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	Legal disclaimers

	

	The following applies to all works published in any media, at any time by the author Gigi Potemkin and any and all authors, brands, or names formally/legally associated with the Gigi Potemkin brand.

	1.      All the characters depicted in this book and involved in any form of sexual and/or romantic relationship are 18 (eighteen years old) or older.

	2.      All forms of sexual intercourse or romantic expression are between consenting adults.

	2a.      Each and every act of sexual intercourse or romance is consensual throughout the entirety of the act, action, or expression. The text will often go to great lengths to explicitly highlight this point.

	2b.      This is equally valid in instances of intense or even extreme (by regular human standards) BDSM. In some storylines, some characters are superhumanly strong or endowed, and some characters derive intense pleasure from, among other things, physical fights or beatings, including instances of regenerative abilities coupled with the trait of becoming physically stronger/more powerful the harder one’s body is tested/pushed to its limits. The text is always explicit about the physical/biological nature of its non-human or superhuman characters (for more information, consult item #4).

	2c.   All characters are always unharmed by the end of their intercourse or respective storylines. Every expression of romance or sexuality is 100% positive, leaving all the characters better off (physically AND emotionally) than before.

	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.

	4.      All forms of sexual intercourse depicted in this book are between humans or human-like equivalents (e.g.: angels, demons, giants, humanoid aliens, mythical or mythological creatures in human shape and fully endowed with human intelligence, etc.).

	4a.      All sexual organs and/or genitalia are human or shaped exactly like human genitalia (1-to-1 equivalence).

	5.      All forms of sexuality, sexual expression, sexual intercourse, sexual relationships, or any type of romantic expression are compliant with the laws of the United States of America AND Switzerland AND the European Union

	5b.      If you live outside the aforementioned territories, or carry this material outside these territories, please consult your local legislation before purchasing, acquiring, or consuming this work in any way. We CANNOT guarantee full legal compliance with territories outside a Western-oriented or Western-style legal system.

	5ba.   Generally speaking, if you live in a locale where the legitimate distribution of this material by major international retailers (e.g., Amazon, Apple Books, Google Play, Barnes and Noble, etc.) is allowed, then there is a high likelihood (BUT NEVER FULL GUARANTEE) that this text is 100% compliant to your local laws.

	5c.      Possession and/or consumption and/or re-distribution of this text/material in any territory where one KNOWS it to be illegal/outlawed is entirely the responsibility of the reader, buyer, holder, and/or distributor of this material. Neither the author, the publisher, or the primary/original distributor (e.g., Amazon, Apple Books, etc.) is responsible for the unlawful (or potentially unlawful) behavior of their customers.

	5d.      Furthermore, all text is compliant with the Terms of Service (TOS) of major international retailers, online servers, social media platforms, and distributors who agree with distributing Adult Content (18+).
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Book 1: Lesbians of the African Futa 



	


Chapter 1: Arrival of a Rival

	

	

	“Who the fuck is that girl?”

	

	I don’t remember when I first saw her, but I do vividly remember how my body responded to her: shock! Paralysis! Freezing! 

	

	I literally froze in place and shuttered, feeling a cold tingling up my spine as the transfer student strolled by potentlyacross the hallway.

	

	All the students seemed to have been struck by a similar reaction: they heads were turning, their minds spinning, and their jaws were dropping as they witnessed that titan walk.

	

	I know that Veronica was by my side, though, when she answered: “I…” She gulped. “I d-don’t know.” We would later find out everything about that beauty, but at the moment we were just too awestruck, too staggered by that threatening figure to do (or think) much else. Time seemed to have accelerated many decades in a minute, for in the blink of an eye we were back in class, with our books in our hands and our minds still dizzy. «Who the fuck was that woman?»

	

	Edita. Her name was Edita. She was said to come from a noble African family, though her features made her look like from somewhere in the Caribbean. “Nah, she’s definitely Africa.” Some of our friends, as awestruck as us, pointed out. “Look at her skin! You don’t find that beautiful shade of dark anywhere in the Caribbean. Well, Jamaica, maybe, but even then.”

	

	“Ain’t all about the skin, though.” Another girl said. “It’s, like, her features, her face. Her bone structure is, like, so European.”

	

	“Yeah. Definitely. She’s much more of a Nordic type of face. Though much more beautiful, in my opinion.”

	

	“Her hair!” Veronica said. We were all basically fawning over her. “I mean, her hair is unmistakably ‘foreign,’ isn’t it? Not exactly that ‘black power’ kind of hair, but still so curly and expansive.”

	

	“Is she redhead?”

	

	We tried spying on her. In those first days of college, the mysterious freshmen always dined alone. “I don’t think so. She’s more like light-brown.”

	

	“Nope, she’s definitely redhead.” Our friend moved her body clumsily, trying to catch a glimpse of her in a different position. “But you gotta see it right. She’s so dark, indeed, that’s it’s hard to…”

	

	“Shh, she saw us! Everybody act normal!”

	

	Thanks to our friend’s movements, the freshman looked straight at our table, and we avoided looking at her while nonetheless stripping her for any piece of information we could gather. She just was too fascinating for anyone to ignore. “Is she still looking at us?”

	

	“Yep. She is.”

	

	“Fuck. She’s got a good eye, doesn’t it?”

	

	“She’s smiling. Fuck. Judging by her face, she’s got a good ear too.”

	

	She was on the very other end of the dinner, and the place was packed with loud, talkative students. “Come on! No ways she’s hearing us from all the way over there.”

	

	But she was, or at least that’s what her stance betrayed. “Fuck, I have to confess: I’m horny as hell for her!”

	

	“Gee, Bianca, get a grip.”

	

	“She’s so big, Heather!” Bianca jumped on her seat, leaning across the table to touch my fists. “She’s even bigger than you and Veronica!”

	

	Both me and Veronica bit our lips. “Tsc!” We said almost at the same time. We didn’t want to admit it out loud, but we didn’t need to: anyone with eyes could clearly see that the exchange student, coming straight from the jungle depths of Africa, was far taller and bigger than us both. In the gym, we actually hoped to see just how bigger and stronger she actually was, but the damned bitch never showed up there—not even once!

	

	“Have you seen the exchange student?” Veronica asked me while doing a fourth set of biceps reps.

	

	“No.” I puffed out loudly, pulling up a 400lbs bar. “Haven’t seen that bitch anywhere close to here!” I let go of the weight and leaned back on the wall, basking on the many lustful gazes of the students in the gym. “Does she think she’s too good for us?”

	

	Veronica was overdoing herself. After the stranger’s arrival, she looked even more committed to her exercises than she usually was. «Well, I can’t blame her.» I looked to my massive biceps and flexed her. My shirt stretched with the simultaneous swelling of my arms and my breasts. «Fuck, I’m hard! I feel like shredding these clothes off and doing all the guys in this place!» I too felt extra powerful (and horny!) after the arrival of that mysterious, yet arrogant student. “What do you know about her?”

	

	Veronica laid her weighs on the ground and rested on the wall, mimicking my posture. “Little to nothing. People say all she does is study.”

	

	A great sense of humor almost made me burst out laughing. “Fuck off!”

	

	“No, really.” She was sincerely puzzled: “if we want to find her, we have a better shot by going to library. People say she spends all day there. She’s very studious, apparently, and doesn’t like to slack off.”

	

	No way a woman like her—a woman of her size!—could be the bookworm type. “You saying she’s a nerd or something?” Veronica nodded. “Get outta here!”

	

	Before she could answer, we heard the deep, rumbling voice of man walking by us: “hey, Heather. Looking good!”

	

	I winked and rolled my tongue out, pulling my tank top with one hand while making a “V” gesture with the other. Despite his confidence, the man wasn’t quite expecting what he saw. “I mean… damn!” He stopped on his tracks. “Since when do you have an eight-pack, girl?”

	

	“Since I laid you good, Jason.” I replied. I really wish I could be as loud and bad-mouthed as a sailor, but a lady—even one as big and muscular as I—still had to follow some etiquette. “Wonder when you’ll want to repeat the experience, baby.” Yes, this way I talked was still very mild and lady-like. Combined with my voice, which was very soft and silky, the message actually sounded way sweeter than the words implied.

	

	Jason stepped back and gulped. His confidence quickly vanished, and a few men around him—some jealous, some as equally afraid—couldn’t help but to stare at our bodies and feel very inadequate with themselves. “Gotta confess, babe, you really… mm…”

	

	I put my finger on my lips and shooshed him. “No need to say it, hon. I hope you didn’t spend too long without being able to walk.”

	

	He laughed—but only half-heartedly. “Well, come on, you were not this good.”

	

	“Not for lack of wanting, though. I just didn’t want to kill you, honey.”

	

	His expression made it clear that he believed every single word of mine—and it was wise too, for I was really not joking. “I, uh…” He kept moving undecidedly while I and Veronica walked over to our next set of equipment. “I’m much stronger now, for your information.”

	

	“Sure you are, six-pack.” We both laughed, pulling up out shirts and flashing our gorgeous abs to one another. For anyone, man or woman (especially woman), a six-pack would be something to be proud of, a sign of peak physical condition, but to us it was actually a derogatory expression: with eight rigid, bloated muscles on each of our bellies, we found ourselves in the unique position to belittle and laugh at those wannabe strongmen.

	

	“I can take on both of you, if you want to.”

	

	We laughed. The entire gym froze a little. “Oh, honey, learn your place.” I turned slightly to him before sitting on the bench, and one by one the weights were placed on it by my equally-amused Veronica. “We’re on a whole other league, babe, even for men as massive as you.”

	

	“Don’t talk, Heather. Show.” Veronica gleefully kept adding the weighs to the already overstuffed bench. “Show this puny male what you can do—and why he or any man can never hope to outlast us!” Taken aback by her own power, my friend slid her hands down her muscular, hard, yet curvy profile. “To outfuck us. Come on!”

	

	Puffing steam through my nostrils, I began the exercise. Half the gym seemingly stopped what it was doing to watch me push those weighs like they were nothing, my powerful thighs moving up and down while threatening to shred my lycra apart. My muscles were roaring! Repetition after repetition, I felt the heat coursed through my fibers like mustangs racing through the wilderness.

	

	Jason’s jaw dropped lower for each rep until he just threw his arms up and walked away. “Freaks.” He muttered, but we knew his dick had shrunk a little by witnessing those legs so much more powerful than his entire body.

	

	“I think you hurt him, Heather.”

	

	“Grrr!! Fuck him!” After two hours of exercises, I finally felt the sweat forming on my forehead. “That arrogant fuck! It’s nice putting a petty male like him on his place.”

	

	She pressed the bench harder and harder, drawing fawning sighs from her friend. “Damn, Heather. You’re looking so much harder, so much more muscular.” She too, like many in that gym, couldn’t help herself; the friendship between them, though, allowed her much more liberty to her displays of admiration: pumping the iron like there was no tomorrow, Heather felt in her exposed abs the nails of her desirous friend, who purred with pleasure as she felt them flexing and throbbing—muscles so powerful they were squelching audibly. “Damn, girl. You’re killing it.”

	

	Heather stopped the press. “You feeling needy, Vee-vee?”

	

	Veronica’s eyes glimmered. “Don’t stop.” She slapped her mighty thighs. “Keep going on.”

	

	Heather slapped hers back. “You finding excuses not to work out, huh, you lazy cow.”

	

	“I’m sooo attracted to you.” She confessed. It wasn’t their first time, nor would it be their last. “Pump it. Pump some iron, beautiful.” She laid her palm wholly on her leg, splurging in her smooth, model-like skin, then squeezing (or at least trying to) her massive, bloated muscle. “Pump some iron so I can feel your powerful muscles working. You’re such a mare, Heather, I swear.”

	

	Heather benched-pressed again. The longer she exercised, the hornier Veronica appeared to be. Her breath was coarse and panting. Her neck was swelling at some points. “Yes. Yes.” She whimpered, biting her lips and gulping dry and hard. “Oh, god.” She could see the waves and ripples across the formidable musculature of her friend. She was such a machine. “Fuck. You’re so powerful.”

	

	“Do you want to feel my power again?” Heather took one hand out of the handle and fondled Veronica’s eight-pack. “Do you?”

	

	The beautiful blonde blushed and groaned. “I…” Her throat was so dry. “Fuck. We shouldn’t.”

	

	Heather’s eyes glimmered with passion. “We will.”

	

	They worked out for two more hours until calling it quits and going out to enjoy each other’s bodies on the gym’s sauna. Heather was eating Veronica’s soul out of her pussy when instructors found them amidst the steam. The heat was much superior than it should have been, and that was because of their mighty bodies: those two beautiful, over-muscular blondes were producing steam on their own! If the instructors weren’t so impressed—and aroused—by their lewd display, their punishment would have been much more severe.

	

	“Come, Vee.” Heather picked up Veronica on her arms. “Let’s finish this off back in my place.”

	

	Veronica was still squirting when Heather carried her out to her car, and both girls had to finish off their affairs on a fancy hotel room—the one place where Heather carried all her conquests to, as their college dorms just wouldn’t cut it. Too much noise and too much power. The complaints had been enough to warrant her a suspension.

	

	It was a problem Veronica knew very well, though she was much less powerful than her friend. “Heather!! Oh, Heather!!” As the dominant blonde thrust into her steamy pussy, Veronica cried out and screamed. “Fuck me, how can you be so pow… oooh!!!” Then her screams multiplied and intensified into infinity. The walls of the hotel trembled.

	

	Even in that private place, it appears they wouldn’t have sufficient privacy: the buzzer rang many times, probably with complaints from the other residents. «Fuck them!» Heather thought, punishing her friend’s cunt with her strap-on eleven-inch penis. «I will drown this bitch in orgasms nom matter what!»

	

	Relentlessly, furiously, Heather fucked Veronica for eleven hours until they both passed out in exhaustion. Her eyes were still crazed, however, as she witnessed her friend slowly pass out. “T-too much!!” Veronica cried out. “I-i-it’s too much!” She had put an admirable fight: eleven hours of unending fucking, with every single hole of hers having been licked, sucked, fingered, and fucked out of its tightness… «phew!» Heather resisted the urge of praising her; it would be too much for her already-inflated ego. «Girls, you got some stamina!» She flexed her muscles and pounded them even harder, sensing her fainting very near. «Either you’re getting stronger or I’m getting weaker. Whatever it is,» her thrusts intensified, «I will never let my guard down. Cum!» And her friend screamed. «Cum harder and harder on my dick and my muscles!»

	

	“Oh, Heather… Heather!!” Veronica’s voice was faint and vanishing. Her throat was just too ruined after so much screaming. Squirting a power jet on Heather’s abs, she passed out completely, and her friend could finally withdraw her prick from her and toss it aside like a champ, flexing her muscles and admiring herself in front of a mirror.

	

	«This is what a goddess should look like.» She flexed her biceps and her abs. Her tits jolted mightily, pulling her entire torso up. «Fuck me, I’m shredded!» He saw her raw, reddened pussy. It had taken quite a beating after all those hours of fucking, but, sliding her fingers into her lips, «mmm!», she basked on the fact she still had enough energy to go on for many hours more. «I’m relentless. Ain’t no human being more powerful than me, more vigorous than… me…»

	

	Then it occurred to her: the newcomer. «Who the fuck is that fucking bitch!» Much taller, even wider than she was, the African nerd sure looked like an obvious threat to her reign. Even though she doubted the exchange student would have a physique superior to hers, she couldn’t be sure of anything. «Based on the last time I saw her, uh… fuck. Her body was amazing!» Even though she dressed very modestly, wearing the biggest sizes the stores had available, the African challenger still looked sexy and ripped, with her clothes clinging to her massive body, which looked hard in every inch, trained to perfection by a routine of ceaseless exercises and impeccable diet. «Yet still…» Heather flexed some more in front of the mirror, trying to give herself some sense of reassurance. «She never goes to the gym. How come?!» Maybe the student was laxing. Maybe the routine on the new country was still dawning on her. However… *gulp!* Heather felt her legs shaking. Her shoulders went a little lower, her stomach churning with the impossible thought that «maybe she’s all natural. A perfect body with perfect genes.» She gulped again. It was unreasonable to feel so much fear, especially for her. Turning around, she admired her glutes and her thighs on the mirror, striking bodybuilder poses, thinking that «maybe I’m getting too big. Mm.»

	

	Nah. There wasn’t such a thing as “too big” for women like her. As long as her feminine proportions were kept in check—a thinner waist, a rocking ass, a massive rack, and incredibly long legs—all growth was game. She was unashamed of putting up enough muscle mass on a yearly basis to scare off even a charging bull. At six feet and three inches, she had height to spare: her muscles could grow bigger and denser without sacrificing her feminine form. Yeah, maybe she was too much; maybe she really was just too heavy, too powerful, too hard, but fuck it. «Like if meant to be hot and hard!» She flexed all her muscles before the mirror, adding another two inches of height to herself, before relaxing and laying down on the bed with her friend.

	

	Kissing Veronica tenderly, fondling her hair and squeezing her breasts, Heather couldn’t still stop thinking about her challenger. «That massive African bitch. Who the hell does she think she is?» With an uneasy feeling between her legs, the giantess rested her head on her friend’s back and finally went to sleep.

	 

	

	* * *

	 

	 

	“Who the hell, really, does she think she is?” It was a question that became all-encompassing as the rumors, nay, the accounts of that daring student multiplied across campus. Veronica and I were especially interested in those rumors, as they pertained precisely to the world we were supposed to be queens of; in our unrivaled, unchallenged status quo, that African bitch had appeared to shatter its foundations—and this was driving us crazy!

	

	It all started with a few students “disappearing” for a while: students who never missed a class started missing them, only to reappear days later in completely fucked up conditions and exhausted expressions. Some of the absences lasted for well over months, and at least two students were never heard of again after the African witch, as it appeared, started performing her magic on them.

	

	Males and females, there seemed to be no discrimination on who she chose to attack. Every time we saw a pale face with tired eyes and bruises all over the body, we knew this was a student who had met with the African’s curse. “What happened, Jesse?” We approached one of our friends—a ripped, but much leaner fitness student. Her appearance was absolutely pitiful: since the last time we saw her, she seemed to have lost over thirty pounds, and her limbs were always trembling every time she moved and tried to recount the horrors she had seem.

	

	It was the same story from every pair of lips who recounted it; the same terrifying, yet arousing tale: “we fucked. Me and Jamila.” Oh, so that was her name: Jamila! How well we would have come to know it, and how many times we would hear it, with an admiring tone, from so many other mouths—until it was our mouths who were uttering and screaming it in ecstasy. But back to our friend: “I d-don’t know if she noticed me checking her out. I m-mean, we all knew, right, that I was… fuck! She’s so attractive! I couldn’t help but not to spy on her, to follow her, to try and get a peek… of her awesome body. Damn!” She seemed to be struggling for breath at every couple of words. “She came to me. Out of nowhere, she walked up to me and asked if I wanted to fuck. I was completely shocked by her brashness, but her body, her muscles… fuck, I couldn’t say no to a woman like her, couldn’t I? It was an experience I sure would never miss.” She crossed her legs and squeezed them tightly, her thighs much less impressive and drier than they used to be. Her hands too were crossed above her crotch, as if she was trying to protect something. “Never again. There is a limit to everything, and that woman… that… monster!...” Her heart was pacing. We could hear it from afar! “She’s beyond anything anyone can ever imagine.” Then, her eyes turned to us: “be careful, you two. That monster will soon have you in her sights.”

	

	This first testimonial was enough to peek our curiosity, but it was the following accounts that really got our souls raging. Not just their content, but their numbers: in a span of four months, the African queen appeared to have laid with over half the student body. Soon, we learned that even the staff wasn’t safe from her. Professor Johnson, the college’s preeminent Muay thai instructor, had the same bruised look as everyone else when we gathered enough courage to ask him “what happened?” The poor man’s body, as bad as it looked, wasn’t half as bruised as his ego, though: “I’ll tell you what happened: that freak of nature has destroyed me, that’s what!”

	

	He wasn’t much help, of course. It was much harder getting those confessions from boys than it was from girls, as the crushed egos were so much more painful on the male souls. Still, with just a little inquiry, we soon discovered that it wasn’t just Mr. Johnson, but the entire Muay thai team of the school who had been laid and conquered by that savage African pussy—all in the same night. “What?!” We had to control ourselves so as not to scream aloud in the middle of the hallways. “Are you saying that she did them all… in the same night??”

	

	Our friend Rebecca was just as shocked as we were—if not more, for she was the one who had to take care of the boys after the fact. “Not the same night; the same weekend. I saw firsthand their bruises and injuries, some of them with twisted joints and broken bones.” She came closer to us, lowering her voice, making sure no one else could hear the indelicate matter: “she spent the entire weekend laying the living fuck out of them.”

	

	“B-but they’re…” Poor Veronica couldn’t stop gulping, clearing her throat, crossing her legs, and adjusting her tight skirt on her pelvis. “There are, what, twelve of them?”

	

	“Sixteen.”

	

	“Sixteen?!” I couldn’t believe it. No: I couldn’t accept it. “You’re saying that she fucked sixteen men in a single night?”

	

	“Again, no, not a single night.” Her eyes glimmered with both loathing and passion: “a single session. They met on Friday. The first bodies arrived on the hospital on Monday.”

	

	“Oh, my god!’ Veronica covered her mouth, standing on the tip of her toes. “Are they okay?”

	

	“Two are in… fuck. I can’t believe I’m saying it.” She shook her head and sighed. “Two are under intensive care. Most of the others are fine, but they’ll take a week… weeks to recover. Only Mr. Johnson was discharged, and that’s because she’d left him for last.”

	

	I gulped. “For last?”

	

	“Yes. According to the boys, she said he was ‘by far the most appetizing lay of the night.’ She treated the other boys are mere entrees before the banquet. She said—and again, I don’t believe I’m saying that—that he’d be ‘the first man worthy of her cunt in this whitey country,’ and that she would ‘lay him like only African gods can.’” She gave us that same look: “you shouldn’t be thinking what you are thinking. You haven’t seen the X-rays. I have.” She shuttered. “Three of the guys had their pelvises crushed. Two of them has their femurs dislocated. One will not be able to walk sooner than a month, and five others are so malnourished we had to hook them on machines to inject nutrients back into their veins. They said that, once that monster locked her gaze on them, the minimum she’d last with them was three hours each. They said she fucked four, even five of them simultaneously. One told me she fucked him for eight hours unendingly until he passed out and woke up in the hospital bed.”

	

	“You can’t be serious.”

	

	She took a phone from her pocket and showed us images of the crime scene: “please, don’t tell anyone I showed you this. It’s actually forbidden to take pictures of our patients, but fuck me, what the hell was I supposed to do? Just listen to their stories without a lick a proof? I ain’t being this naïve. Here’s the result of her sex marathon.”

	

	She swiped through the pictures with her thumb, showing us row after row of broken up bodies and beat up males. Though we expected to see something ugly, we didn’t know it would be that gruesome.

	

	The bodies just kept getting worse and worse with each swipe, some of them barely looking alive. “Jesus Christ! Were they hit by a truck?”

	

	“Well, even a truck wouldn’t be that bad.”

	

	“Is she into some kinky shit? Seriously, look at this one: he’s completely twisted! From head to skin, his all purple and bloated, and his limbs all look twisted.”

	

	“No ‘kinky shit,’ at least that I know of. It’s just her body and her prey.” She adjusted the glasses on her nose. “There is something peculiar about her, though. Something I think you would be very interested in knowing.”

	

	We turned our hungry gazes to her, no longer concealing out raging curiosity. “What, what, what?”

	

	“Here. Look at this.”

	

	“Eww!” We immediately turned our faces away. The pictures were now of their gaping anuses and stretched-out pelvises. One of them had an asshole so widened it’s like someone had been fisting him all weekend long. “What the fuck has she done to them?”

	

	“She fucked them.” Our girlfriend, though, felt the need to be more precise: “she penetrated them.”

	

	“Penetrated them with what?” We were met with silence. “You told us she didn’t use anything but her body.”

	

	“Yes. I have told you that.”

	

	“Then how could she have left them in this state? Jesus Christ,” we kept seeing the images, “are all of them like this?”

	

	“All of them. They won’t take a shit without great pain in under a few months, I tell ya.”

	

	“Then how did she do it? There’s no way a woman can do that just with her pelvis! Did she use a strap-on, like I do with Veronica?”

	

	“Heather, please.”

	

	“Oh, come on, Vee-vee.” I took her hand. “Everyone knows I fuck ya lika a mustang.”

	

	She smirked. “You fuck like a beast. I can’t help but to…” She fawned. “Take every inch and every ounce of your power.”

	

	“You two done?”

	

	“Please, tell us. Stop teasing us so: what did she use to leave these men so torn-up and wrecked? Fuck, this one has literally been torn up in the ass. Jesus! You had to stich the poor fuck back up! Did she fist him or what?”

	

	She was trying hard not chuckle at us. “For two strong, independent women like you, you have a very strange lack of imagination.”

	

	“So it’s not a strap on, is it?”

	

	“No, Heather. I told you already: she used only her body.”

	

	“So, her fists.”

	

	“No.” She raised her eyebrows. “She’s into no such kinks. If anything, she’s rather conservative: most of these men were destroyed in simple missionary.”

	

	“Then how…?”

	

	We both shut up. The gears in our brains only then began to turn.

	

	“Now you understand, don’t ya? Or do you want me to spell it all out to you?”

	

	Our hearts began to race. Our legs, to weaken. “Is she… does she have…?”

	

	She nodded. “She’s a hermaphrodite. A very perfect one, as far as they told me.”

	

	“A hermaphro…”

	

	“It means she’s got a cock, Veronica. A cock as well as one tight, massive cunt!”

	

	“Oh, my!”

	

	“What kind of cock?”

	

	“The kind of cock that leaves asses in this state.” She showed me a particularly gruesome picture of an anus inches wider than my own fist. “I wish I had any pictures. Sadly, none of them had the chance to take one of her before she… uh, massacred them all.”

	

	“Holy fuck.”

	

	Something began to change in our friend: she was touching her neck and her hair more often, clearing her throat, crossing her legs, as if her inner turmoil was finally taking the best of her professional demeanor. Once her cheeks flushed and her face was filled with warm colors, we realized she was horny as fuck. “A perfect hermaphrodite, I mean… can you believe it? They told me she’s not just ‘a male,’ but a very endowed one. In fact, when talking about her genitalia, all the men seemed to go into a paralysis state, as if the horror (or the humiliation) was too great even after everything they told us.” She walked closed and confided: “they told me she’s an elephant. Like, really, really big. Bigger than any woman being, even as big as a horse.” The hallway rumbled with the combined echoes of our gulping. Our throats were as dry as the Sahara, but that didn’t prevent us from moving even closer and begging for more intel—which our friend was more than happy to provide: “I have no exact numbers, but one guy told us she was much bigger and thicker than his whole forearm…”

	

	“Oh, come on. That is impossible!”

	

	“Huh, I wasn’t finished, Heather: she’s bigger than his forearm… when she’s limp.”

	

	The silence. One could hear our three hearts beating in unison. “W… h… a… t…?”

	

	“I don’t believe it either.” Again, she showed us the pictures. “However, the X-rays don’t lie: they were penetrated by something much longer than twenty inches and thicker than five inches. Even if they were just exaggerating and the dick isn’t really so humongous, no doubt can be cast upon her strength.” She showed us more images of their internal organs, which seemed to be all messed up from their guts to their stomachs. “You know the ones on intensive care? They had to undergo surgery to reconstruct their guts. She torn them to shreds, real freaky shit. Honestly, they wouldn’t have had it this bad if they took a literal sledgehammer to their asses. She should be charged for attempted homicide, I tell you.” Still, our friend licked her lips. “What freak of nature possesses such a penis and such a power to leave sixteen men such an absolute and complete wreck? Makes you wonder, doesn’t it?”

	

	More than making us wonder, it made us obsessed. She wasn’t the only one with information about that prodigious student, we eventually learned, as the “survivors” of her plight multiplied with the passing of the days and the weeks. From all trembling lips in all exhilarated faces we heard the same ole story, piecing together the new nuggets of intel as they were presented to us: “the balls! The balls of that woman!” The terrified face of a once proud bodybuilder made us gulp and adjust the skirts in our pelvises. “I could hear the semen coursing inside those two giant things!”

	

	His terror, his trembling, the fact that he’d been walking for days on crutches, we noticed it all, yet the fear didn’t halt our curiosity: “she’s got balls?!” By the way his head trembled as he nodded, we could see he was just as confused as we were.

	

	“Yeah, s-she’s got balls, and she knows how to use them. I mean,” he rubbed his face, “they’re full. Always full! Just as she cums, she produces more semen. I never saw a woman… well, a creature cum as much as that monster did, and I’m into this thing!”

	

	“How does she, well…” I was ashamed of asking such questions, but in face of that discovery, well, my pride be damned! “How does she compare to your other lovers?”

	

	He would have laughed if he wasn’t so scared. “She doesn’t. There’s just no comparing a normal person to that… that…” He shuttered. “That abomination.” Then he looked at us. “I thought you two were tireless freaks in the bed…”

	

	“Oh, thank you.”

	

	“…but you’re not.”

	

	“Oh.”

	

	“You’re nothing compared to her. Not by a mile.”

	

	I stepped forth. Now things were personal. “You couldn’t hold a candle to either of us! Each of us exhausted you on our own, let alone the two of us together.”

	

	“I’m not saying, Heather, that you’re bad. No way. You two are the greatest women on Earth when it comes to sex. Like, you have no peer, no competition! I always thought I was quite a stud, but you two taught me what sex was really like—and for that, my sweethearts, you have my thanks.”

	

	“So why do you…?”

	

	He shut us both by raising his hand. “You have no peers among normal people, but that woman… that abomination!... I wouldn’t put her on your level, ever, for she doesn’t belong to us, you know, mere people, mere humans, but,” he gulped, “maybe demons. Or angels. Or gods.”

	

	“Come on, now you’re pushing it.” But we both froze as he looked at us with such scary seriousness.

	

	“The things she did to me… to us!...” He leaned down to his knees, resisting the urge to curl in a fetal position. “She’s not human. She cannot be. She destroyed us, Heather, I mean it! I’m the only one, it appears, who survived to tell the tale.”

	

	Indeed, it’s been weeks since we’d seen the rest of his gang: he and five other guys, always together, always loud and merry, picking up all the chicks who were into muscles and cocky personalities. Now, that poor man, once the king of all muscle heads, had been reduced to shrivel of his former, jock-y self: “ain’t no comparing. She’s not human. S-she’s…” For a moment, it was if he was staring at the heart of darkness. “She’s not human!”

	

	“Why did you even get together? I thought you were too macho to ever play the pegged type.”

	

	Silence. It was clear there was still too much for the poor, broken male to unpack. Slowly, a defeated smiled appeared on his face. “I was, wasn’t I? Well, I guess I thought so. I won’t deny I was ‘curious’ about her after hearing what she did to… well, everybody else. I was curious, yes, but that’s not what drove me to her. She fucked Marissa, you know?”

	

	“Marissa? Ah.” We remembered: “your girl?”

	

	“My ex, I guess. Doesn’t make a lotta difference. We weren’t that close, anyway, but damn!, she was still my lay, and that African slut fucked her under my nose! That couldn’t stand! I went after her to take, uh, satisfaction.”

	

	Silence. If we leaned in any further, we would have laid on his body. “And?”

	

	No immediate answer. Poor bastard still had a lot to chew. “The bitch challenged us. ‘I hear your guys are the biggest studs out here.’ She knew about us. She didn’t even blink before putting her finger on my pecs and saying: ‘I challenge you to a fight. Let’s see how long you last with me.”

	

	“A fight?”

	

	“I knew what she meant. Me and the boys thought ‘alright, fine, easy pussy.’ It would be a great way to get revenge and get laid.” Again, he curled up into himself, and his soul seemed to leave his body. “H-how long does she last? I-I’ve been hearing stories, you know…”

	

	“Hey, honey, I think you’re getting distrac-”

	

	He just kept speaking, though, like a machine on autopilot, his mind turned mere voicemail: “I’ve heard she can fuck for days. I don’t doubt it. With a penis like that…” His legs were spread out, maybe to give his crotch a bit of cool air. “We didn’t last long. Not as long as these stories go. In the end, we were weak. Not nearly the strong studs we always thought we were.” His hands went down to his crotch, gripping it as if to protect what little remained. “Each of us blanked out in under an hour. I was the last of her ‘crop,’ as well as the one who lasted the longest. She knew it, for just as she dropped Dario’s unconscious body on the pile of my other defeated dudes, she walked over me and said: ‘come. Try and dominate me. If you managed to cram your ant-sized cock on my asshole, I will forever be your sex slave.’ There was no other side to that challenge, you see. The arrogant fuck didn’t even feel like thinking about it: of course she was going to win!”

	

	“Did you, like, got aggressive?”

	

	“Of course we did!” For the first time, we finally got a peek of his former, stronger self: “I went after her like a fighter. I really wanted to punish that bitch, to pummel her with my fists, but every time I tried to push her into the ground, every time I tried to subdue her…” The words, along with his breath, appeared to have been eluding him. “She. Just. Shrugged it off! Like this, like I was nothing! I punched and kicked that bitch in the balls, yet she just laughed at me. At one point, she almost broke my arm, twisting it like this, really nasty, just to prove her point: that goddess…” He covered his mouth. His lips had blabbered something only his mind should know: “that bitch, even after five hours of fucking, could take me down with an arm under her back and not a drop of sweat in her whole body!”

	

	“You mean… literally? Not a drop of sweat?”

	

	Every time he raised his face to us, his expression was sunken deeper and deeper into existential despair. “Yes. I don’t believe she sweated after the whole ordeal. Not that I can know, anyway: I passed out after two hours of ‘fighting.’ She commented that I was ‘a very good man’ for lasting so long, and that ‘only’ eight other people in her life had lasted longer. Eight people, you see! I bet that whore remembers the names and faces of all of them. How many people does that bitch fuck? Anyway, doesn’t matter. All I care about now is Andre, Percy, all the gang. Haven’t heard about them in a while. She told me I was strong, and that I should be proud for lasting so long, but still my ass didn’t stop bleeding for three days, and only yesterday did I really begin to walk properly back again. If I was the strong one, Lord knows what happened to the ‘weakest.’ If all these rumors hold water, they might still be at the hospital as we speak.”

	

	As we would later find out, yes, two of them were indeed at the hospital—one in grave condition. “She’s making quite a reputation for herself, you see.” Another friend told us: “word says the higher-ups are considering some ‘corrective measures.’ She’s starting to affect the performance of whole classes, not to mention the lives she’s putting on the line with her… oh!...” She adjusted the shirt on her massive, bouncing cleavage. “Performance!”

	

	Veronica and I looked at each other and smiled. “You said you slept with her. How come you’re not, you know, dead or something? How come you’re still in one piece?”

	

	The tall, gorgeous vixen crossed her legs. Her eyes were still full of passion as she looked at us, even though it’s been months since we last made love. “You know, Heather, Veronica, you’re still going to be the best lays of my life, and I really can’t thank you enough… oh!... for the things you taught me. The things you made me feel!”

	

	I gave her palm a gentle squeeze. “Always a pleasure. Now, you can thank us by telling us everything.”

	

	“Sure.” She blushed. “You were my best lovers. My best, uh, lesbian romances, if I can put it this way. Actually, you were better than any woman or man, but that’s a given, right? This woman, however… you see, I wouldn’t even classify her a ‘woman’ because… oh, honey, please, I hope you’re not offended, but this student,” she fawned, “she’s on a league of her own. She’s not, like, a normal person, and more like…”

	

	“A goddess?”

	

	Blushing even harder, she tried looking away. “How did you know?”

	

	“You’re not the first person we talk to. Is she really that good?” We saw her nod in silence, almost in shame. “How come you’re still in one piece, then?”

	

	“She’s not aggressive when she knows we’re not into that. I actually never met one of these ‘horror stories’ that are multiplying across campus. I mean, sure, I heard about them, even fingered myself by thinking about them, but I never met one of these people. She’s actually a hell of a lover. I think…” He fanned herself. “Fuck. I’m thinking I’m falling in love.”

	

	Eyebrows were raised. “You’re not the one for falling in love like this.”

	

	“I know, right? Call it addiction, then. I’ve been trying to get back into her dick, but the bitch’s busy, you see. Anyone who’s seen her or heard about her wants to at least spend an hour alone with her, and it seems that uncaring whore, uh, is more than happy to oblige.” He crossed her arms and looked away. “Fuck, can’t believe I’m jealous.”

	

	She wasn’t the only one. “Compared to us, how is she?”

	

	She pretended to not understand. “Compare to you? I mean, well, I told ya, right: there’s no point comparing.”

	

	“Bullshit.” I slapped the table. “Tell us straight: is she really so much better than us?” We saw her shamefully nod. “How much?”

	

	“Oh, Heather, come on…”

	

	I stood up. My size was enough to cast a shadow over her entire being, but that was not the only thing intimidating her: my anger, by that point, was clear and transparent as the waters in the Caribbean. It was a matter of pride, and my pride was fucking shredded! “Quit bullshitting us: comparing that bitch to us, how much better is she? Twice as good? Three times?”

	

	“There’s no saying that.”

	

	“Oh, go fuck y-”

	

	“No, Heather, you don’t get it: even if I were to put a number, there would be no point to it, for I don’t believe any number is that great. Two times, three times, fuck, ten times… none of this even comes close to describing her.”

	

	I sat down, and Veronica cast me a hopeless look. “You mean…?”

	

	“She’s infinitely superior. If I were to describe her, that’s the word I would use: infinity. She’s just… god! There’s no end to that woman’s might!”

	

	“Even with us…?”

	

	“Yes. Even with you being the best lovers I’ve ever had until I met her, and by a wide margin; even with you being two of the most spectacularly well-endowed ladies the world has ever seen, with muscles to put any man to shame and enough stamina to outlast a god… you’d still pale in comparison to that woman, who no ‘woman,’ but really a goddess. The goddess of sex, I’d say, like she’d fallen straight from black Olympus.”

	

	Despite all those testimonies, as well as the constant trembling of our legs, we still refused to throw the towel. A crown, after all, is not so easily taken—or at least it shouldn’t be! “You’re not thinking straight. There’s no way anyone can be that good.”

	

	She nodded, almost agreeing with us. “If by ‘anyone’ you  mean ‘human,’ well, I guess you have a point. She, however, is no human, but a literal…”

	

	“Ah, fuck it. I’m through with this bullshit!”

	

	I wasn’t. If anything, Veronica and I were now crawling all over the walls with fascination for that mythic woman-stud. Could anyone really be so godly at sex? And her genitalia? Could they really be so massive as everyone said they were, let alone so beautiful, so powerful? It pained us to admit, but that bitch was slowly infecting our minds—and our cunts. “I can’t stop thinking about her, Heather.” Veronica whispered while laying on me, our naked bodies sweaty and steamy after a three-hour course of fucking.

	

	“Mm, me too. To be honest, I was kinda thinking about her when I was fucking you.” My fingers carefully travelled over her cheeks, pinching and fondling them, prepping them before I leaned for a kiss. “I imagined I was her. Fucking you.”

	

	“You sure gave me cum like a goddess.” She kissed me back. “There’s no way she can be better than this. No fucking way! Must be some African drug she’s giving all these people, to make them hallucinate such crazy things.”

	

	“Yeah, probably. There’s only one way to know, though.” We went on to fuck for five more hours before putting any more thought to the matter, however. The very next day, another discovery slapped us in the face: not only was she a sex freak, it appeared she was as good in the classroom as she was in the bed—and by that, I mean: she was really freaking smart!

	

	The revelation fell on us like a bomb as a copy of her grades seemed to have been leaked from the university’s directory. It quickly made rounds amongst all the students, who were just as baffled as we were: “I mean, is there anything that whore can’t do?!” I stared in disbelief at her grades on my phone: all an endless stream of A-pluses and perfect 100s. “Holy shit! A four-point GPA score? Are you fucking kidding me?!”

	

	Veronica took the phone out of my hand, clearly hoping to laugh at what could only be a gross exaggeration: “alright! I’m not gonna fall for… shit!!” Her eyes met the numbers. Her jaw dropped on the spot. “Is this legit?” Her thumbs scrolled through the pages madly, her nostrils puffing like they wanted to release some steam. “No, no, it can’t be! How can this bitch ace tests that even I found impossible to finish?! Fuck! Some of these tests couldn’t even be aced in theory!”

	

	“There’s no such a thing as tests that can’t be aced, you dum-dum.”

	

	“But look at it! Holy fucking shit, she literally aced everything!” Then, a maniacal laughter burst from her lips. She looked thinner and sicklier in a matter of seconds, and her eyes were crazed, frenzied, like her mind was just a hair trim away from slipping. “I whoop my ass off studying, with barely enough time for food or sleep, and here this cunt comes alone and performs better than even an Albert Einstein would!”

	

	“Mm, Einstein was kinda of a bad student? She’s, like, Jimmy Neutron levels of smart.” I took my phone back. “Really cartoonish.”

	

	Veronica was pulling her hair off. Unlike me, who never cared too much about grades, she wanted a career in a corporate environment where grades like those were mightily important. If only she could make money out of her killing physique, or modelling! Not that there were no offers, but that is beyond the point: it pained me to see my friend, who spent so long studying to only get by, get her (muscular and hard) ass handed to her by a foreigner who shouldn’t even be able to speak proper English, let alone ace tests that even the smartest and fawniest of nerds ever could. Should her performance continue like that, in a single year she’d probably become the most accomplished student in the nation, if not the world. “Only those Harvard freaks can be smarter than her—and even then I have my doubts. Like, these grades…”

	

	“They’re not real!” She grabbed me by the arm and pulled me along.

	

	“Wait, let go of me! Fuck, you maniac. What’s going on with you?”

	

	“We have to see it! We have to confirm that those grades are really true!”

	

	“Are you crazy? Do you forget that these were stolen from the archives? If we appear at the student’s bureau, we’re going to…”

	

	Then I shut and gulped once she turned to me those eyes oozing with blood and hatred: “I don’t give a flying FUCK!!” Her scream echoed in the corridor, and many heads turned to pry on us. “I’ll have to see this with my own eyes!”

	

	I wish she didn’t. Usually pure and submissive, Veronica became a lioness of hatred, a goddess of vengeance once the committee confirmed her worst fears: “you know, it’s illegal what you’ve just done.”

	

	“We were not the ones who stole these papers. We’re just here to confirm if they really are true!”

	

	“You know I can’t say anything about this, right? This is private information.”

	

	“Private information is my CUNT!” The entire office froze. Heads were turned, ears were spiked. God, I wish I could flush myself out of the room, like a silly cartoon character, but the gravity of her actions seemed to completely elude my friend’s senses: “just tell me if these are real or not! I don’t care if I get suspended!”

	

	“This is not about you, you know, Veronica.”

	

	To my shock… were those tears? Tears on Veronica’s eyes. “Hey, Ron-ron.” I touched her triceps and gave them a gentle squeeze. Her body shuttered, her muscles making her clothes stretch and writhe.

	

	“I work so damn hard! How come this foreign bitch can just waltz in, without a care in the world, and conquer everything I was short of trading my soul off to have? Not only grades, but all the boyfriends and girlfriends too! I…” At this point, she lost his: she covered her face and cried, her mighty body standing in stark contrast with her frailty. Giving her a tight embrace, I made both our muscles rumble. It would be comical, you know, those two giants squeezing each other, almost making the fabric of their shirt rupture, but it was pretty agonizing—at least to me. Veronica had always had a bit of an “edge” to her personality, and it was maddening to see it finally manifesting the darkest she’d been harboring in her soul for so damn long.

	

	My eyes were already apologizing to the counselor before my lips did it: “I’m sorry, Emma. We had other things going on, you see.”

	

	“It’s fine.” She looked to her sides, trying not to get anymore unwanted attention as she pushed us out of the room. “Normally, I’d have your asses suspended, but… well, they’re lovely asses.” She fumbled my hard, prominent buttocks, and we both gave each other naughty smiles as we stood in a short and empty corridor. “I still remember what you did to my pussy. Fuck!” Her eyes rolled. “After that fucking, trust me, you get a free pass anytime you want.”

	

	“You’re looking even better now than last time, Emmy.” I touched her waist. It was thin and toned, quite an Instagram-perfect shape for a forty-year-old woman with three kids. “Looking good, feeling even better.” I winked. “What you been doing, girl?”

	

	I hugged Veronica tighter as Emma crossed her legs and blushed before us. “What you told me to: I’m hitting the gym at least thrice a week now. Gotta confess,” she flexed one biceps, and the sleeve of her shirt was tested by the swelling of her gun, “it feels fucking awesome to get in shape.”

	

	“You’re a warrior! I’ve got to admit,” my hands did most of the talking, though, fondling her sides and her hips, squeezing her firm buttocks and counting the muscles in her abs, “damn. You’re so fuckable.” Her eyes gleamed. Soon, they were raptured by mine: “damn, girl. I’d do you like a beast, right here, right now, in the snap of a finger, if you wanted to.”

	

	Her thumbs and index fingers trembled, really tempted to test my words. “Fuck.” She swooned. “If only men had half your audacity, Heather.”

	

	“They’re probably be jailed for rape, let’s be honest.”

	

	She laughed. “Yeah, you’re right. But you’re…” She touched my belly, feeling my insane hardness and size under my ever-tight uniform. “Damn. You’re impossible to say ‘no’ to.”

	

	I stepped forward. Indeed, there was no beautiful woman (or man) to whom I too would say ‘no’ to if they gave me even the slightest opening. I would take her fat fucking lips and ram my tongue all the way down to her throat, if she let me, but sadly she placed her hands on my belly, almost touching my breasts as she stopped me on my tracks. “No. Another day, please, another time. I’ve got so much to do.”

	

	“Let’s do it. Now.” I fondled her cheeks. “You only have me to do!”

	

	To my surprise, however… “Don’t be too cocky now. You’re not the only lesbian womanizers in town anymore.”

	

	We both shuttered upon hearing those words, and now it was my turn to feel a little of the pain and the wrath that shook Veronica to her core. “What do you mean by that?”

	

	“I think you know what I mean.” She turned around and walked back very slowly to her room, teasing us with a constant jiggle of her butt. “You know, you might have bodies of steel, but sometimes a lady needs more than tongue and fingers. I quite don’t care a lot about the great grades of that foreigner, you see, but her great… endowment…” She swooned. “Hot damn! No wonder you feel so outclassed, girls.” She winked and gave us a kiss. “That’s life, though! Some people just have everything! What can you do, right?”

	

	And there she went, leaving us both frozen, FRAIL, and fuming. “Veronica.” My voice barely left me, heavy and wrathful as it was.

	

	“You thinking the same as me, Heather?”

	

	“Yes.” I punched my fists and cracked my knuckles. “Let’s end that fucking bitch!”

	 

	

	* * *

	 

	 

	Didn’t take us too long to find that fucking bitch. As big as she was, you see, she wasn’t one to be so easily lost in the crowd. When we found her, though, she was dining alone on the college hall. Always the same hall, always the same table, and always alone. It’s not like people didn’t want to talk to her. Oh, quite the opposite! Wherever she was, there was always a crowd forming around her; people too fearful to approach her, but too entranced to leave her. As we walked to her table, we saw the same lines of men and women hoping, oh, praying to get a chance to talk to her. As we looked at many boys’ crotches, we saw big bulges (and some, okay, not so big) poking through their pants. The girls were crossing their legs and giggling, their cheeks all blushed as their hard nipples poked through their shirts.

	

	“Jamila, uh, you got some time to help me on my assignment? I was wondering if you could…”

	

	The African bitch raised her hand, so sudden, yet so graceful that even I and Veronica stopped on our tracks. With that simple, threatening motion, we felt our legs tremble. «Damn!» My eyes widened. «Look at the size of her forearm!»

	

	She was wearing a white T-shit under her uniform. “I know what you need, my love, but I’m not sure I can give it to you now.” We heard her speak, even though dozens of feet still separated us. Very elegantly, like every motion was a royal affair, she raised her cup of tea for a sip. “Let me have a good look at you first.”

	

	“Oh!” Her reluctance burned and died in a flash. “O-okay!” Moving past the mass of students, she walked within Jamila’s range, giving us all a good view of her body.

	

	“I-is that…” I stammered to Veronica. “Is that Heloise?”

	

	“Mmr! Uh-uh.” My friend nervously nodded. “That bitch!” We both watched as the tall, proud student offered herself for Jamila, who still took her sweet time, taking a long sip of the tea before even turning her head to look at her.

	

	Heloise had the fame to be the hottest, yet bitchiest cunt in all of college. “Heloise, Morena, then you and Veronica.” Some dumb jock had told us once, prompting us to almost rip the cock out of him with our cunts: “Heloise is the hottest, but you too are the best fuck in anyone’s life!”

	

	Though we feigned outrage, we couldn’t be too shocked at that assessment. “Bitch is beautiful.” We admitted to each other, having made numerous attempts to take her to bed with us. Unlike every other man or women in school, however, Heloise was the only totally oblivious to our charms. “Why do you keep asking? Do you fancy me for some faggot?”

	

	“We think you like a good fuck.” We licked our lips and leaned towards her while showing her our massive, milk-filled breasts. “Don’t you wanna know what is to be fucked for rea-?”

	

	“No.” She bluntly shot us down, time and time again. “I’m not interested in girls, and even if I were,” she looked at us with clear disgust, “I wouldn’t be interested in freaks like you two.” Then she walked away, jiggling that massive, hard butt of hers. “Girls and muscles! Yuck! As if these two things were ever meant to be together!”

	

	Harsh, but meaningless words. The French goddess herself was very fit and toned, with thick legs going for miles and breasts so humongous that had actually disqualified her for a place in the Miss Universe competition. We envied her, we desired her, but so did every student in school, and as a result that rich, spoiled heiress acted like the absolute queen of college, if not of all of woman-dom.

	

	It was then with great revolt that we saw her, in all her Barbie-like poise, melt like sweet girl in front of her strong, authoritative daddy: when Jamila turned to her, damn!, we could swear we heard the gush between her legs. The tall, supermodel bitch always wore skirts, showing off those god-gifted legs to anyone brave (or delusional) enough to try and flirt with her, and thanks to it we saw the hottest thing two raging bisexuals could see in an attractive bimbo like her: hot threads of lubricant flowing down her thick, toned legs.

	

	“Daaaamn!” I felt like I had to push my eyes back with my fingers, so hard they were bulging! That blonde bitch wasn’t just aroused, she was, like, squirting before everyone. “What the fuck is going on??” Just as we felt our own legs trembling, Jamila gave her one very long look, judging her from head to toes, then back to her head again.

	

	“You look cute.” She turned her attention back to her table, where a huge, heavy book lied open. “Let me see you tonight. At nine. My place.”

	

	“D-don’t you p-prefer my place, J-Jammy?” Her voice, usually so sexy and haughty, was now as graceless and clumsy as a newborn emu. “D-daddy’s outta town. M-my mansion is…”

	

	“You can go now.” She waved her away. “We be seeing each other again soon, sweetie.” The newly crowned queen of college turned her head and gave her a promising wink. Then, she addressed all those around them: “please, folks, I need some space. You’re actually blocking the wind, you know.” She waved at them, and not one of those bastards, as horny as they felt, dared to disobey her and star. “That’s much better. Thank you.” She smiled as she talked to herself: “no matter how many you are, I’ll always have time for each and every one of you. Right now, however, I need to…”

	

	“Caham!”

	

	He looked up. Her left eyebrow was smugly lifted. “Can I help you?”

	

	We stood right next to her, each of us at once side, already positioned to take her down if all things came to it. “Does that also include us? Your time?” I pointed at her breast, trying not to be intimidated by the massive bulk in her shirt. “I suppose you have time for us too, right?”

	

	To our shock, her face warmed up to us. “I was wondering when you were going to introduce yourselves.”

	

	Then… she got up! She got up and we both instinctively stepped back, in a very visceral, reflexive motion, as if our survival instincts were screaming at us to get the fuck outta there!! “Heather.” She looked at me. “Veronica.” She looked at her, then she stretched a hand to each of us. “It’s so nice to meet you. I suppose you want to get a piece of me, right?”

	

	It was…! It was so much…! «God!» It was so much to take! Shaking her hand, feeling her warmth, we immediately realized we stood before something of a much superior nature and nearly incomprehensible power! Her size, her height, her muscles, her grip, her beauty…!! I was never into black chicks, even a light-skinned black like her, but once I saw her face, I accepted the impossible: she was at least three times as hot as Heloise herself.

	

	“Jesus… oh, damn.” As she shook my hand calmly, but firmly, I felt a pressure build up between my legs, and then be discharged in a quivering, noisy gush.

	

	Veronica experienced the same thing too. A dark spot quickly grew in her jeans. “Y-y-you…!” She tried to speak, the poor little fool, but then the goddess lifted her fingers to both our lips and said:

	

	“I know you two used to be the baddest bitches around. The strong women, the tireless Amazons… I know your type all too well. Your reputation preceded you, you see. Well…” What she did next…! “I was eager to meet you.” Her hands…! In front of all the students, in the middle of that vast, crowded hall…! She moved her hands down to our asses and squeezed them! “Veeery eager.” Her massive, powerful, muscular hands fumbled our hard muscles again and again, feeling their rigidity and making our nipples just as hard, and we just stood there, letting her abuse go on. “I see there’s good cause for your reputation. Wonder if those big, massive bodies of yours…”

	

	“Who d-do you t-think…??” I muttered a yelp of protest, but then her eyes were turned to me.

	

	“Did I say you could speak, cunt?”

	

	By god, she was towering! I was left speechless once she stood closer to me, seeing her rise so many inches above me, and now I felt that fear all over again, but with a new, irksome twist to it: it was danger! Real, wild danger, like we were both facing a tigress without morals or scruples. A dark, twisted aura formed around that b-… that demoness!... and we swore we could see the space being distorted around her!

	

	Her presence! Her power! Fuck! Were her muscles rumbling, slowly stretching the fabric of her shirt, threatening to tear that shit up? We knew that, if she so chose, she could wreck us then and there, before all the students and the teaching staff, and there would be no consequences. «By god!» I tried to gulp, but my throat was so completely dry! «Her arms! Are these really arms?! They are so inhumanly big!» She could kill us, yes, and no one would dare lift a finger against us. She could kill us in front cops and all they would do is pull down their pants and jerk off to her mighty, sexy body.

	

	Fuck. What the hell was going on down my panties?! The dark stain, which was at first contained to my crotch, soon reached my knees. “I-I-I’m s-sorry!!” I felt my sight blurring and my eyes tearing up as I tried to at least keep a firm pose—to no avail. Legs, arms, breasts, heads, hips… all of my body was shaking like a bamboo stick to the wind.

	

	The mighty Amazon moved closer to us, taking us by the waists and pulling us both to her. “You probably came here with a challenge in mind, didn’t you? Oh, I know you did. You entered this hall with such confidence, even anger, your strong footsteps being heard all the way over here.” There was a rhythmic grunting deep in her breasts, like a really deep, really low chuckle. “Come on.” She stepped away. “Tell me what you wanted to say. Show me those two furious warriors who took no crap from nobody.” Her lips… they twisted in a sort of cocky smile we hadn’t seen even in the mightiest of studs! “Show me what you’re made off, my white American prostitutes.”

	

	We couldn’t. We. Just. Couldn’t! Veronica was literally crying before her, the tears flowing without a sound. As I tried to muster some strength within me, I realized my body straight out refused to obey. My muscles were frozen and my face was twisted in a pitiful, childish expression. The only movement I could make was to fall on my knees and ask for that goddess’s forgiveness.

	

	She knew we couldn’t move, and seemed to revel greatly in that kind of effect she had on us. “Very well.” Her face quickly changed from pleasant to… deadly! “I command you.”

	

	Then, and only then, did we dare talk to her, even lifting our fingers to her breasts: “I-I-I challenge you!” Still, our voices were cracking. “We challenge you to a fight!”

	

	She smiled while we both covered our mouths, wondering what had just happened. “Heh!” She chuckled. “That’s usually my catchphrase, you see. Are you so out of your minds that you think you can steal from me without consequences?” She moved closer. “You beautiful cunts. It’s game!” Then she… raised her hands… took our palms and… shook them. “I see you this Friday, eight p.m., at my place.”

	

	She turned her back to us, sat back on her table, and returned to study. Maybe a full minute had passed until we recovered our senses and tried to clear things up with her. “Err… you mean…”

	

	She raised her hand, though, just like she did with Heloise, and waved us away: “I’m studying now. Please, leave me be.” Then, one look. Just one look at the corner of her eyes, and we were defeated! “I advise you not to fuck anybody until then. I really do.” She licked her lips. Fuck! We could hear her tongue slurping those huge, fat lips as she watered them! “You two are the only people here who can give me some challenge. I’m reserving an entire weekend for you.” She looked briefly to her side, seeing Heloise still there, gushing on a nearby table. “That French blondie is a fine lay, but she can’t last two hours before she’s screaming her lungs out and showering me with her pussy juice. Two hours and she’s passed out and dehydrated, gushing from her cunt and tits. I need no more than a night with her. You, though, I hope are a different case.” She bit her lower lip, turning away one final time. “I pray you do not disappoint me.”

	

	We dared not to spend a second more in her presence. Both of us feared she might just break us if we did. What we did instead, then, was to turn around, leave the hall, and run to the nearest bathroom we could find.

	

	“Heather! Veronica!” We found a few girls there—many of them old flames of ours. “What are you d-?”

	

	“All of you… OUT!” We roared. “Out of here NOW!!”

	

	They ran away with countless shrieks. They too dared not defy us. To them, we looked just like that African goddess—minus the threat of death, of course, of even overwhelming sexual aura.

	

	We locked ourselves in the boxes and tore off our clothes. The sound of cloth being torn and shredded filled the bathroom. Soon, there were the rumbles of us laying our backs on the walls and the squishes of our fingers penetrating out cunts. I think neither of us have ever orgasmed so hard and so quick just with a finger penetration. Every inch of our cunts was ablaze, and the nectar that came pouring out of them was the stuff of legends. If there was any doubt we didn’t care what any staff would think of our behavior, our screams dispelled it: within seconds, the entire bathroom, along with the hall besides it, was shaking with our savage screams of pleasure and cries of ecstasy.

	

	“GOD!!!” Our minds… a million pieces! “MY GOD!!!” Our pussies, a wet explosion! “Oh, god, oh, god, oh GOD!!”

	

	I heard a body fall on the neighboring box, and I knew it wouldn’t take long for my fate to be the same: Veronica was cumming so hard that her legs had failed her, and she loudly dropped on the toilet, while gushing hot juices on the floor, sprinkling the walls and the door with her cunt. My friend was much less resilient to that witch’s power than I was: “h-h-how can she… h-how can it be…?!” In between every sentence, gushes and more gushes of girl cum. “FUCK!! How can she be so HOT?!”

	

	My back slid down on the wall, my legs shaking so hard my knees were hitting one another. Tears left my eyes in abundance, and I asked myself how long could I resist that orgasm without passing out or going mad. «Release!!» My mind exploded. «I need some fucking release!»

	

	I crammed four fingers as deep as I could in my cunt, and an ocean of cum came gushing out. My thumb ravished my clit while I squirted on my feet, holding on to the top of the boxers so I didn’t fall down. That was the supreme humiliation, the ultimate defeat: I, a mighty goddess, had to lean on the walls like an invalid so as to not succumb to my raging orgasm.

	

	My friend wasn’t any better: peeking under the boxers, I saw her legs and hands on the floor. She was down, maybe kneeling until her forehead touched the ground, while fucking her pussy with both hands. Her splashes of nectar were loud and multiple. She was cumming tanks, and even she didn’t seem to understand the intensity of her own orgasms: “Veronica!! Veronica!!” She asked for help to someone just as helpless as her! “What the fuck is going on?! H-h-how… AAAAH!!!” A long sprout of cum was gushed out of her cunt, hard enough to take her voice out. “H-how… how do I make it stop?!!”

	

	I didn’t know, and I wouldn’t waste my time trying to discover it. As wave after wave of orgasm overtook me, I learned instead to enjoy that ecstasy and prepare my body for the things that monstress would do to us—that giant African goddess with muscles of steel and the face of a black Aphrodite. “Just… OOH!!” After a lot of cumming and moaning, I let myself fall on the ground and, with my legs spread as wide as that boxer allowed, squirted my juices on the door ahead of me, sometimes with jets as high as four feet. “Take it! Take it all!!” My fingering intensified: instead of trying to tame that pussy, I would wreck it like a barbarian! “Don’t try to fight it! Attack it! We’re gonna need… OH, SHIT!!!” Loud splashes where heard. My juices were sprinkled all over my shirt and my face. Their warmth was somewhat refreshing. “We’re gonna need all the power we can muster… if we are to take that cunt down!”

	

	“GOD!!!” We were left alone, two muscle goddesses in that bathroom, as no one who heard our cries would dare venture it. Minutes passed until our senses were fried by our relentless fingering, our pussies becoming desensitized by the numerous merciless blows on our cunts, our insides burning like engines, our wombs literally shaking and throbbing, trying not to fall out along with our bowels. That orgasm was shaking us in a visceral level!

	

	Two puddles of squirt soon appeared from under our boxers, as well as our feet, thanks to us laying our backs on the ground, feeling the darkness overtake our eyes. We added flames to our orgasms as much as we could, but out cunts never appeared satisfied. We came and gushed and squirted until our legs were numb and stiff, yet still our bodies demanded more, our cunts almost eating our fingers out on their own.

	

	With fire in my guts, I imagined that goddess undressing for me, her massive, impossible body slowly revealed, her muscles begging for a good licking! I exploded! My fingers briefly left my cunt as it gushed torrents of cum! I was in heaven! The juices were ricocheting on the door and splashing back on my own face. I was showering myself on my own nectar, and all I could do was beat my pussy even harder, wishing my fingers were only twice as long so I could reach my womb and stimulate my cervix!

	

	“Fuck!! Fuck!!!” A wave of energy took over me. “FUUUUCK!!!” It could have been a few minutes, it probably was a couple of hours, but the end point was the same: we both were passed out, fuck drunk in the middle of the bathroom, abandoned while our cunts still squirted on their own from time to time, utterly and royally defeated by the African goddess before she even laid a single finger on us. «Jesus Christ! Jesus fucking Christ!»

	

	If we thought that was pleasure, though… by god! Neither heaven nor hell would prepare us what that woman would do to us—*gulp!*—in the weekend to come!

	 

	

	* * *

	 

	 

	“You two are freaks, you know that?”

	

	The images and sound only slowly came together as the pieces of my mind returned to their place. The first thing I saw was a friendly face close to mine, shining a light on my eyes. Then, I heard painful gasps beside me, turning my head to see Veronica on a bed by my side, squirming and panting as he looked wide-eyed to the ceiling, as if seeing a ghost or having a painful heart attack.

	

	“Veronica!” The beds trembled and creaked as we both tried to move. “What…?!” Shaking myself harder, I realized my arms and legs were tied to the beds.

	

	“Please, don’t make another scene.” The nurse walked closer while holding a syringe. “I don’t wanna have to put you down to sleep again.” Despite the sternness her voice, she couldn’t hide her arousal. No man or woman could, and her desire was shown by her fumbling and squeezing our biceps and our legs with her fingers. “Your beautiful, gorgeous bodies… oh!” She squirmed. “Let me tell you one thing: it was suuuper arousing seeing you two breaking the beds and tearing these metal handles so easily with your powerful arms.” She pointed behind her, where I could faintly see a mess of broken equipment and cracked walls. “You, Heather.” She slapped my mighty thigh. “With these huge legs of yours! You broke the bed and tore through the walls with your kicks. I think you would kill a horse with those legs if you kicked it hard enough.” Her fingers travelled between my inner thighs, rising up to my tight, quivering cunt. “You delicious, giant whore.” Her fingers teased me, moisturizing themselves with my lubes. “Mmm! How long has it been since we last fucked?”

	

	As much as I loved that tight-assed, sexy doctor wannabe, my mind was in too many different places to care about her generous offering. “What happened?” My sight finally returned to normal, allowing me to see the wide range of emotions in her face. She pondered on the answer for too long before giving us her best account of the events: “you two were found fainted, screaming in the bathroom. Tamany Hall, building four, remember? What the fuck were you two doing there, huh? Is it some kind of drug the campus police hasn’t yet caught up to?”

	

	As the events suddenly sprang back up to my memory, I looked to my friend Veronica and tried to aid her in her pains. “Vee-vee, relax. Calm down, love.” I tried to reach her. “We’re safe now.”

	

	Despite her body being more relaxed and still, her voice was marred in fear—yet also twinges of desire: “t-that woman…!!” Her legs quivered. The entire bed shook. “S-she’s no woman!!” These words peaked the nurse’s attention, who turned her head and listened closely: “s-she’s a freaking monster! She…!” And then, they started all over again: the orgasms. “Oh!!” Her body jolted. The bed jumped with it. “OOOH!!” The bed jumped again as she suffered one massive orgasm after another, probably a set of multiple O’s, and I could hear, from between her legs, the ebb and flow of juices in her cunt, ready to shoot at any moment. “My god!!” She was clearly losing her breath, and the machine to which she was hooked denounced her heartbeat going past 200bpm. “She’s so powerful!! So godly!! So…!!”

	

	We all heard the exact moment when she squirted. It wasn’t even just a matter of hearing it, but also seeing it: thick, steamy threads of lubes gushed from her legs, splashing all over the bed while making a real mess on the floor and even the walls. “No, no! Not this again!” The nurse ran with her syringe to her, trying to avoid those scalding gushes as Veronica screamed and found herself sinking deeper and deeper into delirium. “Heather!!” The leather cuffs that strapped her into the bed were tearing up. “Heather, please!!”

	

	She tried to reach out to me, but the best I could do was shoosh her to sleep: “calm down, my love. You’re safe now.” When I saw the nurse’s syringe penetrating the long, bulging vein in her biceps, I knew her agony would soon be over. “Go sleep now. We’ll talk again real soon.”

	

	The nurse—who I think was named Amanda or something…—injected the entire content of her syringe in Veronica’s body—“enough juice to knock out a lion,” she later told me—yet still my friend took five minutes to completely pass out, fighting against the medicine like a minute for every second until her eyes closed for good.

	

	Breathing hard, and a little scared herself, Amanda (or was it Fernanda? Bah, who cares…) turned to me with another loaded syringe. “You wanna one too?”

	

	“No worries, doc.” I smiled. “I’m not as weak as her.”

	

	“Mm.” Her eyes lustfully bathed upon my body. “I wonder what dose would knock you know.”

	

	I smiled. “Ain’t enough sedative in your whole hospital to take me know, babe.” Then, with smooth motions of my head, I invited her to “come, get closer, babe. Let me out so I can touch this awesome body.”

	

	She leaned forward and moved her shoulders closer, making her incredible rack swell and test the confines of her vest. “Can’t you two stop thinking about sex for a single minute?”

	

	“Well, I guess she ain’t thinking about no more.” I nodded to Veronica, but to my surprise she did seem to be thinking about sex, as the juices kept gushing from her pussy like little sprays of sexy, sweet-scented female cum. “Damn, doc. What the fuck happened?”

	

	“I told you already.” While she talked, she slowly undid my ties. “You were found in a delirious state on a bathroom.” She undid the restraint on my right hand. “You don’t remember anything?”

	

	One by one, very gradually, the events returned to my memories. “It’s coming back now. Oh, fuck. I wish I didn’t remember it.”

	

	I felt my left arm freed up. “What happened?”

	

	I looked at her. “Can’t you guess?”

	

	She could. Very easily, in fact. I suspected she already knew what had happened, but only kept it hidden so she could hear it straight from our lips, arousing herself with our sexy recounting of the events. “You met Jamila, haven’t you? The African student. Well, no wonder you’re were left in that state.” She moved on to unstrap my left leg. “That awesome student… mm! I have to stop myself from thinking about her so I do not… cum again. Fuck.” She trembled. I could see she was having some issues trying to walk. She looked at me. “Promise not to cause I scene?”

	

	I nodded. “No problem. The only thing I will do once I’m freed is to grab your body and fuck you in this bed.”

	

	“Then I guess it’s better to leave you tied.”

	

	“Come on, sweetheart, don’t you tell me you don’t want it.” I flexed my belly, and the flexing of my abs was powerful enough to make the cloth rumble above my waist. She sucked her lower lip and let it go, making a sensuous *pop!* with it.

	

	“You whore.” Her hand climbed over my left leg. “You’re so… hideous! With all these muscles!”

	

	I laughed. “Come on, you can lie better than this.” I flexed my insane Amazonian legs. Unlike my torso, they were uncovered, free for the view of anyone wanting to see what a real woman looked like. “My muscles are sooo much more toned now that I’m dehydrated. Those orgasms, you see…” I shuttered a little when remembering them. “I think I gushed a whole gallon back in that bathroom. My body is hard and ripped like a mountain. Come on, baby.” Taking her by surprise, I stood up, making the best of the fact she’s untied my hands before my legs. “Free me so I can fuck you with own these powerful…” I flexed one arm, “mighty muscles!” I flexed another, and her eyes soon had swirls in them.

	

	“Shit! I have to admit.” Slowly she moved her hands to my flexed guns, letting her jaw drop as she squeezed them and saw how her hands couldn’t even cover half of their rigid mass. “You’re tantalizing!”

	

	“Mm, ‘tantalizing.’” I wrapped a powerful arm around her waist and pulled her to me. “You really are smart, eh? Using these big words on this big, big girl.”

	

	“Okay, you!” She pulled me away. “Fuck.” Her hands stopped on my abs. “Seriously!” She pulled my gown up, uncovering my belly. “Oh, fuck me! You’ve got an eight-pack?”

	

	I flexed my abs and performed a belly dance for her, hypnotizing her with the loud, rumbling rippling of my muscle fibers. “Try putting a coin between those abs. I betcha I can crush it.”

	

	I was surprised by her serious expression as she looked up to me. It’s as if she was worried about something. “Don’t fuck her.” She fondled my cheek. “Please, I beg you.”

	

	I turned serious just as quickly. “Why? Did someone tell you something?”

	

	“No need too. I knew you were going to challenge her sooner or later. That’s why I’m begging you, for the well-being of your beautiful body,” she squeezed both my biceps, “forget about her. Take a semester off if necessary. Try moving to another country and fucking a new flavor of men instead of going against that… that…!” The mind failed her. “That creature!”

	

	Trying to assert my dominance, I pulled her in a tight squeeze. My nose and lips travelled over her neck as I smelled her sweet scent and sucked her tender skin with many kisses. “You’re seriously telling me to run away. Me?! The strongest woman on the planet??”

	

	She tried pushing me away, but her arms failed to respond accordingly. She was enjoying me far too much to move away too soon. Her hands travelled along my back, her fingers memorizing every shape and sulk of my wall so muscles, and eventually she had one hand on my ass, another on my abs, feeling the insane hardness of my Wonder Woman body, slowly teasing up my cunt as the bed creaked with our passionate make-out.

	

	Five minutes later, feeling drunk and dizzy, she finally managed to speak: “you are not.” Her eyes betrayed painful sincerity. “The strongest, you know. Not anymore.”

	

	The tightness of my hug became a little too painful, as proved by her faint yelps. I couldn’t accept that, but I also couldn’t pretend not to see the writing on the wall: “it’s a matter of honor, you see. I have to prove to her I… I can stand my ground.” No! I had to be even more emphatic: “that I am the superior cunt.”

	

	God, how I hated that look of pity in her face. The way she caressed my cheeks and kissed me… fuck me! It’s as if she was mourning a soon-to-be-dead friend! “My dear, look what happened to you.” She pointed to the unconscious Veronica snoring by our side. “Look what she did to you two without even getting to fuck you! How many kisses did she give you before you completely lost your minds, huh?”

	

	My face was aflush with shame. “She kinda didn’t.”

	

	“Mm? What did you say?”

	

	I sighed. “She didn’t kiss us. She didn’t even touch us.”

	

	Even for our knowledgeable friend, that felt like a bit of a stretch. “You two were like this and she didn’t even kiss you?”

	

	“Touch us, actually.” I gulped and cleared my throat. “She… *sigh* She actually didn’t lay a finger on us. Well, she kinda touched us, I guess, but… in a completely non-sexual way.” I could see that she was not only amazed, but also deeply, maddeningly aroused. “We challenged her to a fight, though, so there’s not much to do about that anymore.”

	

	She tried to speak, but her dry throat got the better of her sometimes. “I mean… uh… well…” She cleared it and smiled. Her mind was clearly on another places—probably the warm, gorgeous muscles of that tall, sexy bitch! “Fuck me, to think she did that to you… fuck! With mere words!”

	

	“Yes, yes, fine. You can stop fawning now.”

	

	“She’s just such a goddess you see! But, well, yeah, I guess…” She gave me a quick, almost apologetic kiss. “You too are quite a woman stud, you know that, right.”

	

	“Stop taking pity on me. Please, it’s disgusting.”

	

	“You don’t need to do this. Please, Heather, pleeease, for the sake of you and your friend, as well as all your lovers, I beg you:” she pulled my face, pushed her forehead into mine, and stared deep into my soul, “don’t fuck her. She’s going to annihilate you both!”

	

	Annihilate. Exterminate. Wreck. Conquer. Destroy. «Amazing!» I thought. The African’s lovemaking was never described as simply “to fuck” or “to screw.” Only the most savage, severe words were used when witnesses (or broken lovers) recounted her sexual Armageddon. For an unknown listener, these tales would have given the impression that people were fucking a huge animal, like a bull or a stallion, not a mere human being. «Is she really human, though?» I shook my head, trying not to get too lost on my own thoughts.

	

	“I’m strong.”

	

	“Not strong enough. Please, Heather, remember the things she did! She fucking wrecked the entire football team! And the wrestling one! Fuck, even our MMA students weren’t enough to take on her, and she laid with over twenty at the same time!” She gestured clumsily, trying to show me the size of those students. “They were massive, beefy studs inches taller than yourself! She fucked scores of these men in a slaughter-orgy without even taking a moment to breath! I…” She brought her hands to her chest, feeling a surge of blood turning her whole face and torso scarlet. “I know it! I’ve seen it first hand, well, not the guys, but with myself. Her lovemaking is not something that can be described or understood by mere mortals. When she fucks you, she truly, really fucks you, and no other fuck will ever be the same… ooh!...” Her hips twirled. She was clearly on the cusp of another orgasm. “Sex is never the same after she lays waste to your cunt.”

	

	I wiggled my lips, trying not to look impressed. “Well, she fucked you, and you look alright for my taste. You’re not a tall, three-hundred-pound muscle jock,” I smiled, “you’re a beautiful, busty, gorgeous, yet delicate supermodel. I don’t see you riding around in a wheelchair after her pounding.”

	

	Her silence begged for respect. It was hard to maintain my cocky smile while staring at her stern, serious face. “I couldn’t walk for two days, you know. That’s because she didn’t ‘really’ lay me. She said it herself: if she’d fucked me with a fraction of the strength she does a man… I would be dead.” She spread her legs apart. “She would have ripped my legs out of my body almost without thinking, she said, and I’ve seen the ruin in her lover’s anuses to know that these aren’t mere bragging words. You’ve seen the pictures, I’ve seen the bodies, let’s stop pretending that she’s a beast that any average human can take down, okay? Anyone who’s seen her knows that she can fuck a mountain into pebbles without even breaking sweat. Are you really that arrogant (or that stupid) to buy her bluff and expose yourself to mortal danger? Are you really in such a need for adrenaline or orgasms? Look at me, Heather! Please!” She kissed me. “I’m really worried about you. Scores of men almost died without her even going into one percent of her full power! God knows what’s gonna happen to you… and beautiful Veronica… if she really does you with double that power, let alone going all-out on your cunts!”

	

	Despite her honest, legitimate despair… I couldn’t accept it. “It’s a matter of honor, Amanda.”

	

	“Huh, my name is Fernanda.”

	

	Damn it! “Yeah, that’s what I said: Fernanda.”

	

	“You said…”

	

	“Pretty girls like you can’t understand.” I just kept going, flexing my arms and shoulders to distract her, and the muscles threatened to tear through the constraints of my clothes. “Muscle girls like me, we… we have a certain code. A code of power, if you will: we’re proud for being the best, the biggest, the baddest amongst all women, and knowing that we could kick any man’s ass is something that brings us unparalleled pleasure. Most of all, being the biggest, baddest, strongest of all women bestows on you a certain aura of power, an unwavering feeling of… divinity.” I took her by the waist, slowly lifting her without even noticing it. “When you have a body like mine—tall, hard, massive, and beautiful—you feel and act like a goddess—because you are! That’s something no one can take from you, or no one should take from you, until a challenger appears. Oh, Amanda.”

	

	“Fernanda!”

	

	“Yes, Fernanda!” I kissed her. My lips and tongue met every inch of her neck, nape, and bust. “Fernanda, Fernanda, beautiful Fernanda. I’m a goddess! I’ve always been a goddess, and now that fucking bitch came to take my title away. I will not stand idle and watch her steal my glory without a fight. No! I will fight! I will fight and I will die, if necessary, trying to protect what I’ve built after so many years of strenuous effort and bone-breaking exercises. I will reclaim my muscle godhood or I will die trying. That, my friend,” I gave her a long, breathtaking kiss, “is something I will never run away from.”

	

	Once her head stopped spinning, she talked in a resigned tone: “you brain-damaged muscle head. Really, ‘muscle head!’ Despite having a pussy…”

	

	“A gorgeous pussy, you gotta admit.”

	

	“Mm!” She turned her face away, blushing. “Despite having such a tight, super delicious pussy… you’re nothing but a dude, you know that?” She hit me: her fists almost cracked on my massive, hard breasts. “A stupid… dumb… idiot jock!” She hit me again and again and again. “That’s what you are, you know that?”

	

	I grabbed her arms and squeezed them, just enough for her to feel the wonderful mix of fear and arousal that comes with having a much physically superior partner. Our eyes glimmered as our gazes met, and our mouth could hardly stand too long apart before I told her: “I know, and that’s just how you loved me.” She moved on for a kiss, but I moved away while gesturing to my legs, still constrained. “Free me, pussycat. Free me… and I will lay waste to your cunt!”

	

	It was only after she came over two hundred times, with her squirts splashing in every wall of the place, that her screams became impossible to ignore and a team of eight nurses, plus security staff—two for each limb—had to tie me down and sedate me, knocking me out so I could stop ruining that pussy with my tongue, fingers, and the ceaseless grinding of my hips.

	



	
Chapter 2: The African Futa

	

	

	We were staggered as we stood before the gates of her estate. The hills which led up to her house, no, her mansion were green and sprawling, a fitting setting for the arena where she conquered so many hearts and bodies.

	

	Veronica, standing beside me, couldn’t get her act together as the Uber left us there. “No, wait!” She gestured to the car, but the driver didn’t see her. “Heather, can you pinch me, please? Are you really seeing what I’m seeing?”

	

	Hell yeah, I was, and I was biting my lower lip with so much envy. “This can’t be true.” My fists roared as I tightened my grip. “She must be renting this fucking place!”

	

	As the gates opened before us, we heard her sexy, thunderous voice rumbling from the speaker: “you came in an Uber? Too bad.” She sounded so mocking! “It’s gonna be a long walk to here. I wish you could save all your energy but, tsc, I’m all alone here, so I can’t order one of the cars to you.” We looked at each other, wondering just how much wealth she concealed in that property. “Just follow the trail. You’ll get here eventually.”

	

	It took us ten minutes—ten freaking minutes!—to walk all the way up to her modern, Silicon Valley-style mansion at the top of those breathtaking hills. Not that the activity was any pain for us, honestly—it was actually refreshing—but the vastness of her estate really got to our nerves before we’d even had a chance to see her. It was like fighting a mosquito with an atomic bomb! She had no sense of fairness whatsoever!

	

	As we walked, we pondered just how could a woman like her be possible. “Is she some kinda of African heir of something? She came from Nigeria, right? Well, that country has a lot of princes.”

	

	“What are you even saying.” I tried to smile as I looked to Veronica. She had come a long way since we were discharged from the college hospital. For three whole days we did nothing but to train, train, and train, abstaining from sex and even masturbation, eating only the best of foods and injecting ourselves with enough supplements to tune up our bodies to near superhuman levels.

	

	As we strolled up those mighty hills, no one could say the training hadn’t yielded results. Veronica was at least fifty pounds heavier than usual, with two or three inches added to her already-impressive 6-feet-1-inch of height. Her tits made coarse, bubbly noises as they bounced so heavily, like huge, dense metal objects being dragged on an iron floor. Her ass was atomic, a supersonic rear capable of cracking boulders if she sat on them, and her legs… oh, god! I was losing my cool just by looking at those long, divinely-sculpted legs, both delicate and powerful, the steel-hard legs anyone would expect from an Amazonian princess.

	

	Her long, platinum blond hair swung on her back, its tips grazing the immense bulge of her buttocks in her tight jeans. “You’re delicious today.”

	

	Looking at me, she flexed her guns. “After so much train- Oh god!” She jumped back, startled, and I smiled as I saw her sleeve being torn apart by her swelling biceps. Once she got past her initial scare, she chuckled, then she flexed both her biceps. “You see this? This shirt was lose at the start of the weekend, and now…” She roared. The cloth was torn in several different places, the bulging of her six-, near eight-pack abs testing the strength of her shirt in her belly. “I’m fucking shredded! Bet I can even kick your ass if I wanted to!”

	

	I looked at her with dead seriousness, and then our walk briefly stopped as I turned to her and reminded her of who exactly she was talking to. Words did not left my mouth. They weren’t needed. Eyes alone could see the foolishness of her remarks, and I gifted hers with the unparalleled superiority of my physique, walking closely towards her as I flexed, grunted, and swelled.

	

	Every piece of my clothes began to shred, the noises like the cracking of thick, dry branches, and then I held my hands together in front of my belly, ready to give her just a taste of my overall power. With barely half an inhale, I hardened my entire physique: my shoulders bulged like two walls besides my neck, which itself became thicker than the leg of a man, and the veins became visible even under the thickest parts of my clothing. The cloth was torn and shredded as my abs obtained inhuman hardness, and the area on my cleavage was completely ripped open by the swelling of my breasts. In a single hold of my breath, I kept expanding, with my head getting higher and higher as my body grew bulkier and bulger.

	

	“Mmm!!” I tried to keep my cool, but the energy inside me was like a volcano or a little sun, enough to give birth to another universe if I so chose to. “Grrr!!!” Huffing and puffing, I began to groan and roar as this energy was converted into sheer muscular power. My usual 6-feet-4-inches of height turned to 6-feet-5, then 6-feet-6, then eventually… “Jesus!” Veronica stepped back. “Fucking!” Again, she stepped back. “Christ!!” I rose to 6-feet-7-inches before my sleeves were completely torn open, pieces of rag falling from my arms as my muscles continued to expand and grown and bloat.

	

	If Veronica was the princess of all Amazons, I was the fucking goddess. There was no way even her hardest training could have surpassed mine in those past four days of agonizing celibacy. We had trained apart, making a conscious choice not to even see each other, for Lord knows how much longer we’d be able to stay celibate after seeing each other’s increasingly muscular, increasingly sexier physiques. The abstinence helped create a mystique around us, as well as to hide from her the true nature of my power—and how incomparably greater than her I had become. “Do you want power?” I took another breath. “This is power!!”

	

	My shirt literally exploded! It was a mess, yet it was so satisfying. Veronica stood still as pieces of cloth whipped her body, one long strap even covering her eyes. Once she took it away, her jaw dropped as she saw me growing like the Hulk, my muscles bulging around the remaining pieces of cloth, the straps and strands tearing up and stretching out noisily. My legs were as huge as tree trunks, and my ass was so titanic as for each buttock literally weight more than a multiple cannon balls. I was at the height of human power, and my effortless flex still kept breaking new record at every second.

	

	Veronica kept stepping back, her lightning-fast heart beats audible to my super sensitive ears. “What the f-!” She covered her mouth as she saw me grow to near seven feet of height. My growth would look even faster and scarier if the ground wasn’t actually sinking beneath my feet! I was grunted and puffed, I looked down and noticed to depressed areas around my feet, my weight increasing so much the hills themselves weren’t able to support me. Awesome. “Fuck!” Taking another breath, I finally began to feel a pang of effort in all that delirious flexing. “How would you like your goddess to reach seven feet, huh?” I looked at her, pieces of cloth still dangling in my body. “I know you dream of it. Witness the power of a true goddess of muscles, the strongest woman on Earth!” I roared. “The warrior who’s gonna fucking destroy that African cunt!” Then I roared even harder. In a last ditch of power, I puffed out steam through my nose, and my body sprouted the final inches, reaching the seven feet mark while having added fifty extra pounds of muscle just in that last few seconds.

	

	Hot steam was coming out of my mouth as I relaxed my muscles and contemplated myself in my heightened, muscular glory. My relaxed muscles were bigger and harder than any professional male bodybuilder would be when performing in the stage. Raising my head, I saw Veronica struggling to unbutton her jeans skirt, her arousal so great her fingers were fumbling over her hips. “No.” My voice came out stronger, making the leaves of the trees behind me swirl. “Don’t touch yourself.” I pointed up in the hills, to the mansion of that worthless bitch. “Her! We have to use all our power to defeat her!”

	

	Judging by the way Veronica panted and trembled, she no longer saw me as her friend, but as her literal goddess. “Heather!!” She fell on her knees, her eyes tearing up, and the ground caved a little around her. “With a body like this, you won’t need my help!”

	

	I liked that. It made me confident, not to mention horny, but deep inside I still harbored some insecurities. Raising my right arm and making its biceps grow, I wondered what kind of woman could really surpass me. «That’s it. That bitch was only bluffing.» I flexed my other arm, literally hearing each of my muscle fibers expand and grow. «She may be a mighty, horny muscle woman on her own right, and she mighty have actually massacred us both in our usual selves, but now…» I felt my abs singing! «Now… I’m no longer my usual self! I’m not a human. I’m a goddess!» The strands of cloth kept falling and snapping from my body as my muscles throbbed and hardened. «And now this angry goddess is up to slay!»

	

	To the delight of my companion, I lifted Veronica off the ground and laid her on my shoulder, caring her uphill as my steps made coarse sounds on the sinking ground. “Heather! You’re so strong!” She cooed and squealed, fumbling my back with her eager hands. “Holy fucking hell! Look at these!” Her fingers waddled through the endless valleys and crevices of my iron musculature. “It’s like this shit’s made of steel! You… you…!!” Her legs shuttered. She was cumming. “Ooh!!” I heard the juices piling between her legs, drenching her panties, filling it up. She wasn’t exactly squirting, but she was close to it. “You’re impossible, Heather!” She kissed my shoulders deliriously. “You’re the strongest woman ever. Ooh!”

	

	I twirled her body around my shoulders, like an acrobatic trick, and settled her in my arms. Her eyes were swirling around, dizzy, as her face turned to mine. I leaned forward. You could feel the force pulling our lips together, like a magnet. We kissed. I never stopped walking, carrying her like a feather, yet time seemed to stop as we shared that long, romantic kiss. Our mouths did bid farewell to one another until I was standing by the door of her massive house, staring at it dumbfounded as my friend returned to the ground. Soon, we were both equally speechless.

	

	“Heather…”

	

	“I know.” I held her hand. We squeezed each other’s palms. “I’m angry too.”

	

	We kissed one more time. To our shock, then, the door opened. Our breaths were taken away, this time for real: I felt my insides swelling and screaming for oxygen, my body trembling and desperate to run away, as my eyes fell over that gorgeous creature standing inside the palace. “Well, hi.” She greeted us, her lioness voice making our ears rumble. “I see you dared start without me.”

	

	Before we could say I word, before I could even open my mouth to affront her, that beast of a woman pulled us both inside. We almost tripped over our feet and fall flat on the ground as we entered. The powerful African closed the door, her arms rumbling under her over-stretched sleeves as she performed the motion. The smooth, gray doors seemed to be made of something very heavy, stone carved out of mountains, as their closing made the entire palace tremble.

	

	What a palace it was. We were being attacked on all senses as we looked around the place, startled, flabbergasted by its immensity. “Jesus…!” The place was minimalistic, almost crystal-like, with the walls made out of light-colored stone and the ceilings made of, if not glass, something shiny and transparent. There were two big ponds in front of us, with rivers of clear water trailing the walls into the depths of that palace, and smooth waterfalls sliding down said walls to refill them. Everywhere we looked, we were affronted with a kind of grandness and luxury only billionaires and Arab kings could afford—and the Queen of such palace, walking loud and hard behind us, knew very well the effect her possessions had on her subjects.

	

	“It’s a neat, cozy place.” She said, her voice reverbing inside of us. We stood uneasily before her, trying to feign a strength that was no longer there. “I fuck all my lays here.”

	

	Fuck, she was straight. As straight as only kings and emperors could be. Her eyes and mine soon met, recognizing ourselves as each other’s biggest challenges. While I was stiff and weird, trying to feign a strength that no longer was there, she was graceful and calm, knowing full well the fight was won before it even started.

	

	Then, she made a little bow, and we both looked at each other, wondering just what the hell she was planning. “I’m afraid it might not be big or strong enough for you two.” As she stood upright again, her eyes had a different, demonic gleam to them. “You’re fine. The first fine people I met in this country.” She cracked her knuckles. We saw her biceps bulge. “I will have a lot of fun fucking your bodies.”

	

	I stepped forward. “You worthless cunt!”

	

	“Oh.”

	

	Despite my strong words and my aggressive pose, my fists were trembling. Little by little, more parts of my body joined them in their shaking: my arms, my voice, my breast… I could barely hide my fear as that monster bought my challenge and gave one step closer to me. «Holy shit!!» The distance between us had blinded me for her true height; even ten feet apart from each other, that massive transfer student was noticeably taller than me. «How tall is she?!»

	

	Her grim! Fuck! The smugness in it was driving me craz- “I’m seven feet and three inches, for your information.”

	

	Our jaws dropped. “W-what?”

	

	She stepped closer again. Nine feet separated us. Still, it looked (and felt) she was breathing down on my neck. Her power was overwhelming! The aura emanating for her body distorted the space around it, creating a dizzy vortex along her silhouette. As our bodies warmed up, with a special boiling focused on our pelvises, her grim became wider and cockier. “Fuck you, you white, blond whore.” Her voice never lost it smoothness. Her tone was peaceful and calm. “I know what you are thinking, so I’m giving you the answer.” Her body appeared to swell as she flexed her muscles involuntarily, her dark, silky clothes stretching under such atomic power. She had nukes for biceps and planets for breasts. It was like an elemental, universal creature approaching us, and with each rumbling of her breath I felt myself smaller and shorter, more and more insignificant.

	

	“I’m usually six feet nine, but I knew you wouldn’t come here unprepared.” Her eyes were like lasers upon our bodies. God! She was almost undressing us with her gaze! My body, which was already partially revealed, became completely naked as she took another step and the entire house, I swear, quaked with her step. “You’re hard. I can see your bodies are in peak condition. Oh, it’s wonderful, isn’t it?” She raised her arms. Our hearts stopped. “The power that courses in the veins of our muscular bodies! The most beautiful thing is a woman’s body, a lady silhouette covered with layers and layers of muscles.” She flexed her right arm. Not even that, really: she just moved her fist a little and her sleeves… *streeetch!* Both of them were torn in the middle, revealing the breathtaking bulge of her light-brown biceps, complete with the thickest, biggest vein we’d ever seen in such a muscle! “The power to tear a man in half with our bare hands… to make them scream, learn their proper place…” She lowered her arms, looking much wider than she did before. Every inch of her clothes was on the brink, the leather and silk of her elaborate model trembling under the powerful rumble of her musculature. “The power to pound their anuses with our fingers like they were horse cocks… or to make ladies squirt rivers with a single finger… like this one.” She lifted the index finger of her right hand to me, then curled it. The entire sleeve of her right arm exploded, leaving straps to fall slowly on the ground. *gulp!* Upon seeing her, I felt my feet standing on nothing. Pure void. The simple motion seemed to excite every fiber of her titanic arm, which was much bulkier and harder than mine.

	

	The goddess tore off the remaining straps from her arm and gave its muscles a long look. “Oops.” She turned to us. “You know how it is. Sometimes, we just can’t hold back our power, can we?” She giggled, and we both stepped back as we felt a very malicious aura coming from her. “What’s the matter? You’re not afraid of me, are you?” She stepped forward. The entire place trembled, and a crack appeared under her foot. “You spent the whole week training, growing hard and massive like you are now, and I don’t doubt you’ve reached the pinnacle of physical perfection you white, Western chicks can get.” Another step. We heard the hardening of her muscles like truck tires beings stretched. “That’s why I trained too. I didn’t want you bitches to come here looking taller than I was. That’s why I’m over seven feet now. Once I’m done with you,” another step. Steam was coming out of her mouth and nose, “I would have grown past eight feet. I will have probably added another thousand pounds or two to my muscles, even though I won’t need to used them all.” She winked. “Trust me, dears, you won’t want me to. This vast summer palace you see here will already be completely leveled by me going 3% on your asses.” She chuckled. “God knows what would happen if I went full-power on you. Dear!” Her eyes! Pure tiger look. “Only time I went over 5%, I destroyed a whole city back in Africa, leaving a trail of bodies in my wake. Four hundred of the mightiest warriors in my continent laid destroyed, fuck-drunk, unconscious in my trail of spunk, their asses stretched and their bellies bulging with all the seed I’d gushed inside them. I took their wives and bred them too. You see,” her teeth shimmered, “I really care about breeding, even though I’m still fairly young, barely a month over eighteen.” Our hearts sank. She…! “You!!” Her knuckles were cracked. The shockwaves echoed in our hearts. “Taking your white, Western wombs will be one of the biggest delights in my life. I just hope you’re worth it. Not just ‘all show,’ you see. God knows how disappointed I am in many of you white chicks. You little, infertile wombs just can’t compare to our African gods dicks.”

	

	“B-b-but…” Veronica still didn’t get it. Points, though, for being the first to speak: “but you’re a woman, aren’t y-?”

	

	She shut up as I lifted my warm in front of her. No need wasting time with words. If anything, her long speech only betrayed insecurity—or so I told myself. If there was a time to attack, that time was…

	

	*BOOOM!!* Now! Our bodies collided in a loud, earthquake-inducing thud, and her feet were dragged on the floor as I pushed her with all my might, meeting in her the resistance of a mountain. Our mouths were embroiled in a violent kiss. I plunged into her, my tongue reaching as deep as her throat, and my arms went around her waist to give her a bear hug, which further increased the pressure tearing up her clothes. Veronica stayed behind us, just watching, the moisture in her crotch so great a huge stain was showing in her shorts. Soon, drops of aroused nectar began to drip on the ground, with her legs quickly quivering as I pushed that African bitch further and further back.

	

	«You’re arrogant whore!!» I tried to be mad at her, but quickly I discovered that I was in love. Love! The taste of that mouth was something I had never imagined! I felt like a wild animal fucking at the heights of lust, her tongue and her palate like cocaine to my senses, my nose being electrified by her aggressive, animalistic scent, my hands burning as they fumbled her back and counted, one by one, her countless muscles.

	

	Power! I was tasting power in my mouth, with saliva squirting from the sides of our lips while I relentlessly kissed her. Her tongue remained passive, contemplative at the bottom of her mouth, just taking my onslaught of love without even a sketch of counter-attack. My legs climbed over her thighs, and soon I climbed on that woman like a sloth on a tree. My tongue pierced her harder and harder, swirling in her hot, wet mouth, my lips smacking over her, with the saliva now oozing into our chins and dripping into out bottoms.

	

	The goddess was pushed far back into the door, placing her palms on its surface and then smiling, even giggling as I kept attacking her. I shook my hips over her abs, thrusting on her like a man would her cunt, but that was a bad call, a terrible one, for her overblown abs struck my pussy and my clit under my jeans, leading me to moan inside her mouth. “Oow!!” Our kiss was almost broken, but I wouldn’t recede, no, I wouldn’t give up so easily, not before sucking the cocky grim out of those fat, hard, luscious lips forever.

	

	“Y-you’re so… hot!!” Veronica unbuttoned her shorts and knelt behind us. Her hands plunged into her panties. Four fingers stimulated her insides, trying to drill away the heat that was cooking her from the inside. “OOOH!!” Her forehead fell on the floor, the pleasure taking her in tsunami-like waves, and soon squishes were heard as the squirts left her cunt in stronger and stronger jets. “I c-can’t…!!” Poor little blonde was crying! “I can’t with you too!!”

	

	Worthless weakling! She was on her knees before even trying to beat her! I wouldn’t be this weak! No! I promised myself I would have that goddess on her knees before even ceding to her an inch of my body. Her hands and arms stayed back, pressed against the door, as I thrust my tongue time and time again into her throat, penetrating it like a penis, showing her the fullness of my member. «How do you like that tongue, you African whore?» Inch after inch after inch, I unfurled my tongue inside her. A fat penis would feel so hard and thick inside her. When the tip of my serpentine member passed through her vocal cords, the goddess opened her eyes and looked down to me, her face finally changing from an expression of calm smugness to delighted surprise. Still, I kept unveiling my tongue, sucking her stomach all the way up from her mouth, and gradually I felt her arms quivering, her hands clutching on the door, as if her the pleasure was slowly switching off her self-control and taking over her nerves, forcing her to attack.

	

	Yet the mighty goddess stood her ground, spreading her legs and lifting her hands above her head, her mighty biceps rumbling like Harley-Davison engines, and then crossing her fingers behind her head, which she rested on her palms while casting down on me a smug look. She wore a judging expression in her face, instead of her usual arrogant one. «Come on.» Her eyes ordered me with these exact words: «show me what you got.»

	

	Feeling intense pressure on my chest, my tits swelled, my lungs burned, and my tongue unraveled deeper and deeper inside her throat, no longer a human tongue, but a monstrous one, like a succubus, throbbing and stimulating all her nerves in every direction, reaching for the absolute impossible… until it was made possible! With a gasp from my nostrils, I felt something… incredible!... in the tip of my tongue. «My god!» The tight constraints of her throat had disappeared. In their place, a warm, heated openness, like my tongue had just ventured into a new environment. «Her stomach!» With my fat, python tongue overfilling her mouth and stretching her jaw, I felt its very tip twirling inside her stomach. Giving it a gentle curl, I felt the mucous walls of her organ, and then my hairs spiked as I realized… «shit! I’m licking this bitch’s belly!» I kept striking it with my member, not in an aggressive manner, but instead as lovingly as I could make it, seeing if the bitch would finally surrender or at least concede to my superiority.

	

	Brief twitches of her fingers and the glimmer of surprise in her eyes was the most I got. All in all, the bitch remained the same, smiling wider even, like a tutor who sees a student perform just as expected. To my shock and horror, after our kiss had gone on for over five unbroken minutes, it was I who began to feel a growing tiredness in all my muscles, with the insane length of my tongue cramping and hurting, and every muscle in my chest throbbing in heat waves as I stretched it full. «No! No!!» I told myself, reaching out even deeper in her stomach. «I shall not surrender so easily! I shall not faulter! I shall conquer and destroy!!» The way I was going, my tongue would soon bathe on her acid. Who knows! I might as well have pierced her guts, if my courage and valor were great enough.

	

	I would conquer! I would dominate! I was the superior woman, damnit! So why?! Didn’t she?! Fall?? «Goddamn it!» Minutes passed. Veronica passed out at least twice under so many orgasms. Her shorts had been torn into at least four pieces as her fingers massacred her pussy, drawing a lake of cum from the depths of her womanhood. As she recovered her consciousness and looked up to us, dragging her chin on the floor and trying to keep her eyebrows raised, she howled and sweated like she’d just completed the Iron Man challenge three times in a row: “y-you… you two are monsters!!” She could see the bulge of my tongue on the African whore’s belly, as well as its length throbbing all the way from her stomach to out mouth. “Jesus!! You…” More squirts came out of her and stole her breath. “GAAH!!” Her eyes nearly popped out. “You two have been going for fifteen minutes!! JESUS!!” The squirts were followed by jolts of pleasure that made her entire body squirm on the floor. “Jesus, stop!! You’re making me cum so much already!”

	

	Selfish weakly bitch! As if our fight had anything to do with her worthless ass anymore. My eyes and that bitch’s met as I opened them, finally, after a very long time. She had been looking to me all the time, apparently, since I’d pierced her stomach. My sight was blurry thanks to the tears. Soon, they came flowing down, running on my cheeks, dripping on her bosom as I painfully gasped for air.

	

	The cramps on my tongue and chest became too hard to ignore. In an act of desperation, I took my hands from her neck and raised them to her hair, grabbing and pulling it so hard my sleeves exploded out of my arms—whatever rags remained on them, at least. My muscular back was fully exposed as my shoulders widened and my biceps swelled, and during the kiss I roared inside her mouth, pulling her hair with great strength, feeling little resistance in her neck, and her head turning up accordingly. Her eyes were still open, though, and barely blinking. That bitch was mocking me and all my efforts.

	

	«You fucking whore!!» I stimulated her insides with pumps and throbs of my tongue, controlling that long, inhuman muscle like no person ever could. I was no longer a mere human, you see—both metaphorically and literally, with my physiology morphing so as to match that equally inhuman bitch—, yet still my superstrength seemed unable to match hers, my tongue only getting stronger and more severe cramps as I tried to ruin her!

	

	The bitch was smiling and giggling when she felt the cramping twizzling of my tongue and heard my yelps of pain. Not only was my tongue cramping, but so were all my chest and back muscles. Soon, the cramp was visible through the painful waves of contractions of my muscle fibers, rippling all the way down to my mighty buttocks, which made my jeans explode and revealed themselves in all their circular, swollen glory.

	

	“Jesus Christ!!” The view of my perfect rear struck Veronica with yet more countless orgasms. My white, tanned skin was beyond perfect. One could see oneself like a mirror in the glistening skin of my massive ass, each buttock so hard and smooth it looked like white gold perfectly polished. My buttocks rose and jumped as the jeans kept being torn up from my upper thighs down to my calves, the massive, monstrous thickness of their muscles tearing the cloth as easily as toilet paper.

	

	I couldn’t hear the screams of my friend nor the squishes of her pussy, though, for the pain inside of me had outgrown all the pleasure I took from that fight. Tears were rolling down my eyes as I still persisted on that kiss, feeling my tongue being sliced off from inside out, every nerved being dynamited, and the cramps in my breast getting so hard I felt like my lungs were being compressed like in the abyssal depths of the ocean. «Resist!» Still, I kissed her! «I gotta resist! Ooh!!» My mind started blanking as the pain grew beyond comprehension. It was like needles were being introduced on every inch of my body. I felt like I was crying out blood, and the goddess too realized my intense pain.

	

	In a few swift motions, she grabbed my hair and pulled my head away. Such was her ease that her biceps barely shivered with that act; whereas my muscles literally tore off my clothes with their expansion, hers remained idle and cool, too bored by that action like I didn’t even exist.

	

	My tongue slid off her throat like a measuring tape. It was amazing! I felt its quivering tip leave her stomach and pass through the many inches of her insides in less than a second, returning to mouth in a whiplash so strong it pushed my head back. *Snap!* For a moment, I thought I had torn open a hole in the back of my skull with that overly aggressive motion. The air came rushing back a second later, with my lungs cooling off and all the main magically disappearing.

	

	“Shoosh, shoosh, my love.” She placed her huge hand on the back of my head and pushed me closer to her, laying my head in her hard, powerful shoulders. “Shh, shh. You’ve fought so well! It’s amazing to see how you can almost kiss me without standing at the tip of your toes, or how you can grow your tongue to the depths of my very stomach.” With her next action, she showed me how utterly vulnerable, even worthless I truly was: she pulled my head back and, though I tried to resist it, I felt my neck almost snapping if I persisted on that struggle. She looked at me with a hungry smile, and just when I tried to move away… *boom!!* I gasped! God! I felt I was going to puke my guts out! She embraced me! Taking her other arm from the wall, she wrapped it around my waist, then squeezed me like toothpaste.

	

	Her grim was nothing short of demonic. The heat within her body increased by many dozens of degrees. She was burning! The heat in a single organ enough to cook any normal human being alive! Sliding her tongue on my neck, she laid the following whispers on my ear: “my turn.”

	

	Then she turned us around and pressed me against the door. *Craaack!!* The stone surface cracked. Several pebbles kicked and rolled on the ground. Not a fraction of a second passed as the goddess took over my mouth and unrolled her tongue inside of me. «Jesus…!!» The tears multiplied, all of my limbs shivered, then froze. The massive African literally breathed air inside or me, filling me up with her power and her scent while also punishing me with the complete unrolling of her tongue.

	

	If I thought mine was massive and powerful, it still couldn’t compare with the absolute giganticness of her member! The thickest segment of my tongue was still narrower than her fucking tip, and as he tongue-fucked me I felt myself being throat-raped by at least three of the thickest dicks I’d ever sucked. In less than a second, that monster had reached my stomach, and her tongue just kept going, curling up inside my organ like a giant mass of meat or a hot, burning tumor, growing and growing until I filled up my stomach completely and proceeded to stretch it!

	

	“Heather!!” Veronica screamed, fear and arousal splitting her body in two perfect halves. She could see my belly bulging as the African kept unrolling countless inches of her tongue within me. This unnatural sight filled her with tremendous arousal, the likes of which we only feel we standing before a sexual partner who’s equal parts sexy and deadly, and as she frigged her cunt with double speed and strength, she saw the layers of that tongue whirling inside my belly like a nest of snakes, the bulge in my stomach both huge and lively.

	

	Trapped by her powerful arms, I squealed. I hated to admit that such domination, such utter and absolute subjugation of my very organism, was getting me hotter by the second. When I tried to headbutt her, she retracted her tongue from me, almost killing me with the vacuum this created. «God!!» I wanted to scream once I felt the last inch of her member leave me, but instead I could only gasp, then feel my insides coming out through my throat in a huge mass of vomit. “Gonna puke?” She tapped my back with her other hand, now holding me tight with both arms, but I resisted the urge and shut my mouth, swallowing back all the nasty content she had almost withdrew from me.

	

	Our huge bodies stayed somewhat still, panting and quivering as I fought back the intense burning on my crotch. «No!» The pressure was growing and growing, like a balloon full of lubes ready to explode out of my cunt. Veronica was behind her, squirting many fat jets of nectar in the ponds of that mansion, and upon seeing her sorry state, I told myself I could be so weak.

	

	Still, just as I was gaining back my energy, the monster woman held my chin up with her fingers and smiled. “I can kiss you all the way down to your anus.” She stuck her tongue out. Nine fat inches of members slivered past her full lips, and I lost both my breath and my color as I watched it rise and rise and rise, knowing there was still much more from where it came. “As a matter of fact,” she spoke rather perfectly, even with that monster tongue out, “I can pierce you from your mouth to your anus with my massive, monster tongue, and use its tip to fuck you friend’s pussy right there.” She gestured behind her, where Veronica was screaming her heart’s out. “Do you want that to happen?” Her grim…! What type of demon was she? “Do you want me to tongue-fuck your guts, huh?”

	

	Taking the initiative, I attacked her mouth again, and this time her tongue fought back against mine, the slurps and wet sounds inside our mouth making the palace’s wall rumble, and our kisses popping and slapping in the only time I broke our kiss and screamed over her shoulder, looking angry at my friend: “Veronica, now!! Make yourself useful and attack this fucking bitch!!”

	

	The goddess only raised her eyebrow and muttered “ooh!” in a curious, self-serving tone, like she was entertained by my call. To my surprise, through, Veronica wasn’t as useless as she looked like, standing on her feet almost immediately and running fast—thought also clumsily—to my help. “You fucking whore!!” Was her war cry. Poor little thing was still squirting her womb out as she ran. “I beat you!”

	

	She jumped on the African’s back and took over her neck. Her tongue also amazed me by how long and powerful it was: she was licking the African like a snake, her drool spraying on our faces, the ounces of saliva flowing down our bodies as we kissed and licked and bit each other like three lionesses in heat.

	

	The goddess raised her head and laughed, feeling us tear her clothes apart with our hungry hands and teeth. Pieces of cloth flew all around us as we devoured that beast, unprepared for what we were about to find underneath it. “Heather!!” Despite her initial burst of power, Veronica squealed and audibly squirted on the goddess’s legs. The African’s abs had been exposed, and their sheer size, power, and hardness struck my friend with instantaneous orgasms. “I c-can’t…!! She’s just…!!” Her legs rippled, trying to keep her body standing. “She’s too powerful!”

	

	“You think I don’t know?!” I shouted, feeling those powerful abs rubbing against mine. “Bitch! I can feel them straight on my belly!” When I heard the African laughing, I kissed her harder, licking her like a bitch while slapping Veronica behind her. “Get a grip, woman! Devour this African bitch!”

	

	Just as I said that, however… I screamed! A tremendous pressure grew around my waist, and I felt that my guts would be squeezed out through my mouth. “God!!” The giantess crushed me against the door, making the cracks on its stone grow while she whispered in my ear: “disrespect me, my continent, or my people one more time,” her grip was tightened, making my eyes see red, “and I will murder you.” She licked and bit my neck. “Do not test me, you cheap Yankee prostitute.” Her monstrous thighs were pressed against my crotch, spreading up my legs and making my cunt lips swell with juices. I yelped like a hurt animal, yet still I could contain my orgasms, holding back my squirts to the last… “You think you’re so strong because you’re holding back your squirts, don’t you?” At that moment, my heart sank. “Oh, you bitch.” Her tongue went all over my face, with her hands… those powerful hands as heavy and hard as sledgehammers… they squeezed and caressed all of my muscles, pinching me just hard enough to let me know that “if I want to, my inferior white whore, I can tear up your body with my fingers… like this!” She crushed the muscles on my waist, and I let go a long yelp, which she muffled with her mouth, filling my throat with the unfurling of her tongue. “Whore.” She said, having me gasp and shiver after she’d pulled her monster tongue. “You think you’re in control?” She stimulated my pelvis harder and harder, crushing my cunt with her knees. “The only reason you haven’t cum yet is because I didn’t let you too. Don’t you worry.” She licked me. “I know exactly where your power ends. I won’t have you squirting now. Let’s take our sweet, sweet time, baby, so I can crush your defenses one by one, reduce your souls to quivering messes first, before I properly ruin your bodies with the extreme power of my muscles!” Abruptly, she let me go and turned around, exposing her massive abs to Veronica, feeling her squirts splish and splash against her legs. “Kiss me, babies! Kiss me and undress me! I wanna feel your American tongues all over my body!” Her eyes glimmered. “Show me the true power of American women. Now!” She snapped, and automatically we obeyed her command, biting her, kissing her, tearing every piece of fabric from her body and… trying to resist…

	

	“Jesus!!”

	

	…trying to resist the sheer arousal that struck us upon seeing those gorgeous, light-brown muscles. Her body was massive in ways words can never even begin to describe! We both were big and hard, but she… she was hardness itself! When we compared out muscles to iron or stone, we knew it was a metaphor, a mere figure of speech, but in her case… “fuck!!” She was truly, perfectly, unironically solid! At the tip of our fingers, lips, tongues, and limbs, we truly were feeling a hot piece of titanium covered by only a thin layer of skin. At times, what we saw and what we felt became two different things in our minds, in a weird case of cognitive dissociation, for what we were seeing was fleshly, but what we were touching was the core of a mountain.

	

	“Heather!!” Veronica squirted while kneeling and drooling all over her abs. The goddess was ripped! Insanely ripped! In her belly lied not a six or an eight, but a veritable ten-pack of bulging, throbbing abs! “Oh, fuck!!” My friend’s mouth, tongue, and hands were having a field day on those abs—the part she loved the most in any body (genitals aside). She pressed and rubbed her face against that labyrinth of muscles, feeling their size, their power, sometimes even placing her ears against it so she could hear their fibers contract and rumble. “Jesus fucking Christ!! Each of muscle of your abs is as big as the biceps of stud!”

	

	The African laughed, raising her head and closing her eyes while she grabbed me by the air and guided my head to wherever she wanted me to lick in the moment. “I know! My body is perfect!” She said it so casually, so confidently, that we couldn’t help but to accept it too. “I am perfection incarnate, my bitches.” She wasn’t split between delight and arrogance; rather, she was experiencing them both fully and simultaneously, hence her calm speech amidst her laughs of joy: “lick me. Suck me. Your tongues disappoint me.” She manhandled us both even harder, treating us like mere extensions of her limbs. “Come on! Bathe me with your tongues! Spit on me, cover me with your squirts.” She grabbed Veronica by the hair and raised her with a single hand, having her cunt squirt all the way up to her bellybutton before facing her straight in the eyes. “Show me that you Americans aren’t as weak, meek, and genetically feeble as us Africans think you are!”

	

	“Jesus!!” Before Veronica could even take back the control of her muscles, the African sank in her mouth her voracious tongue, doing to her throat what she had just done to mine, albeit in a much smaller scale.

	

	I placed my hands on her massive breasts and tore up the last strands of clothing from her torso as my friend orgasmed beyond control. Her squirts flew down on the African thighs like two waterfalls, and they burst in mighty intervals, once every two seconds, along with screams inside the African’s mouth, which I heard while kissing her neck. “Stop that!” I took a bite on her, but it was like biting steel. “Don’t you see my friend is not as strong as me? Ooh!!!” I tried to hurt her in the boobs, but it was I who ended up burning in the cunt when I touched those massive, ungodly spheres of motherly power. “JESUS!!!” Her breasts felt both solid as rocks and bouncy, silky smooth as, well, breasts would feel. That bitch wasn’t just powerful, but loaded, with gallons of milk sloshing inside those vast containers. “Jesus Christ!!” Feeling all my nerves seized up by bursts of energy, I closed my eyes and tried hard not to squirt! I was always on the edge of a world-shattering orgasm without actually crossing the line; while my friend orgasmed her heart’s out as easily as hundreds of women at the mercy of expert stallions, I held my ground, yet knowing that, once I finally came… «Jesus!!»… my squirts would be so strong they’d be able to crack rocks or bend metal!

	

	Those tits weren’t just huge, they were perfect! Their shape was perfectly proportional to her insane height and musculature; each tit was big as two basketballs, yet weighing about fifty pounds each. Like… what the fuck! Even as huge as they were, their weight was insane! They should have been at least five times bigger—true monstrosities attached to her chest!—to justify that inhuman weigh!

	

	The goddess looked back at me while I kissed her. “Everything you can touch in my body is hard, baby. You know why that is?” She stretched, her muscles roaring like engines. “That’s because I’m dense! Literally dense: every fiber in my being, every liquid in my veins or my ducts, everything is hyper-concentrated to a degree mere humans cannot comprehend.” As to prove her point, she flexed her right arm besides my body, and with shock and terror I saw her biceps swell and tremble like the trunk of a huge tree being split in the middle. An army of thick veins covered her biceps, her blood running so fast and hot I could literally see the stream through the constant rumbling at the surface of said veins! “Try to lift me up!”

	

	Kissing her back, feeling her hardness in my mouth, I gagged: “w-what?”

	

	She fondled my hair with that huge, hyper-flexed arm. “I said lift me up. Come on!” She moved my arms around her waist, and once again I found myself near an orgasm when I felt her insane abs on my palms! “Lift me up with all your power! You’re the second strongest creature on Earth, so I know that, if there’s anyone who can do it, that person is you!”

	

	“Oh!”

	

	While Veronica was licking and worshipping her abs madly, and also trying to pull down her pants, I hugged that monstress hard and… lifted her! Or at least I tried to. “GOD!!!” My muscle fibers swelled, almost tearing through my skin, yet that goddess stayed firmly on the ground, not rising a single inch above it. “What’s the deal?” She mocked me. Her laughter! By the gods, how odious and arousing her laughter was! “Can’t lift a single a woman, o powerful Heather?” Her tone became all the more mocking the harder I tried to lift her: “mighty, muscular Heather, the Great Skank of America! I thought your muscles were made of a better material, judging by all the rumors I heard about you in school.”

	

	“SHUT THE FUCK UP!!” I was spuming, thick steam coming through my nostrils, my shoulder and my back growing in width as I pulled—god!—and pulled and pulled and… “AAARHH!!!”

	

	My muscles boomed like several explosions under my skin, and the floor cracked under my feet, with fissures growing to every direction, all the way to the farthest walls, in my maddening attempt to lift that goddess. Alas, all my power came to naught: she and the earth seemed one in the same. “Tsc, tsc. A pity. You do have a wonderful body, but I’m afraid your muscles fibers just can’t compare…” She raised an arm. She flexed it. Boom!! “To this!”

	

	I breathed on her neck with great fury, yet also kissed and licked it with great passion. I was in love with her shape, her power, her firmness, her… everything. «My god!!» I felt over my hands the massiveness of her bosom. «What breasts! What powerful, full breasts!» Taking a deep breath, I shouted: “Veronica, help me! Grab her legs and lift up that cunt!”

	

	Yet my weak-minded friend had other things going on: she had tried to tear up and pull down that monstress’s pants, with no avail, feeling like the cloth was glued to her skin, yet suddenly, while fumbling her crotch… “Veronica!!” She looked to me, her voice cracking, herself about to cry. “There’s a bulge here!” Her hands moved down to her knees… and then below it! “M-my god!!” She felt the thing, the monster, that limb snake throbbing, growing, filling up with blood, power, and s- “It’s her cock!! She’s really got a cock, Veronica, and it’s monstrous!!”

	

	Her panicked voice was followed by the African’s portentous laughter. “I was wondering why you were taking so long to mention it! My dick is my greatest feature!” Turning her head around, making her neck widen and its arteries bulge, she looked at me, and the whole world seemed to grow darker around us. “My beautiful bimbos!” She closed in, seizing my lips with a kiss. “My weak little pussies! Why don’t you finish off my body so we can really start our fun?” She slapped Vanessa hard, dropping her on the ground, yet having her always crawl back on her knees, begging for more. “Can’t you even take my pants down and reveal the glorious monster I flaunt between my legs?”

	

	“Aargh, Veronica, you useless cunt!!” With blood filling my eyes, I made my muscles swell. Hardness and power boomed in every inch on my body, and the cracks under my feet grew longer, wider, and deeper. The African was surprisingly quiet when I roared and squeezed her waist with my growing arms, arteries and vein bulging all over my skin, my entire body becoming a vascular monument of virility, fifty men and more brimming through my fibers, a female goddess in the making, so powerful I felt I kick Hercules’s ass and pummel Ares, the God of War itself!

	

	Shockwaves burst from me, ruining the entire palace. A mighty roar erupted from my throat, and then many others followed. Our bodies sank on the ground while the cracks grew, my size and weight proving too much for even that stone to hold, and the African I was holding looked down to see herself being finally lifted up in the air—even if by just a petty inch. “Veeery good!” Waved her sinuous, penetrating voice. “Can you lift me any higher, Heather?” She turned around and pecked in the cheek. “Show me how powerful you are before I ruin you?”

	

	“YOU…!! FUCKING…!!” My muscles roared. “BIIIIITCH!!!” Glasses and windows exploded all over the mansion as massive crater appeared around us, and I succeeded in lifting that monster woman not just an inch, nor two, nor three, but a full fucking foot from the ground. Every single fiber in my body seemed five times its original size, to a degree that even Veronica, once so entranced by the African’s might, moved back and awed at my beauty. “H-Heather… y-you… y-you are…!!”

	

	That’s right, baby: my body, at that point, was taller than 7.5 feet, surpassing even the height of our African dominatrix, and probably matching her in weight too as its muscles ballooned to over 600 pounds in total. I was a bull of a woman! A pure machine of virility in the body of a giant lady, and the arrogant African seemed far too pleased by my growth: “good! You’re finally starting to arouse me!” She licked her lips and fondled my hair. Despite the pressure my arms created around her waist, she could breathe and speak fluently, not a crack in her voice or even a whimper of suffocation. “My delicious Yankee cunt! I will take special pleasure in ruining your body,” she kissed my cheek, “and breeding you like a stallion!”

	

	I wanted to kill her! I wanted to destroy her! I wanted to crush her guts out and tear her apart limb by limb! I wanted to… fucking… win! However, the sheer difference in scale, the massive chasm between us, it was all becoming too apparent as my muscles cramped and my fibers, one by one, threatened to shatter like overstretched ropes. “AAAH!!!” Through my mouth came the most painful, ear-piercing scream I’d ever shouted, and through my eyes burst steamy tears of pain. I was hurting so fucking badly! My body acted without my consent: I dropped that woman off and felt her fall before me, the mere foot setting her apart from the ground feeling like miles. Then, there was the touchdown… BOOOOOOOOM!!! The African sank two whole feet on the ground, with cracks growing so long they reached even the ceiling, and if there was any piece of glass in that whole mansion intact after my massive muscle growth, well, now there wasn’t anymore: her impact on the ground made the crater swell to over ten feet white, with the shores of her decorative ponds along the walls being shattered and the waters now coursing free on the floor, like burst-up dams or overflown rivers.

	

	Both I and Veronica were pushed away from her, my back hitting the stone door, nearly shattering it, and Veronica sliding a few feet away while cumming like a waterfountain through her cunt. “So…!! Much…!! Power!!!” Before she could continue singing that goddess praises, the goddess herself walked up to her and lifted her by the hair. “Veronica, heh?” She asked, sliding her fingers unceremoniously into her cunt.

	

	My poor friend exploded!

	

	“NO!! PLEASE!!!” Waves of electricity seized her body! Her muscles boomed and throbbed, then her limbs were wailing all around, screams of painful ecstasy being shouted while her tits lactated and her cunt gushed like a firehose. “NOOO!!!” I could feel the intensity of her orgasm like someone standing feeling the burn of a desert sun in every inch of the skin. “NAAAH!!!” The goddess didn’t even “finger” her; she just stuck the fingers in and out, ripping her panties away and taking great care to not touch anything else inside her. It was a mere bland penetration; an act so simple, so puerile, yet with results so utterly devastating it demonstrated just how far above us that African stood in terms of physicality and sexual potency.

	

	“B-by god!!” I gulped, looking at her with a terrified expression. Whatever bravery or audacity I had was terminated by the simple in-and-out motion of her rigid fingers inside Veronica’s cunt: she moved them in, she penetrated her, and then…

	

	Gushes!! Gushes and squirts and hoses of girl cum, all accompanied by the most exasperating screams any woman could ever shout. Veronica begged for mercy, yet her legs were spread even wider, repelled by some unseen force, her very muscles wanting to open her up to those fingers like a suicidal prey on a lion’s mouth. “AAAAHH!!!” Her tears! Her face! Her squirting cunt, her lactating tits, her shivering, swelling muscles… god! Those were orgasms I’d never seen before!

	

	My knees trembled, my body wanting to fall and kneel to her. «Why do I even…?» Before hopelessness, though, could completely take over me, the African moved her fingers back and tossed Veronica away like a ragdoll, having her fall well over fifteen feet ahead, crashing on the ground like the wet mess of flesh and cum that she was. “Now,” she turned around, “you.” She grabbed my hair and I tried to resist, yet her strength was godly, and I was nothing but a mere human. In the blink of an eye, *vush!*, my 600-pound muscle Amazonian body was hurled in the air like a piece of plastic, and I fell over Veronica before she even had a chance to recover. *Boom!* When our two bodies collided, the ground beneath us cracked. My body pushed hers several feet away, and the cracks followed us until we stopped sliding and rolling on the ground.

	

	As we recovered, we were dripping in girl-cum. “Jesus… Fuck!!” Every muscle in me was sore, and Veronica too felt the same.

	

	“I-It’s like…!” She whimpered, curling in a fetal position on the ground. “Fuck!! I’m cramping!”

	

	The effects of all our effort finally got to us. It was a delayed response, yet that didn’t make it any less painful. “Fuck!!” I bit my lips and raised my head, trying to get a hold on all the pain, but my muscles were swelling and bursting in several points of my body, like literal bombs were exploding under my skin, and for a moment, tearing up and crying in pain, I really felt that was my end, with all of my fibers about to explode in a bloody mess.

	

	“You two are good ones.” Behind us, the giantess stepped forward. *Boom! Boom! Boom!* Every step carried an explosion with it, and the ground cracked beneath her feet. Goddess! It was only now that we realized that such monster woman was actually hiding all of her power, the slivers of which finally began to reveal themselves to us. Her jeans were tearing up and her muscles were swelling, her majestic physique booming easily to over seven feet and eight inches, her arms growing so swollen and hard it was a little uncanny that they were still able to move at all!

	

	That monstrosity of a dark-skinned woman made her way to us with power and authority, savoring the moment before her banquet, her feast upon our bodies. “Not the best, but certainly good ones. The finest bodies this continent can offer, and easily better than even the mightiest warriors back there in Africa. Honestly, I’m being a little harsh with you two.” She stopped, and her smile grew more honest and friendly. “Out of all human beings on Earth, only my father and my mother are mightier than you.” She flexed her arms, but I think that wasn’t intentional. The two biceps just bulged, with the rest of her body following in waves of contractions and thickening of its veins. “Delicious Western whores! I’m way stronger than my mother, but my daddy, no matter how old he gets, is still the mightiest bull on the planet. It’s from his seed that I came, and it’s with my seed that I’ll make you cum!” She licked her engorging right biceps, wrapping her tongue around the entire muscle, revealing to us, so facetious, all the inches of her monstrous snake, with pints of saliva dripping on the ground.

	

	“Veronica!” I managed to command without a studder. “On your feet!”

	

	“H-Heather…!!”

	

	I was so fucking tired of that weakling! I grabbed her by the air and slapped her so many times and so hard that little shockwaves made the dust swirl around us. Little pebbles on the ground were pushed away, and my friend was left in a dizzy, frenzied state when I stopped smacking her face and almost screamed right in her nose: “you fucking, pathetic blonde! What worth are you if I’m the one doing of all the job here?!”

	

	“H-Heather…!”

	

	When I saw her tearing up, I kissed her. Just like that, no doubt in my mind, just pulling her face to me and sliding my god-forsaken tongue deep into her throat, making all the pain disappear with that soul-sucking kiss. The first motions of my tongue inside her, as well as the suctions of my lips against her, cleared her mind from any fears and insecurities, and the following powerful movements, with my tongue reaching midway between her mouth and stomach, made her whimper and cum like a little bunny in coitus. She was so cute, yet so fucking arousing! Her squirts splashed against my thighs, building a puddle under our legs.

	

	“You two are so cute together.” The giantess watched us with her hands on her hips, her muscles bulging even without her doing anything.

	

	Sliding my tongue out of my friend, I looked her in the eyes and uttered: “I love you.” I kissed her. “I love as much as a woman can love another.” Her face was filled with kisses. Her lips spent little time dry or alone. “I love you ‘til the end of time, Veronica, and in no corner or the Earth I’ll find a woman as beautiful, as powerful, as determined, and headstrong as you.” I pulled her face closer, touching my forehead on hers. “However, you must not forget who we are.” My face brimmed with fury. “We’re Amazons! We’re strongwomen! We’re muscular Valkyries who extract orgasms from men like kids sucking lollipops, certified skanks who lay hundreds on a daily basis just to kill our boredom! When we’re serious, when we really fuck, damn!, we leave thousands in our wake, and there’s no college fraternity or army battalion, no Wall Street firm or porn studio with enough muscle studs to resist our two raging cunts!” I slid my fingers in her cunt, then my other hand on my own, and we both moaned as I struck us both with smaller, more controlled orgasms. “We’re fucking goddesses!! And she…!” I took my hand from her and pointed to the African bitch, my fingers dripping with her juices. “She’s a fucking usurper! A contender, a muscle wannabe! We cannot fall so easily to the influence of this damned foreigner, not when we have such reputation to maintain!”

	

	I stood up. Despite our shameful humiliation in the hands of that African, I felt energized. Hopeful. I felt a coolness and calmness I hadn’t felt even while training hard for this day, and maybe that’s because, unwillingly or not, that African skank had awaken in us a monster long dormant.

	

	I flexed my muscles and felt the power surge all over me. The ground cracked beneath me, and my body sank on it as the muscles just kept hardening and growing. Their size, already massive, didn’t increase nearly as much as their mass, turning denser than iron, each of my biceps easily heavier than the heaviest bowling ball. «Jesus fucking…!!» I almost came. «Damn!!» My panties and my bra were the last pieces of clothing remaining in me; they snapped like any over-stretched elastic would: *snap!!* Their pieces flew up to the ceiling, some of them even flying over a hundred feet and disappearing in the horizon, far beyond the shattered windows of the palace. My body was now free, my nakedness pure and perfect as a primordial human, and as I processed all that energy that still swelled inside me, making every muscle bulge and rumble like pieces of iron trembling very hard, I turned to the African whore, addressing both her and Veronica with my mighty words:

	

	“We’re the strongest women in America. We’re the sole goddesses of this planet!” I flexed my muscles, and the ground sank under me me. “Our power has no match in the universe! So stand up, Veronica, and let’s show this goddamned cunt just what we are capable off!” As I turned to face that skank upfront, I breathed massive clouds of steam through my nose, and my feet ended up burned by their heat and intensity. “Urgh!!” My face was pure fury. My power… no one could deny it had endless potential for growth. “Let’s end this fucking bitch!!”

	

	Making her monstrous shoulders, triceps, and biceps swell even more, the African clapped for us. First slowly, then faster, then so hard every clap was like a thunder, making the cracks everywhere thicker. “Very good! Oh, very good, my American girls. Oh, the speeches! It’s just like in the movies!” She laughed. “In this little game of ours, you already made me unleash half a per cent of my power, so I commend you for that.” Something seemed to seize her, however, as she looked down and grunted, like an invisible force has snatched her by every limb and restrained her, with her incredible muscles looking more impossibly ripped than they already were.

	

	“Veronica.” I asked my friend, who was finally getting on her feet. “Do you see that?”

	

	“Uh!” She muttered, staying just a few inches behind me for protection. “It’s her aura. It’s…” She gulped. “It’s growing around her! It’s like a literal force field around her muscles. Oh, god!”

	

	Her muscles boomed and swooned, and massive shockwaves pushed our bodies a few inches back, creating further cracks on the ground. Just like we had experienced our cramps, the monstress seemed to be experiencing her own, though pleasure and power were the only things coursing through her muscles, not a drop of pain in sight. “You fucking cunts.” She grunted, steam coming liberally through her nostrils. “You have no idea…”

	

	While our muscular contractions had always waved from our crotches to the rest of our bodies, hers now were the inverse: the rippling waves of her muscle fibers arose on her limbs and met in the crotch, where the insane bulge was growing and hardening, tearing through her jeans fiber by fiber. Those trousers were apparently made of an infinitely dense material, because even with all the pressure inside them they still refused to give in.

	

	It was just a matter of time, however, until the truth was revealed: looking up again to us and smiling like the demoness she knew she was, the African had apparently come to terms with her own power, finally agreeing to let it all out.

	

	“Behold… the penis of a goddess!” With louder thuds and growing earthquakes, her jeans snapped, unraveled, exploded, revealing inch after monstrous inch of the insane, bull-sized endowment they had concealed from us for so long.

	



	
Chapter 3: The Perfect Organism

	

	

	Veronica and I gulped as the floor trembled around us and the cracks grew all over the sumptuous palace. Though the jeans of the African goddess had already begun to tear up, she wasn’t exerting any effort while looking at us with her hungry eyes. Then, after taking a short, casual breath… she flexed!

	

	*Boom!!* I stepped back, trying to calm my heart down as all of the muscles of that incredible goddess swelled and her tits grew to inhumane proportions. Her height, already towering, increased even further as the veins multiplied just as much as her abs, sporting now a mindboggling 12-pack in her belly. The energy and pressure inside her vast musculature could be compared only to a nuclear powerplant, yet still her face was calm and soothing, like that was really no big deal for her, nothing but her morning beauty routine.

	

	“H-Heather…!” Veronica sweated coldly, though her newfound confidence allowed her to stand tall—though shivering—by my side.

	

	“Yeah, I see it.” I tried not to move away from the goddess, but the heat…! Shit! The heat from her body was like a sun being born right in front of us! Her veins turned out to be much more impressive than even her staggering muscles, for even at that distance, so many feet apart, we could see those vast ducts throbbing and bulging like hearts, pumping gallons of blood into the prized asset between her legs—and the monster, oh, could barely wait to break free from those earthly constraints. «Jesus fucking Christ!» I thought, gulping as I struggled to keep myself still, without shaking. «What are those jeans made off?!»

	

	Little by little, one by one, with stretching and tearing noises echoing all over the mansion, pieces of her jeans either snapped away or fell on the floor, revealing inch after maddening inch of the anaconda beast they hid within. As hard as her muscles grew, though, it still looked it would take a hell-lotta time for the monster to be released; after all, there were so many inches to it!

	

	Our eyes savored the slow, artful reveal of the beast. Our pussies were so swollen we looked like female animals in heat displaying our aroused, engorged sexes to a prospective male to breed us. Well, to be honest, reality wasn’t much different than that: she was a monster who was going to breed us time and time again (and time and time again once more), until we could no longer breath, until every orifice of our bodies was oozing with her virile seed, but at the time, well, we still didn’t know that—or rather, we outright refused to admit it.

	

	I refused to admit it.

	

	As time went on, though, my tough façade became increasingly difficult, nay, impossible to maintain: as the jeans unraveled, one massive testicle fell from them, dangling at about the midpoint between the goddess’s crotch and her knees. The height of that dangling test was all the more impressive considering its impossible size. “Fuck!!” I muttered, covering my mouth and looking at that ball swell.

	

	“Fuck!!” Veronica followed me, now shaking from head to boots. “H-Heather! That thing… it is…!”

	

	Yes, it was. It was the biggest, fattest, heaviest-looking testicle we’d ever had the honor to lay our eyes upon. An Ostrich egg could scarcely begin to compare to the monstrosity of that lively ball now throbbing between the goddess’s thighs. The beast was swelling with semen, throbbing and bulging at every second as gallons and more gallons of virile seed were pumped into her system. Soon, the tearing noises became ear-splitting, and the second ball fell down to make its sister company.

	

	I can’t deny it: the sight of that masculine pair was the most arousing shit I’d seen in my life. The massive, multiple orgasms I was holding back since making out with that goddess now finally began to show their faces, slipping through my engorged labia like powerful, yet still contained squirts: *squish! Squish! Squiiish!* I yelped. I cried. A lonely tear fell down my cheek. I was hyperventilating, and one my one my limbs began to quiver—though not nearly to the (shameful) degree of my friend Veronica. «Holy fucking hell! Keep it together, Heather!» My arms were trembling much more than my legs, and in an instinctive reaction I glued then to the sides of my body, making my titanic breasts engorge and squirt a few strands of milk through their steel-hard nipples, which unfortunately added even more power to my barely-hidden orgasms. “Fuck!!” I let steam out through my nostrils, feeling my heart hurt and my sight blur as the shape and the size and the power of those testicles dangled so close, yet so far from me.

	

	Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit, holy fucking shit! I was expecting bull balls out of that woman, yes, but that was fucking ridiculous! «Impossible! This…!!» Despite all my rage, I licked my lips. «This is simply impossible! Oh!!» Those eggs were quite literally as big as ostrich ones. Okay, maybe a little smaller, but still so big I was sure both of my hands could hardly hold a single one—if even half of it! «Fuck!!» Seeing those engorged cum tanks struck me on a deep, personal level. Out of all things I loved in a man, the testicles were easily my favorite, supplanting even the cock itself. Sure, many men had donkey dicks to fall for, but without big, massive testicles to back them, pff!, was it even worth calling him a man at all?

	

	As the giantess kept adding veins to her body and pounds to her muscles, our eyes silently met. Her grim told me everything: she could read my fucking mind. «I know you love big balls, my dear, that’s why I’m revealing my eggs first.» Her incredibly full, luscious lips moved forward, puckering maybe in a tiny, discreet kiss for me. «But I’m not going to give you the big, fat balls you’re used to with all your exes and past studs. No.» Her muscles roared and boomed even harder, with the ground cracking further beneath her feet. «I’m not going to give you big balls. I’m going to give you monster balls!» Her testicles swelled accordingly, adding buckets of thick, boiling seed into her system.

	

	I almost came again. “Aah…!!” I lost my balance and almost fell over, but thankfully my legs readjusted so as to give me support. My sight was very blurry, like something in my brain was about to explode, but that massive pair of elephant balls always remained crystal clear, slowly dominating anything and everything in my mind and soul. «I can’t believe it!» My fingers… fuck!! They were desperate to venture inside my cunt and drill thousands upon thousands of orgasms from it! «I can’t believe it!» My eyes, so many tears! «I can’t believe I can actually hear the spunk soaring inside them!»

	

	Indeed, that was the reason for my near madness: not the sight, not the power, but rather the sound of those massive balls. In a way, the sound mirrored its power: it was deep, groveling pump that followed every powerful throb of the balls, and then a slow, grave sizzling of the cum coursing inside her cuts. It was like very thick marmalade or, actually, magma running around those balls; a slow, heavy, gooey sound only a very heavy, hot, and abundant liquid can produce.

	

	Sticking my tongue out, I panted like a dog. Veronica was completely entranced by those balls, even more so than I was, staring at those jewels like her mind had been totally gone. If those balls were the only thing we’d ever seen in our lives, fuck, we’d already have plenty of pornographic material to jerk off to, but that tasty sight was only the beginning of it, with the best still about to be revealed.

	

	“I think that’s enough teasing for today, right?” The African spoke with a strange, rather friendly Welsh accent. “Time to give ya what you really came here for.” Then, closing her fists, raising her arms, and taking a deeper breath, then goddess flexed hard again, this time showing some kind of effort through her serious, compenetrated face, and her muscles tore through her jeans completely, making the cloth fly away to all directions, some strands even hitting—but not injuring—our own big, muscular bodies.

	

	Then we saw… we felt… *CLAP!!!* The impact of that thing on her abs made the entire place shake! For every time that goddess moved, damn it, it seemed that an earthquake had just struck us. The reveal of that monster, however, was something else entirely: as her jean was torn apart, her penis rose in a split second, so hard and powerful that it could only stand perfectly upright in her body, hitting her abs with such force as to throw her back a little. When her feet touched the ground again… *BOOM!!* Veronica and I had to struggled so as not to fall, and the cracks—which by that time had grown to every corner and surface of the walls, floor, and ceiling all around us—grew deeper, wider, and more numerous with the impact. The goddess wasn’t even sweating—ha, ha! Not even close!—yet the power she displayed was a force of nature, easily superior to the total energy of any natural disaster known to man.

	

	Then, there was that thing. Her cock. That fucking monster cock! “Oh, my god!!!” The thing… the beast… the fucking, outrageous monster… Jesus Christ, I’m cumming! Ooh!! Fuck, I’m sorry, it’s just that… oh, Jesus… fuck!!

	

	*A few minutes later*

	

	Okay, dear reader, sorry for that. This is the one and only time I will address you directly, ‘cause… goddamn! Fuck! Her monster cock, like, the mere memory of it… ah, fuck, here we go again! Aaah!!! Fuck, fuck, fuck…!!

	

	*A few more minutes later*

	

	I’m so, so sorry for that. If you could see my state, I bet you’d take pity on me. Mmph! I hate that. Sadly, that’s the only way to react when one remembers that monster phallus the impossible woman carried between her thighs. Her cock was so splendid, so massive that… fuck, I came again. Just squirts, you now, gushing all the time out of my cunt. I’ll need a literal mop to clean my fucking place. Shit! If carrying her five babies on my belly wasn’t already enough, having to clean up my mess every time after I’m reminded of her… oh, fuck. I think you understand it, right? Please, let’s go back to the story. I will try and, mm, *clears throat*, to be as professional a narrator as possible.

	

	Her cock stood completely upright, forcing itself against her abs. Its swollen, throbbing helmet, puking precum at every second, rested between her titanic breasts, not exactly penetrating them, but forcing itself just a few inches into their valley. The precum gushed from the enormous urethra like a fountain of virile goo, covering the rest of the cock in an impossibly clean and shiny sheet of lubricants. When the drops hit the ground—fat, heavy pellets of lubricant—we could hear the grave thuds of the impact, as well as see a huge puddle of masculine essence growing between her feet.

	

	Veronica fell on her knees besides me, but I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her back up. “Resist, Vivi, resist!” My eyes, however, were just as frozen on that genital as hers were. I tried to turn my head around, but couldn’t. It was like a magnetic force pushing my face to that splendid cum dumper, no matter what direction I tried to turn it to.

	

	“Curious to know how big it is?” The goddess rested her hands besides her cock, spreading her fingers wide to give us a sense of the insane scale of that sexual leviathan. “Everyone asks this. It’s the first question that comes out of their mouths. Most of the times, it’s the only question.” Her eyes. That evil glimmer! “They can’t say or do much else after I’m through with them.”

	

	The beast throbbed in all its maddening length. Inches upon inches of thick, virile meat just throbbing with enough life as to scare away even an angry bull or domineering stallion. The cock and balls moved in tandem, the massive orbs swelling when the cock contracted, then shrinking as the cock burst into a prideful expansion. *Goorsh!* The ejection of precum, those virile and steamy eruptions, was sometimes strong enough to pierce her boobs and hit the African in the chin. “Ahee!” She whimpered, uncharacteristically delicate and lady-like, as the top of her breasts was covered by an inch-thick layer of transparent good.

	

	She sank one hand into the virile pool, then lifted it up to show us the viscosity of her liquid. “My seed is delicious, you know.” She stuck out her tongue. “Sometimes I just… mm!” She began to suck and lap on that steamy broth. “Oh, goodness! This is what the Greeks would call ambrosia, I guess.” With her other hand, she oiled her muscles with the thick cream, all while the cock was producing more and more loads of it. She seemed to be in full control of that penis, as it began to produce noticeably larger and stronger loads of precum. Her balls pumped juice now twice as hard, their swelling making them both jump like springboards in her rigid sack.

	

	Never breaking eye contact with us, she kept talking in between suctions: “my lubes are as sweet as honey, with taste of wild berries and a bit of oranges. Sometimes, you can taste an entire forest in my juice, and that’s no surprise, right, given how wild my member is.” She pointed down, and the balls throbbed much harder once I looked at them. “Aren’t you curious about my dick? Are Man-Women common in your land? Or, as you would call them: futas?”

	

	Hell, if I wasn’t trying my damn hardest not to fall apart! My body still stood, though my limbs were all now shaking. I wouldn’t manage to get any better control of myself that day after that point. In fact, it’d be all downhill from there. “Y-your cock does not matter. Only how well you yield it!”

	

	The goddess tilted her head, making a cynical, mocking face. She didn’t even try to laugh off my concern, so pathetic it sounded to her ears. “Please, Heather.” She raised her dripping hand to me. “If I snap these fingers, I’ll have you on your knees, almost squirting for me.” Her thumb trembled, and then my legs… they trembled too! “Can you drop the act just for a bit? I know you’ll have nothing else in your mind but my cock… forever! The least you could do is try to gather a little more information about it before, you know, it ruins every orifice of your body and leaves you leaking semen for a whole year.” She pressed her thumb against her middle finger, threatening to undo me. “Your friend Veronica, I see, is much more honest about her feelings.”

	

	“She’s weak.”

	

	“Maybe, but she’d be enjoying herself far too much for that to matter. It’s not weakness, you see, but the will to submit.” With her left hand, she stroked her pole. Fuck! The beast was so wide her enormous hand covered little above half its girth. “There is nothing more delicious for a muscle woman like her—like you!—to submit to a superior specimen.” Every muscle in her swelled and rumbled. “A perfect being. A goddess. The most physically, mentally, spiritually, sexually superior animal in all the planet.”

	

	“Fuck. You arrogant…!”

	

	“Arrogance?” Her muscle throbbed again. “Would you call it arrogance to state the obvious?” She threatened me with her fingers again. “With the snap of these, I’ll have you on the floor. With a single word, I will have you gushing gallons, so don’t come at me with this pretension of humility, you American cunt, with this insistence of saying you have the slightest chance against me.” Her ears spiked, like she could hear my heart throbbing harder or the hairs on my skin stiffening with arousal. “The things I will do to you… oh, god! You will wish you’d never been laid by any other man or woman on Earth, for once my powerful semen fills your wombs, oh!, then you will know what true blessing really is. To be bred by a goddess! To carry the load of a perfect human, to be the bearers of humanity’s evolution!” Her cock gushed the biggest load of precum yet, bathing her face and drenching her hair, yet prompting no change in her confidence, glistening smile. “So, little one… do you understand, now, the difference between us, or do you still want to pretend you can hold a candle next to me?” Her posture relaxed just a bit. “It’s fine by me, you know, whatever way. The longer you hold on to your pride, though, the quicker you will fall.” She pointed to my right, to Veronica, whom I was still holding, the poor woman being speechless and utterly demoralized. “I will fuck her first. Veronica!”

	

	She stood up, her whole being reenergized, looking at the African with a stupid smile in her face. “M-my q-queen?”

	

	The African laughed, her booming jester making the palace rumble. “Yes, my beautiful American acolyte, I will fuck you hard and good to warmup my cock. I will use you to show your arrogant friend how submission is much better for your pleasure and your endurance. Your friend, so tall and muscular, thinks that by resisting me she will somehow outlast me?” She shook her head emphatically and dramatically. “Oh, please! She’ll be unconscious in thirty minutes if she keeps up this stupid behavior.”

	

	“Aarh, fine!” I sneered. “How big is this cock, anyway?”

	

	“Are you attracted by it?”

	

	“Yes.” I blurted out, and my body suddenly… got calm. Peaceful. Cooler. The trembling stopped and the arousal… it got a little more under control, though I still could feel the immense pressure built between my legs. “Fuck. Fucking shit.” I blinked slow and hard. Damn it. I felt tears pressing against the back of my eyes, the urge of kneeling before her and offering my wet cunt for her taking being all-encompassing and nigh-irresistible. “I am… incredibly attracted by that filthy cock.” I bit my lips. “In fact, I’d do… anything… for it. Anything.” My lips were drooling, and my mouth moved by itself. “It’s the biggest, most beautiful cock I’d ever seen. I just… I have no words for its greatness. You have a cock superior to any stallion or bull on Earth, and I don’t doubt that those two balls of yours pack enough semen to back up its supreme length and girth.”

	

	“Oh, honey, it packs way more semen than that, I can assure you.” She flexed her chest, making her breasts jump and stimulate the bowling-ball-sized head lodged between them. “I can cum a small sample of a few gallons right here, right now, just so you can see what real semen looks like.”

	

	“No. N-not yet.” I clutched my fists. “First, tell us: who the fuck are you?! How the fuck are you even possible?! And…” I licked my lips. “Fucking hell! How big is that monster dick of yours, anyway?”

	

	Adopting a more casual posture, the goddess let her cock rest. The beats throbbed less strongly and frequently while she spoke: “well, let me see… quick answers first: my cock is twenty-five inches like this, fully aroused, but it can grow yet even bigger if I’m really serious at fucking.” Her eyes, once again, that demonic gleam to them! “I don’t believe you can yet take it, but I know you’re the only ones in this continent with the potential to. It’s going to be a bliss training your bodies to take on my full-blown hardness, which can easily surpass thirty inches when I’m over eight feet tall.” I gulped. “I know what you’re thinking.” She said, and a cold feeling crawled over my spine. “I know what you’re feeling too: this cold in our spine.”

	

	The lips in my pussy hardened. A small orgasm struck me. I moaned: “ooh!” She smirked in approval, loving to see me react just as she intended too. “Good girl. Why don’t you cum for me again, nice and hot?”

	

	“Fuck!” Before I even tried to resist… god! Another orgasm! My labia trembled and shivered like a rattlesnake’s tail, and the squirt was only barely held back by my force of will. My knees hit each other, my legs almost giving in, and all my strength and self-control had a real toll as I stood with a frozen, horrified expression, feeling all the breath having been sucked away from me in an instant.

	

	By my side, *boom!*, Veronica fell on her knees and began to frig herself. Fingers on the pussy, gushes galore: *splash! Splash! Splash!* Her cunt was a hose of squirts on the ground, so hard and pressurized I guess they would tear a skin open. “V-Veronica, you c-”

	

	“Be quiet, Heather.” The African commanded, and then turned to “Veronica, my love, I command you to stop cumming.”

	

	“B-but, m-my queen…!!”

	

	Her eyes turned leonine, truly fiery and beast-like. “Now.” Just like that, like magic, Veronica’s pussy was sealed, and she panted loudly, as if experiencing an indescribable elation. Further finger snaps were heard, with the African now commanding: “rise up, my beautiful blonde. I have great plans for your body, and I don’t want it worn out before I get to plow it with my cock.”

	

	“God!” She whimpered, and obediently (if shakily) stood up. “Y-yes, my queen!”

	

	Her mind was completely gone. Mmph! So much for a help in that sexual fight. «Guess I’ll have to take down this bitch all by mys-»

	

	“If you’re still deluding yourself, dear Heather, about your ability to take me down alone, well, I do admire your persistence, even if it is a foolish one.” She smiled. “I guess it’s an American trait, isn’t it, the perseverance and hope even against impossible odds?” She casually, even effortlessly flexed her muscles, and her body boomed with the power of a race car, growing in size and cracking the ground around her. She was so fucking beautiful, yet massive as a mountain! “I know, I know. Isn’t my form perfect?” She moved her hands along her curvaceous silhouette. “My form is so feminine, like a supermodel, but my muscles are of iron, my body twice as massive as the world’s biggest bodybuilder, and my weight at least twelve times that!”

	

	“Y-you’re…?” I tried to ask, but the dryness in my throat, as well as the snapping of her fingers, shut me up like a…

	

	“Good little puppy.” Her smirk. Goddamn, that smile! Her confidence was just “endless, I know. I am a goddess. Not a metaphorical one, but a literal one.” She flexed her right biceps, making that monster muscle swell like a whole world in and off itself. “Look at it, my baby, and despair. Can you see the fibers rippling? The blood coursing inside the many veins? Let me get it even more ripped, if these things are not yet obvious to you.” After a delicate, sensual breath, she made the biceps swell a little more, yet get insanely more ripped, with the veins swelling and throbbing to the dozens, and the fibers being so obvious I could count the sets of dozens for every inch of girth in her arm. “That’s more like it. My arm, right now, has the mass of a whole, muscular man, and the strength to… well.” She looked to a wall on her right. “Instead of telling, why don’t I show it?”

	

	She walked to the wall. Cracks were formed on the ground as she stepped. Her muscles rippled, her legs swelled, and her massive ass hypnotized me with its almost inconceivable shape and hardness—nothing short of the world’s most perfect ass!

	

	Once getting in reach of the wall, she punched it. *CRASH!!* We almost fell over as the room trembled and the wall was shattered around her fist, dust rising everywhere, pebbles kicking on the ground, a real mess forming until it all settled and revealed to us a four-feet-wide hole on the wall.

	

	Our jaws were dropped. It’s not that we doubted she had the strength to do that—oh, come on! After all that has happened, how could we? What was scary was the ease in her action! Like… come fucking on! She didn’t even blink while punching the thing! She didn’t pull her arm too far back nor even panted as her fist landed on the stone! She just… flicked it, almost! A simple laying of her fists on the stone, and then *bam!*, hole on the wall!

	

	She turned to me, shaking her fists, seeing the dust and the rubble as nothing but a nuisance. “Damn, I don’t like getting this dirty before fucking your brains out. Anyway, I guess you’ve seen it, right?” She pointed down, to the ground. “I would like to tear up a meteor crater on this floor, destroy this entire fucking mansion with a punch, but I guess this little demonstration is enough for now.” Without realizing, again, totally unconscious, she made her muscles swell, her height increase, and the arteries inflate and multiply all over her envious musculature. “Oh, god, I wish I could take you to the great highlands of Africa, where the surface is hard and the space is free and empty. I fuck craters out of mountains with the bodies of my lovers.” She winked. “Very hard to find people who can survive me. With you two, we’re going to wreck so many mountains!” I gulped. My body was much cooler and controlled, as if the intimacy between as both… “You’re wondering how all of this can be possible, right?”

	

	I stepped back. “How do you read my mind?”

	

	“I told you.” She pointed to herself, her biceps swelling beautifully, her abs multiplying to over a dozen. “I’m a goddess.”

	

	“Impossible.”

	

	“Only if you compare me to your Western gods, like that pussy Christian one, but I’m not interested in these Eunuch, virgin gods of yours, with all their talk of chastity and what-not.” Clicking her tongue, she gave her lips on good, long licking and sucking. “Think of me more of a Greek demigoddess: I’m the daughter of superior beings, carrying superior blood, superior genes on my body.” Her muscles swelled in sequence, one growing and hardening after the other in a rippling wave of power across her. “To compare me to a normal human is to compare said human to a bird: all I need to crush one…” She raised her arm, “is a strong grip!”

	

	Upon saying that, she clutched her fist, and the whole place just went… *boom!* A literal shockwave emanated from her fist. My pussy hardened and clutched apparently just as hard, with my juices piling inside of me, like a balloon ready to burst. «Daaaamn!» Whenever I wiggled my hips, I literally felt my juices of arousal shaking inside of me, drowning even my womb.

	

	She continued. “I’m the result of millennia of breeding between the most perfect beings on Earth. Unlike all other humans, who became weak as they abandoned the wild, my clan—my family!—made sure to preserve all the muscles and the power that linked us to the stronger primate, and then to perfect it.” She flexed beautifully and hard, taking pleasure on every delicate, elaborate pose she assumed. “Hundreds of thousands of years ago, when my forefathers foresaw the sad, pathetic fate the rest of humanity was choosing, they made the conscious choice to only mate with the strongest, smartest, most beautiful creatures on Earth, even if that meant the greater risk of never meeting your partners and leading your bloodline to extinction.” She flexed again, smiling as she felt her buttocks rise and harden like boulders, and her legs swell like veritable tree trunks. “Glad they never ran out of pussy to breed, nor cocks to milk. Even back then, when we were at our weakest, a single of my forefathers could still defeat twenty hyper-muscular, hyper-hung warriors in battle, and then take their wives with all the energy left and breed them for days on end. Those were the weakest ones, of course.” Flexing and showing me her marvelous back, which was a Roman mural on to itself, she threw me a wry, lustful look. “Today, we’re as close as ever to perfection. To muscular deityhood!”

	

	She moaned. The power for a moment felt too great for even her to hold back: her muscles hardened so fast and so powerfully they boomed like drums, and a literal crater formed under her body, making her sink a few feet before she could control her body. Like, she literally shooshed it into obedience: “shh, shh, my muscles. You’ll get your change to feed.” Then she looked at me, walking out of the crater and standing on a mighty pose. “I know you wish to defeat me, but there’s no purity in your blood to allow that. To you, defeating me is as impossible as a weak man beating a pride of lions all by himself. You’re defeated before you even started, though that doesn’t mean you’re weak or undesirable. Quite the opposite.” She stretched her arms forward and crackled her fingers. Again, her beautiful muscles swelled all over those outrageously thick limbs.

	

	She turned her back to us and flexed. The dripping of our pussies turned into a near water tap on the ground. We were panting, gasping, crossing our legs like we were about to piss ourselves, and the heart inside our pelvises was so intense it really made as aware of the presence of our wombs—like, we could literally feel the wombs inside of us, and sense every inch of their surface, all of their shape like we were running our fingers over them. «Jesus…!!» I thought, cumming in my mind. «Christ!»

	

	She chuckled. “Don’t be afraid. Your wombs are producing extra eggs for fertilizing.” She moved one arm to her back and lifted one leg backwards, grabbing it by the ankle and pulling it up, literally stretching like a player before the game. Her muscles cracked like falling trees as they were stretched, tensed, and hardened, the overwhelming intensity in every fiber making us sweat and our hearts pound. “That’s what happens to every creature that lays its eyes on me. It is customary in my kingdom, you now, to get people like us in the presence of couples, even animals who are not very fertile, and after a few hours their fertility levels surpass those of rabbits. One couple, for instance… I remember this one well, for it was the first time I did it! I was only nine years old when the priests led me to their house, and this old couple, both well over forty, had spent an entire life without breeding a single year. No worries: one good look at me and, one year later, the woman had triplets. Not only that, but she kept breeding kids until sadly passing away during childbirth. Not that her bloodline was in any trouble, mind you: she had about twenty kids before kicking the bucket. Her husband, though, is still alive and breeding like crazy: reports say that she’s got his own harem now, which he overbreeds with powerful, healthy offspring, well over sixty kids by this point. Killed a few women himself, that greedy bastard, for even his gonads were kicked into overdrive after simply laying an eye on me. All they needed was just thirty seconds next to me.” She stretched her other leg, her thigh growing to reality-defying proportions. “Thirty seconds, nothing more, and they became two of the most fertile being on Earth after my family. This, indeed, is one of the many royal responsibilities: to ensure the fertility of the general population, even if that means having to spend some time among the commoners—which is a crazy debasing task for a perfect creature like me, you have to understand.” She sighed, standing upright again, flexing her shoulders quickly. “The things us royals do for your subjects!” She turned again to face us. “Of course, perfection has a cost—sometimes, too great a cost, in my opinion.” At every word, at every motion, she flexed her muscles, making a symphony of muscular might with her body. “How often do you two cum with each other?” She smiled. “Oh, I can see it’s a lot, as you seem to vibe so well with one another.”

	

	We both looked at each other and gulped, wondering about what she was planning. “Of course we… we do.” I gulped, finding it increasingly harder to stare at that woman. Was she growing taller? She seemed to be, and the cracks on the ground left no doubt that her muscles were definitely getting heavier and denser.

	

	With a flex of her thighs, she assaulted her palace with more virile shockwaves. “You two are potent mares. Your muscles are extremely beautiful and well-cultivated.” Keeping a good distance from us, she walked in a long circle, inspecting us like cattle. “Beautiful asses, ripped and massive thighs, gorgeous legs, and biceps build like tree trunks. Oh, your form is wonderful, and I don’t doubt you use it to crush many inferior cunts and cocks, don’t you?” She moved her hand along her powerful abs, which were so ripped they looked like a labyrinth of muscles in her belly. The gesture brought her incredible pleasure, as shown through her deeper gasps and frequent grunts, slowly building up to what sounded to be very low-key moans. “Oh, baby! Isn’t it hard? To have such massive, powerful bodies, yet barely be able to ever use them to their fullest? I know it, for I never went there.” She admired the hugeness of her biceps. They were so massive that, along with her incredible breasts, it was hard for her to move her arms lower than a forty-degree angle compared to the rest of her body. “Not with a living person, I mean. Of course I’ve unleashed my full power already, otherwise I wouldn’t be alive—my massive body exploded with the years of pent-up energy, absolutely desperate for the lack of a proper release! Oh, babies, I unleashed my full power, indeed, but not on human beings or animals, which would have all been that at only 40% of me, but on whole mountains and canyons, which I reshaped with my powerful thrusts, crushed with my mighty arms, cracked with my gorgeous… oh!... squirts!”

	

	A very strange sensation struck us. We were simply not used to seeing that woman—always so dominant and supreme—experiencing pleasure like a submissive female, moaning and crossing her legs due to her incredible excitement, which she was doing now. Seeing her eyes rolling and her lips be bitten sure was an interesting sight, yet one which, like everything she did, was charged with a lot of hidden dangers behind it. “Where are you getting at?”

	

	Her smile both warmed us and seized our bodies again. She kept stalking us, cracking the ground with her slow, predatorial walk. “Oh, hasty, aren’t you? Don’t you worry, my babies. Momma Africa will have a lot of milk to feed you hungry pussies.” She giggled, and then she was dead serious again. “What I mean by that is that only powerful people can give pleasure to a woman. Orgasms are born through power—the power of dominance, of physical and psychological strength, if not superiority! This is much truer for us women, who have a special fondness for submission and passivity! We love being dominated, and the sight of a powerful partner makes our cunts wet and our wombs hungry! I can’t speak for you, but I can for me: I love power, and I would love to cum under a powerful dick, but… look at me!” The ground cracked again, as if her aura became something physical, a true force of nature to be reckoned with. “Look! At! Me!” She flexed her muscles, and the shockwaves assailed our bodies. Veronica came. I was on the edge. “I am perfection incarnate! Who the fuck can outfuck me?” She flexed her biceps, which grew and grew and grew and… “Look at my fucking size, my fucking dick, my fucking everything! I’m the pinnacle of human sexuality! No other being can even come close to me! Even my parents, which are capable of outfucking an army of stallions and succubi, tremble before me, openly admitting that ‘never, oh, daughter, in all of our fucking have we ever seen a person half as powerful as you, or even a tenth as virile.” She looked down to her dick, which now was spewing fuckloads of precum in the middle of her tits. She opened her mouth and shot those viscous juices into it, and upon contact with her tongue, oh, we saw the steam rise with a frying sound, as if the heat in her body was just too oppressive.

	

	“H-Heather…!” Veronica cried beside me again. If I wasn’t so entranced by that perfect being before me, I would have rolled my eyes as I answered: “yeah?”

	

	She pointed to the goddess: “I’m feeling my skin burn. Aren’t you?”

	

	Indeed I was. «This fucking… flawless bitch!» Her sexual greatness was so extreme her body was radiating energy like a nuclear power plant, making us very uncomfortable, even hurting whenever she got just one inch closer.

	

	She knew it very well, for we could see it all in her confident, downright-unbearable gaze: “who can ever bring pleasure to me? I tell you: nobody. Nobody! You probably have encountered this problem very often in your lives, where you’re so superior to your partner that you can rarely get off with them. The strongest men are just too weak, and the regular man… oh!” She laughed. “What a fucking joke! If they can just hold off their cum when looking at us, that’s already a major achievement. Lasting over thirty seconds under our bodies is an impossibility, and only a sliver of humanity—made of by the most powerful studs and fertile women—can truly get close to bringing us joy… and ecstasy.” She bit her lower lip, assaulting us with her heat as she drew another step closer. “That’s why you two love each other, don’t you? You two massive, tall, over-muscular American Amazons, with your big butts and your massive tits, your sculptural abs and your powerful legs, your all-in-all tireless energy, getting off exclusively on each other’s marvelous cunts, squirting gallons into each other’s mouths, fecundating each other like only you two powerful creatures can.”

	

	My knees hit one another again, yet my face grew more resolute, my teeth gritted with anger: “what does this have to do with anything?”

	

	The goddess spread out her arms, assaulting us… oh! Fuck!! What a woman! Her form…! Her muscles were more massive and visible than ever! Fuck, what a monument she was! In that revealing, unashamed position, she exposed to us every perfect inch of her godly form. “Everything, my Yankees! It has everything to do with us, for only strong women can get other strong women off… this is why I like you.” She sucked her lower lip. “This is why I have great hopes for you!” With a single hand, she touched her left boob, and it squirted a jet of milk so powerful steam was left on its trail. The thick, semen-like milk splashed near our feet, sprinkling on our bodies.

	

	Veronica couldn’t bear that extra attack of fertility: she came, and her juices further wettened my already so sweaty, steamy body. Truth be told, my cunt was like a partially open tap: the dripping had grown so much it was more like a continuous drool of thick lube on the ground. A huge puddle had formed under out pairs of legs, hers much bigger, of course, than mine—but not for too long, as I soon would (sadly) find out.

	

	“You…”

	

	The queen raised her finger to her lips again. “I don’t want you to envy, for my perfection really is a curse if my intent was to ever give myself pleasure. I cannot experience pleasure, my darlings—not with another human beings.” Her fingers travelled near her cunt, which was glistening with its first sights of moisture. She sucked her lips and bit them. She was no longer only getting hard; she was finally getting herself aroused! “The heat! The power! Oh, nobody can give me any of this. Only I… I!... can make myself cum. Like this…”

	

	To our surprise, she raised her arms, standing on a T-pose, yet her cunt dripped with impossibly thick juices as she drew a deeper-than-usual breath and… flexed!

	

	It wasn’t an apocalyptic, stone-cracking flex, like most of her flexes were, but a very contained, precise hardening of her thighs. We stood in awe as we watched her inner thighs harden and rumble around her pussy, crushing its engorged, dripping labia, and vibrating on it like two giant machines. Then… came her first orgasm.

	

	“ROOAAARR!!!” The woman wasn’t joking: when she came, she came like a fucking thunderstorm: a fist-sized jet of lubes burst from her cunt, whose lips spread out like they were being penetrated by a donkey dick, and upon impact with the floor, *crack!!*, its stone tiles literally cracked under its intensity. “UUUURRH…!!!” I always thought me and Veronica experienced the strongest, messiest orgasms on Earth, but fuck! We were so, so fucking wrong!

	

	Squatting down slightly, hosing juices on the ground without a pause, the Alpha amazon drew a deep breath and… roared! She roared, oh, god, and the palace shook as her pussy unloaded yet a more massive volume of juices! The tiles on the floor kept cracking, with her juices soon washing to our feet like the waves of the ocean, burning them upon contact. “Aaah!!” Both me and Veronica jumped. The place was soon filled with steam. Those juices were not only voluminous, but hot like magma. It took us both, two powerful, superhuman amazons, a lot of time to get used to those sensual liquids, and once we did, oh!, weird things began to happen in our bodies.

	

	“H-Heather!!” Veronica cried. “H-Heather!” Her pussy began to squirt like mad, and her knees didn’t take much longer to faulter, bringing her entire, massive frame to the ground. Laying her lips on the wet ground, she slobbered on those juices, drinking them like a literal bitch, and soon the squirts of her cunt became even more distracting, hosing out of her womb like firehose. “GOD!!!” She cried, yet kept drinking those juices, giving herself more maddening orgasms the more she filled her body with the African’s nectar.

	

	I looked at that bitch. By god, the pressure inside me! My pussy was partially hosing itself, tiny squirts followed by a continuous drool, and the feeling was akin to holding a yoga ball inside my cunt: unbelievable pressure! Soon, very soon, oh, I would burst. “Y-you fucking…!!” The African interrupted my words with her even stronger moans, however.

	

	“Oooh!!” She came. Her pussy stopped hosing, and her labia, once so loose, now contracted like the mightiest of muscles, clamping so hard and so fast that a tiny shockwave burst from them and I could hear its grave whiplash making my eardrums hurt and shiver. “Fuck!!” What followed, then, were long, drumming growls, like a gorilla, with the goddess gradually standing upright again and gathering immense energy in her muscles, which were growing ever so slightly. “Fuck!!!”

	

	I was disarmed. For the first time ever, I saw no authority, no cockiness or domination in her face, but pure… submission! Her eyebrows were arched, her face was twitching, and her mouth hanged open like she was expecting to blow a cock even mightier than her own! Her balls were dripping with pussy nectar, with their insides getting filled with even heavier loads of seed. Something in me told me that not for a second she stopped producing semen; the junk just kept piling up and piling up harder in her balls, increasing their density just as her muscles did on her body. I could even get a proof of that, indeed, by looking at their level on her body, dangling lower ever minute, now standing a few inches above her elbows.

	

	The goddess could not be distracted from her earthshattering, very feminine orgasm: with her fingers twitching, she seemed to be exerting immense pressure and strength to not frig herself mad and raw before of us—in which case the results of her orgasm would be truly apocalyptic. While a massive set of multiple orgasms was brewing, she found in herself some strength to brag: “only I… ooh!... can make myself cum… fully!!” She looked at me. “Cum hard! Cum strong! Aah!!” She stepped forth. *Boom!!* More cracks on the ground. For a second, I thought she would fall on her knees. “Pay… ooh!... very close attention!!” She gulped, like even she wasn’t sure of what to expect. She looked down and ordered her genitalia: “cum!” A second later, she was silent: a wave of back-breaking, muscle-tearing multiple orgasms ravished her body. The muscles fibers in her body one by one vibrated with unparalleled brutally, and the squirt that exploded from her pussy was so strong that it sent pieces of stone from the floor flying all around us, with the burning steam not taking much longer to follow.

	

	«Fuck!» I found myself hyperventilating. «Fuck!!» A strong sensation burned my pussy. I moaned, and a long thread of squirt exploded from my lips, which I managed to harden a second later. Once I came back to my senses, I realized my fingers were pushing against my engorged, scarlet labia. I was so mad with arousal I wanted to frig myself so desperately hard! God! I was losing all control, yet it seemed that the giantess wasn’t in much better shape herself.

	

	“OOOORHHH…!!!” She wasn’t exactly lady-like in her orgasms. Though her face was cute and submissive, her roars were beyond manly. Seriously, I can’t even describe them as having male properties, because no man I knew could produce sounds so powerful or so grave. She was literally like a lion roaring while in coitus. A bull. A stallion. Powerful! She was just so fucking raw and powerful! “OOOORHH…!!!” Upon hearing those mating calls, I came again. My pussy exploded so hard I had a much harder time controlling it, shutting in close only after biting my lips and drawing blood from them. Veronica, by my side, oh!, she was almost dead: her orgasms were free and uncontrolled; she was no longer even trying to keep them at bay, but experiencing them at the fullest extent a woman could experience an orgasm—the fullest, of course, before being fucked by that potent, raging stallion of a woman!

	

	“OOH, FUCK!!!” She raised her head and cursed to her gods in her native tongue, and the sight of her exposed, naked muscles almost drove me over the edge again. After a long string of invocations, she looked furiously to her own cock and commanded: “STOP!!!” Her pussy immediately obeyed, and the balls throbbed when her leakage stopped, no doubt poked by the massive contraction of her pussy labia.

	

	The woman spent a long time then roaring and grumbling, very low-key, with her sounds becoming almost guttural, like wind passing through a long tunnel. When she looked up to me again, she was back at her older self. Her face, however, it was… “Oh, god!” I covered my mouth. The goddess was sweating.

	

	She wiped the sweat of her forehead, making her biceps boom with the casual motion. “I am getting lousy. In the days of old, when I was still fresh and virile, fucking like there was no tomorrow, it took me two hours for me to sweat by my own orgasms. Now, oh, it barely took me a few minutes.” To my shock, she slid her left fingers on her cunt and collected a huge load of juices from them, raising the hand to her mouth and liking the fingers loudly with her long, serpentine tongue. “Still, though… mm! I’m so fucking delicious! It’s been a long time since I don’t really make myself cum, so consider that a little treat for you.” Her eyes became more malicious as she spoke. “I cannot sweat with other people unless I’m really committed to fucking them. We’re talking days of relentless, spine-shattering sex marathons, and there are very few people who can take this level of power.” She concluded her suctions with a long *pop!* in her middle finger. “Veronica, stop cumming.” She turned to my friend and commanded. “Your screams are getting to my nerves.”

	

	Immediately, my friend collapsed on the ground. Her eyes were frenzied and bulging, like a crackhead on a particularly intense high, and her body was stiffer than a statue, literally cramping from every muscle. Occasionally, a tiny, pitiful yelp came out of her mouth: “heee!! A-heee!!” My friend was the strongest women I knew aside from myself, and she was completely ruined before the fight had even begun.

	

	When I looked to the African goddess, it was obvious she knew exactly what kind of power she had on us. She couldn’t help it: she was just so fucking superior…! “Do you see now, Heather, what a truly genetically superior superhuman looks like?” She flexed her arms again—never a dull sight! “It’s funny: the Nazis always obsessed about a genetically-enhanced superbeing, and, in a way, they were right about our existence.” She laughed, flexing her abs, her quads, and her left leg. “If only they knew it wasn’t their Arian blood, but our African one! Oh! How hard would they be rolling on their graves!” She made a massive flex of her entire torso, making her abs boom and multiply as her massive, J-cup tits squirted fat, boiling threads of milk. “The Arian blood, oh! Don’t make me laugh! Like all white folks, they were flaccid, weak, and pitiful! It is the African blood the superior blood of mankind, the only blood able to produce a hyper-fertile, hyper-virile, perfect human being, the only genes capable of creating… me!” She grimed. “Now, my dears, I have a challenge for you: if you can make me moan once, I will take you with my full power.”

	

	Our ears stood deaf for a second, the weight of those words failing to rest fully in our minds. “W-what?”

	

	The goddess relaxed her muscles. She was casual and chill, playing with her hair and adjusting the glasses on her nose. In a way, she looked just like a teenage girl—a massive, titanic teenage girl with god-like powers in each of her swollen, throbbing arms—playing with her figure and rejoicing on her young, juvenile beauty. “No man or woman can lead me to orgasm. None! Every time I cum, it’s simply because I commanded my body too, just like I showed it to you.” She pointed down to her genitalia. “Cum.” Immediately, as quick and sudden as the flash or a lightning, her posture unraveled again, and her knees shook as her cunt beneath her balls unloaded another massive splash of titanic sexual fluids. She wailed and yelped, yet just as quickly, with the snap of her fingers… “Stop!” The drainage was over, and my ears rumbled with the hard clutching of her pussy lips. “You see?” She was panting a little while she spoke: “only I can make myself cum, for only I am the unstoppable force and immovable object in this Universe.” She pointed up, to the cracked ceiling, as if showing us the stars—which were the true home of her faintless spirit. “There is nobody above me, and there never will be until my offspring comes of age.” She licked her lips. “Not that I think any of my current sons and daughter are any great. Don’t get me wrong: they are, by far and wide, the most powerful human beings on Earth after me and maybe my parents, and they will become great propellers of human evolution in the years to come… yet they still can’t hold a candle to me. As a mother, as a breeder…” She punched her own abs, with strong echoes shaking the walls. “I’m an absolute failure! The purpose of my perfect species, after all, is to continuously breed stronger and mightier beings. I might be perfect, but my perfection must pale in comparison to that of my offspring; it’s a transitory, temporary state of divinity, to be dethroned by the yet holier, hotter organism I’ll birth from my powerful womb.” Her hands drew an “O” shape over her crotch, under her bellybutton. “For every generation, the task gets more and more difficult still.” She chuckled. “Funny to think, isn’t it? My first forefathers, the founders of my perfect clan, risked it all in the evolutionary game to breed only with the finest human beings on Earth, and this trade-off apparently followed every member of my family ever since: to improve our bloodline, we must only breed with the strongest, smartest, hottest, mightiest, most physically, intellectually, and mentally overdeveloped beings on the planet. That takes a lot of searching, you see, even though we leave a lot of superior human beings in our wake. Given that I, Jamila Nobu Ko Dunwe, am the most perfect organism on Earth—the crowning achievement of my bloodline, the supreme breeder of all living beings—, very few people on Earth (almost none!) can actually improve upon my kind.” She licked her lips yet again. “You, however, are the chosen ones. I can sense it!” With another stronger step, like she could barely contain the excitement in her body, she made cracks grow up to our feet, making us both step back in response. “My beautiful, powerful Yankees! I’ll have your bodies today, I’ll have your bodies forever! But for me to be sure you’re deserving of my seed—as well as the title of Strongest Women on Earth beneath me—I need to test your fire. Your power!” Her muscles flexed on their own. “Oh, babies, you make me so hot! But can you actually make me moan?” Her smile, more devilish by the second. “Forget about making me cum. That’s absolutely impossible. However, it is long said in my family that whatever mortal can make us moan and shiver with pleasure, that’s the one who will continue and perfect our bloodlines. I honestly believe, my beautiful cunts, that you two are those humans.” With snaps of her fingers, she commanded to us both, especially to my friend: “get up, Veronica, stand proud, Heather, and fortify your bodies and spirits for the task at hand.” While my friend got up and stood tall and firmly by my side, the African spread her arms on a T-pose, offering herself to us in all her god-like grandeur. “Attack me. Lick me. Kiss me. Bite me. Blow me!” Her monster cock throbbed vividly, and her ginormous balls soon followed. “Do everything you want with my body… and then some!” She licked her lips for every sentence. “I promise I won’t do a thing: I’m not going to touch you, kiss you back, or stimulate you in any way, at least not intentionally.” Deep, growling chuckles erupted from her chest. “I want you to give your all on my body, exploring it and stimulating its senses until you lead them astray, make them go fucking overdrive!” Waves of rippling power coursed through her muscles. Without her moving a foot, the ground just kept cracking and sinking beneath her. Once again, we both could see a faint forcefield around her body, rising up to the ceiling and vaporizing all the cum and milk stuck on it. If we were to stand above that Queen of Fertility, we damn sure knew we were going to be burned to death! That fucking goddess! 

	

	Fuck! Her body was so hot it literally behaved like an U.S. Army super-classified laser canon! “Destroy me!” She clutched her hands, then opened them again, relaxing her muscles as much as she could. “Use your massive bodies to give me pleasure. I command you!” Veronica vacillated by my side, almost launching herself into the titaness. Poor girl! She really had no more self-control left in her, had she? “Tongue, fingers, fists, your muscles, whatever! Use anything you can to make me feel, for once, like a woman! Kissing, punching, kicking, biting me, anything goes! Be as brutal as you can, as savage as you want, and I will welcome it all! In fact, I prefer that you’re rough on me, as massive bodies like mine bode well with over-stimulation. What to normal humans would be murderous violence, to me is just vanilla foreplay.” Her face lightened up like a devil. “In fact, don’t you think I’m going to be soft on you. If anything, you better attack first before I ruin your bodies with every muscle cell I got.” In one final act before her total abandonment, the goddess adjusted her glasses on her nose, striking us with a uniquely nerdy look before she spread her arms and legs again. “Attack me. If any of you makes me moan aloud just once… I’ll deem you worthy, and I’ll breed you with all I’ve got.” She closed her eyes and raised her head, and then her lips laid silent and still.

	

	No more words. Just… silence. Waiting. We were even confused about her sudden quietness, like our very muscles were just waiting for a command to attack and destroy her.

	

	I looked at Veronica and Veronica looked at me. Worse than unsure, we were afraid of what to do next. That powerful woman, even in her most relaxed state, looked like she could kill us with a flick of her finger at that distance—the energy and power travelling from it being enough to rip our limbs apart.

	

	Calmly, then, I stepped forward. “Follow me, gorgeous.” I commanded, and Veronica shook her head before even more slowly following my lead. “She’s not gonna give us command. She cannot lead; she must be lead!” I cracked my knuckles, making sure to keep a steady, leisurely pace. “Big talk for a big, fucking African bimbo!”

	

	She looked at me. I shuttered. For a sliver of a second, I could see the murderous instinct burning in her eyes, yet I kept my ground. My pace didn’t change at all: just step after calm step towards that giant woman.

	

	“This fat, arrogant African.” I provoked her. “Does she think she looks that impressive to us?” I waved her away. “Such an inferior, course, beastly creature. I will show her the superiority of our bodies—out superiors, stronger American genes!—and I will make her scream aloud and submit to our dominance and our superior status.” I stopped. Her body and mine were about two feet away. If I didn’t get any closer, it was because both our massive bosoms didn’t allow it. The difference in height was staggering, yet still I tried not to be too intimidated. «By god!» I almost gulped, but managed to hold my saliva in the last moment. «She’s so… fucking!... big!»

	

	Laying my fists on my hips, I stood on the tip of my feet, trying to look her in the eyes, but making only so high as her lips—by god! Those full, hard, meaty lips! “Got something to say before I slay your cunt, my African slave?”

	

	She looked at me, without a word, for a long time. Then, her lips parted, and she said in the sweetest, chilliest tone I’ve ever heard: “after I filled every pore of Veronica with my semen, I will destroy you.” Tough as I tried to look, I could listen to my heartbeat in my eardrums. “I will fuck you to the very last inch of your life, and then I will quash you like an insect. Mark my words, my beautiful American slave.” She spread her legs even further, making her cock swell and a whole gallon of precum just spew out of it and flow over her monster tits. “I will breed you every day, in every waking hour of your life forever. I’ve got a special harem for haughty whores like you. I’ll make you queen of it, with even a golden leash customized for your beautiful neck.” She looked up again, leaving me to wonder how literal her words were. “This is your last day as a free woman, Heather. Spend it wisely.”

	

	A silent second passed before any of us did something. In that fateful moment, all our eyes were locked. We gazed upon each other souls, crushed by the immenseness of her aura. She was divine! Upon seeing her, I knew I was inferior—like my very genes were shivering in fear, covering inside my cells, my very blood freezing and its stream slowing, with an incredible desire to piss contaminating my waist.

	

	I was defeated, yet I had to fight! I had to fight because she demanded me to, just as she demanded me to give her my all. «Alright, my queen.» I wanted to pucker my lips and lay them upon her solid body. Instead, I licked them sensuously, displaying a confidence I knew very well to be fake. «I will worship you!»

	

	Once this second was over, we attacked. Veronica went from behind while I scoured her from ahead. It was a massacre as soon as we laid our fingers on her: Veronica was squirting her guts out, screaming profanities as the energy of Jamila’s body struck her pussy and her core like the fingers and penises of all her past lovers—including me. “IT’S TOO MUCH!!!” She quivered while latching on to the titan’s body like a sloth on a tree. “GOD!!” Her squirts made a titanic mess on the woman’s back; it was like she was being showered by a hydrant. “SHE… SHE…!!!” Tears rained from her eyes like storms. She was beyond mad with lust: she was orgasming atop multiple orgasms themselves! “GOD!! I CAN’T TAKE IT!! I CAN’T TAKE IT ANYMORE!!”

	

	In less than five seconds—*boom!*—Veronica fell on the floor, defeated. She would eventually stand up and worship that goddess appropriately, yes, but right now she was just going to cum and squirt and scream her lungs out through the power of her orgasms.

	

	Not that I cared too much, of course, for I had my hands full—literally. «God!!» My first movement was to grab that woman’s balls. I assumed it would be a display of authority and power, like I always grabbed and pulled and squeezed the balls of the awesome studs who though they were oh-so-great and powerful.

	

	With my studs, yes, I was always successful—mostly because I was usually taller and always bigger, hotter, more muscular than they were. Even the ones that happened to be bigger—guys built like horses!—were always weaker, and I loved seeing their energy and luster vanish from their bodies as I outfucked them all. “What?” I used to say, so devilish and perverted, riding them like a kid high on sugary drinks, “can’t you even take this little pussy for four hours in a row?” I clenched my pussy and made my inner walls vibrate on their cocks, which never failed to make them scream and cum again… and again! And again and again and “weak, pathetic male!” I punched them and tortured them. Oh, it was wild! “I will show you what fucking really means!”

	

	It wasn’t anything like that with that woman. Oh, by god, how it wasn’t! As soon as I laid my palms on both those mighty monster orbs, a superhuman energy filled my arms and ran down straight into my cunt, striking it like someone had just inserted fingers and tentacles into it. “Ooh!!” I moaned, and soon forced myself to bit my lips hard to stop it.

	

	Didn’t work. The moans just kept coming. The dripping in my pussy was so fucking mad! It didn’t help, too, that Veronica was cumming as if the Niagara Falls had been placed inside her womb. It was so much squirting that I felt just wrong for holding all my orgasm inside.

	

	The queen looked down at me, smiling like she had the whole world in her palms. True to her word, he didn’t do a thing, not even teasing me like she definitely wanted to, yet that didn’t prevent me from reading her face, where her thoughts were so clearly written: “once I finally let you cum, you will squirt an ocean for me, baby.” She winked slowly and deliberately, having her very muscles contract and dance for my pleasure. “I will drink every last drop of you.”

	

	Those words alone, even unsaid, were enough to almost kick me over my limit. I moaned again, and then purred like a kitten, feeling my body grow heavy with the intense desire to drop on my knees and… submit to her! “Ooh!!!” My pitch was high. I was making a fool of myself. “Aahee!!” I came like a little bitch, and I shouldn’t! I was the strongest woman in the world, damn it! No way… “Aaah!!” No way that African fucking bitch would defeat me—not so easily, at least!

	

	I squeezed those balls harder, yet every attempt at a counter-attack drove me nearer to a defeating orgasm. The absoluteness of them was indescribable. Those were not just balls; they were the balls! Giant and oval and perfectly-shaped, as if sculpted by the gods of fertility themselves… ah, scrap it! The gods themselves wouldn’t have balls so mighty and perfect. «Jesus!! Oh, Jesus!!» Tiny squirts left my cunt—not exactly squirts, but highly—pressurized threads of lubes from all the ocean I was holding within. My pussy was growing sore and cramped with all the strength I exerted to keep the orgasm at by. The squirt was so much it was passing through my cervix and filling my womb. I could feel the threads of this “inverse squirt” hitting the back of my womb, even flowing through my tromps and hitting my fucking eggs. “Ooh!!” I moaned. “Oooh!!” Louder and longer. My eyes rolled back. I was already cumming; the squirt would be just the cherry on top.

	

	Without taking my hands out of those… mighty!... perfect!... godly balls!... I slapped myself metaphorically, opening my eyes and trying to give that woman a challenge. I could sense, for once, that she too was trying hard to keep herself at bay. The sight of my turgid tits, with their rock-hard, sharp, lactating nipples, probably was too much even for a goddess like her.

	

	The presence of my mighty, highly-fertile body awakened in her the most primal instincts: she was a goddess of fertility, and she needed to breed!

	

	“Fuck!!” I bit my lower lip and looked at her, taken aback by her face of utter pleasure. The goddess was rolling back her eyes and clutching her fists really hard. It was like the pleasure at moments was too great even for her! We were already closer to our goal, even though far from how we’d imagined we would achieve it: instead of us giving her pleasure through our actions, we were doing it by the scent and the touch of our fertile bodies.

	

	«No!» I told myself. «That can’t be all we have to offer!»

	

	Magically, my shivering stopped, my grip steadied. Her balls were a world apart, each of them, yet I held them like I was really going to conquer and subdue them. «Jesus, these fucking balls!!» I’d never even fathomed things so massive and hard and… full!! Not just full of semen, but full of life! A life of their own!

	

	Clutching my fists harder, I pressed my fingers against her sack, making them penetrate it just a few millimeters. The little they sank, however, was enough to paint the clearest picture of her power: oceans! Oceans of cement-thick semen swirling inside those balls! Rivers to make the Amazon basin look like a bucket, and streams so powerful they paralleled the very currents of the oceans!

	

	Power! Inside those hard, live-giving stones was the elixir of Power itself! One thing was to fell oneself powerful, like I and Veronica many times did; the other thing, however, was to literally, physically have Power stored inside oneself. That woman didn’t just hold semen—gallons and gallons of it—inside her balls. No. She held absolute, unassailable Power!

	

	I was moaning and biting my lips again, and for every second I guess I needed to shake my head and snap myself back into reality. «Get… a fucking… grip!!» Between every word, though, I moaned and cleared my throat. How fucking great can a single woman be?

	

	No longer able to just stand there, apart from her, I threw my body against her. *Broom!!* The very fabric of the Universe might have been shaken, indeed, once our too massive bodies collided! Out monstrous tits exploded with milk due to the pressure, and through my over-worked nipples I felt a pang of pain, really sharp and acid, for the loads of motherly nectar were too great for their tightness. The more aroused I was, the tighter my nipples became, yet the stronger my breasts gushed. “Aaahee!!” This by itself made me moan and gush again while the African was just chuckling, keeping her mouth shut so as to not tempt herself with my outpouring of milk.

	

	Between our bodies, though, something much more awesome laid. Something whose power I had (once again) underestimated. Something much bigger than her balls. Much mightier. Much holier. “Oh, my fucking…!!!” I had to shut my eyes hard and draw blood from my lips by biting them even harder. Between our bodies, going from our crotch up to the very middle of my tits (and beyond) stood her massive, hard pillar of womb destruction: her almighty, superior COCK!!

	

	«Jesus…!!»

	

	The sheer solidity of that monster struck my female soul with awe-inspiriting admiration! The size! The power! Jesus fucking shit! That beast could only be compared to a mountain or a canyon or something of even bigger size and weight! The power inside its veins! The throbbing so intense I could actually hear it! Every time it bulged, it sent shockwaves inside my body, electrifying my muscles! I wanted to crush and dominate that penis, only to find myself completely surrendered to its enormity!

	

	The African chuckled, knowing her member only subdued me even further. Her balls were pressed against my crotch, and only too late I realized that, by allowing them such proximity to my cunt, I basically had signed my death warrant: the orgasms just kept piling until they hurt me, and tears of pain left my eyes as sharp, painful whimpers did my mouth. Still, I embraced that mighty woman, squeezing myself harder against her and… laying my mouth on her meaty cock head!

	

	«Fuck!!» How was I even alive?! The orgasms inside me… Jesus! They would have killed any other woman, no matter how powerful! The touch of her awesome penis in my mouth was… divine! That thing was bigger than large, clutched fists, and I was lapping and drooling on it like a thirsty bitch, making it ooze with my saliva as it spewed rivulets of sweet, ambrosia-like lubes. With my arms, legs, and my muscles, I danced on that woman’s body, squeezing my whole self on her, all while I heard Veronica recover her senses and attack her from behind.

	

	“We need…” She struggled, her cunt still orgasming oceans-worth of sex sauce. “We need to defeat her!”

	

	Yes! How meek of me to be reminded of my goals by my much weaker friend! As I slobbered over that gargantuan penis, feeling the semen accumulate, I remembered her words about passivity: «you will learn how being passive and submissive is the greatest strength of all.» Veronica was now attacking the woman’s ass, spreading its massive cheeks with her hands and… fingering her anus! Almost fisting her! Damn, the audacity! What more, the giantess was actually enjoying it!

	

	“Mmrr!!” She purred, and her eyes rolled all the way back again. She closed them and lifted her head, having huge veins grow and throb over her muscles. She was becoming more ripped, more massive, more powerful, all thanks to the energy that was growing inside of her—the arousal that, just like my own, was driving her closer and closer to insanity.

	

	Veronica was now taking charge, wrapping her own mare-like thighs against the woman’s legs and sucking her anus while fingering and sometimes fisting it. For a woman that huge, a whole fist would have felt like a small dick in comparison. Still, it mattered little: I could feel her waist and her hips trembling, and her muscular fibers booming as the heat took spread inside her lower body. She was in heat, and her womb was finally warming up! “Mm!! Mmm!!!” The growls remained inside her throat. It was clear she was working hard not to let them through. Those were not moans, but we were in the right course. At the end, it might had been my pitiful Veronica, whom I looked down upon so often, the one to bring that awesome goddess over the edge, not me. How could that be?!

	

	«Passivity!» I pondered while eating that cockhead greater lust. Yes, that was it! My friend had allowed so much pleasure to explode out of her body that she no longer had the mind-twisting pressure and fire eating her from inside out. She was free! Her gallons of squirt had made her body light and free like a feather, while mine… fuck! I was carrying a whole ocean of juices inside of me, trying so desperately to keep an appearance none of us believed in any more. That was the power of submission!

	

	“I will never surrender to this power!” I looked at the witch in the face, and she opened her eyes to look down upon me. With a surge of energy, I hugged her body harder by the second, creating stretching and booming noises as the pressure between our bodies would have been enough to grind as stone into dust. Slowly, the ground cracked beneath our feet, and them… “Ooof!!” I lifted her! A mere inch over the ground, yes, but still… I lifted her. “You’re not the only one with hidden powers here!”

	

	Her muscles boomed so hard that almost threw my body back. I remained still, however, and crushing her harder still. “What?” I teased her, pressing my whole face against her growing cock. “You grotesque animal!” I crushed her harder. Her body rose further still, now standing one whole foot above the floor, and I started bending over backwards to keep pulling her even harder. “You’re only good for showing off your filthy monster penis!” Pushing the envelope (and the limits of my sanity), I took one arm away from her.

	

	She stood still. Our bodies remained frozen, like a Roman statue depicting two goddess in the middle of a fight. Veronica, which for a long time had been lost in he own lust for Jamila’s body, was lifted along with the goddess’s ass, only now realizing what I had just done. “H-Heather!!” She exclaimed in awe. “You’re so massive!!”

	

	Maybe I was: my arms were rippling with power! Big, fat fucking guns! They throbbed with obscene veins and gallons of blood as hot as lava coursing inside of them. Steam came rushing through my nostrils, and a cocky smile was finally drawn again in my face. I was back. “Stand back, Veronica.”

	

	“Wha-?”

	

	“I SAID!!” I crushed her harder. “STAND!! BACK!!” The walls rumbled. My body throbbed. “I will make her cum myself!”

	

	I attacked her. My choice of words had been very deliberate: I was going to make her cum! Not moan; cum! Just as Veronica dropped her body and fled in fear of my booming voice, I slammed that African cunt on the ground. *Boom!!* In all honesty, a meteor wouldn’t have made such big a mess: as I dropped the woman on the ground, massive cracks threatened to split it into many canyons. Parts of the ceiling fell around us, each enough to crush an elephant under their weight.

	

	I didn’t give a damn. Screw that, screw the world. Screw her! I climbed on the goddess with my full body, not riding her, but trying instead to dominate her like a man on missionary. It was hard to say whether I was fumbling her muscles with my hands or slapping and punching them. Maybe it was both. As I climbed over her crotch, the insanely massive surface of her balls forced themselves into my pussy, feeling me with such heat it was like an incandescent spire of iron had penetrated me. Still, I kept my cool. More than that, actually: I attacked! I twerked on those balls like they were nothing, guiding my left hand to the pussy she hid underneath them.

	

	That woman had everything: the world’s biggest penis, the universe’s fullest balls, a tight, ripped muscle anus tucked between two massive cheeks of pure muscle, and, to top it all off, the world’s most gorgeous, wet tight pussy my fingers had ever felt. “Uuu-ooh!!” I let of a moan and a growl of arousal as the tip of my fingers managed to penetrated the night-unbreakable seal of her pussy labia.

	

	Christ, how tight she was! After they entered her, my fingers were then pulled deeper into her vagina! I no longer had any control on them! The pussy was eating them all up without her making any discernible effort. “Fuck!” I let escape a whimper of pain. Fuck! That was hard! I could feel the suction and the intense motion of her inner membranes suckling on my fingers. It was animalistic! «Fuck! How much control does she have on her own body?!»

	

	Absolute! Her legs, her abs, her biceps, all her muscles, everything was rumbling with intense power. There was no reason for her pussy—the core of her femaledom—to be any different! As I whimpered, her pussy ate up my fingers. I had inserted two in it, yet the pussy labia soon swallowed a third finger into itself. Despite possessing a titanic penis and balls to intimidate five pairs of bulls, the monster woman also had a hard clit on her pussy.

	

	Her genitalia was both astounding and complete, and it amazed me by how tender and small her clitoris seemed in comparison to… well, everything else. It was so beautiful and delicate, as little as my pinky, yet hard like a pebble sticking from her body. I struck that clit with my thumb and felt the waves of energy spreading away from her crotch. The titan roller her eyes, biting her lower lip as she fought against the temptation to lift her legs in pleasure. Still, she spread her legs a little further, accepting my laying over her body.

	

	“You fucking… you fucking…!!” I wanted to insult her, to denigrate her, but couldn’t contain my raging passion, my undying love for that Amazon as my face lied so close to both her tits and her jaw-dropping abs. “Fuck! Your abs are so sculpted and hard!!” I proclaimed loud and clear as I lowered my mouth on her belly and slurped all over her massive muscular canyons. Her insane abdomen was like a whole geography in and on itself: the sunken valleys between her muscles were so deep and tight they both pulled my tongue inward and squeezed it. My saliva promptly began to fill those canyons, yet she was so huge—so humongous, so insanely giant—that even after minutes of sucking and slurping, I had failed to fill those abs.

	

	I fumbled her left thigh with my right hand, panting and gasping as I lost myself in its masculine hardness. “You’re so sculpted!” I gushed. “So… muscular!!” My clit was getting hard like a small penis. A had a beautiful, delicate rosy clit atop my tight pussy—a “lady clit,” like many girl lovers complimented it—yet I was getting aroused like a roid-filled weightlifter while worshipping that impossible body. My palm went to the side of her buttocks, feeling the unyielding titanium texture of her muscle under her velvety skin. Her sweaty skin was both leather and silk, a very smooth, flawless surface with only barely perceptible twinges of ruggedness atop—like a little bitterness on the world’s most delicious sweet.

	

	I tried to recompose myself by attacking her pussy. I finally reverted to the offensive there, yet it was… «fuck!!» So fucking hard! As my fingers began to stimulate her insides, I was affronted by the insane smoothness of her mucous walls. Like… fuck! I knew vaginas, I loved them, but I never felt anything remotely similar! It was as if all the best vaginas in the world had coalesced into a single, super cunt which also had the muscular power of a bull! It was inhumane! “God damn, girl!!” I let go louder and louder proclamations: “your pussy’s perfect!!”

	

	As my fingers attacked the walls of her cunt, I could feel her juices pilling up. Soon, it was like I had stuck my fingers into a succulent, recently-cut piece of beef: the sweetness was sloshing inside like a little sack of sugary water! *Slosh-slosh-slosh!* My fingers were burned by the superhuman heat of her lubes, which soon began to squirt out of her pussy—not exactly orgasms as they were mere byproducts of both the pressure and my movements. Still, that shit was hot! I could feel the steam hitting my wrist. My fingers penetrated her deeper and harder, sinking on the gorgeous walls of her cunt, trying desperately to find their way to her holy cervix.

	

	Her womb! I could feel the power of her womb rumbling, booming, spreading its aura of heat and fertility as my fingers drew closer. It was like… damn! Her womb was made of gold! I could hear the juices splashing and squirting from her tiny cervix—something that was anatomically impossible for any girl, but just casual and nonchalant for that perfect woman. Goddamn! How much I hate how perfect she was!

	

	“H-Heath…”

	

	I stretched out my right arm in a warning: “don’t you dare touch her, you dumb blonde! She is my lay! Mine!!” Yet I was being laid by her much more than I was laying her, even though I stood on top, riding my freaking crotch on her fucking monster balls. “God!!” My eyes went to the top of my skull, and I held back a tremendous orgasm which threatened to literally expel my brain out from my eye sockets. Fuck!! That was a volcano erupting at the speed of a lightning just now! “Fuck!!” My scream reverbed into the space, and the African twirled under my body, vibrating tenderly as I shook so aggressively.

	

	Taking one arm from the ground, she grabbed Veronica by the neck. “I promised I would not interfere, and I won’t, but you two will need your combined power to stimulate me. At this pace, little Heather…” her vagina hardened! “…you will fail to even make me grunt, let alone… moan!”

	

	Suffocating and manhandling Veronica by the neck, she pushed my friend to her left tit. “Suck it!” Like a newborn calf, Vanessa suckled on her tit until the milk was sloshing inside her throat. I could hear the loud, grave gulps of the thick liquid flowing down her stomach. Her belly bulged, and so did her eyes. The amazement flashed on her face as she realized the milk was as dense and heavy as cement, and that only a few gulps of it were enough to completely fill up her stomach.

	

	Letting go of the tit for a second, she spit milk messily from her tits, and even sneezed a bit of it from her nostrils. Her whole face under her nose was drenched in white, and her expression was one of utter admiration, if not complete and submissive adoration: “your milk… it’s so fucking good!”

	

	The giantess had heard it all, but she accepted those compliments like a proud father to a little son. “Yes, I know.” She laid her left hand again on the ground, which cracked under the grip of her fingers. It was then that I realized that, aside from that casual command to Veronica, the titaness had been true to her word—almost to an annoying fault! Her legs and arms were spread out, with cracks forming under her hands and her heels. The back of her head, too, was pressed against the ceiling, and her whole body hardened and rumbled as she constrained her muscles. She looked like a mighty man holding a charging bull steady with his bare hands—with the difference that she and the bull were one in the same!

	

	“You fucking… cunt!!” I penetrated her cunt even harder, squeezing her balls with my thighs. “How can you be so fucking perfect?!” Her muscles hardened in response—less a flex of pleasure and more one of arrogance. She only grunted in response, closing her eyes and letting herself be taken by out stimuli. Veronica ate her tits hungrily, dislodging her jaw like a monster to eat as much of those tits as possible. She was clearly turned on by the goddess’s fertility, as show by her sucking the left tit like a machine while massaging and squeezing the right tit with the full power of her hand. The milk sloshed out of those hard nipples like fountain.

	

	It was soon building milky puddles on the ground, and steam rose from those puddles like incense. Fuck! The milk almost didn’t spread out on the floor, but stayed glued to it like a cream, increasing in height as new layers were squirted on top of it. «Shit! How can it be so fucking hard!» I was thinking about the milk, but could as well be referring to her impossible pussy. Slowly, its hardness tested the strength of both my muscle fibers and the ligaments of my bones: *crack!* I know she didn’t mean to harm me, but the ferocious movements of the insides of her cunt were literally about to crack my fingers! I puffed on her abs, feeling the sweat accumulate on her body, and after ten minutes of that frenetic stimulation, I realized I hadn’t even come close to meeting the seal of her womb—the burning, inviting entrance of her cervix!

	

	“Fuck!!” I panted like I had just run a thousand-mile super marathon. “How… fucking deep… are you?!” There was no response other than her increasingly loud and more numerous grunts. «Well…» my exasperated self pondered, «at least bitch’s enjoying herself.» My sweat was raining on her body, which exhaled a thin sheen of steam. She wasn’t sweating, but the air was condensing around her mighty muscles, which hurt just to touch. Inside her cunt, I couldn’t even feel my fingers anymore, like they had been burned down to their nerves. “Fuck! Fuck!!” As I laid my right hand atop her abs of steel, a heard a sizzling sound, and the burn forced me to pull my hand away quickly. “Fuck!” Maybe that was just my imagination, but hot damn! Even if that was the case, there was no denying that woman’s body was the hottest organism on Earth. Literally!

	

	My wrist hurt as I tried to reach her depths. Who the fuck could ever bottom that bitch? “Your vagina… ooh!” I was moaning louder and louder, feeling the sprinkling of milk from Vanessa’s mighty suckling. “God, almighty!” There was no separation between my thoughts and my speech anymore: I said out loud everything that my mind conjured. I was kinda getting off on it alone, to be honest. “Your muscles, you cunt!” I opened my eyes after rolling them back for so long. “Damn, you fucking bull!” I crammed my right hand on her balls, feeling myself weirdly re-energized. “Oh, my god! Your balls! I can feel… Jesus!!” Even with my newfound humility, I was still too amazed—“God!”—, too fucking aroused—“Oh, god!!”—to keep my focus or my train of thought. “Oh, my god!!” Tiny, high-pressurized squirts burst from my pussy. I could feel their steamy threads hitting and dripping from her balls. “Fuck!!” I squeezed those monster testicles harder, wanting—but also stupidly refusing—to take my left hand from her pussy and feel those mighty orbs wholly on my palms. “Jesus fucking Christ, what a perfect organism!” I was speaking in very unnatural ways, but those were the only ways I felt truly described her: “your testicles…!” I licked my lips. “Your testicles are the heaviest things I ever touched! Fuck, it’s like the weighs from my gym! Jesus Christ, how heavy are these things?”

	

	I tried to lift a single one of those dense cum factories with my hand—and, granted, I managed to do so a few inches higher. Still, after a point, my biceps hurt, my arm trembled, and I felt in my torso an exhaustion I only felt after literal dozens of hours of sex marathon, or a few nonstop hours of a brutal exercise routine meant specifically to break me up. I was a little masochistic, but even that was too much for me. “Damn!!” I let the testicle fall, and the floor literally cracked under it!

	

	*Tuum!* I covered my mouth with both hands when I saw the massive beast throbbing on the cracked floor. Her pussy squirted juices on my lap upon the withdrawal of my fingers. The giantess twirled her hips, grunting louder and faster, but not moving from her spot. Her pussy labia shut like a magic seal, the muscles hardened so intensely they could bend steel, and in my nose I could feel her intoxicating smell—my wet, dripping fingers contaminated by her sex juices, her divine lubes, her ungodly pussy-nectar. “Jesus!!”

	

	I could barely contain my right hand as it lowered itself to my crotch. My pussy wasn’t just burning; it was almost getting infected, like a kidney illness after we hold back piss for too long. In my pussy, the pleasure was all the problem. “Oh, god!” I raised my head and leaned back, supporting myself with my hands on the floor and behind my hips, trying to ease that pain and that pressure by spreading my legs open and… relaxing my cunt! “Oh!” It didn’t seem like I could do it: my labia were permanently hard! “Oh, fuck!” Like a muscle flexing to the point of cramping! Something terrible would happen if I relaxed my pussy. “Jesus!” But also, something equally terrible would happen if I just… didn’t!... let!... go! “FUCK!!!”

	

	After a long, deep breath, my labia relaxing. An ocean of steamy cream left my pussy, my clit twitching like crazy, and a few squirts rocking my body along near-paralyzing orgasms. “FUCK-FUCK-FUCK!!!” I saw everything pink, then red, then green, then yellow, then pink again, then in several different, gaudy colors as the orgasms took over. It was so fucking weird! I wasn’t cumming—I mean, I was squirting, per se—but the juices just kept flowing out of my cunt like an overturned bottle of water—and they just kept coming, Jesus! “Oh, god!!!” One squirt left me. I could hear it splash against the titan’s thighs. “Oh, god!!” Again, another splash. The pain, far from being alleviated, however, only grew stronger.

	

	“Save yourself for me, Heather.” I heard the powerful, booming voice of the titan amidst her grunts. “I want your full squirts when I penetrate you with my fingers.”

	

	“Oh, god!!” I failed already: more loud, messy, burning squirts exploded from my cunt, and I felt I was finally going to lose it, allowing the full power of my orgasms to finally flow through unimpeded, exploding in an orgasmic maelstrom never seem or felt before by any female on Earth, human or not.

	

	“Heather,” her voice was calm, but scary. “Stop.”

	

	And just like that, like pure magic… *crunch!* My labia hardened and my pussy sealed itself shut. The movement was so aggressive I felt my clit being pulled out of me by a fucking wrench. “God!!” My raised my head up higher and leaned back further, feeling my eyes bulge and my sight blank as I stuck my tongue out and panted like a bitch who’s just been kicked right in the stomach. That was a pain so sharp I soon felt ice all over my veins. After that, the cold became pleasant, then almost anesthesiac. I could feel my lubes filling my pussy and my womb again, so much that a gentle bulge soon appeared on my belly, and the agony soon returned—a pleasurable pain so intense I quickly felt my lower body numb.

	

	“Cock.” The giantess grunted, and I snapped back to reality like I had just been slapped hard in the face.

	

	“W-w-wha…” I shut my eyes and shook my head. “What??”

	

	The giantess was doing her best to keep her end of the bargain: no words, no nothing. Just us and her body! Still, trying to give us a leverage, she briefly pointed to her monster cock, which still rest fully soft on the ground.

	

	My eyes doubled in size. In a way, it was like seeing that cock for the very first time. Every time, actually, was a new, epic discovery: she had so much cock a single look couldn’t take it all—nor two, nor three, nor dozens of looks, for that matter.

	

	Attracted to it like a magnet, I crawled to that beastly penis, reaching out to touch its mighty crown with my palms. “Eeh… eeep!!” I squealed like a little rat or a squirrel. The heat…! The heat emanated from that beast… it was so fucking ridiculous! Her urethra was easily one inch long, spewing fat, juicy lubes like a hose on very low-pressure. The cock laid on the ground like a sleeping anaconda, so huge it easily reached down and past her knees!

	

	I laid my palms over her fist-sized head. I stretched my fingers as wide as they could get, and I still could only cover little over half her motherfucking penis. «No. Wait…» I cleared my throat. I tried to grab that penis and straighten it. The monster rested in a gentle “S” shape, and I wanted to see it straight to accurately measure it. “Oh, my god!” I tried pulling it by the head, but the monster bulged so little! That thing was literally like trying to pull a goddamn truck! “Fuck!” I put both of my hands on it. Only then could I actually encircle the whole goddamned girth of that beast! “Oh, my god!!”

	

	The penis could sense my presence; it could smell me, as well as react to the slightest of my touches. As soon as I gripped it with both hands, it spewed whole bottles of precum on my body. “Stop! Oh, god!” That prick was a fucking machine! As it shot load after load of translucid pre-jizz, it made grave thuds, like some kind of military weapon. My head was hit by a single load, and that alone was enough to cover it completely, almost suffocating me with goo.

	

	My body was like I’d fallen on an ocean of transparent hell: from head to toes, passing through my gorgeous abs, my monstrous boobs, and my tree-trunk thighs, damn!, I was covered by well over an inch of precum. “Fuck!” I had to eat that motherfucker to give my face some breathing room. Still, it was a futile venture: the lube flowed down so slow and dense that it completely filled my throat, like I had the world’s second biggest and longest dick stuck inside me! I tried spitting it out, but the beast was so fucking hard and sticky! Jesus! I wouldn’t be so desperate even if I drank industrial glue straight from its furnace. «Fucking… hell!!» My abs hardened. My entire body throbbed. «Fuck!»

	

	I leaned forward and flexed my muscles the hardest they had ever been flexed. With the mighty contraction, the goo was finally expelled from my throat: *goooorsh!!!* It spilled from my mouth and nose, splashing over the gigantic penis, which only throbbed in response. The donkey dick remained soft and mostly idle; if any image ever spelled “unimpressed” more clearly, it was that dick laying so soft, almost staring at us with an air contemptuous, seignorial arrogance to it. «Is this really the best you can do?» The monster penis seemed to speak to me. «I ain’t even pumping!»

	

	I heard the woman’s balls throbbing and saw—literally saw!—the loads of semen filling them up. The cracks grew below them, and every minute they sank just a little lower on the ground. The balls were already huge—ostrich eggs!—but their weight was the one thing that increased dramatically in all that madness. Upon seeing those godly testicles, I laid my forehead on the prick’s head, kissing it and licking it as it spewed loads of precum on my face, mouth, and tits.

	

	The whole snake trembled as it shot magnanimous loads of precum. The sheer amount of it was ludicrous. The serpent never got any harder than that, yet for every load it easily rivaled the combined lubrication of fifty men across a whole year. I place my mouth on the top of the crown, stretching my jaw a bit until I was eating about forty percent of its surface area. Have you ever tried to stick a whole fist on your own mouth? And what about when that fist is pretty much the size of a bull’s hove? Well, picture that, and you’ll pretty much picture me trying to eat up that gargantuan dick.

	

	Placing my hands around its mast, I realized that my fingers struggled to touch each other. I could grip the whole monstrous girth, indeed, with both of my hands, yet the tip of my fingers only barely touched. That soft penis easily had over five inches of diameter. “Oh, my god!” I moved slightly away, receiving a mighty facial of precum. Damn, it was like a bucket of gel being shot at high speeds against me! My head even hit my own back, making my neck hurt. “Fuck! You absolute monster of a woman!” I grabbed and touched that penis artfully, seizing it up with my hands. “One palm.” I gulped. “Two palms.” My heart stopped briefly. “Are you seriously three palms long?”

	

	I could hear her humorous chuckles, though they were almost indistinguishable from her grunts of pleasure. While I worshiped that mighty dong, Veronica did an incredible job on the woman’s tits: “fecundate me!” She commanded with authority, moving up Jamila’s torso and laying atop her breasts. What the fuck was she doing? “I want you to hose your gallons of milk straight in my womb!” With those words, she laid her mouth on the giantess’s left tit while mounting her right tit with her crotch. She positioned her cunt atop her squirting nipple, and then crammed herself in it like she would a fat dick.

	

	The nipple penetrated her, and the subsequent hoses of milk made her howl like a she-wolf in heat. Damn, that sight! What a spectacle it was to see the loads of milk splashing from between her legs, and her belly gently bulging every time massive loads of milk were squirted deep into her womb. “Oh, my goddess!!” Needless to say, she was cumming. Oh, boy, how much and how hard she was cumming! “I can feel your milk in my womb! Goddess!! It’s taking up everything!” She became speechless. What was happening inside her surpassed even her wildest expectations: “no! Oh, no!! I can feel it… fuck!!!” Orgasms and orgasms and orgasm… “Your milk is thicker than any semen I’ve ever sucked! Jesus fucking Christ!!” The milk was slushing out of her over-stretched, over-filled cunt. Literal gallons of it formed a massive pool around our bodies. I could see the waves splashing on the ground, making the puddles (or lakes) grow and grow and grow. Steam was rising everywhere. That milk was so hot it bubbled! Veronica’s belly be gan to grow, the gentle bulge becoming an obscene pregnancy. “Fuck!! Heather!!” Tears flowed out. “She’s in my womb!” The orgasms were so many that, for every word she said, there was a solid minute or two of just screaming, crying, gasping, panting, moaning, and shouting her lungs out in pleasure. “Heather! My eggs!! Her milk is in my fucking eggs!!”

	

	As if to demand her full focus and concentration, the left tit between her arms shot up a massive geyser of burning milk on her face, hosing her like the ejaculate of a hundred and one men. She gagged and suffocated on the epic load of milk. Along her sexy, muscular back, I could see the motherly nectar flowing like a river and building a lake along the valley of her spine and between her ass cheeks. The African grunted much louder now, biting her own lips while rolling her eyes intensely.

	

	“You are a goddess.” I confessed out loud, mesmerized by the amazing loads that kept gushing out from her tits and back from Veronica’s pussy. The orgasms my friend experienced were visible from afar: they were clear waves going to-and-fro her pussy, sprawling over every inch of her body. Her muscles trembled and vibrated, and sometimes she lost control of her body, head-banging against Jamila’s right tit or almost pushing herself away from her in a violent muscular contraction, much akin to when we are electrocuted. Still with the penis in my hand, I lost my breath as I saw her losing her words and her control, her eyes sometimes turning to the sigh with pure exasperation, her voiceless being asking forgiveness to the gods, because her orgasms were just that fucking intense.

	

	“Aahee!!” She cried. Devoid of context, it would see like a cry of pain. “Aaahee!!” Her legs stiffened, straightening out like a plank. Her whole body froze while her legs, her hips, and her ass shook like a vibrator with increasing intensity. I could hear the engine-like sound of her shaking, like a heavy metal object being dragged across an uneven and rugged terrain. Squirts exploded out of her pussy while milk came geysering out through her tits. She stuck her tongue out and cried; I never heard anyone or anything scream as she did then: “AAAA-AAA-HUUUU!!!” There was a brief second of silence and frenetic trembling, and then again… “AAAA-AAAAA-HUUUU!!!!”

	

	Squirt, squirt, squirt. She was exploding liquid orgasms through her cunt. There came a point when she literally vomited out the liters of coffee and energy drinks she had taken that morning, prior to our arrival. Thankfully, she had kept her stomach free from any solid food, she wanted to be in peak condition to fuck that unfuckable titan. If she had eaten something, the scene would have quickly become an unsexy mess.

	

	As the liquid vomit burst through her throat, I felt myself a little aroused, honestly. It really resembled semen, as she loved drinking milk or milk-flavored energy drinks. The vomit hosed through her mouth and nostrils, like it would if she had drank literal gallons of semen. She was puking, then screaming again all by the power of those orgasms, which kept building up until all of her body was shaking like under a power-line-burning electrical overcharge. Her screams became higher-pitched until they disappeared altogether, and the only expression of her intense climax—other than the bone-cracking trembling, I mean—were the tears flowing unendingly from her eyes.

	

	A spark of energy flew from her mouth and struck my cunt. A powerful hose exploded from it, lifting my ass off the floor. “FUCK!!!” I felt in myself just a bit of the body-snatching contractions my friend was suffering every fucking second: all of my muscles seized up, and a near-cramping muscular destruction turned my body stiffer and harder than a rock. Then, a second later, it was all over. “FUCK!!!” I screamed the loudest I had done that day—yet not nearly as loud as that titaness would make me scream, that’s for sure. I panted and gasped like I had just run another set of back-breaking marathons. Tears flowed from my eyes, disappearing into the tropical-like rain of my sweat. “Fuck!!”

	

	Openly, I laid my head on that penis, closed my eyes, and just… cried. I cried like a baby, like a pampered trust-fund kid, too humiliated and confused by the dumbfounding perfection of that woman. For a whole minute, maybe longer, I had no movements under my hips. My bladder had unleashed all its content, and in shame I had to feel the warmth of my piss disappearing into the blistering heat of all other fluids. That goddess made us orgasm in an almost metaphysical level! I knew, deep inside, I’d never had a chance of winning, but even then, after I admitted to my weakness, that woman just kept throwing us one curve ball after another, revealing to us just how fucking outclassed we truly were!

	

	We were the two strongest “normal” humans on planet Earth, and still we were driven to paraplegic condition merely by worshiping her body! “My goddess!!” My state of lust was beyond disgraceful. “My sexual titan!!” My tongue darted out of my mouth on its own, wrapping itself around the girth of the cock. I gargled and I salivated, spreading my ooze like butter along that marvelous member. “Fuck!!” My cunt squirted out juices of power; pure, distilled feminine pleasure that felt both inevitable and unforgiving. «I have to stop them!» My inner voice strongly scolded me, and I willed my labia shut by focusing tremendous amounts of energy down to my hips—not all my energy, though, for another huge amount was reserved for my tongue and the divine worshipping of her member. “Jesus!!” With inch after inch of tongue unfurling, I felt my mouth wrapping itself on that cock like a snake.

	

	The giantess seemed to like that very much. “Wroom!!” I heard from her throat, like a powerful roar held back, a grunt unlike anything we had ever heard before—like the rumbling of the Earth itself, or an even bigger, mightier beast finally awaking form within her. «Jesus Christ, what… what power!!» I felt my juices building again, yet I shouldn’t underscore my power at that moment: with over ten inches of goddess tongue wrapped around that member, I felt it monstrous structure throb and harden around my flesh.

	

	The beast was coming alive, and all because of the touch of my tongue! «Do you like my member, master? I will show you…» I thought, yet even my train of thoughts was broken by the intense gaggling inside my throat and pressure growing in my chest—it wasn’t easy, after all, to move a fifteen-inch-plus tongue around, and the more inches I stuck out, the harder it became to control that monster, or to keep the same degree of strength evenly across all the many inches. «I will show you, you arrogant cunt, that I too have a member worthy of praise.»

	

	Proud, fearless inches unraveled from my mouth as my tongue completed a whole lap around that gigantic crotch-python, going on strong for a second lap, so sturdy and willful that it managed to lift the titanic penis out of the ground!

	

	My hands moved forward, my arms too looking like snakes. The ground kept cracking under the giantess’s motions, yet it was specifically the weight of her genitals (and nothing else!) that made it crack so hard and so much. «Damn!!» My eyes were probably as big as those Japanese animation characters, and shining just like cartoons, once they focused again on the woman’s mountainous balls.

	

	My hands laid on them. The energy! “GOD!!!” Few were the words I could utter with so many inches of my tongue out and so much pleasure building inside me. I was orgasming already, and maybe I’d been orgasming the entire time without even noticing, but that orgasm—or rather, those endless multiple orgasms—were definitely of a different, more insidious kind than the orgasms I usually experienced. Without being able to release my feminine cum, I was being eaten alive from inside out by the all-consuming, hungry heat of my raging pussy. Every single nerve cell of mine was over-aroused, exploding with power, yet my pussy was again shut as a bank vault, with ocean loads of girl cum making my belly bulge. «Jesus!!!» Instead of cum through my pussy, them, tears came out squirting through my eyes. «Fuck!!» Even all the strength of my pussy muscles, of course, couldn’t hold back all the creamy jelly inside me: from between my uber-muscular legs, a steady stream of cum flowed. It would keep flowing just like that, a massive as the Mississippi river, until that giantess finally penetrated me and… made me unload it all!

	

	Yet back to the penis: the strength of my tongue was enough to lift that monster off the ground, and once my palms met the throbbing surface of her semen bags… all world disappeared around me. Her heavy, powerful, ultra-virile sperm makers were hot! In fact, they were burning: smoke and steam burst from under my hands, which would have been burned to a crisp if not for my superpowered nature. At that moment, I think I could bathe on an active volcano and get off from it while a mild tan at worst.

	

	Those balls were superior to such a raging volcano, however. Their size was—how do I put it—both massive yet perfectly proportional to the goddess’s huge body. They weren’t abnormally huge—depending on what you consider to be an “abnormality,” of course—, making the woman’s crotch look like some disfigured monstrosity, but instead they were two gargantuous, gorgeous seedmakers as big as ostrich eggs (actually, a litte bigger), and each as heavy as ten basketball-sized spheres made entirely of titanium. «By god! I can’t lift them!!» I tried to sneak my finger under her eggs, but couldn’t do it; the eggs were so heavy they were all but glued to the floor, making it crumble further as endless loads of heavy sperm were released inside them.

	

	Filled with admiration and literally shedding tears of awe, I slid my tongue back and left her penis heavily and loudly fall back on the ground. *Slurpt!!* My tongue came back to my throat so hard I felt as if I’d been penetrated by that giantess already. However, there was no thud; no fall from the monstrous penis back on the ground. As I looked up to it, I realized the monster was dangling at a fifteen-degree angle in relation to the floor.

	

	The goddess was getting aroused! Our bodies were finally fulfilling tier purposes! With louder and more frequent growls, the titaness tacitly gave us her command not only to continue, but to redouble our efforts. Veronica came back from her soul-shattering orgasms with a long bang—making the result of all her muscles nearly snapping at once—followed by a long and terrifying silence. Her whole body, once stiff and vibrating like a metal rod, melted on the African’s chest like a piece of molten cheese, and I could see the steam of her panting breath leaving her mouth and nose as she recovered her strength, looking so funny with her eyes rolled up and her tongue rolled out.

	

	She too had an amazing tongue—more like a mouth-penis, just like mine—and she decided to make the best use of it on her “second round.” “I will make…” She took a deep breath, trying to stand on all fours on the African’s wide, muscular bosom. “I will make you cum… so much!!” She inserted her cunt again on Jamila’s left tit, making her grunt, and attacked her right breast with her mouth and tongue.

	

	She was not kidding. I wondered where the fuck she’d got so much determination and energy from! The orgasms she had experience would be enough to take down an army of women and power all of Manhattan, yet there she was, crazier than I’d ever seen her before, sliding inch after inch after ungodly inch of her tongue on the African’s right breast, trying to wrap it all around its widest girth.

	

	She failed, of course, but still it was an impressive sight to see her seventeen inches of blonde Barbie muscular tongue embracing and squeezing that enormous boob. She went to work with her fullest might, every muscle in her body stimulating that woman’s chest: her thighs throbbed and boomed as they squeezed gallons of milk of the left tit, her nostrils exploded with the milk her mouth gulped greedily from the endlessly squirting right tit, which her tongue worked out with all its ultra-muscular inches. The rest of her body, meanwhile, worked to divert enough energy to these activities, shaking and curling, bending and hardening like the pistons of an engine. She curled up and stretched out like an industrial machine, her abs bloating to over a dozen in her over-muscular, sweat belly, and her own tits exploded with so much milk on the goddess’s bosom that pints of it splashed on my face, soon contributing a great deal to the milky lake around us.

	

	For every gallon of milk she squirted, of course, the giantess lactated at least four. There was no way in heaven or hell for any of us to come close to her—but that didn’t stop us from trying. Oh, no, it didn’t!

	

	With my mouth free from her penis, I saw the monster rise and rise, ever so slowly, so hard to please, but already the most massive and mastodontic cock I’d ever witnessed in all my life. “Goddess!!!” I vocalized my amazement. “Your cock is like the penises of my past thirty lovers!! None of them was shorter than nine inches or thinner than two-and-a-half inches wide, yet your cock… your monstrous, muscular god-cock!... is already worth all their penises combined! Indeed,” I fondled that elephant-like phallus with my elbow, “I might be underplaying its greatness! You’re barely fifteen percent hard, my goddess, yet your cock is already over thirty inches long!” That beast grew and grew and grew, literally as thick as a telephone pole, yet the penis was barely a fifth of its full hardness, the veins pumping so much blood at such intensity and heat I could literally hear the heavy chugs inside them: *chuuuuug! Chuuuug!* “Damn!!” I was again overwhelmed by the multiple sensations. “Your balls!! Look at them grow!

	” I licked my lips. “You semen-filled, horse-sized stud!!”

	

	Her balls bloated in my hands, almost crushing the tips of my fingers on the ground. The cracks, of course, they grew too, and my tongue rolled out of my mouth again, almost on its own, to wrap itself around that magnanimous cock once more. I was trembling with heat in every pore. The touch, the texture, the sensations of having such a god cock in my face, such titan balls on my hands… fuck! I was the most blessed bitch in the world.

	

	“Ahee!!” Very wimpy and feminine, I growled. My tongue slobbered all over that prick again, with pints of saliva covering one tenth of its surface—but it was okay, it was fine; we’d have all the time in the world to worship that hermaphrodite diva.

	

	I spread my fingers and laid my hands on those balls, pushing into them and squeezing them just to feel their absurd hardness. How the fuck was that possible?? They were both flesh and iron; just beneath their surface, I could feel the glanding throbbing and moving around, pumping unsurmountable amounts of seed around the testicles, yet at the same time I felt like touching a surface of iron.

	

	I squeezed her right ball so hard I made my whole arm ripple and harden. Damn, my muscles looked good! Thick veins covered my arm just to give it enough strength to touch that mighty testicle, and inside it I both felt and heard the streams of jizz coursing so slow and powerful. The beasts made sounds like heavy chugs flowing along: *chug! Chug! Chug!* I could taste the semen in my mouth already, for that sperm was clearly the world’s thickest, and the goddess had clearly endless loads of it.

	

	“Is that…?” I was almost speechless. “Are these your sperm cells??”

	

	I could feel them! Like little tadpoles, trillions of them for every cubic inch of her virile breeding equipment, yes, I could feel her sperm cells literally swimming with their endless energy! The monstress chuckled—every chuckle a powerful grunt—and then I realized she was dying to show off to us, to tell us just exactly how superior her sack and her semen were.

	

	But, alas, she was really true to her world: not a word, not a conscious movement, nothing. Just her body and ours, waiting so eagerly for us to make her groan!

	

	Veronica was almost all sore and cramped as she worked out the giantess’s tits. I could see her muscles bloating and making painful noises, bone-shattering cramps spreading through her mighty mare-like muscles in waves of sheer agony, her mouth hanging open and her twenty inches of tongue shaking like a snake caught up on an electric fence, all because the pain and the orgasms were both so intense.

	

	The monstress tits squirted milk as high as the ceiling. The whole room was hazy enough so we couldn’t see any further than a couple of feet away. The ceiling—whatever part of it remained intact and uncracked—drip with milk and sexual fluids. We were laying on a hot, steamy lake of sexual filth, and such lake wasn’t any deeper only because her palace was so great, and also because, well, we hadn’t even started fucking for real. Actually, we hadn’t even begun the preliminaries per se, for our host, our goddess, shit!, she still wasn’t even aroused!

	

	“You damn… giant!!” With a burning on my chest, I unfurled inch after inch after inch of goddess tongue around her prick. “I will show you my power!” Faster and harder, I stimulated her balls, and those monstrosities rumbled, boomed, and throbbed with literal gallons of semen being dumped inside them by the second. The internal stream of seed made my hands tickle. I could feel the sperm cells both faster and angrier, with constant clouds of steam rising from her stallion genitalia, all because they were so eager to fecundate!

	

	As I licked, sucked, and massaged her, I felt a slight bump on the balls towards my direction. The sperm cells were swimming towards me. «By the goddess! What power!!» I could feel their bloated, hard heads pressing against the iron skin of her testicles, trying to swim into my hands, piercing my body like mighty bullets of pure virility, fecundating me straight from my guts, piercing and thrashing me like instruments of sheer destruction. Those sperm cells, if unleashed on my stomach, would certainly pierce its walls and penetrate my insides just so they would get to my womb.

	

	I felt the terror and the fear that came with being near a giantess whose power was beyond even her own control. I snuggled those balls much harder, applying a kind of pressure that would literally crush stones into dust; to the giantess, though, that touch was nothing but a breeze. “Mmrr!!” She hummer, so animalistic. “Mmm!!” Her pleasure was finally becoming decent. The sweat spread around both me and Veronica, getting lost in the much larger puddles of filth, yet all that effort, of course, was just to give that giantess the same amount of pleasure she would get by fingering herself for about thirty seconds. We were so fucking outclassed.

	

	«My goddess!!» I squeezed her prick with my tongue, forcing the monstrous endowment much higher. The monster was now over thirty-five inches long and eight inches thick—as thick as the biceps of a very fit (if not over-muscular) dude, and growing thicker by the second. The veins made it look and feel even thicker, even harder, like the leg of a bodybuilder. My twenty-five inches of succubus tongue did their best to stimulate that beast, but it threatened to rip it from my mouth at every second. “Mmrr!!” The goddess grunter faster, faster, and faster! The ground cracked, our bodies sank, and the entire house trembled as she slowly, very slightly began to lift her crotch from the ground. Victory was near! I could feel it.

	

	“Bull!!” I spoke with my tongue out. The burning in my chest was like a Californian firestorm: I wrapped thirty inches of python-tongue around that cock and made my best to add even more inches to it, but I knew I was nearing my limit. “You’re a bull!!” Changing my tactic, I unwrapped my tongue from that penis and instead guided it towards her balls. As great as they were, her testicles were not so monstrous as to overwhelm my now thirty-three-inches long goddess tongue: I lapped on those balls like a hungry bitch in heat, and then loudly, messily whipped them with the tip of my tongue, causing the giantess to raise her crotch even higher and yelp with agony: “mmm-uuuh!!”

	

	Nah, it wasn’t a yelp, but it was so, oh-so close! Her lips were hardened. The muscles around her chin, flexed and hardened. She was suffering! She was now consciously keeping her mouth shut so that she wouldn’t concede defeat so soon. We, however, were ravenous! Despite all our inferiority, all the Grand-Canyon-like difference between our bodies, our power, our virility, and sexual potency to hers, we were still discovering more power within us than we’d ever imagined before—and this canyon, as large and unsurmountable as it was, was growing narrower by the minute. One day, maybe, it might even be just as small as the cracks on the floor and all over the walls (though I was very sure it would never, ever be shut).

	

	With my hands, I pumped that god cock. “Fuck!!” I crammed my mouth all over her balls, feeling her heat invading all my face and her tadpole-like sperm cells trying to pierce it, swimming so hard against her skin and into myself. “What a stallion-sized dick! What a world-class pussy breaker! Fuck!!” I squirted milk through my tits. “To think of the legions of girls, women, and man you penetrated and deflowered with this monster toll… the countless wombs you bred with your mighty horse seed… fuck!! The whole towns you’ve fecundated with your gallons of seed… god!! I’m cumming!!!” My tits hosed milk, almost as if compensating for my hard-shut pussy. “I’m cumming with your power!!!”

	

	My saliva dripped and drooled all over those balls. There was just too much testicle and too little ooze, though! I smacked my face, banged my head, and whipped my tongue against that heavy sack, and still I needed about five whole minutes to cover with my saliva. Her god-cock was throbbing, growing, standing proud now at thirty-eight inches of leg-spreading, pussy-tearing, womb-wrecking meat, and its angle towards the floor showed me that—finally!—the giantess was at least fifty percent aroused, or even more.

	

	“Mmmrr!!!” Her fingers closed in on the floor. *Crack!!* Huge holes were formed around her fists. The veins both throbbed and expanded on her body, creating a powerful mural of full vascularity. «Hot! Fucking! Damn!» I found myself near another round of pussy-exploding orgasms as I saw that living sculpture gaining such tremendous hardness before me. She was beyond a goddess; she was the whole universe! The veins were usually as thick as fingers, and they sprawled over her body like mighty oil ducts on a land, transporting all the necessary fuel for her full, unbridled power.

	

	Power. Power! What power it was! I felt the most powerful of those veins growing right under my own veins, giving her steel-hard cock a firmness unseen even in the world’s tallest, sturdiest mountains. With a motion as quick and sudden as a lightning strike, then… *bump!!* Her cock rose hard, and rose fully! My hands were almost burned by the sudden attrition, missing the cock for a bit as it stood completely upright, in a ninety-degree angle to her body, and then…

	

	*BAAK!!!* We both jumped. The ground shook. I heard Veronica cry before I saw her body falling over the titaness’s head, and then writhe in pain as a huge red mark had grown in the left side of her waist. She was in so much pain she was almost breathless, yet I couldn’t be too worried about her once I saw the cause of her agony: the mighty penis, in its insane hardness, couldn’t be contained in a “mere” ninety-degree angle, pointing to the ceiling; its strength was so supreme that Jamila’s crotch could only pull the penis further and further and further, making it smack violently against her tits so hard that her entire body actually sank a little on the ground.

	

	*CRAAACK!!!* Like the fall of a meteor, the ground sunk beneath us and the cracks grew wide and plentiful at all directions. Sections of the walls fell nearby; they were followed by large chunks of the ceiling collapsing: *boom! Boom! Pow!!* Her mansion was being eroded, pulverized like a sand castle, yet the goddess could only smile in that state, finally starting to feel a pleasure worthy of her size.

	

	Her balls throbbed and roared like engines; I felt their insane heat on my tongue. Steam came out from under my tongue, the powerful semen inside burning so hot it instantaneously vaporized my saliva! “You goddess!! You monster of power!!” I ground my face harder against those monster balls, feeling her sperm massaging my cheeks. “God!! Please, my goddess, let me cum!” The juice was oozing through my pussy! Inside, I felt my womb drowned in girl-cum! My belly was bumped like it carried a four-month-old pregnancy, and the juices felt as heavy as a small melon stuck up on my cunt.

	

	The goddess only grunted, however, with her lips trembling and her breath growing fast-paced and desperate. All around us, the crater kept growing: *crack! Crack! Crack!!* She kept clutching the floor hard enough to turn it into dust; whenever the stone was ground down to atoms, she had to grab a new batch again, and within seconds she turned it into dust. Smoke was rising from all her pores, and her body was covered by so many thick, throbbing, burning veins it looked like an extra armor of muscles atop her already god-like musculature.

	

	The goddess was much, much closer than I expected! Greedily wanting to take her all by myself, I commanded: “cum! Unleash the mighty semen from these balls! I want to see you, my goddess, I want to witness you unload all the jizz from these mighty orbs!!” Reaching out to her prick on her abs, I masturbated it with my whole arms; my tongue, in the meantime, savaged her throbbing, bustling balls. “By god, how much semen to you have!! Fuck! These monsters are changing shape thanks to all the heavy juice you’re producing!” I pressed the tip of my tongue against her many glands, looking for the source of all that semen. “Fuck!! They’re like machines!! You’re producing cum like a fucking champion, my goddess!! More!!” I bit and battered those bull bastards. “More semen! I’m crazy for your cum, my goddess!! It’s only to be expected from a muscular mare like you!!”

	

	There was a sound; a mighty, gooey sound coming from the tip of her daunting prick! As I raised my head (yet kept lapping those horse testicles with my tongue), I was awash with both excitement and disappointment, all at a very short span of time: excitement, yes, because I thought she had cummed; disappointment, indeed, for I saw it was a massive load of precum.

	

	How powerful was that penis, honestly? Her self-control was beyond divine, and her virility was unlike anything nature could produce: despite being only in her lubricating stage, her penis unloaded buckets of precum with enough pressure to push Veronica’s body all the way to the wall behind her. My poor friend actually crashed on it, and a few pieces of the wall fell over her convulsing body, with the sight of the cracks growing and multiplying giving me almost mind-altering orgasms.

	

	“Yes!! And no!! I don’t want precum, my goddess!!” I assaulted her penis with my arms; all of my muscles, especially my biceps and triceps, throbbed and rumbled just so as to give her a world-class handjob. “I want your fucking semen!!” Under my tongue, her balls roared! The giantess was forced to lift up her hips again from the floor, bringing my whole upper body up with her.

	

	Yet I was ravenous and unforgiving: “I will eat ya!!” Standing on my knees, I gave those balls a crushing massage with my two melons, splashing milk all over them, making her crotch and her elephant-sized genitalia drool with milk like a fucking Niagara Falls. “I will fucking eat all this godforsaken semen!!” I added my elbows to that ball-stimulation, nearly squirting my womb out as I felt the vast masses of her semen nearly repelling my arms—that’s how strong they were!

	

	With my face and arms now on her monster cock, I could finally give it the worship it truly deserved: crushing it with my hands, I wrapped with around with my tongue and pushed my face against it. With a coordinated, triple assault of forearms & arms, lips, and tongue, I blew it!

	

	Out of nowhere, then, the giantess stopped lubing herself.

	

	“AAAAAARRRRHHHHH!!!!!”

	

	My heart stopped. Pieces of the ceiling fell in greater speed. The cracks on the ground grew, and all other sounds soon disappeared as the echo of her roar flew into the distance:

	

	“AAAARRRHH…!!!”

	

	“AAAAARRH….!!!”

	

	“Aaaaaahhh….!!”

	

	“Aaahh….!!”

	

	“Ah….”

	

	I was left speechless, frozen, terrified. That wasn’t the moan of a woman or even the roar of a lion; it was really like a monster the size of a mountain roaring at the depths of the deepest canyon! It was a sound that stirred up the very core of the planet, and around that mansion, from the many trees and vast forests of her property, every single bird took flight and fled in despair; every wild animal ran the fastest their legs could carry them, and volcanoes deep in the Pacific went off thanks to the reverb of her mighty roar on the planet’s magma core.

	

	Her entire, massive body froze in the air, with huge, almost ludicrous holes on the ground around her arms and heels. She supported herself on the floor like a table. Every single muscle of her body trembled, vibrating at an incredible frequency, so fast and powerful it produced a hum that struck both me and Veronica deep in our very guts—a humming so intense and deep that, just like certain frequencies would crack glasses, it threatened to make our insides explode.

	

	Her balls swelled. Those gigantic things were too heavy even for her leather-strong sack; they dangled down until a midpoint between her crotch and the floor, stretching her sack like an elastic. Inside, Olympic-pool’s worth of semen were added. The amount of sperm was so insane that even the hyper-concentrated nature of the fluid could no longer hold back the balls from increasing in size: once as big as ostrich eggs, the balls now swelled bigger, becoming almost as large as basketballs.

	

	The throbbing inside them was constant and tireless. Even with my head away, I could hear the semen being pumped into the ducts like a fucking factory. It was both a hum and a pump; she had a literal machine clocking in sperm twenty-four-seven: *puuump! Puuump!! Huuum… puuump!!”

	

	Just as I thought to attack that monstrous monument of virile breeding power, the monster woman lifted her legs high up in the air, bringing her whole lower body with her until she was backflipping and standing on the ground just by her hands, completing the backflip with a gracious motion to rival even the movement of the greatest of Olympic medalists. Her landing, of course, could only be so graceful: her tremendous weight added two craters to the floor, each over forty inches in diameter around each of her foot.

	

	They were not the only thing forty-inches long in that scene.

	

	There was a constant, powerful hum coming from her breast. The goddess stood tall, upright, perfect. Her muscles remained on the insane hardness they were just before her “moan,” and the veins were now thicker and more plentiful. From afar, I could see the blood flowing, nay, racing inside those veins. If one of them managed to be cut (by a helicopter blade, apparently), it would squirt blood like a fucking hose before her superpowered body shut it instantaneously.

	

	The goddess raised one massive arm and moved her hand gently to her face. With her thumb and her index—both too brimming with fat, throbbing veins—she grabbed her glasses and took them out. “Fine.” She said, clouds of steam coming through her nostrils. “I will fuck you.”

	

	She folded the temples of her glasses delicately with her fingers, only to throw them away one second later on a distant wall, shattering them to dust upon the impact, leaving only a few small cracks on the stone as proof of them having ever existed.

	

	I gulped. With a thunderous roar from her hardening thighs, the goddess lunged towards me.

	



	
Book 2: Seed of the African Futa

	



	
Chapter 1: Eggs and Seed

	

	

	Power. I can only describe what happened to me next like this: power!

	

	It was absolute, unbridled, unsaddled power that which launched itself to me. It was so aggressive, so extreme, so pure, it was almost like the core of the Universe—or God!—revealing itself to me.

	

	Everything happened in an instant. My body was frozen in time. It wasn’t really like blinking and then, *poof!*, it’s gone. No. It was much faster than that: before the electric signal demanding my eyes to shut even left my brain, *boom!*, it all happened.

	

	It was too fast to describe, too fast to remember—yet I will do my best.

	

	Before me, Jamila’s legs swelled to beastly proportions. Those tree-logs of pure muscle were already as thick and powerful as literal bull legs, but once she gathered energy on them, girl!, they became titanic!

	

	The ground exploded under her feet. With a powerful forward jump, almost like a leg-burst of pure, retained energy, she launched herself to my direction like a fucking rocket, and the only thing I felt before I could even think about blinking was… her arm on my stomach.

	

	The goddess didn’t punch me. She would have killed me if she did. Instead, she pulled me with her whole left arm, which was as big as a bodybuilder’s entire leg. I felt those powerful, inhumane, ultra-vascular muscles crushing my own. I was the world’s second biggest, fittest, most muscular mare, yet still I was dwarfed by those powerful muscles of African steel.

	

	Next thing I knew, I was flying up in the air, crushed by the goddess’s powerful hug. Her jump had been frontal, her line of motion forward, but now we both were rising vertically in the air, many feet towards the ceiling on her mansion in less than half a second. It was like… damn! It was like she was flying with superman!

	

	«Superman!» She would have scoffed at my thoughts. I could sense it. Yeah. I could feel it in her body, in her powerful muscle fibers. «I can crush Superman’s balls with my pinky!»

	

	*Bang!* I heard something being crushed and utterly destroyed above me. For a split microsecond, damn, I even thought it was me! I flinched, and my organs all recoiled in fear, my brain being paralyzed by the impression of death, but… no! I wasn’t dead. It wasn’t me she was crushing; it was the ceiling! She had risen so high and so fast that, if she hadn’t blocked the movement with her arm, we both would have crashed into the stone.

	

	*BOOOM!!!* The entire ceiling began to crack and crumble. The giantess looked at me as all the huge pieces of concrete fell and crashed on the ground. Her smirk was unmistakably… victorious! «See how I can squeeze you like a grape. Feel it.» Her grip turned deadly. Her hug… god!! I opened my mouth and tried to scream, but there was no air there. I felt my lungs being crushed, her hug turning them into pancakes. The goddess closed on my neck and licked it. Her tongue had that burning possessiveness of a predator: she gave me one long, wet lick before sucking my neck like she wanted to tear my head out. Before I realized, we were again on the ground, and a huge crater formed around her feet after she touched down.

	

	My feet didn’t touch the ground. I was seven feet-tall, yet that goddess had me lifted up like a baby.

	

	I was cumming. No way I could hold all my cum back any longer. Her licking didn’t make things any easier. She was driving me mad with lust… and power! “I love you!!” I cried like a little bitch. My gigantic tits squirting milk all over hers, as if to signal my ultimate, absolute, and unequivocal submission.

	

	The goddess moved away, and abruptly she let go of me. “Do not cum.” She pointed at my pussy. The thing was so hard and bloated several massive veins were throbbing from it all over my crotch. It’s as if my whole body was diverting blood and energy to keep my pussy lips sealed. You could put a fucking coin in there and it would have been crushed into a sliver of paper sheet. “Do. Not. Cum.” She pointed her finger at my cunt like it was a misbehaving dog. “I command you not to cum.”

	

	My eyes filled up with tears, and the tears then came raining down in an undignified mess. “My goddess!! I want to cum! I can’t take any more of this agony!!” I tried moving my hands to my cunt and fingering all the gallons of squirt out of it, but my arms… oh! My powerful, thick, muscular arms refused to bulge. Granted, my massive tits and gigantic biceps made moving them always a little bit tricky, but that was something else. It was… the words of the goddess… resonating inside me! Inside my very muscles! “My goddess!!”

	

	Every fiver of my being trembled with her words in my nerves: “do not cum! Do not cum!” And then, only to seal my humiliation…

	

	“On your knees.” She said calmly, simply, majestically, and then she pointed down to the floor.

	

	The ground cracked under my knees as they met it with such tremendous force. I didn’t just stop there, though: I threw my forehead against the ground, making the cracks grow up to the goddess’s feet. A puddle of tears soon formed under my face, far away from the even bigger mess of sexual fluids we had let on the ground. “My goddess!!!” I could only cry and whimper like a dog as the goddess turned her divinely muscular back to me and walked so slowly, yet so powerfully to her target.

	

	“I will unleash my seed.” She said matter-of-factly, almost as if stating a universal truth. “My cum! You will see what truly powerful cum looks like.” Her muscles bulged. Every single inch of her was charged with power! A faint, golden aura arose around her. The ground cracked and caved under her feet; at every step it shook, the entire estate rumbled: *boooom!! Boooom! Booom!!* If you haven’t seen a truly majestic, beastly creature before you, you were not prepared for the godly levels of that beast of a woman! I know that, for I wasn’t: “god!! God! God!!” My pussy dripped and drooled madly, but that’s because the pressure inside, if released, would’ve been able to cut through steel!

	

	My pussy, however, remained shut. I could only cry and whimper while the goddess approached the convulsing, orgasming body of my friend Veronica, who at that time was reduced to a quivering climaxing mess on the floor. “J-Jamila!!” She cried in fear and despair as the goddess stood so close to her—all eight feet and a thousand pounds of an African muscular breeding woman-bull.

	

	Her muscles were ripped. Beyond ripped. She was way above perfection itself: you could try and slice her body up with the world’s strongest, finest sword, and the only thing you’d get was a shattered blade. The sulks between her abs, her triceps, her powerful traps and obliques were insane! Those back muscles were so ripped and bloated there wasn’t a thousandth of a millimeter of space left between them.

	

	Tight! She was so absolutely tight! Her gigantic, massive ass, her bloated inner thighs, her dripping, swollen cunt, her bulging, throbbing arms, her dancing, booming back muscles, her ripped, wide neck, her vast, towering shoulders… she was the perfect organism. The pinnacle of mankind. “God!!” I whimpered, nearly cumming (but not cumming at all), feeling the near-orgasm ricochet back into my guts and give me a tremendous, cramping pain. “Aaaa-uuuh…!!!” I whirled on the ground, shaking and trembling, panting and crying—my only ways of release.

	

	“Ahee!!” Veronica whimpered too, though with a big, dumbass smile in her face, being lifted off the ground by the goddess as she grabbed her hair, then dragged her on the wet floor with a slow, steady pace, like a raging caveman dragging his woman to their love abode.

	

	Power. Absolute power. That monster woman had the virility of all the studs on Earth, and we would need many more planets to try and finish comparing to her unashamed fertility. Power, power, power! She was power incarnate! The sounds, the sensations, the trembling and the rumbling of the Earth every time she moved… by the gods!! Who could have dared say, before such wondrous view, that we were not before a literal goddess, a divine superbeing?

	

	The goddess made her way back to me, now with a stone-harsh expression in her face. She appeared to be struggling against the maddening power inside her own body. Her muscles throbbed beyond her control, and the veins kept multiplying, hardening, and inflating as they were tasked with feeding such hungry musculature with ever greater amounts of scorching blood.

	

	Her balls swung so heavily they made coarse sounds for every swing. I could hear them deep in my ears, almost straight inside my brain, like all my organs and viscera resonated with her deep, masculine power: *wruuum! Wruuum! Wruuum!!* It was like the hum of a heavy machine, or a supercomputer at maximum processing power (yeah, yeah, I know; I can be such a nerd sometimes).

	

	Those balls were power. How could they not be? Isn’t a testicle the symbol of ultimate, masculine power, even more so than the penis itself? Testicles mean seed; huge testicles mean loads of it, and that woman… damn! She had the biggest pair of all! Look at those babies swinging! They were almost as huge as my own breasts—two near-basketball-sized tanks of virile sperm, so swollen and dense even the veins of her muscles were sprawling over them. They were such a magnanimous beauty!

	

	“Basking on my testicles, I see.” She smirked, so regal, while drawing much closer to me. I could hear the sperm swimming inside those super testicles. They were so heavy they dangled down to her knees, pulling her sack a full two feet down from her crotch. She stopped before me, with Veronica panting and squirting on her hand. “Touch them.”

	

	I giggled. “My goddess, I’ve already…”

	

	*SLAP!* Damn, if I weren’t so strong, I would have died at that very blow! Her slap made my brain ricochet inside my skull. My jaw was almost dislocated, and my body was filled with a brief, instinctive hatred for that unannounced, almost dishonest blow… but it was okay. She could do anything she wanted to me, for she was my queen, and her power was second to none. “I’m so sorry, my goddess.” I kneeled on her feet, pressing my forehead against them, kissing and licking her toes while she grunted with pleasure. “Please, don’t hurt me again. All I want is to worship you… and serve you.”

	

	Deep chuckled erupted from her breast. Her massive bosom towered over me, casting a titanic shadow over my big, muscular body. “A long way you have come from the platinum Barbie yankee who called me your ‘cheap African slave,’ huh?”

	

	I looked up. Gosh, I would have loved to see her breasts, her arms, her god-like sheets of endless muscle, but ‘em balls… god damn! The massive, throbbing, heavy balls were all I saw! They were so big, dense, and smooth… I wanted to lick them! My hands moved up, shaking like little animals next to a lion’s paws. “Crush me.” I begged her. “You know I am your slave!” The pleasure built inside me, and my arms stopped on their tracks, my muscles bloating and roaring, too fearful to touch that perfect specimen. “Damn! I’m cumming!”

	

	“You’re not. You’re forbidden to cum.” With an effortless movement, the titaness pulled Veronica up by her hair, lifting her until her dripping, squirting snatch was splashing juices on her face. Then, very slowly, she moved one of her massive arms up to her cunt, with her index and middle finger darting towards her sealed lips. “Look up.”

	

	“My q-queen…!!”

	

	I was so fucking aroused.

	

	“Look. Up.”

	

	I did. She penetrated my friend. “AAA-OOOH!!!!” Her eyes almost popped; her body nearly exploded with the avalanche of orgasms that simple fingering gave her. Veronica was 6ft5in tall, and weighed the same a little newborn elephant, all in pure, divinely-crafted muscles, yet under the goddess’s touch she was just a kitten high on catnip, squirming and purring while pussy unloaded epic gallons of snatch sauce on me.

	

	I closed my eyes and felt the heat overtake my body. My belly had swollen to the size of a melon by that point, with my womb swimming on my own pussy juice. Only dribbles came out of my cunt, with my perspiration increasing thanks to the sheer stress of all that repressed orgasm, yet I felt much better under that bath of cum than on any time before. If anything, that cum was distracting—like I was really pleased to see my friend receiving all the orgasms I so desperately wanted to unload, almost as if I could feel those orgasms myself.

	

	“My queen! My goddess!” I leaned back and raised my head, supporting myself with my arms on my back and my knees on the floor, taking that whole bath of cunt sauce on my entire body, feeling my eight-pack washboard abs being literally washed by the creamy, goopy soup of my friend’s arousal.

	

	I heard schlepping sounds coming from above, and I knew those were the sounds of her fingers masturbating my friend. Veronica screamed and shouted, then roared and growled for a while, but then her screams grew into a feverish high-pitch until they disappeared completely, letting her to experience those planet-destroying orgasms in silence, straight on her soul, more pleasure, cum, and climax that all mammals on Earth could endure in their entire lives.

	

	A new universe was being born inside of her. I could see that by the trembling and swelling of her muscles, as well as the gargantuan inflation of her tits. “Do not lactate.” The goddess commanded, and Veronica’s nipples became harder than steel, heading the command of her powerful, almost masculine voice. “I’m going to insert my finger up your cervix, and you’re going to experience ten multiple orgasms while not unloading a single drop of tit-juice.”

	

	There were no words after that; no threats of what would happen to her if she disobeyed; all there was… was action, with the deeper penetration of her finger just like she said she would do, followed by the strike of the cervix and the silent, agonizing suffering of an endless-orgasming Veronica. The sounds that came from her were only gasps and whiffs of air. The poor creature was drooling, her tongue lolling out of her mouth only to rest on her massive, turgid breasts, then shiver like a dying animal.

	

	The goddess leaned on to her tongue and bit it, pulling it to her mouth like a noodle and slurping on it. “Amazing tongue for frail white Caucasians like you.” She said while stimulating her cervix, so relentless. “Your genes are superior. You truly are the finest specimens of your race. Your texture, your size, your muscles…” She licked Veronica’s boobs, followed by the muscular walls of her shoulders and her thick, vein-ridden neck. “I admire you. Unleash all your load, my dear Veronica.”

	

	A powerful scream burst from my friend’s mouth, muffled, however, by the even more intense roaring of her snatch: *sploooooorrshh!!!* It felt like my body would sink on the ground as the intensity of her pussy-bath grew as great as a burst fire hydrant, and I imagined myself drinking whole pools of female nectar straight from a fireman’s hose. «By god! Veronica’s cream is so heavy! So pure, so dense, so sweet! I never felt the lubes of a vagina, the cum of a woman this thick and gooey, like honey itself!»

	

	I drank liberally from the juice, making my belly grow even bigger. The juice splashed loudly on my stomach, adding to the gallons of precum from the goddess’s dick. I looked like I was carrying eight-month-old tripplets! My friend also looked the same, though she was deflating fast as she unloaded her cum. “Ahh!!” She yelped. “Gaaah!!” Sometimes, she sounded like a little, hurt puppy. She was trying to say “goddess,” or to praise that gargantuan sexual titan in some way, but everything inside her was paralyzed by orgasms, her throat muscles electrocuted by an endless stream of “cum! Cum!! Cum!!!”

	

	Her snatch sprayed gallons on me. As I was showered by a true waterfall of female pleasure, a growing power roared much deeper and hotter in front of my body. I was even taken away from the burning wetness of Veronica’s sauce, attracted to the deep rumbling of Jamila’s body. «Oh, yeah!» I was reminded of just how fucking aroused that titaness was! «Her body is a monument!»

	

	Every muscle of hers was hardened. Every! Muscle! It was painful to imagine such hardness on my own body, really; like an extreme form of cramp, so strong it would twist and break every bone of my body. Pff! I tremble just for imagining that, but in that woman such incredible hardness was nothing but the most erotic shit I’d ever seen.

	

	Muscles atop muscles! Every fiber highlighted and trembling, vibrating with incredible power! The clear cuts of her muscles were like cruise engines, making deep, penetrating noises on their own. I could feel their vibrations in my skin, along with the rumbling and the throbbing of her monumental genitalia.

	

	The balls, well, I already talked about them right? They were as huge as bowling balls, and definitely twenty times as heavy. I laid my hands under then and felt the semen swirling inside. «Fuck!» My belly bulged just a little, with the snatch juice piling up inside me. “God!!” In the meantime, Veronica kept raining her cunt sauce on me. Those were bathtubs-worth of girl-jizz, yet now my attention was solely focused on the balls—or rather, the virile treasure they contained.

	

	The semen was hot, hot, hot! Hot and heavy, like only prime-quality jizz should be. Waves of power sprawled over the woman’s muscles, her biceps bulging and booming as she vigorously fingered Veronica. Her body was wet, dripping with sexual fluids, yet she wasn’t sweating; that was actually just the condensation of the air around her. «It takes an army of men to tire this goddess out.» I looked up to her and trembled upon finding her looking down at me. “Goddess!!” I blurted out, with the fire consuming my cunt. Then, very subservient, so immensely happy for being allowed this gesture, I laid kisses on those gargantuan testicles while running my hands up her humongous… “Goddess! Your seed is so hot! You’re ready to fecundate!”

	

	A smile slowly cracked on the edges of her lips. “What do you think of my cock?”

	

	I looked up to her monster member. It was forty inches long, seven inches wide. “This is the penis of Shiva. The cock of Allah.” I ran my tongue up that veiny, throbbing member, all while hearing the strong guttural sounds my goddess produced. “You know you have no cock of an animal, but the breeding rod of a literal goddess.” I spread my legs wide open, sitting on a full-split on the ground—a gesture so strong my pussy was almost ripped open from my crotch, nearly allowing a rocket-strong jet of lubes to unload. Still, my fat, gorgeous lips kept clinging to that rod. My drool was vaporized upon contact with that turgid member. It was fat, and above all, it was hot! “I beg you, my queen, that you unload your heavy seed on my womb.” I massaged my bloated belly, feeling the incredible heat of my eggs on the sides of my hips.

	

	Rolling my eyes in pleasure, I came (without squirting) upon the thought of my redoubled fertility. “I’m in heat! It would be two weeks until I was actually fertile, but the presence of your body, the touch of your testicle… goddess!!” I felt my ovaries literally throbbing under my skin! “Can you hear them?”

	

	Her smile became wider and cockier. “I can, my mare. You’re producing eggs overtime.” She lifted her head up, rearranging her hair over her shoulder—all the while, remember, my friend Veronica was squirting her guts and lungs out, having the orgasms of a lifetime at every single second (and getting harder by the minute!) She’d been squirting for about two minutes now, and would squirt (or rather, hose) for many minutes more. “Lay your hands on my balls. Leave them there.”

	

	“Oooh!” A high-pitched yelp came out of my lips. I was undignified, but also content with my new station in life. In any other moment, such submissiveness would’ve be worthy of suicide; before that superior specimen, however, that genetically perfect African breeder, damn, it was only natural! “Your eggs…!”

	

	“Shut up.”

	

	I laid my forehead on the burning testicles and exclaimed: “sorry, my goddess.”

	

	Chuckles burst from her breast, yet also grunts of barely-contained arousal. “Can you feel my semen burning for your wombs?”

	

	I pressed my fingers on the testicles, feeling the sink only a few thousandths of millimeters in those monstrous sperm tanks. At the surface of my skin, then, I felt them! The sperm! Hundreds of trillions of genetically superior, hyper-active sperm cells swirling at ten times the speed of normal sperm cells. Even the size and strength of those virile bastards was leagues ahead of even the strongest stud who’s ever unloaded inside me! It was weird… and it was hot! I could literally sense the shape and the energy of every individual bastard. “M-my queen!!” My mouth uttered on its own, and my tongue couldn’t resist that energy without sliding between my lips and giving that gorgeous sack one long, wet, drooling lick.

	

	“Grrrr-mmm!!” The titan growled and roared. “How strong is my sperm?”

	

	My entire body shuttered, with my muscles booming under the pussy-shower of my friend while the answer burned brightly on my head. “Words can hardly describe them. A single cell of your heavy batter is worth the entire loads of ten thousand men!”

	

	“Fifteen-thousand, actually, but your senses are keen, my American lover.” She then did something that warms my heart ‘til this day: moving Veronica up her right shoulder, she changed hands in her pussy. My friend cried and shouted just like I expected her to, but the goddess’s words never failed to control her like a puppet: “quiet. Bite my neck. Support yourself on my shoulders.” With her right hand, she went back to fucking her pussy. “You’ve got a lot of juice to give, my dear cunt.” She kissed her neck, and Veronica exploded on her hand. “Come on. Come for momma. I love feeling your juice. You’re such a fertile, wonderful mare.”

	

	She bit her earlobe and made out with it, licking and pulling it with the mastery of a lover who’d consumed dozens of women by the day. Veronica’s hips shook like they were about to explode with the overdose of energy they were filled with, and her pussy—as you’d imagine—unloaded jets so strong of steamy sauce that at times it was hard for me to even hear my own thoughts.

	

	With her newly freed left hand, then, the goddess fondled my cheeks. “You’re so spectacularly beautiful, Heather.”

	

	My eyes were filled with tears as my ears were blessed with those words. “You’re wrong, my goddess. I’m ugly. There is no beauty outside of yourself. I…” I brought my elbows together, as if trying to hide my massive breasts in shame. “I’m feel so fucking disgusting next to you.”

	

	“Yes. It’s a nice feeling to have.” Her hand descended upon my neck, fondling the upper bumps of my bosom. “You’re putting yourself in your place. Nice.” With a pinch on my nipples, she made them squirt milk while I panted like a pussy in heat. “For a Yankee, however, and for a regular human-mare, you’re indescribably beautiful. I will love showering you with my seed, and filling every hole of your body with my steamy, powerful semen.”

	

	Juice escaped my cunt. I almost lost it again. “Aaa-aaa-aahhee!!!” I was cumming regularly, powerfully, but my belly only got bigger as he gallons of squirt were perpetually locked within me.

	

	The goddess flexed her muscles, making her veins bloat to unimaginable thickness and lengths. “If I lay a single drop of sperm on your womb—a drop as tiny as a needle head—, how many kids are you going to give me?”

	

	“Seven!!” I shouted without a doubt, biting and sucking her massive sack soon after. “I will birth seven strong, muscular, virile children from a single drop of your heavy load!!” My tongue swirled out of my mouth on its own and licked my lips loudly, right before plunging on the goddess’s balls and cock and slobbering all over them with prodigious amounts of goo.

	

	A deep rumbling sprawled from the goddess’s crotch up to her shoulders and her head, followed by a greater hardening of her muscles and swelling of her veins. “Grrr!!” She growled, biting her lips. As I opened my eyes, I saw her elephant dick throb and vomit a jaw-dropping load of precum between her tits (the dong was so huge it penetrated her massive tits, its head resting right in the middle of them), and the load burst all over the goddess’s gigantic, milk-filled bosom, flooding my face and making me fight for breath. Aside from that, though, I also saw her raised eyebrow—a sign of her impressed, even proud expression. “Impressive.” She fondled my face, her powerful fingers quite able to rip my face from my skull with the slightest pinch. “Your estimate is the same as mine—though I do believe, my strong, fertile mare,” with stronger massages on my neck and shoulder, the goddess sent waves down to my uterus, “you can birth eight, even nine children at a time with these strong eggs of yours.” Her hips buckled forward, pressing her world-class, semen-full eggs against my face. “Can you feel them?”

	

	“Oh, goddess!!” I kissed and sucked those massive orbs, rolling my eyes in lust-filled despair. “Fuck yeah, I can feel ‘em babies!”

	

	“No, cunt.” She slapped me. “Your eggs, not mine.”

	

	“Oh!” Immediately, then, the image of my insides revealed itself so clearly in my mind. My voice was almost ecstatic: “yes, my goddess! I can feel… oh!” I was amazed! “I can feel my fucking eggs!!”

	

	Laying one hand on my turgid belly, I felt the throbbing of my ovaries. They were amber red, like wildfires raging, churning out more eggs for sweet, lovely fecundation than any woman would on a lifetime. “Goddess!” I licked her balls in gratitude. “You’re such an aphrodisiac! I can feel my insides teeming with life! I…!!” Words almost eluded me. “Damn!! I can feel them! So many eggs swirling in my womb, like the semen in your testicles!” I crammed my face on her balls, unloading more jets of squirt inside myself and making my belly bulge harder as a result. “Fuck, I can taste your sperm from here!” I bit that gorgeous sack and pulled its sperm-ridden skin. “They’re so powerful! I bet a single sperm cell of yours can fecundate all of my eggs, if you wanted to!”

	

	“Bitch…!” She grunted and stopped. The stiffness of her body was amazing. Then again… “uurh!!” She let out a moan of pleasure. Another moan! It was easy to forget her stone-crushing arousal by only listening to her calm voice. As I heard the ground cracking, I looked to her feet and saw that she was standing on top of her toes, with more powerful veins covering each of her calves than they would the whole body of a professional weightlifter. “You have…!!” She was almost without breath! Flames were literally burning inside her nostrils! “…no fucking idea!”

	

	She pushed me out. *Boom!!* I was thrown back by a simple push not even of her full hand, but only of the tip of her fingers, and still that felt like a powerful punch on my face. “Aahh!!” I coughed on the ground, with squirts escaping even the steel-bending tightness of my labia. “Goddess!!!”

	

	The queen was almost out of control. I could see, from my submissive position, every cell in her body used to contain her raging, almost deadly arousal. “Fucking whores!!” She said, and then she grunted in her native tongue. She even seemed to curse in several different languages, including French, German, Swahili, Spanish, Hindi, Chinese (both Mandarin and Cantonese), Japanese, Javanese, and a bunch of different tongues I had no idea existed. «My god!!» I fondled my inner thighs with my hands, knowing that the slightest touch of a single finger in my pussy would unleash rivers-worth of pussy juice. I was so fucking aroused! Not just for that goddess’s body, mind you, but for her superior, genius-level brain. Like… she was perfect in absolutely everything!

	

	And she was mad! Mad like a wild bull in heat! Mad like a lion who’s been challenged to the throne of the pride! Mad like a muscular, powerful, virile male who’s been denied pussy for far too long! Her madness made itself heard and felt by the crumbling of the ground beneath her, the raising of the steam clouds around her body, and the monstrous throbbing of her balls and prick. *Boom! Boom! Boom!* It was like her sex was about to explode.

	

	With veins covering every inch of her right arm, she withdrew her fingers from Veronica’s cunt. My friend cried in exasperation, her eyes bulging out, and the folds of her pussy almost dragged from inside out by the power of her loads. Her nectar splashed on the ground like several hoses at full force, and the goddess added to their pressure by tightening the hug around her waist with her horse-like muscles. “Veronica.” She laid her deep words on my friend’s ears. “Do you want my seed?”

	

	“YEEE…!!!” Poor, sex-crazed cunt! She couldn’t even complete a single word. The gushing of her cunt muffled all other sounds in the environment. The waves of her pussy nectar washed over my feet, surrounding my body in the heat and gooey texture of a female’s arousal. And she just kept squirting and squirting and squirting…!

	

	The goddess moved her to the floor while holding her by the waist with her hands. She was like a weightless doll to her, and there was something very comical in the simple way she manhandled her, almost like a toy.

	

	The power coursing through the goddess’s vein could never be understated. I could see, even amidst those slow, calculated movements, that she was exerting immense strength simply to not kill us both with her raging hormones. «Who the fuck did I ever thought I was to challenge this… this… this beast?!» My eyes were wide open, taking in every inch of her unbelievable body. «She’s almost nine feet tall now. And pure muscle! There are sheets of muscle forming over her muscles themselves! It’s these fucking veins, I swear! It’s like she’s wearing an armor of thick, throbbing veins! By god, she’s got more blood coursing in one arm than a bull would have in its whole body! And her balls…!!» I covered my mouth. «Her balls are almost exploding!»

	

	The goddess grunted and growled while moving my friend so tenderly, laying her knees on the ground more carefully than one would handle a fine piece of ceramics. Then, just like she did to me, she caressed her pretty face and her spectacular hair, smiling while panting and breathing steam on her face.

	

	She could have said something, anything, but gods need no words to impress us mortals, only actions. With very simple, methodical motions, she snuck the fingers of her left hand on my friend’s mouth, forcing her jaw wide open. Then, with her right hand… she grabbed her own penis. “Mmmrr!!” The veins swelled all over her body, the immense power growing nearly unbearable at the mere stimulation of that world-breeder. “Mmrr!!!”

	

	With her biceps and triceps swelling, she forced the 40-inch prick down. The beast was almost unyielding! It took the goddess all the strength in her body to bring the monster down just a few degrees, and then even more power as she stood on the tip of her toes and grunted louder while pushing it, her balls swelling and contracting so hard I could see the several streams of jizz inside them.

	

	The goddess gritted her teeth, with her muscles throbbing as loud as racecar engines. “Ooooaarrh!!!” It was quite weird, in fact, to see her almost losing control. Her penis throbbed and swelled, with her cumslit growing fatter than a thumb. Then, without any announcement… semen emerged from it—or, should I say, it erupted from her prick.

	

	“Wha…” I blinked fast and hard. “What?” A shockwave whipped my body. I fell on my back as the goddess came, with a massive load of white, steamy broth exploding like magma from her breeder. The explosion of jizz was like a long, straight, solid white line coming from her prick instead of the messy, gooey explosion that was a dude’s cum—even from a very strong, virile man.

	

	It took the jizz less than a tenth of a second to hit the ceiling, and once it did, well… the destruction was inevitable. *BOOOOOM!!!!* It felt like an illusion, really, all that absurdity that I witnessed: the jizz shot through the ceiling like a laser, not just wrecking it, but utterly pulverizing it! It did not stop on that floor, by the way, but it continued just as strong through the second, then the third, then the fourth, then the firth floor of that massive mansion, until it finally broke free through the last ceiling in the place, shooting straight up to the sky.

	

	The titaness didn’t roar. She didn’t growl. She didn’t make a fucking sound. Instead, she flexed every single fiber of her body and grew tremendously in size, the number and thickness of her veins and arteries defying even the already-insane values I’d seen previous to her orgasm. The monster penis throbbed to over nine inches in width, with its monstrous length growing by five inches—a 45-inch futa cock unloading such a strong jet of cum it literally looked like thick column of marble. I couldn’t see the movement of the stream! The jizz exploded at literally supersonic speeds, pulverizing further sections of the ceiling as the giantess moved the cock with her hand.

	

	Eventually, with her orgasm becoming just a little less intense, she began to grunt and roar, and a devilish smile appeared in her face, her eyes beaming with absolute power. «Power!» I was hyperventilating. The orgasm within me threatened to destroy me, to wreck me completely, but before such titanic feats of virility I managed to stay put and gawk silently at that divine being cumming so fucking hard. Her balls throbbed with power, the veins pumping seed in unimaginable amounts. After a minute of shooting cum, her cock hardened even further; the veins covered it deeper and forced its cumslit shut, severely breaking the influx of cum. Still, there was too much cum for even the goddess to contain. “Uuurh!!!” With deeper, echoing grunts, she exerted immense power in her torso, funneling her energy down to her crotch.

	

	Her grunts became more animalistic, like a bunch of lions in coitus. The veins throbbed all over her crotch, with virile waves making those arteries around her cock grow immensely thicker and harder. She was applying every joule of energy in her body to shut that bastard up, yet her balls seemed to be in direct competition with her, desperate to unleash as much of that mighty seed as possible. “Do you see, Heather, what a true goddess looks like?!” She shouted, her voice striking orgasms deep in my loins. “Look at my cum!! Look at the virile power of my bloodline!” Then, she roared, and pieces of both the ceiling and the walls cracked and crumbled all over the place.

	

	The stream of jizz was finally halved. The once-straight line became an arch, and the heavy cum finally began to drip and droll on the floor, not just being shot up to infinity. As I looked up to gauge the destruction, though, I saw there was little left to be destroyed anyway: the African goddess, with that single orgasm, had drawn a line of wrecked concrete on all the ceilings and floors above us; if not for its sturdy construction, the mansion would have probably collapsed on our heads. That jet of semen had been so powerful it would literally drill a cave on a mountain, if shot straight against its slope. Not only was the strength of orgasm incomparable, but its volume also added a whole other dimension to the destruction.

	

	As I looked to that side of the mansion, I saw a pool of cum steadily rising on the floor. The goddess was now shooting much slower than before, so the cum had the chance to behave more like a liquid, painting the ceiling and the walls without wrecking then, and piling on the floor like the virile mass of goo that it was.

	

	Clouds of steam as dense as foam covered the environment, and I found myself surrounded by a sea of white gas. The scent invaded me through my every pore, and madly again I orgasmed without squirting, my belly now bulging so it looked I was pregnant of five-month-old triplets, the pain and the pleasure forcing me to convulse on the floor.

	

	I felt something jelly and scorching touching my thighs, then my arms, then the whole left side of my body, then surrounding me completely. I raised my arms and saw it dripping with the goo. I sank my hand on the white mass and felt the virile viscosity between my fingers. Then, I felt it tickle: not just my fingers, but every inch of my skin touched by that virile broth. Those were the sperm cells waddling like tadpoles, fighting to penetrate me.

	

	“God!!!” As I clutched my fingers, I felt the white mass moving deeper into my inner thighs, effortlessly spreading my pussy labia apart and allowing for powerful gushes of orgasm to break free. That monstrous mass was all the goddess’s semen, and her sperm cells were so powerful they made vast volumes of it move around and behave like a sentient being.

	

	“Stand up, dear cunt, otherwise you’re going to be fecundated by my seed.” The goddess commanded matter-of-factly, still unloading hundreds of gallons of man-juice in the air every second. I stood up without a complaint, feeling pain and agony all over my body, totally unable to even think about disobeying the goddess, but even then my action might have been too late: a fist-size mass of semen had clung to my vagina, spreading itself through my labia and penetrating me like blades of seed.

	

	“Fuck!!” I cried and shivered, with my legs shaking so shamefully, but I remained upright while the semen penetrated me and made its way through all the gallons of burning lube inside me. «My god!!» My sight was almost blanking out. «Your seed…!!»

	

	Without ever shutting her cum cannon, the goddess spoke to me: “don’t think it. Say it. How does my sperm feel?”

	

	I saw everything that happened inside me as clear as the day. Her semen awakened in me senses I never knew existed; it was like a sixth sense of sex: I could picture my vagina and my womb, as well as the monster white mass of semen making its way so powerfully and surely into it. “Your semen… is the most powerful thing in the universe!” I laid my hands on my muscular belly and felt the bump of the cum moving up to my cervix. “It knows exactly where to go, and it goes without a second of vacillation. Oooh!!” My body trembled harder. I was having multiple orgasms. “It touched my cervix! It’s penetrating it. Oooh!!!” My pussy shivered, and loads of lube were squirted powerfully through it.

	

	“Control your orgasms, Heather. Even though you’re being fecundated by my seed, I haven’t allowed you to squirt yet.”

	

	“Yes, mother!!” I cleared my throat, closed my eyes, and forced my labia shut. The stream of squirt became as sharp as a blade before disappearing all together, and my belly bulged bigger and harder, making my abs slowly disappear, as the juices were stockpiled inside me. The mighty cum, in the meantime, had already pierced through my cervix, and once inside the womb it flooded every single chamber it could find. “God!! Your semen is fucking my womb! It’s fucking every inch of my womb like a penis! Fuck!! It’s so savage! It’s flowing up my tromps and flooding my eggs! My goddess!! Your semen… ooh!!” Two bumps appeared quickly on my belly. The shape of my ovaries being surrounded by that semen was drawn briefly on my skin, and from time to time it resurfaced, like a pump gently breaking through my belly. “My eggs… they’re throbbing just like your testicles. Fuck!!!” I came in silence for thirty seconds as I felt every eggs in my body being fertilized mightily. Seven kids wasn’t just the number of offspring that powerful African semen would give me that day; it was the bare minimum! “My goddess…!!” My orgasms seemed to go on forever—barely comparable, of course, to the unending jizz shooting through my goddess’s penis. “Your semen… it is breeding me so much!! Fuck!! I can’t take all this fertility! I’ve got over twenty eggs fully fecundated inside me, and so many more are coming!”

	

	The goddess smiled, but deeper grunts in her breast betrayed a slight weighting in her soul. “Yes, my mare, you will be bred like a bitch, but you won’t give birth to as many kids as your wombs can make eggs.” The semen kept exploding through her dick, now in messy jets that often sprinkled back into her body and slowly covered her in white. “It’s often possible for my breeding mares to carry over a hundred fertilized eggs in their wombs during the first months of pregnancy, only to see them dying one by one as the weeks go by.” Breathing heavily and sadly, she saw her own semen cover the arm with which she was holding the mighty penis. “The most a breeding mare has given birth too was twelve kids, and she died in the hospital shortly thereafter. I’m sure you two, mighty American bitches, will break this record, as well as live to tell the tale,” she fondled Veronica’s breasts, now completely covered in cum, “but don’t expect to have nearly as many kids as your wombs are hoping to. As mighty as you are, there are limits to the human physiology that just can’t be broken.” She sighed, seeing the arc of her cumshot decrease to “just” under a hundred feet from her cock, finally splashing directly on the ground instead of the cum-covered walls. “At the end of your pregnancy, you shouldn’t expect to birth more than fifteen kids. Hopefully, given your stronger constitution, both of you will survive to procreate and give birth to yet more offspring from my mighty cum.”

	

	I came upon hearing those words. I came without squirting—oh, pleasure and agony, all in a single blow, all the freaking time, shattering my mind as much as those virile sperms were my eggs. «You’re… you’re wrong!» I desired to challenge that potent breeder, but my mind and consciousness were too occupied processing all the attack, the brutal and virile assault on my womb. Those sperm cells were fucking barbarians. “Ooh-ooh!!” I laid on my back and let go three or four squirts so powerful they splashed and vaporized on the queen’s body. She looked to me with eyes as fiery as her burning sperm, still coming out by the gallons from her monster prick.

	

	“What did I tell you about…”

	

	“I know!!” I screamed before biting my hand. “It’s just… they’re so strong!! Your sperm cells!! I feel like I’m being eaten alive!!” I hyperventilated, trying to catch my breath, and upon looking to my swollen belly I saw my womb bulging along with my abs, the shape of every tube and ovary clearly drawn against my skin. Along with that feminine drawing, I saw the savage mass of her cum bulging and throbbing over every cubic inch of my womb—the organ, indeed, was about a quarter bigger than its usual size, all because the goblet of spunk was just so bulky and thick.

	

	I felt my insides being cooked alive, with steamy lube squirting out loudly thought my exhausted labia. “Fuck!! Fuuuck!!! Fuck-fuck-fuck!!” My eyes bulged, then receded to the back of my skull as I closed them hard and screamed: “FUUUUUCK!!!”

	

	At that moment, I knew I was fecundated. More than just bred, I was inseminated like a fucking stallion had just shot its load with its penis fully inserted into my body; gallons and gallons of hot, juicy seed breeding every inch of my insides, yet such animalistic virility could barely begin to compare to what that seed—that very human seed—was actually doing with me.

	

	For starters, her sperm cells were clearly cut from a different cloth than the usual human sperm cells. A male sperm, you know, is a stupid little thing—just like men themselves, to be very blunt: it’s got a big, hard head, a long, skinny tail, and all it knows to do is chase the eggs, which it penetrates and inseminates. That’s it. There’s literally nothing more to the human sperm: just a stupid, single-purpose cell that either fecundates an egg or drifts mindlessly in the womb until it dies and fizzles out. Even the mightiest of studs doesn’t go any more complex than that. If anything, the sperm unifies all men, regardless of their sexual status: the world’s biggest cunt-stretching, womb-breeding conqueror is at the same level as the stupidest, most shameful of incels; they both got stupid little sperms, and they both inseminate a woman with more or less the same breeding power. Muscles, status, or fame do nothing to change that raw, cold biological fact. Men have the simplest eggs of all—and that’s where they differ brutally from that divine African stud.

	

	“God!!!” My mouth hanged open as my womb audibly boomed with the explosions of energy inside. My crotch moved as if I had a nest of snakes within. If not for my raging orgasms, culminating at times in excruciating, incontinent squirts, it would have seemed like a very gruesome thing, but nothing else could be expected from a sperm that was not only genetically, but also biologically superior. «By the gods!! What is the power of this woman?!»

	

	Her sperms looked like on steroids—and yes, I could vividly picture every single one of them in my mind. It was utter, absolute madness! On the surface, the basic shape of the sperm was the same: big head, long tail, you know the drill. The scale, however, was absolutely massive! The smallest of her quintillions of sperm cells was still three times largest the biggest “usual” sperm cell around, and the average was easily five times bigger. Her more massive sperm cells, when compared to a regular one, would look like fucking tanks next to a bicycle. There were sperms literally thirty times as big, and so powerful I could literally feel the waving of their tails inside me.

	

	And what waving it was! I had no doubt that, if that semen could be hooked to a machine of sorts, it would literally power an entire village. Her sperm moved with such intensity and power you could literally see their action through my skin, as shown by the wobbly, squirming bulge on my belly.

	

	“Steady, my mare.” The goddess even clicked her tongue, like I was some sort of animal under her command. “You’re losing balance.” She pointed to the floor with her free hand, her dick held tightly by the other while unloading whole swimming pools of semen. “There’s already a whole foot of my seed on this entire floor. If you fall on it, your body will be eaten by my sperm, and I don’t want to rescue you from those bastards before I fuck your dearest friend.”

	

	Her words awakened me to the fact that, yeah, a whole pool of her semen was covering the entire room. “Holy fucking…!!!” My jaw hanged low and my throat throbbed with power. I was getting another massive set of multiple orgasms—each the biggest, most intense and electrifying I had ever felt. «FUUUUUCK!!!» My belly bulged and rumbled, with my womb being twisted by the ever-frenzied semen. At the end of the powerful electrical avalanche, I was raining sweat on the steamy semen, panting like I had just completed another Iron Man trial. “Fuck, fuck, fuck… Jesus!!” Sometimes my eyes burned with all the sweat covering them. It was just the beginning of all the challenges, however, my body would have to overcome near that goddess.

	

	Her sperm cells weren’t just huge and powerful, mind you. They were also a lot more… uh, how do I put it? Muscular? Literally, they were like little toads with overdeveloped muscles: their heads were like small, flexed biceps, and their tails were really like the most shredded arm you’d ever seen on a person. They were more like little, super fit sharks dotted with their own little brains, moving with thought and purpose inside me, not just chasing mindlessly a single goal due to their instincts. It might sound contradictory with what was happening to me—with my womb being literally battered by that fist-sized pellet of cum—but it really made sense when you thought about it.

	

	Each sperm cell was a thousand times more powerful than a regular human one. Not only that, but the density of her cum was also unparalleled: a single milliliter of human cum might contain a few hundreds of billions of sperm cells, maybe more for the biggest studs, but hers easily surpassed the hundreds of quintillions of hyper-muscular spermatozoids. That’s why her semen looked, tasted, and felt not only thicker than fresh cement or molten metal (and definitely felt just as hot), but also why it literally looked alive, with the mountains and waves constantly moving about the place, congregating around our bodies like flesh-consuming B-movie monsters. Piles of it were actually surrounding my poor Veronica, who was already covered from head to toes in the semen bath from that monster cock.

	

	“H-Heather…!!!” As she reached out to me from under the pile of sperm, her arm breaking through the white mass while dripping with pints of the hot stuff, she suddenly stood quiet, then shook like she was about to explode. Then, a massive scream burst through her mouth, so strong it literally made a hole on the mounds of sperm covering her face.

	

	The giantess smiled while squeezing her prick harder, giving her hyperactive balls literal punches to try and tame then. “You’re being fecundated.” The way she licked her lips… god, how horny her cockiness made me! I could cum just by looking at that gorgeous, arrogant face, the face of a woman who could outbreed all the bulls and stallions on Earth and shape the genetic makeup of the entire Universe with her smoldering seed. “Right now, my seed is penetrating you. Do you feel it, my golden-haired mare, the column of spunk sliding up your powerful twat?”

	

	She screamed. Her eyes nearly popped out. Hell yeah, she felt it, but the goddess wasn’t content on just seeing her writhe on her knees with all that virile fecundation. “Grr!!” Her muscles roared again, and a more massive inflow of spunk exploded from her prick. She seemed quite frustrated with her own penis. “Fuck.” Other guttural sounds burst from her breast along with this curse. “Quiet now, you unyielding monster!” She literally punched her own dick into submission, but the beast was mad with cum, spurting wave after wave of horse seed. “Damn it. Guess it can’t be helped.” Turning away the dick with her left hand, the goddess grabbed Veronica by the hair with her right hand and pulled her up. “Heather.” All the while, she turned to me, her immense thighs growing thicker and harder. “Are you paying attention?”

	

	The tears were almost squirting out of my eyes, and my body was harder than stone with all the cramps that attacked my muscles; my belly was bulging and my womb was drawn in excruciating detail on my skin, being devoured alive by her powerful glob of semen, but despite all of this, yes, hell yeah, I was paying attention. “Mm-mm!!” Quite pathetically, squirming like a mad bitch, I nodded to my goddess, who then turned Veronica’s body to me.

	

	“Good. Watch her. What’s happening to her is the same thing that’s happening to you, albeit on a much bigger scale, given that she took much more of my seed.” Veronica’s monstrous tits were lactating without a pause, so much so that many threads splashed on my body. «Fuck!» I thought. Her milk was insanely thick and gooey! “Look at what happens to a woman,” she licked her lips, “when my seed claims her womb.”

	

	Following Veronica’s legs all the way down to the pool of spunk, I saw at least three giant trails of semen: two flowing along her inner thighs, and one bigger, thicker trail between her legs, almost like a third leg made entirely of spunk. The three streams penetrated her pussy and enlarged it until I was sure one could plop an American football inside the poor bitch. The semen was flowing upwards in her vagina, and I could see the movement clearly through the monstrous bulge of her belly.

	

	“GOD!!!” She raised her eyes to the ceiling, barely noticing the pain of being suspended in the air only by the hair. Her pose, indeed, was quite hilarious, coming to think of it: her arms and legs all spread out like a starfish, her gorgeous muscles insanely ripped as they suffered from a fate even more intense than my own.

	

	I gulped and quivered upon seeing that scene. My friend’s belly grew larger by the second. “God… by the gods!!” The semen around her moved in a frantic chase; the sperm smelled pussy, and, like a monster, it piled up around her legs, climbing her thighs like a slug, just so it could penetrate yet more inches of her over-stuffed vagina.

	

	Jets of squirt exploded madly from her hole, and yet more powerful jets of milk were expunged from her tits, but, oh, that wasn’t nearly all she had to give. Her agony, if anything, was only beginning. “BY THE GODS, THAT’S SOOOO MUUUUCH POWEEEEER!!!” She screamed to the heavens, and I could see shockwaves bursting from her throat. Her cunt gushed inhuman amounts of pussy juice, creating a gooey crater on the semen pool beneath her, and her tits inflated monstrously with the absurd amount of milk they could barely expel every single second. The bulge of her belly, however, was the most noticeable part in all her agony. «Jesus!» I bit my lips as I saw the incredible mass of sperm make its wat towards her cervix. Huge columns of spunk now covered her legs entirely. She was being covered by the jizz from the waist down like a larva in a cocoon—and this provoked arrogant chuckles from our breeding goddess.

	

	Still, it was impossible not to enjoy that sight: once inside her body, the semen lost all sense of hurry, preferring instead to make her cum than to fecundate her outright. The gooey mass piled up inside her vagina like a growing, sturdy load, making her belly bulge insanely until it was greater than a nine-month pregnancy of quadruplets.

	

	The goddess took immense enjoyment from this sight. “How do you like your new look, huh, you tasty-ass, gorgeous whore!” She released her cock, and the monster slapped sideways on my friend’s waist. With her left hand, the goddess also slapped her other side, making humongous amounts of virile sperm jizz out through her cunt. Upon impact on the floor, the jizz released even bigger, denser clouds of steam, following with a dreadful roar that really, really made it sound like the cells were angry for being denied entry to Veronica’s femininity. “Shut up, spunk!” The goddess literally spoke to the mass of white! “Do not forget who you truly serve!”

	

	As she released her cock, the monstrous, virile beast unleashed yet more uncountable gallons of seed all around us, portions of it splashing on my body, and yet more globs sliding over my body towards my pussy. I grabbed these moving, throbbing pellets of seed with my hands, lifting them up to my face while gawking at their immense weight. “Fuck! Your jizz… it’s so heavy!”

	

	The goddess grunted. “Ain’t nearly as heavy as it’s gonna get. You’re quite something, you know, you two mares.” She seemed to reflect deeply and sincerely about something, trying to tame her dick again with her left hand. “I never once lost control like this. This is literally the first time I have an incontinent ejaculation. I wish I could split you both with my arms, you see, for what you’ve done!” A murderous glare graced her eyes. “Never, in my whole life, have I ever imagined anyone would make me lose control. Your goddess is bleeding, you see—she’s bleeding gallons of cum!” She pointed to her raging, orgasming cock. “This is the only time you’ll ever see me so weak.”

	

	Weak. The goddess of power, whose early semen was a million times the collective orgasms of all the men who had ever and who would ever fucked me, was talking about weakness. Ha, ha! Funny joke! I held a huge pellet of sperm on my hand, seeing how it stayed glued to my palm, the countless cells so visible on its surface. “I know what you want… and I will deny it.” I moved my hand next to my pussy, and the glob literally changed shape, expanding outward towards my fecundated cunt. “I’m already fecundated, you see. I’m being bred so much, and so fucking hard!” I shuddered, feeling my womb recede into itself while the unyielding sperm battered every inch of my ovaries for more eggs. The monstrous sperm cells literally wrapped themselves around my ovaries with their powerful, muscular tails, and squeezed them like toothpaste, making them squirt dozens of fresh eggs into my system. “God!” I came. “God! God!!” My eyes rolled up. “God!!!” I could feel the jets of hot, freshly-produced eggs inundating my womb. They were immediately torn apart by the mighty sperm cells, many of which were literally bigger than the entire egg! “Fuck! It’s a bloodbath down here!” I looked to my ripped belly, seeing the squirmy motions of my womb. Out of every hundreds of fresh eggs that were laid, ninety were simply exterminated by the impatient, overly-virile sperm cells. Still, the remaining ones—the biggest, strongest, highest-quality produce of my crop—were well-fecundated by many sperm cells at a time, some of them being bred by literally ten to twenty powerful warriors. “Fuck!!” I was radiating with life! You could feel the heatwaves of my breeding from afar. “My womb is like a fucking reactor!”

	

	“Look at her, Heather.” The goddess invited my eyes to gaze upon the utter ruination of my beautiful Veronica. “See what a truly fecundated woman looks like!”

	

	Veronica’s belly was holding about eight gallons of seed. It had bulged so monstrously that even her mighty abs, her gorgeous eight-pack had all but disappeared. From her gaping mouth, only the saddest, cringiest yelps came out: “yeep! Yeep!” Her bloodshot eyes always looked like they were about to explode, and from her nostrils came two threads of blood that eventually dripped on her ever-lactating tits.

	

	Her womb was clearly drawn on her skin, every inch of it throbbing like a heart. I could see her ovaries almost as big as Ostrich eggs, secretly hating her for having ovaries even bigger and more beautiful than my own. «This fucking skank!» I flexed my muscles, clutching my fists and feeling the sperm cells squeezed (but not destroyed) between my strong fingers. «How come she’s got a bigger, more powerful womb than my own! I am so superior than her in every way imaginable!»

	

	Blonde bitches be better, I guess. In any case, I was going to love seeing that big womb being devoured by the powerful seed. «God, how spooky!» I shivered from feet to neck, feeling my own womb so powerfully consumed by the voracious seed; I was getting used to the feeling, though. With the semen on my hand, I wished to even be consumed by bigger loads of it. “Fuck that awesome cunt!” I told the semen, and crammed my gooey hand between my legs.

	

	Squirts exploded from my overstuffed vagina. The pressure alone burned my inner thighs. “Aah-hee!!” Once the semen was in, however, it was like fire spreading inside my cunt: it was painful, it was awesome, and it was so uber-virile. “Fuck, you bull!!” I screamed to my goddess, who chuckled in approval: “your seed is the food of the gods!!” Then, just like Veronica’s, my womb began to throb.

	

	*Boom! Booom!!* Once there was already enough semen inside of us, something different began to happen to our organs. Honestly, I don’t know what that was; it felt as if the sperm, already so virile and superhuman, became even stronger and hornier, assaulting us like real beasts feasting on a dead prey. “Fuuuuuuuu…!!!” My scream went on forever. My tits hardened and hosed milk all around me. My muscles tightened, with powerful rumbling sounds making even the farthest walls shake with their shockwaves. “…uuuuuuuuck!! Oh, fuck!!!” My voice became deeper than a titan’s, and steam burst from my nostrils as well as from my vagina. My womb throbbed and rumbled and pushed itself against my belly, forcing my mighty abs to disappear, almost like an alien trying to escape my womb. Even my guts convulsed with greater power, as if the sperm were fecundating even them. “Holy shit!!!”

	

	I squirted, yet my labia remained disciplined and tight. Those weren’t squirts of orgasm only; I was literally ejecting countless unfertilized eggs after my womb had been brimming with so many of them. Hearing an even greater, longer scream in front of me, I looked at Veronica, whose womb seemed to be expanding and growing muscular inside her belly.

	

	“That’s what I’m fucking talking about!!!” To my shock, the old, candid Veronica was no more; in her place was an uber-muscular warrior flexing all her muscles and cumming powerfully through her cunt, as well as lactating so much milk in such speed and volumes an entire dairy farm wouldn’t be able to match her raw fertility.

	

	Jamila released her hair, yet my friend didn’t fall messily on the pool of spunk. *Sploorsh!!* Instead, her feet landed firmly on the ground, with her harder-than-steel body standing and shivering in utter, bone-shattering power. “Good.” The African predator circled her. White masses of man juice still burst from her cock, the volume now looking steady and unending. «Jesus fuck!!» I panted, undoing my firm pose as the sperm consumed my eggs. «She’s so virile!!»

	

	The goddess’s eyes turned to me. “Admiring my cum, I see.”

	

	My throat hurt. I was tired of clearing it up and breathing so hard. “Bathe me in it!”

	

	The goddess lifted an eyebrow. “What?”

	

	I bowed gently, avoiding falling on my knees and be over-bred by the ocean of spunk all around me. “Please, my goddess, my perfect being…”

	

	“OOOOOOH…!!!” Veronica stuck her tongue out and screamed. Over thirty inches of twirling, twitching member left her mouth and shook uncontrollably in the air. Jamila claimed her orgasming body with one arm and lifted her arm by the waist, squeezing loads of semen out of her vag while sucking her tits and drinking from them. By that time, she appeared to have given up trying to tame her monstrous cock. If there was anything in the universe more powerful that our Lady Herself, oh, that was his raging, bulging breeder!

	

	Her throat swelled monstrously as she drank from my friend. The milk squirted such loads that Veronica’s nipples, already so big and stiff under natural conditions, now stretched wider then a thumb to unload it all; the goddess, however, drank each tit calmly and peacefully, gulping only once every two seconds while her own belly only slightly bulged after every bulge. Despite drinking a whole tank with each motion, the milk seemed to instantaneously disappear inside her system. The increase in steam around her body, though, proved to be something of an answer. «Her digestive system is just as powerful as her… well, everything else!» My thoughts were interrupted by the obscene display of her cock, which throbbed more loudly and expelled an even fatter, denser, hotter stream of jizz.

	

	Fuck! I could hear that man-milk flow like a waterfall. “Holy, fuck!!!” My legs trembled, clamoring for utter submission. “I want to kneel to you, my sweet, mighty goddess!!”

	

	With a single look, however, without parting from those raging, massive tits, she told me «no!» I cried and yelped and felt my womb turn on itself, my ovaries completely immersed in sperm. “P-please!! If that’s because what I said to you, I ask for forgiveness!!!”

	

	The goddess popped her lips from Veronica’s tits, drawing one long, silent, almost shocking orgasm from her. Thousands of gallons of squirt exploded from her cunt, creating waves on the ground, as she stood still with her mouth agape and eyes bulging, and even bigger, fatter, denser, hotter, steamier loads of milk as thick as cement exploded from her tits. Damn, I saw the underside of her skin throbbing with all the inflow of motherly juices!

	

	After a long lick with her tongue on her tits, the goddess once again turned to me. “Fuck punishment. I love you.” She confessed to me. “I loved you both.” She laid her mouth on Veronica’s and unswirled her monstrous tongue in my friend, penetrating her stomach in a switch motion, making her throat triple in width before withdrawing the member just as quickly and… oh! Sinking her fingers on Veronica’s cunt, making her shower the spunk-ridden floor with yet more powerful squirts for every slight motion—as well as crack the ceiling with the ear-bleedingly high-pitched screams from her orgasming throat. “I’m not a cruel goddess.” She looked at me, seeing the squirts splish-and-splash from my cunt. “Ah-ah-ah.” She shook her head, so sadistically. “I didn’t yet give you permission to.”

	

	“But my goddess…!!”

	

	“Rest easy, my beautiful Heather. If I torture you so, it’s because I know you’ll be my greatest lay, and I want to savor the best for the very last.” She looked again my friend, and gripped her hard from her nape. Displaying raw, animalistic power in every single motion, she sucked my friend’s body while lifting it effortlessly by the cunt, massaging her neck with her powerful fingers and her upper-back and shoulder with her bulging arms. Every suction made coarse, rumbling noises echoing in the distance. Her mouth was a force of nature, eating my friend up with nigh-unbearable voraciousness. “Gooorh…!! Goorh…!! Gooorh…!!!” Veronica could only pant in rhythm while squirting powerful loads following every moan, and the goddess savored every one of her muscles—with special attention to her bulging, uber-ripped abs—before pausing on her crotch and laying her face on it. “Mm, god, how wonderful it is to feel my sperm!” Veronica was oozing gallons of seed from her cunt—not including her raging, atomic squirting. 

	

	“Do you feel good, Veronica?” She screamed and whimpered, many “yesses” messily ricocheting on the walls. “Do you want your goddess to service you? To pamper you?” Her tongue unfurled—all fifty fucking inches of it!—and danced on Veronica’s inner thighs. “A master breeder is, above all, a master lover, and to love is to serve, to please, to make cum!” Like a monstrous python, her tongue masturbated Veronica’s uber-muscular thighs while somehow avoiding her pussy. The insane squirting of my friend also resulted in the goddess drinking from her humongous loads.

	

	Witnessing the carnal festivity, I had to flex my arms until my muscles cramped so that I didn’t finger myself. My pussy was nearly exploding with the insane amount of lubes it was holding back, and my belly was now just as big as a pregnant woman carrying quintuplets. “Fuck, my goddess!!!” The tears from my eyes were almost as abundant as the nectar from my cunt. “P-please…!!!”

	

	“You stay put, Heather. As cruel as all this wait may feel,” her hands travelled all over my friend’s muscles, massaging her with steel-bending strength, and her tongue as waterfalls of saliva flowed down her legs along with the spunk and the squirts, “it’s not nearly as brutal as taking on me without some proper… preparation.” With her left hand, she placed her thumb deep into Veronica’s cunt, making it explode with messy juices all over her face, and at the same time she inserted her index and middle fingers on her muscular ass, penetrating her like two dicks simultaneously and giving her a level of orgasm that froze me in shock.

	

	My friend was hyperventilating, looking like she was about to die at any moment. With all the steam bursting through her pores, I saw a faint golden aura of energy surround her like a shield. Her tongue stuck out in all its thirty glorious inches, shivering while also almost as stiff as a pole. Jamila, meanwhile, only chuckled, moving her higher up until her gushing cunt was lined up on her face. “Mm. The gods know how much I enjoy bathing myself on a woman’s nectar.” He moved Veronica even higher, turning her cunt to her own hair. *Splooooorh…!!!* The bath she took was absolutely epic! In a matter of seconds, her whole body was like under a huge waterfall—a waterfall of fertile woman’s juices. “Oh, yes, baby!” She opened her mouth and gargled on the juice. “Fucking creamy!”

	

	For once I saw Veronica unloading more gallons of squirt than the Queen was of semen—though it was a very tough competition. Unable to subdue her cock, the goddess instead placed it between Veronica’s legs, and it was only some sort of mutual agreement between futa and cock that made the breeding beast stay so relatively low-hanging, pointing forward at a sixty-degree angle while still gushing so much cum! “Fucking… Christ!” I came at every word. “You’re like a sperm tank! How much semen can you cum?” The goddess seemed not to listen to me under all the nectar from Veronica’s sweet pussy. I stomped on the ground, feeling another dozen or so eggs in me being fecundated by her jizz. “Jamila, please! My one and only goddess, I beg of you: do not ignore me, my queen, my love, my Alpha, my absolute everything, for your attention and your approval is the only thing I se-”

	

	“Yeah, yeah, shut up, bitch. Gee, what a needy cunt you’ve become!” She moved Veronica just a little away, shaking her hair from the massive loads of juice, which splashed all around her. “God, you both are so prime breeding mares!” Her excited breath could be heard loud and powerfully from afar. Her muscles throbbed; her entire body flexed on its own, and her golden aura increased so much it practically burned the high ceiling above her, like a powerful laser beam! “God, I feel pumped! I never had this much energy coursing through my veins since I fucked my harem! Four hundred and seventy-seven studs still couldn’t bring me enough satisfaction as you two mares are bringing me.” She turned Veronica around, fingering her anus while spanking her cheeks occasionally with her humongous tongue, and Veronica’s gushes coincided with the goddess’s penile discharges. “Look, look! Her fountain is almost as powerful as mine! God, I will enjoy breeding you to oblivion!” With her tongue, the goddess squeezed both of her breasts, adding literal tons of milk to the fuck-sauce-fest. “Mm, yummy! And to know, dear Heather, that your friend Veronica isn’t even a fifth of you!” Then, she looked back at me, turning a semi-conscious Veronica again to herself, bathing her own washboard abs with my blonde’s juices.

	

	Juices, by the way, exploded incontinently from my cunt as I was seized again by the erotic power of that goddess’s gaze. There’s was nothing she couldn’t do, I knew that, but only now was I actually beginning to feel what all that power meant. “Heather, I want to give you my all—and I’m not being metaphorical here. I never fucked anyone with over thirty percent of my power. The strongest single individual who’s taken me was an African stud with a twenty-inch soft cock and enough muscles to wrestle a rhino with each arm, and still he couldn’t last longer than four hours with at twenty percent of my power.” She cracked that demonic smile that made all my insides shiver and cum and bloat my lube-filled belly a few inches wider. “Back then, I was still young and inexperienced—less a masterful lover and more a, let’s say, excited youth. I was just discovering my powers, you see, and I didn’t care how well I actually fucked someone. Oh, the additional orgasms I could have provoked if I only were a little more careful!” With her fingers along the breasts, she seized Veronica’s nipples, and the bulk of her lactation literally doubled at precise intervals, with my friend growing extra silent and extra hard in the exact moments the goddess commanded her to. “The near-molecular level of pleasure I could have brought them to! The floors I could have cracked if my pelvic control was just a bit more deliberate.” She looked to Veronica, and then gave her one long, lustful lick, slobbering all over her abs and tongue-massaging her orgasming tits. “Back then, I could still waste twenty percent of my power on Africa’s strongest stud, but today that would’ve been no more than… what? Three percent? Maybe two percent of my power? Well, all I know is that the last time I fucked somebody with only one percent of my power… fuck. This person is no longer with us. I killed a great deal of people, Heather, even when trying my hardest not to.” Her countenance because just a little more serious, and for once she left Veronica to cum on her own. “The only thing that can come close to satiating me are harems. Tons and tons of harems.” Her muscles hardened. “I’m tired of this. I want a match.” She turned her smoldering gaze at me. “I want you, but you must be ready, my love, to all! This! Power!!” Her muscles roared like engine, and her height increased by a few inches. “You must grow. You must add more muscles to that wonderful body of yours, and you need to do it quickly.” She turned back to Veronica, who was then arched back, forming a “C” with her body, shaking like a metal pole under intense electricity, “I need to torture you. To feel you with as much arousal before… letting it all go.” She flickered Veronica’s bloated cunt with the tip of her tongue, and the resulting explosion of squirt over her body made the exact sound of a dam opening all the floodgates. I literally lost my breath before that sight! Veronica was now bleeding through her eyes, nose, and ears, yet the goddess was still clearly not even trying to make her cum. “Your friend can never get as powerful as you will… so I will lay waste to her first, a nice little sponge for me to soak with semen, using her so that you can get insanely aroused and—hopefully—insanely ripped.” Still holding her by the nape, the goddess fondled her belly with one hand, finally laying her ears on it and listening to “yes. Yes! Mm, sweet breeding, my mare.” She planted long, loving kisses on the bulge of her uterus. “Too bad that most of my sperm was already ejected by, well, all this.” She gestured to all the cunt-sauce still being blasted off like rocket fuel from my friend. Then, taking me by surprise, she hugged Veronica from her back while turning herself to me, which made me gulp and nearly—oh, so nearly!—fall on my knees on the raging spunk! “My monster, it’s time to stop!” She commanded, and only then I realized that she was talking… to her penis!

	

	*Gluck!!* The monster dong made a deep, rumbling noise, then added a few more inches to its girth as it quickly and instantly shut itself close. The stream of spunk finally stopped, its last jets landing only a few inches away from my feet, and the splashes of it hitting and sticking on my body, with the pellets of cum quickly sliding their way down towards my cunt. “No! No!” I screamed to the semen, burning my hand as I grabbed fistfuls of it and tried to keep them at bay.

	

	The booming, yet lovely sound of my goddess’s laughter brought me a bit of conform in all that agony of my long-withheld squirts. “Hey, Heather, look.” She called my attention again, and my jaw almost snapped itself away from my skull as I saw her ball literally doubling in size, with the spunk flow never actually stopping inside them. “Grr!! Fuck!! I’ve never been this aroused before!!” Threads of semen escaped at high-velocity from her growing, hardening dick. “Hell!! Fuck!! Heh, heh! For once, I know how you feel!!” She firmly planted her feet on the ground, astounding me with a clearer view of her titanic legs. “Enjoying my muscles? My cock? Uurh! Do you see, my mare, how my balls grow?” She had to widen her legs even further so as to try and accommodate her balls between them, yet even at a ninety-degree angle from one leg to another she could only fit a single ball in that space, with the other testicle having to move back and rest under her monstrous, uber-muscular ass. “Fuuuuck!! So! Much!! Cum!!!” Her penis squirted more and more pellets of semen, some of them flying right past me and tearing the walls behind with their sheer strength. “Fuuuuck!! Oof!! I’ve never felt so pumped…!! So powerful…!! Ever in my life!!” My muscles roared for every sentence, her body gaining height and hardness by the second. “I was hoping to such this womb with my tongue first. To savor it, to penetrate it with my monster… muscular… python… tongue!” She unrolled her tongue, wrapping it like a snake around my friend’s torso, and with her hand she caressed her lively hips and crotch, where the bulge of her womb was throbbing so vividly. “But your squirts, oh, sweat Veronica…”

	

	“Aaaheee!!!” My friend finally made a sound, but that was a rarity not again to be repeated. Her body froze and her squirts became yet more uneven, but also way more brutal, as Jamila’s fingers danced over her swollen labia, each looking like the half of a peach.

	

	“Yes, naughty girl. Your womb… oh! Your juices expelled all the semen I had here. Look at this! Outrageous!” She slapped her belly—she slapped it hard!—and in that moment I had admire the incredible firmness of Veronica’s body. «Damn!» I thought while licking my lips, for once forgetting the pleasure of fecundation in my own womb. «She looks fine!» Bitch was harder than a mountain! Pure solid wall of muscles, an Amazon almost as big and powerful as myself!

	

	Not only that, but her personality too seemed to have gained an edge to it: she turned her head to the goddess and begged… no! She almost demanded: “kiss me!!”

	

	And the goddess, oh!, she obliged, taking my friend’s mouth with a kiss just as powerful as the grip of her hands and arms around her body. The uber-muscular African crushed her so hard I could hear the tearing, squashing sounds of her hard-pressed muscles, but her body seemed to withstand that without a hint of pain. The bloody African was a breeding machine, yet her powerful muscles now seemed to have found their match—or maybe it was just her, you know, taking easy.

	

	With one hand, she fingered my friend violently, and the juices that exploded—not just squirted; exploded!—from her pussy splashed even on my body, so far away. “Damn.” I kept mumbling to myself at every increasingly ludicrous display of fertility by those two goddesses. “Damn. Damn!” I gulped. “DAMN!!” Their tongues battled in the air, their saliva oozing over their impressive bosoms. At times, I even forgot (or ignored) their absurd difference in size—Jamila was about fifty percent bigger than my friend—for their passion seemed to be balanced and proportional, and my friend often seemed to get the better of that goddess.

	

	It was a mere illusion of course, for with casual, almost unconscious bursts of power, oh, the African goddess reminded us both of just how out of our league she truly us: with a very slightly flexing of her upper-body muscles, *bang!*, the titaness sent her tongue sliding inside Veronica’s throat; though partial, that throat and buccal penetration was enough to bloat the entire face of my friend, whose every pore looked overfilled with meat! Then, the tongue did what tongues would do in that situation: it basically throat-fucked her lively, going as far as the entrance of her stomach, but no farther than that—after all, the goddess was taking it so much easy!

	

	*Boom! Boom! Boom!!!* Veronica’s squirts were like literal watery explosions. That poor cunt was unloading surreal amounts of juice, all while the monster penis between her legs grew wider, heavier, and more desperate. Fuck! The lubes rained from it like multiple waterfalls. Bitch was cumming oceans, and her belly, much like Jamila’s balls, was inflating right before every new spurt of squirt.

	

	“Grrr-rooaar!!!” Animalistic grunts came out from Jamila’s throat, and at that moment both of us knew… that playtime was over. “Fuck!! Uh!!” She took her tongue from my friend, making a thud so strong a shockwave assaulted both their faces. “Goddamn this cock!! The bastard’s oozing with jizz! Fuck!!”

	

	I looked down to the monster and, yes, I could see what she meant: from the gargantuan cumslit several bucketloads of cum just kept coming and coming, slow and steady, an uninterrupted influx of male sauce. With hungrier and angrier grunts, Jamila lifted Veronica even higher, allowing her own penis to finally harden and stand taller, on a seventy-degree angle in relation to her crotch.

	

	Veronica shivered upon feeling the attrition between the mighty dong and her cooch. Right now, the breeder was squeezing her orgasming cunt, making the juices splash to all sides, the waves of pleasure shaking from every pore. “Unload all the squirts you have, my mare,” the goddess kissed and bit her ears. Fuck me, that was hot—and Veronica clearly thought the same, judging by the gallons of squirt that were jettisoned from her cunt. “I want your womb as empty as possible so I can fill it with my heavy seed.”

	

	I could see Veronica wanted to shout something: her face livened up, her eyes became like a cartoon character’s, so big and wide, and her body froze completely for a second or two, without even the tiniest of shivers visible. Judging by her expression, her word could only be one: “NO!!!” I don’t know if she was terrified of the prospect of having that cock inside her or… fuck. Who am I kidding? I knew exactly what she feared the most. «Once she’s colonized by my goddess’s seed…» My fingers played with my leaking cunt, «it’s game over. She will no longer be the woman she ever was.» The goddess silently bit and licked and sucked her ears, all while seemingly fingering all the squirts out of her cunt. «Once the godly juice is inside her, pumped straight from its steamy source… she will finally know what true power is; what to be truly, utterly, unwaveringly conquered really feels like.»

	

	Unable to just stay there, standing, with my knees now hurting after hitting each other so much thanks to the extreme shaking of my legs, I walked very slowly to a huge table nearby—one of the few pieces of furniture that had survived the onslaught of sperm, mainly because it was essentially just one massive block of marble tethered to the ground itself.

	

	“What are you doing, my mare?”

	

	With my pussy leaking, no, gushing and squirting juices for every step, I climbed over the table—which then glistened with my loud squirts—and kneeled on it. “Here, my goddess, I’m safe from your cum.” I smirked, seeing that the semen already reached a whole foot deep in every direction. “For now.” Feeling my incontinent squirts like painful gut-punches, I knelt until my head was touching the wood, like in a full Oriental act of contrition. “I cannot no longer stand up while a perfect being like you consumes your prey before my very eyes. Your blessings, oh Goddess of Africa, have already been too many. I can no longer allow my insolence to continue so!” My eyes were literally watering up as I spoke. “To even look you in the eye… is too much an honor for me!” Still, I lifted my gaze, and before me I saw the giantess holding my friend, her monster dick crushing her entire front, parting her breasts while squirting straight pellets of cum in the ceiling. “My goddess, please… fuck her!”

	

	The goddess chuckled. “Fancy ass bitch!” Then, she licked my still-orgasming, still-squirting friend. “I ain’t fucking her yet. This is just to relieve my cock, really.” Carefully, she spread her legs even farther, allowing her titanic seed-makers to swing more freely. “Remember: this, right now, is just my incontinent orgasm. Like the cum of a young, horny woman unleashed on his bed when he’s just entering puberty. I really just, you know, lost my focus for a bit.” She threw her hair around, rubbing her nose lovingly on my friend’s neck while still fingering the shit out of her cunt. “I just want a good, nice vessel in which to unload all this extra jizz. When I really start cumming, oh… when I actually jizz for real…!” Her smile was all the crueler now! “We will definitely need a bigger palace!”

	

	That room was already as big as a football field and a half, and every square inch of it was covered under at least a whole foot of jizz, but sure, yeah, why the hell not: all that had just been one tiny accidental load for her. Of course it had! Why the hell would I even have thought otherwise?

	

	Despite the raging state of her cock, the goddess still repressed her leaking cum for over five minutes, choosing to finger my friend’s cunt to exhaustion until the sperm around her ovaries was the only sexual fluid inside her.

	

	Damn, her cock was absolutely monstrous by the time she was finished! The waterfalls of squirt didn’t hide the fact the breeder was almost as big and bulky as a young filly—and I don’t be the penis of a filly; the entire fucking filly!! That megalodon of a penis was so fucking huge not even three hands, when fully wide open, would be able to encircle it! “Mama!” My jaw dropped to the fucking table—well, not quite, but you get what I mean. If it had dropped, though, it would have been great training for me to eat that fucking dong, which was growing visibly thicker and veinier at every throb!

	

	While licking my friend with her scary-ass tongue, Jamila pumped that javelin monster prick with a single hand. Even her giant fingers couldn’t cover half of the still-growing, fattening penis. The beast was a living organism in itself, and its explosions of burning-hot semen into the ceiling gave me samples of its pure, unrestrained power: the few areas of concrete that remained intact fell (or outright exploded) upon contact with those rocket-fast jizzy spears. The giantess chuckled, moving away from the falling debris while carrying and fingering my poor friend all the time.

	

	Eventually… *squish!! Squiiish!! Squiiiish…!!* Her cunt began to cede. The final hoses of squirt from her were far from weak, however, being actually the most powerful of them all. “Want a big finish, Barbie girl?” The giantess smiled while biting her ear, penetrating her with four fingers and doing an all-star pussy-creamy stimulation that… god!! I almost squirted the hell out of my guts myself!

	

	“J-Jamila!!” My tits were bursting milk on the table, and all edges of it were raining with my motherly juices. “You’re so fucking glorious! So powerful!! Fuck!!” I literally banged my head against the table, so overcome with joy and admiration that I was. “Oooh, fuuuuck…!!!” My “fuck” lasted for twenty seconds, coinciding with the strongest, scariest gushes of lava-like cunt-nectar from my friend. “God!! You’re god!! Please, god, fuck her!! Fuck her!! Fuck her now!!!”

	

	Jamila only laughed. “Seems like our pussy servant wants a little show, right?” Her tongue, wrapping itself fully on Veronica’s right tit, squeezing and making powerful loads of milk gush into my body (nearly knocking me off the table), also had enough length left to swirl down on my friend’s ripped abs and fondled the shape of her womb in her skin. “But first, your goddess gotta have you all empty here.” Her squirting only became more and more brutal. “Come for me, baby girl.” Explosion after explosion of juices followed her words, with strong splashes further destroying the ceiling. Within a few minutes, nothing of the ceiling remained, and we were fully exposed to the semi-destroyed floors and the sky above us. “Powerful. You so fucking powerful!” She spoke in a ghetto-like slang. “White bitches so fucking powerful for big black dongs. But you’re all gonna cave, aren’t you?” She kissed and sucked her neck, baby-talking orgasms into her: “yes, you are, yes, you are. White bitches made for breeding with big black cocks. That’s nature, sweet nature, and this big, black, monster dong… this powerful penis worth a thousand dicks of your white lovers… oh, feel it! Just feel it!” The dong exploded with more pellets of jizz into the ceiling above, completely pulverizing whatever concrete they came in contact with. “This dong’s power! It’s full power! And it’s gonna fill you with power, my white Barbie bitch, once you’re all! Out! Of juice!!”

	

	In a last gasp of over-arousal, my friend just… screamed. “AAA-HEEEE!!!” It was a short, flash-in-the-pan kind of scream, but it did enough to show her extreme, inhuman arousal as well as nearly rupture my eardrums and make all the glass and ceramics around the rest of the house crack and splinter. Along with this last, swan-song scream, came her last buckets of juice: *bluuuuursh!!!* The juices splattered all over my body, literally bathing me on her hot filth—as well as the giantess and pretty much every solid thing on a ten-feet radius.

	

	Finally, she was exhausted. The pussy even expelled one long, final cloud of steam once it was all over. Jamila, withdrawing her tongue, laughed and fingered her even harder, making my friend suffer under the orgasms that just didn’t (and never would truly) relent. “What? Out of juices already?” She licked her while the tongue was still sliding back. “Oooh! I expected yet twenty more minutes of juices! Bummer. I thought you bitches were strong.” She looked at me. My very soul shivered! “But guess not everyone can be a Heather, right? Welp, time to take the trash out.” Effortlessly and unceremoniously, like a businesswoman proceeding to the next venture, she moved my friend higher up, teasing her cunt along the way with the ridges and the crevices of her insanely ripped and long penis.

	

	Veronica now moaned and yelped continuously, her pussy squirting “tiny,” baby-sized loads of juice into the penis. The long motion only further highlighted just how monstrous that dick was. It was really quite shocking! Despite seeing this penis for quite some time now, it felt like I was still discovering further inches of that monstrous baby-maker! “Witness, Heather, the prick of a goddess!” Jamila’s monstrous balls throbbed in response, their weight so great they dangled as low as her knees. Each ball was now as big as a sack of cement. Precise measurements constantly evaded my mind. «Two basketballs each? Over a hundred… no! Two hundred pounds of flesh and semen for each testicle??» I gulped constantly, watching the semen calmly flow inside the turgid, overstuffed sperm-makers. «I always wondered what the cock of an pre-historic god of fertility would have looked like.» Panting harder, breathing heavier, I felt my whole body hotter and tethering in the edge of sanity. «Now… I see!»

	

	Veronica’s pussy squirted cute loads into the prick as she reached the thirtieth-inch mark. The head of that monster prick was almost as big as a volleyball! It would quite literally be as if Veronica tried to fuck the bottom of a bucket—which is not that absurd considering her immense size and sturdy musculature. My friend was as big as a cow, as muscular as a stallion, yet even that massive dong would shatter her insides like a lion fucking a mouse. Well, that kind of even contradicts what I just said, doesn’t it? Fuck it. Fuck it all! Fuck it all to hell. Next to that world-destroying penis, words meant little, reality made no sense at all!

	

	“Do you know I fucked a mountain with this penis?” Jamila teased her at every inch of the prick. Veronica now stood at thirty-three inches of womb-breaker. “I was f******n at the time—and horny as a horse in heat. I had laid destruction and wreckage to the asses of over three hundred men and the asses, wombs, and mouths of a hundred and twenty women, yet still… I! Was! So! Fucking! Horny!!” Her monster prick exploded with two extra pellets on the ceiling, piercing it like titanium rods. The shots kept going and going until they escaped the Earth’s gravity. If a satellite or a moon was in their way, it would be fecundated just as our wombs were going to be. “My family secretly owns about a third of Africa’s hinterlands, as well as some five percent of the entire world’s real estate. Finding nice, big, isolated places to fuck ain’t a problem. In that occasion, oh, we were fucking near one of the mountains we owned. Even after four hundred bodies, I was still only half-way done—so I decided to fuck the core out of the nearest mountain, and hopefully breed the very Earth with my raging semen.” Veronica just kept rising at a steady pace, her pussy squirting harder once it moved past the huge crown of veins near the head. Her cunt and thighs were all sliding over the gigantic head of the penis, which had a light-brown color so perfect not even the world’s greatest erotic artist could have drawn something even half as gorgeous.

	

	The penis was swelling like a balloon right in the middle, and its lower-half was also thicker and more vein-ridden then the upper half. Judging by the movements of the balls, each as tense as iron cords when stretched, I could sense that the Jamila herself was just barely holding her cum back, no matter how confident and arousing her words were.

	

	Once Veronica’s labia moved past the head, they unloaded another bucket of lubes into the crown. Those were not mad, fast jets of her uncontrollable squirts of old, though, but a slow, sensual outpouring of hot, creamy juice, like her muscles had just given up adding pressure to the mix. The helmet was quickly flooded by the juices, covering the entire monster cock in inch-thick veils of honey-sweetened woman cum.

	

	“Suffice to say,” Jamila’s words were followed by long, heavy purrs, “the entire mountain was oozing with my seed once I was done with it. My semen exploded inside it like drills or tendrils on the stone, fracturing every inch of that 4,000ft-high barrier. To be honest, not even I expected such virility to come out of my prick. I was still discovering my prowess, and that day was when I really gained some perspective of what I could really, truly accomplish in this life.” Instead of piercing my friend, Jamila lifted her up higher, adding desperation to the prick, whose cumslit stretched out to the width of a fist and shot one heavy mass of precum on Veronica’s pussy.

	

	“Aaaaheee!!!” My friend came, and tears were added to the sweat and cum in her body.

	

	After paying too much attention for too long on Veronica and that monster prick, I failed to see just how much more massive Jamila herself looked. As if our goddess wasn’t already worth two whole bulls in muscular mass, she now looked quite simply… ripped! I mean… dang, how to I put it? Like… every single fiber of her body was highlighted as if under a microscope! I could see all the trillions of fibers tingling and trembling, their pressure enough to split bars of steel if they snapped.

	

	For fuck’s sake, how shredded she looked! Though human anatomy allows for only eight muscles in one’s abs, hers now sported ten gorgeous, humongous beasts, each as massive as the biggest biceps on the world’s strongest bodybuilder. She was well over 8 feet and 7 inches at that point, and the ground cracked under her feet by her solely standing on it, without any additional movement whatsoever.

	

	The blood in her system coursed at such insane pace I could actually spot the spherical “bulges” or blobs flowing like racecars on her veins. Her arteries were like a giant network of muscle fibers over her body, throbbing visibly and audibly, each long, unbroken line carrying enough blood to power a fucking horse!

	

	Power. She was power. Absolute, unrivaled, unassailed power! “Fuck her!!” I begged, my voice squeaky like a rat’s. “Fuck her, please, fuck her! Fuck her, fuck her! Oh, goddess, fuck her!!” My pussy unloaded a single jet of squirt so strong on the table that it actually cracked it in half!

	

	The goddess just chuckled, looking attentively at Veronica’s bloated labia. “You know, I never thought I could be so powerful. No living being ever does, of course.” She wantonly flexed her arms, just to display to us the sheers magnitude of her deadly muscles. God, those enormities bloated to the size of car tires! The veins covering each of them would outnumber all the veins in three or four bodybuilders! Deep, sexy grunts burst from her breast all the time, making time and space themselves rumble along with the walls of the mansion. “God, that was so sexy! I was supposed to just ‘finish off’ inside the mountain, but my thrusts and my ejaculations gained power and potency just as I discovered the dimensions of my full power.” Her smile beamed with a kind of sincerity I rarely saw in a woman (well, in anybody!), even when she praised us and adored us so generously. She was, like, candidly happy for remembering one of the dearest moments of her life: “the moment when I could finally go… all-out!” Steam burst through her every pore, and she and Veronica briefly became just silhouettes behind a white veil for a moment. “I fucked that mountain for nineteen hours before I was satisfied. I didn’t quite, you know, exhausted myself, and I could still walk and exercise just as I would if I haven’t fucked at all, but at that moment, oh, in that fateful day,” her balls rumbled monstrously, and a giant bucket of sperm emerged from her urethra. This time, though, it wasn’t a violent, blood-tearing eruption, but more like a slow and steady regurgitation of semen, all the jizz bubbling from the prick like an underwater eruption of white-ish dense mud, “fuck me, this is so hot!!! My penis smells your pussy! Your pussy! Just like that mountain: tight, strong, sturdy! In the end, I filled its millions of cubic feet of stone with jizz! Ha, ha, ha!! The mountain became just like a dark chocolate filled with white, creamy sugar inside! Almost landed my family into trouble, though, for the mountain was something of a national landmark (despite being our personal harem, anyway), and at the end of my breeding, fuck, about a tenth of it had collapsed, just like the walls and the ceiling of this room.” She squeezed my friend with her powerful fingers, seemingly unable to contain her own excitement. “Now, my whore, you will feel the jizz that bred a mountain and the Earth itself.” She lowered Veronica just a little, and my friend whimpered with genuine fear. “Oh, oh, don’t worry.” She kissed her thighs. “I will not do you like I did the mountain. This still won’t be ‘fucking,’ after all.” Her eyes glistened right before she turned them to me. “‘Fucking’ is an honor reserved only to Heather, whose body… mm!” She licked her lips one last time. “Is just like that whole mountain, but… harder!” Then, turning her head back to Veronica, seeing her cry and whimper in anticipation… “take a god’s dick, baby girl.”

	

	*Boom!*

	

	That. Just like that. It was even like… a dream, or something. Or heaven. Or hell. Or everything, honestly. If I’d blinked, I would have missed it all. Thankfully, my eyes remained wide open for all that happened next, witnessing the extreme act of copulation that our goddess so effortlessly performed.

	

	I finally understood what she meant by “not fucking.” That was really not fucking; just… unloading one’s nut, you know. If that makes any sense! “AAARHH…!!!!” Gallons and gallons of it, just like that, unceremoniously pumped inside my friend’s womb. Even her penetration was quick, straight, and uncaring: she pushed Veronica down and pierced her with eight inches of monster cock until hitting her cervix. Then, without any noticeable change in motion, she added an iddy-bitty more power to break through her barrier, and then… *boom!!* Like an explosion, I heard the basketball-sized head of the penis completely fill Veronica’s womb, making her belly bloat even before the first stream of cum turned her into an overstuff jizz mannequin.

	

	“AAARHH…!!!” Was her only scream before oblivion. After the bone-breaking penetration—literally: any lesser human being would have had their pelvis absolutely crushed by that—, my friend went radio silent, eyes bulging like the pressure was just a single joule away from a bloody, messy *pop!*, her whole body shivering like the conquered cum-tank it was, and then… *bruuum!!*… came the jizz!

	

	*Booom!!!* Fuck! I could see all the action in slow motion! The penis didn’t unload its content with even one-ten-thousandth the power it usually did, and yet in a single second, with the jizz bubbling obscenely inside her womb, damn!, her belly bloated to the size of a newborn calf, and then steam burst out furiously from her cunt before the oceans of burning spunk followed. In a fraction of a second, her pussy was filled to the brim and her belly was stretched to its utmost physiological limits. The only way left for the jizz was out, and out it went in obscene amounts!

	

	Granted, my friend was just too strong, too muscular! That awesome bitch! Any other person would have been blown up to the size of a car and then popped like a balloon with that same amount of gunk; she, however, took all that seed while remaining somewhat human-looking—though her belly was, admittedly, almost comically huge, and her womb barely retained its shape while bearing the brunt of every single goddamned discharge!

	

	The spunk flowed through the prick like heavy, burning goo on an industrial pipelined: *sbloorsh! Sblooorsh! Sblooorsh!!* Every time it was discharged inside her, it made growling, bubbly noises, like scalding marmalade being slowly fed into a tank. The balls throbbed with insane power, making the prick engorge for every new titanic load they unleashed.

	

	The goddess grunted for every pump. She was far too generous with her speed. “Grrr!!” Steam burst through her nostrils. Her muscles roared and hardened in the same pace. “Grrr!!!” The monster penis unloaded ludicrous amounts of seed without actually wracking my friend’s insides with a full discharge. Even with her being the world’s third strongest human being, she was still nowhere near the league of even that cock’s smallest efforts! She had to be prepped slowly, almost civilly, before the goddess could inseminate her with any intensity she judged even remotely acceptable for her own pleasure.

	

	As the seconds went by, she got closer and closer to this intensity: her cock pumped harder, her balls throbbed faster. The Mississipi River of seed turned into a full Atlantic Ocean: the jizz just straight up exploded from the cunt, stretching it wider than even the monster cock had already stretched it.

	

	«Jesus! Fucking! Christ!!!» I panted and weaved, unable to take everything that was happening. Even ignoring the monster loads the goddess was so casually pumping, the dimensions of the dick alone would be enough to fry anyone’s brains! Like… damn!! I had almost ignored the fact that my friend had been penetrated by a thick literally thicker than a telephone pole! Like… god damn!! The head of the prick was slightly bigger than a literal basketball, and it all went in a snap, with barely any resistance at all!

	

	I could see every vein and throbbing artery of that Shiva breeder drawn on my friend’s skin. Hell! I could see the influx of burning spunk inside the urethra within her womb! Veronica’s body was just another layer of skin around that all-powerful cock—a very thin one at that, so delicate and tender that, heck!, I could even see the blood flowing inside the cock’s veins through her skin!

	

	Steam burst from Jamila’s body at every pore; I thought she was a machine once, but I was so fucking wrong! She was becoming a machine right now, with her growls and grunts growing deeper, her muscles getting harder, her body so much shredded, like it had a negative layer of fat on it. “How about we got a little deeper, my cunt?” The goddess roared on my friend’s back, releasing steam on her muscles like a dragon.

	

	Veronica was a lost soul within a shell of a cum-ridden body. Unbeknownst to me, like my time and spatial awareness had been severely compromised, the influx of semen was doubled, and the bubbling of jizz from my friend’s overstuffed vagina was now loud, messy explosions that sent steaming cum flying all around. Huge pellets stuck on my body. No longer trying to fight back against their virile power, I just let them slide into my pussy and penetrate me like several cocks in a gangbang. “Oh, my!!” I opened my mouth and drooled. My saliva rained on the table. I was panting like a mentally-challenged, retarded whore, and the heat flowing through my labia was like burning iron being slid inside me. That was power, pure power, the power of the purest, most absolute semen in all of the universe. “Fuck!!” I was full again, with the semen massaging every inch of my burning cunt as it made its way past my cervix and into my womb. My horde of fertilized eggs were joined by the newcomer semen, which was all the more avid and angrier to copulate. At that moment, my insides exploded. “FUCK!!!” I severely underestimated the electric discharges that those virile seeds would struck me with. With my belly bulging so much it touched the table, my pussy squirted uncontrollably while my muscles fought to keep it sealed. “OH, MY GODDDD…!!!” The table creaked and cracked with every powerful discharge of my woman’s juices. Behind me, a faint haze of hot cum was formed. There was even a rainbow arching above me, giving a little bit of tenderness to that otherwise filthy and degenerate scene.

	

	The depths of degeneracy, however, were only now starting to be explored as the goddess placed her hands firmly around Veronica’s waist and very slowly, savoring every inch of it, pulled her down on the cock. My valiant friend, you see, had “only” taken fifteen inches of that cock, sending her bloated womb up to her guts, yet another twenty-five inches of steel-hard futa breeder remained outside, completely coated under the heavy layers of outpouring jizz. “Let’s fecundate you deep and hard.” Seeing my friend tremble and shiver like a skyscraper about to collapse, she bottomed on her—and bottomed hard!

	

	The bulge of the penis slowly rose on Veronica’s body, slowly lifting the womb along with it. Foamy saliva oozed from her lips, with her sort-of-dead eyes staring the ceiling, her breasts weaving like exasperated hiccups, her whole body consumed by endless dimensions of pleasure, more overwhelming orgasms than could be ever counted. Her tits, suffice to say, were now squirting two long and unending powerful jets, without any noticeable “pumps” to them, like firefighters’ hoses constantly turned up to the max, a milk so thick and heavy it made a loud, continuous *booom!!* once it hit the pool of sperm many, many feet away from her.

	

	“Nice and easy!” The goddess unfurled her tongue again and wrapped it around Veronica’s left tits, squeezing it so hard that the tit formed two large “balloons,” one in front and one behind the tongue’s girth, like an animal that’s been lassoed far too hard. The pressure was so intense that the lactation decreased a little, the milk sloshing messily from the inch-long nipple, all the while the pressure inside the poor creature’s body only increased to beyond-insane levels, the cock moving up with merciless hunger, moving her womb way past her stomach and towards her neck. “I will have” the goddess could speak perfectly even with her tongue out, “my cock up your throat. If possible, I want to the feel shape of your womb through your mouth.” Her eyes then widened, like she just had the most brilliant of ideas. “Here’s something we could do!” She pushed her cock deeper and deeper and deeper. God, the sounds of that cum slurping, just bubbling like volcanic eruptions within the womb and through her cunt… fuck!! “I will penetrate you body-wide. Rip you in two with this rhino dick of mine. Then… I will lick the tip of my cock under your womb through your mouth.” She chuckled, all while her tongue kept unrolling around that breast and into the other one. Soon, I realized what she was doing: she was going to squeeze both breasts simultaneously, with her tongue forming an “8” shape around them. “Of course, there will be all the layers of flesh between my tongue and my gushing cock.” At that moment, I could see my friend panting and grunting, yet her throat was unable to form any sound as it was blocked by the ever-rising dong. “The full penetration will come when I go anal on you. Oh, sweetie!” The cock moved past her ribcage, dislodging her heart and lungs as the womb just kept rising with it. “I will unload an Atlantic Ocean of hot jizz directly inside your stomach, as well as bloat every meter of your guts with my steamy breeding junk, and then…” She massaged her neck so bloody hard, as if to show just how easily she could decapitate her with a single hand! “I will literally pierce you fully from anus to mouth with my tongue, like I love doing with all my most flexible of mares.” She looked at me, who was cumming like a slave. “Once my cock is through your mouth, I might even use it to fuck Heather.” Her eyes glistened with pure malice. “I’ll fuck her while thrusting my dick through your whole body. Oh, that’s gonna be fun, won’t it?” The cock and womb moved past the ribcage and into the area of her throat, squeezing it just like her every other organ had been squeezed and crushed before. “You might not be strong enough to be my lover, but you will be strong enough to act as a giant, living condom around my dick. Now, my sweet pussy, squirt and lactate for me. Come.” Veronica’s whole body was assaulted with pleasure. “Come!”

	

	Once retained, her squirt exploded from her pussy like a hydrant. Just like the milk from her tits, it was one unbroken and seamless jet of lubes, but this time so much bulkier! “Jesus!!” I panted as I saw the squirts almost competing with Jamila’s cum in terms of volume, at least in the first few seconds, creating so much smoke and steam it was like Veronica had a volcano on her pussy.

	

	The cum, however, could never be beaten. The goddess’s hands sank hard on Veronica’s thighs, with my poor friend gritting her teeth as to withstand the greater loads of the futa’s raging prick. “Grrr!! That’s! What’s I’m talking…!!” Her body trembled. “…about!!!” The growing rumbles around the place showed me the best was yet to come.

	

	The futa’s balls, which had not decreased in size in the slightest, began to jump up and down with such force as to loudly smack against the goddess’s buttocks, making her laugh as the pleasure finally began to overtake her. “Aaah, yes, yeeesss!!!” Her eyes were shining like she was about to cry. “Oh, god, yes!!! Oh, I’m… I’m so close to cumming!!” My heart sank a little, so shocked that Veronica was making that woman—my woman!—feel so good!

	

	The cock, apparently, was making Veronica feel just as good—if taking hundreds of gallons of semen as heavy as concrete every second in the deepest recesses of your body, I mean, is your idea of pleasure. It definitely was for Veronica, who was way passed-out at that moment. Her eyes remained open, just like her mouth, and the tears too kept flowing from them in unbroken streams, but the poor woman was obviously too far gone, her soul and consciousness too far removed so she could become a literal vessel of pure sensation, just a pile of over-charged nerve cells surrounded by thrashing skin, fat, bones, and muscles. She was no longer alive, yet she wasn’t dead either. She was, in the most perfect sense of the words, a living doll of eternal orgasms.

	

	The goddess masturbated her tits with her sixty-inch-plus-long python-tongue, and the two fat beasts unloaded rivers of milk. The level of sexual fluids around the place rose visibly. I was sure most of it was flowing out of the mansion through the many cracked walls and wracked doors, but wherever that spunk was going, damn, it wasn’t going out nearly fast enough!

	

	The head of the monster cock, now as large as a mid-sized backpack, reached the very top of Veronica’s throat, pressing against her head and forcing her chin to move up, up, up! The monster loads now made her entire body swell like a balloon, and if before she seemed surprisingly sturdy and resilient, now all her strength, including the very primordial firmness of her muscle fibers, appeared to be peeled away little by little by the ever-growing loads of spunk.

	

	The goddess made sure to hold Veronica in place, otherwise she would have been shot up to the very last floor of the mansion, crashing through all the other floors in her way, by the volcanic loads of that regurgitating penis. Despite her feral grunts, Jamila had a nonchalant attitude in regards to all that madness; she sometimes yawned and sometimes smiled at me, giggling like a little girl as she saw my amazement with her breeding power. “What? This?” She nodded at her throbbing, roaring penis. “Oh, darling, come on! This is just a morning wood to me!”

	

	The walls rumbled with the shockwaves of that cock’s mightiest explosions. My friend’s belly—her whole torso, in fact—had grown bigger than a cow, yet the tenuous lines of her muscles were still visible over the titanic bulge of the dick and the waves of cum inside her. Her womb was drawn very clearly on her breast, and her tits had each moved slightly to her sides, shooting their milky loads at a hundred-and-twenty-degree angle from one another. The goddess played with her body a little, patting her enormous, cum-bursting belly, and fingering her orgasming clit while laughing and occasionally teasing: “are you still there? There’s a bit more of cum inside ‘em babies to go.” She nodded to her balls, which were, impressively enough, still the same size as they were when she began to cum. “I repressed my jizz a little longer that I should.” She looked to her sides, seeing the torn-up, destroyed furniture be washed away be the stronger, growing waves of jizz on the floor; as mighty as they looked, indeed, those waves were much weaker than the shots themselves, for the cum was so absurdly thick that it had little buoyancy to it. Again, it behaved more like semi-hardened concrete or a cooling liquid iron than usual fluids like water or even honey. That beast was so! Fucking! Thick!!! “I feel I can cum for a little longer. Just a little longer!” She bit her tongue and fondled my friend, making sure her own feet was stable on the ground, ready to endure all the many minutes—maybe even hours—of the cum massacre to come.

	

	

	* Ten minutes later *

	

	

	She was still coming. My own belly, as a matter of fact, was almost as big as Veronica’s. Well, not so much, but you get the idea: the lubes inside me had reached such a volume that the table was continuously creaking under my bloated belly. “J-J-Jami-laaaah!!!” My jaw felt dislodged. The words barely escaped my mouth. I felt like a retard, like my brain had melted after so many and such strong orgasms. “J-Ja-Jamil…!!” I quivered like a bitch with diarrhea. My eyes squirted tears. “Please!!! Give me release!!”

	

	My cunt was leaking cum nonstop. The lubes often exploded from it in stone-splintering jets, chipping the table little by little while it too was being washed away by the much stronger waves of Jamila’s jizz on the ground.

	

	Three feet of cum covered that entire floor. From the sides of the mansion, through every window, door, and shattered walls, rivers of spunk flowed out to cover and conquer the entire estate. Only the gods knew how many gallons of steamy, pure breeding sauce that goddess had unleashed with her tedious, nonchalant orgasm. The woman herself was barely paying attention to anything at all at that point, just leaving her cock to cum on autopilot.

	

	“I’m not gonna pump, you know.” She spoke, looking to neither me or Veronica. “I’m just gonna dump. Yeah. This is just a real nice cum dump for me balls!” She licked her lips, sometimes licking and sucking various parts of my friend’s body. “I’m reserving my thrusts to you, Heather. Actually, mm, now that I think of it, I’m going to fuck Veronica just a little once this initial waste of jizz is over. Just to, you know, warm things up.” She made her mind of the spot, cutting her sentences to occasionally drink from Veronica’s gallons of milk.

	

	That wasn’t a warm-up? Of course, it wasn’t. For the goddess, heck, that might not even have been considered foreplay at all! At most, all of that—from the literal hundreds of thousands of orgasms she gave us, to the explosions of thousands of gallons of squirts from our cunts, to the eventual eruption of millions of gallons of cum from her monster cock—all of that had been… what? Nothing, I say. Nothing at all.

	

	She even yawned again, that powerful, imperial-looking hoe! “I have a bunch of Olympic swimming pools in the underground levels. Don’t worry, they’ll be all empty. They are sealed in special stadiums, you see, with the walls especially constructed to withstand some of my fucking.” Her face became devious again. “We’ve got these special rooms in all our properties, you see: me and my family. With our superhuman virility, knowing the logistics of proper fucking becomes a matter of utmost importance.” She looked to Veronica, and then gave her left tit a squeeze, splashing the milk on the ceiling of the third floor above us. “I will fuck Veronica there. Fill her every hole with semen. I want to see her mouth exploding with my jizz just as her cunt is right now, and her nostrils and eyes too. Hell! I will make cum burst through her ears too, if she can withstand it.” She snapped her fingers near my friend’s face, seeing no reaction from her. “Though the poor bitch seems to be too far gone by now. Mm, I can’t say I’m not disappointed. My dong, yeah, is more destructive than a herd of stallions, but I thought your friend would at least still be fully conscious by now, not in this pitiful catatonic state.” She looked at me. “You hold all those orgasms nice and steady inside you, Heather. Don’t worry: once I finish unloading my dump on Veronica, I will release some of them from you. I admit that to demand more of you is just, well, a little too much. There is a fine line, after all, between teasing and torture.”

	

	I wanted to thank the goddess, to sing her endless praises and glories, but my mental state was just as shaky as Veronica’s body at the moment, and I feared that any uncalculated movement—even one as tiny as the moving of my lips and tongue—would snap me out of reality and shatter my perception of the world once and for all. Clutching my fingers so hard that the wooden table splintered around my fists, I gritted my teeth and roared like a beast, facing the orgasmic explosions from my cunt which tore a hole on the table, yet also trying my best to keep that cunt tight, tight, tight!!

	

	I screamed. I roared. I banged my head on the table. Still, everything I did went unnoticed and unheard, for the roars of my goddess’s penis and the sounds of her gushing, bubbling, exploding penis, as well as the friction of the cock inside Veronica, all of this muffled any sound I could possibly make, relegating me to a secondary role in that bacchanal; a mere detail that, in the blink of an eye, could easily be forgotten.

	

	

	* Twenty minutes later *

	

	

	The balls were still enormous. The cock still roaring. The cum still… well, coming! In fact, Jamila’s testicles were almost as big as they were thirty or forty minutes earlier. Tried as I might, I couldn’t see any difference in their size, density, weight, or volume.

	

	The immense, arm-thick veins that covered them kept pumping and throbbing as the seed just kept flowing and coursing inside. The heat seemed to only increase with every new pump. Jamila herself alternated between extreme arousal and supreme boredom, sometimes lightning up as she felt a new, pleasant sensation in her crotch, or when her cock unloaded a particularly titanic wave of spunk—“oh, look at this! Uuurh!! Just feel this one! Oh, yeah, baby! That’s a nice once!”—and sometimes leaning back and literally taking a fucking nap, snoozing as her body still held Veronica up high. Her reactions were automatic and instinctive, just like a horse, for example, that can sleep while standing on all fours.

	

	Upon seeing such reactions and not noticing any difference whatsoever in her testicles, damn, I realized we might be there for a good while longer.

	

	

	* Another twenty minutes later *

	

	

	Her balls had finally—finally!—began to deflate, yet the pace of their shrinking gave me little hope that their cum would end any time soon. After over an hour of relentless orgasming, the balls had decreased only by about ten percent, with their measurements still titanic and absurd. Those gigantic, oval testicles were still somewhat larger than basketballs, each of them as massive as, say, four Ostrich eggs of something, and the strength of their cumming actually seemed to have increased, as if the dick, sensing the impending emptiness of its tanks, decided to compensate by upping the ante of its orgasms a notch or two.

	

	During that time, Jamila had gone into a long nap, with her body still looking as tight, massive, and ferocious as when she was still conscious. Even when her mind was snoozing, her muscles carried on their duty with exemplary poise. «Fuck! She really is a superbeing!»

	

	I wondered just how long she could fuck if neither time or place were ever a real constraint to her. If she could ever go all-out, consequences be damned, how long could she last, and how much cum would cover the Earth once all was nice and done—if she was ever done, of course.

	

	These were scary questions I quickly realized I did not want an answer to.

	

	I would get the answers anyway.

	

	

	* Thirty minutes later *

	

	

	With a single, loud snore, my goddess Jamila snapped back into reality. “Oh, wow!” She yawned, looking so beautiful and princess-y. “Good morning, my beautiful cunt.” She kissed Veronica’s uber-muscular, yet spasming back. “Hope you’ve been enjoying your orgasms. I’m awfully tired of them, to be pretty honest.” Shaking her limbs to warm-up her own muscles, the goddess checked her own sperm banks. “Fifty percent gone. I feel my testicles just slightly coming back into place. Mm. We’ll be here for a while longer, so why not spice things up a little.” As she looked at me, she planted her hands higher on Veronica’s waist. “You’re not squirting, are you, Heather? I will fuck you up, beat you to a bloody pulp if you disrespect my orders.”

	

	Powerful jets of squirt burst from my cunt on the table, snapping yet more pieces of it. “Goddess! No!! I’m not…!!” Fuck! The orgasms were just so many my brain was, like, fried eggs at that point. My tits hosed milk on the table. There was not an inch of the furniture that was not flooded and dripping with my juices. “Not squirting, my goddess, I’m not, but… oooh!!! I’m just so fucking full!!!”

	

	“Hang on tight, my beautiful mare. I will lay waste to this blond bitch a little further, and then I will give your cunt the release it so desperately craves—and that, at this point, it rightfully deserves.” Pulling Veronica up with her body, Jamila allowed her cock to descend on my friend’s body. Was she going to pull out and maybe hose her body (and the entire mansion) with the remaining spurts of cum inside her balls? “I promised myself I wasn’t going to fuck her, but I don’t think what I will do actually counts as fucking, you know.” She licked her lips, shivering with excitement. I could see when the goddess felt especially powerful by the shivers that spread across her muscles, like a power too great to contain. “God, I fell like pumping!” She raised my friend until half of her monstrous cock was free of Veronica’s cunt. “My cock deserves a little fondling, a little massage, and your friend is just so tight, oh! She feels so good, you see, as an over-sized pump!”

	

	Just like that, she pulled my friend down, and the cock pushed her womb all the way up again to her throat. Then, by simply decreasing the strength of her grip, Jamila allowed her eruptions of semen to lift Veronica up again. Then, she pulled my friend down, pumping herself with Veronica’s full body. “Mm. Mm!! Yeah, baby, just like that. Nice and easy.”

	

	Jamila was calm and nonchalant. I’ve met a few studs in my life who were so endowed and so over-muscular that they actually used my whole body to pump themselves into an orgasm, making me squirt all over their rock-hard abs as I felt myself reduced to the role of a mere object, a sexual plaything to make their cocks feel good. Of the hundreds of dudes I had fucked, oh, I could count this booming, cocky studs by the hands; still, even the mightiest of them could barely begin to compare to that outrageous goddess, who know used a single hand to pump Veronica around her dick, extracting even fatter and bulkier loads of her milk. “Come on, baby girl. Tighten that cunt up just a little… ooh! Yeah! That’s the shit!” An explosion of semen made the castle tremble, created waves and massive hills of seed around their bodies. “Mm, baby, that was some nice cock-squeezing you did just there!”

	

	Veronica’s tit-squirts reached as high as the ceilings of many floors above us. Her expression was still semi-dead, her whole body rigid and shivering just as it was when Jamila started cumming. The goddess held her firmly by the waist with a single hand, lifting her up, then pushing her down, calmly and peacefully, sometimes closing her eyes and breathing just a little harder as she experienced a particularly strong ejection of semen.

	

	

	* One hour later *

	

	

	Jamila’s pumps had become a little more ferocious, with her cock ravishing Veronica’s insides once every two seconds, maybe a little faster. Rumbling, echoing grunts burst from the titaness’s breast, with her powerful tits dripping with milk, her body even tighter than when she’d started unloading. Her cunt was enormous, like a ripe peach, and dripped a continuous ooze of cream on the semen ocean beneath her. Through Jamila’s quicker breath and more frequent facial spasms, I could clearly see the goddess was enjoying herself maybe a little too much for her own good.

	

	“Are you nearing an orgasm, my goddess?” I teased her, with my own orgasms a little more subdued.

	

	The goddess laughed and played with her own hair, those gorgeous, expansive curls shaking in the air like powerful whips. “Veronica feels so good on my cock. Gotta confess, Heather: I wasn’t expecting such quality pussy from her. Mmrr, just look at this!” A vast load of cum, as bulky as a bathtub, bubbled out of my friend’s over-stretched vagina, “god, this pump feels good! Her pussy and her insides clutch on my cock like ferocious machines, sucking the semen out even without the need of my balls pumping it.” She looked down, distracted by the hard clap of her balls against her butt-cheeks. “Though my testicles—my beautiful, bull-sized cum tanks—haven’t stopped unloading seed until now. Mm.” She fondled one of her testicles with a hand, pressing the sperm tubes within them, making the seed bloat at certain points, interrupting the whole influx of sperm. “Maybe it’s time to give ‘em balls some rest.” The goddess released the testicle, and both balls throbbed more powerfully before unleashing their final jets of semen. Veronica’s body grew a little bigger and more bloated as the cum tanks exploded from the prick and inflated her further, with loud roars bursting along with the waves of spunk from her pussy. Once those final twenty-or-so loads were over, however, the balls rested easily between the goddess’s knees, and then they receded a little bit higher, finally settling in the position I had first seen them when she undressed.

	

	“Your balls are empty!!” I marveled at them, seeing those jewels finally “small,” looking almost microscopic compared to the size they once head: big Ostrich eggs instead of bloated backpacks of semen.

	

	The goddess responded to my comment with an arrogant chuckle and rolling of her eyes. “Empty? Foolish whore. Look at them.” She pointed to the testicle’s bloated veins, chugging along vast streams of semen inside. “My balls are simply done pumping. I commanded them to stop, actually. The loads of semen are much more manageable now, but they will become blue and desperate if I don’t give my seed some proper release.” She looked to Veronica’s body, pierced fully from cunt to neck. “My bull cum tanks! Now I’ve got some proper instruments to coach the excess semen from their ducts.” Rolling out her tongue, the goddess licked the mammalian glands of her still-ecstatic Veronica. “Now, I will give Veronica the pleasure of pumping the final gallons of seed from my balls—lest she wants my cum-makers to grow big, bloated, and greedy again.” Pulling my friend further down, the goddess forced the bloated head of her prick against her neck, nearly unhinging her head and popping her eyes with the extreme pressure. “Tighten 

	up that pussy and harden your muscles, my cunt! Mommy’s gonna unleash her bull bladder!”

	

	Magically—for the goddess’s command could alter our bodies on a molecular, even nuclear level—Veronica’s entire musculature hardened massively, crushing the futa’s cock with such pressure that I could hear the sound of leather being tightened, stretched, and ripped. Every single muscle of that gargantuan Amazon was a hundred percent focused on crushing that penis, on tyrannizing and oppressing it, and its power was such that even the goddess was forced to grit her teeth and giggle, widening her eyes in utter amazement. “That’s some shit… oof!” She breathed hard, feeling like two elephants were squashing her cock on each side. “That’s some good shit. Tighter!”

	

	I squirted hard on the table. “What??” Veronica too, in her semi-conscious state, wondered how much tighter she could squeeze her cock. Her body, however, obeyed the new order, hardening and rippling until I could spot every single, individual muscle fiber over-stretched, all that wonderful physique near a tearing, rupturing point.

	

	With the added pressure, the cum was milked out of the cock. Oh! I saw the cum rising in the cock’s urethra, its swelling so visible through Veronica’s skin. The cock itself had also grown immensely vascular; a web of super-thick veins barely left an inch uncovered of that dick, and the arteries throbbed like large, heavy spheres of iron falling on a giant gong; every time they pumped, the farthest edges of that massive estate were shaken by their rumblings: *rooomp! Rooomp! Rooo-oomp!* “Oh, what power!!” I squirted two more massive jets through my cunt, feeling the veins in my nose go *pop!* With a burning sensation in my face, I realized I was now bleeding through my nose; judging by my turgid, scarlet sight, I suspected my eyes two were getting bloodshot.

	

	Jamila knew very well the effect she had on me, which was the same effect she had on any living being who witnessed her fuck: supreme, almost deadly arousal, with my very insides nearly exploding. I WAS GETTING FUCKING INSANE, GODDAMN IT!! Insane, yes, and she knew it very well. “Behold, Heather, the power of your friend.” With a massive widening and hardening of her biceps, the goddess unleashed steam through her nostrils, and then lifted my friend up her cock, bringing with her a monstrous stream of jizz, so monstrous as to dwarf the entire Mississipi Basin.

	

	“Aaaw-ooh-god!!!” Veronica cried, and that was the single and last scream that she managed to conjure after all that brief respite of orgasms. Her belly, chest, her entire torso, in fact, all swelled with the spunk Jamila coaxed her cum out, and her giant elephant testicles retracted all the way up to her buttocks, clashing against it as they were literally sucked dry of seed. The goddess rolled her eyes, trembling and gritting her teeth under the indescribable pressure of having her dick milk-pumped. “Oh, gods, yes! Oh, yes!!” She roared, scary clouds of steam bursting through her mouth: “that’s what I am talking about!!” With another rumbling of her muscular arms, she pushed Veronica down on her cock, and the now-turgid body of my friend expelled the semen loudly and explosively through its gaping cunt, enough jizz to form waves which crashed against my table and cracked it further.

	

	“Oh, my god!!” My clutched fists tore more pieces from the dense marble, and at times I forced myself to bite the table and wrack it with my teeth as the pleasure now burned me on a cellular level. No joke! I felt as if every freaking pore of me was burning under the acid sensation of those millions of repressed orgasms! How cruel could that futa be! “God!!”

	

	The semen kept coursing through Veronica’s cunt in nigh-endless amounts. The penis appeared to have swelled full again, its gallons and yet more gallons of fertile futa syrup inflating Veronica like the cum balloon that she was; on a closer inspection, however, I saw that Veronica’s muscles were hardening and contracting on a very rhythmic, deliberate motion. Her insides had been literally turned into a cum-pumping machine, a semen-extraction device that was far more sophisticated that any comparable machine in a sex-shop—as well as perfectly adapted to that forty-inch, titan-sized penis.

	

	“Ooh, yeah!! Pump that dick, bitch pump!!” Jamila held her with a single hand, flexing her freed arm and gazing upon the majesty of her muscles. “Look at the purity of my power! The godly power of my whole self!” She licked her throbbing muscles with her tongue, literally wrapping them with it as she did Veronica’s boobs. “God, I’m so perfect!! When I need a jacking device for my dick, only the world’s biggest women can suit me!” She looked at me again, her eyes burning with arrogance. “Look how I so effortlessly and casually pump my cock with your friend, Heather. Look at the power of a woman who’s so perfect, so genetically superior that even the world’s two strongest, hottest bitches are nothing but toys for the pleasure of my fucking monster dick!!!”

	

	She was getting wild. It was only fitting: the world’s most powerful, genetically-primed, biologically dominant specimen could only sing glories to itself without a hint of exaggeration. After all, she was all that and so much more.

	

	Jamila pulled Veronica back up again. Her balls receded all the way up to her buttocks, forcing her to open her legs even wider and let go a gasp of pure exhilaration. Before dropping my friend one more time, she laughed, almost maniacally: “oh, hell, yeah, bitcheeees!!!” Then she dropped Veronica, with her cunt opening wider to allow a train-sized load of cement-thick spunk to pass through. Then, with another push up, Jamila made Veronica’s belly swell up immensely once more. The fuck-marathon went on for a long time, not breaking pace for a single second: every time Jamila lifted my friend up, the countless gallons of jizz were pumped out through her dick, filling and inflating the blonde’s body immensely; then, as Jamila pushed her down, the semen came flooding and bubbling and sometimes exploding from her cunt, unleashing almost as much seed on the spunk-ridden floor as when the goddess was cumming freely and wildly.

	

	All that, of course, the goddess did without breaking sweat, or even without coming close to consider it anything beyond some casual warm-up, not even an actual foreplay, let alone an unbridled, full-blown, wild, and passionate session of sex. But maybe I’m getting to carried away with myself…

	

	

	* Twenty minutes later, more or less *

	

	

	The goddess was pumping her dick wildly when we finally heard a surprising—nah, scrap that: a shocking!—sound: her dick rumbled, and her semen erupted in a slurpy, messy kind of way. The seed, which at first made my friend swell to the volume and size of a freaking car, now only made a basketball-sized bump in her chest and belly, flowing in much smaller, almost innocent-looking volumes once the goddess lowered her on the prick. “Mm, that’s so good!! It’s been such a long time since I last felt my balls completely dry!”

	

	My eyes widened instinctively while my mind was pretty much “cuckoo-gone.” Saliva oozed from my retarded-shaped lips, and lubes constantly dripped from the tighter-than-truck-tires labia of my cunt. Though I knew the goddess had been working towards that end since she began cumming and pumping and crushing her cock with Veronica’s whole self, I never actually imagined she would ever get… empty! Like… heck! Was she even capable of getting dry??! «Maybe… goddess…» My thoughts were as broken as my mind, «ain’t… so good… so powerful…»

	

	Jamila then turned her eyes to me. “Don’t you get the wrong idea, arrogant brunette!” She could read my fucking mind?! I mean… yeah. Of course, she fucking could!

	

	Lifting Veronica one more time, I saw her balls rising not as high as they did in the first hundreds of pumps, stopping along the upper area of her inner thighs instead of clashing against her concrete-like buttocks, their appearance looking much more shriveled (yet also ripped and shredded) as they ever did. Those were her version of raisin-looking dry balls; with both testicles now struggling to produce as much semen as she unleashed, the skin of her sack looked rugged and ragged, and this new definition revealed just how many veins and arteries and cum ducts there really where on those balls—enough to make them look like two giant nests of snakes.

	

	Like… damn! Holy fucking shit!! Those balls were freaking ripped!! There was barely a square inch of their surface which was, like, smooth!! The goddess herself knew it, and she commented on my amazed expression: “surprised, my dear? The core of my testicle is under miles and miles of veins, arteries, and cum highways.” She giggled, making the balls fall, then rise again by pumping her drying cock with my friend’s body. Once the balls relaxed, they recovered a little bit of their beauty and smoothness; as they rose, however, their shriveled, shredded state became yet more apparent; with the drying-out of all the semen, they would only become more ripped and vascular at every pump. “Ain’t no like regular testicles, these bull semen tanks of mine. At this point, of course, is that a shock?” With another full pump of her genitalia, the goddess smiled and laughed. “It ain’t, it ain’t! Not for the world’s most perfect living being!!”

	

	The semen erupted loudly and messily from the over-exerted penis. The tightening and multiplying of its veins showed it was nearing its last straws. The liquid bubbled from the stretched cumslit and into my friend’s womb, filling it up completely, but no longer bloating her to the inhumane proportions I had got used to seeing her as. In a way, Jamila’s weakest was still inhumanly strong: there was more semen there, gurgling up into that womb, than a hundred men… nah, scratch that: than five hundred men would be able to pump in a whole night of fiery sex—and that was still just one pump from that woman!

	

	“Think I’m done with?” She laughed, her smile sharper than a fine blade’s edge. “Bitch! I could cum all evening and all night long if I really wanted to!” She gave her ripped balls one hearty slap, and the testicles suddenly refilled themselves with sperm, becoming a little smoother and little fatter as they pumped the new gallons of fresh seed into the penis, and then into the bloated womb. The bulge on Veronica’s body grew much more monstrously, with the seed already leaking out from her cunt in awesome droves before the goddess even pushed her body back.

	

	To the shock of us both, a scary sound split the air: *crack!!* I suddenly found myself getting closer and closer to the spunk pool beneath me, almost in slow motion, and in my torn-apart mind I realized that the table was I standing over had completely broke in half, dropping my body on the ocean of semen below. “Jamila!!” I cried for my goddess, yet the goddess couldn’t (or rather, wouldn’t) do much for me at that distance.

	

	“On your feet, Heather!”

	

	“Oh!!” I immediately complied. Like a cat, I did a fancy flip midair, managing to land on my feet even though I was just a few inches away from drowning on the spunk. As I landed on the pool, however, I still felt myself slowly sinking lower, with my feet standing on something not quite solid, yet not fully liquid either. “Holy… shit!!” The orgasms, girl! Fuck, I was cumming nonstop! “Is that… all semen??” I had landed on pure semen, yet the jizz pool was so thick that my feet didn’t actually touch the ground; I was still slowly sinking, with many minutes having passed until I actually felt the cracked, shattered floor beneath me. “Hooooly shiiit!!”

	

	I came, girl, oh, and I came and came and came (without squirting) once I felt the semen level rising past my kneecaps and settling just two inches beneath my pussy. At that level, the living, burning spunk could quite easily reach out to my vagina, and it quickly did, rising into my pussy lips and forcing them open like the hands of a lover or the monster prick of a horny bull.

	

	I cried. Tears blasted from my eyes and blood from my nose as the pillar of semen invaded me like a barbarian horde, my pussy blasting loads of juices now that its lips were opened. Jamila seemed entertained by my agony, but not so to the point she would allow me to cum… yet. “Hey, baby girl. Shut your lips now!” She commanded, and like magic… *clunk!* My labia sealed themselves again, with the orgasmic juices filling me up like a tank.

	

	“Goddess!!” I cried in agony, for the spunk was now over-breeding my womb all over again. “Please!! Release me from this…!!”

	

	“Yeah, yeah, I know. Shoosh, will ya?” The goddess pumped herself at the same pace, not wanting to ruin the pleasure of those final loads of spunk. “Hold on tightly, okay? I’m being done with your friend in a few minutes.” Taking her tongue out again, she licked Veronica’s cheek, then sucked her neck, then drooled all over it, then…

	

	She kissed her. Her tongue went all the way down to her neck, meeting her own cock through the flesh wall of Veronica’s womb, striking her ovaries with its tip while also thrusting the cock gently upwards, then unloading a few pints of seed inside the bitch.

	

	My friend, who had spent all the previous hours in a catatonic state, stuck her own tongue inside the goddess and kissed her back. Her hands moved along the goddess’s back, worshiping her formidable, horse-like muscles, then embraced her powerful neck and pulled her face closer. Their eyes met, and Veronica’s consciousness suddenly returned as the goddess went back to pumping her again on the mighty prick: “I love you!”

	

	The goddess fondled and massaged every juicy bit of Veronica’s body as she answered, leaving no inch of her woman untouched. “I know. I love you too.” She caressed Veronica’s bloated belly while the cock was making it bulge even bigger and fatter with its thrusts. “I’m going to fill you with so many babies.”

	

	“I want to be…” Veronica’s words were interrupted at every second, of course, for her orgasms were never-ending. For the sake of brevity, though, I will rely her words uninterrupted: “I want to be bred like this forever.”

	

	“You don’t need to ask, lovin’ bun.” The goddess kissed her tenderly. “Of course, I will breed you forever. Until you're one hundred and fifty years of age, I will still be breeding you, and you be giving birth to my strong lineage until the very end of time.” They both gazed at each other’s eyes with an endless passion, like they’ve known each other for ages, from even their oldest past lives. “I will take good care for you, my love. You don’t need college or work or any hassle in life anymore. My wealth—both physical and financial—is endless, and I will use it to lavish you with everything you need to give birth to my offspring in perfect peace.” The goddess made her cry again my pumping her in the dick much harder. “What is a goddess if not kind and loving to her loyal subjects? Remember, my love: I’m the world’s greatest lover, and what is a lover if not a person… who gives?”

	

	She pumped her harder. I could see the semen bursting inside Veronica’s womb, making it bloat before visibly and loudly splashing into her thighs through her scarlet-red burn-out cunt. My friend cried, yet the goddess only repeated in her ears: “And gives.” She pumped her again: up and down, up and down, and then more semen exploded into her belly. “And gives…” She pumped her again, her timbre growing deeper at every pump. “And gives…” The spunk was now flowing much like an unbroken stream from the cunt, completely coating the monster cock in a white cocoon. “And gives…?” I could hear her balls inflating and deflating, growing fat and then shredded with every motion, all topped even by constant inflating noise, like a kid blowing on a balloon (but much, oh, much deeper!). The seed coursed through every individual duct of those testicles, its loads so clear I could see the little bulges of its densest parts running along ‘em for miles, hundreds of bulges for every duct.

	

	

	* Ten minutes later *

	

	

	“And gives…” The goddess pumped her. Veronica had returned to her catatonic self again. “And gives… and gives… and gives…”

	

	She was putting on a show. Another one. Her eyes were turned firmly to me in those final minutes, her devilish smile letting me know that «yep. I can go on like this forever.»

	

	My mind couldn’t. Not any more, not any longer: “Jamila, for fuck’s sake, stop cumming!!”

	

	The goddess lifted one eyebrow while freezing Veronica’s body at the very tip of her monster cock. After a brief, enraged expression, she sighed and shrugged it off. “Very well.” Then, with a brutality I had almost forgotten she was capable of, she lightning-pumped Veronica into her dick, going on twenty times faster than her previous leisurely pace, rocking her elephant dick so fast Veronica had turned into a blur in the air.

	

	She super-pumped herself a few hundreds of times in the space of a minute, and once she was done, her balls quickly inflated to double their shredded size before unloading one of the bigger loads of lava-hot semen in her whole arsenal. “Mmmrr!!!” The goddess grunted, her eyes rolling to the back of her skull. “Mmm!! Grrr!!!” The spunk emerged messily from her prick, and then exploded loudly into Veronica. The ensuing *boom!* made the palace quake, with distant sections of its walls collapsing in turn.

	

	A scary ocean of jizz burst from my friend’s cunt, along with a few threads of blood. Through the stream, I could also spot a yellow-ish, red-ish liquid coming along, with tiny, gooey balls splashing on the floor, like the eggs of a fish or a frog. Those were Veronica’s eggs! «Jesus!» Fertilized or not, the excess eggs—thousands and thousands of them!—had to be expelled from the womb, lest it would be crushed when those babies began to grow. As terrible as it was, her mega fertile uterus had to unload those visible piles of fresh seed if it wanted to survive. Their sad fate—drying out and rotting in the open air—was something to be lamented—yet the goddess still had some tricks up her sleeve.

	

	“Don’t cry for these lost babies, for they’re not completely lost.” Her prick unloaded gallons of jizz in Veronica, completely unfazed, as the goddess grunted and grinned and spoke her few, final words: “if we want, we can grab them and grow them on a lab.” Her cocky smile once again shone absolute in her face. “Not a problem. All these eggs are fertilized ten times over! We can spend the whole week fucking and, by the end, they will still be as alive as ever.” Flexing her muscles, she turned herself into a vascular wall of virility. “My superior genes will reshape mankind! Look at the eggs I fertilize, and see how my power is such they can survive in the wild… with nothing ever being a threat to them!” With a final kiss on Veronica’s cheeks, then… “So long, my love.” She let her go!

	

	The cock erupted with another geyser of jizz, its heat so intense a massive fog enveloped both women, and quickly I saw Veronica’s body break through the steam by rising many dozens of feet into the air, and them crashing in a loud mess on the tremendous ocean of jizz below. *Splooorsh!!!* Despite weighting well over four hundred pounds of pure Amazonian muscle at that point, she sank only a few inches into the seed, and then rested atop of it, floating on it like a giant piece of wracked meat on dried out white cement.

	

	The goddess wasn’t yet done with her: grabbing her monster prick with both hands, Jamila made her torso and arms bloat by forcing the gushing breeder down, all forty-inches of that meat cannon now pointed to my friend’s body, on which it unloaded… “Grrrr!!!” The goddess grunted, pillars of steam exploding from her nostrils. “Roooooaaarrr!!!”

	

	Blast after blast after blast of hyper-condensed jizz assaulted my friend, drowning her completely in virile seed. A massive mountain of burning cum was formed over her, seven feet higher than all the spunk around it, and then, when the last inch of skin from her disappeared under the spunk-y hill, Jamila considered herself satisfied, unloading a final, monstrous thread of seed on the ground. “Roooooaaaarrr!!!”

	

	The palace trembled. The goddess exhaled steam through every pore. Her form was… indescribable. Upon seeing her now, I realized I had never actually seen her true self; now, and only now, after unloading enough semen to fill every Olympic swimming pool on planet Earth, was I starting to get a glimpse of the super-powered deity who was about to breed me into oblivion.

	

	The 9ft-tall, 8,000-pound muscle futa turned her 40-inch-long, 1-ton rhino penis to me, gallons of seed still oozing from its head, her veiny, swinging balls, 400-pounds each, now completely refilled—all that jizz-pumping madness having had absolutely no effect on them whatsoever. “Now, my mare,” She looked at me, and then made the entire mansion quake with every single step she gave towards my wrecked body, “let’s fuck.”

	



	
Chapter 2: Bust the Womb!

	

	

	I was a shivering mess when the futa goddess began to make her way towards me. Her steps echoed in the palace. Even the ocean of fresh, smoky semen couldn’t deter their rumble.

	

	“What did you think?” She said, and her deep, yet feminine voice struck my pussy like the massive cocks of three supermen dogging me raw. I collapsed on the table again and screamed, shutting my eyes so hard my tears were literally squeezed out of them. I could still hear the sound of Veronica’s body collapsing on the sea of semen as the monster dropped her on the floor. My friend’s womb had been savaged by the African goddess’s forty-inch rigid cock brutally, inhumanly, pump after pump of fresh seed into her ovaries by the turgid, rigid mass of breeding power, yet the monstress wasn’t at all tired after a performance that would have wrecked a hundred thousand seasoned breeding males.

	

	Quite the opposite: she only now finally looked relaxed. «L-like…!!» My mind was broken with orgasms. The mere presence of that woman made me fell hotter than if I was surrounded by thousands of the Earth’s biggest-dicked bachelors. My pussy unloaded blast after blast of juice on the table, my fingers flicking it tirelessly. The table dripped with my juices, which flowed on it by the gallons. «It’s like… only now… she took off all the pressure from her sack!!» As I looked to the goddess, I gave myself a couple thousand more orgasms, struck by every perfect curve in that tower of muscles she called a body, and by the grave, hard swinging of her oversized, equine genitalia. «It’s l-like only now… she can really begin to concentrate… on fucking!!»

	

	The goddess smiled. She had shown many times before that she could read minds, and her careful, authoritarian movements, with her stretching and making her muscles boom here and there, had an obvious exhibitionist quality to them. As she flexed her immense, ripped-beyond-belief arms, and made her tits swell with an over-production of milk, lactating not with drips, but with tiny hoses at every step, she made sure to show me how she was truly fresh and primed for fucking, and how everything that came before—all the five, six, hell, maybe seven hours of brutal jerking and womb-pounding!—were just a ‘morning routine’ of sorts for her to take out all the uncomfortable pressure from her massive balls.

	

	The monstress pulled one arm up and stretched it with the aid of her other one. Her muscles rippled like a masterpiece of the human physical condition. Her body was ridden with veins much thicker than fingers, and her muscles were almost raw thanks to the near-negative body fat percentage she flaunted. If not for her mostly-dark, African royalty skin, she would have looked like an anatomic figure straight out of a medical book—a giant figure with even more giant genitalia attached; all the best features of a woman crowned by male genitals so massive and heavy they turned a bull prick into a micropenis by comparison.

	

	“So?” The giantess stretched, yawning as she asked. “Heather.” Her eyes burned as she looked to my orgasming face. “What did you think of my little show?” She stopped and placed her fists on her hips. Her body swelled and rumbled with power as she looked around the place. Her palace had been utterly annihilated: walls and ceilings of at least a dozen (huge) rooms had all been wrecked as if under a double-digit Richter scale earthquake, and from the remaining structures semen dripped everywhere. There was not one surface which wasn’t covered in thick, white testicle froth, not one cubic square of air that didn’t burn under the steam that all that hyper-semen generated.

	

	The goddess had unloaded probably over ten million gallons of sperm from her massive balls, making her testicles ‘shrink’ to ‘mere’ ostrich eggs as the final loads were shot into my friend’s womb—ostrich eggs were probably the ‘resting state’ of her testicles; their natural, unshrinkable size. All that had happened five minutes ago. Now, as she stood a few feet away, burning my face with the potent, masculine power of her hyper-virile genitals, I saw those two orbs of pure semen production growing back to their swollen, cum-ridden state: two large American footballs now, but two massive basketballs just a while ago, so heavy they pulled her iron scrotum down to her knees, and then a little further below.

	

	“Mmmr!!” The monstress began to grunt, and my body froze in an involuntary, animalistic response. She kept grunting and gnarling as her right hand went down to her testicle and picked it up, looking dwarfed in comparison to the inhuman testicle. The expression of coolness and tranquility had disappeared from her face, and in its place came back that of sexually-charged discomfort—the same frustrating agony a womanizing stud would feel after not fucking a good pussy for a few days.

	

	In her case, five minutes was all it took for this sensation to arise again. Often times, she broke her façade of calm and control to grunt: “fuck!” And her low timbre made the table vibrate along with my body.

	

	“P-p-please…!!!” My authority and power had all but disappeared. Despite my size, and my status as (technically still) the strongest ‘normal’ human on Earth, I was nothing but a cute rabbit in the paws of her lioness. As the goddess looked at me, dropping the testicle and letting it fall with a loud *booom!!*, I realized all the horrors she could do to me, if she so chose to, and how helpless I would be regardless of how utterly brutal and unrelenting she ultimately decided to be.

	

	That woman was like Superman, if Superman was real and morally ambiguous: if she chose to do evil, literally no force on Earth—from the pettiest of cops to the mightiest of armies—could come close to defeating her. Though it was hard to see it underneath the massive lake of semen she had just cummed, the entire ground of the palace had been cracked and cratered simply by the sexual thrusts of her hips. Hell, just by walking she made the ground crack! The walls of that room had been demolished by her simply pushing Veronica’s body against it and pounding her a couple of times before both their bodies crashed through the wall! That goddess could bend a bar of titanium by just letting her dick rest on it—and I had insulted her! I had called her an African slave! Things that, in any other situation, would have warranted my immediate arrest—or, in her hands, instant annihilation.

	

	The goddess showed that she clearly remembered my transgressions by making the ground loudly crack under her stronger, deadlier steps. “So?” Her voice whiplashed on my body. “Heather… my beautiful white slave.” She stood before me and held my cheeks. Immediately, I felt fire burning all over my face, making my eyes moist and teary.

	

	“O-ouch!!” I began to yelp like a spoiled princess whose ass had just been whopped a little too hard by her beloved daddy. “A-aa-ahee!!” She didn’t seem to be even squeezing my cheeks that hard. That’s just how her grip was! With the slightest effort, almost as if she was moving my body with her mind, the goddess pulled my face up by the cheeks until my entire torso was lifted on the table.

	

	My tits squirted milk on her abs before being squeezed against and blocked by her bigger, harder tits. Both our bodies ejaculated milk on each other, but her tits shot bigger and hotter volumes on my face, building a huge puddle on my tits, almost as thick and heavy as her own semen. “What do you think of my little show, slave?” Leaning closer, she tightened her grip until I felt my skin ripping. “You think this ‘filthy African slave’ is good enough for ya pink-ass Barbie pussy?”

	

	She slapped me. I literally blacked out for a few seconds. There were pieces of the ceiling falling by my sides and waves of cum thanks to the shockwave created by her blow. My nose was bleeding and my eyes were seeing red, and the goddess pulled my face a little higher.

	

	My pussy was unloading gallons and gallons of squirt on the table. You could hear the *squish-squish* and the *bruum-booom* sounds of the continuous bursts of cream. I was hyperventilating, whelping, and crying. If I had not done it already, I’d have also be pissing myself wildly. As I dared to look up to the goddess, my cries formed a few intelligible words: “p-please…!!”

	

	She slapped me again. The trees on her property, a few miles away from the mansion, shook with the power of her blow. I was now bleeding through both nostrils and one lip, hiccupping while sobbing so loudly, yet my pussy just continued to unload the most epic, massive bursts of nectar in all my life. My tits, too, began to hose milk like crazy, completely coating the lower body of the goddess—cock and balls included—with my motherly essence.

	

	In a desperate gasp for breath, I blurted out the only thing that could have saved me: “I’m sorry!!” The tears burned on my face, but my plea did little in the way of sensitizing the monster goddess; instead, her muscles just roared, assaulting me with the shockwaves of their contractions. God, what a massive Greek statue she was! “P-p-please, m-miss!!” I was openly sobbing. “P-please, s-show m-mercy.” It wasn’t an arousing sight; it was actually pretty pathetic and pitiful.

	

	Liquid sounds came from my belly, like a huge water balloon being shaken left and right. The monstress looked down to my body, and her left hand—with those bulging, roaring muscles of her long, pole-thick arm—rose by the left side of my face, which was red and a bit swollen thanks to the slaps. “Did you…” She said it veeeeery… … … sloooowly… … caressing my cheek, always with the threat of blowing them again. “Enjoy…” Her fondling became a little more vigorous. I could feel her dark, genetically-superior African skin burning on my pale all-American-blonde face. Her penis made threatening sounds, so deep and grave they made the entire place rumble. Her fingers on my chin cracked my bones a little bit. She could bust my skull like a pimple—and I kinda wanted that, in a sadomasochistic kind of way. “The little show…”

	

	“Oooh!!” My pussy drooled with ridiculous amounts of cream as she abruptly pulled me higher, with my ripped, muscular belly dangling low, swollen with the near-infectious retention of liquids inside.

	

	“… I put up…” Once she was done pulling me, she reverted to caressing my face and speaking with that low, sinuous monotone of hers. Her lips… god, her gorgeous, fat, moist lips!... so damn close to mine!

	

	“Goddess!!!” My pussy unloaded gallon after gallon of squirt, but my labia still resisted, shutting it off painfully, making me literally bleed through my cunt! “AAAH!!!” It was truly, unbelievably painful, that retention of sexual juices! The monstress didn’t react to my agony, though, and instead she just remained there, watching me, fondling my face and cracking my chin as she finished her question:

	

	“…for you?” She leaned even closer to me. God, her breath! Her fucking wild, savage, sexual titan breath!! I blanked out. The retention of orgasms was nearing a deadly breaking point.

	

	“P-pleaaaase!!!” I pleaded, my body acting by itself in desperation, but the goddess…

	

	*BOOOM!!!* Another section of her palace collapse after the blow. This time, she hit my face so hard I felt my brain crashing against the side of my skull. It became something of a chewed bubble gun for a second, and my most basic physiological functions were shut off for a second or two immediately after that blow. Blood was pouring out of my nose and my right eye was bloodshot as the goddess forced my head up to face her. The orgasms were much stronger than the pain as I beheld the perfection of her face so close to mine.

	

	It should be physically impossible for a woman to be that hot! By god, her face was the most feminine shit I’d ever seen, and it put my own supermodel looks to absolute shame.

	

	“J-Jesus…!!” I gulped. “Fucking Chris-!” She pulled her left hand away again, ready to strike me. I screamed: “YES!!” My entire body shivered, and a little bit of cowardly piss oozed through my cunt. “Yes, yes!! I loved it!!” The goddess just stood there, still, looking at me with a deadly gaze. My shivering became much stronger and louder as she squeezed my chin harder, fracturing my bones little by little. I was so desperate I began to say everything that could possibly sensitize her—none of which, of course, seemed to have any effect: “p-please!! P-please, my g-goddess!! I do anything for you!! I… I debase myself!! I’ll walk around everywhere naked, like a whore on your leash, please, please, I’ll let you whip my back like the cheap, useless slave that I am, please, oh, god, please, m-my superior master, please, oh, princess of the master race, please, d-don’t…” My voice became that of a child. “P-please, don’t hurt me.”

	

	Cracks were heard. They weren’t coming from me, thankfully, but from the table: the huge, solid marble furniture had been cracked and bent enough by the weight of my body alone, let alone all the shivering, panting, trembling, squirting, cumming, and orgasming I had done on it. The cracks spread further as the goddess oppressed my body and played with me. I was desperate, yet the goddess only smiled at my desperation.

	

	“Careful.” She said only, and I was puzzled for a second or two before the table… *CRACK!!* It broke in the middle, collapsing on the pool of cum, and my body feel immediately afterwards.

	

	“Aaah!!” The sudden movement was like the final straw on a pressure pot about to explode: milk exploded violently, brutally through my nipples, with my tits throbbing like hearts as they bathed the goddess with motherly nectar, and my pussy, oh, fuck, my pussy, it just… *spluuursh!!*

	

	The squirting was so fucking strong it paralyzed me from the waist down. My legs dangled uselessly as my pussy unloaded the most epic jet of cream any female of any species has ever unloaded in the history of sex… ever! And that’s despite all the effort of my strong, muscular labia to keep the liquids shut. My belly, which was still shinny with its eight-pack, rock-hard muscles, was swollen like I carried two babies inside.

	

	The goddess smiled. As my body fell, she grabbed me by the neck with her right hand, and then she effortlessly held my five hundred pounds of blonde vixen muscle in the air, without even a recoil in her arms. My weight had so little effect on her muscles it was like… like… I was being held by a mountain itself!

	

	She kept me lifted up, with only my feet touching her voracious semen on the floor, and she silently contemplated me, paying special attention at my smooth, blonde hair going all the way down to my butt. She puckered her lips from time to time, she sucked them and she licked them occasionally, but other than that, it was just silence—unbearable, bone-breaking, mind-tearing silence.

	

	“P-p-pleas…!!” I tried to beg, but her muscles, rumbling again, shut me up for good. The goddess then raised her left hand to my belly and, touching my side with her palm… “GOD!!! GODDD…!!!” I began to scream and scream and scream, but she just…

	

	“Silence.”

	

	My voice disappeared. My throat literally, visibly swelled as its muscles hardened and bloated to block the flow of air. I was left utterly voiceless, even though my chest kept rumbling, flexing, and trying to force a scream out. I couldn’t even fucking breathe as the goddess slid the tip of her fingers down along my abs, stimulating every nerve in them, feeling the curves of my powerful, super-developed torso.

	

	“Are you pregnant, my female?” My entire body shook in desperation, like a metal rod when struck by lightning. “You can answer this question, and only this question.”

	

	The muscles of my throat magically relaxed, allowing me to breathe and gasp: “n-n-no!!” And then… *boom!* In a loud swelling, the muscles had blocked the flow of air again.

	

	That was torture. I reverted to crying as the goddess kept sliding her fingers down to my orgasming pussy.

	

	“No? Oh. Then why this big belly of yours?” She did something… fuck!! Oh, fuck, shit… god!! I’m cumming… Jesus fucking Christ, I’m fucking cumming again, Jesus, oh fucking SHIT!!

	

	Damn it. Sorry, dear reader. I need to go to the bathroom.

	

	…

	

	…

	

	…

	

	Damn it. No bathroom. I just came here. Just laid myself on the floor and fingered myself until all the squirt came out. Barely took me half a second. The rest was just… *sigh* Squirting, squirting, squirting. It’s a massive room, this one I write on, courtesy of my goddess futa and mother of my many children, yet still the floor is all squirt now. It can’t be helped. By the end of this story, if I’m strong enough, I will have squirted and suffered massive multiple orgasms some two or three more times—and that’s with that goddess still gracing my pussy with her monster cock on a weekly basis. *Sigh* She’s got so many lovers—like, soooooo many. Even after swearing that Veronica and I are her favorites, she barely has time to…

	

	Anyway, where was I. Ah, yes, okay, back to the scene: “then why this big belly of yours?”

	

	After those sarcastic, mocking words, the goddess spanked my belly, and the squirt just… Jesus fucking Christ!! It was like a whole damn of burning cum blasting off my pussy!! I felt I would rip my pussy apart with the power of my own squirting, especially when my muscles still insisted on blocking their flow. I wanted to break free, I craved a free and unblocked squirting, but the goddess still prevented me, and I couldn’t even scream my agony out!

	

	My eyes bulged, and blood poured more voluminously through my nose. “Why don’t you answer my questions, slave?” Her fingers moved down to my thighs, which she began to carefully massage and squeeze. I shook and shivered, trying so hard to yelp, but unable to produce a sound. “Muscles.” My entire body froze. I was, like, cramping like hell! What the fuck was that? Was she communicating directly with my organism? “You can yelp and moan a little, but only a little.” Immediately, a felt a deep relaxation in my throat, allowing short, ultra-high-pitched screams to flow up and out of my mouth. The goddess moved her fingers higher up, moistening them on the viscous drips of my swollen pussy. “You can breathe, but only so much that you don’t pass out of affixation—I can’t speak, of course, of passing out of pleasure.”

	

	Immediately, the air flowed through my throat and into my lungs, and as my insides were cooled by the chill air of that liberation. I felt my belly swelling and my pussy dripping so much harder that it felt like a partially-opened tap. “Jes…!!” I could only whelp. «Jesus!! Oh, Jesus!!»

	

	The goddess moved her fingers closer to my twat, then away, laying their tips on the underside of my swollen, muscular belly and drawing random shapes in it with her nails. “Why. Are you. So swollen?” She winked. “You can answer that, and only that.” I opened my mouth, but through it only a massive scream would burst. The goddess, quicker than a cowboy drawing his weapon… “No other sounds but the answer.” My throat muscles swelled so hard you could hear them from the other side of the run. My throat was so ripped and cramped it was literally wider than my fucking head, with so many veins covering it you would swear I had swallowed a wild dog or something.

	

	As the tears kept running down my cheeks in constant, fat, uninterrupted threads, my throat allowed only the passage of the painful words: “You… give me… orgasms!!”

	

	“Mm. How many orgasms?”

	

	I blanked out. My pussy squirted yet madder, more powerful rocket jets of lubes. Again, I was not properly squirting, per se; that was simply the squirt that couldn’t be held back, no matter the force of my labia muscles.

	

	My belly swelled more prominently, making me look like I had three babies inside of me, ready to be born. “Countless!” The tears were squirted through my eyes. “Infinite.”

	

	All my hairs were spiked. All my pores stretched wide and open, letting steam flow. The goddess smiled, seemingly pleased with my responses. Her full hand caressed my belly while her right hand pulled me up higher by my hair. “And why so swollen?” She pushed her palm very firmly against my belly. “What are those liquids inside your womb, huh?”

	

	My pussy exploded again. My belly swelled. “C-c-cream! They… are… my cream.”

	

	“What cream?”

	

	My pussy exploded once more. At that position, I could see the muscles of her arm. Immense. Swollen. Ripped as fuck. Not a fucking gram of fat in her entire body. Veins. Fuck, so many fucking veins! Veins as thick as tubes. Arteries throbbing like living organisms, carrying so much blood I could see its flow by the rumbling in the surface of those ducts.

	

	Holy fuck, how do you even… like…?? Damn!!! How do you even survive with a body like that? Even I, who was an over-muscular titan blonde, still had about five percent fat in my titanium-hard body. Veronica had seven percent, and she wasn’t too far from me in terms of size and power.

	

	The African had zero. Like… not! One! Fucking! Milligram! Of fat! In there! Sure, I ain’t counting the boobs, but even the breasts had, like, such a weird kind of fat that, despite being a GG-sized monstrosity, they stood so high in her chest their nipples almost pointed upwards. It was even weird, you know, to see those monstrosities barely jiggling, even in the height of the titan’s copulation, as they too were made of pure muscle.

	

	Each of those breasts weighed over five hundred pounds—without the milk. *With* the loads of milk, however, they were easily two tons each!

	

	I saw the muscles of the goddess moving constantly, without any prompting from her. Her posture stood perfectly still, yet her body, when seen from so up-close, was in constant, unending motion, with her musculature…

	

	“Why are you so silent, slave?”

	

	My pussy unloaded gallons and more gallons, and my belly swelled like I had just gained another baby in there. “G-goddess…!! P-please, I… I’m admiring your body.”

	

	“Oh.” She raised one eyebrow, already knowing my answer. “Fine. I guess my body is too beautiful to not be admired.” She moved her arm down, pushing me away from her physique, holding me only a few inches above her eyesight so as to give me a better view of her phenomenal physique. “Do you wish to admire it further?”

	

	My pussy squirted some more loud jets before I could finally manage a desperate reply. “N-no!! I w-wish to CUM!!”

	

	The goddess paused her fondling of my belly, instead pushing her fingers in it and bending my iron skin and titanium muscles under their tips. She could feel the chaotic flow of liquids inside of me. “You will not cum. Not now. Not in a few hours.” I cried, I screamed, but my throat, swelling on its own, kept blocking any excessive noises. My pussy, too, still obeyed her commands, swelling and hardening to block as much of my piling lubes as possible.

	

	The African beast cackled, feeling her elephant dick, still oozing fresh cum, rise until it touched my knees—a touch that sent blasting, deadly shockwaves to my body. “Stay down!” Her command made the palace tremble in a way it never had before: it was a deep, shocking earthquake, with unseen parts of the building collapsing out of our sight. The monster member, after many twitches of hesitation, begrudgingly submitted, leaning down and puking more goblets of cum into the ocean. “Sorry for that. I’m afraid my cock grows too hard too soon, I find it difficult, if not impossible to control it.” She bit her lip while devouring my body with her gaze. “If it gets hard, my beautiful slave… I would use it to penetrate you. To thrash your body.” Her fondling became much more desirous and carnal on my abs. “I would pound you like I never pounded any stud or harem before. The power I would unleash in your body… mmrm!!” She grunted. Her muscles kept swelling and expanding while the veins kept growing and spreading over them. The ground further cracked and sank under her feet, making us both collapse a little lower on the floor. “I will fuck you like the animal I’m rarely allowed to become with my other partners,” she nodded, gesturing over her shoulder, “even with powerful, massive Veronica right there.” Her eyes beamed with cruelty, but also… love. “Do you want to be fucked like that by your master?”

	

	The scream almost made my fucking throat explode: “YES!!!”

	

	“Do you want the honor… and the pleasure…” She teased my skin with her fingers, lowering them to my legs, “to be fucked by this goddess African at twenty percent of her power?” She looked sideways very briefly, as if looking for a nice spot that could theoretically withstand the power of her coitus.

	

	My mind swirled with the number: «twenty percent.» What could she possibly m-

	

	“At five percent…” Her fingers pinched my inner thighs, and you could hear the aggressive sloshing of the liquids building in my womb, “I fuck the bodies of my lovers through walls. You know the drill: if I pin you down against the ground and pound you juts how a good mare should always be pounded by her stallion, the ground collapses. Soon, I’ll be pounding your broken, convulsing body into a crater, through the pipes, through all matter of rock and soil.” She tightened her grasp on my thigh, making my pussy… damn, god!! It exploded!! “Na-ah-ah. No cumming, my girl.”

	

	“BUT I-I…!!!” My throat swelled up again, becoming like a balloon in my neck, and blood poured through my nose and eyes as veins popped inside my brain. My entire body began to tumble and swell, all of its veins spreading and bulking with the deadly pressure inside of me.

	

	“Oh. I see you’re bulking. Or maybe dying. Anyway, anyway…” She smiled, gazing upon my twitching, throbbing tits. “Gallons of milk. Squirt some for me, my princess.”

	

	“OOH…!!!” Lightning bolts fried my nerves as orgasms ate me from inside out, and my massive bosom unloaded not a few squirts, but two rivers onto the goddess, who just opened her mouth and lapped loudly on my bursting tit-juice.

	

	“Mm, yum. Fine, that’s enough.”

	

	“NOOO…!!!” Another intense agony made the veins multiply all over my body, and my breasts, like living muscles, hardened and blocked the flow of milk as the goddess pulled me a little higher with her hand on my hair, sliding her mouth along the bulging muscles of the sides of my waist. She pinched the skin and pulled it, squeezed it constantly not to tease me, but to inspect the quality of my meat.

	

	“Girl, I gotta say: I’m digging your body.”

	

	“Oooh… ooh, uh!!...” I bit my lips. My hardened labia were like a tap slowly being opened wider: just an unending, lazy, loud flow of creamy juices. Daamn-wumm, girl!! I was, like, all melted inside my crotch! «T-thank you, my goddess!!» My eyes were only tears and blood. «To be praised… by a perfect being like y-»

	

	“Quiet now.” My entire body froze and hardened, making loud booms throughout the broken palace. “Eighteen-hundreds pounds, I see.” She lifted me up and down a few many times, weighting me, the swollen muscles of her arm barely moving. Her hand went to my ass and her palm made a mark on my buttock as she grabbed it and fumbled and splurged on my gigantic rear. I was cumming like a madwoman, unleashing gargantuan loads of lubes as that goddess harassed me like a stallion. “You a fine lady for a white. The finest I ever consumed.”

	

	“Je… Jesus…!”

	

	“Look at that ass, my slave girl.” She turned me around. My tits hosed milk into the remaining walls as my body was turned around so abruptly. Every single movement added an unquantifiable amount of orgasms to my body and, by the middle of the turn, I had blanked out, only to wake up again once the turn was complete. “Gee, who you parents are? I…” To my shock, horror, and dismay, the goddess was silent. I could feel her shaking her head in disbelief and sort of “pinching” herself back to reality after witnessing “your back. Hooooly damn! Damn-yum, girl, damn!!” She laughed. “Look at this wall of muscles you call a back. Jesus, you’re absolutely stunning!” With her left hand, she explored my muscles. Her fingers penetrated every sulk and valley of my uber-muscular form, fondling me tightly with her whole palm, squeezing my muscles just like she wanted to rip a part of it for herself. “Oh, by the fucking gods! Who are your parents? Where does your lineage come from?” Shocking, startling, and surprising me, the goddess leapt into my waist and sunk her teeth into it.

	

	“Eeee…!!” I squealed, and massive bursts of girl-semen came blasting from my uber-tight cunt as the goddess easily penetrated and ruptured my skin with her teeth. Her canines were so overdeveloped! So sharp and powerful! Damn, her teeth were bigger and shaper than a literal Alpha wolf, and she used them to suck the blood of my skin and even puncture my harder-than-titanium American muscles.

	

	“God… daaamn!!” She took her mouth off me, seeing the blood come out of the wounds. Smacking her lips and gargling with the blood inside her mouth, she swallowed it, and this time it was her massive, incredible body that shivered under an intense, indescribable swirl of electricity. “You are the mightiest ‘regular’ woman on Earth. On all the pantheon of creatures of mother nature, you stand at the very top—even though my clan easily outranks you. Mm.” She appeared to think, gazing upon my perfect form. “You are better than our lowest studs—you know, the ones I used to take my virginity. Sure, a genetically superior being like me, crafted after ten thousand years of breeding between only the strongest, most muscular creatures on earth, could easily ram through two hundred of those stallions, but I wonder if you, a regular mortal, would perform any similar.”

	

	She turned around to face her again. My tits exploded with milk on her face, but she responded with a single bitch-slap on my left tit, creating a shockwave that rippled painfully through both tits. “I told you to not lactate anymore.” My tits hardened and shriveled like lips after bite on a lemon, and the milk inside them only made them fatter when not released. Like my cunt, they were swelling and growing and about to explode! “You could easily out-fuck three or four of those stallions simultaneously. Mm, daddy would have such a fun time with you.” She again fumbled my muscles with her hand, sliding her tongue out and covering me with her saliva as she licked me and tasted me. She barely had to move her head as she licked me: her sixty-inch tongue had enough length to lick me from the distance. “Mm! Fuck, your meat is sooo delicious! Daddy would have probably lost control with you, for we rarely have white meat back at home, you see.” She looked up to me, rolling her tongue back into her mouth. “Daddy has control issues. He easily out-fucks his preys when he gets too excited. It’s kinda gruesome, really: the hundreds of pieces of meat scattered around the place. The torn out bodies massacred by his single thrusts.” Was she being metaphorical or… *gulp*… literal? Gosh, I had no way of knowing! My heart was beating audibly; you could hear the damned bastard from the other side of the freaking room! “But let me spare you the details, ‘kay, honey? You have potential to become just as big as our elite stallions. Ooh, mm.” Her hand splurged on my buttock, feeling its hardness, caressing the swollen veins that fed my body endless buckets of blood. “Our finest breeding mare. Mm!! How wonderful it will be,” her hand climbed to my swollen, yet ripped belly, “to fill that womb with endless hordes of muscular babies.” The way she looked up to me, barely paying attention to the loud splashes of cunt-sauce between my legs anymore, she was like a rich girl eagerly befriending a kid from some lower class. “Do you want to be my breeder? To have this awesome womb of yours always filled with the mightiest specimens a cock can produce? Oh, baby! I will ejaculate so hot and hard in you that you will not remember a day when your womb was not completely swollen with spunk. Heh, heh, heh!” She slapped my belly, and the shockwaves through the liquid struck me with deeper pain and more unimaginable pleasure. “Though you’re already quite fecundated with my mighty semen.” She pulled me closer and kissed my belly. “Mm. Gorgeous. I wonder how many babies you can yield in a single pregnancy.” She moved me away, probably planning on what to do to that swollen body of mine. “At ten percent of my power, mm, I need to fuck you against the slope of a mountain or something. Too dangerous to do that against the earth, for my thrusts generate earthquakes that can destroy a lot of properties in nearby towns. At twenty percent… heh! Fuck it! I fuck you through the mountain! Again, as I said, I’ve never been able to fuck anyone (or anything!) at over forty percent of my power… and this leaves me with such agony, my love!!” Her fingers sunk into the massive pussy she hid under her gargantuan testicles; her hermaphrodite body was complete with everything a creature needed to be the most perfect specimen in the universe: as virile as a sex god, as fertile as a goddess of femininity. She was, to put it simply, the Perfect Being. “Or maybe you will, one day, my love, be the one to fecundate me.”

	

	“Ooooh…!!!” Loud squishes burst from my labia, which itself was as swollen and hard as a massive piece of iron. “Just… fuck me… already!!”

	

	The goddess laughed, and the entire universe laughed with her: her muscles roared and twitched, hitting my body with their shockwaves of power, and huge, blood-soaked veins spread around her neck, aiding on the depth and gravity of her voice. More walls cracked, and unseen, distant wings of the mansion collapsed with that laughter, which lasted twenty seconds in total, leaving my body as ripped as it had ever been.

	

	My mind was swirling in praises and worships to that goddess as I felt my muscles flexing so fucking hard it was like experiencing a universal cramp. For the first time since she began arousing me, my pussy was fully locked, with not a drip of cream coming out of it. My belly had bulged to as if I was holding ten fucking babies, each older than eight months. I was a swollen balloon of cum and muscles, and the goddess stopped laughing only when her eyes got peeked by my immense, humongous form.

	

	“Your muscles are so beautiful.” She winked. “You are so beautiful.” Then, she led her finger between my legs, not touching my thighs, but just hovering them so!... damn!... close!... to my steaming pussy! “You are not gonna cum. Not for the next ten hours, while I fuck your friend over there.” Once again, she nodded to my collapsed, exhausted friend Veronica, whose body was still shivering and whose mouth still whelping and panting with the orgasms she experienced even while in coma. My friend lifted her ass and hosed the air with powerful gallons of squirt, her muscles constantly flexed just as if she was being touched by the goddess herself.

	

	Seeing the aftermath of the African’s casual “warm-up” struck my pussy with more gallons of squirt, which blasted powerfully into her fingers. The African, then, pulling her hand down and flexing the monstrous muscles in her arm, slapped my cunt hard enough to make my womb rise up to my stomach and my heart hit the very top of my ribcage. I opened my mouth and coughed a huge jet of saliva mixed with blood into the cracked ceiling, and my bloodied spit splashed on the floor above us.

	

	“I told you, my beautiful cunt,” literally pinching and squeezing my muscular labia, she threatened me: “not. A fucking. Drop.”

	

	My pussy hardened itself so fucking much I felt like my labia were actually sinking within my pussy! I definitely felt their swollen, rock-hard surface penetrating me already, but after that command it was like I had the head of her super cock penetrating me. Below my crotch, dangling so perilously close to my legs, were her swelling, virile testicles, which at that point were literally as big as two tanks of milk—like, two basketballs in size for every fucking testicle! The semen flowed in powerful streams, constantly making a bubbling and slurping and boiling sound inside her sack. The goddess herself, suffering a little for her own delay, grunted and groaned while tightening her lips and flexing her godly muscles here and there. “Fuck. Mmrm, fuck!” She slapped her twenty-five-inch soft cock and punched her thousand-pound testicles without a shame. “Stay put, stay put, you mother fuckers!! Mm!!” She licked her lips whilst eyeing me, raising her hand near my pussy one more time. “I ain’t fucking for another hour or two.”

	

	My body shivered. More and more (and more and more and more) orgasms! What? If she wasn’t fucking for one hours, then what…?

	

	“I told you to shut up already, haven’t I?”

	

	“S-sorry… m-master.”

	

	*SLAP!!* Blood off my mouth. Damn, I think she dislocated a few teeth. Just one more slap and I’ll be spitting teeth out. My brain was stirred inside my skull, and I felt many parts of my body were too close to hemorrhaging thanks to those blows. “Another word, you worthless Caucasian whore, and I’ll make sure your body knows every shape of my fists. You think I’m one to shy away from violence? Huh?” She tightened her grip on my hair, and the sound of hundreds of strands being ripped out could be heard like whiplashes from any point in the mansion. “Feckless whore!” She spat on my face, and then the tears just flowed out liberally as I sobbed. “You ridiculous piece of white trash shit! Shit!!”

	

	She spat on me a few more times while I helplessly yelped “sorry! S-sorry!! I’m s-so sorry!” My murmurs were so low they were almost inaudible—but she heard them, alright, and her body—her awesome, superhuman muscles—was filled with such indescribable rage two columns of steam just exploded from her nostrils, literally burning my belly and making me squeal like a pig while the goddess added literally hundreds of pounds to her musculature.

	

	Our bodies sank deeper into the ground. The area underneath the ocean of spunk had been cracked into a crater at that point, and the ocean of fresh semen was slowly, almost imperceptibly being drained through the wide fissures we made by simply standing there, with the sheer weight of our bodies—but mostly her body, indeed, which was now just ludicrously massive. The goddess was “little” over 11 feet and 8 inches in height, but her musculature was so insanely dense it almost had a gravity pull of its own: twenty thousand pounds of breeding bull stud muscle coalesced into her body, mostly all of it muscle, semen, and milk. The goddess was not “dripping,” but oozing milk through her tits, and her pussy too let out many streams of womb-nectar while she took deep breathes and recollected her nerves.

	

	During that brief, “micro” transformation, the titaness had pulled her left arm back and closed her fist. She had really considered punching me in her fit of rage, and I have no doubt that, even if she “only” hit me with one percent of one percent of one percent of her strength, everything beneath my neck would have been splattered into an unrecognizable mesh of meat. My legs were warm—and I mean a different kind of warmth: after all that time and tension, my bladders had unloaded the little amount of piss they’ve built. Well, “little amount,” of course, is relative; it was very little piss for my massive body, but still it rivaled the pissing of a mule in absolute terms. If not for the sperm that kept constantly oozing from her bull prick, fuck, I think even the intoxicating and oppressing scent of her ocean of semen would have been muffled by the nose-burning, tear-jerking odor of my mule piss. I mean… yeah! Even in my “deflated, natural” state, I pissed like ten fucking dudes—which is a pity, of course, considering that I always had to piss while sitting down and, therefore, rarely had the chance of showing off my superiority to other guys.

	

	The goddess looked down to my yellow-stained legs and giggled, relaxing her fist just a little. “Worthless bitch.” She tightened the grip of her hand on my hair. “I crack you like a fucking egg.”

	

	Precisely when I should have been the most fearful, damn, was when I found the courage to blurt: “e-enough!!”

	

	She looked at me, her eyes burning with ire. “What?” My throat, however, had swollen monstrously after the impudent word, and now I was being constrained again for air. The goddess’s muscles overall relaxed a little further, and she grunted her command straight to my body: “speak.”

	

	My throat relaxed, allowing the air to cool my organs and the words to finally flow out: “fuck you, African whore! I’m tired of your games!!” Her face was frozen in time while her eyes just burned me, oppressed me with their murderous gaze. I was shivering like a bitch despite my valiant, if pitiful comeback: “t-tell me straight what you’re going to do with me and get this fucking shit over with!” Still terrorized by her unchanging expression, I just kept fueling my words with all the rage that had piled up inside of me: “l-lazy cow! Y-you arrogant ******!!”

	

	I dropped the n-word. She raised one eyebrow. The rest of the words just flowed up even faster: “you overgrown beast! Bask on your brutish strength as much as you want.” Saliva built up inside my mouth. I had to focus hard so as to not let it drip through the sides of my lips. “I don’t give a damn about you or your p-perfect… super m-muscular body… anym-more!” My eyes, for once, burned with as much wrath as hers were burning for me. “You primitive, primal beast of breeding!! Fucking and seeding is all you’re really good for! You… y-you… you goddamn AFRICAN CUNT!!!”

	

	I spat in her face. Time froze as the spit splashed between her eyes. She closed them. Her face changed briefly into disgust. Every second turned into forever. I was deader than any dead girl could be… and I didn’t care. “Fuck you.” I gathered saliva in me and spat her again. The spit splashed in her wide, fat, hard, thick lips, which soon drew a smile in her face. She looked to me. My body… my… my body…

	

	She pulled me lower and closer to her. Our eyes met. My feet sank in her burning semen. I yelped, whelped, cried like the dog, like the helpless bitch I was. Once my face began to quivering in despair, my goddess uttered: “where’s that haughty expression of yours? Oh, there it is.” She smiled while whipping the spit out of her face, then raising her spit-covered hand to mine and smearing it with my own saliva. “I like when…” But she stood silent, preferring to not waste any more words.

	

	Her fingers smeared my face, going to my lips and moistening them with my spit. I opened them and sucked the saliva from her fingers, slowly tasting myself on her hand as her semen, in my feet, climbed up to my calves, making its hungry way to my dripping pussy. “Penetrate me.” I asked… no, I commanded, and the goddess simply shook her hand. “OH!!”

	

	She dropped me. Her right hand let go of my hair and her left arm, like a snake of muscles wrapped around my muscular waist, crushing it, making me aware of every fiber and every nerve I had in there. “Popping. Like a splinter.” She whispered almost to herself as she crushed me harder and harder with that single arm, our bosoms now colliding like four giant planets forming a colossal structure in the dead of space. I squirmed, and my pussy unloaded gallons in her hot, muscular thighs.

	

	She placed her right hand on the back of my head, yet I didn’t give that… that… gorgeous bitch!... I didn’t give her the privilege of action: leaning forward myself, I planted my lips on hers, which feigned rejection to my kiss. I pressed on. My tongue lapped on her mouth, giving me wild orgasms when feeling the beyond-perfect texture of her lips, their size, their hardness, and just about everything else in her. «Perfect!!» The word exploded in my mind along with every orgasm. «Perfect! Perfect!! Beyond perfect!» I came on the perfection of my partner alone—which was, if you think about, as close to love as I ever felt with anyone. My African goddess didn’t need to touch me to make me submissive to the point of offering my life for her; she just needed to… be! «How can anyone be so fucking perfect?!» I attacked those unwavering lips with my whole face, causing pints of saliva to drool from her chin, kissing her whole face while also embracing her back with my arms. I had a nagging feeling she had left my arms free just so I could attack her—or try to.

	

	The goddess began to walk. An unstoppable force, she walked forward, cracking the ground under her feet, sometimes sinking too hard until my crotch was near her semen, and her awesome ejaculate formed pillars up my cunt, trying to penetrate me on its own. “Mmrm!!” The beast woman grunted, however, and the semen obediently fell back. Her massive genitals were completely submerged on the ocean of sperm, yet always I could hear them throbbing—even louder now, indeed, then when they were exposed. I don’t know what physical properties caused that, and I quite frankly didn’t care.

	

	“Kiss me, you bitch!!” I pushed her face against mine with my arms, flexing my muscles and covering her face with loud, worshiping kisses. Unfurling my tongue, I licked the fuck off that face and covered it with goo, soon having it drip with nearly as much goo as her penis was with cum. My hands met delirium in her back, which were beyond muscular; truly obscene, virile walls of mountainous muscles, her fibers like a flexible kind of titanium, unyielding and unbreakable, an expression of pure power and genetic superiority carved out on a plethora of maddening curves, sulks, crevices, and valleys. Her skin, however, was otherwise smooth; aside from her neck and her arms (and maybe her submerged legs), the goddess had no veins covering her vast musculature. Unlike me, she was chill and relaxed, just flowing through the motions as I vigorously tried to fuck a reaction out of her face.

	

	My back was crushed against something hard and solid. I barely felt a thing, honestly, as the object behind me collapsed with the pressure. I felt heavy stones falling in my head and cracking to dust, yet I paid them no heed. The goddess kept walking as I realized she was crushing me against a wall, which fragmented completely as our bodies ran past through it.

	

	The pace of her walking increased slightly. Her body rumbled with the power burning in her deepest, innermost recesses. I could feel her wrath, her anger, her puissance, but I felt completely safe—no other human had such complete knowledge and control of their bodies as the queen did of her own. I instinctively knew that, no matter what happened, the Alpha futa would always be on top—not just of me, but on top of Life itself.

	

	She started to run, and the earth was split in two under her powerful muscles. Fuck! I could see the entire palace trembling, crumbling, and collapsing as its two huge halves began to move away. The goddess crushed my back against another wall, and a powerful explosion caused dust to surround us, as well as huge cracks and fissures to completely cover the entirety of that wall. The surface was probably as big as a football field, appearing to go on into the horizon, in a room that was just as ludicrously, yet also completely covered with her scorching semen. Every inch of the wall was fractured after the impact. My body had sunk many inches on it, and I could feel the muscles of my back grinding every stone into dust behind me.

	

	The air left me, yet I quickly recovered as I took a deep breath and made my chest just… widen! *Boom!* All of my body grew after the titaness had crushed me against the wall, and the goddess looked up to me with a smirk of pride and arousal in her face. “What?” I spat in her face again. “Is that what turns you on?”

	

	I spat it again. *SPAT!!* Before the spit could reach her face, the goddess punished me with a slap on my cheek. So many cracks grew in the direction of her blow that the bottom half of the wall besides me just… collapsed! *BOOM!!* I saw tons of concrete turn to pebbled and dust on the ground, disappearing under the vast loads of her semen while the “lightest” pieces—and I mean rocks as heavy as ten pounds—just floated on the surface. I shuttered while recovering my breath, refusing to yield to that goddess as I turned to her an angry, haughty look.

	

	I spit on her again. She just laughed as the spit hit her face. “I like that!” Her expression was admiring and… loving! Caring! Truly fond and even cute. She opened her mouth and stuck a tiny fraction of her tongue—four inches, no more—out. She kept her mouth open while I just stared at it, confused.

	

	“Wh… what?” I asked, and she rolled her eyes to me without shutting her mouth a single inch. She knew that I knew what she wanted, and she let me know that with her look alone, words being needless when next to a being of pure instinct and desire. “You fucking…” I gathered spit and blood in my mouth, “degenerate! You fucking…!!”

	

	I spat in her mouth. My blood-stained saliva was lost in the enormity of that dark cavity. Fuck, it really looked like a black hole for a throat! She shut her mouth and gulped, looking at me with sarcastic disappointment. “You fucking cunt. Come on!!” She punched my guts—she really punched my belly!!—and an explosion of pent-up juices almost blasted my cunt into pieces. I felt every organ in me squashed like hot potatoes as my body rose on the wall, cracking it further, propelled up by the mighty jets of nectar from my cunt. “You can do better than that!” The goddess held me in place, crushing me harder against the wall as I was forced to look at her with blood oozing from my mouth.

	

	“Y-you…” I couldn’t hold it back anymore: I puked! Blood came out of my mouth and splashed on her face, and even the semen I had swallowed a while back just came pouring out as that punch still reverbed through my inwards.

	

	The goddess laughed and shook the blood off her face. Aww, what a beautiful, cute little shake she did, like a puppy! “You tame now, slave?”

	

	I looked at her, defiantly. “Fuck me up for all I care. I’m much tougher than I look!”

	

	Chuckling so lovingly, the goddess stretched her jaw wide open. “Prove it.” With the tip of her tongue, she made a calling motion, inviting me to…

	

	*SPIT!* Honestly, I was amazed by the amount of goo that burst from my mouth. I took one very deep and hard breath, gathering all the blood and mucus I could from my throat and lungs, and then a just… *SPIT!* My spit didn’t splash, but rather splattered loudly into her mouth, so much of it that it oozed and dripped through the sides of her lips.

	

	“Mm. Mmm!!” She rolled her eyes and closed them along with her mouth, enjoying the delicious spit that made her cheeks bloat. “Mm, god! That’s what I’m talking about!” She didn’t just swallow that damned goo; she savored it. She gargled wildly in every corner of her mouth, making her left cheek swell, then her right one, then left and right, left and right continuously, gulping only small portions of the spit, making them flow so loudly down her throat.

	

	I was amazed by that. She seemed so sweet and innocent enjoying my mouth-semen. “Open your fucking mouth!” She did so, and a massive jet of spit and blood splattered all over her face.

	

	“Oh, mm!!” I almost lost my damned shit (again) as the goddess pushed herself into my body and crushed me against the stone, tightening her hug around my waist thanks nor to anger, but to pure arousal. Her spit-overflowing mouth met mine, and our tongues collided like earthquakes inside our mouths. Spit exploded from our lips, flying in every direction. “Keep spitting!” She sneezed and spat it back at my face, prompting me to salivate and spit harder, harder, and harder inside of her.

	

	I spat straight inside her throat, blasting my goo directly into her stomach. Our tongues both invited themselves into our bodies, swirling into our throats and lapping inside our bellies. She sucked the semen out of my belly while I savored the spit swirling in her stomach, both our throats and chests swelling with the veiny bulges of our python tongues in each other.

	

	My back sunk deeper into the wall. Pieces of the ceiling fell on us, but we barely felt them as they were just pulverized when in contact with our muscles. The goddess took her hands off my body and, instead, laid both hands on each side of my face, utterly destroying the wall under her palm and making her hands sink on it until the wall had collapsed to about the height of her elbows. I giggled with that wanton demonstration of unattainable power, but my giggles disappeared as the goddess invaded my mouth much harder, spitting back gallons of goo at me.

	

	I almost suffocated under the ocean of saliva she produced. My belly, already bloated with all the juices retained in my womb, further boomed as whole tanks of heavy, dense saliva splashed in my belly, making it grow to the size of a baby elephant. She squeezed my body again with her arms to empty my stomach and make the saliva flow back up into my mouth, and then she drank her own junk through my mouth and nostrils. After she was done sucking the saliva back into herself, she freed my mouth with a loud *pop!* and laid her immense lips on my nose. Then… she sucked it!

	

	«GOD!!» Every junk and snort I had in my breathing system, *baam!* it was all gone after that single suction. I literally felt my lungs climbing up and clashing against the top of my ribcage as she basically performed a complete otorhinolaryngological cleansing through my nose. Spit, semen, snort, blood, and saliva all filled her mouth until her cheeks were bloated again.

	

	“By god, you’re delicious!” She gulped the entire junk in one loud *BOOM!*, and more pieces of the ceiling cracked as the heavy fluids collided in her stomach. “Every piece of you.” Fuck, it was almost like she’d sucked parts of my brain through my nostrils too. Damn, that gorgeous cunt! I was shivering and panting like a little Chihuahua when she.. *SPIT!!* Oh, fuck her!

	

	“Fuck you!” I shouted, and then I laughed, and then I kept laughing and laughing as I felt the dense ooze flow down on my face. She had saved just a bit of the junk in her mouth to spit it back at me at the right moment. Now, with my own filth flowing on my face, I couldn’t help but to laugh after that incredible display of filthy desire.

	

	Our eyes met, and we wanted to do nothing else but to contemplate each other… forever! I moved my hands to her face and cleaned the spit and blood from it. She was so awesome she had layers of goo in her eyes, yet she barely needed to blink them. The goddess did the same to me, caring for my face even more tenderly than I did hers.

	

	“I love you.” I confessed, and the goddess gently nodded.

	

	“I love you too.” She retorted, and then she pulled me up to give me a gentle kiss in the cheek, sucking more spit and blood from my face as I kissed her back in her other cheek. Our faces stood close, our noses rubbing against one another, and we kept exploring every pore in our perfect skins with the tip of our fingers and our nails, eventually uniting ourselves in a single, massive body of pure muscles, her hugging me again and sinking me inches deeper into the stone wall, pressing her body against mine, muscles against muscles, abs against abs, our mega bosoms so pressurized that the milk kept exploding and blasting and splashing in loud waves, constantly covering our faces in semen-like whiteness.

	

	“Your skin.” I worshiped her face, licking it and sucking it, giving it tender little bites and suckling on it like a newborn kitty. “You’re so perfect. You Africans are such a gorgeous people.”

	

	“The most gorgeous.” She replied in my ear, purring like a puma. “We’re genetically flawless. The superior race of mankind.”

	

	“Uh-uh. Not a question about that.” I rolled my eyes in pleasure while rubbing my cheeks on hers, sinking my hands on her gorgeous Afro hair, feeling how their texture was somehow much softer and smoother than my own long, blond strands. “You’re so hard and… abundant. Always the biggest cocks, the hardest asses.”

	

	“Indeed.” She flexed her muscles wantonly, squeezing my body under a muscular mountain of virile femininity. “Our genes are crafted in the stone and the rich minerals of our land. We’re as hard and sturdy as the forces of nature. We’re the core of the planet itself, and our bodies are the monuments of natural selection.” She moved her left arm up, further pulverizing the stone of the wall behind me, leaving it unflexed next to my face as she rested her elbow on the wall, with the swollen biceps rubbing against my face. “Kiss my muscles. I know you love them.”

	

	I felt the orgasms swirling in my nectar-filled pussy like a school of fishes. Lubes drooled on my legs in vast amounts, yet I felt completely peaceful as I rested my face on the enormous biceps—all of it much larger than my head—and heard the core of the muscle pumping hard. I raised my hand to that gorgeous sphere of power and squeezed it, sticking my tongue out and licking every inch of that planet-sized muscle.

	

	Saliva dripped from the arm and flowed into the goddess’s clean, hairless armpits as I stained the muscle with gallons of saliva, rubbing it with my palms and squeezing it with my fingers, getting my pussy more swollen as I kissed and bit the full hardness of that awesome arm.

	

	I purred in her muscle, and she kissed and bit and sucked my neck just right under my ear in response. We snuggled each other’s faces, our hands exploring each other’s muscles, hers occasionally rising to my tits and milking gallons out of their study, swollen mass. Our breaths were like a form of communication: we instantly picked each other’s intent by the smooth contact of our breaths in our skins.

	

	She grabbed my ass cheeks in the clearest, most undeniable form of authority I’d ever felt; muscles which would feel like unyielding iron felt like foam under her fingers, and she squashed my butt as to make my body rise on the wall, cracking further sections of it. I panted and quivered, feeling my belly pressing against hers as it rose and swelled with the gushing of endless pleasure nectar inside my womb.

	

	“Ooh… mm…!!” Still, my adoration for her was stronger than my orgasms or my pain. I kissed her cheek repeatedly, loving how she did the same over my breasts, along my neck, and right under my chin.

	

	My pussy washed her abs with my juices. “Mmrm!!” My mind swirled. I could feel an immense force growing between my legs… under my cunt, in fact… crushing the wall like a third body entering uninvited in that conversation.

	

	She raised one eyebrow, rolling her tongue into my neck and… sliding it aaaall the way up, into my face, covering my cheeks, breathing fire into my nose and eyes.

	

	She kissed me. My legs and arms turned lifeless with that soul-stealing kiss. “Do you want to be bred by this powerful African goddess of yours?”

	

	Certainly looking out-of-my-mind, dazed and discombobulated, I merely nodded like a retard and tried to voice my innermost desires: “y-y-yes.” The goddess reverted to kissing and fondling my face very calmly while her hands, setting a completely different tone, squeezed and massaged my mountainous muscles so much harder, sinking into my flesh and reshaping my very form.

	

	The goddess… oh! Fuck!! Cuming again! *Splish! Splish! Splash!!* Damn, fuck, oooh. Fuck, fuck, okay, Heather, you got it. *Phew!* You got this, girl! These are just your memoirs. She cannot make you reeeeally lose control just in the… uh… memory.

	

	Oh, fuck. Damn, well, fuck. At least it wasn’t a big squirt, just a puddle between my legs. Fuck, fuck, well… where was I?

	

	Ah, yeah: the queen licked and sucked my neck, providing me with such an overstimulation I literally felt my spine and all the nerves around it frozen. “Ooooh…!!!” The goddess literally brought her arms behind her back, crossing them behind that vast, titanic musculature, and my body stay pinned on the wall, drilled so deep within it. She sucked and suckled on my Adam’s apple like, fuck, it was a tit! “Ooo-oooh!!” I began to suffer a bunch of weird, wet orgasms, with ripples throughout my tits like waves in a lake causing gallons… and fucking gallons!... of milk to be squirted out. «Jesus fuuuucking Christ!! Damn!!» The orgasms just kept piling on. «Damn, damn, damn, daaaa…!!»

	

	The she stopped suckling on my neck and just… ate it! With her whole mouth! She dislodged her jaw like a python and just… fuck! She ate my neck whole! I felt like a tiny gazelle in the jaws of a lioness! That was literally how it looked like, with her long, sharp canines almost protruding into the back of my neck. “Oh, go…!!” My pussy was just… *splash! Splash!! BLAST!!* Fuck, I was a canon of lubes! My belly so huge, yet also so hard, the… mmm… the juices sloshing inside like a whole ocean in my fucking womb.

	

	The goddess took her left hand off her back and… ooooh!... she laid its palm completely on my pussy, blocking the flow of juices. Raising her right hand to my forehead, she grabbed my hair again, right at its base, and pulled my face up. “What did your master told you about…?”

	

	“I k-know!” I spit on her face, just for good measure.

	

	“Oooh.” She rubbed her face on mine, smearing the saliva all over it. “Is that the proper way to talk to your breeding stallion, my sissy kitty cat?”

	

	“I don’t give…” I kissed her, “a fuck, you… rude… coarse… virile goddess!” I covered her face with tiny little kisses, just like a kitten. “I’m weaker than you, but I-I’ll…” My voice cracked a little. “I’ll never submit to you again!”

	

	“Oh.” She then laid her left palm on my belly, right above where my womb was throbbing. “Is. That. So?” She began to… slowly… but surely… push!... she pushed my stomach… harder… and harder… and harder… and the pressure grew so intense I…

	

	“Aaaah-AAAAAHHH!!!” I felt like my head was about to pop as she crushed those liquids inside of me like an industrial machine. I felt like a factory pressure tank boiling its liquids at near-abyssal pressures. That shit was rupturing some of my nerves, I could swear. “Fuuu-UUUCK!!” My voice went into an insanely higher-pitch at the end of each scream. “STOP!! PLEASE, PLEASE, ST-!”

	

	“You ain’t talking shit again, my white breeding mare, unless you want me to slap your eyes out of your skull!”

	

	I shut up for a second or two. The fire raged in my breast. My throat swelled, the saliva built, and I aimed my lips at her face while the goddess sort of expected it. I spit on her, many pints of saliva in one go, and the spit literally splashed on her face like a huge water balloon, sending thick, creamy juices to ooze down her massive, titanic breasts and bull-sized musculature.

	

	“FUCK YOU, YOU AFRICAN WHORE!!”

	

	“He, he.” The goddess chuckled, sucking some of my spit into her mouth. “That’s how I like it.” She then simply pressed me harder… and harder!... and so fucking harder!!... in the belly, pushing my back against the wall, sinking me a few more inches into the solid surface as it unraveled in many cracks, some of them growing as far as the other side of the gigantic room.

	

	My pussy blasted off juices thanks to the excess pressure, but the volume of those blasts wasn’t nearly one-tenth of what was necessary to even-out the production of lube within me: as one gallon of nectar was squirted out, splashing like an explosion on the sea of semen beneath me, damn!, another ten gallons were added my womb, which at that time was like an engine firing off on all cylinders. My eggs were, like… almost visible from outside! Well, not the “eggs” themselves, but I mean my ovaries, my big, hard, beautiful egg-making beasts, so swollen, so hard, and so big they looked a bit like the testicles of my African dominatrix bulging through my skin, so fucking ripped you could even see the ducts covering throughout! Hot fucking damn!!

	

	“JESUS!!!” I wrapped my giant legs around the thick, titanium waist of that muscle monster, with my humongous thighs forming a perfect 180-degree angle with my pussy—a full split, if you will—in a desperate attempt to pull my labia apart and give my juices a little more room to flow out.

	

	Nah, not one fucking difference: my labia instead only hardened themselves, adding to the number and thickness of veins and arteries, sealing my vagina even harder than before. “OOH, FUCK, YOU FUCKING CUNT!!!” The goddess laughed while I hyperventilated and sweated coldly. “Y-Y-YOU…!!!” I felt the freezing of my spine every time I realized I could really, veritably die that way! “PLEASE, LET ME CUM!!”

	

	“No.” She answered, quite simply, and then giggled like a naughty child as she pressed her hand harder… oh, and harder…

	

	“Fuuu…!!” I lost my breath. I blanked out.

	

	Then, I woke up again! “FUUUUUCK!!”

	

	…and way, waaay harder! Blasts of scalding juice burned my legs as my overactive womb just kept adding to the pile. Damn, girl! I could feel the sheer force of those oceans of lube flooding my womb, widening and stretching the very bones of my hips like I was taking a whole dam into my cunt! In hindsight, that only spoke for just how crazy fertile I was! The queen herself noted this as she felt the waves of my pussy juice under her palm. “Damn you, whitey. Even I can’t squirt this much.” The goddess grunted as I tightened the grip of my legs on her waist.

	

	For her to grunt, fuck, my grip must have been unimaginably strong at that point!

	

	“PLEASE, MOMMY!!!” I squirted tears into her face. “DESTROY ME WITH YOUR MONSTER PENIS, PLEASE!!” I felt the jets of my squirt splashing back against ass and cunt after they hit the massive, throbbing surface of her swelling genitalia. After all that time, the deity was losing her focus on her balls and cock, forgetting to keep them subdued—or, worse still, no longer able to.

	

	“Mrmm!!” She grunted, taking her tongue out and rolling it around my massive breasts. “You think your insults and your insolence will go unpunished, my princess?”

	

	“FUCK YOU, CUNT!!!” I spit on her. And spit it again. Her head moved back with load after load of spit I threw at her, causing no other effect but a sly grim on her lips.

	

	“Think I don’t like this?” She opened her mouth, and loads of my spit penetrated her straight in the throat, only to be gulped loudly as the pressure of her hand increased diabolically on my belly. “Please, whitey, spit some more in me. I like tasting every bit of you.”

	

	“OO-UUH!!” Her compliment made me warm, feeling like a bunny on a wide, green plain on a summer day, but her cruel squeeze made me feel that this bunny, too, was being torn in half, limb by limb. “P-PLEASE!!” I cried. Damn girl, I cried and cried and… “PLEEEEASE!!” My chin was trembling and my teeth were gritted. “I C-CAN’T TAKE IT… I C-CAN’T…!!” I was lacking air. I was hyperventilating. My eyes were bulging out a little. “P-PLEASE, MOMMY!! IT HURTS!! IT HURTS SO MUCH!!!”

	

	“Oh?” She pressed me harder. I screamed as my body suddenly collapsed ten inches into the wall. My back was now protruding on the other side. Coming to think of it, that wall sure was insanely rigid and, above all, insanely thick! Maybe this was precisely the reason the goddess had pushed me over to that place: as soon as she stopped railing against Veronica’s womb, she had her entire revenge already planned out for me! “It hurts? But your vagina doesn’t stop producing lubes. See, like this. Feel it.”

	

	“AAAAARRHH!!” She pressed her hand harder, and I could literally feel herself through her own palm, like she was imprinting her hand on my damn soul! There were so many juices so powerfully flooding my womb! That beastly uterus might have been the size of a small freezer at that degree of arousal, flood, and overstimulation.

	

	The goddess puckered her lips, licking them loudly while increasing the pressure of her hand little by little at a constant, almost mechanical pace. “Every inch of your pussy is burning, no longer pink, but amber-red. Come, here… feel it.”

	

	“JESUS…!!!” I ran out of breath and, yep, I blanked out.

	

	Then I woke up. “JESUS…!!”

	

	Then I blanked out again. And I woke up. And I blanked and woke and blanked and woke a few more times as the goddess closed her grip on the underside of my belly and literally squeezed the walls of my pussy into each other! Damn me, if I felt my meat burning! The rugged walls of my core were shaking like a rattlesnake’s tail, every inch of them trembling and popping and vibrating while secreting pints through every pore. “OH, MY GODDDD!!!” I could feel every pore in my burning mucous walls secreting what really would looked like pillars of steamy water inside of me. I had, like, whole damned rivers being unloaded within, enough that even the “limited” and highly constricted squirting of my pussy still could cover that entire palace in my cream in a moment’s notice.

	

	The ocean of semen from the goddess was now being supplanted by my explosive outpouring of pussy cream, which stood at the top of the dense semen like oil over water—the semen, after all, was so much denser. “P-PLEASE, JAMILA, PLEASE, PLEASE, PLEASE, I BEG OF YOU!!!” I could barely speak with all the semen that kept bursting through my mouth and nostrils, as well as the tears that completely covered my face. “S-STOP THAT!! I’M GONNA DIE!!”

	

	“No, you ain’t. You’re about a thousand to even five thousand times stronger than an elephant, so you will take it all real fine.” She pushed her hand harder, and my screams alone made more parts of the ceiling collapse. “In fact, it is your superhuman strength that I use to power this torture. I know you can take it, pussycat, and I love unleashing my powers on you much more than I can on any other living creature.”

	

	“YOU FUCKING CUUUUUNT!!”

	

	“Insult me however you like, little cuntie, and how many times you so please.” She winked. “In the end, you’re just gonna cum and cum and cum. Feel your pussy, baby, and see how your womb sings for me.”

	

	“FUCK!!” I spit and spit and spit! “YOU!! FUCK YOU!! FUCK…”

	

	“Oh, mmm!” She literally yawned while collecting my loads of saliva in her mouth. “You’re awfully tedious now, my white slave. Why don’t you try, I don’t know, hitting my body or punching my boobs, something like that?” Her eyes glazed with the fires of hell immediately after she laughed: “I want to see you crack and your wrists hurt as you try to even graze my skin with your mightiest blows. Your might be worth thousands of elephants, my beautiful, with a body that is the very pinnacle of Caucasian genetics…”

	

	“OH, MY GAAAAAWD!!!” I passed out and woke up again a thousand times again as she pressed her monster tongue against both my breasts simultaneously and bathed on the resulting juices that showered her like so many tsunamis at once.

	

	“…but I can crack an entire continent in half with a single punch if I so desire. It doesn’t take even all my strength to do so, FYI. Only, like, eighty percent or such.”

	

	“YOU…!! YOU…!! Y-YOU…!!”

	

	She looked up to me with a different, more devious kind of smile in her face, freezing her hand in place, the pressure still tormenting (but no longer growing on) my womb. “I’m not releasing your cunt. Not until I’d fucked your friend Veronica for the first time and unloaded—truly unloaded—my jizz inside her womb. It’s not that I want to fecundate her first, of course—you’re my ultimate prize—but it’s that I simply want to torture you and make you pay for every bit of insolence you directed towards me.”

	

	My tears were almost raining on her face. “I’M SOOOORRY!!!” My voice was truly desperate. “I’M SOOOO SOOOORRY, MY GODDESS!!!”

	

	She shook her head. “Tsc, tsc, tsc. Ain’t about being sorry, kiddo. It’s about sending a message. There’s still a part of you who believes you can stand up to me. I can’t let that stand.” Her hand… the pressure!! Fuck!! I wailed and flailed, but this only made my predicament worse, shattering the wall around me and sinking me deeper into it. “If you think what you suffered so far is payment enough, oh, baby darling…” She chuckled. “I’m gonna have so much fun with you!”

	

	“FUCK YOU!!” I punched her. A shockwave blasted through the room as my fist met her cheek. Once the pieces of the wall and the ceiling stopped falling and the dust somewhat settled, I looked at her face and saw her looking back, so calm and nonchalant, at me!

	

	“I told you.” She increased the pressure. “It’s useless.”

	

	“OH, FU… YOU… FUCKING!!...” I breathed steam through my nostrils.

	

	More blows were thrown. Her face was hit left and right by my fists, powered by my arms as thick as Greek columns and as muscular as whole bulls. Despite the strength of my blows, however, my arms were soon numbing, and the orgasms from my cunt alone helped drain all the energy my blows didn’t.

	

	“FACE ME… YOU FUCKNG COWARD!!” My body sank harder on the wall, drilling almost a tunnel on it, as the goddess exhaled steam and pushed me so, oh, so much harder! The word ‘coward’ really had an effect on her. I tried using it on my favor as I traded the strongest blows I could: “What?? A-are you afraid to face me l-like a real woman?” Fist after pummeling, godly fist sank into her cheeks, and the goddess’s expression became a little less light or playful after each blow. “Fucking coward! You bloody coward… aaah!!... pussy!! What? Didn’t your momma and papa teach you well? Oh, I think that’s why you… oooh!!... that’s why you left Africa: you didn’t leave, you were expelled! Expelled, ‘cause you were too fucking coward for their…”

	

	*BAAM!* There was a sharp flash of light, followed by the image of our bodies in high contrast, completely black against the light, overwhelmed by its luminescent void. I blanked out for a second, then woke back up so dizzy I felt like I’d just drunk a whole truckload of whiskey. My face was completely desensitized, as was most of my upper body. My limbs collapsed by the sides of my body, dangling uselessly like a used sex doll.

	

	The goddess in front of me breathed a massive pillar of steam in my abs. “Shut up.”

	

	She had punched me right under the jaw—a punch so fast that it barely registered in time and space; a punch that almost literally broke the speed of light,. «Jam…» With that blow, the goddess almost completely shut off my mind. I was in a zombified state, mumbling like an idiot, only able to move my head and my retarded-looking face around.

	

	The goddess brought her left arm closer to my legs. Her sturdy penis too was rising. “Mmrm!!” Her grunts were primal, and her muscles were swelling. I could see her battling the power which rose within her, like all that size—all those insane tens of thousands of pounds—were still just a primitive, weaker form she had to wear so as not to crush us mortals completely. “You fucking… ooh!” Her grunts were almost roars: powerful, deep, and booming. I could feel them on my skin, pressing against my body just like her hand once was. “Weak, meek, pathetic little white fucking cunt!!” She clutched her left fist, and in that moment I gulped and feared for my life.

	

	«J-Jamila!!» I stammered her name in my mind while hearing the fearsome booms of her muscles stretching and swelling in her arm. The veins were spreading and throbbing all over her body, building an extra layer of power, almost like an armor of veins over her already insane physique. Another sound was added to her symphony of muscular growth, and that was of her mastodon-sized penis finally tearing through her self-imposed restraints.

	

	The beast swelled to well past thirty inches, still a pitiful softness compared to its full forty-inches of steel-hard, pussy-wrecking, semen-pumping breeder, yet still irresistibly hard to the poor wall behind me. Between my legs, underneath my gushing cunt, the penis rose until its head collided with the stone wall, and its unwavering growth just made it crush and crack the wall on its tip, rising as if nothing was blocking its way. I could feel my splashes on the turgid, swollen, veiny surface of that godly appendage, with the goddess forced to use her left hand to grab her dick and power all her muscles in her arm to keep it down.

	

	“No!!” Her voice… Jesus!! Her face was very close to my steamy pussy at that moment, and I sure as hell hosed it with squirt after explosive squirt as she roared so authoritatively. “You… stay… down!!” The cock sort-of rebelled against her master, spewing rivulets of precum so thick, Jesus, so fucking hot and bulky I felt them splashing on my back, making a creamy sandwich between me and that fucking wall.

	

	«Oh, Jesus!! Oh, mm!!» My squirts on her face had a somewhat refreshing effect on the goddess. Looking down, I saw my liquids flowing like rivers over her back. «Jesus… ma’am!» Her hair and face were completely—and I mean, completely!—covered with my ejaculatory discharges. If my labia weren’t so swollen and hard, damn, I would have flooded the entire room with my filth.

	

	The goddess looked up, having seemingly controlled her penis. “I will kill you.” She stood up, placing her right hand… oh!... around my throat. “I will kill you, slave.” I could only giggle next to those remarks, knowing that, well… she couldn’t be that serious, could she?

	

	The goddess lifted her left hand to her face, then licked her fingers very slowly, sliding her python tongue in-and-out the spaces between the fingers, rolling it around those sausage-thick limbs, and overall covering her hand with creamy goo. Her saliva was so fucking thick it basically stayed right there, glued to her hand, with barely a drip on the floor.

	

	I cried and came as her next blows came. My mind could barely process what was happening as the African deity kicked me into the wall! It was so… fucking brutal! “Aah…!!” I tried to scream, but the air was clearly limited as my cry died within a second, maybe less. With powerful, precise, highly calculated blows, the goddess kicked the joint between my right foot and leg into the wall, drilling that limb into the stone while also keeping it spread apart from the other leg.

	

	“Cunt!” She roared. “You fucking… cunt!” I cried again as she repeated the blow on my left leg, pining it against the wall, both of my legs now spread on a hundred-and-twenty-degree angle. My swollen pussy drooled like a calm cataract, its juices just falling heavily on the ground in a pillar thicker than a very muscular arm.

	

	She licked her fingers again, staring at me with her deadly gaze. “I am going to kill you.” She said, calm and matter-of-factly, and in that moment my heart sank so loud you could hear it from the opposite end of the room.

	

	“J-Jamila…” I gulped. “W-what are you g-going…??”

	

	She lowered her arm. Her right hand moved closer, much closer to my cunt. “Stay hard.” She commanded to my body, and my labia… *crunch!!*

	

	“OOOOH-AAAAHH…!!!” I recouped part of the strength in my limbs, kicking and screaming while the goddess, so impervious to my motions, kept her gooey fingers hovering so damn close to my pussy.

	

	“Do not release!” She commanded, with incredible, emphasis on the “not.” My pussy made rubbery, stretchy noises as it constricted itself to a degree I never thought physiologically possible. Again, the damned labia were collapsing into my pussy. The two massive, swollen tumors were, like, just red muscles and veins at that point. Some of the huge veins that covered it literally popped, letting blood drip or squish out before they were replaced by new, ever-growing veins. “Never release!” As she looked up to me, she had that ol’ demonic grim in her face. She licked her lips and made her eyes shine. “You will not have any release until I’m done with Veronica. Until then, no matter what I do to you pussy…” She flickered my finger-sized clit, and I fucking died!

	

	“OOOH…!!!” Darkness, darkness, darkness. And gallons of lubes in that bitches face!

	

	“…you will not get any release. None whatever.” She opened her mouth and gulped my generous offering. Seemingly proving her wrong, the pussy just kept unloading gallons and gallons on her face, but my belly, oh!, it swelled so much greater it got to a point I became just like a giant sphere of flesh and muscles under my breasts. After that single, humble clit-tease, I had swelled to the absolute max my body could allow, yet the juices just kept pouring in, meaning that their density would only get higher and greater with time.

	

	The goddess laid the surface of her fingers along my labia, squeezing them, making them gush tons of lubes in her palm. “Dear labia,” she spoke directly to my pussy, “do not mistake my words: you’re not allowed to open for the next five hours, okay?” She slapped me!! I felt spears piercing me from cunt to mouth! “Okay?” I howled and despaired, and the goddess once again laid her fingers on my swollen labia. “Now gush for me, baby girl, gush some more hot liquid for mommy to drink.”

	

	“OOO-UUUH!!” With tears of blood leaving my eyes, I felt my vagina and womb obeying the goddess. The inner walls of my cunt, producing lubes like several factories of goo embedded in my being, just kept unloading their suicidally-huge loads inside me while the labia refused to bulge. Each of my pussy lips was now as swollen as a huge human biceps, and my clit itself had exploded to the size of a small, completely turgid penis—yet still, despite all this insane pressure between my legs, fuck, the liquids just kept exploding! They burst a massive crater in the semen ocean beneath me, so strong was their ejaculation, and eventually their jets hit the floor beneath all that mess, cracked it, and then began to drill another crater on it! They were continuous and unending! Every minute, I felt like I had just ejaculated a whole Atlantic ocean through my pussy. “PLEEEEASE, MASTER…!!!”

	

	*Crunch!* The goddess closed her fist on my throat, blocking my voice for good. “You will know pain.” Again, she raised her right hand to her face, this time to liquid the gooey offering I had showered it with. “You will now… agony.” She replaced my goo with her own saliva and, this time, she laid her full four fingers in my cunt, squishing it and rubbing it with gentle to-and-fro motions. “Cum.” I died. And I was reborn again. “Cum.” My legs decayed. I no longer felt them. “Cum.” My arms followed: there was a *snap* in their joints, almost as if the nerves themselves had shattered, and the two limbs fell lifeless besides my body. As the goddess kept rubbing, the fire of death kept spreading through my body. Soon, I felt only the most essential organ still working, with the rest of my body just going into a seizure. “Cum.”

	

	Half of my face melted away. A few minutes later, it would recover, only for the other half to melt. At points, I couldn’t even keep my eyelids up, and for most of the endless session of sexual torture, damn, my mind would be blinking in and out of existence—sometimes so quick my very soul felt trapped in a stroboscopic effect of sorts. Blood poured from my noise, mouth, and eyes. My breasts were constantly showering the environment with milk, and the general level of sexual fluids around us, once either stable or slowly rising, began to truly, quickly rise. If not for the many cracked walls, we would have ended up submerged under dozens of feet of semen, sweat, lubes, and milk.

	

	The goddess intensified her rubbing: her hand startted to blur as it moved forward and backwards in my pussy, grinding it so cruelly, in reality drilling the juices of a million fertile women out of my womb—and my belly became impossibly heavy during that torture: the hyper-condensed liquids kept adding to their density like there were no physical limits to nature in my body, and within five minutes of ferocious rubbing of my cunt, I had what amounted to a huge yoga ball of pure, solid titanium in my belly. My body eroded slowly all the time, bringing more pieces of the wall with it, but the goddess compensated all that by tightening her grip on my neck and pushing me harder against the wall—which further collapsed inwards, bringing me many feet into the solid structure.

	

	The goddess slowly made her way inside the tunnel she was drilling with my body as she mercilessly rubbed me and shook me off! The overstimulation was such there are no longer words in my poor, limited vocabulary to convey them. I felt like I was being fucked by God Himself, railed by the penis of the Universe incarnate, yet the agony of never being able to fully release my fluids made it feel like the ball of titanium I cratered in my womb was also a small sun, burning and pulverizing every surface of my insides.

	

	The goddess had drilled me five feet into the colossal wall before she even considered changing things up. When she did, however, it was sudden, unannounced, and infinitely cruel: her center fingers, with the rest of her hand furiously masturbating me, curved up and penetrated my swollen maidenhood. Explosion. Lubes got out of that cave like a fucking ocean. There were literal waves as high as a few feet washing away in the room as the goddess stretched my labia out just a bit, pressing the top of her head against my bulging womb-belly so as to add even more spine-splitting pressure to my insides. The liquid explosions from my cunt were so extreme that even she, a being of pure power, flinched and turned her face away as the splashes hit it. The surrounding walls of the tunnel were pulverized upon contact with my lubes, and the ground itself caved in as my jets hit it with brunt power.

	

	The goddess penetrated me with my fingers and, despite all that intensity and madness, she masturbated me with power, thirst, and fury of the universe itself. If the whole galaxy was a sentient being—a pagan god of sorts—and made itself physical, this Galactic Force would be that futa herself. The energy she applied to her fingering of my cunt was akin to being fucked by the Galaxy in the Flesh—many, many billions of penises penetrating, punching, violating my pussy like no living creature could ever fathom being violated, every inch of my insides being inseminated repeatedly, infinitely, my stomach, lungs, and heart churning in their places as my womb rose and rose and rose, billions of trillions of vigorous finger motions assaulting a single nerve cell in my cunt every fraction of a second, literally (physically!!) pulling my soul up and up and up until it had been completely ripped from my body… and them more! More! More, more, more, more, more, more, more, infinitely more and more and more!!

	

	No sound came from my throat. I was finished. My eyes were letting out dead, lazy tears—only a calm and constant flow of water out of my dead-fish eyes, you see—and my tongue lolled out of my mouth, sliding longer and lower as the fucking continued. I was passed out, sort of dead, and in this state I remained until the goddess had her way with me.

	

	It would be one hour until that happened. To me, it made no difference: I was literally, clinically dead at that point.

	

	“Feed mommy.” The goddess withdrew her fingers from my cunt and immediately laid her lips on it, covering it completely, sucking it like the delicious peach it was. Her throat swelled and bulged in the precise spots where the jets of nectar hit the hardest. The liquid instantly made its way to her stomach, bulged slightly against her belly, but stabilized as her monster body began to produce steam while burning the excess calories that endlessly fulfilled her. Her guts and insides moved about furiously, sometimes bulging against her muscles and her skin. “Fuck, this tastes good!!” She muttered, making steaming hot juices splash (and burn) against my tighs, which in turn made me howl within my own comatose mind.

	

	The tip of her tongue sprouted inwards, lapping against the strong rocket jets of my womb juices. I was producing diluvium quantities of the spunk, yet she, with her godly mouth, made sure to waste very little of it, sometimes not letting a single droplet go unsucked. As she devoured my cunt, barely moving her lips, I was struck by lightning bolts within my own body, spearing me right in the center, as if incandescent metal rods were being rammed up to my throat by my cunt. To this day I can’t decide whether that was a pleasant or a hellish experience; whatever it was, there was no way the Queen of Muscles and Goddess of Breeding would refrain herself from destroying me, splitting me, utterly annihilating me regardless.

	

	«P-please…!! J-Jamila…!!!» My soul despaired while my mind drowned in its own tears. «STOP!!!»

	

	She didn’t. If anything, her theatrical brutality only took extreme time, care, and method to reveal itself: placing her fingers betwixt my swollen labia and her lips, she stretched them out as to allow earth-shattering eruptions to break free from my womb. My belly began to shrink by a few millimeters, with waves as high as five feet bursting from that cave.

	

	The gulps of the goddess created earthquakes around me: *gooomp! Goomp! Goomp!!* The walls of the tunnel trembled. All the time, with my body pierced so thoroughly against its surface, my desperate soul wondered if the cave was going to collapse with those sonic booms alone. The goddess penetrated me further, adding inches of her salami-sized fingers and her Anaconda-thick tongue in my being. «I want to see how pure your spunk can get!» She communicated to me telepathically, saying things that only a goddess like her could understand.

	

	With her limbs inside my cunt, she began to… ooh!! *Squirt, squirt, squirt!!* She began to… FUCK!! *Squish, squish, splash… massive gush!!* Fuck, reader, I’m sorry. I’m gonna… fuck… *squish, squish!* I’m gonna… oh, for FUCK’S SAKE!!

	

	

	* Thirty minutes later *

	

	

	Ah, great! *Eye-roll* That’s another room that needs a mop now!

	

	Well, where was I? *cough* Ah, yes: Queen Jamila and her mighty tongue and fingers, penetrating me like spear on a prey. Jesus fucking Christ, how the fuck am I supposed to describe what she did to me that time?? As if everything that came before wasn’t already extreme enough, fuck!

	

	Well, I guess that being cold and objective, uh… *cough* it’s the only way to get through this… oh, fuck… *pant, pant* Absolute madness! Well, uh, yeah, where was I? Let’s see…

	

	The goddess penetrated the inner walls of my vagina and felt the juices being jettisoned straight into her tongue and fingers. At that point, she didn’t need to move a muscles to drink whole firehoses of my spunk and feed her hungry, endless stomach with that wholesome pussy offering: the liquid just naturally stuck to her massive tongue and exploded straight into her mouth, making not only her cheeks, but pretty much all of her head to bloat out massively!

	

	She didn’t need to move a muscle, but that’s precisely what she did: she fingered me! She struck my G-spots with the tip of the tongue… no, no, she did so much more than that! Her tongue—even “just” the five or six inches of its “tip”—was so infinitely malleable that she could twist and turn it in ways that it touched three, four, sometimes five or six pleasure points within my pussy simultaneously. Added that to her fingers and what happened to my cunt, it was such an explosive orgasm-fest that I literally ejected fire and flames straight into my goddess’s face—who, characteristically, reacted as nonchalantly as getting breeze to her hair.

	

	Her fingers vibrated at predictably inhuman speeds: a thousand times per second, two thousand times per second… Each of them moved on its own accord, sometimes barely registering as a conscious act for the goddess, and their flexibility too was as superhuman as everything else in the beast-woman: like the tongue, each finger could twist and bend until it touched (and expertly overstimulated) three different spots in my cunt, drilling through my nectar-secreting pores like a pickaxe to the vein of the mighty stone. It was explosions the likes of which couldn’t ever be imagined, even by myself at this point, recounting all that madness.

	

	The cave began to further collapse on my back, even with the goddess barely moving forward. What happened is that my body was vibrating at such insane speeds, yet with such tiny motions, that I was sort of “invisibly grinding” the stone behind me, turning into dust and smoothly sinking into it. Whatever dust was created out of the process was quickly sunk and drowned under the hundreds of thousands of gallons I was ejaculating at every second, with now every freaking door or window or cracked wall in the whole damn mansion overflowing with rivers of my juices. My nectar flowed down the hills and open planes of her estate and flooded the forest on its outskirts, making its trees stronger and its leaves greener with the overabundance of nutrients it contained. By the end of all that gushing-sucking-licking madness, I would have come about four times the amount of semen my goddess had ejaculated just a few minutes prior—and that in itself, well, was one of the greatest accomplishments any living creature could ever lay claim.

	

	With her tongue, the goddess massacred six pleasure spots in my cunt simultaneously. With every finger, three other spots were utterly annihilated, overstimulated to the point of numbness. With her whole tongue-and-hands combo, she struck thirty-six pleasure points in my pussy with thousands of orgasms simultaneously at every given second, and my soul had been ripped apart and sent off flying through so many planes of reality just as my body was being pierced through the solid wall of her mansion. It felt like a violation of my very spirit, and my altered sense of time meant that every couple of thousands of orgasms in a single second were actually stretched to what felt like a hundred years or longer. It wouldn’t be a joke or a hyperbole to say that when I woke up (or rather, when I regained my consciousness), I felt disturbed, odd, out-of-sync with reality, like I had just been tortured and tormented for literally thousands and hundreds of thousands, maybe millions of eons!

	

	Anyway, the torture continued: my labia were so hard that their muscles were actually rupturing and dripping blood through its surface. My body would obey the goddess’s command even if it meant exploding my own vagina like an overstretched rubber tire: it would cum literal oceans of girl-cream with the intensity and power of a fertility goddess, yet my pussy would never relent! In fact, the woman’s stretching of my labia and tongue-, finger-fucking of my cunt only made the sensations much worse: though much bulkier amounts of my juice flooded out, diminishing the humongous size and hardness of my belly for a little bit, my labia hardened and constricted themselves exponentially harder the more they were stretched—hence all the bleeding, all the tearing noises, all the feeling that my crotch would be ripped from my body and drowned under the endless ocean of spunk beneath us.

	

	But, anyway, the torture continues, oh, it did: the goddess added inches… and then more inches… of her tongue and fingers into my cunt. What was once the flexibility that allowed for thirty-six orgasmic points to be stimulated and overstimulated in the space of microseconds now became fifty-four, then eight-six, then two-hundred and forty-eight, then… you get the drill. With every inch of her limbs that she added, the number of pleasure points she could strike all at once increased exponentially. By the time she had her full fingers in my pussy and fifteen inches of godly tongue nearly grazing my cervix, fuck, she was utterly ramming through over a thousand, eight hundred and forty-two pleasure spots simultaneously. Her gulps were numbered at the thousands per second, with her belly swollen to proportions similar to mine as even her godly body struggled to digest all that cunt-semen as fast as she was drinking it. With her hips and horse-sized legs submerged under semen and nectar, her penis literally drilled a hole on the ground, rising inch after inch until it stood at its full, forty-inch hardness. The goddess, however, made it sure that her monster member stood on the ground, pointing down, drilling the floor, so as not to let it rise and maniacally pierce my cunt, like it wanted to do—her penis, you see, had a mind of its own.

	

	«Let me savor the hardness of your cervix!» She told me, and my entire body stiffened on its own, my powerful, piston-like back muscles literally pulverizing ten more inches of stone behind me. My body sunk, but the goddess always kept her mouth perfectly attached to my swollen, bloodied vulva. The next step of her masterful torture was about to ensue. “Harden.” She commanded, and waves of juices spewed from her lips. I could not realize it at the moment—I was dead, remember—but soon I discovered that she was speaking not to my labia, but now… to my very cervix!

	

	The walls of my womb contracted and the cervix sealed itself with such insane pressure you could hear almost a metallic *pang!* or *clunk!* inside my pussy. I felt like a punch, nah, screw that, a fucking rhino kick charge against womb, and the damned organ climbed past my stomach before falling heavy and loudly back into my hips. The goddess chuckled, her entire body rumbling with the delirious expectation of what she was about to do. “What?” She kept speaking, with billions of gallons of womb juice exploding through her every pore. “Is that all?” She pierced my cunt deeper with her endlessly long, incredibly thick fingers, and furiously—I mean, insanely, cruelly, diabolically!!—masturbated the walls of my cervix, sending both tickles and electrical storms up my body, pulverizing both cunt and womb as if my organs had been thrown on an active volcano. The agony was so immeasurable that I, even in my deep, multi-layered unconscious state, opened my eyes, stretched my jaw, and let off a scream so powerful that the cave literally began to collapse on top of us. My face and torso were hit by the collapsing stones, which (as always) fractured upon impact, and the hardness of my master’s body was so superior that the stones didn’t just crack, but exploded upon hitting her back. Her muscles indeed, had been swelling subtly for a great part of her pussy-licking-fingering fuck fest extravaganza, but now they were swelling so enormously that her shoulders hit the sides of the tunnel, further cracking them with their indescribable power and pressure. “Harder! Flex harder! Shut yourself harder!!” She ordered to my cunt, her voice causing my fluids to literally boil. “Shut yourself the hardest, you damned cervix, so I can pierce you and destroy you like no man or woman ever will ever again!”

	

	Everything disappeared. Even the most primal sensations that were shocking me so wildly—the pain and the orgasms—completely vanished as I figure my body went into a general shock of sorts, like… every single one of my nerves just… disconnected, you know? It was rather anticlimactic, you see, to orgasm to hard you can no longer feel anything, not even your own orgasms.

	

	My limbs wailed in every direction. It was like an entire nuclear power plant was discharging its entire production on me, causing even my hairs to spike and stay comically attached to every corner of the tunnel. My muscles twisted and turned grotesquely, swelling and shrinking, turning and stretching and flexing so damn hard that if just a fraction of that happened to any other animal, their bodies would instantly rip themselves to pieces. Hell, even if an animal’s muscles were all made of titanium, the fibers would have just been torn to shreds with simply the weakest, meekest, quickest, pettiest of the contractions I was suffering—and I was suffering them dozens of thousands of times per every fucking inch of my growing, swelling body, completely annihilating any physical structure I came in contact with. My body collapsed quickly into the walls, now perforating it like a hot needle piercing a block of warm butter: I mean, there was no fucking resistance at wall! I was like… fuck! A giant human drill!

	

	The goddess was forced to stand up and run along with me, drilling a full tunnel through that wall until we emerged on the other room. As usual, the room was a massive, football-field-sized space, yet it appeared to be much better sealed off from the rest of the mansion as the other rooms—as shown by the (relatively) shallow level of semen that managed to flow into it from the goddess’s previous ejaculations. Its relative coolness, however, was undone within a second as the literal oceans of my pussy juice exploded through the opening of the tunnel, literally splashing on (and cracking) every inch of its ginormous walls and raising the level of spunk-juices up to the crotch of my goddess African futa. The tireless queen, now standing up and supporting my whole body on her arms, lifted me up until my cunt was sitting on her raised head, her eyes staring at the ceiling—or rather, at the enormity of my ever-lactating boobs. My legs violently (if blindly) kicked her shoulders, literally creating shockwaves that ran down her body and exploded violently on the floor, making her sink and sink and sink as the ground caves under those powerful blows, but the goddess barely flinched, probably not even feeling the kicks.

	

	That position was perfectly chosen for maximum drainage of my fluids. The goddess scarcely needed to gulp from my fruitful offering as the loads just exploded directly into her throat, barely needing a millionth fraction of a second to boom into her stomach and make it bloat even larger—some of it even flowing into her guts, though the goddess’s power was too great to allow the juice to make the full journey and explode from her anus. Still, she gulped like a thirsty calf on a fountain, and there was something sweet, even innocent in the way she so happily drank me up. She was like… really a kid, a newborn baby gladly enjoying the full breasts of her beautiful mother.

	

	Our bodies sank under the ever-cracking, ever-collapsing ground until the level of the juices was literally at her bosom. “You powerful cunt!” Juices exploded everywhere every time she spoke. “I can’t believe I will need a titanium ground to properly drink you this way.” My head raised itself just as high as her ways, staring the ceiling, and I howled like a wolf—though every sound I produced by that point was the result of many mechanical, involuntary contractions inside myself. The many, many sounds that exploded from my throat were unstable, erratic, often times demonic. If anyone tried to record them, their equipment would be fried with just the impressive range and power of my sonic booms. Literally nothing on Earth—maybe on the entire universe—could ever record those ghastly screams, and I leave up to your imagination to try and figure out what kind of animalistic, primordial, deepest-bowels-of-the-Earth kinds of sounds I was producing.

	

	All that madness, all that extreme explosion of power, pleasure, agony, and muscle growth, all that diabolic insanity was caused by the goddess’s command to my cervix: that it shut itself the hardest it physically good. Oh, reader, how great was the fact that I no longer felt anything, for the ensuing actions in my body, if they could be felt in even one millionth of a millionth of their fullest intensity, would have shattered my mind for all eternity and driven me insane with pain.

	

	Upon my futa’s command, the cervix just sort of… I don’t know, collapsed into itself? Think about an anus tightening itself up… but never stopping! Your ass just closes and closes and keeps closing itself so fucking hard that, comically enough, your butt cheeks just start receding into the anus itself, then into your guts, and once you know it you’re like an inverted metaphor of that frog parable—you know, that frog that opened his mouth so wide it ended up eating itself? Think like that, but with your anus, and you’ll get an idea of what my cervix was doing to itself.

	

	I mean… holy fuck! I knew that the contractions of my muscles had the power to bend steel and all that, but that squeezing was… fuuuuuck! If you put a ten-inch-wide rod made of pure titanium in the entrance of my womb when it started flexing, the bar wouldn’t just be bent, it wouldn’t just be squashed, it wouldn’t just be cut in half, no, no, no, no! It would have been literally erased from existence, its every atoms broken apart and further torn at their quark levels. The pressure could literally perform quantum annihilation… and that was sort of what happened back then in the tunnel, when everything started exploding and collapsing. There was literally no structure on Earth capable of withstanding the power of that squeeze, and sonic shockwaves kept bursting from my body in an aura of pure, unbridled energy as the goddess pried the hardness of my cervix with the tip of her tongue and fingers.

	

	Even she was a little afraid of that beast she had unleashed. “Damn!!” Her tongue was burned under the impervious hardness of my seal. My womb had become a magnetar: such a condensed block of solid muscles that, if its density increased by just one ounce more, it would collapse into a black hole.

	

	The goddess laughed as the level of juices around us reached her freaking chin. «Ada girl! Your powers amaze me!» Her tongue tried to pierce the inviolable seal of my cervix, but it was detained without even making a dent on it. I could feel the goddess widening her eyes and gulping in utter amazement, not having expected such degree of power from such an inferior lover. «Fine. I take your challenge.» She lifted her right leg up, making her muscles roar as they flexed and her immense thigh pretty much doubled in girth.

	

	Then… she stomped the ground! Another cataclysmic event ravaged the place, with every single wall, ceiling, floor, everything, absolutely everything around us collapsing and sinking on the lubes.

	

	We were now fucking in the open air, with the entirety of that room and its adjacent areas not only destroyed, but pretty much erased from the universe. In other places she’d destroyed, you could see some pieces of their old walls here and there, but in that moment there was nothing—nothing, I say! Just us, standing in the cracked ground, and the ocean of filth scattering throughout the hills, its level lowering on the goddess’s body and giving her a lot of space to tongue-fuck me freely. I felt mighty veins sprawling from the bottom to the tip of her tongue, turning it into a limb just as muscular as her arm or her unflexed legs. «Let’s begin.»

	

	With her tongue and fingers, the torture achieved a whole new level of depravity: once she was stimulating me, massaging my walls and drilling oceans of nectar out of my pores, but now… damn! She was just ramming herself into my cervix, over-stimulating it with her fingers like some very brutal kind of tickling while her tongue, positioned in the very entrance of it, tried to pry the cervix open like a predator on the hard shell of its prey.

	

	The goddess failed miserably. «Jesus!» She began to pant and to quiver as her tongue bent itself under the incredible strength of my uterine walls. As hard as she tried to pierce it, covering her tongue with a myriad of hyper-thick veins, she couldn’t break through—and the goddess saw that as just one ungodly tantalizing challenge. «That’s… what I’m talking… about!» She beamed with happiness as she took much deeper breaths and turned her tongue into a muscular beast almost as thick and ripped as her fully flexed arm, and then she… rammed it up again!

	

	My body was split in half. Well, that’s how it felt, at least: a sword cutting me from crotch to head, like some ancient medieval torture. Whatever strength I felt I had was completely shattered by the goddess’s increase of strength in her tongue—think of it as the second phase in her member, if you will. This time, my cervix cracked like an egg, or at least the tip of it. *Bluuuursh…!!!* A rocket jet of lubes as strong as a solar eruption exploded into her face and made it rain creamy nectar all around us; it was like she had struck orgasmic oil from a piece of land, and now this beast was squishing from the endless pressure within.

	

	Two inches of her tongue were lodged within my cervix, and more inches were coming relentlessly. Granted, the pace of her advance was much slower than the initial thrust, but it was still an unrelenting, unstoppable advance, with her tongue making its way into my womb while her fingers performed an almost supernaturally masterful masturbation of the rest of my cervix: they sank into the walls and vibrated, pushed and pulled it in the very rightest spots, with the joints of the fingers sometimes stimulating the walls of my vagina, never leaving a few hundreds of them at any time untouched or under-stimulated.

	

	I cried and yelped and screamed until my lungs were exhausted and my heart was beating at over ten thousand beats per minute. I was deader beyond death, crippled by the extreme experiences of that coitus, and the goddess… god!! What the fuck had I got myself into?! That wasn’t anything special for her! That was barely a make-out session! She was just… exploring me! Like a curious kid on a new playground: she wasn’t actually fighting or spending any energy or effort in that endeavor; she was just having fun, that’s what she was doing.

	

	“I-I-I-Imagine…” The fragments of my mind pierced together the only coherent thoughts in that whole ordeal: “w-w-what h-happens… wh-when she a-actually… fucks??” Imagine what happens when she actually fucks!! None of that—be with me or Veronica—had been her “proper fucking,” per her own words.

	

	As I screamed and showered her with lubes, and as the whole environment collapsed under the discharges of energy from both our bodies, I came to the terrifying understanding of what all her power actually meant: it was one thing to say you can split a mountain in half with your fucking, yet another completely different thing to experience it. In all that time, with all those experiences, all that we’ve done was just that: to hear her words and imagine her actions, and now I was getting to truly experience just the tip of her true power—and that experience was the most terrifying shit in my whole goddamned life.

	

	Didn’t make it any less sexy, though. Once the goddess announced her victory, damn, I pretty much came in all the layers of reality and multiverse my soul had been fucked into at that point: “your womb is mine,” she announced and, without a hitch, pierced my cervix open, making a *crack!* so loud it literally rippled for thousands of miles away, being heard in our nearby city and even cracking some of its windows. Shit was fucking crazy.

	

	“OOOH……!!!” Whatever voice I had, conscious or not, shit, it completely went away. Her tongue pierced through my cervix and filled my womb, bloating my belly to its most turgid form again. She was bathing in my hyperconcentrated fluids, as thick as molten metal, and she was loving every second of it.

	

	«Cum, baby girl!» She affixed her lips on my swollen labia again, to the point that not a fucking drop of my tremendous ejaculations escaped her mouth, and her belly swelled almost as tremendously as mine as she drank!... and drank!... and drank!... and drank and drank and drank, with powerful, earthquake strong gulps, all the frothy offering I had to discharge.

	

	Our bodies collapsed, or that’s how it looked like at first: the goddess actually threw my back against the ground and… *BOOM!!!* Fucking shit, I ain’t seeing that shit even in superhero movies: ‘twas just a big-ass explosion, with a mushroom cloud rising into the sky, and us fucking wildly at the bottom of the resulting crater—or rather, the goddess just fingering me and tongue-fucking my womb on her knees, seeing my body thrash on the ground under the power of whole nuclear-arsenal’s worth of electric discharge.

	

	She fucked me… and then she fucked me… and then she fucked me some more… until every piece of my soul had been disassembled and then reassembled in a whatever shape she found most pleasing. After that “humble” pussy-eating of hers, I would never be the same; the goddess had literally reconfigured my whole being with the power of her orgasms.

	

	…

	

	…

	

	…

	

	My writing abilities are just… fuck. They’re done. Abso-fucking-lutely exhausted at this point. There is literally no way I can crescendo this madness anymore. Maybe more talented writers (or less horny women) could, but I am just… I mean… fuck!... *frick, frick, frick!* What else am I supposed to say?! I can say that the goddess, blatantly flaunting her endless flexibility, pierced my Fallopian tubes with her tongue and literally… like, shit, literally!!... embraced each of my oversized ovaries with that monstrous limb! I could talk about how she literally squeezed hundreds of fertile eggs out of those ovaries by tightening the embrace of her tongue in them, just like an anaconda would its prey, and then… squishing them! And squishing them some more! And squishing and squishing like a toy on a dog’s mouth, making wave after wave of fresh eggs be shot out and inseminated by her ever-virile sperm inside me.

	

	“Cum for me, baby girl. Be fecundated by your mighty futa stallion!” She raised her body, taking her tongue from me, and continued to finger me with one hand while stabilizing my body with the other. My pain and agony had been so destructive they kept increasing the depth and width of that crater with my violent, orgasmic motions. The muscles of goddess rumbled and throbbed as she tried to contain my body, admiring my over-muscular female shape with desire and a little bit of respect. “Heather…!” The way she licked her lips when gazing upon my quivering body… damn! That was the embodiment of sex appeal! “Our lovemaking will be legendary!”

	

	She decided to let my body thrash wildly and freely, and led her right hand to her own pussy. With her monster dock pressed against her mighty abs, fully risen in all its forty-inches of masculine glory, and her balls throbbing like engines, she had a little difficulty reaching her massive and hard pussy underneath all the genitalia, but when she did… oh! The crater overflowed with the combined juices of us both Alphas, and that scene of absolute sexual carnage went on until my body, my muscles, and bones literally started to crack and my body threatened to tear itself apart—this time for real!

	

	It took a whole hour, though, until that happened. After this long, fateful torture, the goddess-warrior stood over her conquered foe, witnessing the results of her carnage, panting and dripping gallons of sexual juices while looking towards the horizon and contemplating what she would do next.

	

	“Oh, well.” She took one deep breath and looked back at my quivery, defeated self. “I think it’s time to fuck for realsies now.”

	

	Behind her, very far away, Veronica’s body still shook and squirmed on the oceans of nectar, still barely fully recovered from the onslaught of orgasms she had been showered with by the goddess’s titan’s prick.

	

	The goddess set her gaze on her and, with a loud cracking of her knuckles, began to slowly stroll towards my beaten, broken friend.
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	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.

	             

	4.      All forms of sexual intercourse depicted in this book are between humans or human-like equivalents (e.g.: angels, demons, giants, humanoid aliens, mythical or mythological creatures in human shape and fully endowed with human intelligence, etc.).

	

	4a.      All sexual organs and/or genitalia are human or shaped exactly like human genitalia (1-to-1 equivalence).

	

	5.      All forms of sexuality, sexual expression, sexual intercourse, sexual relationships, or any type of romantic expression are compliant with the laws of the United States of America AND Switzerland AND the European Union

	

	5b.      If you live outside the aforementioned territories, or carry this material outside these territories, please consult your local legislation before purchasing, acquiring, or consuming this work in any way. We CANNOT guarantee full legal compliance with territories outside a Western-oriented or Western-style legal system.

	

	5ba.   Generally speaking, if you live in a locale where the legitimate distribution of this material by major international retailers (e.g., Amazon, Apple Books, Google Play, Barnes and Noble, etc.) is allowed, then there is a high likelihood (BUT NEVER FULL GUARANTEE) that this text is 100% compliant to your local laws.

	

	5c.      Possession and/or consumption and/or re-distribution of this text/material in any territory where one KNOWS it to be illegal/outlawed is entirely the responsibility of the reader, buyer, holder, and/or distributor of this material. Neither the author, the publisher, or the primary/original distributor (e.g., Amazon, Apple Books, etc.) is responsible for the unlawful (or potentially unlawful) behavior of their customers.
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	Before you read…

	

	

	Whenever characters call each other “sister”, “mother”, “daughter”, or anything like it, these are either displays of affection between friends, sexual teases between lovers, or honorific terms within the Maiden society. None of the terms in this book denote actual familial kinship (e.g., related by blood) or any familial link by legal situation (e.g., stepfamily). Refer to Legal disclaimers (specifically points 3, 3a, and 3aa) for more information.

	

	



	
Part 1

	

	

	The walls shook. Cracks appeared everywhere. The peace of the Valley of Power was little disturbed, however, as the tremors grew in frequency and intensity, enough to evacuate whole cities elsewhere on the planet. Everywhere one turned their ears to, one could only hear... *boom! Boom! Boom!* Yet the birds kept on chirping, the rivers kept on flowing, and the flowers kept on blooming in that otherwise paradisical corner of the earth.

	Not to understate the power and the temerity of that destruction. Oh, far from it. In the sacred halls of the Warmaidens Academy, all that was unfolding would match the acts of war of entire nations. The thing was that, inside those very walls, what would be a calamity to any human, to the Academy’s holy students was an honor. Duty. And just plain simple fun.

	A body flew quickly through the arena, crashing brutally against the solid, golden walls. *BOOM!!* Cracks sprawled and debris fell. A cloud of smoke exploded from the point of impact as if a bomb had gone off, and then the object of that destruction disappeared amidst the falling rocks and collapsing structure. Seconds later, more cracks were heard, and many eyes turned to one massive, marble-like column trembling, then veering, then falling towards the center of the arena, causing more smoke to rise and obscure the battlefield.

	Elsewhere in the arena, quietness had calmly settled, and the many bodies, oh, the many beautiful bodies that inhabited it stood quietly, often only pacing about, looking either at the destruction that had been wrought or at the demon that had wrought it.

	At the very center of that stage stood a goddess, and the goddess smiled in victory. “All good, Helena?”

	The many bodies present found it hard to control themselves—their own organisms—when standing next to that paragon of humanity. Even just looking at her was enough to cause the most unwise of thoughts. The loins churned, the groins burned, and one felt the need to either flee or... prostrate themselves before her and worship her for all eternity. And many, many other nastier acts than these.

	From the rubble, after the dust had settled, more sounds came. A rock falling. And then a couple more, smaller rocks following. And then something moving beneath the tonnes of rock, displacing them with their strength, and then something breaking through the layers of debris: an arm, as the many spectators saw it, and then its hands, shaking a lot, slowly and effortfully making an okay sign, lifting its thumb only high enough for all to see.

	The goddess laughed, her perfect form shaking powerfully with every laugh. “That isn’t good enough. Come on, girl! Get yourself up again and show us that I have not, in fact, killed you.”

	There was a pause in the rubble, located so, so many feet away from the goddess, enough to make some wonder whether the figure in there was really okay, or whether it was truly hurt. Pain and suffering in the Academy were commonplace, but permanent injury, let alone death was certainly not. Medical professionals stood in their places, ready to spring into action if needed, but everyone in the Academy accepted that, if they were ever really to be needed, then a grave crime had been committed in those halls, the gravest of crimes indeed. A taboo, so to speak, and one to cost the lives of those who committed it: the crime of losing control. The crime of hurting a sister.

	“Wuuurff!” From the rubble, then, much to everyone’s relief, came a roar of sorts, a grunt of war, and then, little by little at first, and then suddenly after a couple of seconds... *boom!!* A body emerged from the rubble, beaten but glorious, taking defeat like a champion. “All good... Master!” The body made a bow and the goddess, far, far away, bowed gently in response.

	“Nice to see you’re all good.” And then she turned to the other contenders, who were circling her like a pack of predators, when in reality everyone there knew instantly, immediately, as soon as the first blow had been thrown, that they were all prey. All prey to a single, almighty predator. “Now, ladies, who’s next?”

	The goddess stood there, calmly, not even deigning to crack her knuckles or display any sign of physical exertion, while Helena, on the other side of the arena, crashed down on the rubble and onto the floor, lifting herself up with much greater difficulty than before, coughing liters of blood on the clear, golden floor.

	“F-fuck... f-fuck’s sake.” She grumbled to herself almost like the whole ordeal had been some petty nuisance, and then restrained her tongue when she heard her own cussing—a highly frowned-upon on those halls where every lady was expected to be above such callous behavior. “S-she’s...” More blood poured out of her mouth, and two more ladies came near to assist her.

	“Hey, sis. All good?”

	“Are you okay, big sister?”

	Helena stood there, limbs shivering, body battered well beyond the point any other human being would be in one piece, let alone aline, and took her time before (meekly) lifting her head and nodding. “Uh-uh.” More blood came up through her throat, like vomit, and she had to exert extra effort and restrain as to not fall indignantly before her two little sisters—who always looked so adoringly, so worshipfully to her all the time, at least when the other goddesses were not present. “Curses...!” She whispered on the side of her lips, and then... *Blaargh!!* A huge wad of blood vomit was expelled on the floor.

	The beaten maiden stayed there, shaking and shivering, gauging the destruction of her body to see if another unwelcomed stream of blood wouldn’t just come out pouring through her mouth and nostrils, and then, when she realized all was sort of okay with her system, she gestured to her sisters, who at first didn’t know how to interpret her gestures.

	They were excused, of course. Rare was the time when Helena, mighty Helena called for help. “S-sorry, little sisters. Looks like...” She spat out more blood, then wiped her lips with a knuckle. “S-sorry for this. Looks like your big sister was utterly crushed.”

	“Sister, you stop that!” Immediately, then, the two women came down to lift her up. “There’s no shame in this defeat.”

	“Yeah! You will always be our big sister!” They held the mighty lass on each shoulder, shivering as their skins collided and they sniffed the powerful musk of that woman’s armpits. Even in defeat, the raw power that emanated from that beast was... oh!... well enough to make their legs shiver and their hearts quiver. “We... we’re mighty humans, but those...” They cast quick glances to the beast at the center of the stage; quick, in fact, for they feared (correctly) that they themselves wouldn’t be standing for too long if their gazes had been held for any longer. “They are beasts, that’s what they are.“

	“Indeed.” As Helena was lifted by her armpits, more blood came pouring from her mouth and nostrils. She spat on the ground, even snorted a lot of blood back, like snot, as she contemplated what the hell had just happened to her. “They are monsters.” Then, the quickest of glances. “S-she’s...” Her entire being trembled. Even so far away, the quickest glimpse of the beast was enough to stir her insides. Literally. She felt her organs turning as her body heated up again and, paradoxically, began to heal even faster. “She’s a monster!” And then she was carried away, the sound of dripping following the three muses’ feet. “I... I...” Still, though trying to forget her defeat, the warrior grumbled. “I can’t really believe it!” And then she spat more blood to her side, looking down to see her state of total humiliation. “Curses! A single punch! Defeated by a single punch!”

	They took their way to the stands, where they remained through the rest of the fights. More sisters came to aid their adored friend, seeing whether she needed a more attentive care elsewhere or something of the like, but it was all performance, for everyone knew that as long as a Maiden was conscious, she was as good as new. “No need for all this care, sisters. Come on, now.” She hugged some, then brought them in for lovely kisses. “You’re making me feel bad about myself.”

	“Oh, dear sister. Oh, my beloved... my beautiful... oh.”

	Their breaths were stolen by many kisses, and then many hands came on rubbing the mighty body of the fallen warrioress. The turgid mounds between their legs were throbbing wet. They had been so as early as the women had laid eyes upon the goddess, who now shook herself in the middle of the arena, commanding the attention of all her worshippers—and all her sacrifices.

	“Very well, then.” Many breaths were stolen when she flashed her smile—that smile!—and danced before her sisters, inviting the next one for the massacre. “Anyone else?” One woman stepped in. You could hear the sound of the many eyes turning, drowned only under the mightier sound of the many heads (and their mighty, thick necks) turning as well. “Eurinice! Nice to see you take the stage.”

	The dark-skinned warrioress smirked, even though everyone knew she was almost soiling herself with fear. Her body, like all of the sister’s, was quite exposed. Only an elegant tunic shielded her from naughty gazes, though the clear and smooth fabric covered a good portion of her body. “It’s been months since I wanted to t-try you out.” Despite her best efforts, her stammering was audible to everyone. “Even though I know I stand no chance...” She raised her fists, and the arena was filled with the sound of her fat, mighty biceps swelling and roaring, filling up with thick veins for the incoming battle—or massacre. “I just want to have fun.”

	Two loud cracks were heard, and any other human would have gone deaf with their power.

	“You stand no chance? Come on, sister.” The goddess in the center took a step back and turned her body, readying herself in the most elegant of battle stances. “Even though we all know the probabilities, I want to at least delude myself that this is something... anything close to a fair fight.”

	Some chuckles were heard and then Eurinice, whose dark skin shone so beautifully under all the many lights, took her stance. “Arrogant cunt.” Smiles abounded. Cussing was frowned upon in day-to-day life, but more welcomed, actively encouraged during fights. “Just don’t be so quick as to not let me enjoy my fight, okay?”

	To that the goddess answered with just... a laugh. “HAHAHAHAHAHA...!!!” Many hearts trembled and bodies as they heard that incredible chortle. It was a long, mocking laughter, as the longer it went on, the more terrible its effects were felt around the arena: the ground shook, the walls trembled, and the many cracks that were laid on the place began to grow and widen. Then, after a full minute of laughing, the goddess stopped and undid her mighty stance to adopt a much more casual, much more relaxed posture. “Very well.” Then, much to everyone’s curiosity, she bound both of her legs together and crossed her arms behind her back. Despite everyone else being dressed so as to give their bodies the fullest mobility, with arms and legs exposed, the goddess wore her toga fully, covering her arms and most of her legs. Her hair was completely obscured by a beautiful cape, and her face mostly hidden as well.

	Still, even the little that was seen was enough to make legs shiver, bowels sink, and pussies swell. “I’ll meet you on your terms.” The goddess continued. “My legs are tied and my arms held at bay, and my hands shall not leave my back. What’s more,” she flashed the onlookers a heart-stealing grin, “the sole of my feet shall not leave the ground.”

	There was the impression that she was going to say more, and for a while, indeed, she behaved as if she were, but she chose to lay her tongue at rest and wait for the reaction of the crowd. There was much chattering and whispering, and a whole lot of smiling and giggling amidst the usual panting and dripping. The girls were excited, like school girls before their crushes, and Eurinice herself seemed to take those words with a mix of curiosity and offense: on one hand, she was a warrioress, a battle princess—a Maiden!—and those terms would be, for any average of her kind, nothing short of humiliating. On the other hand... the beast who stood before her was anything but an average example of her kind. Far from it.

	As high as they stood compared to other humans, that goddess stood compared to them. If anything, those terms were the only thing remotely close to a fair fight as they were ever going to get. “So?” The goddess lifted her chin up, her smirk sizzling with poison. “Are these terms good enough for you? Or should I add a couple more, just for fun?”

	Eurinice smirked, chuckled, and shook her head. “Well, well, why the hell not. I stand before you completely humiliated already.” Even at the heights of her cockiness, the dark-skinned warrioress couldn’t stop shivering, if ever so tenderly and smoothly. “Fine. What else do you give me, sis-” She stammered and staggered for a bit. “Hmm, sis- sister?”

	For a moment, even if just the briefest of whiles, she felt dirty and filthy for addressing that being—that god—just like how she addressed everyone else: sister. Oh, no. For a being so mighty, so absolute as that creature, anything less than God or Goddess felt like a mortal offense—but, were it really an offense, the goddess left it slide regardless:

	“Very well. I concede you victory if you land a single blow on me.” She uttered, and the walls rumbled with her mighty voice. She was speaking as calmly as she could, as her voice was as feminine and elegant as one would expect from the most fertile lady raised as a princess in some little, unnamed, but very traditional and respected European country, and yet... *wroom! Wrooom! Wrooom!!* Her voice made the walls rumble all the same. “Scratch that. If you so much as graze my body, I will give you victory.”

	Eurinice scoffed and many others giggled. It wasn’t the first time the goddess, the Being... it wasn’t the first time she had offered similar terms. It was a very fun past time for her to spar with her sisters while heavily restricted in some way or another: sometimes her feet and legs would be bound, sometimes it was her arms. Sometimes she would use only one arm, sometimes she would refuse to move from her spot, things like those. This was the first time, however, when all of these conditions were stacked upon one another, and the crowd shone with barely concealed excitement, many of the girls outright leaving the arena and sitting among the audience to watch the spectacle. “Well, now that I have to see in detail to believe.”

	“Oh, well? Giving up the fight already?” Some of her companions teased her.

	“Oh, shut it, Shoshanna. I’ll go back to her when called. This...” She bit her lips, moved her hips naughtily on the seat so as to give her sex a lot of breathing room. “This I need to see while sat down, in perfect comfort.”

	“You lazy ox.” Spewed one of her sisters, only to lean onto her and lay her head on her strong shoulders—a caress which was reciprocated with the other resting her own head on her, both sisters snuggling while a third one joined them.

	“Space for another?”

	She needn’t say more: with her long and strong arm, veins abounding along her skin like a web of virility, the woman pulled the newcomer to her, and they all kissed. It started with many loving kisses on each other cheeks, and then it progressed to kisses and yet more kisses on each other’s lips, no tongue involved. Mighty as they were, and hot as their bodies burned, the women knew that if they escalated things further, the arena would degenerate into a spectacle of filth unbefitting of those halls—outside, that is, the proper places and the proper contexts.

	“This will be fun.” As she uttered to herself, she saw the same scene happening to many other sisters: a good lot of them left the arena and joined the audience, all women cozying up to one another so as to enjoy that  spectacle fully, making sure to not miss one second of its scenes, knowing full-well each second would be engraved on their memories... forever!

	On a more distant corner of the arena, between the battlefield and the audience stand, there was a mysterious hooded woman just idling by. She was covered head to legs with cloth, and only her feet were visible. Shadows obscured her face, but her green eyes shone through the darkness with piercing intensity. Her presence, long noticed and hardly ignored, was the other focal point of heat and might that constantly threw the sisters off-balance, were they in battle or just watching, and now, more frequently than ever, many glances were thrown at her, and a lot of chattering was made about her, with all the lips wondering and pondering when she was going to join in the battle, or when the two mighty beings would just tire of those games and end them all quickly.

	What’s more, most of the women just wanted to see the two unhooded and unclothed, their glorious bodies leading the entire thing to a standstill just with their mere revelation. “I’m so... very horny!” Not few of these exclamations were whispered, and they were now more frequent than ever.

	Eurinice, still standing in her battle pose, began to shake herself and give tiny hops at the tip of her toes, half warming up, half cooling off all the fear and horniness that had built up in her system all that time. “Fine. I want more.”

	The goddess raised an eyebrow. It shone with gold, just like every hair in her perfect body. “More limitations, is that right?” She saw her dark-skinned nod, and then snickered. “Euridi, Euridi, I am ashamed of you. Should I beat myself up for you, just in case?”

	“No. No need to be so extreme.” Eurinice could feel her heart on the palm of her hand. It was beating hard, so hard, that poor organ! “Though I supposed that if you spent a couple of hours beating yourself up at full force...”

	“Days.”

	There was a pause in the room, a deadly silence, where even the particles in the room seemed to have stopped shaking, floating, or vibrating, and then everything resumed. “Hmm. Days.” Eurinice cleared her throat. “If you spent days... beating yourself up at full-force, no restraints whatever, then... then I think it would be a fighting chance.”

	“It wouldn’t, but you’re excused to reason so.”

	“Cunt.”

	“I know you want mine.” She smiled. The room became just a bit brighter. “And you know I can crush yours. So why not make this fast and come here and beat me?” She winked. “The sooner this is done, the sooner I and my sister can give you all... pleasure.”

	There was a great, general swoon taking over every heart and swelling up every pussy in the room, and the sound of dripping had become ubiquitous, with many spots in the audience seat running with thick, strong-smelling juices, like little streams of arousal building up cute lakes on the seats below or the floor at their feet. The women swooned and they swelled and many of them felt like they were going to pass out. Some—the wiser—outright turned around and left the place, much to the surprise of their closest companions. “Are you really leaving, Imana?”

	“Yep.” They always answered with such short, shameless honesty, rarely even bothering to stop or look back. “I’ve just realized that this... whatever this is, it is way above my league!”

	“But we’re already seniors.”

	“Doesn’t matter.” Some of them indeed stopped and cast one final glance at the arena, where they all knew some truly spectacular things were about to happen. “I can spend an eternity pushing my body beyond its limits... and it will never compare to this. These girls...” They shivered when uttering those words, even just thinking them as thoughts. “They are monsters.”

	And so they left, and the room was left a little emptier, though certainly feeling way heavier, and heaviest it had ever been. There were about a hundred and something women in total, audience and fighters alike, and there remained a little over a hundred women once all of the beat-up, defeated warriors had been taken off the gymnasium. “Alrighty. Let’s get you girls out of here.” Said the sisters who carried them out, embracing them on their waists and their shoulders as they walked towards the resting places of the Academy. “After all the beating you took, this is way more than you can handle right now.”

	There was some protesting and some squirming but, for the most part, the defeated sisters took their help with humility. They were all of them, youngest to eldest, wise enough to realize their circumstances and accept defeat when it was handed to them.

	There was no foolishness or stupidity in the Academy. Not amidst these mighty women who represented, for all accounts, the highest peaks ever achieved by their species—since or ever! The ladies who abode there were not just mightily strong or divinely beautiful; they were brains of such quality as to rival all learning institutions of humankind throughout history. Put together. A single brain of the densest of those girls was still more precious a gift than all of the Renaissance masters. 

	When those lips spoke, the world listened. It was just a great bonus that those lips were the most gorgeous in all of humanity as well.

	“Very well.” When it came to the verb, Eurinice was not yet down. Not yet, not yet. “I want you blindfolded.”

	Without a word, the goddess smoothly produced a white ribbon from under her garments. Her arms were occulted by her long, full toga, but upon wrapping the ribbon around her forehead, she allowed her sisters to catch a glimpse of her hands—and a lot of dripping was heard around her, with at least one woman producing thin, but strong jets of very nice-smelling squirt.

	“Fuck it!” The lady was shivering. She looked bad. Almost sick. Her head was swollen red and her hands were shaking in a very undignifying manner. “Fuck... oh, fuck...” She stepped back once, then sidestepped a couple of time, losing balance, and then looked down and held on to her own breast so as to not completely lose herself. “So hot! S-s-sooo...!!” Shivers overtook her, and everyone heard her struggles. “Hot!! Sooo... fucking hot!!”

	There were shots of liquid coming from between the legs. The room smelled like sex. Looking down at her feet, the women noticed a pool rising around her feet. It kept growing and growing until it reached some five feet in diameter, at which point it flowed into the crevasses carefully laid out on the floor and into the various drains located all around them. The woman had controlled herself, but her arousal now seemed permanent. “Fuck.” She grunted, and her expression looked seriously pissed off. “I’m not going to last long, am I?”

	Amidst the chuckles of some of her sisters—some of them, for few of those women were strong enough to not suffer what that lady was suffering through—she straightened up and watched the goddess finish wrapping the ribbon around her eyes, shutting herself blind just as she was asked to.

	“There we go.” She made the cutest gesture! Like a little girl showing off to her daddy. “Not a crack of light flashing though. So, little sister,” her hands disappeared back behind her robes, “any other request?”

	Eurinice frowned. Little sister! There were very few formal rules in the Academy, as well as very few customs to rule the relationship between the Maidens. Nonetheless, if there was one rule whose breaking came very close to approaching taboo (though not necessarily crossing that line), this rule was that: disrespect! More specifically, it was to not address a sister according to her rank whenever the situation called for it, or to ignore her status altogether, or, worse still, to belittle a sister and knowingly treat her as if she were of an inferior rank—which had absolutely been that case right now.

	Little sister! Everyone heard Eurinice’s fists tightening up and even the reason left her body as she gritted her teeth and repeated the offense to herself: little! Sister! That woman! She knew very well where they both stood.

	“I am two years your senior.”

	There was a silence in the room, and the goddess let the silence go on for as long as she found it pleasant. In the end, raising her chin up and pulling the ribbon down just a little, the goddess gave her opponent just a glimpse of her eyes, and replied: “I know.”

	Eurinice felt her insides disappear. She had no shame when she averted her gaze and looked away from those bright, burning eyes. “This... cunt...!!” She whispered to herself, feeling her eyes watering. 

	The goddess had the most beautiful pearly blue eyes anyone had ever seen! “It isn’t f-fair! It... it isn’t!” After letting some tears flow out, she rubbed her eyes and returned to her stance, though this time more carefully avoiding any possibility of glimpsing the face of that being before she knew she was absolutely, a hundred percent ready for it. “We have the same rank!”

	Once again, the goddess delighted herself in her silence. She let it go on much longer than the first pause, shifting her body here and there, but otherwise remaining very tantalizingly, provocatively, disrespectfully still.

	There was a subtle shift in her robes and the sound of waving cloth filled the room. Some coughs were heard and a lot of shivering, but most of all there was the sound—often as unbearable as the sight—of the goddess’ smile.

	Indeed, her smike produced sound. It was a burning, sizzling kind of sound, like standing in a big kitchen with a tiny stove of boiling oil. Every woman felt that silence—and the sizzling sound—in their soul, and after two minutes of quiet Eurinice showed something resembling a growing rage, an anger approaching something very close to lack of good manners.

	“Saysomethingsaysomethingsaysomethingsaysomething!!” She kept muttering to herself, fists shivering with such anger. “Say something you goddamned cunt!” She had whispered the sentence a little louder, but all her words were still barely audible one inch from her lips, let alone so far as the distance between them both. No matter, the goddess heard them all the same:

	“‘Say something, you goddamned cunt.’” From beneath her robes there came the sound of a mocking clap, and giggles abounded around them once more. “Oh, my. Oh, my, would you look at that! Long gone are the days when the Academy had even the pretense of respectability in it.” Then, shocking them all... the goddess began to move! “My, oh, my! They’re reduced to hiring common prostitutes now, I see.”

	Much to everyone’s growing smiles, Eurinice began to walk as well, same direction as her opponent. “They took you in, have they not? A whore brought in straight from a pig house.”

	Both women chuckled, and even Eurinice startled herself by how quickly had anger had subsided. Banter had some medicinal effects that in those women healed a thousand times faster than any “common” human professional. For them, there wasn’t a wound deep enough or even dismemberment gruesome enough that a couple of naughty words didn’t cure.

	“Ay. A mud-ridden farmyard I was taken from.” The goddess licked her lips. Everyone knew it, for they could hear the sound of her gorgeous tongue...

	“Oooh...!”

	...and her even more gorgeous lips...

	“Oh, goddess! Goddess, oh... Hera almighty!”

	...meeting and moistening with her thick, hot saliva.

	“Oh!!”

	Someone, somewhere in that room—not in the arena, by the looks of it, but in some corner near the audience setas—creamed her panties incredibly hard, for her squeal of ecstasy was followed immediately by a near deafening, drowning sound of... *squiiiiiirt!!!* Squishes and gushes powerful enough to be heard from any corner of the room, perhaps even many distant rooms in the whole Academy. Seconds later, the bystanders only heard comical and meek pleas of “sorry! Oh, I’m very sorry!” and the steps of a very red-faced woman excusing herself out of the room.

	Giggles and chuckles all around. Horniness and arousal were the most common thing in the Academy, but only before the presence of their goddess did the girls really feel dirty, really feel unwell with one another.

	Hers was such an extreme level of sexual power that, in a weird way, it caused many women to regret their choices in life, even contemplate abstinence and chastity for the rest of them. After all... “She is way, way, way about our leagues!”

	Like horses are such more powerful sexual beings than human beings—stud being the crowning compliment for a man, as well as mare for a woman—that to try and be like them would be to flirt with bestiality, and so dissuade many partners from common sense. The same way worked with that goddess: she was so above the level of everyone else that, in a way, to witness her sexuality was the same as fantasizing about the seminal produce of horses and bulls—a thought far too filthy for polite society.

	Still, still, the goddess carried on as if nothing had happened: “Fucked every man and woman in town before I was seven, and then I graduated to fucking the farm animals. Little ones at first: pigs and cocks and whatnot. Then I moved on to the horses, and from then on, before I turned even ten, I was doing horses and bulls until the poor things collapsed out of the exhaustion, sometimes even died, forcing me to leap from village to village and screw every living thing I could find in there.” She eyed her prey intensely. “I wish I was just a whore. What I really am is sick. Sick and depraved.” Again, another lick of the lips! Two more women had to excuse themselves from the room, and many more were left wondering, indeed, whether they were seasoned enough for that type of talk or that type of fight—or if they would ever be. “I had to be brought here just to protect all those that lie outside these walls and these beautiful mountains. And in you, my beautiful sister, I have found targets far more tantalizing, far more appetizing, or at least far more resistant than any horse, bull, or mare could ever be. So...” She stopped on her tracks.

	*BOOOM!!*

	“Shall we begin?”

	Eurinice was still standing, but only by very little, using every ounce of her will-power to not simply fall on the ground and die, but many other girls didn’t have the same power: all over the room, whether sitting in the audience rows or standing around the goddess, weaker Maidens collapsed on their knees and cast all composure aside, bringing their finger to beneath their ropes and shamelessly, loudly firing up their steaming pussies with as much force as their fingers could conjure up.

	“God!! God!! GOD!!!” In those sacred halls, it was customary—or at least polite—to always call out goddess instead of god when reaching great levels of excitement. Near that goddess, however, and rather ironically, they lost even this sense of composure. “Fucking... god!!” Many women fell with their faces on the ground and sprayed, yeah, sprayed the floor with their juices, forcing the biggest, most women around to grab them by the arms and carry them away.

	“Alrighty, you! Time’s up!”

	“NOOOOO!!!” Some of them had been driven really mad. “NOOOOO!!!” And squirting and orgasming like common whores meeting an exceedingly well-endowed lover, they reached out to their goddess with one arm, dripping with cum, and screamed: “GODDESS, PLEASE!!! I WANNA SEE YOU!! I WANNA... I WANNA... DIE FOR YOU!!! PLEASE, GODDESS, PLEEEEASE...!!” Many of them collapsed, literally passed out while being carried away in this state. The ones who didn’t, well, they kept humiliating themselves in such a manner: “I WANT TO YOU KILL ME!!! FUCKING... MURDER ME!!!”

	This time, there were no giggles, no chuckles. All other women, tall and tallest, strong and strongest, were using every bit of willpower, just like Eurinice, to not die, and so the room fell on a very somber mood—one in which the goddess reveled with no small amount of joy. “Well, then, there’s that. Weak crops you girls are, eh? But I guess...”

	“Oh, shut up.”

	Upon hearing these three powerful words—oh. Shut. Up.—at least ten more women left the place, and the entire room was left now with less than a hundred gals, but something more than ninety. For neither Eurinice nor any of the other girls were the ones to utter these words—it was the mysterious woman under the hood, that dark lady sitting so lazily on the base of a mighty column. As she spoke, it was like some Elder Creature had spoken, and many women realized that the levels of that battle, set already impossibly high, were risen further still beyond anything their brains could ever comprehend. To not have their gray matter literally burn, then, they left.

	Only the strongest of the strongest now remained, and even those were just barely holding it together. They had to cover their ears as the hooded lady and their goddess now spoke to one another. A wise thing, indeed, for that was not another mere woman, this new lady who spoke.

	Nay. There wasn’t just a single goddess in the Academy, but two, and both goddesses stood in equal standing, and both spoke together as if to end the universe, for that’s just how it was: reality could barely comprehend a single goddess in it, let alone two. When they acted together, however insignificant their actions seemed to them, the rest of the world suffered much like ants suffer under the hooves of elephants.

	The world was theirs to stomp at will. “Thank goodness,” many contemplated, “there is at least one woman who can hopefully chain these beasts down.”

	As the years had gone by, though, even this hope to many was blown away like smoke in the wind.

	“Oh, you!” The tone of the goddess now sounded so different! Like... really a child! A kid to their parent! Or, perhaps more accurately, one hopeless lover to another. “What is it now, eh, you insufferable soul?”

	From far away, everyone could hear, nay, everyone could feel the Being smirking under her hood. “I’m hungry. Let’s get this over with, get our diplomas, and then get some meal!”

	Chuckles deep enough to crack mountains were heard from the center of the arena, and then two more women left the place. “Okay, I’m out! It’s sick to even put us on the same planet as these two!”

	Their whines and complaints were, to the goddesses, like the sounds of ants to elephants: they simply weren’t. “You already ate a meal, naughty one.”

	“I know.”

	“T’was barely an hour ago.”

	“I know. And you know one hour is more than enough time to make me... oh, listen!” In the entire room, there was one massive... *wroooooom!!* Many women vacillated, but few this time lost their balance completely. “My stomach, see? Get this over with, you whore, and let’s find some food.”

	Chuckles and more chuckles. Poor Euridice stood completely abandoned and forgotten as the two Beings conversed. “Have some shame! You ate five bulls, twenty hogs, and a hundred chickens!”

	“Eighty-eight chicken.” Though their faces were unseen by all, their expressions couldn’t sound any clearer: a frown of disgust, then a click of contempt. “That’s why I want to leave this place quickly and get me some proper meal!”

	“I ate the same as you, sister. Even less, in fact.”

	The place was flooded with laughter—the same type of arrogant, cocky laughter that’d come from the first goddess, but now abounding from the hooded figure. The walls shook, the ground trembled, and at least ten women were brought to their knees by that mighty laughter, with at least one of them succumbing to orgasmic madness.

	“DAMN YOU!!!” The poor soul bit her lips, gripped the ground, and the mighty stone those halls were made of crumbled under her grip, *crack!*, two craters forming around her fists right before she shook and quivered more and more uncontrollably until... “D-DAMN...!! Oooh...!!” She was out of breath for a while, just a little while, and then... “Ooooh-AAAAH!!!”

	A scream. A long scream that seemed to know no end. And then water. *Woooosh...!!* An unending stream of water bursting powerfully from her sex, enough to be seen from afar: squirt the likes of which no normal human could ever lay eyes upon, because it would be maddening for the common mind to witness that volume of load coming out of a single woman, however mighty, let alone at such force and magnitude. “FUUUUCK...!!!” The scream was interrupted only by this invective, and then the woman was screaming and thrashing on the ground, so hard and so madly that she needed four other lassies, each carrying her by one limb, to be safely carried outside the arena.

	Even minutes after she had been taken out, her screams could be heard through the strong walls of that fortress. Altogether, less than ninety women remained now in the room, as the four others that had left it didn’t bother to return, and the ones who remained were too focused on their own damned sanity to pay attention to the conversation between the two goddesses, which continued throughout that ordeal as if, once again, nothing was really happening:

	“Of course you have, because look at you! A skinny bitch such as yourself, fit only for the runways, would naturally each orders of magnitude less than I!”

	“Ain’t one gram of fat out of place on my body, sister, be it in excess or lacking. It is you, my dear fat lover, who loves piling up the pounds like your greatest dream was to become the prize pig of the barnyard.”

	The hooded goddess laughed and clapped. “Nice reply! At least it isn’t as stupid as last time, nor did it take so long to come. I see you’ve been reading the dictionary I gave you.”

	“You may be mistaken, sister, for it wasn’t you who gave me that dictionary, but I who took it from you before you ate it.” Again, there was motion on the goddess’ robes. She was raising one hand to her head, and underneath the hood, it looked like she was tapping the side of her head with one finger. “Brains, as we all know, is seriously lacking in you.”

	The hooded Being responded with much more controlled chuckles, and by this point, the commotion around them was beginning to cease—only the screams of the desperate, unending orgasm of the last woman continued, her pleasure being so strong as to thunder the walls of that magnificent chamber. “Avay, avay. So, sis, you’re going to wrap this thing up or you’re going to continue on like this for... what, forever?”

	The first goddess, standing there in the middle like nothing else was of any importance, turned her head back to Euridice, who by some miracle still stood there—shivering like a green bamboo stick, yes, but stood there—waiting for the fight. “Huh.” The single word, uttered with such understated passion and innocence, shook the women in the most brutal manner. “You’re still on your feet, Euridice.”

	Poor little gal! One could not only hear, but see the dripping between her feet, and the viscous, thin clean puddle growing bigger, then bigger, then bigger and fatter and hotter on the floor. “I ain’t no easy picking.” Every word she said, of course, came with a stammer, and the dialogue between goddess and mortal from then on was excessively slow. Every word took two eternities to come out, so from here on out, every word out of the mortals that is written down is so written in its full form, no pauses or flourishes of any kind: “Ain’t going down without at least earning your respect.”

	“You’re all my sisters. You know you will always have my respect.”

	“Respect in the battle. Respect not as a sister...”

	“...but as a warrior.”

	“Aye, ma’am.” Unbeknownst to herself, poor Euridice had broken her own protocol, addressing as a superior a sister who, by all formal accounts, was no better or worse than she was. The last offense, of course, was long forgotten, as well as any pretense of equality between those ladies.

	“Very well, then. If you as much as touch my skin—or, to be precise, feel my muscles, my body through my robes—then I will give you not only victory and abandon this early graduation, but also for the rest of my life I will address you no just as an equal, not just as a sister, but as my superior.” And then, forcing a plethora of women to close their eyes and avert their gazes, the goddess pointed up, to some undistinguished point on the ceiling, towards the skies, and followed: “I will address you with the same rights, titles, and reverence as we all do with our Holy Headmistress, and I will do so until the heat of life burns in my body, whether I become Headmistress myself or not.” Before those words fully settled on the brains of those women, she carried on: “This is a blood vow I make. We shall seal it with blood now, should you desire so.”

	“No!!” The word came out explosively, hurriedly from Euridice’s lips, even though she didn’t mean it. “N-no...” She controlled herself, and only then it dawned on most warrioresses what had just happened. “You... you shouldn’t promise things like these.”

	“You will find there are few things I should or should not do. In this world, under these skies, and even beyond them, for that matter, there are only things I want to do, and so I do it.”

	The hooded goddess quietly nodded in the background, and Euridice now was losing all dignity given the intensity of her shivering. The valiant lady still put on a great front, though, abandoning her stance and all but gluing her huge, massive legs together to try and seal the excessive, oh, excessive leakage from her sex. *BLAAM!!* As those colossal legs slammed shut, causing a shockwave to blow even the robes of the goddess like the wind, she pointed a finger to her opponent’s face—which, from her point of view, was just two mighty orbs of blue surrounded by darkness and a white, sunlit grin. The goddess, as it seemed, decided to keep her fold down just to further mess with her prey. “Be very careful with what you promise, because if this is really what you intend...”

	“This is really what I intend.”

	“If these are really your honest words...!”

	“These are really my honest words.”

	“Then I will take full advantage of them, rules be damned!” The world seemed to crack as she abruptly returned to her fighting posture. There was a loud *BOOM!* followed by a mighty thud, and then the ground cracked beneath her, and the woman seemed to grow beneath her tunic, adding at least a couple of inches to her already impressive height. “I will make you talk up to me at every given opportunity, and I will...”

	“That’s enough.” The goddess raised her hand beneath her hood, and Euridice was immediately, instantly silenced. Further dripping was heard from between her legs, though at this point it could as well have been piss instead of only love juices. “So, the conditions of our fight are:” she returned to her original stance: “Hands behind my back, sole of the feet on the ground, legs glued at all times.” Moving her hands up to her face, she took the ribbon and lifted it back to her divine eyes—the most beautiful eyes known to all of Existence. “Blindfolded, of course. Have we agreed on no blows either?”

	No blows (or blowless), of course, being the Academy’s jargon for when a fighter forfeited the offensive in a fight, withholding any and all physical attacks and instead adopting a purely defensive strategy.

	Euridice clicked her tongue, sounding almost offended in her response: “No-ah! I’m not that much of a coward.”

	“Very well then. The previous conditions being respected, I will be able to hit you as much as you’re able to hit me.”

	There was the brief sound of motion coming from the pillar of marble near the arena, and there, sitting ever more lazily, the hooded Being chuckled to herself. “Mighty, mighty Euridice. What a courageous girl.”

	Euridice gulped upon hearing these words, and when the first goddess addressed her again, oh, it was almost as if she wanted to console and calm down her hurried sister: “Euridice, huh? You’re the second top lady of our level, am I correct? Helena being the first?”

	“Not exactly.” Euridice shook her head, and it felt like the stammers were moving her neck and head for her. “Helena was third and I am fourth. You two...”

	“I understand it.” Once again, everyone was certain that, beneath her robes, the goddess had just raised her hand, and silence befell the room like a literal act of god. “Let not delude ourselves any further: though we’re all formally on the same level, even the same rank, I personally do not bother adhering to it, or even minding its existence. We all here know that I’m a god, and compared to me you’re all mice. Not even mice, but flies, and much, much lower than this.”

	There was intense shivering all over the room, less so because of their raging arousal and more so because of the deep seriousness on the goddess’ voice. Unlike before, where she was playful and cocky, now she spoke with intimidating sincerity, and many heads were lowered under the weight of her mighty words—which, though humiliating, were thoroughly true. “Now, little sister...” The weight of the disrespect was felt on all hearts. “When I asked you whether you were second and Helena first, you knew full well that I didn’t, nor would ever include myself or my sister among you lot. Didn’t you?”

	Shivering and crying, Euridice answered with her head low, low, low. “I d-d-did.”

	“So why did you waste my time just now?”

	Euridice’s legs wobbled. Her knees trembled. There was, for an instant, the thought that the woman would prostrate herself before the goddess and humiliate herself until her tears ran dry, but thankfully she kept her poise—a scent of a shred of dignity still remained in that mighty body. “Because I am stupid?”

	“You’re stupid what?”

	“I am a stupid worthless woman who...”

	“No.” The word was uttered completely normally, not one speck of anger or any negative emotion. No matter: the entire place rumbled with the power of that negative, the goddess’ mere denial enough to command condolences from the Universe. “Try again.”

	Euridice, then, rather uniquely, raised her head and met the shadow of the goddess’ face under the hood. Not even an outline of her profile could be seen from where Euridice stood, but even that nothingness of a sight was enough to physically stir her bowels and make her organs churn rather painfully. Damn me in hell!! Euridice shivered. It’s almost like she can mind-control my insides.

	Still, Euridice willed herself and remembered the purpose of her raising her head: to look for, in that goddess, the appropriate answer to her question. To know what the goddess meant with it, and by looking at her, in a way, connect both of their minds in a faint form of literal mindreading.

	Successful mindreading. “I am stupid and worthless compared to you.”

	“Yes.” The goddess sounded so pleased. “And?”

	Euridice didn’t think twice before stretching out an arm and moving a finger around, pointing at every other equally worthless sister standing in that room. “We’re all worthless and insignificant next to you.”

	There was much sucking of breath and even some shaking of heads. Euridice! The second strongest of us! She had already been defeated in her mind. If she was so easy to fall, then what hope...?

	Needless to continue. Before Euridice even lowered her arm, six more women left the arena. Little over eighty remained in the room. Perhaps exactly eighty, even less.

	“Eighty-one.” Uttered the hodded goddess, so low that she herself barely heard her own voice; maybe even she didn’t want to have uttered it, but instead thought the words were her thoughts themselves, barely even noticing that they were not. No matter: even on her lowered of mutters, every single woman there heard her voice and shivered. “There’s eighty-one left.”

	In both goddesses, unbeknownst to all other lassies, there was a thread of disappointment. Damn it. They surely thought. I was hoping for a couple more opponents. Two hundred and something women...

	“Two hundred and twenty-four.”

	Yes. Sorry. Two hundred and twenty-four women were standing in the arena when it all started. Before Helena was even destroyed, twenty had perished during that single goddess’ mere warm-up. Now, so many had left that the number had been reduced to eighty-one, and would soon be reduced much more before any real fight—any!—even started.

	“Good.” The goddess continued. “This is good. So, Euridice, if you’re done wasting my time, I ask you again: Helena was the first on our level, was she not, and you’re second to her?”

	Euridice nodded so dutifully. “Yes!” The way she answered, she sounded incredibly happy, proud, like a dog who’s just been called a good boy by her master. She even wagged her hips a little bit, certainly unconsciously, and the claps—or rather, the roars—of her powerful butt cheeks were like mountains colliding with one another.

	It was easy to forget, after all, next to those two goddesses, just how unironically supreme and divine the other ladies looked in their own right. Our only misery, many thought, was for these two to have been born at all.

	The day those two goddesses were born was the day all women died. A great irony. Great irony indeed. No wonder it was called the Day of Irony, for the very moment those two Beings came into the world was the day Womanhood itself was perfect; and because of this, all other women—all other women who were not Them—were rendered obsolete, and the coming of Womanhood meant the death, if only symbolic, of nearly all women.

	There was a lot of dripping and pissing when the goddess resumed her utterances: “Good. With this settled, it is valiant of you to not take a blow-less fight. Pray it be a long one. But beware,” not avoiding a devious smirk, the goddess gesture to behind Euridice, towards the incredible destruction wrought on the far side of the room. “Helena was the first of your kind, and she collapsed with a single blow. Not a punch. A blow.” There was movement on her hood, as if the goddess was looking down. “I moved my hand forward, felt my skin making contact with her muscles, and then she was gone.” Every woman there remembered, indeed, the near-blinding flash that single blow provoked, and then the disappearance of Helena’s body, almost by magic, and then... *BOOM!!* *Crash!!* Her crashing into the walls, the near destruction of one side of that gigantic arena. “If you were to rank yourself next to her, how would you describe your power levels?”

	Euridice felt a stream of liquid coming from her sex. Her legs were warm and shiny beneath her robes. Thankfully, it was a divine-smelling stream. Her bladder had not yet collapsed under the fear, so all the juices the Maiden produced were a product of her arousal and her arousal alone. “My lady, we talk about this so often.”

	“I know, but not everyone in this room is privy to our customs and gossip.”

	Euridice seemed confused. “Milady?

	The goddess seemed to draw a knowing smile. “Speak as if there were foreigners here listening to us. Speak as if you were teaching them our customs. They are ignorant, they know nothing. Like the males we so sweetly breed. So, speak as if you were talking to one of your favorite males—and you could, of course, reveal our secrets.” The goddess seemed to grow even larger. They often did that when they felt too amused. “Compared to your beaten system, what would you say would be your power levels.”

	Euridice was quick, very quick to respond because, as she’d herself said it, that topic was the most fascinating point of discussion for all Maidens. The Academy existed solely to pluck those superwomen from the wretched mankind and promote them into near-godhood. The whole point of its founding was to ameliorate, enhance, and improve those demigods into as near-perfection as it was physically possible. Therefore, amongst those gals, the topic of their power levels, as well as all things concerning their superior nature—the quality of their genes, the raw levels of their talent, their max potential for growth, even things as minute as the efficiency of their organs and the second-by-second energy expenditure of their physiology—all was discussed with the same gushing gusto as bodybuilders comparing sizes, or male lovers comparing their endowments and their performance on the bed. For them, it was more than a culture, more than a mere fixation; it was a matter of life and death.

	It was their sole reason for existing.

	“If we take the weakest of us all, which is usually, almost always found amongst the first grades, and apply to her a standard value of 1 (one), then I would say... well, we all here know that, right now, the average power level of a first grader would be, hmm, roughly 4 (four), maybe 5 (five). The strongest first grader, barring any more anomalies like our...” She shivered, and her head was forced to bow by the Gods in respect. “Our goddesses, oh... barring more anomalies like them, the strongest first grader would be some 8, maybe 10. Once our girls move to the second grade, their power grows exponentially: the average second grader would probably rank at a 15 today, with the strongest being an upper-20. As we understand these levels to be, a 20-ranker would theoretically be able to defeat twenty 1-level rankers. Again, all informal. All between us girls.” Though her speech, as it is here written out, sounds calm and even excited, the real thing was much different: all the time the warrioress was shaking, all the time she was dripping, and her heart was hard almost as often as loud as her voice, and everyone in the room both knew and shared their fear, for they all knew what those numbers would amount to. All told, this short segment of a paragraph, until this point, had taken nearly four minutes to be spoken, with her delays getting longer and more inaudible as her shivering and her stammering got so much worse: “Strongest second-grader ranks at 34, which is basically third-grade level. As for the third grade, the average would be 30, the upper echelon would be... I think 42.”

	“And then...” Spoke the goddess.

	“And then...” Euridice nearly swallowed her heart. “Comes the fourth grade. The final grade before... graduation.” He moved her arms down, in a wave, showing off the arena. “Before graduation or an early graduation like this one. Standard passing strength for the fourth grade would be 50, with the average fluctuating wildly, but today set at around 75. Power levels grow too extreme at this level, far too extreme for anyone to decide on any historical standards. But Helena, back there...” She pointed back, over her shoulder, where her mighty sister and her companions were as equally as frozen and hot as everyone else (but the goddesses) in the room. The time for kisses and smooches had long been gone. Now was the time for listening... and preparing. Preparing for the supernova that was about to go off. “Helena and I, as well as some of... uh, some of the other sisters here...” She nodded to the other ladies around the goddess, lambs queued for slaughter. “We’re the strongest crop of women in fifteen years and third strongest ever recorded in the Academy. This is an anomalous year, so our very presence here, in the data, skews any sample, renders it useless. Nonetheless...” She took a deep breath. “If I am to pin down a number, then Helena is a six-hundreder.” Her throat went a little dry and her pussy a little wetter as she said this. “She is one of only fourteen ladies (not counting you both, my goddesses) ever recorded at over 600 points of power level (standard year), currently sitting at 658. This means, naturally, that if she were to be paired with a 1-ranker, she would need to fight at least 658 of them for the battle to be considered ‘even.’ As of me...” Her posture grew prouder, and everyone heard the tantalizing roar of her muscles swelling, hardening on their own, and her thick, virile veins sprawling madly all over her physique, pumping gallons of blood where, in any normal human being, only microliters, nay, picoliters would be needed. “I stand at a respectable 558. A hundred points beneath my sister. Not a six-hundreder, but a five-hundreder, which is a feat still shared by quite few Maidens—little over thirty.” Then she paused, and for a brief second there was the impression she had adjusted glasses on her nose, even though she wore none. “Of course, all of these numbers are calibrated according to our ages. Everyone knows that, once we graduate, the sky is the limit to a Maiden’s power.”

	Then Euridice did something that struck the room with suspense: stretching out her arms, she revealed the mighty limbs from her tunic. She was wearing her garments in a mostly modest fashion, with only her forearms exposed and her thighs obscured, but now she revealed her arms for everyone to see, and... oh, brother! What a swoon she caused in the room.

	Little screams percolated here and there, with the younger, weaker ladies giving squeals of teenage delight. To see the body of a senior Maiden, let alone one so exceptional as her, was an event that forever marked the newcomers and shaped their sexualities in an indelible manner. They would be forever obsessed with those stronger bodies, those massive muscles, that unbridled burst of power, and it was said that only with each other the Maidens could truly find arousal, let alone pleasure.

	They had their males, of course—the greatest males ever known to mankind—but no one deluded themselves about it: after the Great Insanity, no human male would ever grow to match even a thousandth of the power from the weakest Maiden, and so, should a Maiden ever want real pleasure from a real woman; should she ever desire to go all-out, either in bed or battle... there was only one way to go. One place to seek it.

	“Maidens.” Said Euridice with her eyes closed and holding her breath, trying to take as little from the goddesses as possible. If she shut her senses to her opponents, then she would finally be able to concentrate on herself—and her own self, by any sensible standard, was already too divine. “Our power mirrors those of the gods. Eternal.” She exposed her swollen arms, letting everyone see the massive guns she carried there. “As we age, we only grow stronger. Upon Graduation, we’re finally let loose into the world to shape it according to our whims. There is very little anyone can do against us, for even the weakest of us in our tenderest of ages is still more powerful, more raw, more... extreme...” She began to flex. “Than a hundred full-grown males.”

	There were squeals in the audience as she flexed both of her arms, ballooning their muscles into insane proportions. The room trembled and the air vibrated with the powerful hum of her flexing, inflating muscles. Boulders of pure iron were being dragged on the ground—or so it sounded like, judging by the immense roar that came from her biceps alone. “Look at this power!” She relaxed one arm and hid it in her tunic, satisfied to just show off a single gun. “What other human could ever hope to compete with this?” She tightened her fist and moved it around, showing off every single fiber of her insanely well-sculpted arm. The muscles danced and swelled on her command. She was absolute master of her physique. “Us Maidens, we are not immortal, but we flirt with immortality. The average lifespan of a Maiden is 240 years, give or take, but the mightier of our kind easily reach the upper bound of the hundreds.” Then she paused and lowered her arm, and her relaxed muscles were still incredibly arousing. “Our Headmistress, let the gods bless her, is probably going to live well past a millennium. Oh, who am I kidding. Probably two. Probably...” She gulped. “Three. Or longer.”

	The entire room fell into the most deafening of silences. For an instant, if not for the presence of the two goddesses, every single lady there would have heard their own organs working, their own bodies pumping out power at a ferocious speed. Because the goddesses were present, of course, all they heard was their divine bodies, their divine power, but make no mistake: silence then was so extreme that only their innards produced any noise.

	Then, Euridice continued: “But the Headmistress is a beast. It may not be as extreme as comparing ourselves to...” She gulped. “To you, my dear goddesses, but it is an extreme all the same.” Then Euridice raised her head and dared give her opponent a naughty look. She allowed herself a little breath, and with this breath gathered the courage to propel forth the heathen words: “You have not yet beaten the Mistress, is that right? Neither of you? Or am I mistaken?”

	From beneath their hoods, the goddesses smiled. The first one spoke: “Nay. We have not been defeated either.”

	There was a collective gulp and shudder reverberating across the room. “Ay.” Euridice continued. “T’was what I was going to see. The Headmistress, far as we know, ain’t an anomaly, but she...”

	“Ain’t, little sister?” It was amazing how, even in the throes of that conversation, the goddess continued to show disrespect in her most casual of remarks and interruptions. “What is this? Speaking like a common whore from a ghetto, I see?”

	“I am... I am sorry.” Euridice humiliated herself further, lowering her head and daring not to look at the goddess again for a long time. “Isn’t. The Headmistress isn’t, as far as we know, an Anomaly like you two, but she...” She shuttered just to think of the woman. “She is a beast. A monster. An outlier no less, and her natural superiority only grew stronger with age.” She was now fully shut in herself, shoulders low, head lower, arms resting beneath her robes, and breath held back—Maidens could hold their breaths for years on end with minimal effect on their performance, so to Euridice that was nothing unique. “Our... Holy Headmistress!... she is forty-eight now. Her might and her power, oh...!” She almost raised her head to defiantly stare at her opponents. “I would say that it matches the both of us.”

	“It surpasses ours.”

	...

	...

	*Boom!*

	The effect of that speech was just like this: *boom!* The hooded goddess in the back spoke, and then everyone was dead. *Boom!* Almost. Were they common humans, oh, they would all be dead in an instant, but because they were either gods or demigods, oh, the effect was only paralysis on most of them.

	Still, the hooded goddess had spoken, and all the girls were wise to listen once their gasps of surprise and shock were equally answered by their mistress: “I have no problem admitting that, in the whole of the Academy... oh, well, in the whole of the Universe, only the Headmistress matches us in power, in mighty, in... anyway.” Her smile was sex itself. “You girls know what I mean. Once we’re done with you and done with this graduation, we’re going to challenge the Mistress at last, and finally, oh, finally... we’re going to have a good idea of where our power levels stand.” There was an idea, oh, an inkling of a desire from the goddess to raise her arm and, just like Euridice had done, flex it and flaunt her power, but then she realized that doing so would probably wipe out half of the room, and so she controlled herself and let it slide.

	“Oooh! Ooh, god!! Ooh, god, ooh... ooooh...!!”

	Still, during the entire time she thought of doing it, all the women picked up on her intention, and the mental image of her divine biceps swelling... bloating... filling up with such power, such energy, such stud-like raw strength... oh!

	“Oh, god! Oh, my god... aaah!!”

	Pussies were rubbed and squirts were blasted. The sound of streaming overcame the sound of dripping and, by the end of that short burst of hyper-arousal...

	“Seventy-eight now.” The goddess counted, and three more women either walked out or were taken away from the place, struck with hopeless arousal. “Anywho... We knew, long, that we were not up to our Headmistress, so we bid out time and waited out the natural growth of our bodies, which now... well, now we judge ready for the challenge.” She shook her head and gestured—metaphorically, of course, for doing it literally would easily knock out at least ten other girls—towards “Euridice, please, continue. Talk about the effects of aging on a Maiden’s body, as you were doing just now.”

	Euridice bowed. “My pleasure, Lady of my Heart.” She had fully accepted her place in the pecking order, and not even for the sake of banter she would be convinced to violate it. “As I was saying, the graduation years of the Academy are only... oh! To call it ‘the beginning’ would be to make a disservice to the real just, just as calling me and my sister equal to you, my ladies,” again, another bow, “would be an offense against your divine nature. Sacrilege.”

	“So be it.” Said one of the goddesses—it was unknown who—in the lowest voice they could muster. “Continue.”

	Euridice bowed even lower and carried on. “The teaching years in the Academy are only the beginning of the beginning of the beginning (with these “beginnings” carried out to the eleventh degree) of the awakening of our real power. It is only after graduation that a Maiden’s journey of self-discovery and power scaling really begins.” She bit her lips and shivered, trembling with the excitement of her own upcoming discoveries. “From then on, it’s all a matter of labor and time. But really mostly time. A Maiden’s power is set in stone, and even the laziest of us, if confined to a mountain for life, not one muscle ever moved, would eventually grow near her potential maximum size. The Academy only makes things faster, as well as train us to not be full psychopaths and go rampaging across the world, conquering countries just like, hmm, a ladies man, I supposed, would go out conquering pussies.”

	“This is all very nice.” Again, spoken in the lowest... lowest... of whispers. “Stick to the aging, if you may.”

	“I will, my Creators.” She bowed again. “Upon graduation, which happens anytime between our seventeen and twenty-four years, us Maidens grow into our full maturities, which can last from anywhere between a couple of short years to maybe decades.” There were countless rumblings across the arena. Rumblings of muscles being unconsciously triggered and hardened. Like the revying of engines: *wrooom! Wrooom! Wrooom!!* Power seeped from every pore and every body, and the cracks all over the place began to gently grow. *Crick! Crick! Crack!* All around the godly women, a slow form of destruction unfolded; a destruction triggered by nothing more than the enticing of their own minds.

	“Feel this.” Very gently, trying as hard as she could to not be noticed, the goddess in the middle took a deep breath. “Aaah! Power! The aroma of pure power emanating from these strong, young bodies.” She licked her lips, or would have licked them, indeed, if she wanted to trigger another mass fainting. “This is indeed the best class in generations.” Her body would have shivered, but this too she controlled, lest she wanted to knock out half the arena in a second. “How wonderful it will be when I finally get the opportunity to lay them all!”

	Ignorant of the goddess’ thought (but knowing, yes, that she was indeed thinking something), Euridice continued: “We continue to grow until we reach our full potential. For most, it’s around our thirties. For some, around their forties. And some mighty women of legend reach their potential only in their fifties—a fact meaning not laggardness, but power. When the blood of some Maidens is powerful enough, their growth takes much, much longer. Like water dripping from a bucket: the bucket is small, the bucket is big, but the number of holes (or the size of the said holes) is the same. Bigger buckets mean longer times to be empty. So it is with our bodies: greater potential, greater time to mature. Our Headmistress... oooh!” Fire consuming here. Not yet, not yet! She conjured the strength of the gods to not fall prey to her own naughty thoughts. “The greatest woman recorded in centuries. She is forty-eight years of age, yet she is still far from her peak.” Again, an attempt at staring at her goddess. Thank goodness the mighty opponent was wearing a blindfold, otherwise her gaze would surely have pushed poor Euridice over the edge. “She might even have a shot of outgrowing you still, or at least delaying her own (inevitable?) defeat by your hands.”

	“You let us worry about that, sister.” The goddess spoke in as neutral and sexless a tone as she could. No good.

	“Aaaah-eeeh!!” One girl somewhere in the audience passed out, and she was gone for good.

	“Seventy-seven.” The dark, hooded goddess counted, and the goddess who was standing prompted Euridice once more:

	“And the power of our Headmistress, little sister? How would you put it compared to yours?”

	Shivers. Rumbles. The mere thought of it smelled of sacrilege. “Ridiculous!” Euridice snorted. “I daren’t say!”

	“Daren’t or wouldn’t? Daren’t or can’t?”

	“Can’t. The Headmistress is a monster. Just like you.” A gulp. “Just like your sister.” Eyes wavering, ricocheting all over the room. “You three are literally off the charts.”

	“So be it.” The goddess sounded so pleased. “Ay. What are the power levels of, say, less extreme Maidens?”

	Euridice gulped, and her dripping somewhat diminished as she put on the metaphorical glasses of a nerd and recited the data like a computer reading off a script: “Power levels vary wildly between seasoned Maidens, to the point that averages are extremely deceiving. From the moment of graduation, it’s best to talk of mins and maxes, casting a wide net over this widest of ranges.” She adjusted those glasses again, looking so cute while she did it. “Every seasoned Maiden is expected to score at least in the hundreds in her 20s, upper hundreds in her 30s—though the stronger of us easily score upper hundreds and thousands respectively. The mightiest of our kind, barred any beasts or Anomalies, reach the tens of thousands, and there are at least five hundred records of Maidens scoring over a hundred thousand.”

	*Gulp!* She knew what the next question would be, yet she dreaded it all the same. “Good. Very good.” The goddess whispered in that most unheard of tones, heard by all. “You’re a very good girl, Euridice.” Somewhere in Euridice’s skull, billions of nerve cells just died. “A good, good girls.”

	“P-p-please, stop!!” Poor thing was shivering as if the motion didn’t even come from herself, but from spirits holding her body and shaking her like a bartender making a drink. “I w-w-won’t...”

	“I know. I’m sorry.” The words of the goddess put everything (mostly) to rest. “You know your facts, Euridice. No wonder you’re second place.”

	“T-t-t-t-thank y-you!!” Tears rolled down her cheeks. You could hear them dripping near her fit, those fat and sizzling tears. “G-goddess, t-than- thank you!”

	The goddess was smiling proudly, yet her sister, in the back, only shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Just get this over with, ya cunts.” She probably thought, but then...

	...

	...

	“Oh...!”

	All thoughts quickly died.

	A rumbling was felt across the entire arena. The entire Academy. Somewhere close, somewhere safe, someone was coming, someone was walking in.

	*Boom! Boom! Boom!*

	In a raised room, high up above the arena, many figures scrambled frantically. “The Mistress is coming!” Their hearts were in their palms. Fear was palpable on everyone’s pussies. “The Headmistress is coming!”

	Masks were taken and faces were covered. Those were Maidens even more beautiful, even more perfect than the warrioresses in the arena—for they were seasoned Maidens long into their late twenties and early thirties—yet still they rushed to cover their faces with elegant, dark, smooth masks, some of them even blocking their nostrils and covering their years, and all of them relying on their superhuman senses to know their surroundings.

	“The Headmistress is coming! She’s decided to attend to the graduation personally!”

	In between the many gasps and exasperated panting, some attempts at raising questions were made: “But why? Why the change of mind?”

	“She’s been startled, I’ve been told, by the number of students just leaving the arena, so defeated. It is, indeed, a rare sight. She expected beaten bodies, yes, and piles of semi-corpses laid after the massacre of the two...” Shivers! “The two gods, but what she’s getting is even weirder: near-comatose women in a state of orgasmic shock. At least five students hurried up into the wellness wing for urgent care—they are close to going irrevocably insane! Not to mention the more than a hundred ladies in total that have been incapacitated in all these weird and peculiar ways, except the one way she expected.”

	“Defeat.” Said one, shivering and hiding in a corner. “Defeat in battle.”

	“Yes. Defeat by physical overwhelming. Piles of bodies stacked atop one another. So, far, we have only a couple dozen of these.”

	“Yes. W-while the g-g-goddeses were...” Many gulps until her throat was hydrated enough. “Stretching. Warming up. It didn’t even look like they wanted to fight. They were literally just... s-s-strecthing!” Her hands went to her crotch. A mighty squeeze was given there, in her nether regions, so that the pent-up juices didn’t just explode in the nastiest, bulkiest of loads. “My god, their stretching! The mere warming of their muscles put us on mental health watch and knocked about fifty of those ladies before the two were even yearning for a fight.”

	“Fifty-six, actually.” Unbeknownst to them, the hodded goddess down below, sitting now not-so-lazily on her column base, uttered in her thoughts. Her arrogance, though, was a bit gone. Just like her sister, she was quiet. Attentive. “A mighty being is coming.”

	She and her sister were alert. The other girls were dying. “W-w-what is this??” They rushed to one another, the smaller and lower-ranking lassies seeking protection on the backs of their stronger colleagues. “Hylia, what is going on??”

	These stronger women, embracing their little sisters like momma birds and their chicks, looked startledly all around them, trying to sniff out the source of that power. “A very strong creature approaches.”

	“A-are we in d-danger??”

	“No.” Despite this word, not a single Maiden there except the Anomalies believed in their safety. Not entirely. “This that approaches... is not an enemy.” Gulps. Many of them. “There’s not a single force in the Universe that can ever oppose us. It’s just not possible: the Maidens represent the uppermost limit of all living creatures. The only thing that can even just theoretically compete with us literal gods, and these gods, if they exist, were the ones who made us in their image.” Muscles, though shivering, were hardening instinctively, without their master even willing them so, for all the women knew they had to fortify themselves and prepare for the toughest of battles, for such is the reaction of power when an even greater power comes into the scene. “If anyone has enough strange to even theoretically pose a challenge to us, this one is a Maiden herself, and all Maidens stick together, all Maiden knows each other... by instinct.” Her chin, slightly higher. “By scent.” Shutting her eyes, she took sniffs out of the air, and then, almost as if her sniffing or the sniffing of her sisters transmitted the same information telepathically to all women, everyone knew what that was all about, and they knew it all in an instant:

	“The Headmistress!”

	“The Headmistress is here!” In that secret room above the arena, overlooking both the stage and the audience, the Maidens finished off their preparations, taking the greatest care to not trip on their own feet. “The Headmistress is here!!”

	“We know it already! No need to cause further alarm.” One of the bigger sisters in the room guided the others, like a shepherd to its sheep. “Our Mistress will cause enough alarm when she arrives.” She turned to another mighty lady. “Ari, my sister, any info on her? How long until she arrives?”

	“Even without intel, my sister, I can feel it’s soon.” Many of the sisters stopped, moved their heads around as if scanning for some invisible danger in the room, and felt the same as that mighty Maiden: “She must not be one minute away now.”

	“This is correct!” Another sister interjected, almost jumping over smaller women as she hurried to set all things in order—and protect herself from the Monster’s arrival. “All you ladies, masks up, robes ‘round, raise your fortresses! There are armors there, there, and there, in these three rooms. Mighty armors at that! You will find nose blockers and ear plugs generously on the shelves and, oh, darn it, anywhere you can put your hands on.” Soon, a scheme was clearly drawn in the room, separating the weaker women from the stronger ones: the taller, bigger, stronger ladies remained near the center of the room, crisscrossing the place with their hurried pace, setting all things in order, coordinating their lesser friends like the natural-born leaders that they were, and those weaker beings instead gravitated towards the corners, standing with their faces against the walls, mighty butts turned to the center, or sitting down and cowering out of sight, trying to blend with the shadows. “Hera have mercy! Hera give strength!” Even the strong weren’t safe from their affliction, constantly having to fight the urge to flee and seek protection—they did not have such luxury; they were the ones to set the example, after all. “Hera give strength! Hera harden our bodies! Make us mighty!” In that darkest of rooms, crowded compared to the arena, roars abounded like powerful motorcycles stacked up to the ceiling, all engines revying, their smoke making the place as hot as it was. With so many powerful bodies in such a tight space, the temperature was literally deadly; a normal human being would be cooked alive in no time. “Should we bother with air-conditioning?”

	“Normally no, but when the lady arrives...”

	...

	...

	...!!

	Shivers! The entire place felt the rumbling, the aura, the vibrating power that approached, and with its approach remade the entire Universe in Her image. “She’s here! Thirty seconds! Twenty seconds!!”

	“Calm. Down.” A sister told the others, and she told herself as well. “Calm. Down.” Approaching the vast panel near the windows towards the arena, she pressed a single button, and then ice began to fall in the room.

	“Ooof! Coldie!” One of the tiny sisters in the corner shivered, the refrigeration system casting a bucket of ice against their sizzling skins.

	“Forty-eight degrees Celsius.” Read one big sister on the panel. “Thirty-two degrees Celsius. Twenty-four...”

	“Sister, I’m freezing!”

	“Worry not, dearest sister.” They all... stopped. They all... froze. “You... won’t... be... cold...” *Gulp!* “For long.”

	All sisters heard. All sisters gasped. All sisters died.

	“She’s here.” Way down below them, also looking towards the entrance of that room without even knowing it, the Maidens-in-Training felt the presence arrive and despaired. “The Headmistress is here.”

	The two goddesses soon understood what was happening. They could even pinpoint the hidden room if they wanted to, but preferred to abstain from any interruptions and any sass. «A power equal to our own has arrived.» Thought one of them, sitting lazily at the base of that mighty column, and she turned her head very slightly, very, very slowly towards her sister, who too communicated with her through the thinnest of gestures.

	«She’s going to be the greatest fight of our lives... when we get to her.»

	«Indeed. When we get to it.» There was a vacillation on the throat of the hooded goddess, almost as if... she were afraid! «And it’s going to be soon. So soon.»

	But they shut. Even in their thoughts, they were shut.

	“God. God. God...” The weaker lassies in the arena were left catatonic, half-alive, muttering to themselves without noticing, their bodies dangling left and right without only a scrap of consciousness keeping their brains from turning to mush.

	Above them, lording over the arena at such a central location, the room was sunk into the most mortal of silences. Both it and the arena were Silence incarnate. Even the goddesses were deadly still, and their silence was not all entirely for strategic reasons: they too feared and respected that figure which was just approaching, though they feared her way less and respected her even more than anyone else in the arena, and if their brains wanted to use the silence to analyze the mighty Being, they were also taking it as an opportunity to pay her respects, to worship her like she was meant to be worshiped from the very day she left the blessed womb of her mighty mother. «Headmistress.» They would have thought, if they were so daring: «We never see you. Now, we welcome you!»

	The proper welcome befell the veteran Maidens in the observatory, who sadly didn’t possess one fraction of the Anomalies’ power to resist what was about to happen: “J-J-Janessa passed out!”

	“Remove her.” The mightiest of all sisters, shaking like a bamboo in the middle of the room, commanded, and she was left all by herself to receive the Being. “All of you who can’t withstand this... just leave! It's past the time for shielding up. N-now...” Even she began to feel terrible things within her body: stomach, heart, lungs, bowels, everything shaking, every churning so violently she feared she was being liquified from inside out.

	Her hand instinctively rose to her mouth, covering only the smooth, blank surface of her black mask. “Now you’re about to know what is like to stand naked ten feet from the surface of the sun.” She uttered, but probably no one heard her. Her speech was too broken. Her voice, far too depleted.

	Sheshereshesheresheshereshesheresheshereshesheresheshere...!!!

	The thought echoed mightily in everyone’s minds. A Being now stood on the other side of the entrance. Her approach, terrible as it was, produced no sound. Or perhaps everyone’s organisms had been far too impacted to notice sound or sight and any other of these petty, superficial senses anymore.

	Leave! Leave! Have to leave! Have to leave!

	Before it was all said and done, five sisters left the room and sought shelter in the cramped armored and other adjacent chambers. «Survive. Have strength! You’re the strongest bitch in this joint!» The mightier sister’s brain was burning with self-affirmations. She stood in the middle of the room, abundant chest and powerful torso facing the entrance, and tightened her grip so as to reduce her shameless shivering to a minimum. «You are a thousander! Your might has little match even in this world of gods and beasts!» After taking a deep breath, she ceased breathing altogether, just like the other sisters, and beneath her mask, which already blocked all sight, she closed her eyes as well. «You are a beast! You are a monster! And with your boundless strength, you will survive this greater monster entering your den!» Straightening up further still, she thought of speaking towards the entrance, bidding the goddess to enter.

	She chose silence. Wisest of choices.

	A reader on the panel began chirping, and its pings were the only sound there. *Ping! Ping! Ping* Every *ping!* was made a thousand times more annoying by the cadaverous silence. The sister closest to its source couldn’t help but lower her mask a bit and spy on it.

	*Ping!* Thirty-two degrees Celsius.

	*Ping!* Forty-four degrees Celsius.

	*Ping!* Sixty-one degrees Celsius.

	*Ping...*

	«Mighty damn it!» Her brain was going haywire. She could have pressed a single button to shut the little screen off, but instead—and rather characteristically for her knucklehead persona—she just slammed her fist into the panel, and a great ball of fire illuminated the entire chamber for a second or two.

	*BOOOM...!!*

	So many eyes were rolled after the explosion subsided and the sister meekly pulled her fist back, hiding her face behind the mask before hiding herself in the shadows just like all her meeker sisters. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry! I’m so very sorry! She would have said if she had the energy or the bravery to do it.

	Through many brains and minds, the same thought occurred; the same gnarling conversation: «Can’t we make it colder? Is the freezer broken?»

	«Nay. It’s already set at max capacity. This is the coldest... oh... it gets!»

	*Eighty-seven degrees...*

	*A hundred and five degrees...*

	Over counters and on tables, every cup or vase of water began to boil. The air was hazed with heat and the weakest Maidens began to sweat. «What the fuck is this creature???» Very few of them had ever laid eyes upon the Headmistress, even from the farthest of distances. In that room, only the strongest sister—that one standing in the center—had ever had any dealings directly with the Woman Above All Women, and she herself was barely holding her own limbs in one place, and she cursed her own fate, wanting to transfer that obligation to somebody, nay, anyone else!

	All women were clad in dark. Were their bodies not so huge or their presence so preternaturally shining, they would have blended almost flawlessly with the dark. They were Maidens, however. They were Light. With darkness thus they could never really commune. Still, their attires would make blush the most rabid of Mahometans: incredibly elegant, expensive, but simple robes covering every inch of their skin; tight armored turtlenecks were glued to their bodies and wrapped their thick necks in blackness; the masks completed the attired by obstructing their faces wholly, and its smooth surface and absent features made them look even more supernatural, like a race of extraterrestrial overlords or oversized humanoid cyborgs. They needed all of this protection like a soldier would need armor, like a white person would need sunblock in the tropics: without it, they were sure to suffer and die.

	Hera help us. Hera give us strength. Hera protect us. Hera shield us. Hera...

	 ...could do nothing about it. Hera Herself wasn’t strong enough to beat of what was coming.

	She’s here! She’s coming in!

	They all knew it. Seconds later before it happened, they all knew it was going to happen. And then it happened: the doors of the room slid quietly, soundlessly to their sides, and a towering shadow cast a deeper shade into the room, making darkness darker skill.

	*BOOOM!!!* The strongest sister, once standing in the heart of the room, collapsed on her knees, and then with her face against the floor. She shivered uncontrollably still, and her shivering was of the kind that revealed that, thankfully, she was conscious still—although not really able to speak.

	Dozens, perhaps a hundred feet beneath the veterans, the Maidens-in-Training all shuddered. The arena was getting hotter. Deadly so. «She’s here.» Thought the goddesses. «Only a single wall and a short fall separate us.» Even on their skins they felt the temperature rising, though in their case it was rising to levels they actually felt more comfortable in.

	A Maiden naturally took the heat of the sun on their faces like a warm, healing bath. There was no consensus on any average, given the off-the-charts nature of their very beings, but everyone accepted that a Maiden’s body usually burned at fifty-six to eighty degrees Celsius at all points, rising above the hundreds when they were particularly excited. The mightier Maidens usually burned at two hundred, three hundred degrees Celsius at all times, and if not the near-total heat retention that their semidivine physiques were so well-known for, their mere presence would be enough to burn to death any living organism at a hundred feet radius from them. «So hot! It’s getting... so fucking hot!»

	The Maidens themselves, paradoxically, were not impervious to the discomfort of out-of-bound temperatures. “A Maiden’s heat dissipation rate, or M-hdr,” read so many of their introductory textbooks, “is at around one-to-two percent. Conversely, her heat retention rate stands at 98-99%. In short, a Maiden’s body temperature only loses one-to-two percent of heat at any given time, meaning that, as far as bodily temperatures are concerned, a Maiden is a self-regulating, hermetically sealed system. As such, the average Maiden and the average common human can share the same room, even the same square foot of space, and not feel much of each other’s temperatures. A Maiden’s heat retention radius is negative, meaning that all of the conserved heat is conserved beneath the skin, which itself remains at roughly a common human’s room temperature.”

	“Maiden’s bodies need to burn at anywhere from fifty-eight to four-hundred degrees Celsius in their relaxed states to preserve their metabolism. Given that the heat retention rate of a healthy Maiden at the peak of her efficiency almost always stands close to 99% (and usually higher), a Maiden burning at a hundred degrees Celcius (100oC) will theoretically only increase the temperature by one or two degrees at her vicinity. Maidens can fight and exert themselves near their limit and only cause moderate increases in room temperature: four to ten degrees, which is expected from most Maidens in battles.

	“Usually, the only heat issues associated with a Maiden’s presence are overwhelmingly of a sexual nature, never of physical temperature. Nonetheless, a good many Maidens— roughly 20-to-30% of our kind—are so strong as to be considered extraordinary even by Maindenly status, thus even the mere sightless presence of them amongst common humans is highly disincentivized, when not actively repressed. Upper-thousanders, plus any Maiden scoring over ten thousand Kymer units (per the most recent data), are carefully monitored and kept apart from regular humans.”

	“In extreme cases, these Over-Maidens, or Super Maidens, or Uber Maidens, can cause regular Maidens to feel some discomfort by their changes in room temperature. The average Maiden’s skin burns at only slightly one or two degrees Celsius higher than the common human being, and a Maiden’s senses are genetically ingrained to be super-sensitive to a regular human’s perception of the world, meaning that the average human experience of their surroundings is likely to also be a regular Maiden’s. As such, drastic or extreme changes in room temperature might never damage a Maiden, but will certainly make them feel, at a psychological level, the same unease as a regular person under similar circumstances. Such discomfort, though almost never approaching what a Maiden would consider to be Pain, can rise dangerously close to such levels if an average Maiden stands in the same room as an upper-raking Uber Maiden.”

	“A Maiden scoring over 10,000 Kymer points usually metabolizes at over 600 degrees Celsius (relaxed) and 3,000 degrees (excited). Thus, her mere relaxed state is enough to raise room temperatures by anywhere from six to twelve degrees Celsius. When highly active, be it in battle or sexual intercourse, room temperatures can rise over thirty degrees and higher into boiling temperatures, further stressing the need for careful regulation of these Uber Maiden’s presences.”

	All Maidens in the arena were feeling the temperatures rise and growing disquieted by it. «If they only knew.» The goddesses would have thought, but didn’t, for even their thoughts were but shades of impressions deep within the bottomless wheels of the darkest recesses of their brains. «Wonder what their reaction would be if they knew the temperature of that observation room right there, above us.» They held back their giggles. The suffering of their veteran sisters above was almost too much for them to bear.

	I can’t...! I... can’t...! These women could barely even think as they collapsed on the ground and fell into a merciful slumber. No attempts were made to remove them. No one else there had the strength to do anything about it. Even the mighty sister in the middle, shivering and nearly pissing herself with such arousal, could muster only enough strength to remain on her knees and her elbows and not fall over into the same slumber. Soon enough, half the room had gone unconscious.

	«Mighty whore.» This time, the goddesses below were delighted to break their own silence—if only in their minds, of course. «She’s been standing there for well over two minutes now...»

	«Two minutes and twenty-two seconds.»

	«Shut up, Moon.» She laughed inside, and then continued: «She’s been standing there for so long while doing nothing, saying nothing, just watching her inferiors suffer.» Ooh, the temptation, the piercing desire to such up her lower lip and bite it! «She’s very much like us, I see!»

	«Hold on judgment. I don’t sense this type of spirit in our Mistress.» The hooded goddess pondered lightly, but she would be lying to herself if she said there wasn’t any apprehension in that pondering: «She old. She much more mature.» In her heart, she allowed a shiver! «I don’t sense any of this sadism of ours in her system. Either this or she’s just too well-disciplined. She can hide it from our senses just how we hide ours from the other. In short...» Then... she couldn’t hide it no more!

	«She’s strong!»

	One, two, three... seventeen, eighteen, nineteen... twenty-three, twenty-four, twenty-five... thirty-eight, thirty-nine, forty...

	*Boom! Boom! Broom!*

	Before anyone else noticed it, fifty-six ladies in the arena had collapsed on the ground, more comatose than all the others who fainted before them. «Damn it.» The hodded goddess cursed herself. «I just couldn’t help it, could I?» In her own contemplation—her smooth realization of just how strong their opponent was!—the goddess cracked up a smile, and the surge of energy was just too much for those poor souls to take it. «Only twenty-one remain.» Her eyes, though, shone with pleasant surprise upon gazing at Euridice, who still stood in the middle of the arena, strong and ready to fight. «She might be catatonic. Frozen standing. Still... I would clap for her if I didn’t know that clapping would probably kill her.» She stood, therefore, as frozen and unemotional as she could—by choice, unlike her other sisters. «Her strength is commendable. A mighty sister she’ll grow up to be.»

	Above them, in the sealed room, more veteran Maidens collapsed while the Shade did nothing, said nothing, thought nothing. Their mightiest sister—Lara, she was called—also didn’t have the energy to do anything else. The Shade, then, slowly made her way towards her, and after lowering herself towards the poor woman, touched her in the head with an arm, and then a sun of energy burned in the woman’s loins.

	“Good evening, Lara.” The Beast spoke. “Hope you’re doing well.”

	All the other ladies collapsed. Only Lara remained. “Much better now, Mistress, now that you grace me.” Lara was so strong she even lifted her head and looked up as her master was standing upright again. “Hope it’s not much an indiscretion, oh, my goddess, me looking up to you like I am right now.”

	The Monster made a quick, casual gesture, as if to say: please, sister. No formalities between us. And then her lips went on saying as her feet went on carrying her soundlessly towards the windows overlooking the arena: “How are our two prodigies doing? Being arrogant little shits, as always, I suppose?”

	“Yay.” In an instant, Lara was on her feet, and she walked side by side with her master as if they were both weaved from the same cloth. “Well-placed arrogance, nonetheless.”

	“Hmm.” The Supreme Woman leaned gently over the panel, and the heat of her body could be seen burning up the strong metal, testing even the uppermost resistance all those materials were crafted for. “Has the fight progressed this much already?”

	“Oh. Fight?” Lara leaned over the counter as well, gazing upon the arena, and had to correct her Mistress: “Nay, nay, my master. The fight has not even begun.”

	The Beast smiled knowingly. “I see. They beat down all these students with their mere presence, isn’t that correct?”

	“Y-yes, it is, my lady.”

	“Just like I, upon arriving,” she turned to her assistant, whose body and soul were extinguished in an instant. “Beat up all your strong, powerful sisters, is it not?”

	The shivering returned, but only briefly. Under the goddess’ blessings, Lara behaved with a strength that would otherwise require millions of lifetimes to achieve. “Yay. Though they were not strong or powerful. Strength and power take on completely different meanings when you are present.”

	“Ay.” The demi-goddess turned back to the arena. “I have to confess: it makes life uninteresting sometimes.”

	A hand was risen in the dark, and it touched power. The Mistress felt the gentle fondle, and took it without any reaction. Lara was reaching out and fondling the goddess’ arm, which was altogether not an “arm”, but just a prominence through her cape, many layers of cloth further separating the skins of both women.

	Lara was wearing at least three protective layers of clothing, and her black masked obscured all, but the goddess herself was even more protected, wearing what felt like ten laters of garments and armor, and wearing just the same brand of mask as all others. Were not her superior size, as well as the white-and-purple bands that adorned her tunics, she would look mostly indistinguishable from her subordinates. “I wish to help you with your loneliness... someday.”

	The goddess graciously took Lara’s hand and gave it a kiss. “We will meet when everything’s ready.” The kiss was merely a touch from the warm metal of her mask, but still felt like worlds being given life on Lara’s skin. “For the time being, update me on the fight. Are they ready to trade blows now or is it all unnecessary.”

	“I think they want to trade blows and were just about to, even though it is all unnecessary.” Lara blew some air on her face, like when somebody blows away the hair covering one’s eyes. “Let’s just give them the honors and crown them Maidens already. They clearly aren’t meant to even walk in our same footsteps.”

	“I know, but rules...”

	“...are rules, yes, I know, ma’am.” She crossed her arms. “Still, it’s so humiliating. For us. And I guess for them as well. Like having geniuses of physiques having to teach toddlers how to do sums.”

	The mighty Being was chuckling. “Indeed. I know the feeling.” She elegantly approached the windows, and her eyes met the goddess’ below, and a divine connection was instantly made. “They know I am here.”

	“Indeed, my lady. We all know it, for we all... f-feel you.” Again, a lusty touch on the Beast’s tunic.

	The Headmistress stood back. She wasn’t really in that room anymore, but rather among the two goddesses, the two little shits she would soon, oh, so very soon have the pleasure of putting in their proper places. «Are you two done bantering?» The Headmistress spoke to them, and even the lesser women could feel, in their own minds, those words that were spoken only between minds, only through brain waves into their gray masses.

	The goddesses couldn’t help but smile. «It would be too boring if we didn’t banter.» The goddess in the middle, especially, turned her gaze to a still frozen Euridice, whose body suffered countless unseen injuries just for being directed at that subtle stare. «Once the fight really begins, it will be over.»

	«Besides,» spoke her sister, «it is not fair that you see us fight, but we never see you fight.»

	«I am above you.» The Headmistress said, simply, and left it like that. There was no anger or even sternness in her voice, only cool, matter-of-factly neutrality.

	The two Beings below felt slighted. Part of them hated it—being challenged!—and another part absolutely adored it! «Give us Maidenhood. Let us fight and finally meet each other’s match.»

	«You are no match for me.» The Headmistress again said, her coolness beating down the positive, cocky aura of those lassies even further. «But I guess you’re excused for not knowing it. I can’t share my being with my own sisters. I’m afraid my own nature would be too deadly—even for them.» She cast the faintest of glances around her dark room. «It’s burning at 320 degrees Celsius, this room I am in.» She left the fact at that, and left it for the two goddesses to make the necessary calculations as well.

	«Three hundred and twenty degrees Celsius.» The hooded, sitting goddess pondered. «Indeed. We’re rather fucked.» Her words were drenched in the most delicious smile! «We never burn this high, do we, sister? Not naturally, that is?»

	For the first time, though, the first goddess decided to make haste: «So be it! We feel insulted, Headmistress, for having to wait so long to finally meet you. But anyway, I guess this will be the final night when you will treat us like common students.» Moving without moving, she gestured around the arena. «Over a hundred and seventy Maidens-in-Training lay here in waste from our mere warm-up and the flimsiest motions of our beings. Almost all our energy is being spent trying to not knock them down, not end this fight so quickly, and yet even in this we are failing.» A smirk. «Perhaps this is our real training, huh? To be so delicate that even these leaves, so dry, wouldn’t break after we step on them?»

	«No.» The Mistress spoke. «I confess that’s rather impossible. Both for mine and your kind.» And the goddesses below were honored, for even their Holy Matron was kind enough to humble herself before them and make a distinction between their kinds. This humbling was carried further by her following words: «But you are correct. Much too long a time has been spent on just kicking your beautiful bottoms around, waiting patiently for you to grow to your potential. You have learned patience and control, which by itself already upholds the sacred mission of this established, but again, I agree:» A smirk to heat up planets. «It’s been too long and I am eager to fight. Please, finish up your assignment and then meet me one night from now.»

	Below, the goddesses couldn’t quite believe what they were “hearing.” «It’s happening. It’s finally happening!»

	«One night, you say?»

	«One night. You know me. You know yourselves. We can’t just waltz into any place and expect everything to be cool.» She chuckled, taken aback by her own unintended pun. «And this is quite literal, isn’t it? No place can be cool with bodies such as ours, can it?» She looked around. The heat distorted the sight to make the room look like it was melting. «No. It cannot. I need to arrange my palace for our meeting, then my arena for our fight.» A smile... Oh, a smile! «And fight we will. And I do hope you can give me the challenge I...» She stopped. She shivered.

	She! Shivered!

	«The challenge I haven’t had in the longest time!»

	Both goddesses looked at one another without moving, without looking. «Is there anyone more powerful than you?»

	Straight as arrows, they always were. «Finish your fight. Take a rest. Then, when we meet, we talk.» Her smile was now sweet, and those students felt the sweetness cuddling with their hearts. «We have a lot to catch up to. I’m glad the time has finally come for us to meet eye to eye... my daughters.»

	And the goddesses were aflush with honor, and their skins were literally reddened, surged with an urge to bow and give her countless thanks. «T-thank you... mom.» A single thanks instead was given, from both lips of those brains. «We’ll be quick.»

	The standing goddess addressed Euridice, first with her attention, which forced the opponent to stand up even more rigidly, then with her words: “You know who’s arrived?”

	The poor, once-so-mighty warrioress shook painfully as she nodded. Her trembling had grown so extreme that often it seemed there were multiple versions of her standing side by side. “Y-y-y-y-y-y-y-yes!!” Such were her stammers. “The Headmistress!”

	“And where is our Headmistress?” Euridice simply pointed up towards a junction between the wall and ceiling. The observation room was unseen; hidden from even the Maiden’s eyes by the use of clever architecture and special materials, but everyone, even normal humans, could see the peculiar shape of that corner of the arena, so centrally located, like the draft of a mighty column that was never built. “Good. And how strong is our Headmistress?”

	She was suffering, painfully out of breath. “SHE IS THE STRONGEST WOMAN ON THE PLANET!!” Her voice came out in a loud proclamation. She controlled herself as best as she could, but even her following words took almost an eternity to come out, so intense, near back-splitting was her shaking: “As formally recorded, that is. Mara Rossi, Ruling Headmistress of the Gracchi War Maiden's Academy, is the strongest woman currently recorded—and, by extension, the strongest living being in the universe.” Gulp and gulp and gulp. “By formal records, she is the third strongest woman known to humankind, in all of history, but she may be fourth or fifth, depending on the standing our our Founding Mothers.” She was dying, and in her body burned the doubt, the fear that she would not finish that speech before passing out. All other women, however, were still standing. «If they can do it,» she reasoned, «I must do it!» Her stammering was somewhat abated in her next sentences: “Headmistress Mara is the strongest Being in the Known Universe, with a Kymer score known only to her.”

	“How does she compare to the average seasoned Maiden?”

	“Can’t compare!”

	“How does she compare to you!”

	A bit of piss came out along with her squirts. “C-can’t compare!”

	Smiles. Such devious, evil smiles on the faces of those two arrogant goddesses. “How does she compare to us?”

	Euridice took a pause, which surprised the goddesses. She moved her head around as if slowly scanning the environment, and the goddesses were further shocked by how her eyes didn’t burn or her mind didn’t break when she turned her sights at them, scanning them up and down, reading them with cogniscience far above her level.

	“It’s hard to say.” The surprises kept on coming, the newest one being the grave, wise voice with which she now spoke—a voice devoid of any stammers or shivers. “You are weaker than her, this is for certain, but how much weaker...” She took another pause. Scanned the goddesses again, silently, once more. “Hard to say.”

	They were impressed. “For certain, eh? Well, that is news.” The standing goddess was even tempted to cross her own arms. “If we were to fight the Headmistress now, what would you say would be the outcome?”

	“You would lose.”

	The quickness of Euridice’s answer, as well as the straightness of her voice, was quite disconcerting for the two goddesses. “Would we lose quickly?”

	“As quickly as we lose to you? No. Quicker than you ever lost to anyone before.” The firmest of nods. “Yes.”

	The discomfort died out. The intrigue spiked. “Curious. And what if we both fought her together.”

	“You would still lose.”

	The goddesses were taken aback. There was a strangeness, an impersonality to Euridice’s voice that was more than disconcerting; it was eerie. «She speaks as if she’s not herself. As if she’s been possessed by a spirit.» Their minds gently floated back towards the secret room, high above them, but in an instant they realized... «No. This is no magic nor power from our Mistress.»

	She was tapping into some hidden lore, Euridice in that instant; lore that is known instinctively by all Maidens, hardwired into their genes, but that only very few, and in very rare instances, can ever access.

	“How strong is the Headmistress compared to us?”

	The briefest of pauses. “You’ve already asked that.”

	A longer pause. One drenched with sternness. “How strong is the Headmistress compared to us?”

	The question was repeated. The answer was new: “Stronger than the both of you presently. Weaker than each of you in a nearby future.” Her body shivered, but the woman herself seemed to not notice it. “Our Mistress is forty years of age and still far from her maximum potential. She will reach it around her sixties, after which she will plateau and slightly, very gently decrease—as it is the standard for growth and decay of all Maidens. “Her peak is at around twice what she is today. You, however, have no peak. You have no upper bounds.” Again, another unfelt attack of shivers. “Headmistress Mara is the strongest of our kind, but she is still our kind. You...” She sniffed the air. “You are different beasts altogether. You’re Maidens in name, even in culture, but no longer in blood. Your genetics is... something else. Something that doesn’t even seem to belong in this Universe.” She was enraptured for an instant, and then quickly came back to the (relatively) more mundane topic: “You are beneath her currently, but very shortly, with little training, you will surpass her, and with hard training you will surpass all known forces in the Universe, or perhaps any Universe, except...”

	Shivers. In the goddesses. «Except??» They were really not expecting that word.

	«Except... what?»

	High up above them, the Headmistress paid attention. Euridice was gone, and once she returned she seemed capable only of engaging with mundane subjects: “You have no ceiling, and neither does your growth rate. Soon you will be growing and growing at a rate that even the mightiest of us cannot even intellectually comprehend, let alone behold. To witness you would be to witness horror. To go insane. You shall become as gods, but until you do, you stand one level beneath the top, one level below supremacy.” She gulped, and the spirit that had taken over her body seemed to finally be leaving her. “You will fight the Headmistress and you shall be defeated. Your defeat will be the beginning of your real growth, and soon enough you three will fight again, and then you will win—first together, then each on her own.”

	The goddesses were satisfied. Mostly. “You will not speak of this mysterious thing you said just now, will you? Has this hidden knowledge abandoned your mind, your instincts?”

	Euridice shook her head, then beheld the goddess with innocent befuddlement. “Hidden knowledge? I’m sorry, my goddesses, but what mysterious thing?”

	There were unheard chuckles and ungiven smiles between the two. “Forget it.” The goddess in the middle moved only very modestly, and a boom was felt all over the Academy. “Let’s fight.” Euridice was shaken, but the goddess seemed unconscious of anything else other than her immediate task: “The rules. One: the soles of my feet shall not leave the ground. Two: my legs shall remain glued together. Three: likewise, my warms shall not leave my back. Four: blindfolded. Five: I shan’t breathe.”

	“W-we h-h-haven’t ag-agreed on this one.”

	“I’m adding it just for fun. Six: both opponents can attack one another. Seven:” It was felt by all that she was smiling, like she had decided to highlight this final detail on purpose, just to further tease her opponent: “You can attack me anywhere. No parts are off limits.” And then... “I guess rule eight would be: I can’t go all-out, but you can.”

	Euridice gulped. “I c-c-can go all-out?”

	The goddess smiled. “Look at you, thinking you stand a chance.” And she would have gestured her away with comical contempt, yes, if she dared to move. “Sure, fine. Do whatever.”

	Euridice prepared herself. Her arms and legs were only partially revealed, yet the little of them that was revealed was already the most enticing, most powerful piece of meat any regular woman (and even most Maidens) would ever lay eyes on. “Shall we undress?”

	At the mere utterance of that question, many booms and quakes were heard and felt throughout the room. “Oh, great!” In her back corner, the sitting goddess snickered. “Three more gone.”

	It was only then that the three combatants noticed something that long ago, during Euridice’s speech, had caught the Headmistress’s attention: «They’re all gone.» All around the three fighters, every other Maiden in the arena had laid on the ground and looked really, really defeated.

	“S-s-sorry, my goddesses!” The strongest of them squealed pathetically. “You c-c-can’t handle all of this standing no more. Also, this heat is getting unbearable.” Their eyes floated all around and their expressions grew ever more confused as almost all of them failed to find the source of that heat. “I don’t know what’s going on, but whatever force or energy has entered this room...” Deep breaths were taken so that the women could recuperate. “It sapped whatever strength we possessed.”

	“Lara.” The Headmistress, unseen by them, but felt by all, spoke to her companion. “Please remove those ladies from the arena. Leave only the Anomalies and Euridice.” She pondered to herself a little. “When this fight is over, I wonder if I should give brave Euridice a special graduation exam as well. She has performed admirably by resisting for so long against these two...” She licked her lips. “Monsters!” She consulted the arena again, and there energy of her mere thinking was enough to raise the room’s temperature by another fifty degrees Celcius. “Brave Helena has also withstood well their challenge, right?” She asked, but wasn’t answered. “Right?” It wasn’t common, nay, it wasn’t usual at all that the Headmistress, goddess among demigods, was left hanging, but now that it happened she felt quite peeved, and only her divine nerves steered her worst instincts back into the cage, oh, from where they should never be allowed to leave. “I am talking to you Lara. Why don’t you... oh, you poor thing.” Only then did she look to her side and find a completely fatigued, beat-up Lara barely hanging onto her own feet. Her legs had gone bent. Her arms were shivering as she supported herself on the panel. *Crunch!* The monstrous weight of her body further broke the panel. The goddess couldn’t help but laugh at that sorry sight. “And you were my only hope here for assistance. Are you okay, my daughter?”

	“Yes, Mother! I am!” She lied, yet she didn’t know she was lying—or didn’t want to feel it. “O-o-only a little shaken here, I am, but...” One of her legs gave in. *BOOM!* The entire room shook as the metallic ground was bent and holed under her fallen knee. “Damn it, Lara! Damn it!” Panting desperately, she faced the truth. “N-n-n-n-n-n...” Lots and lots of stammers. “No, my Headmistress. No. I am really not good.”

	In her mind, the Mistress was laughing. «Gods in heaven, what a predicament!» Then she addressed her closest sisters: «Sun. Moon. Do you hear me?»

	The goddesses shivered upon being called by their war names, and their shivering knocked out yet more women in the arena. «We hear you, goddess.» Having been humbled by the Headmistress’ own humility, they felt no shame in addressing her as what she was: goddess. «As much a goddess as we are. We hear and obey.»

	«Good.» The Mistress took a quick, but dramatic pause. «I want you to move to the King’s Arena. You, your sister, Euridice, and me. No one else shall be present.» She moved away from the panel, making no sound, almost as if floating. «You shall conduct your challenge there, and there you shall stake your claim to Maidenhood.»

	«Oh, come!» The hooded goddess, the one sitting in the back, blew scorching steam from deep within the shadows of her hood. «Can’t we really finish it right here, right now?? I really want to get going to the good stuff!»

	«And you shall, should you be patient enough. Besides, this story is not even over.» She turned. She was just about ready to leave. «Anyone who reads it will be very well rewarded, both in the pages of this book and all the more so (oh! So much more so!) as the series progresses.» The two goddesses below heard her mind silently, parsing through the awkward metaphors to try and see if there was any other meaning behind them but the obvious one. «I’m leaving.» She began walking out of her room. «Get there quickly, but please cause no fuss.» She glanced at Lara behind her, who was suffering so incredibly, but still hanging so valiantly on the room’s control panels. «I don’t want any more girls depleted or destroyed like this. All good to you?»

	«Well, no, not really, but if you command it, it shall be done.»

	«Good, my daughters. I’ll meet you there.» Just before she left, the Headmistress threw one final look at her eroded friend. «You fought well, my daughter. Sleep and be at peace for the evening.»

	Lara almost produced energy as her body shook so violently, so brutally after hearing her goddess’ words. “T-t-t-thank you, m-m-mam... ma’aaam...!!” She shook harder, tore pieces of the panel with her clutched fists, squealed painfully before being attacked by even more violent spasms, and then noticed just how depleted her poor mind was, and how soon it was to slip through her fingers. “No... I can’t...!”

	Her voice shot up into the highest of pitches, and then she collapsed. BOOOM!!! The room shook mightily when she fell, and its doors closed only very slowly, damaged still by the presence of the goddess. Close they did, however, and the room was sealed into a peaceful and cooling slumber, and all the women inside of it, just like all the Maidens laid down in the arena, slept like babies in a nursery.

	



	
Part 2

	

	The King’s Arena was a massive stadium built outside of the Imeldan Valley, itself the center of the War Maidens Academy’s main campus, heart of its most beautiful and fabulous buildings. It was built near Georgina’s Peak, almost twenty thousand feet above sea level, and from its wonderful balconies, as well as the many squares and plazas surrounding the main building, one could see the two higher peaks of the Imeldan mountain chain—Mt. Aurelia and Mt. Imelda—which stretched out beyond the horizon, taming those lands and disciplining its people just like its namesake warrioress once did.

	Georgina’s Peak—and by extension the King’s Base—was located relatively far from the main campus: almost sixty miles from its outermost buildings, such as the Stargaze Observatories and the Theodora Dormitoriums, atop the northern ring of the valley, and some seventy miles from Gracyanne’s Palace, beating heart of the Academy’s administration.

	The somewhat location was not really because the valley itself, with the Academy’s many buildings, was perhaps near capacity—having been developed to the fullest potential of its purpose and beauty— but mostly because the building itself was of a special category even to the standards of those mighty beings: the Arena and surrounding structures, including every inch of step of every flight of stairs in its outermost plazas, was known as an All-Out Structure (or Indestructible Facility in more formal terms). It was a structure built with materials and techniques hidden from even most Maidens themselves, restricted only to the uppermost crust of Maidenesse (that is, Maiden society).

	“An Indestructible Facility (or All-Out Structure, as it’s now fondly referred to),” read one of the most common introductory apostilles given to newcoming Maidens-in-Training, “is a special facility and restricted area for the use of only the strongest Maidens. As its names suggest, these facilities are indestructible—or as close to physically indestructible as any structure can be within the confines of Gaia. The strongest Maidens are able to unleash their full power and fight to the uttermost limits of their potential with little regard for the safety of others or the integrity of the Academy within the bounds of these special structures. Their means of construction are kept hidden from all but the strongest and cleverest of Maidens (i.e., Over-Maidens). Likewise, their usage is equally restricted—although lesser Maidens are able to enter these spaces under certain conditions, such as spectators of Over-Maiden matches or any event that involves the mightiest of our mighty sisters.

	(...)

	So far, the Indestructible facilities (or simply Indestructibles) have earned their title. There has never been recorded an upper bound for the strength of these buildings, though a theoretical ceiling of 100MK has been set. This means that fights between Maidens with a combined power level amounting to one hundred million Kymer units (100,000,000K) can be conducted with no restraints of either power/strength or length and the structure is guaranteed to remain mostly intact. Considering that the highest-recorded, publicly available power levels of Over-Maidens have rarely crossed the 1MK (or one million Kymer units) mark, the only theoretical possibility of an Indestructible Facility being destroyed, either partially or completely, is by gathering around a hundred of such extreme Over-Maidens in one single facility and have them all fight continuously, at the peak of their powers, until the structure cedes. 

	This hypothesis also takes the currently agreed-upon theoretical ceiling of 100MK to be exact. There are no reliable experiments that can prove if this is actually the case.

	The only other theoretical possibility of an Indestructible being brought down is by assaulting it with Restricted Maidens. Those are Over-Maidens and/or special-class Maidens whose information is either partially or completely hidden from the public, from identity to power levels. The number of Maidens currently under Restricted status is itself restricted information. The overwhelming majority of Restricted Maidens, like Dame Juliana from Brazil or Lady Hikari Sato from Nyon, are restricted for bureaucratic or state-security reasons. Only a (possibly insignificant) minority is restricted for reasons of extraordinary power levels.

	However, some Maidens throughout history have been either strongly rumored, to the point of near-beyond-doubt, or confirmed to have been restricted because of excessive or concerning power levels. Those would be the historical figures and Founding Mothers Queen Gracyanne and Lady Imelda; the former Headmistresses of the War Maiden Academy Lady Sachiko Takahashi and Queen Maria of Iberia; and the Academy’s current Headmistress, Lady Mara Rossi, of the Rossi Maidenesse dynasty. The power levels of all these Over-Maidens have been given the highest Restriction level (Triple R or Triple C) for perpetuity, meaning that only a selected cadre of little over fifty Maiden in all of Gaia can get access to this information.

	(...)

	It is paramount to always clear the following (and sadly common) misconception: Indestructible buildings are indestructible, but not completely undamageable. Extreme activities between Maidens of the most extreme power levels have been recorded to have damaged said buildings, sometimes to a great degree. Both Over-Maidens D’Iberia and Takahashi have publicly demonstrated their abilities to damage and even wreck large parts of these buildings. Headmistress Rossi has never followed on such public displays, but has been reported, through many credible accounts from verified (i.e., trusted) Maidens, to “routinely damage” these structures “with surprising ease.” Her feats of power have been described as going as far as removing chunks of walls with her bare hands and “crushing them to dust” in her palms—though this latest claim is heavily disputed.

	All told, every Indestructible has self-healing, self-reinforcing properties. Like plants, these buildings regrow their lost structures or cracked surfaces while adapting to the form and scale of the destruction. Unless if submitted to (currently unheard of and unthinkable) constant and sustained levels of indescribable, nigh-divine power, every All-Out building shall remain intact and little altered until the Heat Death of Utera.” 

	The distance meant little to Sun and Moon, who arrived at the Arena after a ten-minute leap. “I hope she doesn’t take long to wake up.” Sun spoke to her sister as she carried a dormant Euridice in her arms, walking between the mighty columns of the main building’s entrance while the wind made her toga flap beautifully, elegantly against the moonlight.

	Moon, as usual, was taciturn. “Waste of time, in my opinion.” She couldn’t hide the contempt in her voice as she spoke about “Euridice fell asleep with a mere touch of your pinkie.”

	“It wasn’t like that!” Feeling at ease with her sister, both of them isolated in an already much-secluded building, Sun leaped and pranced in front of her, her eighteen years of age looking even older for her behavior—which was always that of an overjoyed eight-year-old. “I whispered in her ears, actually.” Her tone became one of playful reprimand: “You would have seen it clearly if you weren’t brooding so much there on the back of the arena.”

	“I was soooo tiiiired, Hera beloved!” Moon moved impatiently, more hastily, doing sidesteps while she followed her beloved companion. “I don’t even know why we have to go through these hoops to get our damned diploma.”

	“There ain’t a diploma, silly-nilly.”

	“You know what I mean.” Under her bountiful toga, the aggravated goddess crossed her arms and puffed out cute smokes of dissatisfaction. “Pfff! Silly graduation! We should have been given Maiden status as soon as we were born, not having to wait so damn long while pretending to be equals with these corn mice.”

	Sun sounded a little more stern and concerned in her following words: “Look, Moon, I know you do get cranky when you haven’t eaten in a while.”

	“Starving. I am starving, that’s what you oughtta say.” As if on command... *wrooooooooom!!!* Her stomach produced the mightiest of roars, though the ground, unlike what they were used to, didn’t vibrate one bit. “My problem is that of starvation, not one of ‘not having eaten in a while.’”

	“I don’t care.” The sharpness of her reply made her sister walk with a much more reserved gait. “They are our sisters and we must respect them. Don’t belittle them like this again even if you’re just kidding.”

	“I’m sorry.” She walked now like a repentant puppy, staying a little farther behind every second as she walked so much slower than her sister. “I overdid it again.”

	“The training serves to teach us patience. And self-awareness. And self-consciousness!” She shook her hips, almost bursting into a short tap dance. “Without the Academy, we wouldn’t have half the power we have now...”

	“Which would still be more power than a god’s.” Moon whispered to herself. “But, hey, what do I know, am I right?”

	“...and we would be, quite frankly, really horrible people.” Sun would have loved to have gazed upon the stars as she contemplated on these words, but no longer she could, for the two mighty Beings were now walking inside the intimidating halls of the Arena’s ring—and what terrible, what awe-striking halls those were! “There is no recorded case of a single Maiden having “gone rogue”, or having becoming corrupted in some sense. We’ve never been evil, and I suppose we can’t be evil. We’re women, after all. Our nature is nurturing.” She heard her sister scoff. “What is it now, you fiend?”

	“You’re the model of innocence, sometimes, sister.”

	“Bah! Keep your sob stories to yourself.” Yet he walked more slowly, more carefully now, fearing to have triggered something, anything on her comrade. “Maidens can’t ever be evil, but they can be sad, sorrowful, lost, confused, or just incompetent. Many-a-death were caused by clumsy, untrained warrioresses, and even more wreckage was wrought by ladies who couldn’t... uh, how would I put it?” She shook her hips. “Control their guiles.” She chuckled, pulling a beautiful smile as well on her sister’s face. “So many of our sisters wander alone in the Universe, without guidance or direction, and so many of these ultimately choose to deprive the Utera of their power, their beauty, their perfection.” She took a deep breath. Heavy was the sorrow this subject imposed on her heart. “So many can’t deal with the loneliness of being so perfect, so supreme, and so many more can’t deal with the sheer simple boredom that comes from such a position of unassailable superiority.” She walked even more slowly, taking a pause to ponder and allowing her sister to catch up to her. “Now that I think of it, our existence comes in handy for our kind.”

	“I know what you mean.” Even without tuning her own brain to her sister’s, Moon could accurately deduce her moods, intents, and arguments. “We stand so higher above these lassies that, in a weird sort of way, our superiority engenders not envy, but aspiration.”

	“Exactly! They have something to aspire to. Something to compare themselves to. Someone to count on in their moments of loneliness.” She smiled, and even those colossal halls were beginning to grow hotter by her ample grin. “This is why we call our Headmistress ‘mother’, and she us ‘daughters.’ The strong lead the weak, and the weak love the strong. It’s nice having someone to look up to, even though this somebody stands atop a peak you know you will never reach.” Deep breath, exhale of fire. “The Academy is here for this. To be the focal point of all varieties of Maidens, from the strongest beasts to the meekest squires. All come together here to learn to be better females, and take a firm and responsible reign of this Universe we’ve been given.” This time, her smile grew a little more... insidious. “Or that we conquered for ourselves.”

	Sun and Moon walked a couple of yards without words, just contemplating the sheer beauty of the building that unfolded before their steps. The inside of the Arena’s ring, or at least the bulk of it, was one continuous room laden with columns a hundred feet high, and from its entrance to the next walled room there were at least two thousand feet of walking to do—meaning that, from the outermost to the innermost wall of that giant ring, one could fit over six, seven yankee football fields, end-zone to end-zone.

	The columns were colored with purple and lavender lights of unknown origins. Stars shone along their surfaces, like specks of bioluminescent lifeforms sprinkled throughout, and on the ceiling, some hundred feet above them, they gazed upon a spectacle of unnatural colors: artificial stars and nebulas shone with such apparent bioluminescence, and their spectacle was so dense with beauty, so vivid in its complexity, so rich in its colors, that soon enough Sun forgot about her yearning for the stars and worshipped that false sky as something even superior to what Mother Nature herself had crafted—a superiority, coming to think of it, that was only expected from a creation of the Maidens, themselves Nature’s greatest creation. “Can you believe you can fit over half a million people in this Arena?”

	“Hmm.” Moon uttered, neither nodding nor shaking her head. “And to know that this is one of our lesser buildings. I can see why some Maidens grow so bored with life.” She lowered her head. For a flicker of a moment in time, she came to regard in her heart the feelings of her lesser sisters. Empathy! “We practically breathe civilizations into existence. Grows very stale after a while.”

	“See? Wonder if you wouldn’t have succumbed to this melancholy without the Academy.”

	“As if I were complaining. It was just a casual joke.”

	“You did sound a little serious when you were making it.”

	Moon conceded. “It’s just this process that’s a little pointless. Well, not even this.” She looked at Euridice, who now slept so sweetly over Sun’s left shoulder. Her sister was carrying the lesser Maiden like a lumberjack and a log of tree. “I was expecting... something. Anything. Some kind of fight, some kind of challenge, but not even this!”

	“Ay. We have grown too powerful too quickly.” Sun shrugged, and unwintingly made Euridice jump on her shoulders. “Oops!” After a brief moment of worry, she heard her sister giggling in her sleep. “Oow, look at her. She’s just like a baby!”

	“A two-thousand pound, six feet tall baby.”

	“That-a big baby-ee!”

	Moon chuckled. “Even if we haven’t grown at all, wouldn’t make a lick of difference.” Under her robes, the goddess made only the flimsiest check on her body, her muscles. *WROOOM!!* Even with that tenderest of thinnest of motions, the entire arena hummed with her power: muscles hardening, fibers swelling, veins popping and growing, blood pumping hard and audibly, heat rising with her barest of intents. “Power.” She uttered sweetly to herself, and even her self-controlled sister Sun felt the heat growing in her breast. And her groins. “Pure... power.” She wanted so damned hard to flex, to flaunt, but Euridice’s presence was a painful lock that always kept her ambitions in check. “This body of ours... every single cell inside of us is enough to beat a strong Maiden.”

	“Now you are exaggerating.”

	“I am, but by much?” A firm shake of her head, causing rumbles to echo so easily against and between every mighty column. “Nay. It’s honest, that’s what I a’. The thinnest fiber of our bodies beats the whole bunch of our class. We are beyond even the possibility of enjoyment in any fight, so why the protocol?” Again, a slight twinge of contempt as she looked at the blissful face of Euridice, who was sleeping so damn comfortably on Sun’s wide, mighty shoulders. “Just give us Maidenhood and ship us straight to our Mistress, where the real fight can finally begin!”

	“I agree with you on this one. I myself have grown a little restless this past year.” Every time Sun was reminded of such feelings, she turned her gaze towards the skies, and the beauty of Nature’s blessings never failed to soothe her back into an almost religious elation. “But the Headmistress denied our request and established this examination instead. We know better than to defy her intentions, let alone her direct order.”

	“The Headmistress.” Moon spoke solemnly, and now both sisters walked quite slowly. Their powerful shoulders and unbreakable backs, always so high and straight, now the weight of something greater to pull them down, bend them, and give them some humility. “Did you see her?”

	Both women were very close to giggling like two teenage fools. “Yeah, right? She’s amaaazing!”

	“That power! That presence! Ooof!!” Moon fanned herself with her hands under her robes, the beautiful white cloth fluttering with grace and lockstep with her stride. “The power, the heat that emanated from her! What a woman!”

	“I know, right? She’s absolutely buff!”

	“So big! She must be at least seven feet tall!”

	“Oh, that’s beyond question! I actually wonder if she’s taller than or just closer to eight feet tall. I myself am barely seven!” She shivered intensely, and even her organs were dancing. “Do you know how awesome it would feel to just be mogged by such a goddess? To stand next to someone who actually cast a shadow upon us? To feel her superiority, her might???” She was almost too excited for her own sanity. “Fuck-fuck-fuck, now I want to end this as quickly as possible!”

	“Yeah. Should we take a quicker stride?”

	“Agree-eed!”

	So the goddesses began to trot, and in their trot they moved as if they were levitating. The yards became inches, and their bodies flurries of white against the lavender darkness of the ring. The inner rings, closest to the arena, were finally reached and soon quickly skipped over. With barely a second’s thought, prancing over the space as soundlessly and elegantly as a bird gently tapping its feet on a lake’s surface in flight, the two beasts cut through space as if they were remaking it on their own accord—goddesses in their own right, in the most literal of senses. Master of Matter. Owners of Utera.

	In every inch they flew over, they gawked at their Headmistress’ legendary power. “I was a bit surprised when I realized she too could tap into our minds.”

	“Me too! Though, coming to think of it, of course such a powerful woman could do this. She ranks so higher above us, doesn’t she?”

	“Regardless, it’s the first time this happens to us. Our intellect and reason alone can’t protect us from the sheer shock of finally... meeting an equal.” Moon’s body brimmed with expectations. The long, gorgeous togas of both Beings produced no sound as their cloth fluttered so wildly with their gait. “I wonder how badly she’s going to beat us! I... ooooh!” She fell a little behind, and Sun didn’t miss the opportunity to tease her for it:

	“Ah-ha! Now you know what it feels like to be poor Euridice here, huh, next to us?”

	“Agreed. I just got my innards stirred a little just at the thought of it!” Her body was made hotter by the memories of their brief non-encounter in the arena back in the valley. “Her mere presence was like standing right next to the sun! Being able to... stretch my hand and... touch the magma!” She sucked her lips and licked them just like a starving glutton next to the world’s most wondrous buffet. “Fuck, she’s so hot! She’s so strong it’s craaazy!!”

	“I know, I know! Oh, I know!” Their voices, always so feminine, climbed a couple of octaves higher, now sounding so sweetly girly! “Oh, never since childhood have I been manhandled! Spanked hot and heavy and put on my place!” She bit her lips and shivered. “Goddess! I really hope she lives up to the expectations! I’m dying to get my butt kicked!”

	Moon purred behind her. “I am more than eager to do the kicking. And other sweet, merry things.”

	Sun purred as well. “Let’s finish this and perhaps, then, you can come and finish me tonight, baby.”

	“Hell, yeah.”

	The sisters stood a little farther apart and talked no more after this. Their loins, they felt it, were too deeply stirred, their groins sizzling, their crotches hot and heavy, begging for release. Their entrance in the arena proper helped distract them from their feelings and their rising heat. “Wow.” Moon whistled.

	“Indeed, wow.” Sun herself was truly lost in marvel. “Wonderful building, isn’t it?”

	The arena, which looked inconceivably big even the goddesses, sprawled to such lengths that each of their sides, when seen from the opposite end, seemed to sink into the horizon, and every inch of its surface was just as splendorous as the shining columns from before—but perhaps even more so, for the light now were more densely concentrated, and their watercolor richer, deeper, and more varied. The dome of the building, which could probably contain a hundred football fields, shone as if instead it contained a galaxy, and looking upon it was even better, purer an experience than looking upon the night sky. “This is like staring at the stars while in outer space ourselves.” The goddesses no longer rushed, but paced admirably and awestruck, looking up like two beautiful fools. “It’s like we’re floating in space.”

	“Maybe. I do admit that the warmth of Gaia is much better than the coolness of space itself.”

	“Okay, here we are.” Sun was rushed in her words. “Well, not really. A couple more steps.” She looked sassily at her sister. “Wanna see who gets to the center first?”

	“No. You’re carrying a load. Ain’t a fair competition.”

	“Or course it is.” She shook her ships. They rumbled with power. Even with the heavy toga covering almost every inch of her perfect form, the act was already almost too arousing even for her mighty comrade. “I know I need some handicaps in order to fight you on equal standing. So small, weak, and puny that you are.”

	Moon smiled. Knuckles were cracked. “I’m going ot break you.”

	The two knew each other already, knew what made each other tick. For Sun, it was an overly arrogant behavior and belittling attitude. For Moon, it was brash provocation and hollow bravado. Sun knew too well how her sister was especially peeved by being called inferior—and their long nights of back-breaking, bloody fights proved this was the quickest way to get her to hold no punches, to go all-out on her pretty, fair-skinned ass.

	“Don’t flatter yourself.” From her hoods, their smiles were beaming. “Every time we fought, I was holding back. No more.” A lick of the lips. A loud smack! “I’m going to enjoy breaking you. Splitting you. Tearing you apart. Beating you until you’re begging for mercy.”

	To her slight surprise, Moon turned abruptly and walked away. “This is your fight, sister.” She gestured towards the sleeping Euridice. “Finish it first.” With a soundless leap, the goddess rose to the audience stands and sat on one of its wide, comfortable seats—more a throne or an armchair than a seat, really—as lazily as she was sitting on that column before. “I know too well we both won’t control ourselves if we keep this sexy banter.”

	Sun nodded. “Hmm.” And she resumed walking towards the center of the stage, from which she was still too distant. “You’re very right. Take your time to cool off while I get to the middle.”

	“Ah, yeah, this is what I was going to say, also.” Moon snapped her fingers a couple times. “Stay  where you are. Ain’t no need to walk any further, sister. It’s not as if we’re taking this exam toooo seriously, you know.”

	Sun considered her words and found them reasonable. “Yay. You’re right.” She stopped and stood where she was. “It’s not as if we’re going to make full use of this beautiful place with Euridice. Oh, poor Euridice.” She laid the heavy sister on the ground, and the beautiful thing curled up on a fetal position, snoring so adorably, like a kitten. “Oh, how adorable. She looks like she’s going to suckle her thumb.” 

	“We are literally fighting overgrown babies.”

	“Moon-oon!”

	“Okay, I’m sorry. I apologize.”

	“Mmph!” She knelt next to Euridice. “I’m afraid this is my duty in life, isn’t it? To keep your arrogance and your mockery under control!”

	“Ya-ya, drama queen.” She tilted her head. “Are you going to bless her?”

	“Yep! This is an awesome opportunity to try my skills. Practical application at last!”

	“Oh, wait for the Headmistress.” She looked around, getting a feel of the environment. “Judging by the... normalness of it all, I guess our Mistress is still far—doing goddess-knows-what.”

	 “You’re correct, but I’m not going to bless her too hard.” Risking showing a little bit more skin, Sun moved her hands up and out of her toga, then over the torso of her wonderful colleague. “Just a little something so that she has a nice sleep and doesn’t wake up too startled, too confused. Seeing our sisters almost dying with hotness and arousal with our mere presence, yeah, it’s nothing I’m never going to tire of.” A bite of the lip. “It’s so sexy! So empowering! But now I need a little more seriousness. This fight is going nowhere if they keep taking our aura without any protection.”

	“Or perhaps it will go somewhere, but this somewhere if very anticlimatic. You know, she takes too much of our power, of our scent, and just drops dead.”

	“Drops dead! Oh, you and your exaggerations.”

	“Oh, you and your intentional misunderstandings.” Under the hood, Moon made a silly face. “You know full well what I meant, bunny. Anyway, you want me to stay silent while you perform your blessing.”

	“Actually no. I would like you talk.”

	“Really?”

	“Hmm-hmm!” Sun couldn’t help herself from being incredibly lovely even in her most casual of gestures, such as this nod she’d just given. “I need to see how focused I can be with distractions.”

	“Distractions, eh? This is what you consider me to be?”

	“Oh, who’s being ‘intentionally misunderstanding’ now, huh?”

	Moon winked. “Well, start, then, honey-bun. Stop paying attention to me and start strengthening our sister.”

	“Already on it. Hmmm...”

	Moon leaned on to watch her sister. Sun had closed her eyes, and her arms moved only very tenderly, almost still when seen from afar.

	Sun took deep, measured breaths, feeling the power (but not the heat) surge on her body, then focusing said energy on her hands, from which it dripped upon Euridice’s body like a shower of might.

	Moon whistled. Her devious smiles meant only one thing: “You’re looking really sexy tonight, sister.”

	Sun smiled. “Thanks.” She would need way more than that to distract her, that fiend! “Unfortunately, I know I’m always sexy, so your praise is rather lame.”

	“I see. Tired of having the world on your feet, eh? Though yours are indeed feet one loves to lick and suck.” Moon ran her fingers on her lips. The arena rumbled with the sound of her powerful skin-to-skin play. “Your thumb on my mouth. Love to suckle on it like I do your nipples.”

	Sun felt the sexiness rising on her breast, and the flow of her energy intensified considerably. Euridice began to move rather uncomfortably, as if assaulted by bad dreams. «Easy now, girl. Easy. Easy.» She wasn’t shy of replying while toning down her might and getting a hold of her spirits. “I will have my feet on your face, oh, I will, though I don’t think you shall find it pleasant.”

	“Oh, oh!” She mocked. “You mean on a fight?” A loud, luscious lick of her lips. Smack! “As if that made me any less excited! Would love to have you rip these heavy clothes from my body and just beat me! Pummel me! Make me suffer.” Rumbles and roars multiplied. The shining of the arena seemed to be singing for the goddesses. “My body is so hard right now is inside.” The sound of hands moving over skin... touching and squeezing pure, hard muscle! “If you saw how sexy my abs look like how, and how swollen my tits have gotten!”

	“Mmm!” Sun purred. “You do have some almighty tits.”

	“And almighty everything.”

	“Ay.” She felt so happy! “I would love to be kissing your sexy body right now.”

	Moon was impressed. “Your blessing is going fine, isn’t it?”

	“Yes!” Sun beamed like a little girl. “Yes, it is, sister! She’s looking like an angel right now! Oh, her mind is fortified!” She moved her hands more widely now over Euridice’s torso, focusing on her lower body and her limbs. “She’s going to wake up feeling the best she’s ever been.”

	“You’ve made mad progress, sister. I remember how much you struggled with this power at first. Well, I did too, but you were quite worried about it—more so than I’d ever seen you worry about anything before.”

	“Hmm-hmm!” There was no shame or heaviness of any kind in her agreement. “I was arrogant! I am pretty and damsely and innocent-looking...”

	“For a twenty-tonne, six feet and six inches tall musclebound blond beast, you mean.”

	“Sure.” She made a cutesy wiggle with her shoulders, then shooshed her sister. “Now let me finish.”

	“Ain’t doing nothing.”

	“I’m this picture-perfect pretty damsel everyone expects to be the one in touch with her feelings and all that—and I am! I am in touch with my feelings! I am the delicate, soulful one here.”

	“I’m quite delicate and kind already.” Moon feigned offense. “People are racist, that’s what.”

	“Of course you are! You’re probably even more empathetic than I am—but I just look kinder, you see.”

	“As I said.” Her words came with chuckles. “Racist.”

	“You’re no fun. Anyway, I always bought into what people said about me, so I was really floored when I couldn’t perform a blessing as well as you.”

	Moon thought, at first, of being devious and teasing her kind sister, but chose honesty and heart: “Yeah. I remember. You even cried on my shoulders, my love.” Her tone was like a purring kitten sitting on her sister’s lap. “It made me cry as well seeing you so beaten, so downtrodden.”

	“Oo-oh.” Sun’s voice waved. She swallowed tears. “We were such fools!”

	“You were such a fool. I, for one, was always perfect.”

	“Neh, neh!” She stuck out her tongue. “Anyway, see? Without the Academy, I doubt I would have ever learned how to do... this.” Her hands traveled more vigorously over Euridice’s body, and subtle changes were transpiring on the sleepy woman: not only was she no longer snoring, which was obvious to both of them, but her muscles were very gently trembling, like freshly cut muscle once salt is sprinkled on them. Her sinuses seemed to have been further opened, and as she took deeper and deeper breaths, each breath made even less sound. Her body was healing and improving. The temperature around Sun, slowly rising. “I really wonder how much longer it will take until we can clone ourselves into our sister. Transfer real amounts of our power to them! Oh, can you imagine!” Even she was not impervious to nasty, evil thoughts once in a while. “An army of us! Ready to conquer all of Utera!”

	“Blarh!” Moon mocked her. “Each of us can do this already if we want to. And, anyway, it’s not as if it’s at all possible.” Her words, however, were no longer so sure. “Make a serious transfer of power—say, one percent of one percent of one percent of one percent...”

	“How long are you going to keep saying it, eh?”

	“...one percent of one percent of one percent of one percent...”

	Sun giggled. For a brief moment, her energy balance was lost, and Euridice trembled painfully due to her carelessness. “Fuck. Shit! Oh, sister, seriously! How long you’re going to keep at it?”

	Moon didn’t answer. She just kept going: “One percent of one percent of one percent of one percent...” Soon enough, she was making Sun laugh with her sheer commitment to that bit, going on for five minutes before Sun, both laughing too much and betraying anger and annoyance in between giggles, began scolding her:

	“Alright, you, stop! This is no longer funny!”

	“I’m actually serious! This account of our power is roughly around the real number.”

	“Uh-huh, uh-huh.”

	“Be quiet, you, lest you make me lose count.”

	“Oh, heavens, how do I put up with you?”

	“...one percent of one percent of (because you love me too much) one percent or one percent...” She winked, “... of one percent of one percent...” She counted for two more minutes, drawing the sweetest laughs from her sister, before she was done: “...of one percent of one percent and... one percent!” She clapped, and it was as if a bomb had been dropped on the place.”

	“Shoosh, don’t make so much noise!”

	“Sowwy!”

	“Oof! Thank goodness she’s strong now.” Sun moved a hand over Euridice’s shoulder and poked her in that huge, swollen muscle. She secretly enjoyed the feel of the hardness and swollenness of that body. Euridice was hella fine! “Will actually take some effort to wake her up now.”

	“So, you’re actually done?”

	“Yep.” She cast a fake-angry look at her sister. “I’ve been done three minutes ago while you were rambling on in your unfunny joke.”

	“I didn’t hear you stop laughing.” Moon’s smile shone like seven suns as she rested her mighty chin on a knuckle. “You were having the laugh of a lifetime just now.”

	Sun bit the tip of her tongue and rolled her eyes, smiling all throughout. “That’s because I love you that much, and I’m like a girly girl, you see, and you’re my husband-o: even when your jokes suck (and they always, oh, always suck! Always! Every time!), I still laugh to make you feel good.” She waited for Moon’s quippy response, but none came. Her heart, therefore, sank heavily. “Hey, Moon, are you okay?”

	“Hmm?” Moon seemed awakened from deeper thoughts. “Yes, I am, love.”

	“All of your jokes are funny, okay?”

	“What?”

	Sun sounded exasperated. “This that I just said. Of your jokes not being funny and all. You know it was just a joke, right? My jokes, it seems, are the ones that are really unfunny.”

	“What are you saying, girl?”

	“I just made you sad right now, didn’t I?” She was warmed up, then, by her sister’s hearty laughter. “You were not offended, then?”

	“Oh, sister! My whole life, all of my soul... they’re not nearly enough to deserve this precious heart of yours.”

	“Be serious, please.”

	“I’m deadly—or rather, lovely—serious.” She sank into thoughts again. “I wasn’t sad. I was thoughtful.” She wanted to keep some secrets, yet also to tease her sister a little further: “It was, indeed, something that you said, but not the obvious stuff.”

	“Oh?” She squirmed, totally piqued. “Now you gotta tell me?”

	“No.” But she drew in cold air and expelled some flames of thoughtfulness. “I will. Soon. Maybe tonight—or tomorrow, depending on this fight. Before we meet our Mistress.” Her lips sank into silence, and her body was warm with love. For once throughout that whole day, she really wished that Sun wasn’t all covered in such cloth and togas, but naked in all of her divine, resplendent glory, and that their bodies were united just as firmly as she wanted to unite their souls with... something deeper. “Next time we meet up, bring this up and I’ll tell ya.”

	“You got it. Speaking of our Headmistress...” Sun stood. Her jovial, clueless demeanor contrasted lovingly with Moon sudden and deep thoughtfulness. Moon herself felt it, and loved her sister even more because of it. “Where is she? I am patient and all, but even I think that her delay is a little excessive.”

	“Indeed.” Moon moved her head around. “But I do feel she’s closed. Our Mistress—all Maidens of our strength, actually—have an impeccable sense of timing.” Exposing her own hand to the air, Moon moved her palm around, conducting an invisible orchestra. “We are so in tune with the fabric of Utera that a butterfly flapping its wings in the Pacific would still be felt by us, should we want to see it, and the hurricanes it could cause would still be predicted by us, if not consciously, then by instinct.” She pulled back her hand. Her smiles burned with the hellfire of arrogance. “We really are gods, are we not?”

	Sun did not answer. From the shades under the hood, a similar hellfire burned.

	The air vibrated. Silence resounded. *Thud!* A soundless boom had just occurred, particles shifting in space that only the goddesses detected, and then the smiles became less arrogant and more excited. Expectant! “Finally!” They both turned their heads to one spot near where they had entered the room. «Are you with us, Mistress?»

	«I am.» It was quite cool how quick and unceremonious she was to answer. «I apologize for my delay. Turns out, moving around the Academy like this, so unplanned, is a challenge for me.»

	The goddesses squirmed. «Did you swoon many sisters?» Lips were licked. Smacks were heard. «Did you make many of them faint?»

	«I did.»

	«Oooh!» They shivered. The hairs in their bodies were spiked, and their wombs boomed like war drums. *Dum-dum! Dum-dum!* The two beasts were primed and ready for the most intense session of copulation of her lives, and that’s just from the thought of their Mistress’ power making countless of their sisters faint without a drop of sweat! «How many, how many?»

	They heard their goddess’ chuckles, then her calm and cooling command: «The task, ladies. We will have plenty of time to fight and flirt when you are done.» The two goddesses, inside the arena, could pinpoint the Mistress’ movements with atom-nuclear precision: she was moving ‘round within the outermost the ring, no longer getting closer to the arena itself. «Wake up your sister and finish her.» They felt her excitement, brewing so hard, so thick in her loins! «I too want to see how you perform under those conditions.»

	Sun gave out the most jovial, friendliest of laughs. «Oh, momma, don’t you tell us you haven’t done the same already!»

	«The ‘no-touch’ game? Yeah, I have done it. But I quite can’t recall the time I’ve done something similar to what you’re saying, with so many rules.» She purred. «I certainly never did anything like this in my time, when I was a humble Maiden-in-Training.»

	«Ma’am.»

	«Yes, Moon?»

	«A question, can I?»

	Many sincere, courteous chuckles. «There are no barriers between us. Well, I know: it’s ironic for me to say this while I’m so far away from you. But my word stands: there are no barriers between us, if only metaphorically.» Her chuckles became silly, like she’d just reversed thirty years of aging. «Ask anything you want.»

	«Thanks, mother.» Moon swung her legs on her seat, to-and-fro, like a girl sitting atop a wall overlooking the most majestic of hills. «Is it true that you grind the stones of these buildings with your hands?»

	«Yes, it is true.»

	Both goddesses were assaulted with countless conflicting feelings: fear, happiness, arousal, panic... All existed within them in a split second, and they felt—finally!—what it was like to be afraid for their lives, as well as the urgent desire to rush into danger and forfeit these very lives, if needed be.

	In exchange, of course, they would get the strongest orgasms of their lives! «Can you show us?»

	They heard the Mistress’ mighty chuckles, and were extra delighted! «My daughters, soon I will be grinding these stones with your faces.» They felt the goddess running her hands over those shining walls. «And opening craters on this perfect ground with your bodies. You will know every bit of my power, hopefully to its fullest extent. Now, for the time being...» She snapped her fingers. Not really. But she did imagine herself snapping them, and the two alumni felt those snaps painfully in her souls. «Your fight. Your graduation.» She licked her lips. «Finish her!»

	The two mighty Beings were almost tripping over themselves. “Y-yes, ma’am!” Moon called for her sister: “Come on, Sun, I’m horny as fuck!!” She shivered in her seat. “Let’s get this over with so we can finally-”

	“I know, I know. Way ahead of you.” If Sun didn’t act any faster, it was because she was both startled by and taking her time to savor those amazing sensations on her body: her spine was cold; her forehead almost sweaty; her heart beating strong; her nipples growing hard; and her pussy was pulsating loudly, like a heart, warming up and getting madly wet with the kisses that goddess had laid upon it—kisses of mere trash talk! “Euri, wake up!”

	In an instant, then... “What?” Euridice did not wake up like a movie protagonist or a character from a pulpy fiction. There was no scare or startle in her reaction. Instead, she merely opened her eyes at once, not one vacillating tremble on her lids, and then uttered and looked around, understanding already so perfectly both her circumstances and her duties. “Oh.” She put herself on her feet. “We’ve arrived, already?”

	“Yes.” Both Sun and Moon answered in unison before Sun followed: “Do I need to run with you again the conditions of our fight?”

	“No, not really.” Euridice began stretching. Her arms shone with unparalleled beauty in the brief instants they showed from her toga. “I know them fine. You can run them again if you want, though, in case somebody else is watching.”

	«And somebody is always watching.» The Headmistress spoke, foxy smile on her lips, though Euridice couldn’t hear her—her brain was just not made for such an elevated kind of ability. «Run them back, orderly, just for the sake of it.»

	“Very well.” And Sun began to speak almost as she if were drawing words in the air with her voice. It was a speech such that the very form of the text was glaringly visible, and it looked like this:

	

	RULES OF ENGAGEMENT

	Maiden-in-Training Euridice versus Anomalous Maiden Sun

	1. Sun shall not take the sole of her feet from the ground. Likewise (and consequently), she’s not allowed to move from the starting spot once the fight begins

	2. Sun shall have her legs bound at all times, from toe to thighs

	3. Sun shall have her hands crossed under (and her bound on) her back at all times

	4. Sun shall be blindfolded throughout the entirety of the fight

	5. Sun shall not inhale at all (but may exhale only once) after the fight has begun

	6. Sun shall be blindfolded all throughout

	7. Both parties are permitted to trade blows

	8. Not a single body part is off-limits. Blows can be directed against any part of an opponent

	Victory conditions: for Euridice, a single touch on Sun’s body. Impediments from any piece of clothing or similar barriers are disregarded. The combatant only needs to feel that she has touched the opponent’s body for her victory to be declared valid. Anomalous Maiden Moon will serve as witness. Headmistress Mara will serve as judge.

	For Sun, victory is set at the incapacitation of the opponent, or if the opponent yields.

	The General Rules of the Academy apply to this, as well as all fights always. No deaths. No incapacitation beyond anything that a Maiden isn’t able to fully heal without aid. Yields shall always be respected. Requests for pause must generally (though not always) be granted.

	The one General Guideline of all Maidenhood should be abode by: Above all, no matter the time or the place, you must always strive to have fun!

	

	Once she was finished, Sun felt strangely proud of herself. “So let’s have fun, shall we?” Then, she tilted her head very slightly. “Everything alright, Euri?”

	“I am feeling weird.” She stood upright, staring right into the piercing blue eyes of her sister. Though Sun’s face was completely obscure, her eyes shone as if she weren’t wearing a hood at all, and as if that place was bathed under the blinding light of the most scorching sun. “I’m feeling... powerful.” She moved her forearms up, but didn’t flex them. “This is the best I’ve ever felt... probably in forever! I can look into your eyes, master Sun, and not die of awe and wonder.”

	“This is because I have blessed you.” Sun laid her knuckles on her hips, raising her chin and scoffing with such unbridled pride. “You’re in for a very wonderful weekend! With the blessings I gave you, you will be feeling like four times the woman you’ve ever been for days!” She straightened up and spoke more seriously: “I mean it. Your power levels now stand at over 2,000. That’s over two thousand Kymers, if you want to be nerdy.”

	“W-” A pause. A very long one. “What??”

	Sun nodded and smiled. “That’s right. I’d even say you’re very close to five times your usual self. That would be some two thousand and a half... three thousand Kymers, even?” She checked on her brain for better data. “Oh, goodness, how careless of me! You’re well over two thousand units, now. Probably two and a half, two point six or something.”

	Euridice looked at her palms, moving her limbs and body around with utter grace. “Is this what you can do?”

	“Yes.” Both Sun and Moon replied, smiling not too little arrogantly and cockily.

	“You can just... make a Maiden like myself—an abnormally strong Maiden already—even stronger?” She saw her nods. “Even so much stronger than most seasoned Maidens??” Again: nods. Where normal (i.e., petty and pitiful) human beings would feel envy, she felt only... “Thankful, sister.” Gratitude. And amazement. And genuine admiration. “I know it is foolish to think like this, but reason is one thing and passion is another, and my passion...!” She tightened her knuckles and pulled back her arms, and her striking of this new posture was like a bomb going off. *Booom!!* “My passion tells me I can beat the crap out of you two with one arm behind my back!”

	Sun laughed and Moon nodded. This time, though, t’wasn’t any arrogant a kind of laughter. “I expected nothing less.” Sun herself stepped back and assumed a fighting stance: her mighty fist went forward whilst the other one moved back, and her torso moved aside and her legs spread out wide as she took her opponent as seriously as if she were an equal. “Though the one who must be have any hands tied behind her back c’est moi!” Then, having had her fun with that pose, like she was posing for a magazine, the mighty goddess crossed her arms under her back, glued her hands to her butt, bound her legs firmly and straight, and set her feet like tree roots on the ground, standing as straight as a metal pole. “I will close my eyes myself, if you don’t mind. I foolishly cast that ribbon out while I was carrying you.”

	“No problem.”

	“I will let our Headmistress signal the beginning of the fight, if you don’t mind it.”

	Euridice shuddered. “Our Headmistress is here?”

	“Oh, yeah, she is. She’s the reason why we woke you up.”

	Euridice felt her heartbeats get out of control. She found it easy, however, to steady it back to a bearable pace. “Well, I-I can’t feel her.”

	“Really?” Sun tilted her head, smiling so sardonically. “Don’t you think there isn’t anything strange in the air, here? Anything at all?”

	Euridice counted the beats of her heart, then closed her eyes. A sun was beaming somewhere outside of the Arena. Everything was dark, but even with her eyes closed she could see it: that radiating source of energy. An aura that, upon closer inspection, had arms, legs, and two brighter spots for eyes. “Is this... her?”

	The goddesses smiled proudly. All three of them. «She’s perceptive. I might as well just give her Maidenhood already. She’s proved to be far superior to even the strongest Maidens of this generation.»

	«You didn’t give us this honor, you shan’t give it to her.»

	«And I suppose it is you, Moon, not me, the Headmistress, who makes the rules in this place?»

	Moon was shaken, but not undeterred. «I might as well be.» Fists were tightened, knuckles cracked. *Boom! Boom! Boom!* The entire universe rumbled with her motions. «Let me remind you that your strength has not yet been proven. Who knows? It is us who might give you the beating of your lifetime.»

	There was no answer for the longest time. Only a low, rising chuckling. “Oh, Moon.” She spoke her words so deliciously. «I am going to enjoy playing with you.» And Moon remained uncharacteristically quiet through the greater part of the following conversation: «But I concede to your sister in this topic: I have demanded a test out of you, likewise I will demand one out of her. But anyway, this isn’t important right now. You may carry on your little fight.»

	«Give Moon the signal, and you, Moon...» She didn’t answer at first. This annoyed Sun quite a bit. “Hey, Moon!”

	“Huh, uh? What? Oh...” There was a persistent rumbling in the room, and that was due to Moon’s shivering. «Sorry. Please, carry on, Sun.»

	«Our Headmistress is going to give you a sign. You utter it aloud so we can begin.»

	“Are you guys talking?”

	The three heads turned to poor Euridice, who, as always... “Oh, deary. You’re still standing there.”

	Euridice didn’t enjoy this slight talk-down from her sister. “I can sense that you gals are talking to each other.” She squirmed, happiness seeping through her every pore. “Is it the divine connection of Over-Maidens? That fabled linking of the minds?’

	“Yep. Headmistress is right: you are perceptive.”

	Euridice bowed. “Wouldn’t be so sharp weren’t for your blessings, my goddess.”

	“Ha! Ha, ha!”

	“Hmm... is it something I said?”

	“No, no.” Sun tapped her own head. “It’s our Mistress. She’s telling me that... well,” she pointed to her own torso, then to Euridice’s: “She’s telling me to tell you to stop being so humble. Your powers, she says, go beyond mere blessings.”

	“But I...”

	“Mere power scales don’t measure more sensible things, dear one, such as perception or kindness or virtue or... this type of sixth sense that you seem to possess. This finer attention to Utera.” Sun opened her eyes to briefly look up, into the Maiden-made skies. “These are her words, not mine. She tells me that you were perceptive enough to point out her exact location, even though, she explains, these mighty walls and safe grounds are impervious to almost all of the energy produced by an Over-Maiden, even an aberrant beast such as her.” She smiled. “You saw her location and even her shape.”

	“She saw this??”

	“Yes. And she sees everything in this room. From the grandest blow to the tiniest spasm of our muscles.” Sun made a gentle bow. “You see... when you’re a born so mighty and you reach such extreme limits of power, you become like a god. You are a god. I am god!” She closed her eyes again. “And I hope you give this god here one hell of a time!”

	Euridice gulped. Even though nothing had changed in her opponent's stance, she felt as if her mood had completely shifted: gone from a jovial, silly sister to the mightiest predator in the Universe. “Hera protect me.” She wasn’t ashamed of begging the gods for protection aloud. “T-thank you for lending me your power. An insignificant fraction of it, that is, I’m sure.” She closed her eyes, shook her head, and when she opened her eyes again... *Boom!* Her muscles hardened and her face froze into a truly intimidating expression. “I promise I will make good use of it.”

	Sun chuckled. “That’s why I gave it to you in the first place.” She licked her lips. “If you want to thank me, thank me by giving me a good fight.”

	“Ready when you are.”

	“Then be ready, for I am ready already.” She chuckled, silly little fiend that she was. “Headmistress, whenever you want it.”

	The air flowed like seven streams of invisible rivers warming their bodies, cooling their minds. Euridice was breathing steadily. The shine of the stars seemed seemed to glitter at her breathing’s pace. The goddesses and warrioresses waited, then waited, and then waited until the most dreadful of silences had befallen them, yet they kept on waiting without even realizing the passage of time, each and every one of them focusing all of their energies on the tasks at hand: Euridice, to beat the goddess! The goddess, to try and not kill Euridice by accident. Moon, to enjoy every second of that spectacle. And the Headmistress... the Headmistress... oh...

	Minutes passed. The Headmistress seemed content with the longest of silences. A different blow of air came, and somehow, without knowing why, the three Maidens in the Arena felt as if a new threat had arrived. A threat that prompted in all their minds, all at once, the same strange, mysterious thought:

	«I too want to see if you Maidens have finally risen.»

	Confusion burned in their minds, but they didn’t waste much energy or thought on it. «Headmistress?» Only Moon, after many more seconds of silence passed, thought well to ask her Headmistress if she was still present, and whether the fight should begin or not. «We are waiting for you, Mistress.»

	The silence went on for a little longer. Enough to begin weighing on their hearts. Then a voice came:

	“Begin.”

	And they all recognized the Headmistress’ voice, and the fight began.

	Sun drew in a deep breath, or tried to, but as soon as the first syllable of the word “begin” was uttered, Euridice was on it. The power she displayed was something out of Forbidden lore: her fists moved several times faster than sound, and so quick and mighty they were that they cut Sun’s breath way before she intended to. «My fault. I had all the time in the world to inhale as much as I wanted to.» So she thought calmly, peacefully, for the blow had not landed. Neither the first, nor the second, nor the thousands of blows that Euridice cast at her in the span of a single second, and their bodies both became a blur of shades and light, each unsuccessful blow causing a brief explosion to flicker, then burn out.

	Euridice was throwing punches like she had never thrown before, and not a single one of them landed! «What the hell??!» Was her first thought, when she could think at all. At no point did the warrioresses stop, at no point did they even slow down, but though Euridice was trading blows with the speed of lightning strikes—and these blows themselves did cause little lightning bolts to go off—and each blow had the strength to crush a mining road truck into a marble, Sun seemed to even quicker, even mightier, and she evaded every single one of those blows without looking, without sweating, without taking her hands off her back or even just moving her feet out of her spot. Had body had just gained what felt (and looked) like unnatural flexibility.

	Only punches were thrown at first, each at greater speed and velocity until Euridice was audibly puffing and gasping for air. “Ooorh!!” She finally vocalized a mightier shout, and quickly jumped back a great distance while keeping her opponent locked on her gaze like her life depended on it. “Damn! Fuck!!” She shouted again, and then her breath caught up to her. She was shivering and heaving, a lot of that coming from fear, yes, but a good deal also from her own shocking power. «I never... moved like this! Fought like this! Felt like this, like a volcano going off inside my guts!» Her excitement was short-lived: seeing the goddess ahead of her, fear dominated her thoughts. «This bitch ain’t even noticed me!»

	The way she was standing—eyes closed, mouth and nostrils unbreathing, shoulders leaning backward, and eyes rolling up beneath her lids—it looked like Sun wasn’t even awake. “Sun?” Euridice dared call her by her name, and Sun reacted with a startle:

	“Oh, what? What?” She looked around, as if confused as to where she was. “Oh, you started it already?” She yawned long and loudly, and Moon, in the back, hid her face and tried to muffle her own chuckles. “I was wondering, after all that silence, when the thing was actually going to begin, so I went on and snoozed a little.” She yawned again, and judging by her movements she seemed to want very badly to rub her own eyes while she yawned, but she stuck to their agreement even then. “Sorry, love. Please, carry on.”

	Euridice scoffed at first, but then trembled. «She was awfully quiet throughout that whole wait, and she hasn’t spoken until now.» Her body was rattled by the very terrifying possibility that—gulp!—the goddess was not joking. «She was sleeping just now! Well,» knuckles hardened, fists tightened, «no point in playing chicken.» After leaping and sidestepping a couple of times for warm-up, Euridice sprang back towards the challenger, and much of the same as before happened—which is to say, nothing at all.

	Her fists went towards her guts, and she simply moved her body around them, like drawing the letter “C” with her physique. The firsts then went to her head, and then she evaded them with near demoralizing flexibility, oftentimes bending down until her body, from head to feet, was nearly laid down, perpendicular to the floor, only to spring back up like some oversized tube man. «What in the hell?!» All the time, Euridice punched relentlessly. Sparks flew from her fists. She was the strongest she’d ever been—and that was not good enough even for a warm-up for the goddesses. «What a monster!» Despite her thoughts, she was smiling—and her smile prompted Sun to smile as well.

	“Good. You feel it, don’t you?”

	*Wooosh!* Euridice took another mighty leap back, separating herself a hundred feet from the goddess. “Yes. I do.” She was no longer panting or huffing. She wasn’t breathing hard at all. Once passed the initial shock, her mind had adjusted to her body’s new strength—and it felt awesome! “I’m having fun.”

	Sun spoke in a graver tone. “Wish I could say the same.” Her words stirred Euridice’s guts terribly. “It’s nice that you got used to your body and such. You’re probably having a lot of fun with this power that isn’t even yours. I, for one, am beginning to think this power was wasted on you.” Always with her eyes closed and her breath withheld, the goddess kept on speaking: “Come on, sister. I am growing tired of this joke.”

	The little breath she had inhaled, it seemed, she was spending so liberally in those words—and this only made Euridice even hornier! “What’s the matter, sister?” She spoke, not without a great deal of trembling. “I always thought you were the patient one. In any case, our fight hasn’t yet begun.” She pulled one arm to her side. *CRACK!!* The room seemed to rumble as she cracked her nerves, her bones, then did the same for the other arm, stretching out mightily. *Crack! Crack! Crack!* Arms, neck, even her hips, she cracked and stretched them good, feeling like twice the woman she was when she was done with it. “It’s just a warm-up. You’ve seen I haven’t even used my legs yet, and that’s because I don’t want to go hurting you by accident, after all.” She winked. “That’s not the Maiden’s way.”

	Sun smiled and Moon chuckled. «She got her banter on point.»

	Having heard her breather, Euridice sprang back into action. The fists were traded with redoubled fury, mightier and more awesome than anything that had come before, yet for not the thinnest sliver of a second there was any hope for a single of those blows landing: Euridice fought and fought and fought, and every time Sun evaded her without a thought, acting only by instinct, by her second nature. The “fight”, if you could call it that, soon revealed itself to be not a fight, but a test of Euridice’s power and skill.

	«Indeed.» Thought the Headmistress, evaluating every single punch and blow. «This is her test., not the anomalies’.» She was humbled by what she realized was an innocent lack of foresight. «I should have known better. There cannot be any valid test for these goddesses that pits them against such tiny ants. It was just foolish. Foolish!» Euridice’s blows grew ever stronger, ever faster, and Sun evaded them with bore, snoozing during many moments of their long spar. «I hate to admit it, but those two cunts were right: they should have been granted Maidenhood as soon as they stepped into the arena.» She shook her head and laughed to herself. «This has never been their test—only a test to those they were pitted against.»

	She remained silent throughout the rest of the fight, content with her humble findings and directing her worries, instead...

	...

	The fight went on like that for thirty minutes until Euridice finally began to break sweat, and with a giant leap she moved back a hundred and fifty feet from the goddess, who straightened up and faced her silently, with a heavy aura of judgment and disappointment around her figure.

	Euridice was now panting, and the first beads of sweat began to drop on the tip of her beautiful, beautiful nose, and slide down her thick, awesome lips. “D-damn.” She panted and gasped, licking the sweat off her lips and making those amazing kisses pop as she recuperated. “That’s an Anomaly, for ya!” Sun remained silent, her aura of discontentment being enough to tell her sister just how frustrated she was getting. “Alright, bitch. Let’s get serious, then.”

	Euridice shot herself forward again, the space between them covered in the blink of an eye. This time, however, punches were not the only thing that was thrown: kicks came to join them. “Let’s see you get bored of these mighty legs!” Euridice kicked and jumped like both a ballerina and deadliest kung fu fighter, spending more time in the air than on the ground, and combined with her heightened intelligence and naturally massive glutes, her amazingly swollen legs performed miracles of both acrobatics and murderous rage, casting enough destruction upon that body to make all the blows that had come before to look like a toddler’s first attempts at walking.

	The warrioress punches, kicked, jumped, twirled, headbutted her target, stood on her hands and swirled her legs in the air like helicopters blades, trotted on the ground while throwing short, mountain-cracking punches like a boxer, threw the weight of her body from side to side, like a pendulum, while raising her feet and legs with mightier momentum, making sure that, if a single blow landed, it would be strong enough to cause an explosion, dozens of feet of radius being pulverized around her. “Damn it... cunt!!” Despite her incredible effort, ceaseless and ruthless, the warrioress spoke with little breaks in her voice—though her panting and sweating were getting excessive now. “Y-you...” Her eyes shivered. She felt, finally, fear. True fear. Pure, unfiltered fear she hasn’t felt since their banters in the previous arena. The honest fear that accepted reality for what it was: she was a believer throwing hands with her own god! “Fuck you!!”

	The fear became anger, and her body acted on its own: her mighty legs swelled, her thighs blew out of proportion, and her muscles roared before... *Whooosh!!* Taking another leap back, this time three hundred feet apart from the goddess. Once she had landed, all could see clearly her sorry state: sweat was dripping, no, raining from her face, and even her knuckles had something of an excessive dripping to them. “Oh, my... goddess!!” She roared, the fire of her exhaustion finally catching up to her. Her lungs screamed, set on fire, and her heart beat loud enough to be heard from every corner of the room. It was really, literally like a set of drums going *dum-dum! Dum-dum!* “Damn! Damn!! Damn!!!” The warrioress screamed, the warrioress shouted, and all the time she forced herself to look back at her opponent, no matter how hot her body burned or her muscles ached with acid, for she feared that, at any moment, a single careless blink, the other woman could end it all with a second’s thought. “You... you...” She drank the sweat that rained on her lips. Her chin cast a thick, single unbroken thread of sweat, like it was pissing that salty nectar. “You’re good, I give you... oh...” Inhale, exhale. “I give you that.”

	The goddesses both smiled while she wiped the sweat off her face, to no use. Every single wipe was followed by a shake of her hands, and every shake produced a short rain of sweat. Her water sizzled audibly in the air, producing clear puffs of smoke. Puddles of sweat grew around her. No matter how hard or how many times she wiped it, the sweat came all back before she even shook her hands. Her body perspired faster than she could wipe. She was turning liquid, and this excessive perspiration was only worsened by her voluminous toga, whose cloth now felt too heavy, the robes now too wet and clingy on her body.

	The goddesses didn’t rush her, not at once. Sun, in particular, was taking special pleasure off the sight of Euridice’s dress clinging to her mighty body, highlighting her insane curves, her powerful and voluptuous body, sex and might in a single nice package of dark-skinned meat.

	Euridice soon got conscious of her own appeal, and her pussy throbbed with arousal for herself. She grasped her enormous breasts and pushed them up with her hands underneath them, feeling her fingers disappear under the tonnes of those delicious milk containers. “Fuck, I’m hot.” She fondled her breasts and made them jump. It was amazing how beauties like themselves often forgot the sheer sexual nirvana that their bodies, their forms, their figures represented: Euridice stood at six feet tall, and her body was mighty, yet her form was elegant, curvaceous, her waist very brutally thin compared to the rest of her profile, her hourglass figure very prominent, her feminine features more prominent and abundant than any fertility goddess from any culture known to men.

	She moved her hands down to her butt and squeezed those mighty orbs. They were cement. The walls of that Arena itself couldn’t be harder. “I’m often the biggest person in any room, but when I touch these buns... that’s when I feel truly small. Almost like standing before you, my goddesses.” She felt the salty wetness of her abundant sweat clinging her white robes to her amazing but, highlighting the line between both enormous buttocks and the sensual valley of its crack at the base of her spine. Hundreds of years of careful breeding of the sweetest European profile with the finest, rawest, most powerful of African and Latin American stocks had contributed to crafting those buns that, in a way, formed the Ultimate Ass, an ideal standard of beauty made real, in the flesh: perfect roundness and absolute hardness, yet also flawless smoothness and sweetest softness. Those were buns that would never sag or lose shape, for they were pure muscle, and they were harder than orbs of pure concrete or dried-out cement, yes. Still, they were soft and caved to the touch, almost by choice rather than any physical property: if she wanted them to cave to the slightest touch, they would do so, and then a lover could enjoy that massive meaty deliciousness without feeling they were making out with a statue, but with a real-life, truly hot sex goddess.

	After enough gawking had been made with Euridice’s form, Sun uttered: “Care to stop being so selfish, sister, and share your form with us?”

	Euridice looked up, finding both goddesses truly expectant. “You want to see it, eh? Fine.” She wiped more sweat off her face, oozing now like a wet goddess, several thick streams of the hot sauce raining from her. “I guess you deserve it.” She moved her hands to the collar of her robes. Both goddesses leaned forward, not wanting to miss a second of that spectacle.

	“Can I open my eyes, beautiful?” They were all shocked by Sun’s request. “While we’re clearly taking a break, I want to open my eyes and see...” She shivered. She! Shivered! Oh! “This beautiful body of yours coming undressed!”

	Euridice was steadied upon hearing these words, as well as the immensely horny and admiring tone they’d been uttered with. Her breath slowed down and her sweating cooled to a minimum. «Fuck!» Her body was chilled with the indescribable delight born from her sweet-beating heart. «The goddess is attracted to me! She’s aroused by my form! FUCK!!» It was enough to make her shiver loudly. «Honor! What honor... oh!!» After a brief swoon, feeling like a groupie who’s just been chosen by her rockstar for a passionate night of sex, the warrioress steadied her nerves and (tried to) meet her goddess eye to eye.

	“Hmm.” She nodded. “You can open your eyes—just for now, though.”

	“Thanks.” And immediately she did so, not missing one bit, and the room became a little brighter.

	«Ooooh, fuck!» Euridice gulped. Her shivering became loud. Her eggs began to boil, and steam rose thicker from her body. «So beautiful! Soooo...!!» Her words became lost; her brain was fried beyond the ability to form coherent sentences. She had the most beautiful eyes in the Universe, Sun did, and merely gazing upon them was enough to drive a Maiden to the peak of her fertility. «Barren wombs must have been made fertile again by the witness of such... jewels!» She waxed poetically, if only to distract her own self from the painful fact that her pussy was fucking melting! «Damn, fuck!!» Her legs wobbled. Her head went dizzy. «I can’t walk back on my word now. Curses! Hold it together, Dice, hold it together now, girls!» Powerful slaps echoed in the room, *slap-slap-slap!*, as she assaulted her face with her own palms, making her cheeks redder than cast iron. «You’re the goddess here! You’re the goddess here!» Damn, she tried so hard to believe her self-affirmations. Some affirmations, honestly, are just too ridiculous. «No matter! You’re going to win!» She rumbled with power. “You’re going to motherfucking win!!”

	“Are you okay, sis-” Sun’s tongue trailed off. “Sis... ter-” Her chin went a little lower. Both goddesses had been rendered speechless. “Wow.”

	What happened was that, in the throes of her madness, Euridice jumped right straight into action and pulled her wet, damp robes by their collar out of her body in one swift, swell, and very messy move. *Splaaash!!* There were gallons of boiling sweat clinging to that cloth, and her motion, upon casting it off, created a steamy rainbow and an awesome arc of sweat over and around them. All that the ladies heard for a second was... *splash!* Mighty splashes, like buckets being turned near them, and all they saw was a rain of shiny, steamy sweat, and dense fumes of its heat rising upon contact with the ground.

	The robes, weighing sixty pounds in total, flew like a semi-hard object, a flexible long tube cast out by an Olympian thrower. *SPLATTER!!* Their splattering on the ground was like the fall of a boneless giant. A lake of sweat was formed around it—the biggest of its kind Euridice had produced—twelve feet in diameter, boiling for a couple of seconds before the sweat settled at room temperature, and then its fumes rose powerfully, almost reaching the body of their master so far away. The naked body of their glorious warrior.

	“Hmm. Hmm.” The goddesses produced almost no sound, only simple hums of people whose brain had long abandoned their skulls. Their bodies went here and there, leaning like a drunkard beginning to lose control of his movements, and even Sun was tempted, if only for the thinnest slices of time, to move out of her spot, fall over, or otherwise fall to her knees before what she was seeing. “Good. Real good.” When she uttered, she uttered simply, and her words, though humble, even disrespectful on their surface, betrayed an amazement as she’d never felt before on that day. “Beautiful. Very... beautiful.” She spoke as if she had no brain left, a zombie of love enamored with the pure “beauty... pure beauty...” of her lover.

	Euridice stood naked, and her forms couldn’t have been more perfect. Before the two goddesses shone a six feet tall, two-tonne strong female bull with the thickest legs any mortal could ever see; the biggest, roundest, hardest butt; the fattest of tits; the most erogenous curvaceous silhouette any pornographer could dream of. Yet it was her power—her raw, beastly, animalistic power—that made her what she was—or at least what she seemed to be: the hottest female on the planet!

	Her fat boobs dangled from a wide, uber-muscular torso. They were crowned by a super thick, hyper-virile neck laden with hot, throbbing veins, and this neck itself, weighing as much as a full-grown human, sat atop mighty shoulders on which planes could land. Her shoulders were hard like bowling balls, only much, much bigger, and the arms that sprawled from them were the stuff men sold their souls every day on the gyms to not be able to achieve even in their wildest, most unrealistic of fantasies: her biceps exploded with virility and power, each gun probably weighing a hundred pounds alone, and every other muscle in those arms was just as explosive, just as extreme.

	Euridice’s abdomen made noise even when she wasn’t flexing it, even when she was barely breathing. There was a roar, a continuous hum coming from those muscles. With four pairs stacked so neatly stop one another, she had in there more virility than the most arrogant Alpha stud on the planet—and she could put those babies to work like a fucking machine, if she so desired.

	Euridice ran her arms down her mighty sides. With the excessive abundance of her tits and shoulders, it was a task almost too difficult even for her semi-divine being. “I’m feeling pumped.” Moving her body to the side a little, lifting one mighty heel until only the toes were touching the ground, Euridice raised her right arm and pumped it, and roars burst from the swelling and hardening of her muscles. *Boom-boom-boom!* Veins sprawled, pumping visibly, making a thud at every pump. Her biceps swelled to inhuman dimensions, yet the proportions of her sculptural physique were somehow never affected. No matter how big or how hard she made herself, the muscle goddess always looked amazing. “Power like I never felt before. I feel like a god!” She mirrored her motion, now doing the same with the other side of her body. “Urgh!” Her pump caused roars to boom and echo in the room. Oceanliner chains, when grinding against the sides of their ships, wouldn’t cause nearly as hard and loud and erotic a sound as her swelling, hardening muscles caused.

	Her left arm now was laden with veins, and they all throbbed thicker and hotter than the penises of horses. “Fuck, I am so pumped! Feel like laying a hundred studs right now!” The goddess undid her pose, fanning herself so as not to lose control too soon. “The harem of our studs, I’m dying to enter it now! I’m positive not one stud is going to survive me now.” She shrugged, and the simple gesture made her traps rise like ripped walls of mighty, manly power. “Welp, they never do, but now... less than ever!” She raised both arms and flexed them! The sheer power burning and pumping on those fuck machines was enough to make her horny like a rabbit, and she kissed them quickly at first, one biceps at the other, and then, feeling the salt of her sweat on her lips, her eyes doubled in size, pink heart beating where her irises once stood, and she kissed her biceps again, this time unfurling her tongue on them, french-kissing them shamelessly, making out with her form until she reminded herself of her duties and dignity. “Hot... damn! I’m hot!” She undid her pose, yet kept flexing just to feel her amazing chest, like a tank armor on her torso, roaring and hardening and making her overwhelming boobs almost slap her face by jumping so damn hard and so damn much. “Thank you so much, sister, for your blessings. I’m not only big and hard, like I’ve always been, but I am ripped!” She raised her hands, placed them behind her back, and FLEXED! She flexed hard, powerfully! She flexed her entire body, *BOOOM!!*, and the place did tremble a bit as she did it. The aura that escaped her body was visible. If it was her sheer energy or just new layers of steam, it didn’t really matter. “I’m feeling like a god right now, and I want to eat like a god! Fight like a god!” A glimmer in her eyes. “Fuck like a god!”

	Whether she had grown accustomed to them or not, she didn’t know. All that she knew was that the pearly blue eyes of Sun, deep as the oceans of Uranus, no longer intimidated or set her back so much. Her body, if anything, only grew hotter and harder upon her beholding of said eyes—a triumph of human anatomy unlikely to be repeated in another twenty Big Bangs. “Sister?” She asked, and then an arrogant smile slowly grew on her face. “If you’re acting, I ask you to stop.” She flexed again, one mighty biceps at a time, one swollen arm after the other. “I’m feeling so virile! Like a bull!! I guess I could fuck a bull right now, damn! Only a bull would be big enough to satisfy me, I mean.” She giggled. “How depraved of me, oh, my! But tell me, sister.” She flexed some more, roars and booms bursting from her gorgeous muscles, a symphony of virility. “How do I look?” No answer came. The two goddesses were still leaning back and forth, bodies dangling like inverted pendulums. “We never made love before, have we? You have your own special harem with your own special males and Maidens, I know, oh, I know.” She scoffed. “Bit my lips out of jealousy too many times when I realized that even in fucking you’re set apart from us, too higher for all our levels. Still, at this level I’m at... I guess we could have a pretty dope screw, eh? Who knows!” She raised one arm high and saw her biceps swell, swell, oh, swell to superhuman proportions. “Damn! Like a mountain of meat right here!” *Kiss!* She laid many kisses on it, then lowered the arm to flex variously along her body, *boom-boom-boom!*, the sound and fury of her vicious self-love filling every nook and cranny of that perfect palace. “I feel very manly right now. Almost always am the top and I and the sisters are fucking. So, who knows.” She flashed her brows at her goddesses, hope burning in her heart. “Depending on your tastes, I might even top you. I-if you want, of course.” She quickly pulled back. Then, causing such a whiplash of emotions, she looked like a silly, timid girl, literally twirling her thumbs behind her back, with her hands resting on her almighty butt. “Say something, sisters. Am I so inferior to you that I can’t even get a compliment for my more, say, mundane kind of beauty?” The bodies of her goddesses kept dangling, wobbling like long leaves undersea, and the prolonging silence began to strike her nerves the wrong way. “Sisters, please.” She stomped on the ground, booms echoing from every stomp, like an aggravated teenager—a teenager weighing the same as a full-grown breeding bull. “This isn’t funny anymore!” She crossed her arms, and her breasts thundered with such an erogenous boom—WOOOM!!—like a whole mountain had just been moved aside. “I’m not the one who’s graduating here. You are! If you keep ignoring me like this, I’ll just leave and you’ll have to find another guinea pig for this bloody graduation of yo-”

	“Your sisters are not playing with you.”

	Even in the uttermost heights of her mightiest self, Euridice recoiled upon hearing that Voice of God. A godly voice, that is, for her own, pettier standards; for the one who uttered it, it was the lowest of lowest whispers she could mutter without knocking out the warrioress unconscious. Or worse. “H-h-headmistress!!” She identified correctly the source of that utterance, and her body, her soul, her being was further tortured by the other utterances that followed:

	“Yours sisters are aroused.” There came a bit of chuckling with those words. “I myself am rather impressed.” Euridice felt like she heard a light clapping, but it was probably just her imagination. “You look good, sister! One of the hottest beings in all of Utera, I can assure you of that.”

	“T-t-than- t-t-thank...” She cleared her throat and did a military salute. “Thank you, Headmistress! Although, of course,” she bowed, tits making the loudest noise as they dangled so hardly from her uber muscular and super wide chest. “I’m sure I’m nothing but ugly and repulsive when compared to you!”

	Gentle chuckles. “Thanks. I don’t want to hear you talking yourself down like this again. At least not tonight. Joke or not, exaggeration or not, no more uttering these types of words in my presence, alright?”

	Euridice’s lips trembled. “Right, ma’am.”

	“You are a gorgeous woman. Blessed be the studs who seed your fields with boundless life!”

	“T-thank... thank you so much, mother.” She wiped a tear off her cheek and stood straight again. “How come my sisters... well, are they really speechless? There’s really no act here?’

	“None. If you could see her faces under their hoods, you would see that both of them—but Sun especially!—are drooling.”

	“Oh. Like... literally?”

	“Literally.” The goddess giggled with herself. “It’s kind of sexy, really. They’re so weirdly erotic when they act all dumb and silly like this.”

	“Oh, I see.” Euridice covered her mouth and chuckled discreetly. “Two superpowered beasts like them, who can surely take over this whole planet naked, with their bare hands, Maidens included, acting like sweet, innocent children is quite endearing.” He pulled her head even higher, allowing her heart some strands of utterly foolish hope. “So that means I win?”

	There came understanding, but hard chuckles into the room, veering into laughs. “Why would you think that, my beautiful girls.”

	“Well, after all this time, with them swooning over me, as you say... surely Sun must have taken a breath, no?” Then... the silence. “No?” She shivered.

	“She hasn’t.” The Headmistress laid her cheek on one hand, thinking deeply in her secluded fortress. “You might not know it—the scale of it, I mean—but their bodies have a degree of self-control that is close to an automatic lock on a machine: once they set their desires into motion, there’s hardly any force in Utera who can push them off course.” She gestured as if the girls could see her. “Sun has decided, when the fight began, that she would not breathe—she will not breathe. Even I would have to push myself close to my limits to break her from this self-imposed trance—and I am as strong to you, Euridice, just as you are to an ant.”

	“Ouch.”

	“Take pride in even standing where you are without dying. You’ve proven yourself almost as great as your sister Helena. Who knows, maybe your rankings were outdated and you, indeed, ate the strongest of the duo.”

	“Helena took Sun’s punch and survived. I hardly doubt I can even look for more than ten seconds in my sister’s eye and not have my heart explode under my breast.”

	“Again, no more pulling yourself down.”

	“‘Tis the truth, mother.”

	“That we shall see.” Then, with a regal rising of her chin... “Sun. Moon. Back to Gaia, you two.”

	The goddesses were snapped out of their stupor and immediately went on into a fully teenage, girly mode: “Euridice, you’re so fucking hot!!”

	“Girl, you’re absolutely crushing with this body!!” Sun would be hopping on her heels if not for the fight conditions. “Ohgoddess-ohgoddess-ohgoddess! You’re so absolutely sexy, sister!”

	“Let’s fuck after this! We gotta-otta-otta fuck, girl! This body fucking rules!!”

	They all heard Sun’s luscious licking of her lips, then the mighty bop that followed as she made them pop. “Show us your legs, sister.”

	Euridice was blushing, red like iron out of a furnace, and then moved her massive, virile arms widely over her thighs. “Well, here they are, sisters! You all can see them, can you not?”

	“You know what we mean!” Both of them squeal in unison, and Euridice would be rolling her eyes if she weren’t so sincerely flattered by their fawning praises.

	“Well, if you ask...” The warrior-goddess moved one leg forward and made it boom with power. *WROOOM!!!* An atomic bomb had gone off near the building, or that’s the impression that the hardening, flexing of her monstrous thigh caused.

	“Holy Hera, this thigh! So motherfucking thick!”

	“It’s the thickness of a person! A huge, huge person!”

	“You haven’t seen half of me, yet. Or, at least...” She giggled. “You haven’t seen the other half!” She pulled back one leg and moved forth the other, and then... *WROOOOM!!* The goddesses squealed upon seeing the enormous muscle—gigantic even in its most relaxed state—balloon to mind-bending proportions and cover itself with uber-virile, throbbing veins.

	“The size of those veins!!” Sun bit her lower lip, purring throughout. “My, my! It’s such a good, hot thing that our bodies are all arteries. Like... our very physiology is devoid of veins; only arteries!” She seemed to be flexing herself, or at least watching the mighty vessels in her body swell and pump. “Every inch of our blood vessels is a pump, for every inch of our bodies demands as much energy as it can get. It’s so good, then, to see a naked Maiden in all her glory.” She licked her lips. “There’s something uniquely sexy about a muscular body covered all in veins, and all these veins throbbing and pumping so full of... power.” She shivered. “You have veins thicker than cocks, sister. I would love licking them all,” she winked, “once this battle is done.”

	Euridice pulled back her leg. “Can we finally sleep together, sister? I’ve been wanting this ever since I heard about two.”

	The goddesses chuckled. “Yay. With enough blessings, you too can lay with our bodies in our breeding dens. And, who knows... as you yourself put it...” Naughty shimmers in her eyes. “Maybe you can even top us, if you’ve enough game for that.”

	Were not for the bountiful blessing she had received, Euridice was certain she would have shat her heart out right then, right there. “It’s a deal.” She assumed her fighting stance. “Can I take Helena with me?”

	Kind smiles and lovely purrs. “You two are close, aren’t you?”

	Beaming like she was having the happiest day of her life—and she probably was—Euridice nodded. “Hmm. All us sisters of equal power are close, aren’t we, when we stand so far apart from the rest of the pack? You two are the same, are you not?”

	“We are.” Both answered together, and Sun followed: “It’s always nice to see two sisters in love. Together in the bed, together in the battlefield, always, ‘til the end of our days.” She winked. “Are you like this with your Helena?”

	“Yes. I would die for her!”

	“Then you can take her to bed with us whenever you want it.” She shivered, just imagining the possibilities, enumerating (and losing count of) them in her mind. “We can even arrange some spectacle with you two for us. Just imagine, dear Dice, you and Helena, oh, fighting naked while we watch!”

	Euridice cleared her throat and dared venture into forbidden territory: “More arousing, I think, dead sister, would be to see you and Moon... both of you... oh...” Her womb was aching. The poor organ had doubled in size by that point. “Fighting together, naked before us. This, my sister, this... would be something to remember.”

	Few sounds came from the goddess other than words in a slightly condescending tone: “Let’s see if you can land a hit on me and then we talk ‘bout these things. Not that I personally wouldn’t want you to see us fuck, oh, no, I would love this, to have an audience for our crazy coitus, like rabbits, but...” She moved her body perkily, almost in a teasing manner. “If you cannot even land a single hit...”

	“I know, I know.” She flexed her muscles *BOOM!* Her eyes were like an eagle’s. “Close your eyes and let’s come back to it.” Sun did so quickly, not one word more to utter. In a way, her preparedness caught Euridice a little off guard. “Oh, hmm, so... here I come.”

	Naked and free, the warrioress launched herself against the goddess, leaving a trail of shiny sweat on her path, and the fight resumed much as it was before: thousands of blows were traded every single second, Euridice’s power growing exponentially until she was shocked with herself, pushing not exactly Sun’s, but her own limits...

	...and yet her opponent was just so godly. «Fucking damn it!» She would have been a filthy liar if she didn’t admit that she was growing a bit frustrated with the nothingness of her attacks. «I’m fighting with the twice power, twice the speed I’ve ever seen Helena herself, in her most intense state, fight and conquer, and yet... and yet...» She watched Sun expertly, almost magically evade every single one of her kicks and blows, including ones that shouldn’t be anatomically possible even for a Maiden. «Not one hit! Not a single fucking hit!» Her heart burned with frustration—and often hatred. «Oh, goddess, forget about trying to land a hit on her; I cannot even touch her fucking robes!»

	Indeed, throughout that entire session, which had lasted over twenty minutes by the time Euridice had these thoughts, sweating and panting like a cow without her fur in the sunniest day of the Sahara, the warrioress could recount perhaps only three or four instances when she even felt the touch of her opponent’s clothes on her skin. «And that’s because she’s really not giving a shit.» Blows and blows and kicks and blows followed one another, causing sparks to fire all around them and lighting small fires here and there, a flaming dance that soon saw both bodies bathed in golden and crimson lights. Seen from afar, it looked indeed as if a sun and a moon were dancing in the backdrop of the richest nebulae, and this dance, far from aggressive, represented the utter peace and harmony of the new universal order—the harmony of the Maidens. The peace of Utera. «I have seen her “wake up” from her torpor just to grab the looser parts of her toga and move them out of the way.» Euridice’s task was further complicated by the many flashes that lit up from her fists. She closed her eyes and blinked really hard, trying to not grow too dizzy with the light she herself was making. «I wouldn’t be able to even feel the touch of her cloth if she so desired! This... this...!!» She shivered. «Is really not fair! This... this...!!» She smiled. «Is amazing!!»

	This new section of the fight was one where the warrioress took herself “seriously,” so the blows continued for a long, long time, and then much longer still, minute after minute carrying countless and yet more countless blows, bordering the infinity. The arena was filled with the sounds of a two-thousand-pound strong, six-feet-tall muscle-bound booty goddess panting and heaving and shouting and crying in pain and exhaustion, oftentimes sounding like a mare mid-coitus, and the smell and the wetness of her sweat created around her conditions similar to those of a rainforst. The fight went on for forty minutes until she began to lose control of her sweating and looked like a giant red amber moving in space. Her body produced steam like an entire basin filled to the brim with factories. Her nostrils puffed out even denser clouds like a locomotive. The warrioress roared, she cried, she rallied herself into ever more powerful blows and kicks, and by all accounts she always grew, always improved, each half-hour making her previous self look like a baby compared to the new lioness who was fighting. And still...! And still...!!

	«It isn’t enough!» She was raining sweat and blows. «It’s never going to be enough!»

	Three hours had passed. The goddess admitted that her victory truly was going to be impossible, though this didn’t stop her—or her sisters—from admiring the amazing beast that the fight had produced after all that time: her body shone against the moonlight, sizzling with sweaty and power. Her every inch was laden with muscles, each muscle swollen and hardened to unthinkable proportions. Her form was exemplary, out of a fighting manual, and her energy beamed like a rising star. Her body was laden with the sexiest net of throbbing veins—all Maidens called every blood vessel a “vein”, as there was no distinction between veins in them (all vessels were in fact arteries, as Sun had smartly recalled). If they called them “veins”, it was simply because the words sounded much sexier than “arteries” (ugh!). So, her veins throbbed and pumped ludicrous amounts of blood, her body roaring on its own, her every movement crashing through time and space themselves like she always crashed through walls of concrete several feet thick or crushed boulders into dust on her arms.

	Minute after minute, hour after hour, Euridice became a more perfected version of herself—and the Headmistress was the one who paid the most special attention to her progress, waving her head agreeably to the thought that the year’s crop, indeed, had been the finest the Academy had seen in many generations. «The third strongest generation of Maidens was born in my lifetime, including two Anomalies. Two!» Her pride wasn’t enough to hide her burgeoning fear for much longer. «And I myself exist in this timeline, in this era, after two hundred and fifty years of Maiden rule on this sorry planet.» She leaned back, resting on her seat of clouds while the fight went on, Euridice growing more ferocious and sexy with the Headmistress’ every thought. «It can’t be a coincidence.» She processed in her mind feelings and sensations that, if the goddesses themselves experienced, would probably drive even them insane. «It is most definitely not a coincidence. Our world is approaching its endgame.» Her head fell forward heavily, the weight of her thoughts like several Euridices hanging on her palm. «She has come.»

	Afraid that her mere thinking would will things into existence, the Headmistress grew silent, and throughout the fight she limited her thought to a minimum, casting glances towards the skies to check on the foreign Being she knew was watching.

	A great pity struck her. She was starting to really enjoy her life, as well as love her newest pupils. Just as her life reached its nadir, then...

	It was all going to end!

	But she shut herself even to her feelings, and the fight went on without any more of such observations.

	Eight hours had passed since the fight had begun. The sun broke through its first clouds, and its rays of gold pierced the arena. Both Euridice and Sun were still at it, one fighting and the other evading, and the only noticeable changes were that, one, Euridice had stopped growing many hours ago, her power levels having plateaued at a scale of maybe five thousand, six thousand Kymers—almost ten times her mighty sister!—and two, the warrioress herself looked and sounded exhausted! “Y-you... fucking bitch!!” She shouted through gritted teeth, and then surprised both goddesses by giving another mighty leap away.

	She rose almost halfway up to the Arena’s dome—a two-hundred-feet leap!—and landed almost on the opposite side of the battlefield, almost a full mile separating her from her opponent. “Are you done?” Before she had time to even gather her thoughts after that landing, her goddess Sun inquired her in a lightly amused tone. “Or are you willing to warm yourself up for a couple more hours?”

	Euridice was still gathering her mind after that awesome leap—she hadn’t intended to jump so far back!—when the weight of those words moved her head down, partly in shame, partly due to the sheer power that they carried, and saw herself burning like she were made of pure lava. «Damn! Damn...!!» The goddess exhaled enough steam to rival volcanoes. Her body, always shining with such a gorgeous caramel tone, was now red as amber, and her heat and redness only slowly dissipated, exactly like metal, in a way that she estimated it would take her about half an hour to fully return to her usual levels—blessings and all. «Damn! Damn! Damn!» Ten minutes passed before she could properly use her mouth. “Oh, damn... fuck... hot damn!!” Clouds of smoke, almost gray, burst from her mouth, and sparks came with them also. She’d been just so close to turning into a literal dragon!

	Her body shook and quivered for all the usual reasons, plus the added shock and realization of the sheer scale of her own world, the world of Maidens. “Fuck! Fuck me! Gods... godddess! Fuck!” Her sweat rained like waterfalls. “I am... barely... seven thousand Kymer strong! Barely seven thousand, and ten thousand... oh... oh, fuck...!” She shivered and trembled, and at all times she looked just seconds always to completely unraveling—not just collapsing; unraveling! Like loosened limbs falling off their ragged doll. She looked this fucking beat—and it was awesome! “Ten thousand units of power are completely out of mind! There are... so many Maidens... hundreds in the least... who rank at or above... ten thousand Kymers!” She wiped off wave after wave of sweat, huge beads rising from her pores like marbles. Looking at her skin, one could easily see her pores opening up and vomiting out ounces of sweat! She was an inhuman beast who only got more inhuman with time! A goddess had been born—and still she was nothing, nothing in the grand scale of things. “Forget even comparing myself to the Anomalies. Fuck! I cannot reach the levels even a ‘non-aberrant’ Maiden can oftentimes reach.” She shuddered, and her very soul was rocked, once again, with that familiar sense of... humility. And divine proportion. “This... is the chasm between us Maidens. This is the sheer magnitude of my kind!” The numbers in her mind were all confusing. No matter how she recalled them, however, they were all great regardless: “Over-Maidens! Many of them score well over 100,000 power units! Many of them inhabit naturally in a state I can only approach with the most generous blessing—and even then, not even approach too closely! I... I am the second strongest of my level, and one of the strongest at my age, and this... this is still not enough! Not the goddesses, not for the Headmistress, not even for the Over-Maidens!!” Her legs wobbled. Her knees seemed about to buckle. “I always thought I stood atop the tallest mountain, with only a couple of my sisters having climbed a little higher than I.” She laughed. She looked so foolish now in her recollections. “Now I see that the mountain I stood on was not a mountain, not a hill, but a molehill! A fucking bump in the road overlooking the Himalayans, the real mountain chains!” Gathering as much strength as she could find in that situation, raining buckets of sweat all throughout, the warrioress moved one arm behind the back, the other across her chest, and took a bow. “I see now, my goddesses, the stuff our kind is made of. T-thank you so much...” Breathe, breathe, breathe! Burst of steam from her nostrils! Mighty clouds rising everywhere! “For this lesson.” She straightened up. “Feels like another whole stay in the Academy, another batch of four years had been burned in my mind. If this had been your intention all along, Headmistress...” She took another bow, quicker this time. “I thank you especially.”

	The goddesses remained silent, waiting as their Headmistress was surely going to speak. And speak she did, indeed, though with a delay that raised some curiosity. They didn’t know it yet, neither the goddesses nor Euridice, but the Headmistress was in that somber state where everything around her looked like a threat; every particle of matter was a spy and in every quantum leap was an enemy to hide, so she didn’t pick up on those cues immediately—and, for her divine standards, her delay indeed sounded like she was seriously off her game.

	“I haven’t thought of any of this, sister.” She spoke, finally, with that lowest of tone that sounded like thunders to all else. “Don’t get too carried away with these machinations and calculations. Again,” she gestured dismissively, “power levels, bowel schmevels! You girls and your silly teenage competitions! I don’t blame you, for I was the same—even worse, in fact, given my natural superiority. But once you grow older and wiser you understand, deep in your soul, that the Kymer scale is indeed only what it was meant to be: a handy guide to measure up one sister against another and place our bets accordingly. Like rankings between chess players: useful ludic tools and nothing else. You think, for instance, that because I am so great—and I am, indeed, very great—I am also so smart and clever and such a fifty-dimensional grandmaster chess-playing mastermind yada yada yada.” She laughed. “When in fact, once you know me well enough—and I’m talking to you as well, Sun and Moon—you will learn that I’m nothing but quite the silly, clunky girl. I guess all us women are like this, no matter our age and no matter the weight that time decides to throw on our backs. In truth, I’m sometimes as clueless as the most innocent of our newbies, and my expectations for this fight were really just what you all expected: just a fun night and (maybe) a useful early examination. No more, no less.”

	Weighing their Headmistress’ words with all the respect they required—and smiling inside their minds at the thought of the mighty woman as a silly little clumsy teenager, as she herself put it—the goddesses took their moment of pause before addressing Euridice again: “So, Dice, you ready to quit? Did you know you were talking aloud, all by yourself? I was a bit iffy on whether I should interrupt you or not. In a way, I thought you had gone cuckoo. In another... it’s understandable that you would want to verbalize all your thoughts.” She scanned the sister in her mind and cursed herself for not being able to use her own sight, for she knew, indeed, that Euridice looked hotter than ever! “You look appetizing.” She licked her lips. *Smack! Pop!* “Just call it quits and then, when all the other arrangements are off the table (and they will be, oh, so very soon, real quicky), we get to fuck, finally!” Yet they were met only with silence, with mighty Euridice shaking and moaning, seemingly in pain, her head bent low, her eyes avoiding the goddesses’ gazes. “Yo, Dice, are you there, girl?” Sun was tempted to move forward, step close to her sister and aid her. “Just shake your head and we will end this. You have fought brilliantly, no matter what, and I am sure the Headmistress will recognize your valor, if not your victory.” This time, though, it seemed it was the goddesses’ turn to be met with that long, disrespectful silence. “Dice!” She spoke loud and high, and Dice’s body was further shaken—but not, surprisingly, bent down or destroyed. “Stop that! I don’t enjoy this silence!”

	Then, there came laughs. Euridice slowly rose her head and faced the goddess with eyes beaming with fury. “Don’t you think you will be getting away from this fight so easily, sister.” She wiped the sweat and the saliva off her lips, then spat on the ground. “You are strong. I grant you that.” She winked. “But I can be strong too.”

	Sun smiled. “Oh, can you? And you haven’t been strong already?”

	“No.” Euridice set her legs apart. Her pose was like a sumo wrestler’s. “I’m done playing with you. I admit, you’re too strong. Strong enough that I can’t beat you on my natural state.” Her breaths were earthquakes. Each breath was enough to cause the earth to rumble, were that some normal soil. “Guess I will need to really put myself to it.” She spread out her arms, moaned with delight, and felt the turgid, hard power that coursed in her body, the feeling of her very own muscles, their weight, their power, their armor, all striking her like some good licking of the pussy. “I guess I will need to go all out.”

	Back in her lazy seat, Moon leaned forward. “Hell yeah.” Both goddesses squirmed with expectation, and Sun was really tempted, almost to the point of cursing herself, her being born, and her fate for not being able to open her eyes in that instant.

	“Can I open my eyes, sister? I want to see you grow!”

	“Fine.” Euridice puffed dense columns of steam through her nostrils, muscles throbbing and pumping loudly everywhere. “I guess you can open your eyes during our pauses, no problems.”

	“Oh!” So did she, and Euridice felt once again the impact of her mighty lookers upon her body. She was harder, though, and mightier than ever before: as she was looked upon by those mighty eyes, she shivered, yes, but just a little, and took the light of those jewels like they belonged to an equal sister, not to a god standing next to a pigmy.

	Euridice gave no warnings of what followed next, and both goddesses were impressed by her focus. “Oh...” Sun kept panting as she saw the sister clutch her fists and contort her face in the scariest of grins. A low rumbling came from her body, and then... the Arena began to shake!

	“Go, sister, go!” Moon rooted for her in a low, worshiping tone. “Slay, tiger!”

	Euridice hardened her muscles, then shut her eyes and lifted her head up high, almost in exasperation. “Ohh!!” Her tone was painful as the roaring, the booming from her body grew, and both sisters began to shake as the Arena vibrated more aggressively with each passing second, a burst of energy exploding upwards from Euridice’s body, a transformation unfolding before their very eyes.

	Rumbles and booms came here and there from various points of the warrioress body, like the thickest of tires being stretched, then snapped, or huge metal poles being bent like noodles, and then... it began! “Roooar!!” Euridice puffed clouds from her sizzling mouth and nostrils, and her eyes were scorching red, and her body burned red and bright, a living being of fire, and then... she began to grow! “Rooooar!!” The mighty booms and bursts in her body were followed by large, sudden swells of her muscles: her biceps ballooned, becoming out of proportion, but then the rest of her arms followed, triceps booming with hardness, then every muscle in her forearm, then veins sprawling and throbbing endlessly over her chest, which widened and boomed and spread it growing mighty to her tits, which themselves became bigger, heavier, and more swollen with milk. “Oooh!! Oooh!!” The warrioress roared, huffed, puffed, and her moans came mixed with equal amounts of delight and pain. “Oooh!!” She crossed her arms over her powerful abdominals, which themselves were popping and booming bigger like popcorns of pure iron and steel. “Ooohh!!” She clutched her hands over her abs, then mightily flexed.

	*BOOOM!!* A golden aura, like pure heat made visible, burst upwards from her body, and the arena shook briefly as she began to grow and harden, shedding what little fat still existed in her body before, and becoming a goddess of muscles that would put her previous self to shame. Her butt exploded outwards, getting bigger and fatter. Her thighs roared with the masses of muscle piling up, fighting for space in her ever-spreading legs. They were getting so fat that soon one couldn’t squeeze a single strand of her between them. Watertight! Her calves became like wrecking balls and her legs became longer, and her veins thickened with gallons of blood being added into her sister.

	She roared, oh, she roared. She made the mighty sounds of an Alpha female, uncrossing her arms and then lifting them, striking a pose where both goddesses could see her marvelous arms growing thicker, bigger, more shredded, and more virile with veins and muscles. “Damn it, I look good!!” She kept growing while she talked. “Look at this body, sister! Look at the body of a god!” Her tits swelled loudly, *boom*, huge sacks of milk exploding near the limits of her proportions, then her abs followed, then all the various muscles along her lower torso, especially her sides, *boom-boom-boom*, pounds and pounds of muscles now growing at an accelerated pace, climbing over one another, adding more and more powerful to that already supremely powerful being.

	Euridice grew until she was six feet and four inches high and added over a thousand pounds of muscle to her sister. When she stopped, the warrioress was panting, yet her pants betrayed no exhaustion, only arousal. “Yeah.” She lifted her head up high, smile beaming like a cocky bastard. “What you think of me now?” She rested one fist on her waist, looking as arrogant as she’d ever been.

	Sun gasped and moaned upon seeing that marvelous body. “Hot. You look hot.” There were no words that could convey just how absurdly hot and strong that beast of a woman looked, so Sun used her voice and her worshiping tone to convey all the admiration she felt for her sister. “You look... so very, very hot, sister!” Euridice wasn’t slow to notice how Sun now called her ‘sister’—no ‘little’ preceding the title. Sun no longer hid or even tried to hide her lustful panting, seemingly sticking her tongue out and drooling openly, shamelessly for her sister.

	There were sounds of skin and skin rubbing each other, and wetter sounds of a viscous, warm material being mixed and splashed, sticky threads being pulled, stretched thin, and then broken. “I would show it to you if you were strong enough, but my pussy, oooh...” Sun shivered, causing those sticky, thick wet noises to multiply and destabilize Euridice with their tempting, sexy nature. “My pussy is so damned wet!” She appeared to pull her hand up beneath her robes and raise her fingers to her face, sniffing the shiny coating of lubes that she had gathered from her sex. “You made me wet, sister. If no other progress comes from this fight, then you can claim this as your prize.” Her sticky fingers pulled those threads and build thin sheets of cum between them. Sun loved moving her fingers around and admiring the viscosity, the health in her lubes. Despite her (almost maddening) desire, she took no sniff out of that heavenly-scented nectar, for doing so would be forfeiting her victory. “Ooh. Pity!”

	Euridice scoffed. Even from her great distance—one mile apart from the goddess—she could smell the strong odor of her sex. “Almighty goddess!” She prayed not to some unspecified deity, but really to her sister: “The power in this sex!” She was standing proudly, fists raised, muscles all flexed and hardened, and her entire body throbbed like a giant, three-tonne-heavy beating heart, courtesy of her countless veins pulling the equivalent of a large swimming pool of blood around her sister, and her power was great enough that even the attack from that primordial scent didn’t drive her to madness—though it did make her knees shake and her legs wobble. “What an amazing smell!”

	In that scent she smelled perfect girliness, pure female innocence. Despite being walking, talking tanks of tits and muscle, the sex of the goddesses exhumed only the scents most stereotypical of a woman: the innocent girliness, the heart-warming silliness, the cute and endearing neediness and loveliness of a little girl asking her daddy for huggies. It was an endearing scent that put everyone in its vicinity in prime breeding mode. It made one mad with the desire to fuck!

	Euridice’s pussy throbbed harder and more loudly than the rest of her body. Her sex, like all Maiden’s, was perfect. In shape or size, there was nothing manly there, and even her clitoris looked just like a small, innocent being under all the armory of muscles that protected it. It was a humongous clit, for sure, for the was a humongous woman, but of all features in her body—all those swollen muscles and enormous tits and pornographic ass—her clitoris, just like her entire vagina, looked the most proportional, and it was the only part in her body where there wasn’t a whiff of manliness at all.

	The Maidens, despite being the apex of virility in the Universe, were all-women, after all. All lady-like and damsely at their cores—that is, at the steaming, throbbing hotness of their cunts!

	Euridice’s pussy swelled, then spread out slightly, opening itself, and then a huge moistening occurred, every inch of her lips becoming shinier, a loud, viscous sound of wetness emanating from her nethers, and then... slick and thick, a thread of cum began to ooze out of her, very slowly, like the thickest fluid her body had ever produced, and after a long minute it touched the ground, upon where it began to build a big, thick, viscous pool of pleasure.

	The ultra-warrioress began to pant loudly, eyes locked on Sun’s with a mix of fear and predatorial intent—dove and wolf coexisting in her horny expression. “Shall we?”

	Sun closed her eyes. “Hmm.” Her nod was simple and elegant, just like a princess.

	Euridice tightened her fists. *Booom!!* She leapt forward. *Swooom!* Once again, the two goddesses were engaged in fight. Once again, nothing changed: Euridice attacked and Sun evaded. Euridice’s body was twice what it was before, and her blows were indeed the blows of a god, having easily climbed past the mythic 10,000 power level, and often times approaching twelve thousand as she kicked and punched and leaped and jumped and ran circles around her sister, flashing lightning bolts on her way, creating vortices of wind like small hurricanes, and punched and kicked and punched and kicked with the mastery of all know fighting styles, but the mastery of novel styles that were unique only to her.

	As the hours mounted, the warrioress even discovered new fighting techniques on the fly, fully constructing at least two new martial arts schools in her attempt to get close to her sister and give her body not a nice spanking, as she would surely desire, but a single, one damn single, lonely blow.

	As the hours mounted, her genius grew. As they kept mounting, so did her failure. «My, my.» Moon could see the steam burning from her nostrils, making the temperature within her hood rise further to deadly levels. Her breast was moving up and down. Her heart was beating slow, but powerful. *Boom! Boom!* ... *Boom! Boom!* The goddess felt a super comfortable heat sprawling through her body, then receding, then sprawling again, like Mother Gaia breathing, and her fingers something ached with the scorching burns of her spread-out, swollen pussy. The goddess was liberally oozing lubes through her sex, the slow, heavy juice piling up between her feet, then slowly sliding down the levels of the seat, slow and steady and super thick. “Hmm, hmm.” She raised her hand, licked her fingers deliciously. “Making me so hot, she is. I’m lubricated as fuck.” She raised her mind elsewhere, smiling so naughtily. «Are you watching this, momma. These are the juices I will rub on your face once I beat you down... and cram my sweet, wet pussy on your fallen hand, grind my sex on your mouth, on your nose like a wolf marking her property.» She got no answer, though, and deep inside she felt—and feared! And shivered!—that she had gone waaay beyond her station. «Hmm. Mother?» Still no answer, and she shrugged, moving her fingers back to her pussy and slowly, gently fondling it. “Hmmm...” She rolled her eyes. Her lids were halfway closed, trembling sweetly. “Hmm, goddess... how gooood... hmmm!!” She sucked her lips, bit them lightly, and rubbed and rubbed and rubbed her silky swollen cunt without, however, penetrating herself a single inch. “Soooo gooood when we finally lay her.” Her breast weaved impatiently, a quick loss of her rhythm, her control. “Fuuuck, she hot. Hot. So hot.” Licking of lips. Smacking. *Pop-pop-pop.* Licking some more. Fingers on her mouth. Saliva and lubes mixing. Fingers back in her pussy. Rub-rub-rub. “I don’t care if I have to spend all weekend here, watching them go.” Her breast moved more unevenly, oftentimes rising too abruptly, then sinking with the sound of a mighty gasp, and the goddess widened her eyes, seemed startled, and counted the pleasure piling up, explosions of climax here and there amounting to little, delightful orgasms. “Oooh, Hera!” She raised one arm, nibbled on her biceps. Then gave it a lick. “Oooh, so good.” The fight went on. The sheer power of Euridice was orgasm-inducing. “Sooo sexy!”

	And the fight went on. For twelve more hours, accumulating nearly twenty hours since it’d begun, the fight went on. Euridice cussed and shouted, moaned and laughed, and kept on trading blow after blow after blow, alternating styles with minimal repetition, thousands and thousands of blows in every second, and every second looking wildly different than before. Moon, on her seat, often had to close her eyes and look away, for the shape, the form, the statuesque perfection of her equally dark-skinned sister struck her deeply into her sweetest kinks—seeing such an African-Latina fight with such ardor, her body being the incarnation of the raw strength of her peoples, her lineage, and her blood carrying such a primitive, animalistic beast in every cell, powering her muscles like machines, making her throb and swell, pump and flex, shred and harden like every second she fought and every pose she struck was a picture of heaven, an engraving of a god...! This was the kink that got Moon really off, and she felt herself losing control several times, then more times than she could count as the fight went on.

	And go on it did. Go on it continued to do for long, long, long. The sun rose, then fell. Twenty-four hours had passed since the beginning of the fight. A full day, and the only difference in Euridice was that she shouted more often, cussed a little more rawly and crudely—looking sexier as she did. Nothing, however, indicated a great loss in her power, and this fact spiked Moon’s curiosity, as she was expecting her sister to be losing power at around this time. “A Maiden scoring over 10,000 kymers can fight at full capacity for perhaps a full day continuously, uninterrupted.” She muttered to herself, striking her beautiful chin. “Well, I guess Dice has only been fighting at this level specifically, giving everything she got, for some twelve hours, so maybe, hmm, maybe...” She relaxed back, and resumed her sweet pussy-fondling. “I guess she will tire soon enough.” She panted some more as she saw the sexy, huge body of her uber-muscular Maiden fighting so hard to achieve so little—like the manliest hamster running at light speeds on its wheel. “I wasn’t expecting the fight to last anywhere this long, but I ain’t complaining.” She looked up, sending her mother’s presence, but altogether noticing that she still wasn’t in the mood to talk—for some reason. “Whenever it may be, we’ll leave.” So she watched and waited. “Not that I can grow any bored with all this fire that’s sizzling on my hot, swollen quinny.” So she rub-rub-and-rubbed her pussy, have it some light, quick beatings, patted it, rubbed it again, slapped her fingers here and here and there on her lips, spread them apart, oozed ounces of sweet girly cum, and panted, panted, oh, panted and gasped, growing red and hot and so needy. “Ahee, mommy!” And she fondled her breast, pinched her nippled, and squirmed on her seat like a cat in heat, growing really sweet and docile as she stuck out her tongue and made horny faces, praying for some sweet pussy on her mouth or a large bull cock pumping gallons of virile semen straight into her throat to bulge out her stomach swollen. “Horny-yyy! So horny-eeeh!”

	She enjoyed herself for eight more hours—thirty-two hours into the fight—and then composed herself, calmed herself down, and spent the next six hours (thirty-eight hours in total) just cooling off, giving her quinny some breather, before returning to rubbing and beating it and slapping it for twelve more hours, when the fight had accumulated fifty hours of duration—and yet no sign of Euridice slowing down!

	The dark-skinned demigoddess’ performance did go over Sun’s head. As she dodged and evaded and escaped about two-to-three thousand blows per second, the perfect Being commented with a proud tone and awesome smile: “Aren’t you tiring, sister? I sense no exhaustion in your body.” The closeness of that awesome, hard body was the biggest challenge she had to face: her wrists often trembled and her fingers often shook as she saw, time and time again, those amazing muscles moving past her face, their swollen, thick vein throbbing so close to her nostrils, and she had this painful temptation of just sticking out her tongue and giving them a lick, shivering doubly as she pondered on the excitement of their sex and forced herself to pull back to secure her own victory. “Your strong, virile body. I feel like I’m almost hugging a bull, a breeding stallion.” Punches came to her head, and she moved out of them all. “Sister, oh, sister... I really crave for you to top me!” Her words barely caught Euridice off-guard, which only added to her arousal. “Sister, oh, sister... how hard you look. How big and swollen your muscles looked.” To her amazement, beads of sweat rose on her own skin. Cold sweat. Sweat of pure sexual arousal, yes. Still, it was sweat no less, and if making her sweat were a victory condition, then Euridice would have stood proud over her at that very moment. “Our Headmistress was right: this has been quite the revealing test!”

	Ten more hours passed, both goddesses crossing sixty hours of near-continuous, non-interrupted fighting. The strategy, from them one, was very clear: Sun would wait out for her blessings to vanish off Euridice, then naturally wait out as her body broke down and her energy could no longer be sustained. «It’s getting very close.» She thought. «She already went longer than I expected, so I suppose she’s gunning for the top, hmm, seventy-two hours of power that my blessings endow her with. After that, oh, I’m assuming this is really the hard limit of the powers I lent her.» She dodged and dodged and dodged some more, gasping with amazement as Euridice’s blows became only faster—sixty freaking hours into that pandemonium, and some forty-something hours of sustained, completely uninterrupted all-out flurry! “You are beyond amazing, sister!”

	It was just a matter of further waiting: soon enough, either the body of Euridice would slowly lose power and beat itself back into impotent smallness, or instead she would keep pushing herself, foolishly trying to maintain a performance that, truly, had never been hers, and then her body would begin unraveling painfully, though not deadly, incapacitating herself without the goddess needing to lay a single finger on her.

	None of the two happened, though. Once four more hours piled, with little indication that Euridice was even close to losing her posture or her power, the mighty warrioress took a single hop back and stood quiet, still, merely ten feet away from her goddess. Even her self-control was extreme now. “Wow.” Moon, on her background, took her hand out of her pussy and wiped it off in the inside of her robes. “Oh, hmm... wow... phew!” She fanned herself, shivered with the unexpected startle, and then both goddesses watched Euridice, who stood straight and majestically before her sister, burning and steaming like pure iron, or a star made female in shape.

	“I am done.” She spoke rather proudly, then spoke no more. Sun and Moon were both curious, their interests piqued like a cat’s with a laser pointer, and then Sun tilted her head, oh-so-tempted to open her eyes.

	“What you mean you’re done? Unless our Headmistress calls this fight...”

	“No.” The warrioress made quick, swiping gestures with her enormous arms over her chest. Every single bit of her was so big and swollen that those motions caused her tits to rumble loudly, making *woom!* and *woom!* and *woom!* noises like thick jelly shaking inside a barrel, and both goddesses were struck, oh!, both goddesses were horny as fuck as they realized just how much raw milk that woman carried inside each tit. “I want to come out on top.” She looked down upon herself and saw that she was good. “I’ve got only a few more hours of this body to enjoy, so I prefer to enjoy it in peace, not fruitlessly wasting it away in this fight I knew, from the very beginning, I could never win.” Her giggling sounded more arrogant than any chuckle from the goddesses. “I prefer to spend the rest of my day touching myself, frankly pleasuring myself with this hard, mighty body...” Her hands went down between her legs, and her breathtaking fingers, each as thick as a bull cock, parted her swollen vulva to let out a gallon, a literal gallon of sizzling hot juices on the ground. *Slosh!!* The fall of the liquid was quick and messy, if only because there was so much of it! “Oh, goddess! Can you imagine the orgasms I can have with this beast?!” She moved up one arm. She flexed it. *BOOOM!!!* Utera herself, she felt it, rumbled with her power. She moved another arm up and flexed it also. *BOOM!!* She began flexing liberally, awesomely, feeling hotter and steaming on her nethers with every mighty flex. “If you excuse me, I’ll be away touching myself, pleasuring myself until I draw a thousand orgasms a minute.”

	“If it’s pleasure that you want, it’s pleasure you’re going to get.” Sun sounded desponded, disappointed. “Just come and see us after we’re done here and...”

	“We are done here. There won’t be any more fighting.”

	Sun almost broke her hands from her back to cross her arms over her chest, puffing with such frustration and discontent. “And who do you think you are to be calling the shots? May you tell me?” Then, she was sucked out of breath. “Oh!”

	Euridice’s traps, as it happened, took her breath away by rising so mightily and booming so big and hard. The warrioress had given the world’s hottest, sexiest shrug, and her form was so perfect, so arousing that even the goddesses’ guts were constantly stirred, their organs hot and ready for nights of continuous, relentless breeding, made so insanely fertile by the mere presence of that superhuman being, who was so smaller and weaker than they were, but who also often felt ten times as sexy. “Maybe I'm not one, but I’m also beyond caring at this point.” She smirked. “I know you two are waiting for me to tire out. If there’s any victory, then, that I can claim from this whole episode, it will be a victory of my own making, per my own terms.” Her smile grew bigger, brighter, and more acidic. “I will deny you the satisfaction of seeing me lose.”

	“That’s no fair!!” Sun “jumped”, or rather, she squatted and rose up several times, bending her knees as fast as lightning, as she threw her little, cutesy tantrum. “You can’t stop right when I was getting so pumped!” She puffed out her lips. “How would feel if we sexually teased you, tempted you until your pussy was almost exploding, then denied you your release? ‘Cause this is what you’re doing to me—to us—right now!”

	“Well, sis, you two have been teasing the fuck out of me all weekend.” She crossed her arms, feigned aggravations, and her tits almost exploded with the sheer compression that those mighty arms caused when crossing underneath them. They probably weighed over a hundred pounds, each godly tit of hers. “Payback serves you right!”

	Sun pouted harder upon hearing the roaring laughter of Moon behind her back. “She’s right, Sun. Don’t go pretending like we are the sweet little innocent children here.”

	“Well, this might not be against the rules, but it’s against the Maiden’s code of honor!” She stomped the ground without altogether taking her feet off it, instead using her entire body weight to make the ground vibrate and boom with her power. “You have to finish this fight in a satisfactory manner.”

	Euridice made a regal gesture, casting her mighty hair all over. “The Headmistress will decide it. So, Mistress of our hearts,” they all turned their heads around, speaking to the air like fanatics shouting to their gods, begging for answers. “How’s it going to be?”

	They were disconcerted, then, by the continuous silence of their matron. Their eyes kept moving around the arena, their heads gently turning, but the uneasiness slowly brewed in their loins until it nearly—nearly!—reached a breaking point. “I am sorry, my beloved.” The voice of their goddess immediately put all their fears to rest. “I was deep in thought, here. Do not take this the wrong way: I was watching your every move intently. It’s just that something else came up, I have to be honest. Something that really required the fullness of my attention, and so I cast all my casualness aside and went on to evaluate your fighting, Euridice, with full seriousness, not one needless word spent.”

	The three creatures shuttered—firstly because of their goddess’ voice, which was like a kick in their guts, secondly because of the words it carried. “What is it that takes your concentration so, my queen?”

	They felt their Mistress waving them away. “Pay no mind to this. Sun, Moon...” She called her mightiest daughters. “It is fruitful that Euridice is wise enough to want and end this fight now. I myself was thinking things were getting a little too long, though every single second was more enjoyable to us than the last, and the fight, I do believe and concur with Sun, was only now starting to get really interesting.”

	“See!”

	“However,” she continued, and Sun grew red like a tongue smeared in the world’s hottest pepper, “let’s indeed finish things off so we can move to more serious topics. To more... pressing concerns.” They all knew that the goddess coated her next words with honey, distracting them from their weight, but they didn’t mind it, oh, they didn’t, and how could they? With a voice like that, so sexy and hot and sultry—the voice of a courtesan who had accumulated ten thousand beaten bodies under her fists, and fifty thousand lovers on her arms, and a million lakes chock-full of cum deep in her pussy, sizzling hot in her womb—they could listen to it speaking only babble for seven eternities and never grow bored even once. “After all, we do need to meet.” Her smile, though, was completely sincere. “I want to fight you girls, and now... the sooner the better.” She made a wave towards Euridice, they all felt it, and carried on with wise words: “I suppose the fight cannot properly end until Euridice formally retires from it, and to do so she needs to accept defeat. So, dear Dice, do you accept it?” She gestured regally towards Sun. “Do you accept defeat in the hands of your goddess Sun.” Then, she laid out her trap of silk: “Even though, of all the countless blows you traded with her, you have shied away from the one blow that might have given you victory?”

	And their minds were all shaken with unease, and their hearts beating fast, and Euridice’s body boomed and glowed with renewed energy, sexy muscles flexing on their own. “Ah, I see.” The three women immediately knew what she was talking about, because it was so obvious to them, and then Euridice and Sun traded “looks”—that is, Euridice looked at Sun and Sun turned her face directly at Euridice’s with her eyes forever closed—and smiled. “I guess a couple more tried ain’t hurting me much.”

	Euridice began stepping forward. She had none of the eagerness and anxiety that characterized any of her previous leaps. This time, she merely walked, one foot carefully and slowly and sexily laid in front of the other, with her leg swelling and her humongous thighs engorging at every laying of her feet on the ground, and the warrioress would have cussed herself for taking such a short distance from her sister this time, as she wanted to have made full use of their separation to just show off those enormous kickers of her. Her ass, especially, looked the most amazingly round and hard it’d ever been, one gigantic buttock rising whilst the other fell, then falling whilst the other rose, producing the sound of a giant hammering the guts of the earth: *WROOOOM!!! WROOOOM!!* The sexy sway of her buttocks was hypnotic. Never before had any living creature laid eyes on an ass so shapely and perfect and huge. Her body all rained with sweat, and the warrioress’ controlled, but loud pants only added to that whole alluring picture. “Oh, well.” She stopped. “Here I am.”

	Euridice and Sun stood facing one another, still many feet apart. The sexy ladies would have loved to have come even closer, but the immenseness of their chests prevented them from it. Euridice’s breasts were truly enormous, each the size of two massive babies, and they heaved so sexily at her every breath, getting a little bigger, than a little smaller every time she inhaled, then exhaled.

	“Nice tits.” Sun quipped. “Tempting me to break pose and give them a mighty squeeze?”

	“No. Just standing here, doing nothing.” She shrugged, and her powerful shoulders—*BOOM!!*—which exuded such effortless, boundless energy, shot upward with superb muscular might, and Euridice could sense Sun’s lips moistening up—both the lips in her head and the ones squeezed so tightly between her almighty thighs. “Wish I could see your tits, sister.” Euridice nodded at the robes Sun was wearing, so many and so well-placed around her body that not even the soles of her feet could be seen from below.

	“You would die.” She squirmed. “You’re burning at 14,000 units of power right now, and that’s not nearly enough, dear sister, for you to resist our naked bodies.”

	Euridice shuddered, just thinking about that colossal chasm! “Let me end this, then, my way.” Prompting smiles from everyone seeing that fight, including herself, Euridice attacked, and then everything was over.

	Her attack had lasted a fraction so small, a slice so thin of time that one shouldn’t even bother putting it into words. All that matters is that, from anyone looking at them, Euridice’s right foot simply materialized itself ahead of her, the motion like a sharp cut in a movie, and then there was the boom: not a lousy boom like all that had come before; but one quite catastrophic, almost apocalyptic, seemingly lasting on forever, and a massive shockwave of power exploded from the point of impact, and the air was distorted all around the goddesses, covering the entirety of the arena in a split second, then ricochetting back-and-forth with near-immeasurable power: *BOOOOOOM...!!!* *BOOOOOM...!!* *BOOOOOOM...!!!* And the booms those ricochets of sound created were almost as equally infinite as their originator, yet only getting a little less infinite at every round.

	The warrioresses both smiled at one another. Euridice has, as a fact, stepped forth and thrown a mighty kick not at any usual part of her sister’s body, but right down at where her feet should be. Not a kick, really, but a hard, if undignified stomp. «Not the bravest of ways to end up a fight, but I take my blessing as they come.» The warrioress reasoned a split instant before her blow, and then the world seemed to have exploded around her as she threw that mighty stomp, and the arena became like a gigantic bell that had been hammered by a clapper as big as a house, as dense as titanium, and as tall as the mountain itself which they stood upon.

	WOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOM...!!!

	And the entire region rumbled with the echo caused by that single, lonely stomp, and everywhere it was possible snow began to fall into avalanches, covering everything white, and the sounds of these mighty falls reverbed deeper and louder throughout the region, covering a small country’s worth of area. Everywhere the sisters looked around and marveled, knowing full well of that fight that was transpiring, cursing their fates for not being able to see it, then being infinitely grateful for being so far away and so divinely protected by the unbreakable buildings of the Academy and insurmountable mountains of the Valley, which protected them. «This is the power of those monsters.» Their minds were all stirred by the rumbling of that giant bell, and their pussies then instantly moistened. «Fuck! Can this be Euridice’s making?»

	They would all spend the rest of the week horning up and acting like cats in heat, screwing however they could, but never reaching the satisfaction that they wished—for their groin had been stirred by goddesses, and only goddesses could ever give release!

	“Close, but still a miss.” Sun beamed ever more arrogant upon seeing the proud smile on Euridice’s face—a smile she made sure to undo. “It is very clever trying to stomp me on my feet, given the rule that I can’t take it out of the ground, but to think that I wasn’t prepared for this, or that I wouldn’t have the ability to evade this (fairly low) blow... oh, sister!” She shook her head and clicked her tongue, her disappointment not entirely a joke. “You were supposed to know better.”

	Euridice’s smile did shrink, but it didn’t disappear entirely. “Oh, yeah?” She added a lot of acid to her smirk. “Then how the fuck did I miss?”

	Sun gave the answer by simply pulling up her toga an iddy-bit higher, almost nothing, and then showing everyone just a sliver of her feet.

	Euridice’s foot had gone right into where Sun’s toes had, been indeed, and the area was hot and steamy with the heat of her blow. “No way!” Once she realized what happened, her smile disappeared completely—though it was replaced almost immediately by a grin of laughter. “You sneaky bitch!”

	Sun was standing on her heels. As soon as Euridice’s foot came down onto hers, she simply lifted them up, and then Euridice was left only with ground to hammer.

	The goddess laughed. “You can try again, if you want to.” Her body brimmed with the expectation of their fight resuming just like before. “This is the part where I’m more vulnerable. You were correct in assessing it as such.” She tilted her head, and a wink was heard. Despite her tightly shut eyes, the goddess’ “blind wink” was noticeable to all. “Come on, try again!” She licked her lips. “Maybe a couple more hours of stepping and stomping will get you closer, if only a bit, of making me actually give a damn about this fight, hah, hah!”

	Little shit knew how to touch a nerve, Euridice gave her that. “Foul play.” As she pulled her foot back, smoke came out of the spot it’d landed on. “It was pretty clearly stated that you were not allowed to take the sole of your feet off the ground, and yet you took it.”

	“Sister, are you drunk?” Sun laughed with jovial incredulity. “Has the exhaustion taken neurons off your brain, finally?” She nodded at her feet. “My feet are clearly on the ground, you drunken goose.”

	“Yes, your feet, but not their sole.”

	“Yes, they are.”

	“No, they aren’t.”

	“Yes, they are!”

	“No, they clearly aren’t.” Exasperated, she pointed at Sun’s feet like someone pointing at an elephant in the room that no one else seemed to be noticing. “You’re standing on your heels, not on the sole of your feet.”

	“Heels are part of the sole.”

	“No, they aren’t.”

	“Yes, they are.”

	“No, they aren’t!”

	“Yes, they are!”

	Moon burst into laughter. “You two are silly!” Then, she cast her head up higher and her voice even higher. “Mother, we’ll need your judgment on this. We seem to have reached a bit of an impasse.”

	From the heavens—or so it sounded like—the Headmistress’ voice came again to meet the girls: “Oh, now, now. It seems I have to determine whether the ‘sole’ of the feet extends to the heels or not. Oh, I have to recall now not only physiology or human anatomy, or the good biology classes of old, but the dictionary and the fun and exciting technicalities of the English language. How fun! What a great use of my intellect!” She pretended to shiver with a mock excitment so sardonic the other women couldn’t help but feel a bitter cold on their spines. “Look, girls, I don’t have much of a mind for verbiage in the moment—or ever—so I will rule this out in favor of Sun and leave it at that.”

	“Oh, mother!” Euridice looked so lost. “Please!”

	“Whether the soles of the feet extend all the way back to the heels, I do not care. What mattered, in this rules, was to establish, quite clearly, that Sun wouldn’t be able to move from her spot or take her feet off the ground—which she hasn’t done once in all these sixty hours of play, just as she hasn’t taken a single breath or opened her eyes whilst trading blows.” She smiled, not slow to notice Euridice’s slights of hand. “Or what, dear Dice? Perhaps you intend to consider that your sister has, indeed, taken a breath, for she had spoken and is still speaking so much during the fight? Perhaps you intend to say that an “exhale” is part of “breathing”, therefore disqualifying?” She cackled. “Even if you were right about the wordplay, this is Maiden’s Heaven, not Lawyer’s Paradise. The world here is fair, wise, and just, and the meaning of things is taken honestly, for what these things are or are meant to be.” She gestured, full of majesty. “This is a fight. The rules it’s bound to exist only to make it as fair as you girls wanted it to be. It wouldn’t be quite fair, wouldn’t it, if Sun had to bind herself to a rule that would guarantee her loss, wouldn’t it?” She paused. Then, she gave the pause free rein to last seemingly as long as it wanted to. “I am not asking a rhetorical question.”

	Euridice puffed, crossing her arms. “No, it would not.”

	“Good. After all, what’s our Non-Binding Principle?”

	Euridice drew a deep breath, tapping her feet on the ground, causing drums to roll mightily. “No fight, match, or game of any nature must have rules that render victory impossible to any of the parties.”

	“Good. So, unless you think your sister has the ability to make herself immaterial, impossible to be interacted with by matter—which itself would invalidate any fight just as much—you know that what you’re asking for is pretty damning to her.” The three goddesses were smiling so candidly upon seeing Euridice’s growing pouting, her increasing disappointment. She may have looked like a bull god of breeding, but in her heart, as shown through her gestures, she was one big, cute, adorable baby, and this baby was angry she could no longer play with her favorite toy. “If she can’t take any part of her feet off the ground, then why not just say that she’s not allowed to move at all? It’s the same principle.”

	“Alright, alright.” She rolled her eyes, turned her head, tapped on the ground furiously. “Fine! You keep your nasty tricks, Sun.” She made a grimace to her goddess. “If that’s what you need to resort to in order to win, I’ll accept it.” Then, she resumed her fighting stance. “I won’t be measuring the likes of you by my standards. Wouldn’t be fair, I see it now.”

	“Don’t be a sore loser, sis.” Sun shivered with excitement. “Does this mean we’re still fighting?”

	Euridice smiled, and half the reasons for that smile she hid deep in her heart. “Sure. Wouldn’t want to let you down, would I?”

	“Yay!”

	“Now,” her eyes went down again to Sun’s feet, still supporting the goddess’ mighty body on their heels. “Where were we?”

	Flashes and bangs and booms resonated from the ground to cover the entire arena. Taking Moon by surprise with her quickness, Euridice assaulted Sun’s feet with just as many blows as during the highest, most intense points of her previous sparring session: tens of thousands of kicks and stomps per second. Ten of thousands of shameful, infuriating missions. “Cunt! Cunt! Cunt!” Euridice roared occasionally whilst the sweat rained from her body. Often, this very sweat exploded through all directions, like a wet body being swirled very fast in the air, splashing hot salty liquid everywhere, and the area where the goddeses were fighting looked like some magical spot where water grew, then burst wide and evenly into all directions. Not really a geyser, but close enough.

	Every time Euridice attacked Sun’s toes, she stood up on her heels. Every time she aimed at the heels, she stood at the tips of her fingers. The amazing muscles of Sun’s legs roared as she stood at the very tip of only her big thumbs, like a ballerina, and withstood those tens of thousands of blows with the graceful smile of someone who loved to publicly expose and humiliate her ever-effortful, but ever failing sister. “What, sis? Are you going to say that the tip of the toes is also not part of the sole?” She moved from toe tip to heels, from heels to toe tips as fast as Euridice tried to stomp them, tens of thousands of times a second, and then much faster. “Look what I can do!”

	Making sure to flaunt her flexibility in the most humiliating way possible, Sun put her full weight on the very tip of her big toes, then distributed it, one by one, from one toe to the other until she reached her littlest, pinky toes: she curled back her big toes and stood only on her index one; then, she curled those back to stand solely on her middle toes, and then her ring toes, and then finally her pinkies. “Mother of...!” Euridice was staggered, and for a second her blows lost speed and coordination.

	“No, no. No losing your focus now. Look!” As she was relentlessly assailed, Sun then began to bend her knees and contort her legs outward, as if squatting, all without taking her pinkies off the ground. She squatted mightily, hands crossed behind her butt, and then began to lean back, back, back until her shoulders were almost touching the ground. “Oh, uh? Did you stop already?” As she was performing her freaky contortionism, she noticed that the explosions and earthquakes from Euridice had suddenly and abruptly stopped—so sudenly, indeed, that another shockwave was created in their presence, and the sudden secession of heat created a vaccum zone that could only be filled with the mightiest, most aggressive of suctions: there was a *BOOOOOM!!!* much louder than all that came before, and weaker only to the boom of Euridice’s first stomp. “Mmph! Suit yourself. I just want to show you this neat little trick I got.”

	Euridice stepped back and watched. She was panting and sweating like a bull, and her chin collapsed indignantly as she watched the brief spectacle: with her pinky toes always on the ground, Sun drew herself back until she was almost lying on the ground. “Almost”, here, is the correct words, for though she looked like she was laying, not an inch of her body was touching the floor: her head stood one inch above it, and her body curved upward around her belly, only to curve downward again towards her legs and feet, where the pinkies were the only source of contact with the Earth. “I know it's probably difficult for y’all to see it under all these robes and all,” Sun also took very good care that her hood didn’t fall back, “but you can see it, right? Now, Euridice, look at... this!”

	“Oh!” The mighty bull-woman had to leap sideways when Sun, in one second, reverted her position and, making barely a sound, cast her body upright, then forward until her forehead was almost touching the ground.

	“This is even more difficult, you see, considering the weight of my milkers.” Sun delighted herself upon the feel of the heavy, hot, super dense tits pulling down the amazing armory which was her chest muscles. “I need to take good care so that my nipples don’t touch the ground by accident.”

	Panting and weaving, now less because of exhaustion and more because of a weird type of arousal. Euridice saw Sun staying nearly perpendicular to the ground with her nose a mere half-an-inch from the ground, perhaps even nearer, and her back arched upward so that she did indeed stay out of the floor. With the massive package the goddess surely had, though, even this was not really possible without some extra aid, so the goddess used her hands to pull her enormous breasts up and sideways, compressing them painfully against her chest until the nipples were a comfortable inch or two away from the ground. “Now, now... if you can see it...” All the time, the goddess stood only her pinky-tips. Her entire body, leaned forward and almost laid belly-down on the floor, was indeed sustained solely by the surface of her two pinkies—and soon there was no doubt in Euridice’s mind that, if the rules hadn’t forbidden it, the goddess surely would stand on a single pinky, flaunting even more openly a type of flexibility that was inconceivable even for nearly every Maiden alive.

	“Good... fucking heavens.” Euridice’s heart gained dozens of pounds of heaviness with every breath as she saw that the goddess, on top of all those things, was not even trembling! As soon as she had settled into that new position and the bands of her robes stopped dangling and flopping, the goddess stayed...

	“Watch this. Just... watch...”

	...completely... perfectly... still. Soon, she was like a statue near the ground, and there was no doubt on anyone’s mind that, if she so wished...

	“Yep! I can stay like this for a hell of a long time!” Quickly as she had made that pose, just as quickly she unmade, returning in the blink of an eye to her standing position. “I would say how long a time that is, of course, if I knew it.” He gestured to her back, nodding at Moon, most certainly. “Me and Moon have played like this, seeing who could stand still for the longest, but the Academy’s requirements (and, frankly, our patience) never allowed us to go very far. Just a couple of days of perfect stillness, and then we had to break it because we had something to do.” The goddess apparently crossed her arms, smiling like the absolute demon that she was. “As soon as we graduate here, we may finally see just how far we can really go with this.” She gestured many times again to her back, referring to her sister. “Can we really go, like, a year or two? Perhaps longer?”

	Moon only smiled and shook her head, clicking her tongue in between her many chuckles. “You are a demon, sister.” Then, she struck her chin. “Are we really going to waste such huge chunks of our lives with such a trifle? Hmm, perhaps they are not so huge. We’re surely set to live for millennia, so...” She didn’t put into it any more thought. “Bah, what am I saying? You two have a fight to finish.” Then, her stomach roared, and the other two girls were visibly startled, then amused by that heavy growl. “Ah, yeah, my stomach. Sun, I’m starving even harder still! Just finish this off and let’s have a banquet, will ya?”

	“Nah, nah!” Sun wiggled her butt. “Me and Euridice are going to be sparring for some ten hours longer. Her power levels are still extreme.” She bit her lips and shivered. “Almost 15,000 kymers, she’s burning at right now! We are going to enjoy-”

	“You win.” Then, words that shocked Sun. Euridice took a bow and declared, open and aloud, for all to hear: “I concede. You are victorious and I defeated.” She pulled herself back up, smiling sadistically. “You win, little sister Sun.”

	Sun was flummoxed. “No!” She squatted up and down, doing as much “jumping” and “stomping” as she could without still leaving the floor. “You can’t do this! I was just getting prepped to...”

	“Ciao.” And then, just like that, Euridice turned her back to the hooded goddess and walked away, adding volcanoes of burning fury to her divine temper. “I’ve got a massive bod to enjoy.” The warrioress flexed deliciously, making sure to enjoy every bit of roaring power in her new body. “As you said, I got some ten hours of muscular might left.” She clutched her fists, and huge veins boomed along her forearm. “I will enjoy every second of them fingering myself until near madness.” She shivered, and her amazingly sculptured body rumbled with the mere trembling of those incredible muscles. “Hera! Can you imagine the number of orgasms I will draw just from this??” Her eyes rolled. Her shivering intensified. “I’m going to be passing out every minute!” She punched one palm with the other fist, feeling her biceps swell and her back widen, and her tits as well inflate with gallons of milk that were dumped in there by her ever-growing body, the goddess’ blessing sure doing to magic number on her. “Congratulations, my sister, and again, thank you! Now that you two are Maidens...”

	“Oh, come on!” Moon puffed whilst she spoke, laying one cheek on her knuckle, quite frustrated. “I haven’t even been tested!”

	“... you should leave these petty affairs with Maidens-in-Training aside.” She waved at them, always walking away. “Ciao, my beautiful. And...” She stopped. Her playfulness could only go so far ahead of her sincerity: “Thank you. Really, thank you.” She gave Sun a gentle, fleeting look. “It was indeed a fun fight. I enjoyed myself. Hope you did too.”

	“Well, I didn’t!” Sun was shaking. “I was just about to enjoy myself when you decided to throw this little show!” She stuck out her tongue to Euridice, then turned to the heavens again for aid. “Mom! Momma! She can’t do that, can she?”

	From the heavens she got little more than hearty chuckles. “What are you expecting from me? That I force a Maiden to fight even against the clear rules you yourself set for this fight? Euridice can forfeit the fight at any time.” There was a pause, and then the Headmistress with a very definitive tone—a tone of a story reaching its end. “You will, Sun. You are Maiden, now.” There was a gentle bow of the head. “You can move now, girl. Open your eyes, take a breather.”

	“You fucking cunt!!” Sun shouted, opening her eyes, glazing with fury, and Euridice vacillated. Her legs wobbled and her womb almost fried itself under the weight of that shout. If she weren’t so blessed by the goddess, she would have evaporated right then and there. “Not you, Headmistress, of course not. I’m talking to Euridice, here.”

	“Even so, insult a sister again and I will really—really!—discipline you.” What Sun’s shout did to Euridice, the Headmistress’ tone did to Sun. “I am leaving now. In one week’s time, meet me at my quarters.”

	“One week, Mistress?” Moon interjected. “Shouldn’t it be a day from now?”

	From her gestures alone, even when so completely unseen, the Headmistress said more than any of her words could. Still, words were needed, and these they were: “This fight wasn’t supposed to have lasted over half a day, yet here we are, one weekend over, haggling about soles and forfeitures.” She shook herself, sending her hair flying everywhere. “Your girls have earned your rest—and I have earned my chains. I’ve got some unexpected matters that need attending to, and it will take me about a week until they’re... hopefully... resolved.” Her tone grew distant. Her presence, though she was leaving, grew much heavier and more terrifying. “You will be called upon when the time is night. Prepare yourselves. Gather your strength. When we meet again...” She spoke as if she were going to say something quite important, but her words then trailed off. Simply and utterly, she left the girls hanging, and soon enough the weight in the arena had decreased considerably, and the girls realized they were standing there alone, completely on their own.

	“The Goddess has left the arena.” Moon reflected, rather disappointed. “You heard the mother, sister.” She stood up. “Congratulations on your fight, Dice!” From under her robes, it was clear that she was giving her sister two thumbs up, stretching out her arms fully and shaking them so cutely while dancing and jiggling her butt. “You look so super sexy right now! Hella fine piece of ass!” Her lips were smacked. Their moisture was undeniable. “Have to hold myself back to not just jump there, into you, and grind my pussy on yours until they’re catching fire! Grind my sweet pussy on your face until my lips are red like amber, just like your body, and your skull’s been reduced to fucking ashes!!”

	“Ha, ha, hah!!” Euridice walked carefully, but proudly, making sure to not gaze upon those two goddesses for too long. She was powerful, more powerful than she’d ever been, yes, but she was still wary enough to not push her luck too far—unlike her sisters, after all, she had not the privilege of utter, unchallenged arrogance. “Thanks, sis! Call me up and we’ll have fun.” She allowed her body to burn with hope. “Maybe, given that you two were given a whole week to rest... maybe...” She stopped, full of expectations. “I don’t know... maybe we can meet then, and have our fun as soon as possible.”

	Before Moon could give an answer, there was a hiss that came piercing through Euridice’s heart. “Coward. You are a coward, Dice.”

	“Sister, oh, sister, I see you’re still pouting.” Every movement Euridice made now seemed a mockery of her goddess. “Fine. I don’t care, nor do I need to care. In the end, it wasn’t I who needed this fight to feel something. It isn’t I who’s so powerful that everything else in life barely registers, and who needs to concoct convoluted schemes to try and have some semblance of fun, like a junkie desperate for a new high.” As she walked away, she felt the truth and righteousness of her words, and her gait grew firmer and mightier, like the walk of a victor. “In the end, I’m the one who gained everything from this fight. I’m the one who only profited; who gained an amazing body and soon, oh, will feel the strongest orgasms any female has ever been struck with! Oh... oh...!!!” She shivered. The arena was filled, once again, with the powerful drums and rumbles of her body’s mighty trembling. “I won everything and you, dear sister, won nothing. You even lost time and now are losing your patience. Sad thing for you, awesome thing for me!” After a couple of clicks of her tongue, she walked even more upright, beaming the smile of a goddess atop her prime. “In the end... I was the victor!”

	Sun was left behind, disheveled, tapping her feet on the ground and causing the arena to boom loudly with her discontent. “Is that so?” After a lot of pouting and tantrum-throwing, she turned around. “Hey, sister!”

	Proud as she felt, Euridice was never crazy enough to not heed her goddess’ call. “Hmm?” She turned back fully, facing the hooded goddess with her full body. “What is it now, Sun?”

	Standing, Sun looked at Euridice like a statue, just beaming a threatening smile that became brighter and then near-blinding as the gears turned in her brain. “You said that you wanted to see my breasts, didn’t you?” Before Euridice could even recall that particular moment in the fight, Sun made her move. “Very well, then.” Her hands rose to the collar of her robes. “Here they are.”

	In one fell swoop, she undid her robes. All of them. *Whooosh!*

	Her robes crashed loudly on the ground. Euridice stood frozen. And frozen. And frozen.

	“...”

	One second later... *BOOM!!* Euridice’s body collapsed completely, and Sun had taken her revenge.

	



	




	Epilogue

	

	The moon was high upon the Red Palace, shining down like baths of pearls upon its tremendous structure. Seen from high above, the building complex would have made knots in the minds of all engineers who witnessed it, and the few architects who hadn’t succumbed dead to its beauty would have grown hopelessly obsessed with it, living the remainder of their (short) lives in a state of permanent religious and sexual bliss, ultimately meeting a similar fate to the former as their unrequited love and overwhelming desire for beauty propelled them inevitably to gambling, drugs, to all sorts of ruinous addictions... or just straight up suicide.

	Headmistress Mara stood on her favorite balcony among the hundreds of her palace. With a cup of tea on hand, she savored the sweet aroma, slivers of silver smoke coming from the aways-warm cup, gracing her face, making her feel so at ease as she leaned on and rested her elbows on the long, lavishly decorated rail. In between calm, contemplative sips, the goddess gazed upon Mount Gracyanne, which she could see from there in its full glory, casting such a mighty shadow upon her and her building—just like the spirit of its namesake cast such an insurmountable shadow over all of Maidenkind.

	Closing her eyes, feeling the hot liquid stream down her throat, which rose and fell delicately as the aroma and taste filled her senses, the goddess moved her eyes up, up, up towards Gracyanne’s peak, where she could spot the humble temple built for her there, at the top of the world.

	Her castle stood at eighteen thousand feet above the Earth—lower than the King’s arena, but higher than most main structures of the Academy—and from that height the goddess could even be deluded to not see herself as so beneath Lady Gracyanne herself: her mighty mountain, the tallest on the planet, rose to a staggering thirty-eight thousand feet, and from there the entire Maiden country could be see—the statue of their perennial goddess lording over the sister with a careful and watchful gaze; the gaze of a mother who would never abandon them, even in death.

	“Hmm. It’s such peace.” Listening to the sweet sounds of her sipping, the goddess closed her eyes and enjoyed that place which, in a way, she deserved more than all the others. The pride that swelled in her breast, oh, it was the honest and well-earned pride of a hard day’s labor well done: she had built the entire structure herself, that palace of hers, with only the minimal assistance that was required to accomplish the task in a speedy manner, and of her labors many tales her told, and she had carved herself, by her own mighty hand and swollen muscle, in the Annals of Maidenhood at the tender age of nineteen—an age when most Maidens are still finding their footing in the world, and half as young as when most Maidens of legends are known to have actually made their mark in the world. “I am awesome.” She whispered openly. “My deeds and my power are never to be overlooked. No matter what else comes.” Again, tiny, short sips of her tea. “No matter who comes.”

	The slivers of silver rising from her cup were disturbed. A gush of air blew them tenderly, and soon enough they were rising just as before, completely unmoved. The mountains looked down upon Mara judgementally, mightiest of all was Mount Gracyanne Herself, who shared with the Maiden her secrets and, above all, her fears.

	She’s here. Mara realized, lowering her cup and muttered with the voice of angels: “Took you long enough.”

	There wasn’t a great silence following her sentences. The One she spoke with, after all, was above all petty theatrics. “I came when the time was right. And you, lover? Having you been holding well since my parting.”

	Mara’s muscles roared and her hands clutched the cup. *WROOOM!!* The vessel, like all things the goddess used on her day-to-day existence, had been made out of the rarest, most expensive materials ever devised by Maidenkind’s genius, becoming strong enough a structure to resist the goddess’ touch and her body’s scorching heat, and yet, under that grip... *WROOOM!!* The thing was reduced to a marble in an instant.

	A light shone, a fire burned, and the gup, once so big, weighing over seventy pounds, was now a flaming pearl of fire on Mara’s palm. “I am. I cried every night after you left.” She flicked the little ball into the heavens, and the little red dot rose across the air, piercing the stratosphere, like a flash of fire—a lightning bolt coming from the earth to the skies, and a bolt that was perfectly straight.

	Sometime later, up there on the moon, the little red dot would crash, and down back there, from Gaia, the humans could witness with their naked eyes a new crater being born.

	“I’m still crying, damn it!” Mara brought her hands to her face, wiping out the tears she had no shame in letting go. “Even though I know... what you are. What you have to do.” She wiped them over and over again, the poor giant woman, and her nose became constricted, the noises of her crying becoming so many and so sweet. A pure teenager, once again, she’d reverted to being. “Damn it, look at me. I’m shaking.”

	The Presence made itself felt harder. Hotter. The Headmistress knew she was behind her. Her spirit that is. Her indescribable aura. “Are you here?” A soft pause. “Are you here with me... Utyr?”

	“I am chilling in Freya.” Came the voice without delay. “Love how you renamed all the planets: wretched Earth is now Healing Gaia. Gorgeous Uranus is now the chilling Freyja. Adored it! And every monument in your world as well you renamed in the superior image of womanhood. I am ever proud of you Maidens. You are all, second to me... my mother’s greatest creation!”

	Headmistress couldn’t ignore, nor fail to savor the distinct, bitter arrogance seeping through Utyr’s tone. “So are you coming here? Long have I yearned for your body. Your touch.” She no longer bothered to even wipe her face anymore, and her tears flowed openly, though soundlessly. Of all ladies on the planet, she was the one who could perform the most flawless “sexy cry”, weeping tears of the most piercing pain without, however, making a single sound other than their falling and dripping on the ground. “I want you. Please come to me. Please.”

	“In time. For now, I too have a job to do.” Straight the business she went: “They are interesting creations, these Anomalies of yours.”

	Mara scoffed and, like an aggrieved lover, leaned back onto the balcony and looked straight ahead, as if ignoring her love. “Did you enjoy the fight?”

	“No. Though I did enjoy Euridice’s body.” A pause. A very tense, sexually charged pause. “Long have I seen such a young, nubile body charged with so much power, so much vigor! Your entire crop is excellent this year, lover. You and your kind should be proud.”

	Mara sniffed. “Did you have anything to do with it?”

	“You were thinking about this back then, weren’t you, before you went silent through most of the fight?”

	Her head dangled lower. “Yes.” The only reason she wasn’t assaulted by the terrible pains that, for instance, assaulted Euridice when she stood next to the goddesses, or assaulted any normal human being when they stood next to a Maiden, was... well. She was experienced. She was knowledgeable. She knew exactly who she was dealing with, and thus was grateful she was dealing with her from so, so far away. “If you’re here, on Gaia... I think I wouldn’t survive you.”

	“Neither would any of the funny humans you ladies insist on saving.”

	Mara reflected on those words, and her heart felt like the heaviest object she had ever carried. The only one of two objects she could lift or make bulge—the other object, of course, being her!

	“Did you come here to kill us?”

	“If you resist me.”

	Of course. Was she expecting any different an answer? “Why didn’t you enjoy the fight?” She tried a lighter approach. “Are you that above them all?”

	There were chuckles coming from the mountains, yet those were chuckles coming from the stars, reverbing and multiplying so deeply everywhere on the planet that soon even the palace sounded like it was chuckling. The entire world, the whole planet laughing at Mara’s insecurities. “Maybe. They are strong enough. Sun and Moon.” A smile. “Lovely names. I will enjoy making them my own little celestial bodies.”

	On Mara’s heart... a burn of hope. “Strong enough, you say?”

	“To put doubt in my heart. To make me think (and, just like you, to hope) that they are the ones.”

	A gentle pause. Mara took it, rather callously, as an opportunity to draw a caustic smile. “They’ve got the Mark.”

	The silence drew on longer. When it ended...

	“I know.”

	... the voice had grown heavier. A presence being felt... hotter. Behind Mara’s back! “You know how disappointed, then, I shall be if they fail. It’s been two hundred and forty years since you Maidens roam Gaia, and you have yet to produce someone who can maybe, hopefully keep me out, and keep alive and free all these funny little monkeys that you insist on loving and defending.” A soul of iron. An aura of bitterness burning on Mara’s muscles. “You know I am no love. Only fire. And I have come back to burn.”

	Despite the rising pace of her breath, Mara nurtured no delusions about anything: not herself, not Utyr, nor anything that had become their Mother’s legacy. “I know. I shall prepare them accordingly.”

	“I know you will. In a way, that has been your purpose all along, hasn’t it?” A shadow moved onto Mara’s back, and the goddess shuttered...

	“Oh!!” ... remaining completely, perfectly still, and feeling that weight grow and grow and grow until... it was hurting! “Oh... g-g-goddess!” It was physically hurting on her back, and it hurt in a way to let her know that, if it wanted so, it could hurt even more; make her ache like she’d never imagined she could suffer, and howl like she never thought she could scream. “P-please... no more...!!”

	The demoness carried on: “You were born to meet me, and upon meeting me you were made to know your fate. You will raise them, train them...”

	“Yes!”

	“... and prepared them for their fate. You’re not the mightiest of your kind, but don’t let this put you down. You were born, perhaps, with just as honorable a task: to train the ones who can destroy me, and upon destroying me, finally, at last... freeing Utera from its last demon.”

	The shadow quickly went away, and Mara was left gasping for herself, sweating coldly, and shivering against the cold air, hugging her shoulders with her hands and rubbing them hard for heat. “You’re not...!!” Now she was stammering just like Euridice, just like all the weaker females who ever stood before her or merely felt her presence! “You’re not a demon! Why do you insist on being like this?”

	“‘Tis not I, lover. ‘Tis only my nature.”

	Mara fell on her knees, crying so loud. “Don’t leave me! Please, lover, don’t leave me! Don’t leave me again!!”

	But the Force, the Presence, it was growing weaker now, and Utyr, whoever She was, moving farther and farther away—flying, no doubt, to one of the countless vast holds she held all over the Galaxy. “Until we meet again, lover. When they are ready, that shall be our meeting.”

	Mara was in no condition to reply. Once so huge and overwhelming, the goddess had been reduced to a pile of worn-down muscles and beaten flesh whose red, bloated face was good for only two things: whining at a loud, piercing pitch, and producing rivers and lakes of steamy tears. “W-w-why...?? Oh, w-w-why??”

	Before she ceased to be, the Presence made sure that her terms were very well understood, beyond any shadow of a doubt: “Once they are ready, you can see me again. We shall make love one last time before I take them, and them Maidens they shall be no more. They shall become God, or they shall come undone. This, my lover, is your fate. This, and only this, is what you Maidens were made for.” Then, the Presence vanished, its only farewell coming from a sliver of echoing memories:

	“Make me proud. Make them strong.”

	And then Mara fell asleep, head lying on her own puddle of tears, and the wind sang and the mountains hummed and her palace, once sunken then into a pit of hellish darkness, became bright and beautiful again as the shadow let them be.
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	Whenever characters call each other “sister”, “mother”, “daughter”, or anything like it, these are either displays of affection between friends, sexual teases between lovers, or honorific terms within the Maiden society. None of the terms in this book denote actual familial kinship (e.g., related by blood) or any familial link by legal situation (e.g., stepfamily). Refer to Legal disclaimers (specifically points 3, 3a, and 3aa) for more information.

	

	



	
Prologue

	

	The hallways of the Over Fortress resounded with the proud steps of Suzana. At her fifty-eight years of age, the Over Madre didn’t feel one day past her prime. «I have plateaued nothing but five years ago. My power has stopped increasing, but it has decreased not one bit since then.» The woman walked with her head up high and her shoulders wide and strong, feeling every strand of muscle, every tendon flex and contract as she moved. To feel her body like that, so strong, so powerful, so alive, was a thing of wonder, and it helped the fierce female carry herself through a task that, under any normal circumstance, would have been pretty humiliating. «I am one of the highest ranking Maidens in all of Gaia. My power knows little rivals. There is no shame in servicing these two students, who are, by all accounts, goddesses among women.» Despite her strong words and even stronger gait, there was a gulp, and the warrioress couldn’t help but stagger a bit. «Goddesses... among demigoddesses!»

	The hallways unfurled into yet more hallways, each wider than the widest avenues of the world’s biggest surviving cities, and often feeling so long that those who wandered through them wondered whether they were walking across the entire country, or along the length of the entire mountain chain which bound it so fiercely to the Earth.

	As she walked, the brave matron looked around openly, not ashamed to gawk at the wealth and splendor of the palace. «Fortress, we call it, but perhaps we just want to be humble. Every bit of the Academy is a fortress, even without one soul in place.» As the goddess crossed hallway after hallway, she felt her powerful glutes jumping up and down, her mighty legs tightening and her incredible thighs rubbing (sometimes too painfully) against one another—the friction of that meat-against-meat action enough to produce smoke and ambers when she wanted. «This palace once belonged to women like me. Now... it belongs to two students.»

	Her heart couldn’t quite know how to deal with those words as she walked, though her mind—as was the mind of all Maidens—was supremely intelligent and doted with enough self-awareness (and her soul with self-control) to know very well those trapping of jealously: the supreme mother, atop her noblest of ages, envied those two younglings who, as soon as they Blossomed, practically became the owners of that palace—a palace which, before them, belonged only to women of even higher standing and greater age than hers. “There’s no way to deny it.” She shook her head and spoke aloud. “I am burning with jealousy.”

	As she took one detour, doors of pure glass were spread open by her mere presence, and the cold wind of the mountains met an unsurmountable resistance on her skin, burning instantly and creating the densest vapor around her frame. “Oh. Oh, goddess.” Smelling the fumes of her own body temperature, the goddess lost her eyes to the beauty of the place, and all of the night sky shone with blues and purples, the aurora dancing above her head and the moon seemingly growing bigger, coming closer to her. “This beauty... this is something I will never get tired of.” Her heart was gnawed on by little demons of jealousy as she allowed herself a brief pause and a reclining over the vast baluster on one side of the bridge. From there, the warrioress of steel overlooked the southern slopes of the Louisianne Spread—a series of smaller mountain chains that spread out southward from the Orora Crack of the greater Imelda Chain.

	Like branches of a vast, opulent tree, this smaller chain of mountains spread out seemingly into the horizon, with only a handful of terrains in the entire visible country smooth enough for cultivation, habitation, or any productive activity at all. From where she stood, neat the top of the planet, she could see how the entire Maiden Country was like a Maiden’s body: hard and ridden with veins. And calm and peaceful as well. «Here, nothing can affect us.» She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, feeling her body empowered by the air, and every bit of work in her cells and every flow of her blood through every mighty vessel became so clear in her mind, the absolutely godly machinery of her body working in perfect harmony, her very existence being the apotheosis of life in all of the Universe. «Very feel things can ever affect a Maiden, honesty be spoken, but here, above all... we truly are as gods upon the world.» She beheld the mountain chains lovingly, adoring their plethora of colors and the delicate music they made with the wing howling through their endless crevices.

	The sun, the stars, and the galaxy above her rained down with utter majesty upon that land, like a waterfall of colors, and upon contact with the mountains their light spread out in a visual splash, a tsunami of pleasant hues, and at that moment Suzana beheld what she thought to be the most beautiful—and most feminine—combination of colors possible: purples, blues, and greens mixing with the perfect white of the moon and the stars, and the perfect black of the night beyond the farthest reaches of the chain. There was golden there, yes, and the most beautiful golden of all, indeed, coming from the countless vast windows of that marble-and-pearl palace, but the golden too, quite a masculine color, was dominated by the many torches and more subtle, hard-to-identify lights that, like the nature around, shone in feminine blues, greens, and lavenders.

	The entire place was a spectacle scarcely any painter could ever come up with. The only thing that came close to comparing was the wild imagination of electronic game designers—and even then these professionals could never quite truly match the sheer scale, the mind-boggling size of that place. “All of this,” she spoke aloud and without fear, “for only two students!” Maidens-in-Training still ranked as the most powerful creatures on the planet, yes, but even then...! “It’s an insult.” She looked sadly up to the moon, almost as if finding there the Primordial Goddess of all women. “But it is as Mother Nature willed.” She felt, for the briefest of instants, probably the rarest feeling any Maiden could get—the feeling of impotence!—but a second later it was all passed, and she accepted herself in the grand scheme of things. «It must be indeed an honor to serve these that the tongues say are going to become our goddesses.» She looked at her shoulders, seeing their size and insane width, and her breasts weighed with pride. «A mature warrioress like myself may never feel such a sincere devotion. Not without a tanker’s worth of jealousy.» She sighed, returning her eyes to the awesome clear moon. “Alas, alas. If one bad thing comes with age, I guess it’s this: a shameful load of arrogance!”

	By her side, coming from her opposite direction, came another Madre to greet her respectfully. “Over Madre, Lady of my Heart.” The younger mare stopped and bowed, putting one arm across her body, under her bountiful breasts. “My soul dances with joy upon your sight.”

	“The blessing of the goddesses be with you, sister Pamela. Well, goddesses, in this sense, I mean those.” She pointed up. “Those who live on the moon. As for the goddesses we serve here, in this palace, that’s another matter altogether.” She began to move away from the baluster, but sister Pamela hastily intervened:

	“No, mighty mother, no need to! I was just passing by.” She approached the mighty woman instead, lowering her head at every step as a sign of her devotion. “Beloved mother, song of my soul, my real beating heart, is there anything you desire of me?”

	“Nothing, my sister. Other than a hug.”

	Out from her rich, finely adorned tunic, Suzana moved her arm to pull Pamela by her shoulder, and upon contact she felt her sister shiver and squeal, shuddering with excitement upon being blessed by such a superior female.

	“M-mighty mother, this is t-too much!” Her eyes were moist and her face was exuberant. “What an arm you have!”

	“I know. I love showing these babies whenever I have the chance.” She pulled Pamela even closer, her muscles making a symphony of deep, loud roars as she did, like thousands of tires being rubbed against one another. The virile arm, so pearly white, shone so perfectly under the moon, which revealed there was not one imperfection on that long, muscular limb. Not a single one. Only perfect, absolute power! “Have our goddesses—the ones who live in this palace that is—asked about me or anything?”

	“N-no, my beloved master. I have n-no idea what the... t-t-the...!” She had to work hard to control her shuddering. “The goddesses, hmm... I have no idea what they wish of you, if anything.” Pamela played with her hair, whose auburn color meshed so well on that blue-and-purple night. “Are they waiting for something?”

	“Yes. For me.” The goddess breathed in and looked up, cuddling the side of Pamela’s body very lovingly. “I hope I am not making them wait. I just decided to take a shortcut and admire the surroundings.”

	“Oh, m-mother...” Pamela blushed. “I do that also, as well, many, many times.”

	“‘Tis a beautiful part of the palace, this is, isn’t it?”

	Pamela was about to eagerly say “yes”, but then she restrained herself, as if to think better or straighter, and then, upon thinking, she lost herself in thoughts, becoming visibly confused and almost dazed, as if her brain had just been fried by an excess of information, too much data all at once. “Speaking to you with honesty,” she eventually managed to say, “it’s all beautiful. Every inch of this palace is just... oh...” She raised one hand to her breast, helping herself control her breath. “Oh! It’s overwhelming just thinking about it!”

	“Indeed. You’ve got a point. This part is gorgeous, but so is every other part of this splendid abode, you’re right. Can you believe that the Academy itself doesn’t have these many vistas, or this lavish a design? At least not like this, so dense and concentrated?”

	“Oh, my lady, you speak quite unfairly of our holy school. The central valley is gorgeous regardless. All its buildings are a thing of wonder.”

	“Indeed, indeed. I guess I am speaking a lot of nonsense tonight, am I not?”

	“Never, my mother.” Pamela put herself a the tip of her toes and smooched her master on the cheek. “Every word you utter is perfection.”

	“You enjoying yourself around here, aren’t you?”

	Pamela’s eyes seemed to have doubled in size, and the water they were carrying—almost on the verge of tears—made them shine like two translucent pearls the size of oranges. “Every day’s an orgasm. Oh, my lady, sorry for my rather crude words, but... this is really how I feel!” She hopped like a body, giving the lowest squeals of delight with every hop. “I feel like I never stop climaxing.”

	“Indeed. Younger sisters such as yourself always feel this wonder.” The huge matriarch laid one elbow on the rail, then her chin on her knuckle, and sighed pensively. “One bad thing that comes with power is something of an insensibility to this type of jovial wonder. A... desensitization, I guess you would call it. We are naturally desensitized to this state of permanent bliss, which has the useful effect of making us very competent at dealing with such wondrous things, inhabiting such paradisical environment without getting too lost or distracted by them. After all...” She sighed. “This is why I was summoned to serve the goddesses.” And again she sighed, letting go of her little sister—and hearing her tiny squeals of protest as she did. “But, anyway, power plus age is an especially deadly thing in our kind. You will know, little sister, once you get to your fifties.”

	“Oh, mother.” Pamela constantly reached out to her matron, wanting to get a feel again of the awesome muscles of her ripped, swollen arm. “I wish I could be so potent.” She acted a bit dramatic, a bit serious. “I am probably going to peak and my forties, and from them all decay into a life of honorable mediocrity.” Then... “Ouch!” She startled, then giggled upon receiving the Madre’s playful slap on her forehead.

	A shockwave was formed around her head, and grew and popped until some several feet in diameter, causing a quick, high-pitched boom. The snow, which gently fell there, was stirred. It was easy to ignore, given the girls’ much giggling and jiggling, that even such a careless, mocking slap would have been enough to kill some five thousand humans or fifty to a hundred elephants. From the forehead of Pamela came a gentle smoke, and her skin was reddened like amber, yet she was oblivious to all of it, feeling nothing, literally nothing other than giggles.

	“Do not assault me like so, momma.” She came back and hugged her beautiful Madre. “You know how tender and sensible I am.”

	Suzana turned around and fully embraced her child. Both women snuggled tenderly as the snow began to fall more densely around them. Their big, powerful bodies burned always at superhuman levels. A shield of heat seemed to have been created around their conjoined beings, and for many dozens of feet the snow didn’t fall there, but only evaporated once crossing this threshold.

	Pamela shivered upon smelling Suzana’s divine scent. She took an even bolder approach and rubbed her nose, her whole face on the Madre’s thick, hard, muscular neck, savoring the pump of her throbbing veins on her own lips and taking in all the wild, primordial musk or sex and savagery that the woman exuded so naturally as perfume.

	Suzana’s hands, for their part, touched and groped Pamela on her shoulders. Both women were both fully clothed and only thinly dressed: Maidens, young and old, new and experienced, used only variations of togas, robes, and fine cloth free and loose on their bodies. It was taboo for any Maiden to wear clothing that was “closed”. Sewing of any kind was seen as corruption; a distasteful intrusion of norms and rules that were proper, truly, only for the weak. In many instances, clothing itself was frowned upon, and it was expected that the sisters and mothers communed in a state of perfect nakedness, their bodies being more beautiful than any piece of clothing, even one sewn by the gods themselves, could ever match.

	If they didn’t so, well, at least not so liberally as they wanted, it’s because the differences between Maidens are always so extreme, and always so unruly. Unpredictable. In one room, one could have a gathering of 20-level novices with a 5,000-level Maiden doing chores, and then a 100,000-plus Over Maiden walking by, minding her business. Such extreme differences in power were felt by the Maidens as keenly—and painfully—as their own presence would have been felt by normal humans. The mere being of a Maiden-in-Training near a human would be enough to give said human extreme arousal, headaches, nausea, or in greater cases heart attacks or strokes. In the case of a veteran Maiden, or worse yet, an Over-Maiden, said human wouldn’t just collapse under the weight of their own wonder; they would physically combust thanks to the Maiden’s always active, always scorching metabolism.

	“Hmm.” Suzana lowered her face also to Pamela’s young neck, groping it harshly with her hands, sniffing her beautiful white skin with passion. “Young mare. Good muscles.”

	“Oh. Oh.” Pamela shivered as she dared touch her master as well. “You are one to speak, stud.”

	Both women were fully clothed, wrapped in those wonderful togas, which were what kept the peace amongst Maidens great and small. With all these wild differences in power, and being generally very bothersome to organize and schedule every little movement of every single maiden, the custom that soon arose between them was to use those simple, but lavishly-crafted togas, and therefore (hopefully) bring down the mightiest Maidens to some bearable standing next to their smaller, meeker sisters.

	It was a custom that Maidenkind came to agree upon and eventually quite very much like, yes, but in many instances... such as that one when mighty Suzana and youngling Pamela hugged and touched and cuddled with one another... it was easy to curse those wraps and be tempted to just cast them aside along with all precaution and good sense.

	Suzana groped her sister more intently, worshipping her as much as she was evaluating her. “You need to work out your shoulders, little one.”

	Pamela responded with a sexy purr at the base of Suzana’s neck, sending shivers and raising the air on the woman’s back along her spine. “Why? Aren’t my shoulders big enough? Strong enough?” Another purr, longer and deeper this time. “Sexy enough?”

	Then, Suzana grabbed her harshly by the back of her neck with one hand and the side of her waist with the other. “Oh!!” Pamela squealed as she was pushed back so aggressively, with Suzana moving her away while grabbing her so harshly to give a good look at her body.

	“They are. You’re sexy throughout.”

	“T-than... oh, t-thank...!” Pamela panted, realizing that she couldn’t move. “Thank you, dear mother.” That firm grasp, those strong fingers grabbing and squeezing her skin...! She could feel like the Madre could rear up her muscles any time she wanted, like nothing, and the thought filled her sex with boundless arousal. The lips of her pussy swelled and a profuse wetness formed, enough to make many sexy, sloppy noises that could be heard from a great distance.

	“But your shoulders are still undeveloped.” The mighty mistress, keeping her always frozen with one hand on her neck, groped harshly and deeply the length Pamela’s shoulders, which would have already put linebackers of yankee football games to absolute shame. “They can grow so much larger and so much wider.”

	“Oh, dear Madre.” All the time now Pamela spoke with a stammer. If her speech here sounds clean, that’s only for the sake of brevity. “I am shy of having shoulder so massive and strong like many sisters. Unlike most Maidens, I don’t like looking so masculine, being so manly.”

	“A Maiden can never be manly.”

	“Oh!” As she was speaking, so quick and effortless, Suzana swung her sister around and locked an arm around her neck, forcing her chin up, pulling her whole head with her biceps. “Oh, mommy!” Pamela was trembling as Suzana locked her waist and belly with the other arm, touching and fumbling her torso firmly with that hand, then rubbing her face on Pamela’s neck, speaking as she smelled her and sniffed her.

	“A Maiden is supreme womanhood. Womb and muscles all in one, as it was always meant to be.”

	“Oh, mother... oh... oh, mommy!”

	Pamela was in heaven as her master groped her and touched her, feeling her many, many muscles, all swollen and big and hard, even underneath the many layers of fine cloth they both wore. “The cruelty and injustice of the world of old is what made our sexes separated like so, in such a silly manner. Women, in their primordial state, were the supreme beings. They still are in many simpler (and blessed) creatures, with the males being merely devices for reproduction. The image of the mighty spider—the black widow—and the puny males she literally eats for lunch usually comes to mind doesn’t it.”

	“Hmm-hmm. It does, mommy!”

	“So... like the black widow, and like so many glorious species who didn’t veer from their original path, us Maidens are the natural—and perfect—state of humankind. Make no mistake about it, sister: us Maidens are the true humans. The only real humans, with everybody else...”

	“... being a defect in the machine, an error in our programming.”

	“Very well.” Suzana’s hands explode muscle after muscle of Pamela’s tall, strong body. Still, the Madre avoided all of her sexual characteristics, leaving boobs and cunt and even ass untouched, for she knew they weren’t in the proper place for such, and that time, at least for her, was still of the essence. “Your so-called ‘manliness’... what do you mean by it? Wide shoulders and huge, swollen muscles?” Her own muscles flexed, stretching and swelling loudly, sexy sounds of sheer tightness rippling from her deadly body—an armor of meat stronger than titanium. “Rock-hard abs and towering height? Massive, fat swollen biceps riddled with veins, each vessel huge and thick and throbbing, like long snakes ‘round your body or horse cocks always ejaculating?”

	“Oo-oooh!” Pamela shivered especially, and the moistness on her cunt grew to extreme levels as the Madre, testing both of their self-control, moved her hand down to her sister’s legs and near her inner thighs and gave the mightiest... mightiest!... squeeze! “Oh, m-mom!! T-t-too much... that’s t-too...!”

	“Hang on with me, sexy stuff.” Suzana kept on squeezing and groping those legs. «Oh, these legs!» Her thoughts were on fire. «These sweet... fat... muscular legs!» She groped and fondled them more kindly, taming her horniest instincts and setting her own brain back onto her discourse: “Each of these features which we erroneously (and rather damningly) attribute to men...” She took her hand out of Pamela’s legs and pointed its thumb to her smiling, cocky grimace. “To us they belong. By right and might. To us they always belonged, and we’re now just taking them back, reclaiming what was womanly from the dawn of time.”

	“Oh, mother... oh... oh, mommy.”

	Suzana went back to worshiping her mentee’s body, adoring the feel of those many, nay, those endless curves, that aggressive hardness on her fingertips. Her palm was a little moist. The profuse wetness of Pamela’s cunt, spreading like transparent butter all over her inner thighs, was enough to moisten her fingers with her mere groping of the sister’s crotch. “I am serious: do not speak unkindly of these features, as if they don’t belong to you. These are things we’re reclaiming for ourselves; things that disgusting men took from us—a robbery which has doomed the world.”

	“I know, mother. I know.” Just as brutally as she had been grabbed, then... “Oh!” Quickly she was set loose. “Mom... mommy-yy!”

	“Calm down, sister. Relax.” Suzana warmed her with a mighty grin. “It is the duty of any Maiden to grow as big as she can. Every one of us, you damn well know, has a limit, and it’s our sacred obligation to reach this limit. Failing that, to get as close to it as possible. Some of us even manage to go beyond it, but that’s neither a requirement nor a tangible possibility for the eighty percent of our kind.” She raised a brow and smiled naughtily. “Eighty percent in which you belong.”

	“How cruel, my mother.” Pamela purred and swung her body side to side, smiling adoringly. “How rude and how unkind.”

	“How true, I’m afraid. Regardless, every woman must grow big. Big. Big!! Muscles fit on the female body better than on any male one, for the female frame was the one originally designed by the gods to carry all things strong and hard and mighty in Utera.” She patted her belly hard, almost beat it up with her palms a little over her crotch. “We carry in us the power to breed life into being! We are literal gods!” To this, Pamela became flustered, and her smile more dreamy, more divine. “And our godhood is reflected as well in power: the power to attack, the power to defend, the power to kill.” Then, catching Pamela completely off-guard, Suzana stretched one arm out of her robes. “The power, simply put... of muscles!”

	“Ooooh...!”

	She flexed. *Boom...* The snow around then was pushed back even further. A shockwave emanated from the mighty arm, covering the entirety of that bridge they were standing on. The bridge was over twelve hundred feet long, and the wave spread out even further. The snow was pushed away in a perfect circle, and smaller shockwaves boomed throughout the mountains, with many windows of the palace clinging and singing as they shook from that casual flex.

	Suzana’s muscles had ballooned into extreme objects of pure virility, and Pamela swooned. “God... goddess... my... my god...!” She was panting, gasping, and like a fangirl she raised her hands onto her face and began to fan herself, hopping like a bunny. “Oh, my gaaaawd!!”

	Suzana’s arm was big, strong, and bulky. Her biceps was huge like a basketball, and her triceps was the armor that blanketed it even more virility. Her forearm was more swollen than a bodybuilding champion’s full-blown arm—biceps and triceps and all muscles fully flexed and put together—and the veins which powered her muscles spread out, then receded time and time again, following the rhythms on her natural pump.

	Suzana pulled her forearm up and swung her fist outward, striking a mighty cobra. “This pose, which men had claimed for their own, these heretics... This is the quintessential feminine pose.” He pulled her forearm a little closer and pumped her muscles, spreading out huge veins throughout. Her biceps pumped, pumped, pumped, and her muscles roared. Walls of virility bulged and boomed along her arm, and the base of her forearm became incredibly thick. Even her fingers swelled and rumbled, with her wrist becoming more muscular and veiny than most men’s whole bodies. “This flaunt of muscular power...” She stretched out, then, her other arm! “Ugh!”

	“Goddess...!!” Pamela was oozing as she saw her goddess strike a double Cobra pose, *boom! Boom!*, her majestic body swelling to bull-like proportions, her monstrous arms booming and covering with veins, pumps loudly drumming, shockwaves emanating from her and making the mountains hum, each muscle throbbing like a heart; each virile flex so natural, like a ballet dance on the body of that steel-carved goddess. “Goddess... oh, my!” Pamela was panting like a bitch. Her tongue was now constantly out of her mouth, protruding and receding along with her breath, and oozing a long, unbroken stream of saliva onto the ground, where a puddle three feet wide had already been made. Another puddle, naturally, was rising as well and getting close to merging with it: the puddle of her sexual juices. The drooling from her southern lips, which at that point were inflated, aching red, and throbbing as well just like hearts, just like her matron’s mighty muscles. “You’re so... so...!!” She had stars in her eyes when Suzana quickly unmade her pose.

	“I know. And so are you, little sister: beautiful, powerful, hot.” Suzana stepped forth.

	“Oh...!”

	She took Pamela by her chin and lifted it up. The little girl’s breath steamed onto Suzana’s face, and that breath smelled like roses whilst Suzana’s had the scent of both a hungry lion and a lioness in heat.

	Both their hearts beat in harmony. They all knew what was going to happen that night. “You’re muscular, and you must get more muscular.” Her tone became even sweeter, and her hand went to the top of Pamela’s scalp. “Understood, lover?”

	“Oooh... oh, Suzana...” Pamela panted and swooned, all red with Suzana’s cuddling. The mighty matron, who towered over her by at least six inches, had begun to pat her on the head, and in between many pats she added a gentle, loving cuddling, rubbing her palm on her scalp like an owner petting a dog, and then patting and petting intermittently, loving her in all ways only a mother could. “Oh, mommy... I... I...” Pamela was slowly out of herself as she raised her hands to try and grab Suzana’s wrist. “I love you so much.”

	“I love you too.” She saw her gorgeous sister beginning to shut her eyes and standing at the tip of her toes, puckering her lips while her eyes trembled beneath her half-shut lids, slowly getting lost in her ravenous desire for a kiss. And more. “But answer me first.”

	“Oh, the tease!” Pamela did not pull back completely. At that point, she couldn’t: she was still on her toes, sometimes higher, sometimes lower, and her eyes were constantly falling, then springing back open again, like a puppy fighting the urge to sleep. “I understand.”

	“Your shoulders are rather underdeveloped, and I want to see them bulging with muscles, and at least five inches wider. Are we understood?”

	“Yes, mom.” Her hands grasped for Suzana’s thighs on their own. “We are understood.”

	“I will take you to the gym tomorrow.” Suzana moved her other hand to Pamela’s neck, and the poor girl was now assaulted by love from both fronts: one hand patted and petted her on the head, the stroke her on the neck and chin. “Let’s work out together, shall we?”

	“Oooooh...!!” It was too much! To much!! Pamela began to tap one foot furiously on the ground, then stomp it with her whole leg, like a rabbit. Suzana knew exactly what she was doing: with one hand, she scritched and scratched her beautiful sister’s neck, the underside of her chin, and with the other she rubbed tenderly her sister’s scalp. Then, to Pamela’s utter delight, the matron touched her on the cheeks, gave them little squeezes, then moved her hand to the side of her neck, which she rubbed so lovingly and deeply. “Oh, god... kiss me...”

	She was taken, once again, by surprise when her matron acquiesced. Cupping her lovingly with both hands under her cheeks, Suzana propped Pamela’s head a little higher, and their eyes met with wonder, Pamela’s eyes shivering like stars. “Pam... you are so very beautiful.”

	Pamela swooned as Suzanna pulled her kindly for a kiss. The little sister’s body trembled, then surrendered. Her jaw was mollified and her chin fell, opening up her lips warmly, invitingly for Suzana’s tongue, which conquered her mouth with love and tenderness. Pamela slowly unfurled her own tongue into Suzana’s superior mouth, and in there she tasted the musk, the power, the raw energy of a Maiden at the peak of her abilities. Even Suzana’s saliva was much thicker, much richer in chemicals and healing hormones. “God... oh, god...” As she kissed her, she sucked as much of that saliva towards her, gulping hard, feeling her eyes turn to ice. “Oh, goddess... goddess...” Lonely tears fell from her eyes, and then Pamela surrendered completely, throwing her arms around her matron’s shoulder and humping her, literally wrapping her legs around the woman’s superior waist and humping it!

	“Alright.” Suzana pulled back, and Pamela’s thick, rosy lips came along, stretched out and pulled by the matron’s even thicker, even fatter kissers. “My room. At ten. Come and we shall make love.”

	“Understood, mother.” Pamela pulled back with a whine and a cough, blushing as she descended from her brief lack of temperance. “Thank you.” She reached out for the woman’s hips. “I want your body so very much.”

	Suzana met her wrists with her palms, fondling them, then fondling higher onto her wrists, her forearms, and then her beautiful, swollen biceps. “I want you as well. Just the both of us tonight, okay?” She winked. Her eyes of glorious emerald were such a dominating force upon Pamela’s strong pink ones. “We will enjoy each other’s bodies and I will get a chance to have a very good look at you.”

	“Oh, mother...!” Pamela sniffed. Tears fell from her eyes, and she almost caught them in haste, as if looking ashamed for letting them go. “Oh, goddess... Hera almighty...”

	“Breathe, breathe.”

	“Yes. Yes.” Pamela closed her eyes and inhaled, and exhaled. Inhale. Exhale. *Phew!* She concentrated for half a minute, and then her body was back in a semi-functioning state. “Oof! Thanks. Can you believe that I was just going to bed, right now?”

	“You can still go. We might meet on another day...”

	“Mom!”

	“... any other day of your choosing, if you may.”

	Pamela grasped for Suzana’s wrists, and both their palms embracing in a long, loving hug. “I wouldn’t miss you tonight for anything in this world, my mommy.”

	“I know, I know that, my lover.” Suzana pulled in for a loving kiss on her forehead. “Ten o’clock. Make yourself at home in my chambers.”

	“I will.” And the stars in her eyes glimmered with curiosity. “Where are you going to, mother? You said that the goddesses were waiting for you, or something of this effect.”

	“Yes. Indeed.” The mere mention of the goddesses was enough to put Suzana’s body on a martial posture, her straightening up and stepping away from Pamela as their palms broke their cuddling.

	“Oh.” Pamela was sad, but understanding. Maiden life isn’t all fun and pleasure, after all. “Is it serious?”

	“Nah.” Suzana shook her head with a scoff. “Can anything be serious with those two naughty nuggets? It’s something of a personal matter for them, and I’m here running errands with it.” She stepped further back and adjusted her toga. “Oh, hear this! I’m here running errands, I said. Did I sound too dismissive right now?”

	“You did, a little.” Pamela was honest. “Though it’s completely understandable.”

	The matron rested her fists on her hips and smiled. “It is, is it not?” She winked. “How so?”

	Her face was naughty, totally teenage, and Pamela answered in kind—both women now acting like teenagers trading secrets. “You’re so strong and mighty and venerable. You’re the highest-ranking proper Maiden in the Academy, aren’t you? Second to our goddess Mara, that is?”

	“Oh, child, child!” She laughed. “Your worshipfulness is delightful, but it makes you rather drunk to the facts. Of the Maidens here, currently employed in the Academy, I’m merely the eighteenth strongest—that is, if the Kymer scale is to be taken too seriously.” She counted on her fingers. “Amara, Imani, Sayuri, Johanna (the German one) and Joana (the yankee one), Ae-Chun and Jung-Wo, Katerina and Daria... all these ladies are mightier than I am. Sayuri herself is a million strong.”

	Pamela’s jaw went soft. One could almost hear her chin falling on her feet—or rather, on the enormous conjoined puddle of her drool and her pussy juices. “You mean...”

	Suzana nodded gravely. “Yes. She is one of only fifty-eight Maidens currently recorded as having over a million Kymers of power, according to the scale.” She made a dismissive gesture. “I can’t even stand close to her general vicinity or I will suffer the same effects that our weakest Maidens-in-Training suffer, for instance, when you are closer to them.” She looked intently at her sister and chuckled, seeing her generally collapsing state. “Look at you right now. The mere mention of her power gets you stirred up.”

	“Indeed!” Pamela hastily fixed her hair, moving her gorgeous locks behind her ears. “I knew she was strong, but... wow!” Eyes as big as a lioness’. “A million-strong?”

	“Yep. She scored at 1,280,556 this year.”

	“Hera fucking beloved!”

	“Imani is a half-a-millioner. Daria and Katerina are both roughly the same, with 120 and 140 thousand.” She smiled. “Compared to these monsters, I myself am just a lonely minnow.”

	“And your ranking... oh.” Pamela fought against her lungs, trying to tame them and chain them down. “Your ranking, my goddess, it is...?”

	“58,620.” Despite the much lower number, she raised her chin and puffed, all proud of herself. “Stayed the same for the past five years on the normalized scale. I am holding out too well, given that Over-Maidens all see a small, but steady decline year after year after their prime, which I reached when I was fifty-three.” Her eyes beamed, and their shine found on Pamela’s an equal, worshiping gaze. “If things keep going like this, I may be an exception and reach the end of my days at only fifteen percent, twenty percent power loss.”

	“No! This is bullshit!”

	“Hmm?”

	The air around Pamela was moving upwards, so intense was her positive energy. “You will still grow, my mother, and become even stronger as you age!” She heard the other’s laughter, but remained undaunted. “I mean it! You’re the strongest bitch in the world!”

	“Come on here, you little nugget!”

	“Oh!” Pamela squeaked as Suzana pulled her into her arm, and both goddesses hugged each other silently, and stayed hugged for long, long after their chuckles had ceased.

	“I love you.”

	“I love you too, momma.”

	They pulled apart. “Ten o’clock. See you there.” And Pamela was all hearts and cupids around her. “Won’t be long, I guess, until my dealings with the goddesses are over. You can enter my chamber any time, honestly, as I might arrive even earlier.”

	“Oh, goddess hears ya, sister!” Pamela saw her wide muscular back, risen so much higher than she was, becoming now small as the goddess parted, but then reached out to her with one arm and a call. “Lover, hey! Just one more thing!”

	“What is it, my sweet chick?”

	“Is the penis female?”

	...

	...

	The warrioress had to admit the the question was rather queer. “Oh, my!” She giggled. “What... come again, my darling?”

	“All beautiful things—and strong!—are female aren’t they?”

	“Oh. Oh!” She rubbed her temples, finally putting two and two together. “I understand it now. Oh, hah!” Then... “Hah, hah, hah-hah-hah! My girl!” She laughed so wildly, and the snow was further pushed back by her rising aura of heat. “You need to learn how to preface your questions better!”

	“Yeah, I know.” She giggled as well, and harder every second. “Rather too sudden, wasn’t it?”

	The two lassies were giggling, then laughing, then chortling madly as they recalled the question: “I was just about to leave, all serious and focusing on the goddesses, and then you come, out of nowhere, and boom: are penises female?” She laughed and laughed. “Oh, darling, my brain just went blank for a second!”

	“I know, I know, oh, oh...” They both wiped tears from their eyes. “As if your brain, of course, can ever go blank with anything.”

	“Alright, sweet bun, no more praises. Otherwise, I’ll stay here forever.”

	“Well, I want you to stay here forever, mommy. Forever with me.”

	They both stepped closer, and Pamela could already smell the pure sex radiating from Suzana’s prime body. “Cute, cute. But the longer I’m delayed on my task, the longer it will take for us to meet at my chamber and...”

	“Oh, yeah.”

	“... have the most wonderful night together.” She rubbed her sister’s cheek. “And we wouldn’t have all the time you wished for us to stay together, would we? I have work tomorrow. And gym.” Her eyes, piercing like an eagle’s. “Gym with you, my little bunny bun!”

	Pamela took up her hand and kissed it. “Then go, my master. I will be eagerly waiting for you in my chamber.”

	“I know you will. Ready yourself and throw me a spectacle, will ya?” She took Pamela by the chin, both hands cupping her tender jaw—the face of a true princess, without even the strong jaw that characterized the proudest Maidens—and pulling her up for a sweet kiss on the lips.

	The kiss went on. There was a bit of tongue in both of their mouths. They felt the moistness and the sweet heat of each lover’s mouth, then the tender pulling of their lips as they moved away. “Oh... oh...” Pamela had her eyes rolling when Suzana spoke again:

	“On your question... yes. The penis is feminine. Not only that, it is the second most feminine of all things ever made by Utera, our primordial Mother. It stands in equal footing to the one sex we held on to our bodies—our pussies—and second only to the mighty Womb.” She licked her lips. “After all, of all muscles known to Maidenkind, which one is hotter, more arousing, more inspiring than a thick, hard cock? A swollen, turgid, mighty pole laden with strong, throbbing veins, and crowded by two balls as small as grapefruits and as large and dense and heavy as bowling balls, eh?” Another lick. Puffs of hot steam from her nostrils. Both hearts beating faster. Both minds wandering back to their harems. “A strong, mighty penis, which is the only thing that ever ventures invited into our most sacred of parts, and dares seed and fertilize that which is Utera’s most sacred, most wonderful of creations.”

	“The Womb...” Pamela whispered, half hypnotized by Suzana’s words and the imagery of large, throbbing cocks spewing volleys of thick, steamy cum, enough to fill several buckets in one load. “Damn.” She squirmed. “Now I crave some nice cock from the studs!”

	She was called back quickly to the topic at hand by Suzana’s loud snaps of the fingers. “The penis was stolen from us in the days of Eden, and of all crimes Adam had committed, this was by far the worst, and the one crime many of us argue, with little opposition, to be the one truly unforgivable deed of Men.”

	“Men!” Pamela snickered spitefully.

	“But fear not, sister. Utera swings back into balance now, slowly, but surely. The Maidens now rule all of Earth, and it’s a matter of quick time, just a handful of generations until our presence begins to truly change the make-up of what today we call ‘humankind.’” She looked up again to the moon. “New beings are being forged. New monsters being born every single day.” And she pointed to her back, towards the other vast section of the palace she was heading to. “Our two Anomalies are proof of that. Us Maidens may have finally entered the critical stage of growth where all genes will finally go from a mere 0.0094% of all humans alive to one percent, then two, then three, then five, then... ten percent! And from them all dominate all of the human population, transforming humankind into Maidenkind fully!” She winked. “Our studs will sure help us in that endeavor, won’t they?”

	“Surely they will!” Pamela beamed, then fell back into stone-hard seriousness. “But... the penis... do you mean we can actually get it back? Like, in our bodies, once our genetic takeover of mankind is complete, do you really mean...?” Eyes beaming with the hope of martyrs. “Do you really mean we can claim the penises back into our sexes? And... oh... what will this mean for our precious cunts?”

	Suzana had opened her mouth and was about to give her the answer when... something truly peculiar happened. “Oh, my.”

	Pamela looked back, following the startled gaze of her mistress. “What is it?”

	Suzana remained with wondrous eyes turned to the night sky, her mouth a bit agape, sucking in air to cool off her excitement. “You just missed something quite peculiar.”

	“What did I miss, what did I miss?” Pamela kept looking in the skies in vain. “What just happened, my mother? What-?”

	“Oh, goodness!” Suzana raised her head.

	“What??” Pamela followed, and this time... “Oh.” This time she did catch something interesting. “Oh, goddess. Oh, my... oh!” Her beautiful lips with covered by her trembling hands. Up there, in the beautiful big moon above them, a new crater was being formed. “Oh, Hera! Hera-Hera-Hera almighty, what in the actual f-?!”

	“Language, little one.”

	“Sorry, mother. But... wow!” There was fear and excitement gleaming in her eyes, and her body was hopping almost as if her feet moved on their own. “What... is... this?”

	“You didn’t see the laser, did you?”

	“What laser?”

	Suzana pointed to her behind, and Pamela looked back and towards the skies, following the mighty mother’s index. “There was a laser beam. Very quick. Lightning quick, actually, and it shot up... *woosh!*” She whisked her finger along the path. “Right up to there, to the moon.”

	“Oh. Oh!” Though she understood very little and her face was still swimming in wonder, her body betrayed quite a different instinct: her fists went tight, her feet spread apart, and her thighs roared, ready for a mighty leap, and her body took an entirely defensive posture, preparing for a fight. “Are we being attacked, captain?”

	Suzana looked down upon her proudly, feeling a wonderful shiver of fear and intimidation down her spine when hearing her tone like that, so serious and low. “Nay. You can rest, corporal.”

	“Hmm!” Pamela relaxed, but not by much. As both warrioress walked back towards the balcony’s edge and looked up to the moon, Suzana saw that her subordinate was at all times on high alert, prepared for any danger to leap at her from anywhere at any time. She looked so sexy.

	«She could do some nasty damage if she went all-out on me.» The goddess smiled, trying to not look too obvious whilst she glanced at her pupil by her side, respecting and even admiring, truly, her enormous strength. «We aren’t that far apart, as far as power scales are concerned...»

	She paid closer attention to the Moon, where a new crater was widening out by the second, so as to not another potential humiliation to a day already full of it. She enjoyed Pamela’s inquisitive tone greatly: “Can you tell me what this was, mother?”

	The warrioress took a deep breath, reflecting on what she just saw and trying to place the events into the geography of their country: “The beam came from the northeast.” She thought deeply without thinking clearly, the engines of her head doing all of the work, with only sporadic flashes of words coming forth into her consciousness—words like “projectile”, “strong”, “crater”, “power”, and sometimes sentences like “only one can be powerful enough to...”

	Then, *tlac!*, she called Pamela’s attention with a snap. All that was left for her to do, indeed, was to say “ah-ha!”

	“I know what happened.”

	“Well, don’t leave me hanging!” Pamela returned a little closer to her usual girly self. “What happened, what happened, what happened?”

	“I suppose this was an act of our Headmistress.” She chuckled. “Maybe the supreme lady wants to flex on us. To remind us of her unfathomable superiority, and just how quickly she could use it against us, if evil were her heart.”

	“What did she do, exactly?”

	“Oh, sister, you need to learn to think for yourself and put piece by piece together with as little context as possible.” She fondled her vigorously on her shoulders, then messed up her hair with the most vigorous of pats. “Put that superior Maiden brain to good use.”

	“Oow, oow, mommy, hmm...!” She took the matron’s arm and gave it a kiss on the back of her hand, pushing it away in the end and looking back again at the moon. “Fine. Hmm. There was a beam of energy...”

	“Hmm. Hmm.”

	“A beam rising from the earth all the way up to... there.” She pointed to the crater, which was still growing (and growing! And growing) on the surface of the moon. “Right?”

	“Yes.”

	“And this crater... and sorry to ask you, but I did not see what happened, this crater began to form in the immediate instant when this beam reached it, right?”

	“You are correct.”

	“You were looking at it, you saw it all, so allow me another question.”

	“I allow you ten thousand questions because your face is so pretty.”

	“Mom...” She was all smiles.

	“And your cheeks are so full and plump.” Suzana fondled her cheeks, and Pamela touched her fondling hand.

	“Hmm, thanks.” The fondling stopped, but both goddesses remained holding hands whilst looking at the moon. “Of ten thousand questions, I will need only one: how long did it take, on your estimate, for this crater to start forming after you saw the beam.”

	“I would say no more than seven seconds.”

	“Seven seconds, eh? So I know what happened.” Their eyes met. Their hands clutched each other closer and firmer together. “Got a pretty good idea: our Headmistress threw something at the moo. Something small, but thrown with tremendous power, some thirty percent of the speed of light, and this little something, perhaps no more than a speck of dust, upon hitting the surface of the moon, is the cause of this crater we see just now, isn’t it?” She saw her superior’s smile only grow and grow and grow. “Isn’t it, mother?”

	Suzana pulled her smoothly with one arm, then took her other hand and pulled her with the other arm as well, their fingers tenderly interlacing, and gave her youngling a lovely kiss. “Correct, my beautiful.” She purred. “See? All us Maidens can be sharper than the slashes of our fingernails if we just put the slightest amount of work into it.”

	“To be honest, I prefer to put no work at all.”

	“You do, don’t you, eh?” She moved in again, assaulted Pamela’s lips with one mighty, hard kiss. *Smack!* “You gorgeous little fuck!”

	“Mother...”

	Suzana walked back. “Sorry. I’ll have you know that your face is too pretty and your body is too arousing.” She fixed her hair, braiding it into a vast comb of black and silver; a crown that in her really looked like a mane. “You smell like pure fuck. I will stand apart for now because I don’t want to lose any more time.”

	“Hmm... indeed, my goddess, this is good.” Pamela herself took three steps back and leaned on the counter, focusing on the mountains ahead while the fires inside of her slowly, very annoyingly slowly cooled. “I too need to take a break. Will be saving all my energy for later.” She winked. “It will be a lot of energy. Another to make your sixty-thousander ass proud.”

	Both girls were purring like lionesses in heat, casting upon each other’s looks almost as if daring, oh, challenging the other to take the first step and consummate the most violent night of passion right there in the open, right then under the moonlit skies.

	“What’s your rank? The latest one?”

	“My score, you mean?” She saw the warrioress nodding, then looked up as she recalled it: “19,860.” She stretched out one arm and cracked her shoulder and neck several times. The mere recalling of her power levels was enough to give her the most incredible urge to stretch and... go to the gym... challenge a sister and fight until exhaustion! “I’m four thousand points higher than last year, and I feel like I hit my stride. From here on out, it will only be growing and growing and growing...”

	“Wow.”

	“I growing until I hit my peak, I don’t know, at around forty or something.” She then looked rather innocently to her Madre, who only stood her, fist on her hips, looking at her with the proudest of expressions. “We are rather close, are we not?” She pointed a thumb at her breast, then her index at Suzana’s. “Me, about twenty thousand. You, about sixty thousand. This is what you’re thinking, right?”

	“Indeed, it is. You’re thirty, aren’t you?”

	“Thirty-two.”

	“Thirty-two.” She looked to the mountains, eyebrows going high and chin going low, mouth agape, and eyes startled by the realization of the passage of time. “Sweet little cunt. You might match me.”

	“Nay.” Suzana was utterly casual. “You’re a beast. Even just standing next to you, I know that your blood is superior.

	“Is that so?”

	“Yay.” She gave her master a wink. “I will climb into the fifty-thousands by my forties, but then no more. You, my lady, will conserve your mighty energy until the end of your days.” She gave a sexy wiggle, smiling and biting her lower lip. “You will be kicking my fat butt at the age of two hundred.”

	“Now, now, don’t let your humility get in the way of your sexy butt.” She answered in kind with a wink and a wiggle. “I wish I lose to you someday.”

	“Mother, why would you wish...?” Pamela was stopped, though, with Suzana’s finger on her lips.

	“If I had absolute power, like our two little goddesses, then maybe I would vie for eternal power and forever growth, but given that, in the great scheme of things,” she sighed, “I’m nothing but a simple, humble Over-Maiden, I’m content with gracefully aging into my shiny mausoleum, and there are few things now that I wish more than to see my pupils, my mentees...” She rubbed her fingers on Pamela’s thick, red lips. “To see you grow strong and hard enough to kick my butt.”

	“Well, mother... there might be a change for that. Your wish. For it to be realized, who knows, and sooner than you expect.” Pamela made her lips part and graced those gorgeous fingers with a slow, hard bite. “Tonight, who knows.”

	Both goddesses kept looking at one another: gorgeous princess Pamela on one side, with her face so incredibly jovial and angelic, and Suzana on the other, with arguably the sexiest motherfucking face Pamela had ever laid eyes on!

	The air was vibrating around the two goddesses. Their mere breathing controlled the wind and the snow. “Ada, girl.” Suzana pulled her hand. “That’s the spirit.” Two tiny pats Pamela’s cheeks she gave, and one loving snuggle. “I’m off now, dear sister. Incredibly delayed I have been.”

	“It’s alright, mother.” However, as Pamela saw the immense being of her master moving away... “What do you think prompted our goddess, our supreme mother to attack the moon?” She looked again at the celestial body and shivered, for the crater on its surface was still growing strong, certainly to become one of its biggest. “The moon is sacred to all Women. Everyone knows this.”

	The mighty warrioress answered with a shrug, walking slow enough so their final threads of conversations wouldn’t be so hastily cut. “Only the goddess knows. I have direct access to the Mistress. When the opportunity comes, I will inquire her of it.”

	“And the penis?”

	She stopped completely, smiling as if the smile was the beginning of a long chain of giggles. “You fiend? Did you do this on purpose, this sudden question just to stop me in my tracks?”

	“Nay. I mean it.” Though she was giggling too. “And the penis. When shall it return to us Maidens?” She spread out her own legs and moved her hands around her crotch, breathing harder, feeling her lungs sear hotter at the thought of a heavy, massive prominence of meat dangling from above her quim, so incredibly weighty; a massive donkey penis riddled with veins, fair as her skin, but infinitely powerful, throbbing along with her heart whilst her massive, inconceivably large balls, so heavy they dangled down to her knees, pumped it fuller with thick, scalding semen. “Shall us girls finally have a cock? Shall womanhood finally be complete again?”

	The matron drew in a mysterious breath. “In time, my little nugget.” And gestured hurriedly to her back. “To my chambers. Now! I won’t be much longer delayed.” And resumed her walking with many winks, making her enormous butt and hips swivel and dance aggressively as she moved away, coloring the bridge with the *broom-broom* drums of her powerful ass cheeks rumbling, making sure to mark her territory over the younger lady’s heart and let her know exactly who the superior woman was. “We shall feast, we shall make love, and we shall discuss all the things your mind aches for.” Again, hasty gestures and a louder voice: “Move quickly, child, for the quicker you arrive...”

	“I know!” Pamela no longer waited: she turned her back and ran in the opposite direction.

	“... the quicker we cum.”

	Supreme matron Suzana felt rejuvenated, too good with herself after that conversation. «It’s not too often that we meet exciting partners this late in the game, when all things in Utera are known to us.» As she arrived at the end of the bridge, standing before a massive complex of towers and buildings and hanging gardens that had, on her heart, the same effect as a 10-inch flaccid cock would have on a normal-endowed male, she looked up and breathed in deeply, casting her eyes one final time upon the Moon, then upon her back, to where she’d come from.

	The crater was still growing. Still growing. Still growing on the surface of the moon. Behind her back, at the very other end of the bridge, Pamela too had stopped to look at the moon, then look back at her. Both women smiled, feeling kindred to one another.

	«I am going to grind your pussy until your lips are flaming red and letting out steam.» She thought, and on the other end, she could see the cocky smile of her sister losing its luster and growing really... fearful! «Let it be known here, little sister: by the time I’m done with you, if you are able to walk again in under three days, I will have considered myself the worst of lovers!»

	With that sense of power and superiority renewed, she turned around, and her mighty frame disappeared into the blues and greens and purple hues of the endless castle.

	



	
Chapter 1

	

	Moon was pacing around. The entire planet would be rumbling with her motion, earthquakes assaulting whole nations on the other side of the world and entire continents beginning to split apart with her every step, but that palace, which had been crafted for the mighty goddesses of old, was one of the several All-Out structures built by the Maidens for the express purpose of containing such overwhelming power, so her walking caused no more than the deep thuds of a heavy object in motion and an endless stir in the loins of her many servants.

	“Lady Suzana is on her way.” A battle princess passed on her side, balancing a tower of plates seven feet high on her arms. “I know it. I feel it in my heart that she’s already here, in the southern complex, and that she’s making her way as we speak, and that her tidings are super good!”

	Moon stopped and smiled. “Thank you, sister.” She waved her away. “You may carry on. Oh, don’t mind me.” As she resumed her pacing, slower and more patient now, she saw the plethora of mighty beauties crossing that anteroom to her bedrooms, a flurry of the biggest, hardest women on the planet hurrying and pacing about like little, overworked ants, piled off plates and platters swinging on their arms, and enough fine cutlery to, if melted down, be reforged into enough tanks and ammunition to field a superpower. “I’m always a little anxious like this when a sister is in danger. Hmm.” She thought with herself and preferred to leave those worries like this: deep within her breast. “As I said, don’t mind me.” Another wave. “Be on your way now, and don’t let my pacing disturb you.”

	“Anything you want, dear goddess.” The mighty woman, fair in skin and golden in hair, just like her sister Sun, moved away with hippidy-hoppidy hops, the tower of plates in her arms being nothing but a fun distraction as she and the dozens of their Maidens prepared the goddesses’ banquets.

	«Hmm.» Moon pondered, and decided to delight herself a little bit, for once. Resting on the lavish lounge by her side, the goddess let herself spread like butter, and her powerful limbs made a roar simply as they relaxed. The many sisters would have been disturbed, indeed, were they not under the blessings of both superwomen, and were they not already the most naturally strong, overpowered ladies in all of the Academy.

	Their bodies were bound elegantly by garments that looked like a cross between casual homely uniforms and battle armor. Their trims were carefully tailored for their bodies. Their forms were all pronounced, and their arms and legs were free for the lustful eyes of their goddesses to consume. «Well, I can’t stay mad with that. So many fine beauties in here, on my palm...» The goddess relaxed even further, letting her eyes bathe in the diverse, endless beauty of those many sisters in labor.

	Mightier steps were heard, and her attention was called to one end of the room, from where many sisters came and went. In all hearts in that room except for Moon’s, there was a stir and a stagger, and the elegant, powerful women, who were otherwise behaving just as exemplary as expected from any Maiden, began to vacillated on their tasks, some perilously close to letting their piles and towers of plates dangle and fall. «Two goddesses in the same place!» The women shivered and uttered, yet resumed their task as if nothing had happened, hoping their hearts would carry on strong without betraying much more of their extreme arousal. «That’s too much! Too much even for us!! We need stronger blessings!»

	Moon picked up the speeding of their heartbeats and moistening of their legs, and the sound of the room being filled with the *schlips* and *schleps* of fat, wet thighs rubbing against one another was truly delicious to hear. With her eyes caught by the new piece of flesh who entered her den, Moon felt compelled to smile, and even her body was being both warmed and cooled by that exciting figure. “Lady Sayuri.” She beamed the most gorgeous smile, her teeth being famed for their perfection of shape and color. “I suppose you have come to bring me the news?”

	“No news, my sister, do I have of your beaten foe.” The enormous woman walked imposingly, daringly in front of her goddess, and giving a mighty turn, laying one hand on her hips in a most powerful, authoritative manner, she looked down upon Moon as if she were the inferior party; as if she were not, in fact, the goddess who commanded a personal army of two hundred Over Maidens just for her casual, daily affairs. “The task fell on Lady Suzana’s shoulders, I suppose.”

	“What mighty shoulders those are.”

	“Indeed, I suppose they are.” Standing so high and mighty before her goddess, Sayuri commented with nonchalant coolness. “You should get ready, my sister.” She looked up and down upon her master, her wonderful lips curling in a shameless expression of disapproval. “You’ve been wearing the same toga since your battle, haven’t you?”

	“I haven’t much mind for fashion at the moment. Please, Sayuri, let yourself looser a bit.” Moon stood up, sitting on that vast divan and bending down to her own knees, letting it be very clear to her sister how heavy was the burden she was carrying there, on her mighty back. “It was very irresponsible, what Sun did.”

	Sayuri turned her nose up and rolled her eyes briefly. She took a deep breath of air, then exhaled an air of pure resignation. “Do you know that, even without your blessings, I’m one of the strongest women in all of Maidenkind?”

	Moon looked up, her curiosity slightly piqued, and smiled. “Sure I do.”

	Sayuri stepped closer, her legs looking more awesome than ever, and put her other hand on her hips, looking so sexy in that “angry dill sargeant” kind of attitude. “You know how much I scored this year?”

	Moon giggled, rolling her eyes. “One million, two hundred and eighty thousand, five hundred and fifty-six kymers, is that correct?” She knew it was, but she just wanted to see her Asian servant’s cute nod. “You’re one of the fifty strongest women on the planet, aren’t you?”

	“Forty-seventh.” She answered, and it was as if her muscles were all swelling at once, the mighty rumbling power that radiated from them, yet she did not change one bit nor move a single inch. “By all rights, I have seniority over you.” She saw Moon just sitting there, looking up to her without raising her head, then slowly moving one arm out of her toga, making her heart beat faster. “Oh!” She felt, then, Moon’s touch on her leg; a touch that became a hard squeeze, and a squeeze that became an awesome grab.

	“Where you going like that, sexy lady, with legs so swollen and hard?” She looked up again, and her dark eyes burned more devilish thanks to her irresistible smile. “I thought you Japanese were supposed to be all dandy and frail.”

	Sayuri gulped. Honor and arousal clashed within her breast. “My glorious homeland has produced the most Over Maidens in the history of our world.”

	“Uh-huh. Uh-huh.”

	“My motherland...” She gulped. She shivered. “It is responsible for producing some of the strongest Over Maidens ever recorded, and most of the strongest currently alive.”

	“Uh-huh. Uh-huh.”

	Moon’s grab became possessive. Sayuri had killed many men who dared even look at her the wrong way, be it with vengeful or lustful gaze, and of all Maidens she was known as the coldest, the cruelest, the less inclined to motherly love and sisterly bonding. “Oh-hmm!” Now she was being groped by a student twenty years her senior, and her majesty and her high standing all came to naught when that monster possessed her flesh so lustfully, draining her honor with every yearning rub. “I, uh... I...” She shook her head, looked away, tried to save her consciousness in all manner she could. “If there is one land... that will break the curse of us Maidens... and will allow us to finally—finally!—produce full-Maiden heirs with our blood, our mating... this land will undoubtedly be my own. The glorious land of Japan!”

	“Uh-huh. Uh-huh.” The Moon moved her other hand to Sayuri’s legs...

	“Ayy!”

	... and she squeezed, fondled, rubbed those thighs so harshly, so delightfully, beginning to drool upon feeling the hard touch of such perfectly crafted legs. “Come down here, my Asian beauty.”

	And Sayuri did so. Not one word, not one whiff of protest, not one second of hesitation nor any rush or exhilaration. Calmly and elegantly, like with everything she did, the Uber Maiden sat by Moon’s side, and the hands that were so desirously fondling her legs climbed up to her face, and Moon loved her dearly.

	“You’re so beautiful.”

	It was Sayuri who moved in for the kiss, which Moon readily accepted. The sound of smooches permeated the air, and the other girls, ever so busy, were cautious to do their chores at a safe distance from the two Maidens, as the presence of two super-beings like them, like that, so close to one another, it was deadly arousing for even them, mightiest of servants, under even the strongest of blessings the two Anomalies could bestow them. «These two are insanely hot together!» So were their thoughts, and a sexy silence had befallen the room.

	Moon pulled her lips back. The awesome kissers slowly parted, pulling one another, making a *pop!* once the kiss finally broke. “Hot.”

	“Sexy.” Sayuri purred back, and with her fair, delicate hands fondled the caramel cheeks of her master. “Kimi wa kawaii ne.”

	Moon purred louder. “Anata wa mechakucha sekushīnanode, anata ga chikadzuku tabi ni dō yatte jibun o kontorōru sureba ī no ka wakarimasen.” She moved her hand to Sayuri’s cheeks and responded with equal snuggles of love. Both goddess and demigoddess spoke in the latter’s tongue from then on: “You’re so magnificent. So regal and elegant. A true lady.”

	Sayuri blushed. Moon was filled with desire as she saw the fair face of that impeccable lady fill with colors and, pulling her tenderly closer, she kissed the tip of her nose, then descended with kisses along the sides of her nose—one side first, then the other—then went down and down and down until she was kissing her lips again. Light kisses, loud kisses, with the lip pressing, rubbing, then smacking as they parted, *mwah! Mwah! Mwah!*

	“Nihon no koneko ni nite imasu ne.”

	“Ō!” Sayuri gasped. “Dōshite anata wa watashi yori mo watashi no bogo o jōzu ni hanaseru nodesu ka?”

	“Because I am so much better than you.” Said Moon, always in her language, and always with such superior tone, accent, and cadence.

	“Mmph!” Sayuri turned her face. “Gōman'na baka! You love belittling me, don’t you?”

	“Don’t take it personally, hot puss.” She pulled Sayuri closer, and the demigoddess offered no resistance. Her lips were purring near the Asian beaut’s ears, and both their chins were rubbing on each other’s necks. “I love putting all you sexy Maidens in your proper places—which is beneath my feet.”

	“Gōman'na baka.” Sayuri gave no brakes to her arms as they slowly, instinctively rose to her goddess’ shoulders, closing in on a gentle embrace that soon had her feeling, along every inch of her naked arms, the incredible hardness and power of Moon’s wide, unbreakable shoulders. “Tsuyoi! Tsuyosugiru baka!” The Japanese goddess seemed more and more inebriated as she rubbed her nose deeper, harder, longer on her sister’s neck and smelled her, burned with the thick scent of power and sex that she exuded with such natural ease! “You’re so powerful.”

	Moon raised her arms to Sayuri’s back as well, but her ample garments prevented her from fully embracing the sister. “Oh, nasty. I suppose I... should be taking these off. Right?” She felt the shivers in Sayuri’s heart as she mentioned that—the thought of her naked! The mere reveal of the skin of her arms would be enough to knock the proud demigoddess on her knees!

	Sayuri, however, quite predictably pulled back, just a little, kissing her goddess lovingly on her cheeks. “What about your sister.”

	Moon pondered quietly. “Yeah.” She rubbed Sayuri’s cheeks, drew her lips upon them, kissed and kissed and kissed, and the goddesses moved their lips along every inch of their cheeks, then their noses, then their upper lips, then they were kissing and kissing and kissing, smacking each other with cute, lovely kisses in their mouths. “I’m still a little angry with her, though.”

	The kisses could hardly ever stop, but they had to, oh, should their conversation ever end! “Did she hurt our sister really that bad?” Just as hard as Sayuri thought that refraining from the kisses was, almost as hard she thought it was to actually reengage with the kissing. Their lips, when coming together, behaved just like their naked breasts when rubbed together, squeezed hard against one another in nights of naked passion: they were so voluminous, so overwhelming, so fat and bulky that sometimes it was hard to press them against one another until their faces would actually meet. “I didn’t hear the exact account. What did she do?”

	Moon didn’t stop fondling and worshipping her sister as she spoke, and even in her tone there was none of the seriousness or worry as before. Both Maidens, when together, spoke and behaved as if always in a dream. “Second to my sister, you are my favorite, you know that?”

	Sayuri took Moon’s awesome jaw and pushed her head gently up, causing the goddess to moan: “Oh!” Then, feeling her eggs stir with the savage, strong scent that came from Moon’s exposed neck, Sayuri drew in her face, closer and closer, and began to sniff on her neck like a cautious kitten. “I do. Something about us nihongo and you strong, powerful dark-skinned beasts of the tropics just click well together. We’re irresistibly attracted to you powerful studs, and you are irresistibly attracted to our soft, tender skins.”

	“Ara, ara.” Moon purred. Her eyes were rolling high and their lids were half-shut, trembling with pleasure. “Anata wa hito shusabetsu shugi-shadesu, watashi no imōto no Sayuri.”

	“But it’s true, and you can stay my hand if you ever think it’s not.” Sayuri gave Moon’s neck a sudden pull, gripping it so harshly, so strongly with her hands, and Moon gave out a gasp—“Oh!”—and Sayuri moved closer to that neck, laying her nostrils upon it, rubbing her enormous lips along her sexy skin. “Anata wa totemo tsuyoidesu!” She encircled that neck fully with her hands, and her fingers were so apart from each other. Like, comically so! “Oh!” She gasped. “Kubi ga futoidesu ne!” Moon was delighted as the startled demigoddess squeezed and crushed that neck with great power—enough to make the goddess actually feel some discomfort!—trying to bring her fingers closer together, but realizing that she could never make the neck bulge even a single millimeter. “Oh! You’re such a beast!” She rubbed her face on that neck, still choking it mightily. “I can crush a pillar of titanium into a marble with this grip, and yet your neck barely bulges and my fingers don’t get at all closer to touching! I can put two other hands around and they would still not come together.” She undid her grip, and her breath came out as visible steam against the sizzling hot skin of her sister. “You are so mighty, sister.”

	With one hand free from her robes, Moon caressed the strong side of Sayuri’s torso, which was covered in that sexy, well-fitting uniform-armor. “Do you like it? Do you like that I am so much more powerful than you?” From inside the robes, the sound of countless muscles flexing and hardening, billowing fatter with strength and power. “That I am so much heavier and so much harder than you?” Both women were breathing slow, hot, and deep, and their breaths themselves felt like a dance—or a fight—with each gush of air vying for dominance over the other. “Does that make you hot, eh? My Asian pussy?”

	And Moon felt Sayuri’s fingers spreading over her jawline, which was so strong and chiseled, like out of dark marble, and push her head even higher, with one hand then moving to the back of her neck and gripping her hard, gripping her strong, making her feel tingles in her breasts, her spine, and finally her pussy, which was wettening, moistening slowly, but loudly, and the other hand splurging on her thick, muscular neck, and then...

	“Hmmm... ooh...” The goddess moaned, and her eyes rolled up, completely shut. Her body shivered. Her muscles were a masterpiece of aesthetics, trembling like that, with such orgasmic shivers!

	Sayuri laid out her lips on one side of her neck and spread them wide. *Yum!* She began opening her mouth slowly, hotly, sexily, and to moisten her neck with saliva. “Immensely.” She purred, and then on she was pure focus, total commitment on that irresistible piece of a woman!

	Moon was enjoying her quickening breath and steadfast beating heart as Sayuri began to give the longest, slowest wet kisses on her neck. The demigoddess kept her tongue back, waiting for the perfect moment to strike, and instead let her lips and her breath do all of the work, and let the saliva slowly drool from between her lips. At first, it was barely a dribble: the power-woman kept her lips tightly against the neck, letting the saliva pile on her mouth, and then she wettened that neck by kissing and moving those lips around, like lipstick on the lips or butter being spread on a loaf of bread. And she self the shivers and shudders of her goddess, whose breath now often lost its pace, hurrying up here, slowing down there, bursts of gasping resembling suffocation, then long moments when the goddess barely seemed to be breathing.

	“They’re soooo hot together!”

	The sisters, who always moved to and fro readying the banquet, had to be reminded by their superiors and stronger Maidens of their duties—or perhaps of the limits of their sanities. “Don’t stare for too long. It’s better to quit staring altogether.” Even the strongest of them were hypocrites, for they themselves couldn’t keep their eyes away from those two for too long, seeing the rising aura of heat that was emanating from their tightly hugged bodies. “Y-you, hm... *cahem!* You don’t have the strength or fortitude to witness these two gods mating without going hopelessly insane!” And the strong sisters willed themselves into power, grabbing their smaller sisters by the ear and pulling them away like naughty dogs who’d misbehaved.

	“Ouch, ouch, ouchie, sis, oww!”

	“Come. Let’s avoid this room for as long as possible, and certainly avoid these two... ooh!... keep as much distance from these two sex gods as possible!”

	“Oww, ouch! No faaair!”

	Thus, little by little, the room became emptier, and the flow of hurried sisters came down to a trickle. Not that Sayuri would notice or Moon would care: many were Moon’s moans, and each louder every time as Sayuri spread her wet kisses along that side of her neck, making her caramel skin glitter like dark gold by the river banks. “Totemo utsukushī!” She swooned. “Sugoku taihendesu!” Great as her praises were, she was completely in control of that cuddling.

	Moon’s breast grew and receded as Sayuri then pulled her lips back a little, and the thick, steamy saliva began streaming down her neck. “Ooooh...!!” The goddess was not only purring and moaning aloud, she was also wobbling and jiggling more openly on the lounge. With one arm, Sayuri caused her to moan aloud, very quickly. “Ooh...!!” She gripped the body of her goddess mightily, powerfully, and in that harsh, ferocious grip she let her know she wouldn’t be moving. She shouldn’t be moving! “Oooh... aaah...!!” And the goddess receded back into her moans, the pleasure building and bubbling inside of her like thick stew slowly boiling in a cauldron.

	“Watashi no Afurika no utsukushi-sa!” She purred, and her body was aflame. “Watashi no Afurika no... megami!” She let the saliva ooze and stream from her mouth, laying wet, loud kisses here, there, here, then there, making *pops!* and *smacks!* with her lips, counting the shivers and seeing the waves of spasms sprawling from her every kiss, taking over the goddess’ whole body.

	“Oooh... oooh... oooh...!” All the time the goddess enjoyed herself, moaning, grunting, gasping, striking Sayuri with a little jealousy from that pleasure, making her wish she could feel such intense joy herself.

	But the demigoddess was committed to her worship, and after she judged that her wetness there had grown big enough, with her streams of saliva now oozing into the collar of Moon’s robe, no doubt making their way to her godly bosom, she was quick and aggressive: in one instant, she gripped Moon’s neck and jaw strongly, then forced the goddess to turn to the other side.

	“Oooh!” Moon absolutely adored those moments of authority, and the room was soon filled with the peculiar sound of iron being stretched and torn apart. It was a sound quite distinct from Moon’s powerful muscles, and soon enough the goddess’ almighty brain corrected and traced the sound of those metallic grunts. “Oooh!” She wouldn’t bother with them, of course. Not for the moment. Her Asian servant, after all, had much more worshipping to do. “Watashi o sūhai!” She demanded, oh, in the most subservient tone possible. “Watashi o... sūhai!” Her words, oh, were just like her moans: long, watery, and ecstatic!

	Sayuri was deadly silent, putting into that cuddling as much effort as she did with everything in her life: making further use of her bullish strength, the demigoddess pulled her goddess by the neck and bent her all over her lap, forcing the goddess to clumsily drag her (enormous! Oh, so enormous!) butt over her lap, and then turn over the other side of her awesome, thick neck, over which many virile veins were spreading and thickening.

	“So many veins.” The demigoddess uttered, always in her tongue. “Ooh. So strong.” She moved a finger over one of those veins, which were throbbing so hard they could be heard, and dragged her finely trimmed nail along its pulsating length. “You’re so virile, master Moon.” Undaunted, then, she sank onto that neck with her mouth, and her sloppy kissing was now much more vigorous, much messier, and louder.

	“Oooh! Oooh... oooh!!” Moon shivered, and many times her body threatened to move out of control.

	“Shh. Pussy. Sweet pussy.” Every time this happened, Sayuri crushed her hard with one arm, held her firmly with her own swelling muscles, and on her back, even with all those robes she was wearing, Moon felt not only the awesome touch of her Asian goddess’ meat, but also a cold and interesting feel of many rings of metal evenly spread along her arm, like very tight bracelets.

	Sayuri resumed her kissing, sloppily drooling buckets of saliva over the neck, and the goddess in her arms was shivering intensely, every pore of her flaring up, her pussy swelling and moistening now very loudly. After a gust of pleasure that seemed to have sapped the energy out of the incredible goddess, everything stood still for a while—except for Sayuri, who only took down the pace of her kissing-and-spitting a couple of notches—and, after the silent tension had built up hard enough... the two goddesses heard:

	*Splatter!!*

	Smiling and purring, Sayuri pulled her head back a little and took a long, loud sniff of her environment. “You are primed.” In her nostrils, she took in that which was the most delicious fragrance in all of Utera. “You are wet.” Nodding downwards, she couldn’t quite catch a glimpse of it, but both she and Moon knew what it was happening, what that noise and that smell were all about: a huge goblet of cum had just emerged from Moon’s throbbing cunt; a fist-sized stream of pussy lubes had just been vomited out from her womb and splashed loudly, hotly on the ground, casting a dense pillar of smoke that soon rose around the goddesses like steam from a spa.

	Sayuri knew exactly what to do next. After a moment of shuddering, where her womb throbbed loudly and her ovaries doubled in size, she looked back again at her goddess’ neck and put her plan into motion. “Ooooh!!” Moon moaned almost painfully as the demigoddess took the longest, wettest kiss yet from her neck. Pulling back again, the strands of saliva that connected her lips to her neck were as thick as fingers, and so many there was almost no space for air for flow. Wiping them with her finger, the goddess gripped that neck again, smelled its musky, sexual scent, and then unrolled her tongue onto it.

	*Lick! Lick! Lick*

	Drawing gasps, moans, and spasms from the black body of her supreme goddess, Sayuri began to lick her. First, she was kind, contained, and quick: every lick was like a puppy’s getting a taste of the master’s face. Every swipe of her tongue was cute, loving, and respectful, almost like a little girl taking a couple of daring bites off her daddy, pushing the envelope, seeing how much she could smooch him before mommy noticed. Then, her licks became longer and more lavish. Sayuri controlled Moon’s head like it belonged to her, moving her left and right, licking her like a maestro painting her masterpiece.

	“Hmm... oh, hmm...!!” Moon’s moans had grown subdued now, only if the pleasure, which now raged like a firestorm inside of her, was getting too intense to be let out vocally, at the risk of damaging any of the nearby Maiden’s with its maddening high-pitch and intensity. “Hmmm...!! Oh...” She sucked in her lips and bit them hard. Under her lids, her eyes were shivering like tolling bells. “Mmmrrrr!!”

	Sayuri then let out her tongue and placed it at the very tip of Moon’s collar, causing a maelstrom of sensations to wash over her like tropical storms on a coast. The goddess was shivering, then setting still, shivering, then setting still, as if only the mighty arm of the Japanese mistress could still her shivers, which were always getting out of control. Then, with pillars of ooze coming from her mouth... *liiiiick!!* Sayuri gave her mistress a long, mighty lick, her tongue pressed so damn hard against her neck, covering (and drowning in saliva) every inch of skin of her neck from collar from chin. *Schlept!* As the lick ended, fist-thick splashes of spit arched away from the tip of the chin and over Moon’s face. “Ooooorh...!!” The goddess let out a long, painful moan. It was only the beginning of her suffering.

	Sayuri enjoyed her neck and her body like that for the longest time. The room was filled with the sound of painful, hard licks. Wet sounds of tongues popping, then saliva spitting and splattering resonated then and there. *Liiiick!* *Liiiick!* *Liiiick!* Moon was clutching her fists, rolling her feet around, and painfully trying to pull back her arms and legs, suffering so hard in that position, laid so straight over Sayuri’s lap, but every time she was restrained, and every time the Asian goddess gave her an even harder, hotter lick. *Schlipt! Schelpt! Schlipt!*

	The room began to be filled with steam—which was saying a lot. A lot. Too much! Mere words like “massive” or “colossal” couldn’t even begin to describe the hugeness of the place, in which at least five massive European-style castles could fit. That the entire room, from the tallest hanging garden to the surface of the deepest pool, began to be full of clouds and whitened whole by a thickening haze, it meant that the goddesses were no kidding with that cuddling—and that any lesser Maiden present there would soon be seriously endangered.

	At that point, though, the slow trickle of Maidens had dried the to the point where only four Maidens—the four strongest under Sayuri and presently in the palace—remained in the room, and these four had then been rendered completely useless, with piles of plates and platters swinging in the arms of both of them, and piles of notebooks and other work tooks dangling uselessly from the arms and hands of the other two. All that these Maidens felt was the rising heat and the painful beating of their hearts. All that they heard were the moans of the goddesses and their own hearts drumming in their ears. “Oh. My. God.” They uttered, chins shivering, limbs softening, and piles of plates dangerously close to falling off.

	All Maidens in the room, including Sayuri, were wearing their full uniforms, and so their arms and legs were covered, though the shape of their muscles and every turn and curve of their sexy bodies were visible for all to see. Those were perfectly fitting outfits, designed with equal amounts of protection and sex appeal in mind—the very essence of Maidenhood, after all—and the only distinction between one another were some colored bands and more intricate designs for the higher-ranking Maidens—with Sayuri herself having her beautiful insignia emblazoned in many different parts of her uniform, with many creative variations of several different, yet harmonious Oriental styles.

	And in the four uniforms of the lesser Maidens the hugest stains had long been growing on their crotches. The uniforms had been attentively crafted to absorb as much blood as possible, and return it to the gaping wound, and to close these wounds as well, even internal bleedings, whenever a Maiden was caught in battle at unawares. And so, as a quirk of this design, they were very hard to stain, and from the outside they were pretty impermeable, yet the arousal of the four warrioress was so intense and had been going on for so long that even though that heavenly material huge stains of pussy juice had been forming and growing, and as Sayuri began to lick and lap on the neck of her lover openly, these stains formed long threads downwards and along their inner thighs, oozing hotly and loudly (the sound like a huge boiling cauldron) from the tight cuffs of their pants. *Schlup! Glop! Schlup!*

	The four Maidens shivered as they became self-conscious of their arousal, and on their feet they felt, scalding hot, their sexual juices piling and sloshing, building four cojoined puddles that grew into one massive puddle, which itself grew... then grew... then grew.

	Five feet in width, thirty feet in length. *Glub! Glub! Schlop!* Ten feet in width, thirty-two feet in length. *Glub! Gulp! Schlop!* Twenty-five feet in width, thirty-five in length. *Schlop! Glub! Schloorp!* When it had grown big enough, the puddle was even on all sides—an imperfect circle—and it kept growing wider and wider until the side ahead of the Maiden reached a staircase, into which it dribbled, then streamed into a waterfall of thick, transparent molasses: fifty-feet in diameter. *Glub! Glub! Schlop!* A hundred feet in diameter. *Schlop! Schlop! Gunk!* Thick waterfall oozing many stairs beneath them. The entire length of the staircase, some two hundred feet in total, was covered, and then the golden stairs were shining with the profuse lubing of the four Maidens, and dense steam was coming from those juices, which burned at hundreds of degrees Celsius, but didn’t evaporate, of course, for they were the mighty juices of superior beings, and thus were made of much sturdier material than the common woman’s lubrication.

	“M-my g-g-god! G-god! M-my goddess!! Oh...!!” With her eyes like frail glass frozen on the bodies of the two goddesses—Moon so dominated by her Asian pupil, and Sayuri so focused on licking that wonderful, powerful, vein-ridden neck—the four Maidens further realized how the heat and the steam that rose from their literal lake and waterfalls of sexual fluids contributed very little, if anything at all to the general hazing and steaming of the room. “M-my g-goddess! We are nothing n-next to them!”

	Indeed, they weren’t. If their profuse lubing and shaking and warming was a spark, the two Uber Maidens’ were a raging volcano a thousand times mightier than the Krakatoa. Their collective emissions and constant near-orgasmic state added as much to that intensifying sexual fog as the micropenis of a man with defective testicles, spurting a single broken thread of near-transparent semen, would add to a pool of a thousand of the Maiden’s biggest, strongest, tallest, hottest studs, with their cocks ranging from eighteen to thirty-seven inches of titanium-strong hardness (and width of nearly twelve inches for the thickest), ejaculating their fabled gallons into it, filling it up to the brim, then overflowing, barely paying attention as the semen just flowed and flowed and flowed—the very semen that was responsible, in part, for the repopulation of the whole planet.

	Then they understood—and they shivered! And they gritted their teeth!—just how incomprehensible was their difference between themselves and not really the goddess, but “even just” the “simple” and “mundane” Sayuri. From weakest to strongest, the four nearly-orgasming females had scored 72, 82, 84, and 85,000 Kymer units of power level, more or less, easily ranking at the top 1% of all Maidenkind—a club restricted to little over 1,400 Maidens, and still they were as petty humans next to Sayuri alone, who didn’t even rank in the legendary Anomaly status. They were humbled... and their humbling only added to their near-mind-breaking, muscle-spasming, spine-bending (and soon -cracking) arousal! “T-t-t-they a-are... s-s-so!... almighty!!”

	So thinking, so cumming, they were hopelessly frozen by the spectacle of the two goddesses, and only either divine help or the two goddesses deciding to end their snuggle session would save them from what soon would become severe incapacitation—or death.

	And the goddesses were in no mood or hurry to stop anything. “Watashi no oishī Manko!” Sayuri turned the head of her lover tenderly, left and right, left and right, and the divan beneath their hips had become one giant moist bed. “Let’s see how a god cums.” Stealing the breath of her lover, Sayuri paralyzed her with a kiss, and Moon’s head was a swirl of thoughts and emotions as Sayuri groped her hard, groped her violently on her tits, then moved her hands under her vast, heavy robes to really grope her skin-to-skin. “You’re wearing nothing underneath, are you, my little slut?”

	Moon was hyperventilating. Waves of shivers assaulted her body, visible even from afar like ripples on a calm lake. “No...!!” She had only the strength to whisper, and after a lot of stammering. “No... Say... yuri... p-please...!!” Shivers and moans, grunts and gasps, then screams and squeals here and there, her body being assaulted by pleasure in many different nodes at many different times, suffering and hurting like no goddess such as her could ever suffer, and demanding even more suffering from the hands, the lips, the masterful touch of her inhuman servant. “N-no... p-please... I’ve g-g-gotta... I’ve g-g-got to...”

	“Cum.” Sayuri whispered. “You’ve got to cum.”

	“Yum-hmmm-mmr...!!” Moon’s lips were sealed shut by Sayuri’s, who took possession of her mouth like a vengeful spirit. With her one arm under her robes, the Over-Maiden began to grope her naked breasts with savage intensity and barbaric hunger, and the milk exploded from the goddess’ nipples as readily as a hydrant going bust and as bulkily as a fountain, the thickest threads in the world splashing against the insides of the robes and causing “mountains” to protrude from her vest, every gush pushing the robes forward, and every stream producing a truly obscene load which splashed incredibly loud on the ground. And then fumes then, which were intense with only the goddess’ sexual fluids, became too intense with the added steam of the woman’s boiling milk—for the milk, yes, was literally boiling, bubbling as it hit the ground, and there it stayed bubbling while also growing in bulk, for Sayuri never stopped milking her goddess, never stopped squeezing and crushing those tits that now belong to her and no one else. “You are now my cow.” She whispered and purred near the goddess’ nape, causing every hair in her body to spike, then took over her neck with a mighty kiss, both kissing and sucking her head until Moon felt part of her throat being eaten by the Asian goddess, and then... and then...

	Moon lost her shit! “AAAAHH!!” The goddess screamed, and instantly one of the four Maidens who witnessed them collapsed on her and her friend’s lake of pussy cum. *Splash!* The sound of her falling (dying?) didn’t wake up the other three to the reality of their danger. Little else, in fact, could ever snap them out of that sticky trap they had flown into.

	“S-so godly! So sexy!” They kept muttering, and the last threads of shame went away as their hands all descended to their pants, tore them out brutally without even the slightest concern of propriety, and sank deep into their wet-as-oceans swollen cunts, creating a loud symphony of squishy, mushy noises as they ferociously fingered themselves closer and closer to fainting orgasms.

	“AAAAH!!” And their eyes rolled up, and the muscles on their necks inflated so hard their voices frequently died out, producing the highest pitch orgasms of their lives. “Aaheeeee...!!”

	Divine help, however—or divine punishment, they would soon discover—came from the heavens to save them: “Just what are you four mad lassies doing here?!” Behind them came the booming voice of Merida, whose lowest muttering in her thickest Scottish accent still sounded like a bolt of lightning spanking their butts. “Do you want to die, do you?!” Merida’s formidably strong hands, whose fingers were laden with muscles thanks to both her anger and arousal, grabbed the arms of the three women, cutting their fingering short without, however, cutting their orgasms as quickly. “And here I thought us High Rankers had the thicker fiber and firmer common sense that all the lesser Maidens lacked!” Her eyes then moved to the passed-out, spasming body of the other girl on the lake of cum. “Ah, how great! I see that Juliana already succumbed.” With the dexterity, strength, and grace expected only of the 160,000-power-level monster that she was, Merida grabbed the four orgasming beauties one by one by their waists and piled them on tops of the shoulders, two girls on each side. “Mmmph!!” As she cast the passed-out Juliana into the air and received her mighty body on her shoulder, the warrioress puffed hot steam from her nostrils, and her legs then went buckled. “Heavy! I never carried so much power on my back like this until now!”

	Fear struck the goddess’ heart, and for a moment she felt the true insecurity that came with biting more than she maybe could chew. The four Maidens, when added up, amounted to around 320,000 kymers of power—double of Merida. «I was f-fucking arrogant!» She thought, turning around and making for the huge door as quickly as possible. Her legs were comically bent inwards, with her knees often touching as she painfully made her way out. «I can kick these girls’ butts around individually, but the four of them together really about to double what I can carry.» The muscles on her body all swelled and the veins could be seen thickening and pumping even through all the tightness of her uniforms—or perhaps it was because of said tightness that they could be so clearly seen; those armored uniforms having been designed to accommodate to any Maiden’s muscle growth, from the mere “power flexing” to the most extreme All-Out mode.

	Merida puffed wildly, feeling no small deal of arousal for her own being: everywhere she felt her muscles pumping, her turgid vulva swelling, her veins sprawling, and her entire physique booming like an uber virile statue of strength and valor. “Damn!” She exclaimed to herself, beaming smiles of victory. “I am pumped!” Her red hair swung wildly on her back, flowing down hallway between her shoulders and her butt, and everywhere in her body booms kept coming, with explosions of muscles being seen like eruptions of power mixed with mighty spasms (or cramps) along her towering figure. The four women weighed monstrously upon her shoulders. Her back, then, added more sheets of muscle to aid her: *boom! Boom! Boom!* The woman’s monstrous glutes trembled, roared, and then... *BOOM! BOOM!* Two mighty things ballooning outwards, becoming even rounder, harder, and fatter, and the muscular power spread downwards along her legs, *boom!*, causing a massive explosion on her thighs, *boom*, wonderful muscles engorging until her thighs were too fat for her to walk straight (even if she could), then *boom!* super calves inflating like three bowling balls each, and then *boom!* her ankle, her shin—“Fuck!”—there was nowhere in her body safe from the immense muscular power-up, and ahead of her the mighty doors, fifty feet in height, sprang back open like a miracle—another help from the gods.

	“Sister!” On the other side, three gorgeous faces: Ariandel, princess of Gales, scoring 254,000 Kymers; Camila, wildling of Colombia, at 268,000 K; and Ae-Sun, beauty of Korea, scoring 222,000. “Do you need help?”

	Merida smiled, then scoffed. The three enormous sisters, all weaker than she was, but collectively so much mightier that her presence there, the three side by side looking at her, was enough to pierce her like the naked rays of the Sun in space—it was like standing just a couple of feet away from an industrial furnace! Merida scoffed, indeed, for the three mighty creatures, powerful as they were, were just as afraid as her, if not more, and at all times they averted their gazes from what transpired behind her, and in their faces she could read very clearly the fear, the vacillation, the creeping insanity that came from witnessing those two monsters in copulation, and she became proud of herself. Proud, indeed, for she had survived what felt like a labor from the gods and could now claim her prize in their heavens, sitting by their side in the paradise of Maidens.

	“Well, took you so long!” Her shoulders roared as she lifted up higher the four semi-conscious beauties. “We need to think of some proper punishment for these fools!” Behind her, the sounds were getting more enticing; the moans and cries of Moon, more enrapturing, and her temptation to drop them all and turn around, to fuck herself with her fingers until the most mind-bending orgasms she had ever felt... oh! This temptation now burned hotter in her heart than the penis of some primordial demon of fecundation and fertility burning deep and crashing against the womb! “Damn! Or perhaps we shouldn’t!”

	“What are you talking about?” The Over-Maidens gestured desperately at hers, calling her to safety. “Come on in now! Let’s seek refuge!” Their eyes briefly glimpsed the demonic scene transpiring behind Merida, and their brain were all equally, hopelessly fried. “Oh, heavens! H-H-Hera almighty!”

	*Slap!* Ariendel had little patience for her sisters’ failings. “Focus, here, you mad bitches!” Then, she called for Merida hurriedly, as if it was her last chance of rescue. “Merida, come! Throw us these Maidens and leap up here immediately.”

	“Calm now, sister.” And showing off what she could do, intimidating the fours matrons with her overtaxed, super pumped muscle, which was indeed vastly bigger than all of theirs, and so much more insanely vascular and shredded, Merida took step after painful step until reaching the threshold of the door, and then she was humble and threw one body at the shoulders of each sister, keeping only the fully unconscious Maiden on her back. “Now, now. T-thanks for the help, my mighty sisters.”

	“What need to thank there is, you awesome cow?” And Ae-sun gave Merida a mighty slap on the butt, and her hand hurt like she were a normal human being having slapped a wrecking ball with all her force. The three mega sisters were overly aroused by Merida’s incredible body, yet their arousal was soon to fade, for the pump, which was sustained only by the exertion of carrying four super Maidens on her back, quickly ended, and her body, like a bodybuilder’s once in the hardest of trainings, then suddenly taking a rest, deflated and relaxed. “Now, let’s get out of here.” No more words were said, for their brains and hearts (though not their pussies) were screaming danger, danger, danger! “Now!”

	The four Uber Maidens turned their backs and ran, and the mighty door began to close on its own. Only one of these Maidens, however, didn’t keep her back turned all the time. «I must... at l-least a glimpse!» And so, before the mighty doors had closed completely, when there was only a crack a foot wide before their closing, the Maiden did the foolishness of looking back, and through that crack she saw godhood. “Oh...!”

	*Broom!* Her body collapsed in the instant, and then the doors were slammed shut. *Boom!!* All this drama went unknown by the two goddesses deeper in the room, around the room an ocean of sex had grown.

	“My little cow is so fruitful.” Sayuri purred on Moon’s ears as her hands both worked the goddess’ mighty tits from under her robes. Moon moaned and protested, and her legs squirmed violently, spasming often painfully, but all the time the cruel Sayuri restrained her and inflated her arousal to spine-splitting degrees.

	Truly: if the Maiden kept feeling that type of horniness in her body, soon she would contort and her muscles would swell and cramp hard enough for her bones to begin being fractured! “But I guess that’s African blood for ya!” Sayuri took one hand from under the robes, and the milk poured from her fist like a fountain. “Strong muscle fuck!” She grabbed Moon aggressively by the throat, and the milk—two whole gallons of it—spread wildly over her bust. Squirts of milk and lubes exploded from the goddess at all times, and her pussy had become a fire hydrant busting hard, one mighty squit every couple of seconds, the pussy jets creating pushing her toga just as hard as the eruptions from her tits. “I drink you! From your very body!”

	“Oooh...!!” And Moon almost died once Sayuri came down, almost crashing upon her, with her gorgeous mouth of such beautiful, thick lips on her neck, sucking and licking, drinking all the spit and milk she had poured on there, and Moon began to suffer incredibly, wanting to hug that demigoddess, but fearing the consequences of doing so. “Sa... Sa... Sayuri, ooh!” Caution was thrown to the wind: her arms and legs sprang upwards, wrapping themselves mightily around Sayuri’s enormous shoulders and colossal hips, and then the demigoddess realized she had overplayed her hand—she had overplayed her hand deadly!

	“Oh...!” Sayuri had only a lightning-bolt quick sliver of time to whimper before she heard the loud...

	*Crack!*

	Her shoulders were dislocated. Three ribs were ruptured. Her hips, as well, were severely stressed, though not yet injured, as the goddess in heat wrapped herself around her lover in a hug, and then she reminded Sayuri, albeit innocently and unconsciously, of the chasm in power that lay between them. “Urgh! Pain.” Saruri muttered to herself, and her brief hesitation, if it showed at all, quickly died out.

	The goddesses might have had unsurmountable raw power, but if there was something Sayuri had over them that they could never instantly, even quickly achieve was indeed her greatest strength, her mightiest trump card: experience. And, with experience, authority. And, with authority... sex appeal!

	“Lay down your hands and legs, my pussycat.” Sayuri, with that cute face that belonged only to the fairest of Asian princesses, purred deep and growling on Moon’s back, and her voice alone cause a mega explosion of squirt from the goddess’ steaming pussy.

	“Nooooo...” Moon purred, filled with anguish, but also with a lot of naughtiness in her. Sayuri felt in her body only mild discomfort, with her bones and tendons beginning to heal.

	“Do you want to orgasm as hard as you know I can make you orgasm? Eh?” She touched Moon lovingly on her face, thick threads of juices falling and spreading out everywhere. “Eh, my pussy?”

	Moon squirmed and hurt. Her entire body shivered with frustrated piled-up sexual energy, enough to cause a loud *wrooooom!!* to echo mightily in the entire room, perhaps even half the whole palace, and in her heart Sayuri had to constantly battle her rising fears and insecurities—for the soft power of her authority and her experience were the only thing keeping that goddess from crushing her, utterly cracking her like a toothpick with the hard power of her muscles. “Moon.” Sayuri, then, played her gambit. “Hands on the couch. Legs on the ground. Now.”

	Sayuri’s tone was almost manly, and her body exuded the smell of a bull. “Noooo...” Moon cried, but her entire body had gone stiff, and even her shivering had been contained to under her skin, making her suffer and wail as if struck by the worst fever of her life.

	“Moon...” Sayuri’s voice was the voice of god; the timbre lower and more powerful than the bowels of Gaia. “Hands down. Legs down.” Then... a riskier gambit still! “Now!”

	*Brunt!* She grabbed Moon’s neck hard, choking her without mercy, and Moon began to hiccup and cry, each eye turning to one direction, moving independently from one another. “No-ooh...” Hiccup. Sob. Hiccup. Cry. “No-ooh!”

	She sounded like a child refusing to go to bed. As she heard these infantile pleas, Sayuri gave a sigh of relief. “Moon... hands down. Legs... down! Or I won’t give you cummies.”

	“No!” Moon’s eyes shot up wide and shiny, staring blankly beyond Sayuri’s shoulders, as if seeing the lights of heaven. “Oooh, ooh...!!” She panted harshly, like her lungs were severely constricted or her chest was collapsing in itself.

	“Moon.” Sayuri repeated, causing a subtle rumbling in the room around them. “Do you want your daddy to give you cummies?”

	“Aaahee, aheee...!” Moon bit her own lips, and two fat tears rolled painfully from her eyes. “Y-yes!”

	“Then move... your arms... and legs... down.” She squeezed Moon’s neck at every command. “Do it now, Moon, or your sexy muscled Asian daddy won’t give your pussy any cummies. And daddy wants to give you cummies, Moon. Daddy wants it real hard.”

	“Ooh, dad-dy!” Moon purred almost madly, sheer fuck-drunk insanity seeping from her gasps. The woman was divided into two halves: one of sharp, quick, cutting gasps—“Oh! Oh... oooh!!”—and the other of long, drawn-out, almost maddening moans, groans, and grunts. “Hrmmm...!! Mmmrmm...!!” Her arms slowly spread out. Her legs painfully left Sayuri’s hips—but fought every inch of their way down!

	«Damn!» Sayuri took a deep breath, kept her cool. She could hear the spasms of Moon’s muscles from her robes. They were like boiling oil, and sometimes a collection of sizzles, but blown out to the proportions of a god: multiple eruptions were going on in that body, and it might have been unwise of Sayuri to push her so near the threshold of absolute sexual pleasure—the only thing that could possible break a goddess like her.

	“Keep it together! Keep it together! Keep it together!”

	The thought gripped Sayuri’s soul, never letting her slip out of her dominant pose. If she did, those mighty muscles could easily snap shut and divide her into four, five different ladies, and scattered her torn-out parts all over the room... without Moon even noticing. «She really can just kill me with barely a thought, huh?» Sayuri thought, but this time it brought her no fear, that nasty imagination. Au contraire. It only made her sex swell!

	“That’s right. Moonie wants to feel daddy giving cummies on you cunnie?” Sayuri fondled Moon’s cheeks with infinite love, then pulled her head kindly with both hands and gave her a fatherly kiss on her forehead. “The Moonie needs to pull her arms and legs all the way down.”

	“Moonie...!!” Then, there was the shock, the surprise from Moon’s still conscious speech. “Moonie can kill daddy...” A speech that morphed into a vile grin. Moon stared up at Sayuri. Her smile was demonic. “Like daddy was n-nothing.”

	Moon’s arms and legs stood semi-spread, halfway between the couch and Sayuri’s body. The Asian demigoddess felt Moon’s smile on her heart, like a blade, and for a third of a second her beat was thrown off pace and her spine cooled with fear.

	“That’s right.” Her fondling of Moon’s cheeks continued, now with double the love. “Moonie is much more powerful... much more muscular than daddy.” One hand went back down under Moon’s robes, then up again towards her bosom, giving those fat, turgid tits the mightiest of squeezes.

	“Oooo-AAAAH!!!” Moon absolutely lost her cool, yet her limbs, instead of springing shut, descended closer towards the divan. Milk bubbled, then overflowed from the tits. There was a loud *ruuuumble* followed by the mightiest explosion of tit-juice ever heard that night, and from under Moon’s robes came a waterfall of the thickest milk ever seen in the world, causing not really waves, but a build-up of a pile of cream on the ground; a pile that only very slowly spread out along the floor. Furious juices were squirted from her pulsating cunt, and these helped water down the milk a bit.

	“Wow, Moonie. Your milk is like horse semen.”

	“Uuuuhhh...!!” Moon pulled her hands up and over her forehead. Her face was pure, pure pain!

	Sayuri continued: “Moonie is the strongest cow in the world. Her tits make more milk in one evening than mine make in a week.” Hand furiously groping, squeezing, and pumping one tits, then the other. *Chuggle! Chuggle! Chuggle!* “Moonie is so fertile she should be breeding with bulls, not humans.”

	“Aaaaah-I... I know... r-r-right?” Moon was hallucinating. She had skirted past the point of madness. Her look was of pure frenzy. Sayuri was even grateful she was not able to feel those types of orgasms, for really she wasn’t built for them; her body wouldn’t withstand them.

	«She’s not even properly orgasming.» Again, one moment of hesitation as her mind collided with the formidable superiority of that student. «This is only her build-up for a real orgasm.» Unlike many Over-Maidens, she could claim, indeed, to have seen the goddess really orgasm—to have even partaken in the making of her orgasms!—and even she was afraid of triggering those climaxes again, so close she go to dying all previous times—enough to wipe out even good chunks of her memories, though not her instinctual fear of those experiences. «This is not a woman, not even a goddess. This is a monster!»

	So she laid out these words, like the milk or her spit, over Moon’s spasming and slowly subduing body: “Moonie is a monster, and this monster needs cummies, doesn’t it?” She stopped milking her, giving the goddess some respite, and then leaned over her face, rubbing her cheek on her and purring like a kitten. “Moonie needs cummies to not feel so sad and lonely, doesn’t she?” Kisses. Kisses and kisses and kisses on her temples and her forehead. “Doesn’t it, my baby, my foam?”

	Moon began to cry. “She doooes! She doooes!!” And then... her limbs went numb. *BOOM!* The room shook as they collapsed on the bed, and there was hardly any time to think. “Please, mommy... mom...!” Moon reached out to Sayuri. Her touch was incredibly soft and her fingers were trembling with sadness; utter sadness of depression, no pleasure involved. “Mommy... give me cummies, please!”

	Sayuri came in, took that goddess by the face with both hands and squished her face against her, rubbing and rubbing, rubbing so hard her nose, her cheeks, her everything against every inch of skin she had, and then drowning her with kisses. “Mommy is going to give Moonie as many, many cummies as she wants.” Then, with a devious smile, she moved her lips very, very close to Moon’s ear, and in it she whispered: “Moonie wants many cummies, does she?”

	“Yeeeees!”

	“How many cummies does she want?”

	Moons eyes went right, they went left, and then they went up, with the little girl biting her lips and hiding her giggles—a 6 feet 6, 20,000-pound eight-year-old she had become. “I want a million cummies!”

	“Do you want a million cummies? Do you?” Sayuri kissed her forehead, then the tip of her nose, then blew bubbles on her cheeks, then her neck, making her laugh and laugh and laugh. “Moonie wants a million cummies, does she?”

	“I do!!” Then, her smile became foxy, with some flames of hell burning at the tips of her lips. “Mommy can’t give Moonie a million cummies, though.” She quickly patted the sides of Sayuri’s torso, then her shoulders, as if to demonstrate her incredible inferiority. “Mommy is not strong enough.” Then, a more wicked, evil smile. “Moonie can kill mommy right now... and no one will be able to do anything about it.” And her voice became as it’s always been, but a different woman altogether seemed to be speaking—an entity not of that world, but born out of the most wicked thoughts of the strongest Maidens. “Moonie is the strongest creature on the planet.” She raised a hand to fondle Sayuri’s cheeks. Her lover’s face was steel-cold. “Moonie can rip off mommy’s head right now and crush it. Crush it like an orange. Because mommy is real strong, and all her strength comes to naught next to Moonie.” Her hands descended to Sayuri’s shoulders, then to the undersides of her formidable bosom. “Moonie dislocated mommy’s shoulders and broke four of her ribs.” She smiled. “And Moonie didn’t even want to do it! Moonie did it by accident!” Wider and shinier, her smile grew. “Imagine what Moonie could do if she reeeally wanted to hurt mommy.”

	Then... *crack!*

	“Ugh!” Sayuri groaned. Moon had gripped her torso with only two fingers, and with the slightest pressure she broke another of Sayuri’s ribs.

	“Mommy is so weak. Even her body cannot heal quicker than Moonie can kill. Like this...”

	*Crack!*

	“Ohh...!” Sayuri gasped, and her body was awash with coolness. Another rib had been broken, and it was one of the same ribs that Moon had just ruptured the first time. Then, as it began to heal again...

	*Crack!*

	“Urgh... damn it!” Sayuri felt her mind shaking, the pain really burning in the ends of her nerves. Moon had broken that same rib again, and seemed intent on keep breaking as many times as it healed itself.

	“Moonie can cause mommy so much pain.” From her gorgeous grinning face came the deepest chuckles Sayuri had ever heard. “Moonie should cause mommy lots and lots of pain, for mommy forgot her place.” Then... she rose.

	“Oh!” Sayuri moved back quickly as Moon rose and sat on the lounge, and the Asian lover couldn’t help, when burned by such rising fury, to lower herself and bow, if subconsciously, to her master.

	“Mommy thinks she can play the dommy to Moonie.” Moon’s other hand, oh, always on Sayuri’s face. Always fondling her. Always threatening her. “Mommy is such a fool.”

	*Crack!*

	“Oww! Oow!!”

	“Mommy should have every rib of her body broken, just for good measure. Just so she never again forgets...” Then her voice became demonic. “Who is the god here!”

	*Crack-crack-crack!*

	“Aaah!” Sayuri collapsed. *Splash!* Her body burned in the scalding soup of Moon’s milk and lubricants on the ground. In one-tenth of a second, Moon had snapped three more of Sayuri’s ribs, and the demigoddess was flanked by the most awesome of pains, and her breath was really stollen. “Aaah!” She collapsed, indeed, and on the ground she squirmed for a bit.

	Her body had withstood the weight of five hundred elephants once, when she was just a novice, newly graduated Maiden on her first missions, and even as a Maiden-in-Training she had fun traveling to some industrial towns and putting her head under hydraulic presses, demanding that the presses were set to max power, only to then see these presses, after minutes of painful struggle, to overheat and explode while she barely felt a thing.

	That was once, when she was young and weak, yet now that the demigoddess approached her apex there was literally nothing on the planet—no weight, no device of any kind!—that could hope to even scratch her skin, let alone tear one of their bones—safe, of course, for some mysterious device designed by the evil geniuses of the Artemis Tech Institutes.

	Sayuri squirmed on the floor for a little bit, enjoying the annoying discomfort those broken ribs caused her. “Hmm... hmm... heh.” Then, she cracked a smile. “Heh, heh!” It had been so long since she’d sparred with a sister of similar or greater power, and her body was beginning to forget the feeling of pain, or simply the mere lack of pleasure. “Very well.” She muttered to herself as low as she could, but not nearly low enough so that Moon’s godly ears wouldn’t pick it:

	“Oooh.” The goddess crossed her legs and wiggled her shoulder, eyes shining like two devils as she saw the sister slowly stay on all fours before her. “What is Asian mommy going to do? Is she gonna give Moonie a spanking?” With eyes like a fox playing with a caught mouse, she showed her shiny teeth in the biggest, sassiest of grins, then giggled, her face truly feline. “Can mommy give a spanking to a daughter who can easily rip her apart, limb by limb, then walk away as she had just torn off the Teddy Bear she grew tired of?” Sayuri, before her, slowly rose up to her feet. Her body was now covered in Moon’s milk and cum, and the other parts that were still dry were soon being drenched by the sex soup as the liquids oozed and spread out. “Look at mommy, so messed up. Moonie marked mommy like a bitch. Mommy’s all smelling and oozing with Moonie’s thick milk and sweet cum.” She took one hand to her mouth and bit her pinky, winking as she did it. “Mommy’s nothing but a cheap bitch. A cheap Japanese bitch who’s been put in her place.” Sayuri turned and looked down upon Moon. The goddess only had smiles and taunts to her messed-up lover. “Oooh. Mommy looks sooo serious.” She leaned in and rose up a bit until her face was near Sayuri’s bust. “What is mommy going to do? Hmm? What is mommy going to do now that Moonie came all over mommy’s face, smeared mommy’s beautiful uniform with her milk and her cum, and insulted mommy’s whole worthless peopl-?”

	*BLAAAAM!!!*

	A shockwave burst. In a blink, all haze was gone. Milk and cum were splashed away for a single second, and then they as well were gone. Gone! As in, not one thread of them remained. *Booom...!* 

	The shockwave traveled several times faster than sound. The blow that had caused it created a zone of vacuum that expanded and expanded and just kept expanding.

	In a few fractions of a second, the shockwave hit the limits of the room. The place was a mile wide from side to side, on average, and every bit of it was covered by the wave, then the vacuum, before a brain could process the command to make an eye blink. In the thought of the blinking of an eye, then, the entire room was swept by the shockwave, and then... came the aftershocks!

	*BOOOM!! BOOOM!! BOOOM-BOOOM-BOOOM!!*

	Upon hitting the limits of the room, the shockwave came back. *Boom!!* It exploded ferociously around right between the goddess and the demigoddess, casting everything on fire. The lounge was pulverized. Its expensive cloth amounted to nothing once, in another fraction of conscious thought, everything was pulverized by a flash of light—which in reality was a ball of fire lasting microseconds in duration. *Booom!* The shockwave expanded again, a little dimmer, and just a little slower reached the edges of the room. *Booom!!* Earthquakes followed as it ricocheted back towards its origin point, and so it went, back and forth, *boom! Boom!* and *boom!* for at least forty-eight rounds, after which it became bearable, that is to say, not so destructive, and its dimmer sound went on for five, perhaps seven minutes longer: *thud... thud... thud...!*

	Around the monstrous Maidens, the lounge had been completely pulverized. The lake of cum and milk that Moon had so bulkily ejaculated, as well, was totally disappeared.

	From the distance, tiny glacial sounds began to form. They were like the bending of a rigid metal at first, painfully long and delayed, and then... *crack!* They revealed themselves for what they were: cracks! *Crack-crack... crack!* Little cracks growing here and there. As it turned out, both the blow and ensuing shockwave were a little too much for the windows to take: little by little, then, tiny cracks began to form, then sprawl, and both women listened to them attentively, using their gradual, rising sounds to maybe cool their bodies down and return their minds to a state of... chill.

	Both women? Ah, no. That’s not really what happened: only one woman really paid attention to those cracks, if only marginally, and the other one... the other woman was just too lost in her mind trying to figure out what the fuck had just happened to pay attention to any crack, any shockwave, any sound of any kind.

	Both women breathed heavily. Only one, however, was in perfect control of her breath. “Stand up.” Saiury boomed, and her posture was like a hero standing over her conquered dragon. “Stand. Up!” Her voice exploded, and the body before her feet shuddered.

	The body of the other woman. The body of Moon. «W-what...? What the...?!»

	Smoke rose from Moon’s left cheek. Her skin was reddened all over that half of her face, with a particularly hot, almost glazing-strong redness the size of a fist at the very peak of her cheeks.

	The mark of Sayuri’s fist. The mark of her knuckles after the demigoddess had thrown her a punch.

	The deadly silence was broken only by, of course, the dying (and mostly harmless) sounds of the shockwaves... and three metal clings coming from Sayuri’s feet. *Cling-cling... cling!* Each *cling!* was a little louder, a little longer than the previous one, and Sayuri’s gaze was averted just for a brief second as she looked down and seemed to kick something away. More metallic sounds were heard, this time of tiny metal objects being kicked and dragged or rolled away on the marble ground. “I said...”

	Sayuri bent down. Grabbing Moon by the collar of her robes, Sayuri lifted the 20,000-pound creature up in one fell swoop, seven, eight feet above the ground, and then... *SLAAAM!!* She power-slammed the little cunt back onto the ground, seeing Moon’s body kick up, then fall down at last after the first massive slam, then stay there, mostly still, but sometimes squirming, as Sayuri straightened up again and cracked her knuckles. *Crack! Crack!* The sounds reminded her of her limbs, which were by then fully healed.

	“Stand. Up!”

	Sayuri’s voice was the voice of god. However startled Moon felt, she wouldn’t dare delay her again. Trembling and whimpering, she turned around. *Wroom!* Moon’s massive, enormous body fell back, and she supported herself with her hands on the ground behind her back. Before her towered the mighty figure of Saiury’s, whose uniform stretched and boomed with her rising muscles, the woman looking at least twenty percent bigger now than she was before. Moon beheld her with utter amazement, though her head was dangling and her face had that foolish, ignorant smile of a drunkard caught in a naughty act. “Ba... ba... Sa... hmm...” She rambled like an imbecile for a bit, and the redness on her left cheek only slowly dimmed. Smoke still rose from it. She touched, then rubbed it with one hand. “O-o... ouch.” Her face was blazoned firstly with shock, then... utter wonder! “Wow.” Her eyes were beaming with happiness as she turned them up again. Sayuri’s somber face did little to dampen their excitement. “You... y-you...” A thousand emotions ran through Moon’s face, and though her brain was concocting a thousand clever quips and elaborate sentences to either confront or praise her opponent, the only thing her tongue and lips managed to spit out was a drunken “You’re strong!” Then Moon’s eyes shone with utter adoration, and the severity on Sayuri’s face was lessened somewhat.

	“You have anything to say for yourself?”

	Moon shook her head. “No.” Then, she thought better, and sat more upright before her lover. “I mean, I am sorry.” She looked up, and her face was like a puppy’s, and then she winked, and all of the barriers on Sayuri seemed to come down. “Did I offend you? Did you take it seriously?”

	Sayuri looked so hot with her body so big, her veins popping so hard, and her muscles so shredded like that, so much so that anyone could see the individual fibers engorging and vibrating, yet her hotness grew even further with her pose so full of power and authority—arms bend, elbows pulled back, shoulders wide, torso straight, legs spread apart, whole body roaring and revying its engines for a fight. Moon knew that the lover’s face, especially, was meant to be intimidating—and it was! But because it was so intimidating, it only made the goddess swoon harder for her. “The only thing I said that I think might have stirred your nerves the wrong way was my insult to your people.” Moon said, and then she stood up, and both goddesses stared at one another eye to eye, face to face. Both mighty beings were of the same height. “Watashi ga nihonjin ni taishite keii shika motte inai koto wa gozonjideshou. Anata no tochi de nan-nen mo sugoshi, nakama-tachi to kōryū shi, shimai-tachi to aishiatte kita Nihon wa, ima dewa watashi no daini no furusatodesu. Moshi watashi ga kono kuni ya sono hitobito o keishi shite ita to shitara… dō ka oyurushi kudasai.”

	Moon moved her arms up and ahead of her bust, laid one tightened fist against the other opened palm, then bowed, and Sayuri couldn’t hold back a tender smile. “Imaimashī.” The Japanese goddess clicked her tongue—*tsc!*—then looked away reluctantly, blushing a little before relenting: “You speak my tongue better than I do.” She said, still and Japanese. Safe for the moment after Sayuri had cast that mighty punch on Moon’s face, their conversation was wholly in the Eastern tongue:

	“Mazuwa takusan no renshū ga hitsuyōdesu.” Moon smiled. She knew very well how her displays of humility often came out the wrong way, further enraging or humiliating her listeners rather than the opposite, but this time she meant it, and her tone made her smallness seem almost believable. “In any case, I hope I haven’t hurt you with this play. I know you have your pride, and that your love for your land might even rival yours for Maidenkind.

	“Well, this would be the moment I would say that this is silly and that nothing is more important to me than Maidenesse, and that the duties of a Maiden would always trump my blood loyalties to my land, my kind, my kin. This is what I should say, I know, but I won’t say it.” Sayuri smiled. “For it would be a lie. My love for Japan is indeed as great as mine for Maidenkind, and if there ever came the time when I would have to choose one over the other... I would honestly not know which one to choose, and my choosing of Maidenkind, I confess, would be far from certain.” Undoing her stance in a blink, all her seriousness blowing away like smoke on the wind, Sayuri stepped forth and patted Moon on the shoulder. “That aside, it didn’t offend me.” She chuckled. “It was fun.”

	“Good.” Moon smiled, sucked her lower lip and bit it. There was a low, long purr rising from her throat, and her eyes gleamed with the steam that had just been dispelled by Sayuri’s blow. “Moonie does want the cummies, though.”

	Sayuri’s smile grew smaller and her muscles a little bigger. “Sit.” With one quick, decisive gesture, she pointed a little far away in the room, to one of the ottomans that had survived the aftermath of her blow. Unlike that lounge they’d been laying on, these seats, as well as many other objects in the vast, vast space, were built from tougher materials and techniques—not every little thing inside that palace being of the exact same strength, nor built with the finest, rarest, and therefore most expensive techniques known to Maidenkind.

	Moon purred, and for an instant there was a pause in her, as if she were weighing the strength of that inferior Maiden giving her orders. Then, without a word, she turned and walked to the divan, where she lay splendidly, spreading her limbs out and casting her robes over a huge area, like an angel fallen on snow.

	Sayuri slowly followed her, and there was something in the Asian goddess’ gait that, step after step, added weight and apprehension to Moon. The power. The authority. The anger, even! «Wow!» It skipped beats, Moon’s heart, and she couldn’t help but to feel a rising intoxication with that powerful, confident Japanese empress.

	Sayuri stood at the feet of both the divan and Moon, standing upright, but no longer with her fists on her hips like before. No matter: the woman was even more intimidating now, when her face was so calm, but so stern. A grin of pure, absolute focus. “Are you comfortable?” She asked, and her right brow climbed up slightly as she did.

	“Veeery.” Moon purred, and her body made loud, roaring sounds as she rubbed herself all cat-like against the divan. The plentiful robes, now all clean after Sayuri’s blow and its aftershocks, obscured much of the goddess’ obscene figure, but even the little that could be seen now was a test to even Sayuri’s temperance: those massive, nay, those monstrously large boobs, which rivaled her own, rumbling always so heavy and wetly with the sound of concentrated milk! Those gigantic legs, sweet pillars of muscles that, when exerted, became thicker than columns, and were already as thick as tree trunks in their relaxed state! Underneath all the cloth, those mighty thighs joined up in a most arousing hips, wide and mother-like; virile in their pure muscularity, vascularity, and near lack of fat, but incredibly wide and supple, the hips of a mare willing and ready to give birth to endless rows of children—a mare bred for breeding!

	“Eighteen years old, are you?”

	Moon beamed. “Turned eighteen last month.”

	“Congratulations, sister.”

	“You already gave me the congratulations, you sexy Jappy fox!”

	Sayuri smiled, and with a low nod, she closed her eyes and chuckled. “Indeed, but I was thinking now on your other aspect of turning eighteen. Your other responsibility.”

	Moon purred endlessly, knowing full well what she meant, but sticking to the tease for the love of it. “Oh, yeah? Is it the Graduation?”

	“No.” And then Sayuri was reminded of it—her Graduation that evening, of course!—and shock briefly crossed her face, but she decided to stick to the tease and leave these “lesser” congratulations for later, for her eggs were sizzling hot and her puss was begging for sweet, sweet release. “I mean the other responsibility.”

	“Oooh.” Moon wobbled her body again, the immenseness of which seemed to cause the entire area to rumble. “You mean making babies?” Sayuri slowly nodded. The way she looked down at her, so intently and voraciously, already put Moon’s womb in a state of prime readiness. “Do you want to make babies with me, Sasa?”

	The Japanese demigoddess rolled her eyes and sighed. “If only in the act.” Then, her shoulders rest a little lower. “I wish us Maidens could actually...” No! There came a voice, thinly beneath her consciousness, that told her: no! She straightened up her shoulders again and became the stern general once more. “It’s no matter.” Placing one hand on her belly, Sayuri beamed with undeniable superiority. “Guess how many babies this birth machine has made.”

	Moon shivered. Her excitement now wasn’t just for show. “Do you really...?” She asked, and upon seeing Sayuri’s nod, she squeaked with joy. “Oh, Sasa! I’m... I’m...!” I’m honored! I’m brimming with joy! I want to marry you! These were all things that flashed briefly on Moon’s mind; things that she really intended to say, even the latter, before she controlled her wills and tamed her heart back into a chill—a heart, she knew, that already belonged to somebody else. “How many children did you birth?”

	Sayuri took a breath, knowing well that wasn’t a light matter. There were no secrets between the Maidens, but there were things that all Maidens agreed on being so delicate, so sacred, that only after long pause and consideration they should be spoken about. Of all sacred things of Maidenking, birthing was among the holliest; and though it was the duty of every Maiden, as soon as she came to sexual maturity at the earliest, and definitely once she reached legal maturity at the latest, to birth as many strong, healthy children and aid Gaia in its repopulation—a duty that had been started by the Founding Mothers themselves and that had gone on unbroken for 242 years, yielding Gaia’s current population of 1.4 billion strong...

	...though it was, then, every Maiden’s duty to breed like there was no tomorrow—and the Maidens did indeed spend almost as much of their lives breeding as they did fighting and all other things, the sacrality of motherhood was deemed to be one of the most extremely personal things there could be to a Maiden, and so many taboos were imposed around it, paramount of which was the custom to never, ever press a Maiden for information about her birthing, or any detail concerning her motherhood at all. Each Maiden and her womb belonged to one another, and it was the gravest of disrespects to stick up one’s nose on somebody else’s womb.

	As Sayuri and Moon stared at one another, the two women shared a most intimate, feminine moment. Even their arousal died out a little. Sex, after all, could always come later, but moments like those came only once in a lifetime. Sayuri was about to reveal to Moon the secrets of her breeding! Short of asking a Maiden in marriage, or perhaps even making a blood pact, this was the greatest act of intimacy and friendship a Maiden could do to another.

	So Sayuri lowered her head and her voice, and with a proud grin she uttered: “344.” Moon swelled. Sayuri could very well see the goddess was inflating with at least two hundred different emotions on her breast, and before she could lower her chin and utter a single squeak, she raised a palm and tamed her: “I know. It surely is a small number compared to those you and your sister are going to churn at unprecedented levels.”

	“I think...!” Moon shivered. Sayuri was taken aback by her sincere excitement, with her body shaking so fast, yet every shake so short and understated, that she looked like a giant vibrator causing the entire divan to rumble. “I think you’re a god!”

	Sayuri was filled with color. Looking up and betraying ever more gentle, motherly smiles, she allowed herself a moment of unashamed pride. “Indeed. They said I am one of the most fertile mothers alive, and that there are fewer Maidens above me in terms of birthing capacity than there are in power levels, which I guess...” Again, another fake-humble sigh. “I guess it’s something, innit?” She laid one hand on her belly and rubbed it kindly. “I’ve been birthing around sixteen to twenty-four children a year, every year, without respite.” Looking up, there was deviousness and arrogance in her grin. “My best year was six years ago, when I gave birth to twenty-eight babies.”

	“Goddess!” Moon spoke not to some undetermined goddess in the sky, but clearly and intently to Sayuri in front of her. “Those were more than two birthings in a year, right?”

	Sayuri nodded kindly. “You’re too sharp. Indeed, I was blessed with three birthings in once same year, from three pregnancies: one in January (from a pregnancy of the year before), the other in June, and the other in December, would you believe it!” She squirmed and squeaked, a little teenager recounting her school achievements to her daddy. “So few Maidens can actually score a Triple Crown in one year, and I’m one of these lucky few!”

	“Oh, damn you, Sasa!”

	“Beg your pardon?” Sayuri was disconcerted for a brief moment, fearing that her intimacy would be betrayed, but her fears were blown away and her friendship only reinforced when Moon stood up hastily, almost as if excusing herself for something, and clumsily moved about before the friend.

	“You should have kept this for later, for a more opportune moment!” Then, Moon cried. “I’m so happy for you!”

	*Booom!!* Sayuri was still a little surprised when her sister came and gave her a powerful hug—powerful, yes, but controlled, unlike her ecstasies from before. “Indeed.” She came down from her surprise and hugged her sister back, and then the hug tightened—and tightened!—until both their bodies were roaring, with tearing and stretching sounds filling the room; the sounds of their mighty muscles rubbing and expanding against each other, two bull-sized women hugging each other with as much passion as their hyper virile bodies allowed. “But my heart sings that this is a good moment.” She gave her sister a kiss on the cheek. “I love you. You’re the first one I share this w-”

	“No!”

	Sayuri, again, was taken aback, even laughed a little, as Moon abruptly undid that hug, even forcing the sister away from her body, and turned around to pace furiously back and forth. “No, what, you fiend?”

	With one cat-like leap, the goddess returned to the divan. *Boom!!* Were that structure not divinely crafted, it would have succumbed like nothing under the fall and the weight of the superwoman. If that material had been made from a common human craft, even if it was made of pure titanium, it would end up bent, perhaps even ruptured around Moon’s body. “You should save this talk for later, when we’ll be more romantic and such. Now is not the time for it.” She cast up a naughty grin. “Now is the time for you to give me cummies.”

	“Indeed.” Sayuri nodded just one, with a pensive smile on her face, then... *wraaack!* She tore up the sleeve of her uniform on her left arm, exposing her naked muscles to Moon for the very first time that evening.

	“Ooooh!” Moon swooned. Sayuri, just like all Maidens, had a hyper-virile arm that was laden with veins and muscles, and looked swollen and pumped even like then, when it was at its most relaxed.

	The demigoddess cast away the torn-out uniform. *Boom!* The wraps fell on the marble ground with a loud thud. It was easy to forget, given both their thin and delicate appearance and the ease with which an Over-Maiden like Sayuri could cast them out, that each uniform could weigh up to five tonnes, and that those sleeves alone that Sayuri had torn and cast away probably weighted a couple hundreds of pounds—and those were light-weight uniforms, the only type of uniform or armor the Maidens have ever deemed necessary to use!

	“Oooh. Pretty!” Moon spoke, and her eyes were shining with admiration not just for Sayuri’s perfectly sculpted muscles: on that arm shone three large rings wrapped around her enormous biceps. The rings were not all centered on the swollen, ripped muscle, though: only one of them stood at the very peak of the biceps, where the muscle was bigger and fatter, and the other two stood above it, their diameters narrower as they followed along the gentle downward slope of the super muscles. From top to bottom, that is, from smaller to bigger bracelets, they were gray, dark gray, and then perfect black. Moon’s eyes were always shining with curiosity. “These are the power rings, right?”

	“Indeed.” Sayuri behaved as if she were preparing for a greater task, and so she talked to Moon as if the woman were a second thought. “You never wore these, have you?”

	Moon shook her head. “Never needed to.” Oh, the arrogance that seeped from that smile, that naughty face! “Though I think I know what these are.” She nodded to each ring, from lightest to darkest-colored: “Super titanium, ultra titanium, then...” She swelled. “Divine titanium?”

	Sayuri nodded. “You are wise. Very well versed on our lore, I see.” Then, a reprehensive tone—mostly joking, but not entirely. “For someone who never took that much interest in our customs and traditions, I mean.”

	“When you are the most powerful creature on the planet, customs and traditions are mere suggestions.” Her words, no matter how playfully or jokingly were uttered, always carried with them an aura of genuine, spine-tingling threat, and they reminded Sayuri, even in the throes of her passion and intimacy with the goddess, of the danger Moon’s mere existence represented. “And the Academy had to serve for something, hadn’t it?”

	“Quiet. You little shit.”

	“Oh.”

	Sayuri’s voice... was the voice of god! It really wasn’t playfulness, indeed, when Moon heard that voice and shivered, for she was genuinely shivering and her innards were really turning with fear before that almighty Asian. «One million and two.» She recounted in her mind. «There is not *this* big of a gap between us, coming to think of it.» Her hand instinctively moved to her chin and rubbed it. It was still red, that chin of hers, from the punch she’d received. «Awesome!» Her grin returned, and her body remained stone-cold still as she watched Sayuri go then and there, left and right, calmly explaining to her while pointing a finger at each ring:

	“All rings were made by the Artemis Institutes and the Divine Forgeries exclusively. Just like this palace, just like most objects in this room, they were crafted with one chief purpose in mind: to withstand and measure the strength of only the mightiest, mostly beastly of us Maidens, and so I wear them on my arms most of the times—not even to test my own strength, but probably the reverse: to keep my strength contained.” She lifted her head up and thought for a little. “Or perhaps it is to test my strength, but the strength of my mind, my willpower, not that of my muscles.” She turned to Moon, and the lover straightened up as if accossed by an angry sergeant. “Whenever I wear them, I must make sure that they never bend, crack, and decay in any manner. To fail such a task, as you may know, would require many weeks (in my case months) of retraining.”

	Moon purred. “Even for a venerable Maiden such as yourself?”

	“Especially for a venerable Maiden such as myself. I’m a million-scorer.” Sayuri’s pride couldn’t be contained, no matter how cool and impartial she tried to sound. “I’m kept under watchful vigilance from the Maiden’s Watch—just like you, just like your sister, just like the Headmistress herself, albeit with lesser priority, certainly, than you three mighty beings.” She moved her arms over her chest. As with all Maidens, the colossal expanse of her bust made the act quite challenging, but Sayuri managed to pull it off always flawlessly and seamlessly, as if the laws of physiques were mere suggestions to her. “All Maidens have to use these—except for you two Anomalies, who are so strong even these rings would feel like rubber bands to you.”

	“Can I...?” Moon spoke, but then the cruel, cold eyes of her mistress froze her in place. A tense silence followed, after which Moon’s hand shot upwards and shook. “May I ask you something, ma’am?”

	“You may.” Moon pulled her hand down and sat up straight, but then... “I said you could ask something, not stand up.”

	Moon knew better than to protest. Meeting the cool, unwavering eyes of that god in womanly flesh, she laid herself back again on the divan. Comfortable as her pose seemed, it felt for her like the most uncomfortable she had been in a while, forced into that fake relaxation by Sayuri’s unquestionable authority. “Mommy, mother... hmm...” The words even came out on their own, without her even wanting to utter them. “Can I wear them?”

	Sayuri considered the request for a quick second. “Why not? Later perhaps. For now, you quiet down and listen?” She stepped forth, and Moon sunk deeper into the divan, the weight of the Asian’s aura feeling like an elephant had just set atop her. “Are we understood?”

	“Yes, ma’am.”

	Sayuri moved her arm again ahead of her torso and her abs, pointing at each of the rings. “Three to five rings are used, each ring getting stronger from the base to the peak of the biceps. Rings are used anywhere they can fir, you know, but biceps, thighs, calves, and belly, around the abs, are the most common spots. Novice students—the Maidens-in-Training, that is—use the weakest rings, which range from common chromium to stainless steel. As they approach graduation, stronger variations of metals are used until they’re mostly wearing variations of common tungsten, even titanium. Most veteran Maiden, once they reach maturity, should be able to easily break through reinforced titanium with the mere flexing of their biceps, but this is not guaranteed to all, given the extreme variations in our kind. In any case, us Over-Maidens are... a special kind of deal.” Her lips trembled with the desire to smile. “As you defy statistics and approach the tens of thousands of Kymer units, new types of semi-artificial materials need to be crafted especially for you—courtesy of our ever-laborious sisters of the Institutes and the Research centers. Super steel, super stainless steel, ultra chromium, uber chromium...” She raised her arm, and the two of the ring glimmered beautifully under the golden light of the room. Only the larger ring reflected no light. Depending on the angle one saw it, the ring seemed close to pitch-perfect blackness. “All stronger variations than their common namesakes. Thousands of times stronger.” She raised her arms a little higher, and Moon’s chin came a little lower, her mouth beginning to drool at the sight of such powerful, sensual arm. “Ultra titanium, uber titanium... and divine titanium. Rings that are worn by only a handful dozens of our kinds. The million-scorers. The Monsters!” An evil grin. “These are the strongest materials made publicly available by our committees. Sure, there are many stronger materials, such as the ground we’re standing on, but as far as jewelry goes, this is the strongest any Maiden can practically need; the highest she can climb before the costs of catering to her become excessive.” One finger at each ring, from lightest to darkest: “Ultra titanium, uber titanium... divine titanium.” She shivered always when speaking about the final one. “You need at least 150,000 Kymers to break the first one.” She shrugged. “Easy peasy, I guess. Now, the second one is a doozy. You must have at least 750,000 Kymers to break it. Takes some effort, but I could do it in a couple of seconds right now, really, if I flexed my muscles.”

	“Oh, please!” Moon was the picture of pure happiness, then pure fear as Sayuri turned her chilling eyes to her and forced the lover to whittle like a puppy lowering its ears and wagging its tail between its legs.

	“As I was saying...” She pointed to the last, blackest ring. “Divine titanium. The divine materials represent the uppermost limits of Maiden science—that is, the science that is not Triple Restricted. To break this, you would need a level of 1,500,000 Kymers, and this one... oh, *this* one would be the one to truly make me sweat.”

	“Have you ever broken it?” Moon spoke, then cowered again upon receiving Sayuri’s nasty, nasty look! “Oh, please, sister, let me speak.”

	Sayuri rolled her eyes. “Fine.” And waved at her like that play wasn’t even fun anymore.

	“So... did you ever break it?”

	Sayuri shrugged. “Sure. Couple of times, not many, but I have.”

	It might have been corny to say it, but it was true: Sayuri was just so cool! “So you should be a level one-point-five million, right? The ring is theoretically stronger than you are.”

	Sayuri gave her an incredulous (but still playful) look. “You’re just playing dumb, aren’t you, my little caramel nugget?”

	Moon became all red and acted all cutesy and lovely. “Yeah. Yeah, I am. I just like you acting like that, like a teacher.” She turned calmer and more pensive. “I wish you’d been our mentor. Not that I’m complaining, but there’s just matching your... oh, your coolness, your sheer awesomeness.”

	“Well, I guess there isn’t.” She blushed. “But there’s a very good reason why you were paired with our weakest professors, and you know it very well.”

	“Still...”

	“No matter.” Sayuri cut her short. “You know how it works.” She bowed a little. “If I am to be the teacher, then let me teach you briefly.” And winked before. “The Kymer scale, one, is just a silly scale. That it has grown to take such a hold on Maiden culture, well, this is one of the unavoidable (if lamentable) quirks of life. Of memes.” She rested one fist on her hips. “People just get attached to these concepts, when they are too practical and easy to explain. Even for our Maiden’s finer brains, it's hard to avoid the pitfalls of generalizations and simplifications. After all, both symbolically and genetically...” She shrugged. “We’re still only humans. The greatest humans. The hottest humans.” Her muscles rumbled. A low roar hummed. “The strongest humans. Still... only humans, only humans.” She pointed at the mightiest ring. “In any case, the scale—if it’s ever representative of anything really meaningful—measures the average power of a Maiden, not its peaks, not its lows.” Then the demigoddess changed her pose, spreading out both of her arms on an arch, a soft form of T-pose.

	Slowly she looked at one arm, then the other, turning them faintly, with the grace of the angels, and letting Moon know that her muscles were completely relaxed, probably the softest they could be while she was standing. And Moon, of course, picked up all her subtlest of cues, for her eyes and Sayuri’s arms were now one and the same, and her saliva began to drool from one end of her lips, dripping on her robes in one continuous chain.

	“A Maiden’s power can never be truly measured. A 500-scorer can rise up to the thousands, even tens of thousands if she is pushed far enough.” Her eyes, knowingly, turned back to Moon. “Blessings or no blessings.” Such was the case for young Euridice today, wasn’t it? She thought of asking, but Moon was in too blissful a state; so happy and horny she felt that mentioning Euridice again—the source of all her woes in that night—would be uncalled for, or worse yet, a permanent bucket of cold water in their sexy make-out session, so Sayuri wisely let it be. “Who knows how high can the power of an Over-Maiden, or a Monster Maiden like myself can climb?” She moved her arms down, and her breasts stretched outward the breastplate of her armored uniform, *wroom-wroom-wrooom*, causing stretching, snapping noises to pop and echo all over the room. “Who knows? With the proper incentives, I might even give the Headmistress a good clapping of the butt cheeks.” She lifted her arm again and beheld the beautiful blackness of the thickest ring. “Anyway, anywho. Divine titanium is crafted specially to measure us Monsters’ strength. The average 1.5-millioner can break it most of the time if they put their minds to it. Most of the time. Just as a Maiden’s strength can rise, it can as quickly (and brutally) fall. Many are the times when us Maidens are exhausted after a particularly brutal fight, or broken after some nasty sort of sparr, one that leaves our bodies all bruised and broken...” Sayuri shivered. Just as long it had been since she had a proper fight with an equal-leveled woman—all her other partners, divine beings as they were, were ever busy and laden with responsibilities—even longer it’d been since she got her ass whooped, and she was aching, if not for a challenge, then for a mightier creature to put her back down in her place.

	«It’s a painful thing, oh, being so dominant.» Sayuri sighed and smiled, reminding herself of Moon’s worshipful state, which now had turned into an open, shameful drooling and panting. “I can be weaker than a 500,000-scorer if I’m particularly exhausted. I remember one time, one day, when I was in my early twenties...” She recalled longingly, and her face was awash with memories, and even her skin seemed to turn pinker for a while. “Me and the girls were fooling around. I scored only some 500,000 back them, and the girls were of many levels. Anyway, there was this one girl in our group—it was a group of six including myself—who barely reached 50,000. She was 48,000.” Her smile grew as she remembered the exact number. “48,560. Strong gal. Strong enough for the Super Maiden title, but a little short of Over-Maiden. Well, I think. If my memory of the current stats serves me right.” She straightened up her back, and her smile was another source of light in that room, beaming down with heavenly whiteness upon the caramel face of Moon. “Anyway. I was already a Special Grade 2 Over-Maiden, and Uber Over-Maiden back then, and I was at the budding of my post-graduate years still, and growing stronger by the fortnight, and I was the strongest of my group—though three other Maidens—Grisbela, Niko, and Saraleen—awere Ultra-Overs as well: Saralee was 270,000, Grisbela was 380,000, and Niko, being Japanese, was 450,000. All in all, we were roughly matched, and the other one who was left—Isadora—scored at a decent 180,000. We were all superpowered goddesses at the morning dew of our youth, as you can see, and our bodies boomed with testosterone, and we were always at each others’ throats, fighting for the top-bitch position, challenging and bantering, shit-talking one another whenever we could. Anyway, anyway... there was this one fight... this one amazing, awesome fight we had, which I remember ‘til this day: I challenged them out of nowhere, out of the blue, without reason or provocation, and we all had just shared the juiciest of meals, and our bodies were heavy, our bellies were swollen, and our heads were swaying sleepily as the yearning for a good siesta took over our muscles, and we were all getting ready to nap. The girls were at first disconcerted, then ready as breeding bulls thrown at their fertile cows: it was on! And bellies full, and minds heavy, with the most discomfort a Maiden could feel when embarking on a fight—that is, after a huge, succulent meal—us girls just exploded at each other, no other rules being the General Rules of Maidenhood and no other goal than to be the last one standing. Naturally, as it usually happens in all-out fights like these, the girls firstly banded against the strongest bitch in the doghouse, which happened to be...” Like a little girl, she climbed atop her heels and pointed both fingers at “moi! The girls just leaped at me like piranas towards the flesh, and even the weakest of them—Isadora, she was—risked a couple of punches here and there, maintaining her distance and bidding her time.” She shivered, and her eyes, turned to the heavens, watered up with the joy and the pleasure of remembering “the fucking beating, oh! It was the beating of a lifetime, that one I got! The fight lasted, in total, for seven hours, and the other girls were particularly savage that evening.” She licked her lips, and her uniform roared constantly as her muscles kept booming and semi-flexing on their own, looking almost as if they were trying to break free from the tight, oh, tight clothing! “At points they made me even reconsider their friendship, or even suspect that they were waving away the General Rules and jumping at me with the intent to kill, because, girl, oh...! They really spared no punches!” She leaped and hopped side to side, the excitement getting so big that it moved her body on its own. “Fucking hell! It was so great! Of the seven hours we fought, the first three were just trying to survive! I was mighty, but so were my sisters, and ganged up on me, all together, it was like four super-strong genius fighters ganging up against a single super-strong genius fighter: a 1v1 battle would already be fair enough, but a 4v1 was getting really close to massacre territories, and this is exactly what happened to me, dear sister!” Moon herself became enchanted by beholding the sheer enchantment in Sayuri’s eyes: “For three glorious hours, I was pummeled like never before (and only a few times since). For three magnificent hours, I was brutalized to the point of unconsciousness and even death! My bones were being broken, for the first time, faster than they could heal. The girls were not only strong, but they also worked in perfect synchrony, and at moments, now that I recall it, I don’t even know how I survived even just five minutes under their relentless flurry: every time two attacked (and they attacked in wildly different points that made my reaction to one attack open myself up completely to the other), the other two focused on blocking my defense, and so, for a good deal of these three bloody hours, I was essentially just counting on my natural strength and “tankiness” to survive, and my life clang to my skin, now I see, almost only by a miracle.” She breathed in deeply, almost as if smelling the very blood she shed by the buckets back then, in that wonderful massacre. “We were not fighting in a room like this, mind you, so the place of our battle is now known only to the history books. I hope you never tell anyone this, for if my superiors know it, they’re going to punish me severely.” She shivered; never with fear, but only delight for her memories. “Suffice to say we were fighting on a mountainous archipelago somewhere in the Lorena Sea. It was a vast chain of volcanic islands that, all counted together, were a wee larger than a third of Switzerland—you know Switzerland, right? The only country that survived more or less intact and unchanged since the Days of Men? So, our arena was basically one-three parts of the Swiss Land, and it is all now under the sea.” She bit one nail, hissing like a naughty snake. “By the end of our fight, which I secure on my hands like the balls of my breeders, the entire chain of volcanoes were exploding and erupting, and the ensuing tsunamis actually caused the evacuation of a couple tens of thousands of people on the coasts thousands of miles away—all the more reason, by the way, for this to be our little secret.” She winked. “Us sisters fought until every bit of land had been torn asunder, and the volcanoes themselves were extinguished by the oceans we raised with our own scorching fists—but that’s just for the latter hours, indeed, because during the first three... oh, I already told you, haven’t I?” And she mocked-punched herself a couple of times, *thud-thud-thud!*, playfully and not feeling anything, but even with those mock punches Moon could see tiny shockwaves bursting from every impact, and gradually, very slow but still perceptible, there was the sound of metal being stretched thin. “They beat the everloving crap out of me! Oh, it was glorious! The entire land was covered in my blood—every inch of it, I sweat, to the point that, by the time I held out long enough for my sisters to begin to tire, I looked around and noticed we were fighting against the scarlet background of my spilled blood, and a thin crimson rain was falling—a rain, you guessed it, of my blood.” She winked, stuck out her tongue, and made that type of rock-and-roll sign with her hands (Moon didn’t quite know how to call it, so she always called it “rock-and-roll” sign, and for her sisters the term sufficed). “It was the most metal experience of my life! But, anyway, I did survive their massacre and, by the turn of the fourth hour, began to slowly, but gradually push back. Fists that had until then liberally landed on my body were returned to their senders. Blow after blow after blow, the furious and roaring faces of my sisters began to know a twinge of fear—a fear which I turned into terror as the hours ensued.” At this point, Moon herself feared that Sayuri may have started getting too carried away with herself: her muscles, once so relaxed, now were booming and hardening constantly, very visibly even from afar, and the tearing and stretching noise that came from her rings multiplied, with the lesser ring on her biceps being seriously threatened. «Oh, heavens!» Moon gulped, and her pussy, once only moist, was now drooling much harder than her mouth, and within seconds a thick, wide viscous thread of super-girl cum began to pool onto the divan. “If ten fists landed on me during the first three hours, only for a single fist of mine to come back and hit them, in the first half of the fourth hour these were seven fists against me versus three fists against them. In the second half, hours blows were even: I, a single warrioress, was beating the crap out of four opponents simultaneously as hard as these four were collectively beating the crap out of me.” Her smile grew demonic. “I will never forget their faces when, in the fifth hour, I had so turned the tables against them that they all realized (even mighty Niko) they were all going to fall! In the first half of the fifth hour, my blows were six, and theirs were four. By the turn of the sixth hour, I was hitting them seven-to-eight times whereas they were only hitting me three or two times... and then the massacre really began!” The sound of stretching, tearing metal became so loud as to be uncomfortable. Sayuri’s body was booming and growing, and her whole uniform was suffering, squealing with pain as it tried to contain the massive swell of that pile of muscles. The veins—oh, the almighty veins!—were covering her body at first like worms, then like little snakes, then like massive, fat and mighty anacondas, pumps-and-pumps-and-pumps of scorching blood booming like drums, the demigoddess flashing a smile that would have made all the demons of Alpha male hell to cower and squeal in fear, her remembrance getting so intense she looked ready to pounce Moon and fight her almost as brutally as she fought the four devilish fiends, so long ago: “This is when the islands began to sunder. When the foundations of the islands themselves were rocked and the volcanoes everywhere were awakened by my ferocious comeback, for just as they spared no punches when attacking me, I saved even less mercy as I brutalized them back!” She repeated the blows, throwing empty punches at the wind, and Moon became a little more relaxed: even at the height of her ectasis, Sayuri threw punches that were so controlled that no great destruction was felt in the room. Every punch she gave in the air caused a shockwave, yes, and a massive, deafening boom, but that aside her punches were playful and therapeudic—expressions of her overly aroused body which, if fought against and kept contained, could have threatened to explode her like a pressure pan with no escape valve. «Wow.» Moon kept admiring her as she kept retelling her victory: “For one hour—the sixth and final hour of my fight against those four warrioresses—I pummeled them one by one until it was their blood, not mine, that covered the most of the land. Oh, sister, you should have seen it! You should have been there, feeling the stickiness of the blood on your feet! The territory was massive, as I told you—a third of Switzerland, more or less!—and broken apart and surrounded by the ocean (it was an archipelago, after all), yet from a bird’s eyes view all you would see was... red! The entire land still over water was red, dark red, like wine, crimson red, all blood!” She made quite a silly grimace when she said “blood”. “And the water as well! The entire ocean surrounding the land, many, many hundreds of feet from the coasts, all red, red, red! Red, at first, with my blood, raining from the sky, pouring like bloody tears from Utera Herself, and soon red... with the blood of my enemies!” Steam was bursting from her nostrils. Sayuri closed, then tightened her right first—and it was then that Moon noticed something peculiar... “For one hour, I massacred those four women to the point of insanity! They were really crying, those poor fucks, and Grisbela and Saraleen actually begged for mercy, they forfeited the fight.” She clicked her tongue. “Tsc! I really wanted to have massacred the two until they were unconscious, but a Maiden is a Maiden, no matter how mighty or brutal, so I granted those two bitches clemency—a fact that to this day I never let them forget; oh, no, even less so today, when I am so...! Much...! More...! Powerful!” *Boom! Boom! Boom!* Her muscles roared, swelled, inflated, and the tearing metal sound coming from her left arm turned to a rip—Moon wondered, indeed, whether at least the weakest link there hadn’t ruptured, yet her wondering went no farther as Sayuri’s words drove over thoughts: “In any case, it took me one hour, yes, after the fight had been definitively turned to my side, for me to finish those four daring opponents. From the weakest to the mightiest they fell, following the Kymer scale, really; firstly Marisa, whom I knocked out unconscious ten minutes into the sixth hour, then Saraleen forfeited the fight, begged for my mercy five minutes later—that is, fifteen minutes into my massacre.” Devils danced on her teeth. What white, gorgeous teeth those were! “You should have seen what I did to that poor fuck before she begged for mercy. Indeed, now that I think back at it, it was quite brutal. She would thank me later, yes, for that beating I gave her—the biggest of her life, she tells me today, yeah—but back then, when it was happening, I really wonder how the girl wasn’t left traumatized, because it was quite gory.” With her left hand, she pretended to hold a round object high up, palm down, and with her right fist she demonstrated her fight: “I grabbed the poor little sister by her head—not even her hair, but gripping her really hard by the skull—lifted her up like this and then... bam, bam, bam!! I threw at her so many punches you wouldn’t even believe! I started slow enough; you would even be able to count my punches, yeah, if you were a regular human. I started slow, but powerfully, and from the first punch I knew I had already won over that fucker, for she spat out, like, a gallon of blood on my face, and a lot of vomit as well.” She made a nasty grimace. “Remember when I said we had the biggest of meals before our fight? So, we punched and blasted each other in the bellies hard enough so that most of it had been vomited out throughout the fight, but those four women, having spent most of their time with the upper hand, still had a lot of food on their bellies by the time I started really massacring them, and when I went to town with their bodies, oh, I really went to town! I really punched their bellies until they were vomiting blood and food. The nasty stuff poured out of their nostrils, even their eyes! It was a glorious thing! But anyway, I was punching Saraleen on the belly when she decided still to fight back, and seeing her squirm and yelp on my hand... fuck... fuck!” Her muscles rumbled, roared, and grew. Her neck was super swollen and tight. A labyrinth of veins grew and pumped in there. She was hard! And trying her hardest not to lose control and go into an all-out muscle growth state right then and there! “I got bloodlust. I gotta confess, I got bloodlust from seeing, no, from feeling her squirm like that, and I am grateful today that I really did not rip the poor fuck apart, ‘cause... girl, I went savage on her body! My punches, which were dozens a second, became the hundred, then thousands, then tens of thousands a second us Maidens are all used to, but the power of every single punch was not only the same, but they grew considerably as my punching went on, and it was at that moment the Marisa was definitely... wrecked! Almost dead, really: her body went on flying away from me, but I was a beast, I leaped after her and caught her every time on my hand, like this, and then... blow-blow-blow-blow-blow, like a machine gun, and then I saw nothing of Saraleen but a swirling rag of meat surrounded by vortices of blood before my eyes, as well as the light-producing blurs of my fists coming in-and-back and in-and-back from that body, pummeling her even bloodier, cracking the mountains and splitting the islands with her body, making her a wrecking ball with which I sank at least three islands before she yielded. When she yielded, the poor thing was unrecognizable. “P-please...” She yelped, but really she almost only thought it, because her mouth was so swollen and her skull so fucking splintered she really couldn’t say anything at all. “Y-yield... n-no... n-no more... y-yield.” And then I threw the bloodied rag of her body away, and upon turning to the other two fighters I saw Grisbela pissing herself! Niko was bloodied and bruised, and probably a third of the bones in her body hadn’t even recovered by the time I noticed her then, but still she wasn’t pissing herself—that goddess of pure Japanese breed!—though she was trembling and her legs were sort of bent, like one’s legs get when they’re turning to butter. No matter: I worked them out one, then another! The girls, by that point, had completely abandoned the idea of even winning that thing! They were just focused on taking me down, no matter the cost, and I admit that the next twenty-or-so minutes were pretty challenging, for they were at the highest of their coordination—fulled, no doubt, by their heightened despair. Niko, who like I was very proud and tended to isolationism, was especially challenging, for she shouldered on her superior body the most and hardest of my blows and Grisbela attacked me while I was too busy with my Japanese co-national. Very straightforward, but in the heat of the battle such a simple strategy made all the difference: for twenty minutes, more or less, the two women resisted only because of their teamwork, but ultimately I grasped an opening so good that it had effectively ended the fight—a check leading to an inevitable checkmate a couple of minutes on: for a split second, really some insignificant sliver of time, Niko was delayed on her attacks, and her delay gave me (what I felt to be) an eternity of time to evade Gris’ punch (straight on my liver, that naughty gal!), grab her arm, twist it, and then deliver a kick to her leg.” Her smile beamed with almost audible joy as she recounted the exact breaking of the Maiden’s body: “Clack! I heard her arm rupturing! I had twisted it like this, by the wrist, turning her whole forearm upside down, and also pulled it until the arm was completely dislocated (but not ripped, muscles and skin, you know) from her shoulder, and then also cracked it along the arm and forearm, breaking it beyond any possibility of a speedy repair. The crack of her femur, though... oooh!” She shivered. “I still frig the fuck out of my pussy just remembering the sound, the texture, the feel of that bone breaking, splintering. CRACK!! The biggest, juiciest crack I had ever heard! By that point, Niko was furious, and in her face I could read so clearly the anger, but also the despair of realizing her failure. She attacked me, of course, but by that point I was a demon of battle, and her many blows to my nape, neck, and face did little else but to spur me on—and spur me on they did, and I delivered another kick to Gris’ shin, splintering it full. The woman fell on her knees, but her suffering was not over as I picked her body up and—poor thing!—I used her like a shield, casting even more wrath upon Niko, who now couldn’t even reach me without risking kissing her poor friend. Ultimately, though, Niko and I danced for a couple more minutes (with Gris’ on my arms) until I heard Grisbela’s gasping, blood-soaked gasps: “Yield. I yield!” And I dropped her, and the fight continued between me and Niko!” Sayuri hugged herself and squirmed. “Japanese versus Japanese! God versus God, as it’s always meant to be! There was no strategy, no intelligence, no battle plan of any kind as I and Niko hurled our bodies against each other and traded blows like two brainless rhinos! Two irate gorillas knowing nothing but to kill, kill, kill, and this final part of our fight was the most destructive; it was the part that saw the sinking of all the remaining islands.” As she recounted the end of that tale, her eyes shone vividly; so vividly, indeed, that Moon herself could see, cast before the demigoddess like a literal projection, the vivid imagery of the epic, final leg of that battle: “Our bodies crisscrossed the skies light bolts of lighting, and our mere “flying” over any piece of land, even if a hundred feet above it, was enough to sunder it and crack it down to its mightiest foundations, and entire islands came undersea without us even laying our feet on them. For twenty minutes, Niko and I ping-ponged from island to island, from raging volcano to raging volcano, and our blows were creating lightning bolts by then, and each lightning bolt had enough power as a nuke going off, and the land was nothing but a rage of red in the horizon against the whites and blues of our lightning bolts crashing from the skies and the fierce yellow of the land on fire. And the water as well! The ocean was boiling and everything smelled like blood as I felt Niko’s blows losing speed, then strength, then losing the battle altogether. Her final minute with me was rather said, for the might and pride that so commonly adorn our Japanese face vanished from hers, and soon enough the life was vanishing as well. I gotta confess: I wasn’t nearly as brutal as I could have been with her at that moment, simply because my patriotic sympathies overcame my carnal bloodlust, and for the final minute of her consciousness I just threw her around like a ragdoll, kicking her up and down like a basketball, sinking a couple of islands with her body here and there... heh! Look, I literally slapped her body on the belly, like this, with my open palm, like a volleyball, and I sent her hurling down towards an island, and then... BOOOOM!!! Oh, sister, you should have seen it! You should really have seen it: every impact created a massive mushroom cloud, and then there was fire and heat everywhere, and everything became, like, really fucking red, like we were inside the sun or something, and when the flash of the explosion was over, her body was literally being kicked back towards me while the island she’d crashed onto was completely gone, almost as if it had never existed! Anyway, I did this basic massacre with her for a minute, a little less... in fact, no, really, I did it for the last, like, twenty seconds or so of the fight, when the poor fuck had had all the energy drained out of her, and really I was just waiting for my sister to yield, because I really did not want to get any more brutal with her—I am never going to brutalize another Japanese unless specifically told to (you know how these things get us off, anyway). But the damned thing was proud! Of course she was! She was fucking Japanese! No matter how humiliating my beating got; no matter how many islands I sank with her body, or how many times I kicked her around like not even a human being, but a mere object, a volleyball or less... the bitch never yielded, and she was conscious all throughout, I knew it! Her eyes were always on me! Not like the eyes of the other three, who eventually got teary and desperate; begging eyes! Eyes begging for mercy, completely subdued! No! Her eyes were different! Even though I was literally whooping the planet with her ragdolled body, she still looked at me as if I were the inferior one! As if I were losing the fight! And her eyes betrayed no other message, expression showed no other feeling than: I will die, but I will not yield! That fight had become a fight to the death, and that fucking Kyoto cunt was challenging me, oh, she was daring me to finish her! Finish her if I had the guts!!” Then, like an engine being turned off, Sayuri’s muscles stopped growing, even stopped trembling, and slowly but surely they began to decrease. “So I did the only thing I could think of in the heat of that battle and destruction: I grappled my sister like this, around her neck...” She showed it, locking an invisible opponent by the neck with her forearms and her god-like biceps. “And cracked it!” She made no sound, and her muscles were no longer expanding like before, but Moon heard it clearly—*CRACK!*—she heard it as if she were there: the muffled sound of a spine breaking, of the vertebrae splitting, and then the thud that came with all the limbs of a body going limp all at once. “I cracked her neck, made her tetraplegic for the moment, neutralizing her whole. And I had to give her a pretty mighty crack; like, I twisted her neck and splintered her vertebrae in a way that it would take hours for her to walk again—a pretty gruesome blow—but even then she remained awakened, and even then she was giving me the stinky eye, that fucking cunt!” She sounded so mad, and she sounded so aroused! “And so our fight had ended and I emerged victorious. Right?” She turned to Moon. “Right?”

	The sudden pause whiplashed on Moon like a literal whip to the face. A huge puddle of pussy-cum had grown on her ottoman around her legs and for a long time it had been spilling into the floor, where a massive lake of female juices was beginning to form. Moon’s breasts defied even the looseness of her robes. They would tear through the fabric at any moment now, and the impression Sayuri got, seeing her goddess like that, was that Moon was just one second away from casting herself upon the ground and kneeling before the Japanese demigoddess. Her gaze was truly worshipful!

	“There is still Isadora!”

	Sayuri raised a brow and gave out a smirk. «Of course.» The thought blazoned her mind. «How foolish I was? Should I have really expected that she, Moon, the mightiest of us, thus the cleverest and sharpest as well, shouldn’t be paying full attention to the details even at the highest peaks of her arousal?» She shook her head. Meanwhile, Moon jumped on her seat, expectantly. «Of course not. Foolish.» Her eyes descended with kindness upon her adored lover, mistress, and goddess. «Foolish was I.»

	With a humorous sigh, Sayuri laid a hand on her hips and proclaimed: “Indeed. There was still Isadora left, but in the throes of my victory—and the onset of my exhaustion—I couldn’t know this; or, well, perhaps I could, but I didn’t mind it, and it was this carelessness and ignorance that ultimately cost me the victory. For, listen, once I had cracked my sister’s neck and rendered her paralyzed, and threw her body away like a useless rag, I was awash with the arrogance of victory, and all of Gaia seemed to celebrate my victory with me: the land was thrased, the ocean was on fire, and everything was red, yellow, and orange; and vortices of flames swirled around me, and the airflow disruptions caused by our blows had greatly altered the very skies, and there was a terrible typhoon befalling me—a typhoon of scorching water and Maiden blood! As I stood there, slowly gravitating down towards the waters—for my power levels had risen such that even I, a petty 20-year-old, had unlocked, however briefly, the power of flight, or at least of levitation—I felt like a god.” Her muscles boomed. *Wrooom!* Moon would never cease being aroused by that awesome muscular expansion of Sayuri’s whole body. “I was a god. It had been, up to that point, the most delicious victory of my life. Oh, the fact that this victory, this fight, must forever remain a secret...” She lowered her head and shook it. “Anyway. Not any point thinking about these things.” She clicked her tongue, and though she moved ahead with her tale, there was always a slight twinge of disappointment in her voice, as if that chip could never be really flicked off her shoulder. “As I descended into the waters, I felt like a god, but my godhood was short-lived, for then... pain arrived!” She shivered, and her awesome back leaned backward, and her eyes were wide open with terror, reliving every sensation of that apocalyptic post-battle: “Oh, sister! You know it, right? After an incredible fight that pushes you to your limits, then way past beyond them? You probably know it, surely, when you spar with your sister Sun, and certainly you will know it many, many more times as you will now meet and seek counsel under our greatest of Mothers, Headmistress Mara, yes. But even if you didn’t know it, of it’s been too long a time since you fought like that, to the point of even forgetting the sensation, every human can understand the universal experience of getting too drunk, feeling too well and fun with oneself, and then... the blackout! The hangover!” Sayuri made strong, decisive gestures. “Pushing yourself to your limits, then seeing all the pain and exhaustion you had accumulated throughout the fight hit you back like a mountain or an asteroid to the face, doubly so because they were so long delayed, and then you, a mighty Maiden, really feels what it’s like to die, to be in the edge of despair! For me, it wasn’t any different. It was even worse, indeed, in my case, for like a pendulum a power that is too hard swung in one direction, equally hard it swings in the opposite one. At my highest and mightiest, even back then, so young and virgin, I had probably risen beyond the 2,000,000 Kymers of power levels—so much so that the sheer terror on Niko’s face was completely justified.” Smiles of arrogance. She had both hands on her hips, and her hips were jiggling sassily. “She had suddenly discovered she was fighting against a Monster, and very few times have I read the word “oh, fuck!” so clearly on a Maiden’s (or any human’s) face. But anyway, anyway. My power levels had ballooned to at least three times what they were on average, but just as brutally they rose... brutally they fell! As soon as I was about to land, falling harder and faster on the ground as the seconds went on, I felt a tremendous chill on my body, then... a roaring pain!” Again, shivers! “My consciousness went in and out. My body was on fire. And acid. My blood had been replaced with crystalized shards that were thrashing against the walls of my vessels and cutting them open as if they were regular human veins. I felt the urge to puke my bowels out, and soon enough this is what I did: blood and blood and yet more blood came pouring from my mouth and nostrils, and soon, just as I had landed, I collapsed on the waters like a fish caught on a net, and I spent many minutes suffering the worst pains I had ever felt; pains that seemed to never subside, but only get more intense as I felt them, and then, oh sister, I’m not ashamed to admit I screamed. I screamed and I shouted while my body thrashed so harshly it was like a normal human being electrocuted with a whole power plant's worth of power. Even the elements took a toll on me, which is a surprise, you know, given how protected and shielded our bodies are from all environments, however harsh. The boiling waters, the acidic rain, the raging volcanoes, now mostly all underwater—and the few that remained above water were quickly sinking... it all assaulted me just as painfully, I guess, as it would assault a normal human body. And I screamed, and I hurt, and I felt, very clearly, like a number going down before my eyes, my power levels seeping between my shivering fingers: first coming down from the millions to the hundreds of thousands, then from the hundreds of thousands to half-a-million, my usual level, then... keep going down! Four hundred thousand. Three hundred thousand. Two hundred. A hundred!” She shivered. “My power was oozing away so quickly, and with no sign of slowing down! Soon, I was lucky to count myself only on the upper tens of thousands, but even that would be to ask the heavens for much, and my power kept going down, down, down, until I was in the mid-tens of thousands, and then...” She rumbled, and her face, though laden with terror, turned out a smile to the ever-attentive Moon. “Can you guess what happened?”

	Moon rumbled as well. “She appeared!”

	Sayuri nodded. “Ya. Indeed. As soon as I felt my power reaching 50,000 or below, Isadora came out of hiding, bursting like a villain from a superhero flick—no, really: she burst out of a literal volcano, causing an explosion of fire and lava as she broke to the ashen side of the fiery mountain—, and grabbed me by my hair, and then the only thing I noticed was that I was being manhandled by her like a little bitch, and her words on my ears were filled with poison: “Now that I got you all tired out, let’s see how big and mighty Sayuri fares against a humble fifty-thousander.” And she threw my body up as if I weighed nothing, and just as viciously as her sisters had been in the first three hours, she was merciless and bloodthirsty in the hour that followed.” Sayuri then took a pause, during which she thought about the exact words to say, trying to wrap that tale in a satisfactory manner, one that didn’t repeat itself too much. “Now, it’s not as if Isadora had been hiding throughout the whole fight before. No, far from it. Sneakiness and craftiness are valid and worthy strategies for a Maiden, especially when huge power differentials are in place, but relying too heavily on them is unbecoming of our kind, and great shame befalls a Maiden if she ever acts like this, like a snake aways waiting the perfect moment to strike. Isadora might have acted like this, but it was all play and banter. I am told that she was fighting hard and valiantly throughout the entire fight, even when I began to turn it around and pummel my sisters into submission, and the only part she herself admitted she “took a leave” and began waiting in the background was during the sixth hours, when my fury knew no bounds and she feared, rather correctly, that I would treat her indistinguishably from the other four sisters, much stronger and more powerful. A single punch that would crack the skull of, say, Marisa or Saraleen, would probably have pulverized Isadora’s brain and killed her on the spot, so she took her hiding, pretended she didn’t exist for that final hour, up until I won and began to suffer from the withdrawal. Then, she sprang back into action again, and the rest, I guess, is history.” She sighed. “I guess she was rather angry that I did not notice her until then. After the first hour or two of the fight, I guess none of us noticed her presence, poor little things, and her blows, her kicks and punches right then, in the seventh hour of our battle, they were laden with great frustration and a sense of honor aggrieved, you know, like she was taking revenge for a lifetime’s worth of bullying.” She shrugged. “But that’s the nature of things: us five sisters, all high-rankers, really could not see or feel her when in the heat of our most awesome battle. I understand Isadora’s frustration, but that’s the way of life.” The muscles of her arms subtly inflated. “These are the ways between Maidens. Anyway, it’s not as if she didn’t have her revenge: for five minutes straight, she pummeled me and threw me around just as humiliatingly as I had done Niko for the final minute of her fight. My pain and exhaustion were added to those of her blows, and Isadora really went at me with the intent to kill; that is, to put me out of commission as quickly as possible, for she knew damn well that if she took too long, her blows would have on me the opposite effect, and they would eventually rekindle in me the bloodlust and battle spirit that had so easily crushed an entire archipelago the size of a whole country underwater. This is what she knew, this is what she feared...” She smiled. “And this is what happened! After this initial minute, my body was roaring! The pain didn’t go away, I wouldn’t say this, but the battle fury and the yearning for fighting burned hot enough to match it, and so I threw my very first punches back at her, and then both our bodies were flying on opposite directions—the final battle of that Maiden war finally to begin!” She moved her fingers over her lips and chuckled. “I will spare you of the details of this final hour of fighting, for none of what happened in it came close to any of the things that had come before, and not even knew techniques or fighting styles were used, for we were both of us so tired and done with that shit! We just wanted to have a winner and get it over with. Or perhaps we were too proud. Yes. We were too tired, but also too proud to simply give in, and so we fought and fought and fought even when none of us really wanted to, and our bodies crashed and swirled and blasted against side to side of the many volcanoes, and I punched Isadora into the open lava pits, and Isadora threw me by my legs, by my ankles into the raging skies, where I was electrocuted by many lighting bolts before she reappeared above me and kicked be brutally down back to the earth, to the ocean, and we just fought and fought and fought on until our bodies were not rays of light, not really, but rather tiny angry smudges moving around, causing pettier hurricanes and seaquakes in the remains of the wrecked archipelago.” She crossed her arms, and her boobs ballooned once more. “Anyway. We fought like this for a whole hour, the final ten minutes of which are noteworthy only for how pathetic they looked: both of us Maidens were exhausted. And I mean exhausted! We were exhausted back then in a way neither you nor Sun probably even know how it feels. Like... girl, we were so fucking done with that shit! If the fight between Niko and I had been epic in its reliance upon raw power and brutish strength, the fight between Isadora and I was like the pathetic, disempowered version of it: there was not a thought in our minds nor an aim to our fists other than the blurry, fuzzy shape of the opponent ahead of us on our sights. If Niko and I had looked like Godzilla and King Kong, Isadora and I were like... two drunkards brawling out of a bar. It was really sad, it was really comical, and for these final ten minutes we weren’t even hitting each other properly, but just punching aimlessly in the air, missing each other’s bodies by many feet, and tripping over ourselves, falling on the ground more often than not as the fight drew to a close. In the end—I don’t even know how it happened, exactly—I was on the ground, panting and still vomiting our blood, when Isadora kicked me in the guts and threw my body around, having me fall on my back against the soil of a tiny islet floating amidst all the destruction, and then she climbed on top of me and pinned my arms down with her legs, and then proceeded to punch me in the face saying: “Yield! Yield! Yield!” She was so tired, the poor thing, that she didn’t even punch me with particular happiness or vividness. Most of her punches actually missed their mark, and she ended up hitting my boobs and my shoulders more often than she did my face. And I myself, oh, was so done with that fight! I squirmed a bit, trying to free myself (but not really), and eventually I just took those clumsy punches for a solid minute or two, after which I guess both of us noticed the waters reaching our bodies and the islet sinking almost completely.” She moved her arms in a kindly manner ahead of her torso, as if holding a giant invisible plushie. “She was about to throw another punch at me when she collapsed on my body. I don’t know if it was her decision to end things or if the exhaustion had finally won over her physique, but she collapsed on me either way, and then we were left panting and heaving and recuperating our breaths painfully while the waters rose and our lungs were breathing fire. And then she whispered on my ears: “Do you yield?” And her tone was very beginning, like: “Please yield, please yield, please yield, I can’t take any more of this bullsht!” I remember giggling, chuckling, even gauging my own body to see if there was any energy left in it to fight—proud knucklehead that I was—but there was none. None! I found out I couldn’t even lift my arms well enough. So I muttered: “Give me another punch... and I yield to you.” I was surprised by how quickly and willingly Isadora complied, as if a final reserve of energy had just been spent for that final blow: she rose a little over me, laying on her elbows on my breast, and then she threw the lightest “punch” I ever felt on my cheeks. She basically grazed my left cheek with her knuckles, and her fist didn’t even remain tightened afterward: she let loose her fingers and collapsed again on my body, and I remember well how hard it was for me to utter those following words—not because of price, mind you, but because every inch of me was agonizing with exhaustion: “I yield.” I wanted to have shouted it out, but I was too damned weak for it. “Yay.” I remember her jiggling her sexy muscly bod on mine, and then we kissed, and we would have fallen asleep on top of one another if not for, well... the general calamity of our surroundings.”

	Sayuri paused. At some point during her retelling, Moon had sat at the edge of the divan and now was listening to her whilst swinging one leg forth, the other leg back. Her whole posture was hunched over and her eyes couldn’t shine any brighter without becoming two new stars of that Gracchian System: “How did you get out?”

	Sayuri tilted her head one side and swung her hips the other. “We just left.”

	“Oh? Just like this?” Her legs swung faster. “How did you do it?”

	“Well, we got up, picked up our sisters, and left.”

	Moon laughed. “I thought you were exhausted!”

	Sayuri gave her a naughty wink. “And I thought you had stopped feigning ignorance, little one. Us Maidens are always like this: when the need arises, our physiques always rise to match it. We actually sank about a mile into the boiling ocean, hugging each other and taking a nap, before we realized our duty: our sisters needed picking up and we needed to get out of there as fast as possible. It would only be a matter of time, after all, until the catastrophe was noticed, so surely other Maidens would arrive and then catch us red-handed. Well, our whole bodies were red, coming to think of it. Well, no matter: after we sank, like, one mile into the ocean, we realized our duties, sprang up from the waters and picked up the fallen sisters. Both Isadora and I were at the top of our games while we rescued our sisters. I came to even feel very attracted to that weaker sister, to the point that our friendship is close and strong ‘til this day. Anyway, from point to point we leaped and bounced, picking two bodies each, and then we gave one mighty, final jump towards the coast, and in that single jump we flew over a thousand miles to the nearest coast on the continent, where we landed, the six of us, like meteorites.” She swung her hips to the other side, smiling like her grin was the final period of her story. “We slept for six hours straight, so exhausted we were. After that, we ran again to the nearest Maiden hold, and there we could properly take a nap until full recuperation, which lasted about twelve hours.”

	“Wow.” Moon bit her lower lip. “This wasn’t the Helvetica Incident, was it?”

	Sayuri smiled. “It was.”

	“Oh, by the gods!”

	She placed a finger over her lips. “I ask you to be discreet about it, for they are still looking for the culprits.” She winked. “I have shared with you information about my motherhood, now I have divulged probably my most damning secret.” She lifted her head, and her grin was utterly dominant. “We’re blood sisters, you and I.”

	“Ay.” Moon simply nodded. “I can make the Blood Pact with you. To be fair, I would have asked you in marriage long ago... but...”

	She became taciturn and sweet. Her body was a book Sayuri could so easily read. “Sun, right?”

	Moon nodded. “She’s the love of my life.”

	Sayuri laid one fist on her hips, the other arm let loose and her whole posture looking quite simply... super cool! “You’ve asked her hand?”

	Moon then startled, and looking side to side she lowered her voice and leaned closer to her sister, the entire galaxy shining in each of her big, crinsom-brown eyes: “No telling her, okay? I am going to ask her. Oh.” She shivered. “I was going to ask her tonight, but I don’t know.” Her mind went back just a couple of hours; back to the King’s Arena. “After everything that’s going on...”

	*Pat!* She felt on her shoulder a mighty pat, and then Sayuri moving so cooly, so manly by her side, like a bro. “Hey, you’re casting rainstorms on teacups. Euridice is fine.” She looked up, as if searching for somebody. “Granted, Madre Suzana should have come back already, but I bet she’s already here, in the palace, some rooms away, waiting for us to finish our... little thing.” Both she and Moon looked at each other knowingly. And expectantly. “So...” Sayuri moved back. “Want to go and continue later?”

	Moon bit one side of her lower lip. “Continue what? Exactly, I mean?”

	Sayuri stood still. “If you stay here, I will show you.”

	Moon felt her heart skipping many beats as she saw Sayuri in that power pose of hers: arms slightly arched outwards, shoulders wide, breasts heavy, and muscles finely trembling, ready to unleash their unimaginable power. “Ay.” She gulped and leaned a little back. “I n-noticed something.”

	“You did?”

	“Yeah.” She pointed to Sayuri’s right arm, and the tip of her finger was shaking. “You’ve got no rings on your arm, do you?”

	Sayuri looked to her right and raised her brows, as if just then realizing what her body was lacking. “Ah. Ah, yeah.” She looked around briefly, looking for the things. “The three rings of my strong arm. Hmm. They were lost, indeed, when I threw you that punch.”

	Moon squealed and giggled, rubbing her left cheek, which was still red and hot! “The three rings! Even the divine titanium one! Well, figures. Only Sun has ever managed to punch me so hard.”

	Sayuri answered with a simple bow. “I’m honored. Perhaps we should spar someday.” She pointed at Moon, then back to herself. “You give me blessings, as many as I can take, and then maybe, I don’t know... perhaps it’s too arrogant a thing to think off, but maybe... maybe...” A smile growing devious. “We can fight on equal footing.”

	Moon looked at her lover from head to toe and her expression grew deeply and sincerely thoughtful. “Maybe.” She looked up and met her eyes. “It’s not too vast, you see, this chasm between us.” Both ladies were left breathing and rumbling, their bodies revying their muscular engines, their legs and fists ready for a flurry of blows and kicks. Moon’s eyes melted downward on Sayuri’s body. She was so damned sexy! “So... sister?”

	Sayuri stepped back. “Down.” Moon was left frozen and puzzled before Sayuri pointed at her back, to the divan, and repeated in an earthquake-inducing lower tone: “Down.”

	Moon readily laid down, and Sayuri stepped forward and over the bed. “Oh...!” Moon was aflush with a sudden burst of arousal, and her hands acted on their own when she grabbed her robes by the collar and prepared to pull it off over her head, shining naked for her Asian goddess to fuck.

	“No.” Sayuri stopped her with a simple word, and Moon became pure confusion.

	“But...”

	Sayuri grabbed Moon on the jaw with a single hand of her left arm, and there was a hard, constant sound of metal stretching coming from even the middle ring on her biceps. “Your body belongs to Sun tonight. You yourself said it.”

	“B-but...!” A single desperate tear fell from Moon’s eye before Sayuri tightened her grip on her jaw and made even the strongest, divine ring sing under pressure. Moon’s legs squirmed a bit, hitting the goddess on the abs, but Sayuri was now the strongest, hardest thing in the universe, and Moon felt, underneath that god, the sudden urge to pee.

	“Be quiet, my love. You think I’m here to give you a nice fuck?” Sayuri leaned down and placed the tip of her tongue at the base of Moon’s neck. In one quick, but powerful move, she gave Moon a paralyzing lick, and the goddess’ synapses were firing up like volcanoes all over her body, leaving her squealing and shaking from time to time. “Nay. I am here just to feel the warmth of a nice pussy on my fingers... as well as test myself a bit. Give my muscles a little test of their strength... and my self-control.” She looked slowly to her left arm, then down at the goddess’ legs. “The proper fucking will come later.” She looked up and winked. “After you and Sun have sorted your things out.”

	“Sun can wait!” Moon almost sounded desperate. “Ooh!”

	Sayuri grabbed Moon’s knees and spread out quickly, but smoothly. Her understated strength caused Moon’s quinnie to audibly swell, and the sound of an inflating wet balloon filled Sayuri’s ears before she took a deep breath, sniffing that scent of fresh pussy ready for consumption, then talked dreamily as she exhaled: “Another word, Moon, and I leave.” Her eyes came back onto Moon’s. “Don’t make me do it. I am really starving for some pussy tonight.”

	“Hmm...!” Moon whimpered, then bit both lips shut, and her fists drew in long sheets from the divan as she tightened them, shivering here and there as the sexual energy just built and built and built!

	Sayuri raised her left hand and stuck three fingers deep in her mouth. Moon’s chin went low and lower as she saw the demigoddess cramming and shaking those fingers as deep as she could in her mouth, shaking the ample saliva in there like a spreader battering cake, and especially as she heard the wet, gooey noises of thick liquid just going *splash-schelpt-schlept!*, which she thought was always so incredibly arousing!

	Then, Sayuri pulled her hand out. There was no shame in the woman as the saliva just oozed out of her lower lip like an overflowing cup, streaming and dripping down onto her uniform, even more liquid than in the fact bridge of spit she had built between her three fingers and her mouth—a bridge that was already too long, too thick, and so bulky!

	Saiury delved into Moon, stealing her breath as her body overwhelmed her frame. Expertly and elegantly, with movements like rose petals blown by a soft breeze, she lifted up Moon’s robes like a skirt and revealed the goddess’ wet, thick, shiny legs. Those triumphs of muscle went unattended, though, as the demigoddess focused exclusively on her pussy, whose lips were swollen beyond belief and whose opening spread out many inches wide at every mighty throb, each pulsation like a heart and sending a fist-sized gulp of lubes onto the bed.

	The lake of cum was sticky on the cloth as Sayuri climbed over it. She had one foot over the divan and another on the floor. “Make yourself comfortable.” She stared into Moon’s eyes, and through them pierced her soul. “This will not be quick. This will not be sweet. This might not even be pleasurable for you... because you don’t matter here.” On the steaming pussy, Sayuri moved her other, drier hand, and then slapped the swollen vulva. *Slap!* Moon squirmed, Moon cried, but not one word came out through her lips. Many tears, though, flowed from her eyes. “This is for my pleasure. Consider it further punishment for the way you treated me.” Sayuri pulled her hand back, then slapped back against the swollen pussy. *Slap!*

	Juices splashed around them. Moon’s mighty legs were further sprinkled with girl cum. Sayuri pulled her hand back, smacked her palm again against the horny flesh. *Slap!* At every slap Moon squirmed, Moon squealed, Moon almost soiled herself, and the divan was getting naked as she pulled more and more of its sheets on her tightened fists, squeaking and squealing as Sayuri punished and punished and punished her naughty quinnie.

	*Splat! Splat! Splat!* Juices splashed and dribbled. The girl cum fell on heavy streams on the ground, where a puddle dozens of feet wide had formed. Sayuri felt the stickiness on her foot, like industrial glue. *Slap! Slap! Slap!* Thick threads of steaming cum connecting her fingers to the throbbing cunt, and all the time her saliva-wrenched hand hovered over Moon’s enormous legs, dripping its mouth-sauce on skin. “Hmmrmm...!!” Moon squirmed, and her silent crying was unending.

	“Now, I need to get you wet.” Sayuri pulled her right hand back, and a bridge of lubes was stretched several feet before it broke, splashing more cum onto the sheets. With her left hand, she wiped her saliva onto the pussy, and Moon was nearly dying.

	*Squirt!* The goddess’ monstrous pussy swelled, contracted, and then squirted a powerful, one-second-long jet of girl cum on Sayuri’s face. Sayuri didn’t react, not even blinked as the squirt splashed loudly right between her eyes, spraying her steaming with cum, and Moon’s eyes swirled on their sockets, the goddess left completely dizzy by that unexpected (but not at all unwelcomed) orgasm.

	After a brief pause, waiting only for the squirt to petter out and die, Sayuri took her left hand to her face and wiped all the cream out of it. Then, she stuck the three fingers back in her mouth and mixed the Moon cum with more saliva, all while moving her face over and closer to Moon’s cunt, enough for the poor, caramel-skinned goddess to squirm under the fiery breath of Sayuri hitting her right on the clit. “Mmrmmmm...!!” Moon pulled dozens of pounds worth of cloth to herself, and her tears were like rain by the sides of her face. Her muscles were quaking. The goddess was shaking in orgasmic pain on the sheets.

	*Splat! Splat! Splat!* With calm, but vigorous wipes, Sayuri continued to wetten her pussy with spit. The vulva throbbed and goblets of girl cum were burped out. The splashes on the sheet were loud and heavy. Still, the Asian mommy treated that pussy as if it were desert dry and, opening up her mouth, she let a fist-sized cascade of spit drool over the cunt. Her mouth produce saliva as bulkily as Moon’s cunt produced lubed, and all the juice over the divan produced waves visible from afar. This went on for the longest of times until Moon looked somewhat calmer and more in control of her herself. Pulling a little back up, Sayuri kept her eyes firmly on that pussy.

	“Ugh!” Moon squealed as Sayuri placed her fingers on her vulva, then spread them out with ease. Proud, happy sounds came from the mommy’s throat, as if she were very pleased with what she was seeing. “Oooh!!!” Moon gasped. Sayuri began sliding one finger along her rightward lips. The vulva throbbed and throbbed, and long threads of lube were expelled like little squirts. Moon’s eyes began to roll uncontrollably again. Blackness overtook her. She was on the edge of her sanity. “Ooorh...!!”

	Sayuri finished fondling that one side of the vulva, then moved to the other. This went on for what felt like another eternity, the goddess gently “licking” each side of Moon’s cunt with a finger or two, often opening her mouth and drooling more spit over it just for good measure, all the way up until the lake of cum by the divan’s feet had reached several hundreds of feet of diameter, and probably over a fifth of a mile already.

	Moon’s clit was hard and raging. It shook like a rattlesnake’s tail, and it had that utterly feminine beauty that, unlike almost every other part of Moon’s body save her face, was wholly womanly, no typically masculine features in sight: it wasn’t large like a penis nor grotesque as the clit of an artificial muscle woman, those dowsed in anabolics, deforming their whole bodies just to look more like males (a practice, by the way, that had been wholly forbidden—and punishable even by death—under Maiden rule). A Maiden’s cunt, it was well-known, was the one feature of their bodies (along with their faces) that was wholly and stereotypically feminine, the only difference being their larger sizes, of course, to accommodate a Maiden’s much larger body. All else was just not the same as a woman’s pussy, but the ideal and perfected form of a cunt: no Maiden, weak or strong, had any imperfection of any kind in their cunts. Every microinch was smooth. Every curve was ideal. Every scent they exhaled was like roses mixed with the ferocious fucking of wild beasts. Their cunts were, in one sentence, sex incarnate, and from the beginnings of Eden they were the only part of a woman’s body that had never been perverted, never deviated from its original purpose, however hard men tried to defile it. A Maiden’s cunt was their closest connection to the Divine Feminine—Utera Herself!—and the single feature that connected the mightiest of Over-Maidens to the lowliest and ugly of common ladies.

	The Cunt was God, and God was to be worshiped!

	Sayuri worshipped it as much as she dominated it. For perhaps an hour she kept on like it, smoothing over and tenderizing that sensible flesh, driving Moon towards insanity and back to sanity again, having every muscle of her goddess roaring and the poor thing begging for release: “P-p-please, g-goddess, p-p-please!!” Moon humbled herself without even knowing, calling “goddess” someone who at most ranked as “demigoddess” under her, and Sayuri thought her pleas pleasing, and perhaps that’s why she allowed the woman to utter them, breaking their pre-established rules of “either no words or no sex.”

	Pulling back... *SMACK!!!* Sayuri smacked that cunt with the hardest slap she’d ever given, a blow powerful enough to lift Moon’s hips one or two feet over the cloth and blast the air out of the goddess’ lungs, who howled afterward: “Ooo-AAH!!” Moon went back to quietness, however, as soon as her hips landed again on the divan. She was shaking, shaking, shaking—but otherwise quite quiet and compliant, looking into Sayuri’s eyes whilst shedding the most pained tears Sayuri had ever seen.

	“Very well.” Sayuri climbed over Moon’s body, and their lips almost met. She held onto the almost-kiss for another eternity, letting Moon’s breathing sync up perfectly with hears and their hearts and lungs then pulsate in heavenly coordination. Sayuri’s left hand was spread out inches away from Moon’s throbbing, squirting cunt, and on her open palm she felt the fire of a furnace burning her skin, evaporating her spit.

	Sayuri gave no warning. As soon as she saw Moon’s eyelids fall with heaviness and dousiness, and Moon herself leaned in closer for a kiss, she penetrated her. “OOOOOWW!!” She penetrated Moon’s ultra-swollen cunt with her fingers, and Moon howled to the moon before shutting herself up and banging the back of her head against the divan, and then contorting her entire body as the orgasmic torture began.

	The sound of *schlipts* and *schlepts* permeated the room as Sayuri clinically, methodically fingered Moon’s pussy. The squirting orgasms didn’t take long to come: there was one jet, then another, then yet another jet a couple of seconds later, and every then and while another jet came, some jets straight and unbroken, some jets not really jets, but messy sprays at all side, a single jet enough to fill a large bottle of soda, and the messiest eruptions enough to fill a bucket.

	Cum came and kept coming, and then Sayuri began to really dig the semen out of Moon’s womb. “Aaah-ooooh...!!” Moon howled long and hard as Sayuri’s fingers penetrated her deeply, and from the nethers of her oversized, throbbing womb they literally drilled gallons of cum. The real orgasm had finally begun.

	*Blast! Blast! Blast!* Moon’s body contorted painfully to the point of breaking its joints as second after second brought the goddess the most soul-stealing orgasms she had ever felt. Her pussy was a messy, inelegant hydrant from which controlled blasts of cum kept gaining in weight, length, and volume. Sayuri was the one who controlled them, and they controlled them perfectly.

	One hour passed. Waves washed over the ground as the two goddesses, in the distance, enjoyed themselves in the ever-diminishing divan. If seen only from the edges of the lake of cum, that’s indeed how the goddesses would have appeared: smaller and smaller as more and more of that gigantic room was taken over by Moon’s endless (and endlessly fertile) ejaculations.

	Her explosions of womb-semen were now delirious. The goddess was crying, both in tears and painful shouts, as Sayuri still dominated her very cruelly, using her right hand to pin her body down to the divan every time Moon squirmed too hard. And her howls multiplied, for Sayuri dominated her now on her neck, biting her just like a lion would bite the nape of a lioness while he penetrated her, and licking and sucking her until the goddess was going in and out of consciousness.

	Moon’s body went limp, then sprang up again in a flurry of energy as her consciousness returned. Explosions of cum spread juices as far as dozens of feet, her ejaculations capable of killing a horse if the animal took a direct hit from them. Moon’s eyes widened out, then bulged. The goddess had her tongue lolling out in sheer agony, and her muscles boomed out of her control. “Sayuri!!!” She cried in utter panic. “SAYURI, NOOO!!!”

	Sayuri ignored her. She kept munching on her neck with her lips whilst munching on her cunt with her fingers. Amidst all the schliping-and-schleping of lubes and saliva came her sexy, purring words: “Now... let’s begin.”

	Moon was knocked out unconscious that very instant when Sayuri began to power-finger her cunt. What had come before had been a gracious, softcore lesbian fingering. What happened now was raw, naked, and brutal: Sayuri gripped Moon’s cunt with claw-shaped fingers, her thumb squeezing and power-rubbing her clit, and her other four fingers beating that cunt into utter, absolute, demoralizing submission. Moon’s squirt erupted like a burst-up dam, and from then on didn’t relent until she’d been absolutely defeated. “AAH...!!!” Moon gave out a cry—the mightiest, most painful cry she’d given until them, but also the most short-lived: her jaw snapped shut, her teeth were gritted, and her eyes widened out like a crackhead’s riding a hit, and her entire body stiffened like an iron rod, safe for the area immediately around her cunt, where Sayuri’s almighty fingers made sure to keep her fat, swollen thighs far apart.

	Moon began to ride the most painful orgasms she had ever felt, and the sound of creaking and cracking was heard from her gritted teeth, with desperate yelps of “please...! Please...!!” coming from her throat as Sayuri showed her absolutely! No! Mercy!

	The outermost ring on Sayuri’s biceps began to sing. The fingering extracted geysering blasts from the pussy, and Sayuri’s body was being bathed in girl cum. The weakest ring began to creek, then crack, then finally... *SNAP!!*

	“Ooo-oooh!!” Moon felt something being released from her, some type of energy, some unbearable weight, and then... “No!” Hotness came over her, spreading from her crotch to every tip of her every limb. “NOOO!!” The goddess had no fucking idea what was going on with her, yet she braced herself like she already knew exactly what was about to happen: her hands climbed to her face, pulled her vast crown of her painfully, and then she shivered. “No...!!” And shivered. “N-...!!” Her jaw was locked again and her body began to vibrate, and from her cunt her profuse squirting petered out and dried up, and her vulva itself became tight like lips that had just sucked on a lemon, and the loud sound of drums came from her crotch, where her womb throbbed and pulsated to the point of nearly rupturing itself.

	Sayuri pulled out her hand while the drumming sound kept growing and growing and growing. “You have raw power, and in a fight you might even have matchless experience and intellect.” She whipped away Moon’s girl cum from her fingers, sneering at it almost as if it was beneath her. “But on sexual matters, you are just a little girl and I am the lioness who’s going to devour you.”

	“SAYURI!!!” Moon begged, cried, but Sayuri only stood up and looked down cooly over her.

	“Three.” The drumming grew to almost deafening intensity, and on Moon’s underbelly one would see, if her robes were off, the shape of her womb protruding and bulging against her skin.

	“Sa...!!” Moon cried out one last time, and then it was just the sound of the drumming and... of something big and dense accumulating in her womb.

	“Two.” Sayuri counted, and then elegantly swerved away from the goddess’ hips. “One.” She looked at Moon’s legs spreading out and her belly bulging upwards a little. “Pop!”

	Cum erupted from Moon’s pussy. An ocean blasted off her cunt. Ten seconds passed. Thirty seconds. A minute. Moon was screaming without a sound. Her face was livid. Her eyes were raining tears without blinking. She was in pain. “Sa...!!” Eventually a single yelp came out, but it died out again as her body was locked once more in a prison of her own muscles.

	The goddess erupted with translucid cream for four continuous, unbroken minutes until the geysers began losing intensity. Two more minutes had to pass until they had petered out to trickles, and even then there were mighty blasts here and there, sending sweet cunt flying, then splashing on columns a mile away.

	Sayuri walked back in front of Moon’s legs. The goddess shivered, and her eyes were filled with terror. “No...!!” She whimpered. It was quite shocking how the tears never stopped budding from her eyes.

	“You can move away if you want.” Sayuri said, quite simply, while stretching her hand open and shut, open and shut, making the other two rings sing under the unbearable tightness of her bulging muscles. She saw Moon squeal, scream, and yelp as she desperately tried to move... but couldn’t. There was no smile, no hint of satisfaction on Sayuri’s face as she witnessed Moon trying to free herself from that spell for over two whole minutes, all without making an inch of progress, and then getting increasingly scared and more desperate as time went on. “You can move if you wish, but not if you can’t.”

	Sayuri stepped on the divan. *Booom!* Her right foot sank on the smooth cloth, bringing all the juices along with it and building a wet hole two feet deep in cum. “Scream “Yield” if you want me to stop. After all, the General Rules of Maidenhood apply both in the battlefield and the bed.” Moon squealed, and in her pained, swollen face Sayuri could see both the desire, but also the reluctance in begging for mercy. “Maybe you are too proud to admit defeat. Maybe you are enjoying these orgasms too much, however painful they may feel. No matter.” Sayuri hardened her fingers, and a boom and a snap came from her left hand. “I will play with your pussy until I’m satisfied. Or until you yield.” Her eyes darted upwards, cruelly towards Moon’s one final time, and her expression gave no doubt of how much she despised the student right now. “The choice is yours. Begin.”

	Moon went unconscious when Sayuri penetrated her again, fingers going deep until she was touching and rubbing her cervix, the fingering so intense the fingers themselves became a blur, and Moon’s clitoris was being beaten and massacred by the Asian’s mighty thumb even harder than she had thrown around and ragdolled poor Niko on her tale.

	There was no sound coming from Moon—no sound of conscious voice, that is—even as she came back from her unconsciousness and fell again into it time and time again, snapping here and there with her whole body, and (of course) ejaculating like a crazy horse under Sayuri’s god-level fingering—though not nearly as hard or profuse as the mega-cumming she’d just had right now.

	This went on for another hour, and the waves began washing away the lighter objects in the room. The middle ring (now outermost ring) on Sayuri’s biceps began to sing, and Moon felt within her—“NOOO!!”—another monstrous pressure beginning to build.

	Her eyes exploded wide and turned to Sayuri’s, begging for mercy, communicating things that her throat couldn’t, but the Asian mistress had no chill: You either say it or you suffer it. I am wasting no time reading your pain. Her motions no longer mattered to the cruel Easterner. She was just an object on her fingers, something that was shown quite clearly as Sayuri didn’t even look at her during the entire second phase of that power-fingering: she had her posture straight and her eyes turned ahead, focusing on no point in specific, her mind centered instead on analyses and calculations, like she was gauging her own performance and collecting as much data from it as possible.

	Little by little, the roaring of the ring became almost ear-piercing, and then... SNAP!! Moon’s body was shaken stiff, and immediately Sayuri withdrew her fingers from her cunt. “Good. Good.” She moved away, wiping her hand and arm clean with her other hand. “Three.”

	Moon was in agony. Her tears flowed down the most desperate, agonizing face she’d ever remembered having ever made. “Two.”

	A painful, desperate yelp escaped from Moon’s throat: “Na...!” Sayuri didn’t even look at her as her belly began to bulge out, almost as if there was a geyser bubbling up inside (and getting too big for) her womb (there was!), and simply moved one step further away as Moon’s thighs widened and spread apart on their own.

	“One.” Sayuri filled her own cheeks with air, and then blew it out in a quirky... *Pop!*

	Not just Moon went black with unconsciousness that time. The entire existence seemed to have faded out, then faded back again in an instant as another ocean of cum erupted brutally from her cunt, and this time her monstrous orgasm was carried on for ten minutes uninterrupted—after which Sayuri scoured the room with her gaze and saw that every inch of it was covered with her master’s cum, and that the average depth of the ocean of lubes on the ground was probably one or two feet. “Good. Very good.” Around the eighth minute, the mega orgasms began to petter out, and Sayuri laid her right foot again on the bed and leaned closer to the left side of Moon’s face, whose expression was frozen in that perpetual “What-the-Fuck” mix of shock, pain, and terror. “You might be yielding now, for I don’t think you will like what comes next.” Moon only shivered more intensely, the dying of her ejaculation seemingly bringing out her organs with it; she felt emptier and lighter as the water began to diminish, and then an intense dizziness overcame her, and she felt like at least five Sayuris were floating around her head, whispering things that eventually, once in a while, converged in a single message: “If you and Sun want to see each other tonight, you should yield.” She moved away. “I’m not going to kill you or even incapacitate you gravely with my next wave, but you will be severely disabled for a couple of hours, judging by how you withstood my fingering, so whatever plans you had made for tonight...” A twinkle in her eye. “Whatever confessions of love you had planned... they will have to wait at least a couple more hours, and by then it will be morning.” She looked around. Haze and whiteness were everywhere. Moon’s cum burned at thousands of degrees Celsius, and everywhere she looked she saw boiling hot liquid exuding steam like industrial furnaces.

	The squirting and cumming petered out, then died completely by the twelve minutes. Moon’s eyes, not turned to glass, followed Sayuri as she walked again in front of her pussy. *CLAP!!* Like another jolt of nerves, Moon’s legs closed on their own, and the juice in them splashed on the mistress hard enough to blow her hair away and make her close her eyes.

	Sayuri brought her hands to her face and wiped out the cum that had been sprinkled there. In the meantime, Moon squealed some laughs out of her system. Those were pleasant laughs, like sighs of relief, for she thought she would be safe right then; that she could avoid Sayuri’s fingers without actually having to yield.

	“Open up.” Sayuri, then, shocked her with how calm and neutral her tone was, and Moon’s legs... *WOOM!* They opened up wide in the instant, and Sayuri began to make her way back towards her gaping cunt.

	“No....!” Moon whimpered but her voice died out again.

	Sayuri stomped the divan with her right foot. *Wroom!* Lubes flowed into the crevice, and Sayuri’s body burned over Moon’s as the dominatrix lorded over her and pinned her down by the throat with her right hand.

	Her left hand hovered calmly before Moon’s pussy, and juices of girl cum splashed on her palm—Moon no longer stopped ejaculating, not really anymore. “Do you yield?” Sayuri whispered, her tone utterly calm and indifferent. “Yes or no suffices.” She waited... and waited... and under her grasp she felt only the endless shivering of her little dove. “Nod for yes. Just this.” Her left hand boomed. *ROAR!* Her fingers were flexed, all arched in mighty claws ready to tear that cunt apart! “Nod and we stop it here.” She then loosened her grip on Moon’s neck and fondled her left cheek with the back of a couple of fingers, caressing that same area—still red and swollen—that she had punched with ring-tearing force. “I don’t want to make you hurt. Not like this.” She kept on waiting for a nod, and predictably Moon gave her none. The demigoddess sighed. She really expected her sister to see the light, to not push her own limits so far or choose pain so readily, but Moon, despite her intense shivering and suffering, couldn’t bring herself to either nod or shake herself. She stayed still, vibrating like a metal rod on a hurricane, and the squirts from her quinnie reverted to loud, messy threads spewing here and there, and her clitoris vibrated aggressively, almost begging for a more thorough beating. “Very well.” Sayuri sighed, cracking the fingers of her left hand, making the final ring on her arm squeal. “Part of me has to respect you.” Moon, already so stiff, grew even stiffer as Sayuri’s hand came in and out, in and out, closer, then distant from her pussy, and the heat that emanated from the swollen cunt ricocheted on Sayuri’s palms and spread out over Moon’s thighs, making her every move tangible, legible, as if Sayuri was rubbing the sides of her fingers along Moon’s enormous, delicious legs. “I have knocked out over a hundred sisters like this, Over-Maidens all, and was reprimanded too many times for my liking for almost killing four of them.” She winked. “At the same time.” She stopped moving her hand, and Moon became stiffer than stiffest. “You’re a strong girl.” Crackling sounds came from her fingers. If Moon could look down, she would have seen each of Sayuri’s fingers bigger and thicker than many men’s biceps. “You can take it, can’t you, big girl? Yes. Yes, you can.” Sayuri leaned even closer, and her wild scent became a volcano bursting under the boiling pot of Moon’s arousal. “So I’m going to give you all.” She pulled her hand back. And back. And further back still. “Prepare to meet god.” She said, and a deadly silence hung in the air. The beating of Moon’s heart became drums in the room. It was joined by the throbbing and pulsating of her swollen womb, whose shape could be devised dimly on her dress as it protruded mightily from her skin. “Prepare to meet me.”

	Sayuri sank her fingers on Moon’s cunt, and everything went black.

	



	
Chapter 2

	

	The shaking and screaming had grown big enough for Sun to keep ignoring. There was also the simple matter of the delay itself, which might have even been a greater offense than any destruction or disruption of their schedule the mere casual sex caused. “That’s it.” Sun rose calmly, but firmly from her seat. “Sisters, I have to go.”

	The other Maidens would have answered kindly, even offered her some assistance if they weren’t so scared and aroused by what was transpiring. The news of Moon and Sayuri’s entanglement had reached them there, on Sun’s beauty quarters, quite many hours ago, as soon as Merida and her other Over-Maidens had carried four passed-out sisters out of the deathly anteroom of sex. “Pass around the message to all who can heed it.” Merida cast the bodies onto couches, divans, and other wide seats, and she collapsed on the ground, muscles still hard and pumped from both the exercise and the arousal. “Sayuri and Moon are getting it on in the anteroom. This is no mere warm-up anymore.” There was a smile, but then a lot of apprehension, almost as if the sister couldn’t decide on whether the sexual act between the two Monsters was either the most arousing or most terrifying thing two human eyes could ever witness. “They’re doing it for real. I barely managed to escape, and this unwise Over-Maiden here...” She slapped the thighs of an unconscious Over-Maiden by her side—the one sister who foolishly, in her last moment to escape, looked back through the closing door and caught a glimpse of Sayuri and Moon’s carnal act, overdosing herself to the point of fainting. “She was foolish enough to look at the goddesses going at each other, and now she’s passed out as fuck.” She looked up to the other Maidens, who instinctively moved back from her as she did. “You’re all ten-thousand rankers. Very few of you here score over 100,000.” She slapped again several times the thighs of the huge Over-Maiden beside her. “Gloria here is close to 300,000, and she passed out in the instant she caught a glimpse of those two beasts merely kissing each other.” Her eyes became glacial, her smile undone into a stern grin. “Do. Not. Fool around!” She rose up, shivering and whimpering still, with her huge, gorgeous legs still a bit wobbly, and commanded the sisters with the authority of one of the highest ranking Maiden there: “I’ll set a security perimeter at least one room away from the antechamber on each side. If you have tasks to do, carry them on outside this perimeter.” She saw that some sisters would begin to whimper and protest, and immediately she shut them out. “Quit the whining! There’s plenty of space in this palace for you to carry on your duties.” Slight trembles came from behind her, and all hearts were seized by the thoughts of the horrors—pleasurable horrors—Moon and Sayuri were doing to one another. “Well,” Merida coughed, “get on with it!” Snapping her fingers, she pointed to the five passed-out, collapsed corpses around her. “And please take these poor souls to the infirmary. They’re okay. Fainted, but okay, and they’re going to wake up with the biggest rage on their clits they ever felt, so...” She winked. “It’s better they have at least one close—very close—sister by their side when they wake up, so that this sister helps them tame their raging hard-on, unleashed all their steam and all that.” She cracked her fingers, then her whole arms with a stretch. The room vibrated again, and their hearts all skipped one beat too many. “Hmm. So... go!”

	Most sisters were a whizz and a buzz like a bunch of overworked bees going back to their tasks, but a couple of them were moving slowly and cooly towards Merida—chief of them was a tall Over-Maiden who had a slightly anxious look on her heavenly face. “Madre Suzana!” Merida, though much taller and bulkier than the Maiden, bowed respectfully as she approached. “Bless me with your godliness, please.”

	Suzana took the massive Over-Maiden by her jaw and gave her a kiss. The two Maidens kissed for a long time; it was supposed to be a quick and faint kiss, with only lips pressing against lips, but both women got intoxicated with one another’s scents and tastes, so one stuck her tongue out, first a little, then a lot, and the other one answered in kind, and before they knew it the room was being filled with the how, wet sounds of their tongues exploring each other’s mouth, going as deep as their throats and vocal cords, even, with sexy bulges seeing on their strong necks from time to time. *Pop!* When the kiss ended, it did so almost like a tragedy, and the sisters spoke to each other in whispers, caressing each other’s faces and cheeks as if never again wanting to part.

	“Merida... there are no more blessings I can give you, for you’ve seemed to have taken them all.” The mighty Over-Maiden lowered on hand along the muscular, hard body of her much taller, much stronger sister.

	“You’re almost fifty!” Merida touched Suzana’s body worshipfully. “You’re nothing short of a god to me!” Grappling strong and hard and sides of Suzana’s thin, well-trained waist, Merida covered her nose, then her cheeks with puppy-like kisses. “I’m thirty-one, sister. I feel like I don’t deserve to even lick your pussy.”

	Suzana wrapped one arm around Merida’s almighty neck, then pulled the sister closer, muttering with sexy purrs on her. “But you are going to lick my pussy.” Her other hand went down and between Merida’s legs, groping her crotch hard, moistening her palm with all the thick wetness she had produced since Sayuri and Moon’s room. “You are going to lick my pussy many, many times tonight, once we get over these... little inconveniences.”

	The warrioresses couldn’t resist it: they kissed again, and the other sisters were smiling and giggling as they passed by; the two amazing women behaving as if they were not even present.

	The other Over-Maidens who had come back with Merida felt a little left behind, but they respected the two love doves’ intimacies—if not for common courtesy, then because of hierarchy: Merida outscored them all in the Kymer scale and Suzana was more mature, standing before them like a battle goddess next to untrained, untested foams.

	The sense of duty and urgency of their tasks was felt sharply a couple of minutes into the kiss. They broke it off and looked longingly into each other’s eyes, caressing each other’s faces while still communicating their affairs in cold, impartial tones: “I gave my message to the goddess, but I suppose it was not very useful given the circumstances.”

	“Message?” Merida asked.

	“I was sent to check on sister Euridice’s health. Euridice, if you know her. She’s the prodigy of the fourth year.”

	“I know Euridice. Euridice and Helena.” Merida beamed both with content... and arousal. “They’re so fucking hot together! Like Sun and Moon, even in their likenesses, although much less powerful—and more bearable to us commoner-Maiden’s eyes.” She coughed and controlled her fire. “Euridice and Helena. I heard Helena was knocked out in the Susarena this evening, and Euridice was taken to the King’s Arena with both goddesses so they could complete their early Graduation, right?”

	“You heard it correctly. Did you know what happened to Euridice?”

	“I was far too busy on the far end of this palace at the time.” She looked around at all the hustle and bustle of her sister Maidens. “When I came to it, I saw everybody was in a hurry, and sister Moon was quite mad a Sun for some reason.”

	“Haven’t any of these sisters told you exactly?” Suzana giggled. “I know their tongues aren’t ones to keep shy and quiet for too long.”

	“They’re aren’t, unless I command them to.” Merida pinched one of Suzana’s cheeks, then moved her head left and right until the venerable matron was giggling. “Which I did, only because my job was much more delicate and, uh, intellectual than all these culinary affairs.” The smell of roasted meats, steaming pastas, fuming shrimps, and all the delicacies a hungry stomach could fantasize about surrounded the sisters at all times, permeating every nook and cranny of even those massive, oversized halls, but it was altogether easy to ignore them when... *Broom! Broom! Broom!*... an earthquake seemed to be going off, set off so near them but two gods in sensuous copulation. “I was deep in labor on my paperwork. Asked everyone to leave me out of the kerfuffle only until some emergency arose.” She raised her brows and gave out a rather annoyed sigh. “Which it did, oh, would you look at that.”

	“I see.” Suzana cuddled the sides of Merida’s body lovingly. By the goddess, how hard she wished that uniform wasn’t there, or that they were both naked and feeling each other’s bodies in their natural, unbound hardness, their powerful and hot firmness and muscularity! “Well, nice to see I’m not the only one with... annoying little tasks suddenly breaking her peace.”

	“Yes. Tell me,” a cute snuggle on her chin. “What happened to Euridice.”

	“Was knocked out by Sun. Seemed to be pretty bad, given how the goddesses reacted to it.”

	“Is that so?”

	Suzana nodded. “I will tell you the details later, because given the circumstances...” The room rumbled once more, as if to prove her point. “We won’t be out of here any soon.”

	“We have all the time, though.”

	“But they don’t.”

	Merida seemed a bit confused. “Who’s they?”

	“Whoever else may be watching us.” She left the mysterious silence hanging for just long enough until the topic faded from Merida’s interest. “Suffice to say, Sun knocked out Euridice pretty bad, worse than Helena, and I was summoned by a pretty enraged Moon to look after Euridice’s health and keep the goddesses updated on it.”

	“Is it really that bad? Wait, did you say “enraged Moon”? Was Moon really that pissed?”

	Suzana made some humorous expressions. “As enraged as a late teenager can be.” She winked. “The two are going to be on each other’s mouths and pussies in a couple of hours—if Sayuri doesn’t exhaust Moon before it, I mean.” Rumbles and rumbles. The girls found it difficult to conduct their jobs when the hottest thing imaginable was transpiring so close to them—hot enough for the mere aura of it to leave every tender sex in that room permanently moist and dripping.

	Merida had to set her legs apart constantly, for the wetness piling on her crotch had grown to be nearly uncomfortable. “What’s with all the food?” She looked around at the hundreds, perhaps thousands of vast plates being carried up and down—whole oxen toated and fried on plates that had to be carried by four sisters each (more for the sake of balance than weight); entire states’ worth of poultry and rare birds roasting on a stick over slow fires, and a great lake worth of fishery fried and boiled and sushi-ed just for the pleasure of the goddess’ tasting buds. “It’s been quite a few weeks since I since a banquet so sumptuous. I suppose it’s for our goddess’ Graduation, isn’t it? To celebrate their passing?”

	“Perhaps, but I think it’s mostly because Moon was hungry when she arrived.” Suzana raised her eyes and scratched her chin for a while. “Sun said something about Moon being starved, but Moon was so mad that she herself didn’t raise the issue at all, at least not until I had left.” She returned her hands to Merida’s sides, and moved them up until she was fondling the sides and undersides of her glorious breasts. “Sister Moon loves to eat. You know how grumpy after a single hour without stuffing whole hogs down her throat.”

	“Hers is an amazing physique.” Merida hugged her sister back, and both mega women began to swing and sway their bodies like on a very slow, romantic waltz. “It’s a good thing our world is so vast and prosperous, and every inch of land has been converted into a green paradise, and our Maidens’ holy sciences have allowed even deserts to be as fruitful as the most naturally fruitful lands, and the fruitful lands themselves be like whole planets’ worth of foodstuffs, for otherwise I don’t see how we’d be able to feed these two ravenous goddesses—or even “just” our pettiest Over-Maidens, for that matter.”

	They waltzed slowly in sweet silence for a minute, to the point that the rumbling of the room and the hustling and bustling of sisters on it became a background noise soon to be forgotten. “Am I just a petty Over-Maiden to you?”

	Merida raised Suzana’s head by her chin. “Stop this, Ana. I mean it.”

	Suzana purred. “I feel like a teenager when I’m needy like this.” She hugged Merida hard, rubbing her whole body against Merida’s far taller, far superior physique. “You’re so strong and manly. I crave your body on top of mine.”

	Both women were still, and the commotion around them was just like afterimages of a long-forgotten dream. “Want to go to bed?”

	“Nay.” Suzana shook her head, a little saddened. “I had promised Pamela a night of love. It’s been a while, I feel, since young Pam had a real lover making her cum her heart out, so I stepped in eagerly.”

	Merida cast aside any pretense of modesty: with her right hand, she moved it under Suzana’s elegant robes and raised it until the madre’s chest, groping her left tit like a horny master possessing a slave. “Pamela’s hot, isn’t it? Young flesh with big stud like you is a match made in Maiden heaven.”

	“Oooh, you...” Suzana was taken back and forth from the heavens by Merida’s powerful, possessive touch. Her hands instinctively grasped onto Merida’s, aiding it in her groping. Milk began to course, then spilled out hotly through her nipple. “Oooh... sexy!” She bit her lower lip and forced herself out of a trance by shaking her head really hard. “Oh, hmm, yes. I am going to give my sister...” Her speech was always pausing. Merida’s hand on her breast was like a voracious bull sulking sweet milk out of her. “Hmmm! Oh, goddess... hmm... I am going to give my sister lots of soul-stealing orgasms, and...” Her eyes shone with candy up. “Can you come to my chambers afterward?” Then... “OH!”

	Merida moved her other hand under Suzana’s robes, then lifted it up to her other tit, squeezing both breasts mightily and fondling and massaging them with enough expertise to trigger small, but multiple orgasms on Suzana’s mighty pussy. “Oh! Oh, god... oh!!” Suzana’s cunt spewed ounces of nectar, her entire body shivering hard and stiff as the orgasms took her over like waves of fire and electricity.

	“Sure enough, pussycat.” Pulling her by the tits, Merida locked Suzana in a mighty kiss. “Send news of when you’re done with Pamela, and then I will be off to meet you, and I promise...” She lifted the sister up by the tits and whispered in a low, womb-striking timbre in her deep Scottish accent: “I will do to you ten times what you did to her, and I will have you begging me to stop, submitting to me as the superior love.” Then... “Oh... oh, goddess!”

	Suzana, still enjoying the dozens, then hundreds of orgasms Merida sent her just by the groping of her tits, moved her hand back to Merida’s crotch and began to fondle it hard, persistently, almost ripping the uniform to meet her naked cunt’s swollen being. “Do not forget I’ve fifteen years of experience over you. If there’s somebody who will be begging for mercy...” The twinkle in her eyes caused a bell to ring nearby. “It will not be be.”

	Merida took her with a kiss, and Suzana took her back instantly. Both goddesses were kissing and fighting, gauging each other’s strengths with that mighty kiss that made their throats bulge and spit to splatter on their feet. Merida’s hands crushed Suzana’s tits furiously, and Suzana’s fingers commenced what seemed to be some serious and voracious fingering on Merida’s cunt, both bodies swinging, swaying, then roaring with power, both ladies ready to get it on right then and there.

	“If you are to fuck, fuck in the proper places.” Some other Over-Maidens—and as overworked as all other Maidens—came close and whispered at them. Their smiles were loving and approving, but their tones carried the appropriate harshness for the circumstance. “We cannot afford any more distractions.”

	It took Merida and Suzana five minutes still to leave each other’s mouths, then abandon each other’s bodies. The heat and wetness of the other lover made their skins always pulsate with the fond memories of the touch: Suzana’s hand dripped with woman cum, and Merida’s hands oozed with Suzana’s hot, thick milk. “Well...” Merida lifted up the hands to her mouth, then licked them all dry with her mighty lips, like a child, suckling firstly on her fingers, then licking her palms like a dog. “I guess I’m full enough.” She winked. “No banquet for me.”

	Suzana smiled. For a moment it seemed the powerful matron was going to do the same and lick Merida’s cunt juice off her hand as she lifted it up to her eye level and have her palm quite voracious, hungry sniffs. Then, after another look into Merida’s eyes... she whipped her hand sideways and cast the lubes out like blood from a samurai blade. (There was, however, a lot of pussy cum there, so the warrioress had to shake her hand quite a few more times to get it sufficiently clean). “Weak cum.” She boasted. “When I get to working out your body for real, I will get you to ejaculate some serious cum into my mouth.”

	Merida purred. Her muscles were revying like engines, and the throbbing of her womb could be heard from dozens of feet away. “I will have you passing out with orgasms in ten minutes, my gorgeous mother, and then proclaiming my superiority shortly thereafter.” Her eyes gleamed with a lust far too similar to the bloodlust of battle. “Mark my words.”

	Suzana patted her own pussy as she walked away. “I’ve marked them, alright, and I will be hoping you make them a reality.” She wiggled her perfect shape as she waltzed out of the room. “Your overwhelming power versus my unmatched experience.” Then she stopped and turned around, pointing too her back as the rumbles in the room—and also the squeals and cries coming not to far away—multiplied, grew in both speed and intensity. “Notice it: Sayuri is far weaker than the goddesses, yet when you left her the warrioress was crushing Moon under her tongue, dominating the goddess like she was nothing.” The glimmers in her eyes went from white to pink, then pink to red, and Merida seized up, truly scared of the aura radiating from Suzana’s foxy grin. “Do not rely so much on your precious Kymer scales, little sisters. In the bedsheets, they come to naught under experience.” She turned away again, and behind her back heard only Merida’s fearful gulping.

	“S-see you soon, mother.”

	“I will be waiting, little sister.” Then she turned around once more, very quickly, walking backward still as she shouted, now in a wholly girly manner: “Ah, yes, can you pass on my message to sister Moon?”

	Merida played with her hair, combing it with her hands whilst climbing down from her arousal and recuperating her senses. “Hmm, yes. What do you want me to tell her?”

	“Tell her that Euridice is fine and she’s waking up by morning.” She turned her back again to Merida and began to trot. She couldn’t be out of those rooms and back into her chamber soon enough! “Tell her she was right: it was nothing serious. Just good fun and all.”

	“I will tell her that. Goodbye, mother.”

	“Goodbye, my beautiful d-” But her voice died as soon as her body disappeared, crushed, perhaps, by a mighty rumble and a disconcerting warcry coming from the anteroom of the two sexual beasts.

	“Oooooaaahh...!!” Everyone recognized, in that long, painful warcry muffled by the many strong walls that separated them, the voice of Moon, and everyone’s hearts immediately sank to their feet—while their wombs, throbbing so hotly, rose to their throats—as they realized their goddess—their supreme, overwhelming sister whose power derived almost from the Heavens themselves!—was losing the fight to the much weaker, much more “common” Sayuri, and then terror and arousal struck their souls and cunts, followed a little later by curiosity striking their minds.

	“Maybe we should get a little closer... you know, just in the nearby halls, like... not as if we’re going to actually watch them or anything, no.” One Maiden whispered to the other while carrying stacks of expensive tablecloths. “Just to see, hmm, if sister Moon is alright, if, uh, she might be needing any help or... aah!”

	Quickly and smoothly, almost like the act had been rehearsed, Merida scooped that sister up by the hair and lifted her until her toes were dangling three feet above the ground. “None of you cunts are to violate the perimeter, you hear me?” Merida plunged her other hand between the sister’s thighs, sending shivers of delight up her spine. “Do you? No matter how gorgeous or dripping your cunts might be!”

	“Ooh, Me-...! Merida!” She shivered, and it was clear for all that her arousal was only barely tolerable. Merida continued to grope her—and grope her hard—by the pussy, staining her uniform with her profuse wettening.

	“You naughty little sluts.” Merida loved manhandling that much weaker pussy. “You squeak like little mice to the barest of touches.” She then dropped the poor sister, and her knees went to the ground as the woman was left panting and almost crying at Merida’s feet.

	“Wait... no!” She was shivering. “No fair!”

	Merida turned and walked away deeper into the palace. “Where’s master Sun at? I’ve got some news to give her.”

	The sisters were all hurried and a little clumsy around the massive Scot. Not few of them were eager for a little of that rough treatment, and many purposefully put themselves in front of warrioress, trying to block her path and make themselves nuisances just for a change of being roughened a little by her strong, mighty hands. “S-Sun is... oh... actually, I don’t know where lady Sun might be.”

	Merida was keen on their game. “Quit it, sisters. I need to meet the goddess.” She pushed away many of the weaker pussies, but even that callous pushback was enough to make many of them squeal and shiver with joy. “Oh, you needy little things!” With one mighty jump...

	“Oooaah!!” The Maidens cried like little girls as they saw the enormous Scottswoman rise off the ground and dangle high up from a chandelier with a single arm, looking down upon them and talking as if barely conscious of that act:

	“No we may talk, I suppose.” But her act of such effortless might sent many sisters to panting orgasms, and all the others who were somewhat “cool” still squealed and mewled at the sight of her awesome biceps flexing and pumping under the uniform sleeves. “Well, well... I guess this is the weakest I can be.” She tried ignoring their annoying little horny mews and continued: “I’m off to see sister Sun. I will be very pissed if you don’t give me some actual information on her whereabouts, alright? And not “sexy pissed”, but more like... “you won’t see me, let alone touch me for weeks” pissed.”

	These words seemed to have an effect on the women, who all straightened up and treated her fairly: “Sister Sun is in her bedroom, probably still on her beauty room.”

	“Oh, is that so?” Merida checked in her mind. “I was told she was going to her bedroom when she arrived, but it’s been three hours since.” She looked down again with a smile. “Is she still in there?”

	The girls giggled. “You know how she is.”

	“Yeah. I guess I do.” With the most effortless motion imaginable, the powerwoman swung from the chandelier to the other side of that room and landed without making as much of a peep, and many sisters clapped. “Well, I’m off to my duties. When we see each other again, after I’m done either laying love on (and be laid love upon by) our mother Suzana, I will have an orgy with all you beautiful pussies.” She cats her gaze like a wide net upon them, seeing scores of ten-thousanders, quite fewer fifty-thousanders, but also no negligible amount of hundred-thousanders—which far surpassed her own powers if put all together. “No matter.” She smiled deviously. “Let it be a mighty challenge.”

	“What are you talking about, big sister?” One of the weaker pussies—a fair and extremely damsely warrioress with quite the lean built and remarkably short (for a Maiden)—groped Merida by the side.

	“None of your business.” She took the sister’s hand a away and squeezed her on the wrist a little bit, making the little girl leap and moan with joy. “Next again we meet—after my own meeting with Suzana, that is—we fuck.” And winking she made too many sisters swoon. “‘Til then, my pussies.”

	“Bye, sister Merida!” The girls chanted with joy, and then, after the doors had closed by Merida’s back, they were squeaking and jumping and giggling with excitement. “She’s so hot! Oh, she’s sooo hot, she’s sooo fucking hot!”

	“God, she’s so powerful and full of authority!” The sisters swung their bodies while choking their own necks. “I want her to step on me so hard!”

	“She’s got massive daddy vibes!”

	“And her hair! Oh! So red and gorgeous!”

	“Yeah! Like a Scot warrioress from legend!”

	“Wish she and Sayuri were together more often.” The room then fell into a tense silence. “Like... can you imagine?” The heat became almost nauseating. Hundreds of pussies were swelling and throbbing simultaneously, filling the walls of sexual dew. “Can you imagine those two...”

	*BLAAAM!!* There was a clap, and then all sister jolted on their feet. “Enough of this, you worthless cunts!” Another Over-Maiden had taken the reins of Merida—a big and strong and dark-haired goddess with some 250,000 Kymers on her record. “Back to work! Our goddesses won’t be waiting for too long!”

	Some of the women giggled and the room rumbled again, almost as if to prove that sister wrong. “Well, I wouldn’t be so confident.” They carried on their tasks as if all else was normal, though, and the room fell back briefly onto the usual buzzing and puffing of many Maidens hard in labor... only to slowly climb back up again into a sexual frenzy as the finger-fucking action between Sayuri and Moon finally began.

	



	
Chapter 3

	

	Sun was in a jolly mood, but her love for Moon couldn’t let her enjoy herself fully. “Moon was not serious, was she? Oh, it was merely a joke.” Many sisters came and went near her, lots of them Over-Maidens, but also lots of them common Maidens of pretty standard power levels. She talked to them all, however, as if they were equals, and the sisters themselves treated Sun as no different than the weakest novice just about to start her first day in the Academy. “Yeah, I showed her my body, but it was all fun! I knew she was strong enough to take it, so... well, I did it.” She tried to remain as still as she could as the sisters came and went with long, endless silks around her body, wrapping her beautifully like a giant present, making her shine with resplendence greater than a thousand suns upon endless flowery hills. “What a little tease between sisters?”

	“I think, love of my heart, that you’re still trying to find excuses for yourself.” One sister came and lifted up her arm, and around it she began to wrap the silk in the most ornamented, complex ways imaginable, creating a work of art that would shine and dazzle on its own, but that was quickly dimmed by the even greater works of art the other sisters were doing on Sun’s body with the silk. “You know you went overboard and now you’re trying to find support. Some reinforcement to say that “oh, no, sister, yeah, you’re right, it was all just a joke, no harm involved.””

	“Ah, Helene!” She stuck out her tongue and laughed. “You’re no fun.”

	The sisters laughed as the door opened and, behind the long row of sisters who came in with miles worth of expensive silk, Merida walked in cooly and calmly, causing only a minor commotion as some sisters squealed with joy upon seeing her.

	“Helene is right, but that doesn’t mean you’re also wrong.” At least four sisters groomed Sun’s hair, sculpting it into a complex masterpiece of shining golden threads. “You should have warned her a little, prepared her somewhat for what you were about to do...”

	“Oh, but there’s no fun in that, Siyaj!” She rubbed and tickled her sister under her chin. “What’s the point of the tease, then?”

	“It’s not a proper tease, sister, if you don’t do it right!” And the dark-skinned Indian beauty slapped Sun lovingly on the cheek, and both their faces were drawn together until they were rubbing their noses on each other’s cheeks. “The way you did it, it was too much, too soon. It’s not proper to treat a sister like this, especially when she was so happy and dancing at the peak of her victory.”

	“Well...” She was tempted to cross her arms, but then reminded herself (quite reluctantly, even) to stay as still as she could. “I had to take her down a peg or two.” She was then drowned by the open, wild laughter of all her sisters, so much laughing that it eventually got her red like a bell pepper. “What? Oh, what is it, you little fiends?”

	Many sisters came and pinched her by the cheeks, playing with her face while mocking her near her ears: “Oh, oh, sister Sun, you’re one to talk!” They played with her make-up and messed up her hair on purpose. “There’s not one second when you don’t love reminding us of how much strooonger you are, how much more pooowerful and peeerfect your genes are, and how much fiiiiner your blood is compared to ours! Not! One! Second!”

	“Ow, stop it, girls!” Giggling, she slapped her hands away from her hair, and the sisters who were combing it answered with a mixture of impatience and joyfulness, aiding their goddess in sending the other away, yes, but laughing and giggling as they did it. “Seriously, no, ow, leave my hair alone! They’ve been working on the comb for hours, haven’t you girls?”

	“Hmm-hmm.” The four women hummed in sync, and a fifth woman soon joined their hands, carefully laying out some bejeweled pins on that gorgeous, breathtaking ocean of gold.

	“Arrogant Sun, cocky Sun! The one day you were humbled, for once, you tried to take it back on poor Euridice, who couldn’t even enjoy her victory, the poor thing!”

	“Girls, you’re supposed to lift my spirits up, you know?”

	“Wirls, ur upose twu leef me speereets ahp, yu knuwn?” Another sister came to her side, mocking her words. “Yes, ah, yes, because we’re just servants of the goddess here, aren’t we?”

	“Oh, my goddess!” One came tickling Sun on her arm. “Would you like your butt kissed? Would you like me to lick your pussy for you?”

	“Huh! You wish you could lick my pussy!” She slapped that sister away, yet she only caused more laughter as the sister rolled around in a dramatic manner, joined by more sisters in mocking voices:

	“Oooh, help me! Help me, sisters!” She “fainted” on the arms of three sisters on her back. “I’ve been hit! Sun is berserk! First Euridice, now me! Oh, oh!”

	“You clowns.”

	“Oooh, now she insults me! Sun is out of control!”

	Many sisters came tickling Sun on her arms, her sides, and then goddess was soon laughing, for all of them knew her most sensible spots. “S-stop it! Oh!” She slapped them away, but they only rolled and hopped around laughing louder. “Stop it, you fiends, I mean it!”

	“Seriously, you naughty bunnies, stop it.” The five sisters on Sun’s hair sounded like the balance to keep all others in check. “If you ruin our work, we’re going to be really angry at you—and not the fun, sexy type of angry.”

	“Sorry, Mamara.” Several sisters kissed them on one cheek.

	“Sorry, Julia.” Several kissed them on the other.

	“Arrogant Sun, cocky Sun!” One sister grabbed Sun by the sides and hugged her, climbing her body up like a pole and then rubbing her nose on hers. “Admit it that you went overboard.”

	“Mmph!” Sun moved away, lifted up her head, made herself difficult. “I didn’t.”

	“You are arrogant. Euridice did score one over you, and this made you mad!”

	“Mmph.” Sun kept looking away, keeping up a proud face, but no longer said anything, and two other sisters climbed on her like little monkeys, each on one arm.

	“You think you are better than us. Well, you are, but you’re no supposed to show it.”

	“It is only the natural way of life.”

	“Common life, but not Maiden life.” One sister bit her on the earlobe, then kept munching on her ear and giving her tingles as she spoke: “You always act like you’re better than us and make us feel bad.”

	“I don’t! I’m the sweetest of us both. Way kinder than Moon, I am.”

	“That’s where you’re wrong: sister Moon and cocky—openly cocky, that is—but she’s honest. She shit-talks us and teases us relentlessly, but this comes from a place of love, not arrogance, and we all take it easy because we know she’s being honest with herself... unlike you.” Sensuously, they closed in their hug and rubbed themselves on Sun’s body. Their fertile, nubile physiques, with such ample forms and silky skins rubbing so hard and constantly against Sun’s mighty body, oh, it caused have her womb tickles and made her breath apace. “You act like you’re all cool and sweet, “just like one of the girls”, but you’re not. You’re even more arrogant than Moon, but you try to hide it all. Worse yet, you think so little of us that you think we don’t notice it, or that a couple of your... mind-melting orgasms... that you give us every night just with your fingers...” Now, their own breaths were lost, and the girls were taking Sun’s hands and giving her kisses. “You think that’s all you need to make us forget any slight, like a rich woman throwing scraps to her servants and calling them even.”

	“Well...” Sun tried avoiding their gazes at all costs. “Are you complaining?”

	All the sisters laughed—including the ones combing Sun’s hair. “I knew it!” They boasted. “That’s how you think of us, right? As your mere servants?”

	“Well...” Sun straightened up her posture. “You are.”

	And the sisters laughed, oh, they laughed, but upon the dying of their laughter they cuddled with Sun more amorously, purring and kissing her as if to say thanks. “That’s it, sister! That’s more likely how you should be behaving.”

	“Then I wouldn’t be me.” She lifted up her chin again, casting down upon them an arrogant look. “I would be Moon.”

	“You should try to be you while also taking what’s best from Moon.” One sister pulled her arm then played with it like a rope. “Right now, we all kind of prefer Moon over you.”

	“You don’t!”

	“We do, because Moon is brash and honest, quite shameless about, which makes her sooo damn sexy for us, like an Alpha male!” And the giggles died out, becoming instead quite secretive chuckles that the girls traded with one another, like whispered under the blankets on a girls sleepover: “Not to put womanhood down, but a good Alpha male once in a while send my eggs to heaven!”

	“A good fucking cock seeding us full... oh, sister, now I’m horny!”

	“We will be talking no studs tonight, alright?” Sun sniggered. “You shall all be talking about me, okay?” She looked at herself in the mirror and... really, quite honestly, she had a hard time not falling in love with her image. “This is my night! And I look amazing!”

	Many kisses came up on her body, from her sides to her breasts to her collar to her neck to her chin and then her cheeks—but always avoiding (oh, the tease!) her lips. “That’s the spirit, sister. You’re our goddess! Act like it!”

	“You girls are no fun.”

	“We’re all the fun and you know it.” They kissed her and kissed her and kissed her on the cheeks until she was giggling, then laughing, then almost losing her balance with laughter. “Send us away if you don’t want us. You can’t, because you can’t live without us.”

	“Arrogant little... twats!”

	More laughter. “Two long-beaked birds don’t kiss! You hate when we act all arrogant because you’re arrogant yourself! There’s nothing a cocky person dislikes more than seeing their same cockiness reflected on another person!”

	“You really enjoy dressing me down, huh?” She looked around and attempted some giggles—giggles that sounded like chuckles of consolation. “You fiends. The irony is not lost on me that you’re dressing me down while, heh-heh, also, dressing me up.”

	“We dress your body up and your spirits down.” One kiss.

	“We love you, sister.” Another kiss.

	“But because we love you so much...” A kiss on the nose.

	“...we make sure to keep you humbler.” A kiss on her cheeks again. “Well, not humble, but grounded.” They rubbed cheeks against cheeks, purring and making Sun smile. “You don’t know it, but many powerful sisters go crazy with loneliness if they’re allowed to rise so high above their sisters. We keep you metaphorically down so you don’t have to ever experience this type of detachment—which is a sad, pitiful thing to see.” They whispered: “You know some of our Madres who are like this.”

	“Indeed.” They heard the rumbles—very faint, but still perceptible enough—and were reminded of “Sayuri. Our sister herself is kind of falling into this ennui.” They kissed and kissed and kissed their sister Moon, mewling in her ears an anxious request: “Please, sister Sun, you should later go to their chamber and, you know... put Sayuri on her place a bit.”

	“Oh, oh.” She mocked them. “I thought you were the ones with all the experience for this.

	“Not with Sayuri, no, because... to be honest...” They shivered. “Sayuri’s scary.”

	“Yeah, she’s no chill.” Kisses and kisses and more kisses. “You and Moon are all chill, but Sayuri... well, that’s just her personality. Always closed off and slow to make friends.”

	“Must be her Japanese blood.”

	“Don’t be racist, Rebecca.”

	“At this point, is it really racist?” The sister crossed her arms, and her enormous boobs—gigantic even for her Maiden frame—jumped loudly over her forearms. “You all know that pretty much any Japanese Maiden, especially the high-ranking ones, are all introspective and, to be honest, stuck-up like this.”

	“Yeah.” Some sisters reflected somberly. “Sun and Moon might be goddesses, but they’re individually god-like, whereas the Japanese Maidens are, like, collectively strong.” They explained themselves better: “When you’re a strong Maiden, even when you are a super strong Maiden, you rest humbly on the fact knowing that there was not a lot of rhyme or reason for your strength.” They looked at their arms and gave them gentle flexes, seeing their biceps engorge and rumble. “Maiden genetics is some crazy stuff! Two low-level Maidens, one from the Caribbean, the other from Central Asia, one scoring 150 Kymers (not a hundred and fifty thousand; a hundred and fifty, period!), the other scoring 200, might give birth to Monster scoring in the millions!”

	“And a Monster, after taking the finest seed from the hardest of our Sigma Males, might spend her whole life giving birth to nothing but petty humans!” The sister covered her mouth as she received many stern looks from her companions, then took a bow and uttered: “Sorry. I meant to say average humans, but my arrogance did indeed show up. Anyway, you know what I meant: a beast like the Headmistress herself might spend her entire life—thousands of years of a lifespan!—and have no more than average humans... only for later down the line, many generations into the future, these humans to star giving birth to Maidens of all levels of power! It’s madness!”

	“I know, I know, but what does this have to do with anything, you silly nuggets?” Sun laughed, though her question was sincere.

	“There is little sense or commonality on Maiden genetics... unless you’re talking about the Japanese.” They said these in whispers, as if it was some kind of secret or taboo. “The Japanese are something else! If there’s one people, and only one person who has consistently nailed down fine-quality breeding, it’s them! Their population now is less than twenty million—for the whole isles!—, barely two percent of the global population, yet they account for fifteen percent of all Maidens—close to twenty if you only count recent births, and rising every generation.”

	“Indeed, that’s scary. And that’s not even going into the topic of quality, where the Japanese blow everyone else out of the water...” She grabbed Sun’s biceps. “Even harder than Sun blew Euridice’s brains by getting all hot and naked before her!”

	“Oh, you villains!” She rolled her eyes. “You’re not letting this go, are you?”

	“Never!” They all shouted, and then the sound of laughter made the walls rumbled—but it wasn’t the laughter, not really.

	“Damn! They are really going at it, aren’t they?” The sisters stood in silence and let the rumbles spread through the walls, quakes and vibrations turning the chamber slowly, but powerfully into the inside of a tolling bell.

	Sun scoffed. “Common whores they are. Can’t even wait for the proper banquet.” As she looked herself in the mirror, a flame burned in her heart. “This must mean Moon isn’t so angry with me, after all.”

	Her words reawakened the other sisters like a flicker to a powder keg: “Of course she’s not, you silly ray of sun!” They descended on her with their lips and surrounded her vast frame with her hands. “Moon is only, like, veeery authoritarian when it comes to it.” Their lips were constantly taking smooches out of Sun’s rosy cheeks, and her eyes as well, and bites were taken out of her earlobes, and then the sisters were taking her arms and giving kisses, bites, and little suctions on her fingers. “But she’s never really angry about these things, especially petty things such as what you did.”

	“Ah-ha.” Sun gloated. “So you do admit it wasn’t a big deal!”

	There were many claps and many a laugh, and one of the bigger sisters hugged Sun by her front and whispered into her ears: “Sun, my beloved, here’s the thing: Euridice had scored an awesome victory...”

	“Mmph. Symbolic victory.” Sun was taken out of breath as the sister took her strongly, harshly by her chin, forced her to look at her in the eyes, and then stole from her a deep, hard kiss: one that began with merely lips on lips, and then had these lips moving around, moistening each other, and then saw the tongue of the sister invade Sun’s mouth, and inside that mouth consume her and devour her, getting a taste of her and a bucket of her saliva down on the sister’s throat.

	“Oh, so sexy.” The smaller sisters encircled them like a pack of the world’s sexiest vultures. “I want me some!”

	The kiss was broken with a loud *pop* and *smack*, as well as wet sounds of saliva dripping from both voluminous mouths. “You two stay decent.” Whispered the big matrons surrounding Sun, preparing her body, getting her ready. “We spent two hours on the make-up.”

	“I know, my sisters. Me and Sun just need a couple of seconds of tete-a-tete.” And quite literally the sisters moved onto Sun, laying her forehead on hers and whispering in her mouth: “You stole Euridice’s victory. This, sister, was your truly ignominious action.” Sun tried looking away, but... “Ah-ah-ah.” The sister caught her with a hand on her chin, pulling her head back, then a firm grip on her jawline, keeping her head in place. “Stop this, Sun. Act your age, for once.”

	“Oow. Okay, mama.” Her voice had begun with slight sarcasm, but then it quickly died into a tone of serious compliance.

	“Good girl.” The sister stirred Sun’s womb by speaking so low, so hoarsely, and taking another kiss from her lips. “So you know what you did wrong, right?” Sun still persisted! “Sun. Sun!”

	“Okay, fine.” Sun rolled her eyes and spoke for all to hear: “I was a dumbbass. A jackass. I shouldn’t have done that.”

	“Done what exactly?”

	“Oh, Marieanne, please.”

	Marieanne’s hands groped Sun strongly by the back of her head, pushing her against her own head so that her eyes were piercing Sun’s intensely. “Sun.”

	Marieanne was not only one of the bigger sisters in the place, and almost as tall as Moon, standing at 6 feet 5, but she was also Sun’s senior by a full decade—not really in her thirties, sure, but still mature enough to be given deference and preferential treatment within Sun’s entourage. “Sun!” When her voice resounded, Sun’s body shivered. And listened.

	“Sorry, sister.” She groped Marieanne’s big, strong arms with her hands and felt protected by that sister’s powerful frame, her large and wide and muscular presence. “Euridice had won one over me and I was pissed. I was hurt. My ego was hurt, for...” She sighed. “I have a massive, over-inflated ego.”

	“And why do you have such a massive, over-inflated ego?”

	She couldn’t hold back her cocky grin as she answered: “Because I am Sun, that’s why, and just as the actual Sun I am the light of this system, the life-giver to all these planets.” She winked, and all nearby sisters could feel the surge in power of her body.

	The room again rumbled. It was not then known if that bigger (and growing) rumble had something to do with the power surging within Sun, or if just with the intensifying fun between Sayuri and Moon far away. “Control yourself, Sun.” Regardless of its source, the bigger Maidens around Sun reprimanded her all the same. “No ripping dresses or undoing your make-up. Keep your power levels cool, please.”

	“Yes, my mothers.” Sun answered respectfully, and everyone around her felt a quick cooling of the air, and Sun herself looked as if she was getting just a little smaller. “I am the most powerful being alive and the most powerful Maiden ever born—along with my sister Moon.” A demonic grim of pure power shone in her eyes. “Queen Gracyanne and Lady Imelda themselves wouldn’t have anything on me if they were alive and at the peak of their power.”

	A couple of laughs here and there, but mostly silence throughout. The room rumbled and rumbled, and muffled screams and cries of utterly agonizing pleasure were heard dimly—but growing less dim and more vivid as time went on. “Easy now, Sun.” Marieanne bickered, though not without sucking and biting her lower lip. “You’re far away from your peak power.”

	“No matter. I am the strongest, most beautiful, most powerful being alive. I am a god to all of you, hence my arrogance, which isn’t really arrogance, but just a very well-calibrated sense of my being and my place in this world.” She raised one hand and pointed her index down. “And my place is central. Like the Sun.” She raised her other hand, with her index pointing up, and then moved this finger in circles around the other index, which was firm and still at the center of its rotations. “I am the Sun. You are my planets, and all the petty celestial bodies that swirl around me.” Taking the air out of Marieanne, Sun grabbed her hard and strong by the chin with one hand, then lifted her up like nothing until her feet were dangling above the ground.

	“Sun. Sun!” The sisters working her clothes and hair reprimanded her, but Marieanne stopped them:

	“Is m’kay, sisses, is... ugh... m’kay.” She looked back at Sun, smiling as she was being lifted.

	“I am god.” Sun’s biceps boomed and Marieanne’s body shook under her grip. “Worship me.” She then dropped the sister and sat herself down cooly and more comfortably again.

	Marieanne groped her chin, massaging it to make the hurt go away. “That’s the spirit.” She turned back to Sun, hugging her by her front and laying her head on Sun’s expansive bosom like nothing had happened, and like Sun didn’t have the ability to annihilate her very existence—pulverize her body until even atoms she was made of were broken apart and scattered into quantum nothingness—with the flick of a pinky. “We love you, Sun, and we do worship you.” She kissed her sister under the chin. “But you do need to apologize.”

	“Mmph.” Sun wanted to cross her arms, but... oh, the dress! Oh, her breasts! Oh, all those hours of work and preparation! “Fine.” She looked down and kicked her feet around. “I will apologize to Euridice first thing in the morning, when she wakes up.”

	“*If* she wakes up!” Some sisters danced around, and Marieanne (along with other bigger sisters) kicked them around in their butts like a pack of naughty mutts.

	“And what are you apologizing for?”

	“Oh!” She rolled her eyes, puffed out hot steam through her nostrils, pretending to be pissed, but answering Marieanne obediently nonetheless: “I will apologize for taking her victory away... and ruining her big moment because of my pettiness. For I was jealous. I had been supplanted, made a fool of, which is something that rarely happens, and this got to my nerves, oh, this made my blood boil and...” She took a deep breath. The room cooled down—only to be stirred again by rumbles, quakes, and muffled warcries of unfathomable pleasure. “I threw a low blow at her, which is the reason she’s in the infirmary now, incapacitated.” Sun felt a little shame. She moved her hand to cover her face, but Marieanne took the hand and pulled it to her face, kissing it kisses on the back and palm.

	“No need for shame, sister.” Her kisses were long, tender, both sensuous and motherly. They filled Sun with love, and soon the goddess wanted to share a bed with that mighty, wise Maiden, to let her top her and dominate her and lend her the wisdom of her greater age and longer trodden path. “Just acceptance.” Kisses and kisses and... “Go on.”

	Marieanne’s eyes shone with emerald. Like her, she was blond, but her eyes were the other shade of beauty: green instead of blue, and a green almost as deep and rich as Sun’s blue. Eyes to fall in love with in the quickest glance. Eyes of perfection. Eyes that made Sun scream “Marry me!” for all sisters to hear, and that only didn’t take this confession of love out of the goddess because her heart, oh... Sun’s heart, it...

	It belonged to somebody else already. “I was petty, small, and vindictive. I showed my naked body to Euridice not because I wanted to tease her or play with her or none of the other lies I’ve been telling myself until now. I did it because I knew she would be overwhelmed, and overwhelmed she was, and she collapsed immediately, and I was filled with sadistic joy. I was a queen bee whose position of power was rocked, if only a little, and if only for the briefest of times, and I decided to take revenge on my perceived opponent with all I got—which I did, and now I feel terrible about it.”

	“You feel terrible, sister, because we made you!” Swirled the other pussies around her like little bees of devilish naughtiness.

	“Indeed. Yes. And this is why I am so grateful to you all.” She took the sisters by their hands and distributed kisses like they were candy on Halloween, and it was no time until the sisters were hopping and giggling and coming to Sun’s face so they could both kiss and be kissed by the goddess near the lips. And some of them, indeed, went to the sister’s feet and began kissing her there, for they felt no shame in what was, really, never humiliation, but proper worship to an actual God in the Flesh. “If not for you to keep me in my place...” She looked down at her feet, which were being so thoroughly kissed. “To keep me grounded... I would have grown jaded and cynical by now.” Her gaze upon Marieanne’s eyes of endless emerald was the most thankful, even adoring gaze she had given anyone in many long months. “Thank you, sister.”

	Marieanne and Sun shared a deep kiss, and Marieanne couldn’t help but swoon under that kiss, completely taken by Sun’s beauty and divinity, and her body scaled Sun’s whilst her right foot moved up, like a damsel completely enraptured by the kiss with her prince.

	“Alright, you two!” Two sisters laughingly pushed Marieanne back down by her shoulders, and then vied for Sun’s body like many capuchin monkeys climbing a mighty tree. “Leave some Sun for us!”

	They were scattered, however, by many sisters, who were beginning to feel disturbed in their work by all that commotion, and laughing and giggling they all hopped away under the Over-Maidens’ slaps and kicks, like monkeys that enjoy playing pranks of little tiger cubs, pulling their tails before running away from the bites. “Off you, off, off!” And the superior sisters were also running, and the room was a general aura of happiness everyone would be glad if it went on forever.

	And forever it did go on, although not without some disturbances: the rumbles were becoming hard to ignore, and the screaming, however muffled by so many powerful walls, was now audible to all, and quite disturbing—both by their sheer intensity and length (screams that never ended!) and by the intense, distracting arousal they elicited on the sisters’ womb.

	The topic, which had already been popping up here and there against the sisters’ wishes, became impossible to avoid: “So Sayuri is really doing a number on Moon, huh?”

	Sun acted with make-believe indignation. “Daring of you to assume that a goddess is fallen to a mere human?”

	“This “human”, Sun, is twenty years your senior.” They circled Sun slowly and smiled wickedly. “She’s got on her strong, muscular back a type of experience that raw power itself can hardly emulate.”

	“Sayuri is quite scary—and not for the usual reasons a Japanese Over-Maiden is scary.” The talk turned into whispers, and Sun herself felt left out of a conversation—and madly eager to join in! “Our Headmistress herself cannot get enough of Sayuri’s mastery of sensual arts. She is stronger than the Japanese goddess by at least ten-fold, yet she’s addicted to her consort, like a puppy eager to please his master!”

	Many giggled, and Sun’s body gradually leaned into the whispers. “I heard she would have asked Sayuri in marriage if her heart had not already been stolen.”

	“Stolen by whom, I wonder.” Many placed their fists on their hips and shook their heads indignantly. “She’s not engaged in one of those symbolic marriages, is she? Like she’s “married to the Academy”, or she’s “married to Utera Herself” or that type of nonsense?” Then... “Ouch!”

	She was sprinkled water upon by another sister. “Don’t talk like this about our traditions. Not everyone is a horny corndog like you.”

	“For the Headmistress, though, she must be. A woman so large, or so powerful...!” She fanned herself. “But maybe you’re right: such a pinnacle of womanhood, with a womb to make ours look like shriveled raisins in comparison, must really stand alone and refuse any carnal companionship, communing instead only with the gods and all these things.”

	“If that were the case, she and Sayuri wouldn’t be seeing each other so often—and so vigorously.” The fanning and fawning increased, and the silence—safe for those constant moans and annoying rumbles—would have made a pin dropping sound like a gong. “You can hear the two go at each other even from the fastness of Mara’s castle, so far away.”

	“They say the Headmistress never won one over Sayuri. Ever!”

	Many giggles, some laughter, but mostly silence throughout, and then the sounds of many feet tiptoeing close to that sister, eager ears wanting to hear more: “That can’t be right, can it?”

	“It is. They say the only times Lady Mara tops Sayuri... is when Sayuri lets her.” In light of this, many heads turned up and around, following the booms and the thuds that now impacted the room like hammers on a bell. If that were some usual castle or raggedy palace, there would be dust and specks of wood falling on the sister’s head by now, so vigorous was the fucking that was transpiring many rooms away. “Sister Moon is in for a treat.”

	“Isn’t our goddess Mara older than Sayuri?”

	“She is. By another decade, actually.”

	“So...” Many shrugged, sincerely confused.

	“Sayuri is a Monster. Not only immensely powerful—enough to keep up with the Headmistress, at least for the first couple seconds of a clash—but superhumanly skilled in sex. Every sister has a specialty, and hers just happens to be in the bedsheets.” More somber, secret words coming from the lips that knew the most: “Sayuri was training hard long before she came to the Academy. Her lineage is not like ours, random and unpredictable.” There were shivers and bows of heads out of respect. “The Japanese, oh! Her line actually goes back at least a century with only Maidens breeding Maidens from the most awesome of stallions. They say their blood—Japanese blood—is so strong that they can take a pure blond, Nordic god of a stud and still get a full-blooded Japanese Maiden out of him, and with remarkable precision! Again, so it is said. Sayuri certainly is not one to talk about her lineage, but we know enough: we know that her mother is a high-ranking Over-Maiden, as was her grandmother before her, and her father, grandfather (and so forth) are strong enough to match even high-ranking Maidens (though whether they can match Over-Maidens in physical combat is a mystery we might never know the answer to).

	More tongues joined in, and the girls were talking to one another in a circle, leaving Sun out. “Her great-great-grandmother is said to be alive still. Two hundred years of age, and as beautiful and fresh as a late-twenty-year-old.”

	“Hogwash.”

	“I mean it. Every single matriarch in her family was alive and ruling her clan with perfect harmony. We don’t know much about the clan itself, but judging by Sayuri’s behavior... she’s definitely a high-bred gal. Like... a literal princess or something.”

	There was intense giggling and mewling, and Sun began to get really irritated. “Gals!”

	The giggling multiplied, and naughty eyes were turned to Sun with much laughter of their own. “Go away, Sun. This kind of talk isn’t for your divine ears to hear.” As they saw their sister, however, getting sincerely saddened, they laughed one final time and opened up their circle. “Get in here, you almighty bitch.”

	“Thank you!” Sun was almost teary-eyed as she pranced forward like a pony to its mare.

	“Careful, careful now, Sun.” The Over-Maidens who cared for her clothes, make-up, and hair all kept her movements confined, moving along with her while taking immense care in not ruining so many hours of hard work.

	“Each matriarch is said to rule over vast territories of the isles. They are feudal ladies, through and through.”

	“Do you think they belong to the ruling clans of the country? I mean, the Twelve Great Clans?”

	“I wouldn’t doubt it.” She struck her chin. “Sayuri always behaved as if she were above this all, like she always had much better options waiting for her elsewhere. And her bearing is always so queenly! Grr! It’s infuriating!”

	“I wouldn’t doubt that the Fujiyara were indeed one of the Twelve. Even if they weren’t, then I’d say she certainly belongs to the caste immediately below: the great ladies who assist the Twelve and rule over dozens, sometimes hundreds of minor ladies each. Beyond that, well, there isn’t much farther to go until you get to the peasantry. Japan isn’t the most populated of lands, as you know, and there’s only so many ladies one needs.”

	“Quality over quantity, as they like to say.” The rumbles disturbed the girls a bit, and the cries of pain—cries from Moon!—shook their wombs like eggs slowly frying on a pan. “They are often unbearable, yes... but they are right. However high her family is, what we know for sure is that they are high enough, and the Fujiwara have a great say in the Council, and in the research centers as well, for they seem to carry in their wombs, their blood, the key to Maiden evolution!”

	A lot of jealousy was openly flowing around the girls—including Moon, who knew much of those things, but never in such details. “Is Sayuri’s clan so powerful? I mean... biologically, not just politically.”

	The girls looked at each other excitedly, and then the first ones to have talked took the reins of the conversation again: “So, yes, as we were saying...” Voices down to the lowest of whispers: “Her mother is rumored to be another Monster—one million Kymers and higher!—and her grandmother as well. Her bloodline consistently improves one generation after the other, and such concentration of high-ranking members is not known on any kin-based group—only fraternities like the Academy or the Council, or Maidenesse Herself concentrate so many powerful beings under a single umbrella... but the Fujiwara are different. As are, apparently, all Japanese families.”

	“Sayuri has been bred and raised with a different purpose. Perhaps, I would say, a sharper purpose: we’re all scattered mutts compared to her, while she... she is a princess. She is an actual lineage, and a lineage of demigods, and she’s got in her upbringing the duties and responsibilities of godhood, which was so far different than the lax ways of all other Maidens.” Many eyes, oh, turned to... “Even you, Sun, is not really a goddess. Not a goddess in upbringing.”

	“Oh, you. Another humbling session, is this it?”

	“No, no. Look... it’s rather awkward trying to explain this, but... hear us out.” They threaded carefully over that ice, for they knew how thin it was and how much pain it caused their sister whenever it broke: “Your parents...”

	“I don’t talk about them.” Her hands went forward, and many hands touched them and squeezed in their palms to give her comfort. “Please, sisters...”

	“We know, we know.” All the sisters who could reach her laid their heads on Sun’s shoulders and rubbed their faces on her cheeks, covering her with kisses, purring and whispering soft, honeyed words of “It’s alright, sis. You’re safe with us” on her nape and ears. “All that matters here is: neither you nor Moon come from great families, do you?”
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