The bedroom door barges open and we rush in, arms wrapped around each
other, lips locked. Our hands explore one another, riding up and down our bodies. | kick
the door closed behind us. Her hands slide under my shirt and lift up. We break while
she flings my shirt over my head. Our lips magnetize to each other once again. My hands
feel her hips and ass before slipping into her waistband and pushing her pants down.
Her legs kick off the useless garment. She breaks to slip off her shirt and bra. | take the
opportunity to practically rip off my pants and underwear.

She looks at me and my manhood, standing at attention and ready for its next
assignment. She bites her lip and reaches down, grasping my cock in her soft hand. Her
full lips part as if to say something, but the touch is too much for me. Before | even
register her attempt, my arms wrap around her, finding their way to her hips and lifting
up. She yelps a bit as | throw her down onto the bed just underneath me. She looks up
to see my face full of intent. She smiles to herself and allows what happens next to
transpire.

| look down at my prize, laying in her glory, tits out, legs slightly curled up, and
looking at my face, smiling. | lean in, feeling her body once again, traveling across her
skin. My hand finds a waistband. The last piece of cloth yet to be removed. | slip under
it, noting how wet she already is, and get to work. Finding her glorious slit and reaching
two fingers into it. Making circles around her prized bean.

All the while my head leans in and my lips meet a nipple. Her larger breasts fill my
vision and | set my tongue, teeth, and lips to work. My off hand travels to find the
glorious mound not being shown love in hopes of fixing that. Fingers grasping and
squeezing before climbing to meet the other nipple. My tongue and fingers do their jobs
to keep the nips hard and pleasured all while my other hand is busy, signing my name in
the next of kin slot.

My efforts are rewarded. Her hands reach around, exploring me. Exploring my
back and hips. Holding me close. Breathing heavy. She struggles to remember the last
time she’s ever had pre-game quite like this. She bites her lip. She’s ready. She wants it.
She puts her hands around my swirling fingers to slow them down. Her nails on her
other hand graze against my cheek then chin before she carefully lifts my head up. |



scoop my fingers a little further down, collecting some of her nectar.

She looks me in the face, both of her hands find themselves holding my face still.
One hand gently caresses down to my chin. Revealing a hidden object that she quickly
pushes into my open mouth. It tasted heavily of blueberries. | bite down on the stick of
gum. Not something | would expect at a time like this. Oh well. | thought nothing of it
and chomped away, to her amusement. My fingers, covered in wonderful juices, find
their way to my cock, lathering it up and down. Spreading the natural lubricant over my
head and down my shaft. She stares into my eyes. | use my knee to open her legs. |
ignore a small itch on my nose. Her smile grows. My wet hand guides myself to entry,
pulling the cloth away from the door and slowly bringing myself in for a smooth landing.

| slide myself in slowly, lips parting and stretching to accommodate me. Despite
being greased up, the initial entry is still a bit rough. She seems into it, so | press a little
harder. Once | feel our hairs press into each other, | hold for a moment then rock back
and forth ever so slightly just to make sure the entire passageway is good and lubed up.
She gets impatient, grasps my hips in both hands, and practically shoves me into
motion.

| waste no time at all, getting my hips moving. | work my way in and out, faster
and faster. | lower my head to her neck, nibbling and kissing while | thrust. She moans
and gives my ass a nice smack for encouragement. | wrap my arms around her shoulders
for leverage before doubling my speed. Slamming into her with as much force as | can
muster. Practically biting her neck in pleasure.

She watches my back, keeping an eye on the blue traveling down my neck. She
wishes she could watch my cock change, but she’ll feel it just fine.

My elbows and knees gladly take on the challenge of holding and moving my
weight. My hips are thrusting like they have never thrusted before. My stomach glides
over hers. | feel an odd sensation bubbling up inside of me. Emanating in the pit of my
stomach. Damn. I’'m getting close, but | can tell | still have a bit to go. | don’t feel



nauseous, so that’s good. Just full. | can do this. | can make her finish. Just don’t throw
up on her to do it. My stomach starts pressing into her. | feel her hands gripping my ass
and shaking it. | feel so funny. So warm. | can almost feel myself jiggling and...sloshing?
Gods. I’'m swelling. | can feel it. I'm unsure of how or why, but that doesn’t matter. Not
yet. Besides, she seems to be enjoying this.

My stomach is pressing into hers now. The warmth of my body pressing further
into hers feels amazing. She starts moaning, feeling the juice fill me up. The weight on
top of her pressing further onto and into her. Her pussy starts to stretch. The juice
enhances my girth. My cock fills and stretches her every fold. She can still feel the cock
thrusting in and out with all its might, despite the extra girth and weight. She can feel
the cock stiffening and twitching inside of her. Damn. No backing out now. Not how she
expected to spend her night, but this might just be worth it. Especially for that ass. She
gives it another slap, watching it jiggle upward into the air.

My eyes open from the impact. | feel the jiggling. | feel the growth. | feel my skin
stretching to accommodate. | first see my nose. Blue. | see my hands gripping her
shoulders to stay in position. Blue. | see the saliva | left on her neck. Blue. But | can’t
worry about that. My arms start to protest my position. Both from the weight and from
being pulled back. My stomach is no longer just pressing into her. It’s lifting me up. | feel
her hands rubbing my rounding back. It’s getting harder for her to reach my ass. | feel my
thighs start to press into each other and force each other apart. My Fupa starts making a
slapping sound, filling with more of this juice. | feel juice welling up behind my crotch.

| notice my field of view starting to shift. My hips suddenly only exist in what feels
like a tank of liquid. | notice my thrusts losing out on power. I'm only relying on my knees
and elbows to continue my motion. My arms puff up. | can no longer hold them under
her.

| swap from my elbows to my hands. | can feel my belly trying to center itself and
push me up, but I hold my ground. Forcing my cock to stay docked where it is. This just
means my chest starts to raise. My crotch moves down between my legs, connecting
them. | can feel my feet being dragged towards my center. My stomach pushes
outwards. Forcing itself into my field of vision while assimilating my chest. | can see her



face and glorious watermelons. | watch as my growing mass slowly envelops her
underneath me.

She looks up at me deviously, reaching up, and grabbing my nipples while she still
can. | involuntarily let out a guttural moan. Juice spurts out and rains onto the bed
around her. | am so close. My hands leave the bed. Only able to grab my swelling chest.
My thrusts slow down yet again now that only my legs can keep pumping. But | can feel
my muscles slowly getting enveloped. It’s hard to describe, but | can tell my cock is
almost level with my thighs. | can feel the juice inching closer and closer to my knees.

I’m panting heavily. My toes curl. I'm getting closer and closer. Just a few more
pumps. | can feel the skin around my knees start to stretch, making it harder to bend
around my sheer mass. My arms rise up. Shoulders nonexistent. Head still rising higher
and higher on the bed. | can just barely make out the top of her hair underneath me. At
least | can feel her massive tits being pressed underneath me. The feeling of her erect
nipples give me the motivation for one final push.

| give up speed and just thrust as hard as | can.

Out.



| try to pull out, but that’s it. I'm so fucking sensitive. Just one more pump! | can
do it! | try twitching my cock just for any amount of friction.

I’'m cut off by a moan that transitions into a sigh.

“MMmmmoooooohhhhaaaaaawwww man. And | was so close, too.”

| feel her hands press into my belly and push. They sink in a bit, but | feel myself
moving. My view of the headboard and wall slowly rolls to be a view of the ceiling. We
both moan a bit when | feel my ass start to lean onto the bed. My cock is trying to move
and she’s trying to stay. After a *Pop,* I’'m set free and roll the rest of the way onto my
back. | can kind of see the opposing wall upside down in my vision.

She gets up and views her handiwork. I’'m a massive blue sphere, with stubs for
arms and legs sticking out. And a decently sized cock aimed straight up.

“You almost had me there. | could feel you were close. | don’t necessarily want to
be a blueberry, but damn, you almost got me to cum. Not sure if it would have been
worth it, but | almost let it happen. All thanks to this thing.”

My breath hitches when | feel her put a hand on my massive cock, rubbing it
slowly.

“Well, | suppose | could let you finish since you were such a Good Boy.” Her
rubbing speeds up for a moment. My toes clench. | inhale sharply, ready to cum. Blue
precum bubbles out of my tip.



She suddenly stops rubbing.

“Except you weren’t. Not all the way. | almost came. And what sort of gentleman
wouldn’t let me finish first? So that’s what you’re gonna do.”

| can hear her walking around me. | can’t tell where she is, but | can tell she’s still
close. | wave my still disappearing limbs in anticipation. She saunters into my view, but
facing away from me. She’s still wearing her underwear, stretched and stained. She
sways her hips in front of me, before slowly lowering the garment, revealing an
absolutely engorged, blue pussy. She tosses the fabric onto my face.

“It seems your precum did affect me a bit. Not enough to initiate a full
transformation, but | suppose | can’t complain,” she says while rubbing a hand along her
extra wide flap. “Oh well. Means I’'m extra riled up and sensitive. I’'m sure you know how
to fix that.”

The underwear falls just in time for me to see her ass lowering itself onto me. |
quickly inhale and my cock twitches, splurting a little more precum with the sight before
me. | stick my tongue out and am met with the wondrous taste of blueberries.

Feeling my tongue is enough of a sign for her. She starts rubbing herself while
rocking back and forth on my face. My arms try to reach, but they are finally being fully
consumed by my spherical body. She leans forward and opens her lips with her fingers,
allowing my full face to be consumed by her blue, dripping cave. She rides me back and
forth, using my nose to stimulate her clit, all while my tongue dances as deep as
possible, doing its best impression of an Inflatable Waving Arm Tube Man inside of her.
Her moans refill the air while her orgasm finds its way back to the present. Her ass feels
a mass press into her. It’s my chest, finally starting to swallow my neck. My hands and
feet also feel a similar sensation against them when they get pulled into divots. Flapping
my hands and feet is all | can do with them and slowly, the juice starts to rid me of even
that luxury.



Her moans crescendo throughout the room, feeling my blue saliva also try to
enter and fill her like it did to me. Her lips widen and her clit lengthens. Even her ass
starts to press into me. Closer and closer she gets and louder and louder her moans
become. Transitioning to guttural then to screams.

Finally, with a splat, leaving blue liquid all over my face and no way to wipe it off,
she orgasms. After a moment, she lowers herself back onto the bed, stepping out of my
sight. Through her heavy breaths, she chuckles. Faintly whispers, “good boy,” and walks
out of my sight.

| have no idea where she is. | flap my hands and twitch my cock. Still swelling. Just
waiting. Sticky and horny. Ready for any kind of release.



