hunting swordswoman was over and presently, she was in an extraordinary transitory phase. Her physicality matched the figurative, the many, many feet of her giant anatomy bending the timeless trees of the forest as though they were blades of soft grass. To her immensely wide backside, she had left the village behind and ahead, the small lake would serve as a cleanser that would wash off whatever remained of her existence as a little mortal. And, she was ravishingly ready for it all.

“Hnggghhh...s-such a d-daft view p-p-point...” she managed to put out intelligibly. Though her vocals were shaky, it was the first statement she had said after making her grand expanding exit from the village. In truth, a mere fifteen minutes had passed but the time slowing orgasm made it seem like an hour. The last thing she remembered was the spear of Garrick shifting the final handle needed to redirect to this slow demolishing of the forest. By some physical miracle, the nub that used to be one of her long legs was perfectly centered on the steam plough utilized to make her lumbering leave. Aelynn wasn’t well-versed in physics but she had a notion that this shouldn’t be possible. If she was ten percent of her city-sized body, then she could understand how the outwardly tiny machine was still continuing to ferry her colossal bulk. Prior to the nightly uproar she had caused, Aelynn did note that despite her unnaturally large proportions, there was an equal amount of “bounce” to her bodily makeup. In fact, she had demonstrated by literally kicking off a sycamore tree—performed by treating her big person like a compacting spring. Even further back, the collapse of the potion warehouse of Leofwine rendered her no harm, regardless that she was standing inside it—the heavy pieces falling on her and bouncing off.

-Heh, guess I’m ‘all-around’ in endowments and strength.- she thought, the unceasing climax still making it tough to talk. That realization made her see a new truth, which was her being factually “alone”. Cloud wasn’t known for her friendliness but it sure became a regret as she furthermore realized she couldn’t return to the village ever again. Especially considering the calamitous departure, with her assured of the hefty bounty that would be placed on her. Whilst she ruminated, the irony was currently a double play—both her standing as a bounty hunter and the faint—almost negligible—sensation of something touching her extensive underbelly. She was reminded of a fairy tale she had heard recently from a chatty Danish mark she had hauled back. “The Princess and the Pea” was its name and in place of a towering stack of mattresses, her sky-scraping bluish-purple voluptuousness was certain there was a lively “pea” below her nearly absorbed stub of a foot. The countless breaking branches and scraping bark was a feeling she had quickly discerned so it annoyingly stood out to her. Whether it was a favorable or unfavorable would be shortly seen, seeing as she was about to be in a compromising position. Yet again, the very physics she was pondering was exhibited with the steam plough striking a boulder.

“No no no!!” she panicked, taking notice of the bass her vocals had. Her line of thinking would have eventually culminated in Aelynn understanding that an intangible aspect of the Bittersweet Blueberry curse was the near-invincibility of her bloated flesh. She had always been a visual learner anyways, particularly when her half-sunken head was upturned and dipped straight into the cold waters of the lake. The sounds of crushed and splintered timber could be heard even with her underwater—Cloud’s oscillating noggin caused by the fear and a lesser but horny appreciation that her gigantic frame out dilated the body of water. She was more surprised that her enormous breasts weren’t flopping downward and suffocating her to the fate she was attempting to escape. Then, her viewpoint shifted.

-That’s a sharp-feeling ‘pea’...- she reflected, thankful nonetheless as she rose from the watery tomb. Her perspective was now upturned and feeling a sense of deja vu, she was looking at the softly smiling face of Leofwine—a thin yet long branch in hand. He was quick to duck from the steam plough before it crashed and had apparently prodded her right when she was still in motion. Once more, the smitten man had saved her from certain misfortune and in addition, he had her bastard sword in the other hand. The blade sheathed in its scabbard gave her a pre-nostalgic sensation that faded as swiftly as it came. For the moment, she appreciated his kindness.

“As I said...you’re a fine man. But, do not be foolish. If they see you aiding me...the ‘she-demon’...you’ll be rife with trouble.” she warned, returning his smile with a blue-lipped impression of concern. Aelynn watched as he perched the weapon against a rock and noticed two potion bottles attached to his belt—one empty and the other being a light teal-tinted solution that was fastly untied.
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