There is a theory. An idea that ours is not the only universe, that it is just one of countless varients, and one of the relative few capable of sustaining organic life.

And there is another theory. That with infinite space there will be infinite opportunities, and every conceivable concept will occur at least once; a truth to the dream that ‘ideas will become reality’.

It was almost a thousand years after the years Matt Groening captured so well, portraying the eventful lives of the ‘nuclear’ Simpsons family. No longer did people live in small, squat brick houses; everywhere sat tall, glimmering skyscrapers – or, five story tall buildings at least – of shining metal and heavy duty glass designed to prevent the Moe’s of the world leaping to their deaths. Robots and other flying contraptions hovered across the sky, monitoring the earth below or carrying payloads of humans, minerals or detritus across the land. Crime, as ever prevalent, took a new branch with the advent of cyber genetics, and although goverments and propaganda cover it well, rumours have circulated for centuries of certain criminal individuals who are flexible enough to make people disappear permanently.
The one true danger though hadn’t been seen or heard of for close to fifty years, and so when the ancient, rusty sirens slowly creak, grumble and groan their way into life no one is really sure what to do.

“All it does it set off a siren?” the man in the control room blinked, looking from one security camera to another “How on earth will that help?”

His supervisor looked first at the citizens stood around in mild surprise, and then looked to one of the shots of the city outskirts and closed his eyes “God couldn’t help them now…”

It was less the fact she was something like two hundred feet tall head to toes and more the fact she was just plain ugly that people began to scream. Two eyes peered out from under heavy lids and somewhere in their depths a flicker of interest flashed. An enormous blue-grey afro of wirey hair bobbed as she moved, swaying and seemingly jiggling as air currents caught her hair and a thick, pervading smell of tobacco oozed from the giantess, filling the streets below with a noxious vapour that brought many to their knees, retching unpleasantly on the ground. Behind them, Patty Bouvier gave a throaty chuckle and crawled forwards, swinging her hips around and demolishing a nearby building as she licked her lips lustfully and eyed the streetful of pedestrians and cars attempting to flee from her gargantuan frame. She didn’t even taunt these ones. Instead she grunted with the effort and crawled forwards, her exposed, flabby forearms and thick calves jiggling as each hand or knee hit the ground, moving her shadow over the fleeing crowd like some portent of doom. A fat pink tongue flicked out over her lips in anticipation moments before she lurched forwards, seemingly slipping and toppling forwards to crash down stomach first atop the multitude of people caught in her shadow. Despite the solid *smack* of dense bodily fat slamming into tarmac and concrete, the muffled, sickeningly wet squelches of people being crushed never came. Patty’s victims simply vanished from view to be replaced with breasts and belly squished up against the floor and partially smothering cars that just managed to escape being buried completely beneath the yellow skinned woman’s gut. Almost immediately Patty began to groan throatily with delight and reached over her back with one hand, lewdly tugging her dress hem out of the way to rub herself; at the same time exposing her puffy, swollen sex to the few fortunate enough to escape being crushed beneath her, those close to her sex broke out in humid, unpleasant sweats as heat roiled out from her depths like an invisible fog, and they were in no doubt of where they might end up if Patty knew they were just behind her.
Soon the fates of her victims became apparent as people in the building at the end of the street, only a few dozen yards in front of Patty, noticed some odd jiggling to her belly and breasts – the latter bulging up and stretching at her dress, threatening to burst free and bulging up through the neckline, on any other woman it would have been painfully arousing; on Patty it made bystanders want to vomit. After several agonising minutes of watching her body jiggle and wobble bizarrely the first survivor began to emerge, clawing his way out from beneath the hot, smothering weight of her right boob, pushing the thick flesh up only to have it ‘ooze’ down over his arms completely making progress almost impossible, as though her breast wanted to suck him back under and squish him all over again; but he made it, finally kicking out from beneath the giantess completely and staggering to his feet. Drenched in sweat from his time trapped in the intense heat and total darkness between her bust and the ground he was almost completely naked, only his pants and a few scraps of clothing clung to his sticky body, the rest torn away as he dragged himself underneath her and to freedom.

He bent double for a moment to gasp for air, before straightening and waving to the people in the building exuberantly, indicating others were still alive beneath the monstrosity just behind him. It took him a few moments to interpret the horrified gestures, but when he did he froze solid, slowly turning his head to look up, straight into Patty’s glaring face. Before anyone could react, least of all him, she bent her head down and, in a single movement, opened her mouth, clapping her thick lips around his waist before sucking hard, slurping his wet, sweaty body clean off the ground and into her mouth; although at her size his entire body was only a little bigger than her finger.

“Mmm, I knew you’d want back in, the only question is how….” Patty mocked her captive, rolling him around her mouth, occasionally letting him punch and claw at a cheek, teasing onlookers with the faintest traces of bulges. She spoke as if she was seriously contemplating his fate, but from the glint in her eyes it was clear she already had a plan. She cut short his date with her tongue and parted her lips, letting his dripping wet, gasping body slip out and down… straight into her overflowing cleavage. He hit her boob limply, the flesh giving just enough beneath him to allow him to slip to the centre and straight down the deep crevice between both breasts; the man clawed uselessly at the warm flesh, her saliva and the soft, malleable flesh making any kind of struggle completely ineffective, and soon his head, then his clawing arms vanished from sight into her cleavage. Patty purred a teasing remark and returned to pleasuring herself, repeating the process with any unfortunate ‘lucky’ enough to struggle free from under her body. Occasionally, but with increasing frequency, she ‘accidentally’ sucked too hard and the poor person became nothing but a wet squelch, a heavily muffled scream in a slight bulge that squished easily down her fat throat and into her stomach, alive and kicking. Even worse for the onlookers, their struggled from within her belly seemed to excite Patty even more! 
But by then the people in the building just ahead of Patty were having problems of their own. A thick, viscous substance had begun to ooze over the lower windows where the crowd huddled, and when people attempted to get outside for a better view they discovered large, poorly parked vehicles blocking the exits completely – sometimes so poorly parked they were wedged into the doorway. As the gloopy, translucent fluid slowly distorted and obscured their view of Patty, a darkness began to engulf the upper floors, moving briskly down and covering an entire floor in only a few seconds. With nowhere to run the occupants followed logic and waited in the safest part of the building, on the middle floors, to watch the darkness ooze steadily over the building, the edge was smooth, but vaguely rippled, and kept flexing, pulling back or stopping briefly before continuing its descent. It wasn’t until the entire floor was completely covered and the lights lit up the inside of the darkness that fear turned to horror and the people trapped in the building began to scream and struggle.
They watched the dark pink flesh flex and ripple, the rippled surface twitching with hidden muscles, squishing against the glass and sliding down in bursts, leaving thick, greasy residue behind on the glass. Collapsing in resigned horror, knowing who parked the vehicles and watching the fleshy tunnel seem to pull the building deeper although, for now at least, the building remained motionless, the victims wondered about the second giant, and came to the dawning realisation as they made the logical connection between the mythological Patty….and her sister.

“Hey twisted sister” Selma groaned as her fleshy buttocks pressed into the ground, she gripped her large rump in both hands and spread herself wide, wriggling her hips and bearing down to swallow the last few feet completely, until she felt her pucker press against the cool concrete of the pavement “Enjoying yourself without me?”

Patty groaned heartily in response and carried on fingering herself, swallowing the girl in her mouth and reaching under her belly for another victim with her free hand “You know it, I need a smoke though, it’s been twenty minutes!”

“Yeah, but this almost makes up for it, don’t worry, we’ll buy a crate when we get back home” The way Selma was sat, knees up in the air, hiked up her pink dress, exposing the bottom of her sagging gut, her meaty sex and the fleshy labia hanging down, oozing juices into a puddle on the street. And just behind could be seen tiny glimpses of the tall building completely entombed in her rectum, anal slime smeared over her ass, giving it a glistening sheen. She noticed Patty looking and grinned, “Don’t tell me you haven’t tried this yourself yet?” she laughed and sharply leant to the side, almost nonchalantly shearing the building in two at the base and, in the same lean, rolled over onto her hands and knees, lifting the four story metal ‘buildo’ up within her and pointing her large rump at her prone sister. Reaching back she grabbed the hem of her dress and hiked it up, revealing her fleshy pucker squeezing around the shattered base of the building, the entire thing teetering on the brink of no return. With a single finger Patty reached up and pushed it over the edge, watching her sister’s ass ooze and jiggle around it, the pucker squeezing closed and sucking the entire building, occupants and all, deeper into Selma’s bowels, a dribble of anal juice oozing out of her clenched anus moments before she farted out the excess air, treating Patty to a glimpse of the building deep within her and still inching further inwards. Perhaps her new toy would come to a sticky stop somewhere in her intestines, to be released later when she felt the urge, her victims traumatized but alive, or perhaps building was carrying its cargo deeper…all the way to the acidic bath of her stomach.
“Well…not a building, at least,” Patty smirked and got onto all fours while her sister returned to a more comfortable sitting position, massaging her belly and feeling the contours of her toys deep beneath the fat. Beneath Patty, a scant handful of people remained, and she quickly scooped them up before they could come to their senses, clutching them tightly in her fist as she turned to present her rump to Selma, who lifted the blue dress up and out of the way to watch the action. Already Patty’s thick, meaty sex glistened wetly with juices, the heavy lips parted slightly to create a black O, the inner folds of smooth flesh hidden in total darkness. Bringing her hand down under her substantial belly Patty opened her fingers and, before gravity had a chance to pull the people to a long drop and potential safety, her palm slapped wetly up against her sticky sex. The lucky found themselves pinned between a fleshy palm and the firm, pliant meat of her labia or mons; the more unfortunate were stuffed casually through that slight gape, pressed in with a sticky glurp into her hungry folds and  swallowed from sight. The rest soon joined those first victims as Patty masturbated, two fingers pushing up into herself while her palm ground into her mons, soon the motion working several other screaming citizens deep into her burning loins, as her hand slipped away Selma was treated to the lewd sight of a pair of hands sliding out of sight, losing their grip on her sister’s sticky flesh and the owner sliding deeper into the squishy embrace of pussy, vanishing into the shadows. Satisfied with the pleasurable tingle of her new victims struggling deep inside herself Patty reached back again and gripped her buttocks, spreading herself wide and relaxing. As Selma watched with a cruel smile her sister’s pucker burbled, juices oozing out as a harbinger moments before flesh slid against muscle and the rippled ribbed meat of her pucker unfurled and bulged outwards before stretching wider, revealing a glimpse of bright red. The pucker continued to stretch wider and wider, revealing flecks of equally bright yellow and then, the unmistakably clear glint of glass as deep anal muscles worked to gently push the front end of the large double decker bus back out into the daylight
“See” Patty taunted “I said I’d let you see daylight again,” She wriggled her hips playfully at her sister, shaking the terrified occupants of the bus around as they hammered at the front windscreen, desperate to be freed from the slimey depths of their gluttonous captor’s bowels and then clenched, muscular sphincter squeezing shut over the bus again, tugging it back down to its grave within her ass “But I never said you could leave”

Selma smirked and climbed to her feet “A bus? That’s all? Really I thought you’d have more room, I mean, after what we did to MacGyver…” 

“Who said the bus is alone, besides it’s not the size that counts…it’s how much it struggles!” Patty stood beside her sister and looked at the city, just stuffed with toys for the terrible twosome, and added “But size helps….”
