Aldrea Chapter 6
     The sunlight glittered off the surface of Lake Greater. The deep, dark waters were still cold, especially below the sunlit warmth of the surface, but I swam in it anyways. This was going to be my only chance before heading home tomorrow. 
     Though the sun was shining directly overhead, dark storm clouds rumbled out over the lake. They had rolled in Friday night and stayed all through Saturday. Instead of lounging on the beach like we’d planned, I’d taken Aldrea into town and shown her around. Later we’d come back to the cottage and built a fire in the dining room, watching the flames dance as the storm grew in intensity. The sound of raindrops pattering on the roof was almost drowned out by the creak of the trees swaying in the wind and the violent crash of the waves against the shore. 

     We’d woken this morning with sunlight streaming through gaps in the curtains. The clouds had blown out over the lake where they had been trapped by air currents. They hung low; a foreboding sight on the horizon, with the occasional rumble of impotent thunder could to be heard from the shore.

     After that the rain had evaporated in the warmth of the sun. Aldrea and I had marched down the wooden stairs that started at the back porch and ended on the beach. The stairs were sturdy, but grey with age, speckled with lichen, and littered with branches that had fallen in the storm. 
     We were the only ones on the beach. Aldrea had set down a towel and laid upon it, refusing to get into the water. “It’s too cold. Besides, do you know how long it takes to dry soggy dreadlocks? A long time, that’s how long.”

     I sighed. “You’re immune to the cold and your dreadlocks only stay wet as long as you want them to.” But my arguments were futile. She lay on her beach blanket, soaking up the sun in her slingshot bikini. Her curves were still much enhanced by digesting Raya the other day: she’d refused to return to normal. I was afraid the eyes of the cashier were going to pop out of his skull when we walked into the ice cream parlor yesterday. Her ass rippled with every small movement and her bosom strained against the material that covered them. Her belly was also rounder, jiggling along with her breasts and buttocks as she walked. Her bikini today was white, contrasting nicely with her dark, chocolaty skin.

     I walked out of the water and up onto the shore, breathing hard from swimming against the waves while shivering from the cold of the water. The sun helped warm me up as I marched towards Aldrea’s towel. She was lying on her back, her eyes closed behind her sunglasses, her breast defying gravity by remaining perky, despite the entire planet’s mighty efforts to force them to sag.
     I stood over her, water dripping out of my hair and rolling off my chin to land on her warm skin. She flinched as the frigid water pattered onto her, shying away quickly from my shadow. “That’s cold, Raz!” she yelled. 

     She started to get up as I advanced on her, still dripping. I grabbed her arms and pulled her into a hug, grabbing her butt and forcing her close to me. “Don’t you like me?” I asked in mock indignation as she pulled away. “Don’t you like being close to me?” I leaned in and kissed her. Her struggles faded and she started rubbing her sun-heated skin against me, doing more than the sun ever could to warm me up. 

     My arms still wrapped around her, I fell back. I carried her down on top of me as I landed softly on the towel. We lay there, kissing and groping each other for a moment. My passion was rising, but when she felt my erection start poking into her thigh she backed off. “No, no, no,” said Aldrea. “You’ll spoil your surprise. Remember? I promised you two surprises this weekend, and you’re getting your second one tonight.” 

     “If it’s anything like the last one, it’ll be worth the wait,” I said. I was a little disappointed, because this would have been a perfect opportunity for a little sex on the beach. It was empty and the other cottages up on the bluff looked vacant. They usually didn’t start filling up until farther into the summer. 

     “So, what’s my surprise?” I asked. 
     “If I told you, it wouldn’t be a surprise,” she said, smiling mysteriously. 

     “Well, it’s getting a bit late, and I’ve been swimming most of the day. How about we grab an early dinner? Or does that spoil the surprise?” I asked teasingly.

     “No, let’s go grab a bite. I have to maintain my girlish figure after all.” She reached back and slapped her right buttcheek. The ripples from the impact spread across her newly acquired plushness, amplifying as they traveled. By the time the wave of flesh reached her bosom, which pressed up against my chin, it was powerful enough to force her heaving breasts against my head, almost engulfing it in their lush softness. “Do you like the extra fat that Raya gave me?” I tried to say yes, but the only sounds I could make were muffled by Aldrea’s cleavage.
     A bit reluctant to get up at that point, we still managed to make the long climb back up the aged stairs to the cottage. She wiggled her ass the whole way up, tempting me. We rinsed off the sand that clung to our bodies with the hose out front and went inside once we stopped dripping. Alicia helped me cook and we had our last supper of the trip. After dinner I caught up on a bit of reading in the living room.
     Aldrea walked over to me and sat on my lap as dusk approached. I’m still amazed at how she can make me acutely aware of her cushiony bottom without putting undue pressure on any delicate appendages. “I want you to take me to the Big Rock,” she said, her arms going around my neck.

     “Okay,” I replied, wondering why she was asking to go now. The Big Rock is the name given to the boulder that lays about a mile down the beach. It’s an appropriate descriptor. It’s a huge grayish-black lump of shale resting on the sand, shaped like a slightly flattened egg. Its weathered form has rested, right on the edge of the water, for my entire life, eroded by wind and waves. The Big Rock is basically just a destination to reach walking down the beach, the only real landmark: you reach it, rest while sitting on it, then you come back. You can hike up the makeshift trail to reach the bluff and follow an old road back or just march back down the beach. I’d told Aldrea about it, and asked her if she wanted to take the walk with me, but she’d demurred. My plan was to walk there tomorrow morning before leaving, even if I had to go alone, as it didn’t seem right to leave the cottage without seeing it.

      “Take some stuff to build a fire. You’ll get your surprise once we’re there.”
     That got me interested. I grabbed a flashlight and gathered some matches, newspaper, and small scraps of wood, figuring we’d feed it driftwood once it was going. Aldrea was waiting out back, staring out across the lake when I was ready. The storm was still hovering about a mile offshore, and seemed to be growing in intensity. Perhaps it would blow back to land before the night was through. The setting sun was a cheery orange off to our left. It would be at our backs as we walked. 

     We descended to the beach. I kicked off my sandals and reveled in the feel of sand between my toes. 

     Aldrea was wearing hip-hugging shorts, but nothing covered her shoulders. I’d brought a jacket, knowing it might get chilly as the evening winds started to blow in from the lake. I took it off and wrapped it around her. She looked at me gratefully, thankful to cut off some of the wind. Her mannerisms were getting more and more human every day, it seemed. 

     The sun was sinking fast, but we made it to the rock before it dipped below the tree line. I had gathered some dry looking driftwood along the way, and there was a sizable amount scattered around the carved and weathered boulder. Aldrea started a fire in a low, rock rimmed pit that had been dug ages ago. The winds were merciful and had died down as the fire roared to life. We sat next to it for a moment, restoring the warmth that we had lost during the windy walk.

     At last Aldrea said, “Now it’s time for your surprise. I’m sure this crossed your mind the first time I ate you, but I’ve been catering to your…dominant interests for a while now, which has mainly been you going in or coming out of my ass. That’s fine, but I thought tonight we’d try something a little different. I think it’s time I stick you up my punani.”

     The whole time she was talking she was growing, though I didn’t notice at first. She slipped out of my jacket before it got ripped, and turned so that her lengthening legs didn’t end up in the fire. By the time she got to that final line, she was towering over me, each of her breasts easily outweighing me, and still growing. Aldrea stopped her growth when her pinky finger was about as long as I was tall, her hips extending almost to the water from where she sat. It was amazing she hadn’t put out the fire with all the sand she displaced. 
     She was right f course. Thinking back to that first swallowing, I had marveled at the beauty of her pussy on my way out of her digestive tract. I’d been meaning to have an up close and personal experience with her giant sized sex for a while now. Perhaps I had been paying unfair attention to her other orifices. Maybe it was time to give her womanhood some proper attention. I suddenly had a strong urge to play with her clit, to bury my face in her and show her how I appreciated her. Yes, to show her that I love her.
     Aldrea stood up, moving slowly to avoid dumping sand into the fire. She towered over the shore. I was pretty sure she could see over the tree line of the bluff above us. She stretched, which gave me a marvelous view of the waning sunlight glinting off her massive body. I stared up at her, conscious of the fact that I didn’t even come up to her ankle. 
     After her stretch she squatted down so we could talk. “Why’d you grow so big if you just wanted me in your pussy?” I shouted. “You could have stopped at two-thirds the height you are now.”

     She shrugged. “It’s good to stretch out after having to hide all those other times.” She shifted so she was squatting over me. I got a great view of her lovely pussy and her tight asshole right over my head. Then she started to flex her thighs, causing her ass cheeks to clap together. The sight was amazing at this scale, especially from this angle. The sound of those massive hemispheres crashing together rivaled the thunder last night. Her rippling flesh bounced and danced above my head in the dwindling light. The only regret I have about that show is that it didn’t happen in broad daylight. 

     Staring straight up, I stripped off my clothes. The passion Aldrea had teased out earlier emerged full force at her display. I wanted her now more than ever.
     She peered between her legs, still occasionally flexing her thighs and sending rippling waves coursing across her body. “Enjoying the show?” she asked, unnecessarily because my erection was plainly visible. I nodded affirmatively anyways.
     She carefully lowered herself back onto the beach. She sat with her legs circling around the fire, keeping her body well away from the flames. Her feet rested near the Big Rock, dwarfing it. 

     I started moving towards the delicate folds that rest between her legs, but she reached down and picked me up. Aldrea leaned back, propping herself up with one arm and deposited me on her jiggling bosom. I stood unsteadily on the shifting surface. 

     “Are you ready?” she asked. 

     “I’ve been ready. We should have done this a long time ago.” We really should have. It might have been a little awkward doing it indoors, but we could have managed.

     “Well, you better get down there,” she said, grinning at me. I should have known she would make me work for it. 

     She leaned back further, giving me a gentler slope to descend. I dropped myself into her cleavage and started marching between her breasts. Her boobs pressed together (her ability to defy gravity again!) so I couldn’t walk far. I dropped to my knees and crawled into the narrow tunnel created between her sternum and the rise of her breasts, Aldrea’s heartbeat thumped directly beneath me. It was warm, Aldrea’s skin smelling sweetly of her sweat. It got tight, causing me to have to wriggle through the soft flesh. It yielded to my shoves, but quickly shifted back when I let go, making progress difficult. 

     At last I popped through onto her belly. The last rays of the sun were gone. The only light left was from the fire, the stars that are starting to blink on, the rising moon, and the occasional flicker of lightning from the storm still roiling over the lake. 
     Aldrea’s belly had never been flat, and with her recent meal still in evidence, it was rounder than usual. I walked towards her belly button, careful not to tumble on the springy surface. It was kind of like navigating a bounce house, but one that’s warm and gently rises and falls with respiration. 

     Aldrea’s belly trembled beneath my feet. I looked back at her. I could tell she was trying to hold back a laugh. “What is it?” I asked.

     “You’re tickling me,” she said. I could feel her words through her belly with my feet. I started walking again, slowly and steadily, but to no avail. Aldrea burst out laughing, causing me to fall as her abdomen shook. She reached over and lifted me up. “I can’t take it. And besides, I’m getting impatient.” She deposited me on the sand, right in front of her crotch. 

    The way she was seated, with her thighs spread wide and her hips angled high, left me with a view of everything I could ever want to see. Aldrea’s labia were taller than I, just starting to swell with arousal. Below her sex I could see her crinkly anus peaking out between from between the lower portion of her buttcheeks. Above her pussy was a thin strip of dark, curly hair, the only pubic hair she had.
     I used the rounded mounds of her booty to begin my climb. I placed a hand on Aldrea’s anus to steady myself as I climbed. It throbbed slightly under my touch, seeming to call for me to try to wiggle inside it, temporarily distracting me from my goal. I stroked the slick muscle for a second, gave it a kiss (that was perhaps more passionate than necessary), and continued climbing. 

     I grabbed onto the lower portion of Aldrea’s vulva and lifted myself up. I could feel the immense heat coming off it, warmer than the fire at my back. The fleshy outer lips were smooth and velvety. I leaned forward and kissed them, then rubbed my face against them. The stubble on my face scratched roughly across that delicate skin in a way that surely would have been painful if we were the same size, but instead only tickled her. 

     The heady bouquet of her womanly lust washed over me as I inhaled. Already, Aldrea’s outer lips were starting to part, opening up in preparation for insertion. The deep brown of her labia majora were sliding aside to reveal the pink inner lips beneath. As they came into sight, I could see vaginal secretions glistening in the firelight.
     I climbed higher, struggling to find a place to stand that wouldn’t cause me to fall into the opening too soon. Aldrea obligingly lowered her hand to give me a platform, raising me towards the top of her sex.

     I gently massaged the labia here, which hadn’t quite spread open yet. I put enough force that the delicate bundle of nerves just underneath would be stimulated. Aldrea gasped a little, her breath quickening.

     Slowly, I parted the lips and reached beneath. My arms had gotten moist in my attempts to climb, so I had no worries about rubbing them against her sensitive inner folds. I found the clitoral hood, and gently stroked it. Aldrea’s hand started to tremble, ever so slightly, beneath my bare feet.

     As I lifted the delicate pink flesh away from Aldrea’s clitoris, I moved forward and used my shoulders to hold open her pussy lips, at least until they became engorged with enough blood to keep them spread. I could see her clitoris, a rounded nub that was almost as big as my head. Its smooth surface shined in the dim light, a lighter pink than all the surrounding flesh. I started kissing it, little pecks at first that quickly became passionate. My tongue ran over the silky structure, tasting her growing excitement. The trembling in her hand became more pronounced, but there wasn’t anywhere else I could stand that would give me the stability I needed. I could hear her moaning gently to herself as I kissed, licked, and caressed her clit.

     The more I played with her clitoris, the hotter her pussy became, the wetter it got. It seemed like an eternity passed with my face and chest getting coated in Aldrea’s sticky juices as I worked to please her. Her hand was pressing me forward, sometimes pushing my torso against her love button. She was approaching orgasm, if the pitch of her gasping breaths and her insistent pressing of my body into her clitoris was any indication. 

     Aldrea came suddenly, her bucking hips knocking me free from her hand. My legs brushed past fingers that were reflexively clenching. I fell forward, sliding down her wet inner folds. I could feel Aldrea’s inner muscles clenching against me.
     Some part of her pleasure soaked mind must have realized exactly where I finally came to rest. I had ended up at the bottom of the flower of her sex, right outside the vaginal entrance. Her convulsing hand pressed against me, pushing me inside. 

     Darkness closed around me for a second, but my eyes adjusted quickly to the diffuse light that always seemed to emanate from Aldrea’s insides. The passage was rhythmically contracting with the throes of passion, but the constrictions were gradually calming. 
     The tunnel I found myself in was fiery hot and drenched with natural lubricants. The thick vaginal secretions quickly coated my entire body, suffusing me with the smell of Aldrea’s lust. The sweet perfume was intoxicating and insistent. There was no escaping the heady aroma, though I had no intentions of trying. 
     The ridged vaginal walls closed tightly around me. It was much tighter than I expected it would be at my size. Aldrea was either squeezing her vaginal muscles around me or she had shrunk down a little as I entered her. 
     I had been inserted head-first, with my arms folded up against my chest. I repositioned myself a bit so I could use them to inch myself deeper. I tried pushing myself with my legs, but couldn’t get much purchase in the slick canal. I kept up the motions anyways, knowing it must feel great to Aldrea. I had more success pulling myself along with my hands, getting a firm grip on a muscular ridge ahead of me and hauling my body forwards.
     I felt the section of Aldrea’s vagina around my feet shift about, almost in a circular fashion. I figured she was masturbating with me inside her, her fingers rubbing against the sensitive outer folds. This thought was confirmed when I felt something press in and push against my feet. She was trying to push me deeper.
     The wet, pink tunnel was longer than I thought. This meant she had stayed the same gigantic size and I was moving several body lengths. I could still feel her fingers against my feet, but it was only their very tips against me now. 

     Ahead of me now I saw the opening of Aldrea’s cervix, a tight circle of muscle. I crawled towards it, feeling Aldrea’s heartbeat thumping rapidly around me as I left the range of her fingers. The muscular walls around me were getting much wetter, a sure sign of her excitement. She had to have been masturbating furiously as she felt my internal progress.
     After kissing the rounded surface for a bit (something she apparently felt quite clearly, as indicated by her increased heart rate), I forced an arm into the cervical opening, causing Aldrea’s vagina to shudder around me. I was able to get it to open a little after a moment of massaging. I stuck my head inside and saw that the angle veered away from that of her vagina. It curved back towards her abdomen or her pubic bone, while her vagina had been pointed deeper into her body.

     I rolled around and started climbing through. It was even tighter here, and I struggled for breath as I slid through the thick mucus coating Aldrea’s cervix. Luckily, the cervix was much shorter than her vagina. As my feet slipped into the cervix, my head broke into a wider space: Aldrea’s womb. 

     At the same time, a crushing pressure squeezed around my body. The heady air was forced from my lungs. Blood pounded from my chest and into my head, putting pressure on the back of my eyes. Her muscles relaxed a bit after a moment, then squeezed me upwards. I felt like the last bit of toothpaste someone was squeezing from the tube. I popped into her womb, gasping for breath. All around me Aldrea shivered. It was only after I regained my breath and the shivering had died down did I realize what had happened: Aldrea had had another orgasm, more violent than the one before. I was used to getting squeezed when she came while I was inside her, but this had been much more forceful than normal. I’d have to warn her about that for trips this way in the future. But it was nice to know that her cervix was so sensitive.
     I studied my new surroundings. The uterus walls were spongy and not as wet as the rest of Aldrea’s insides had been. There were three exits from the chamber: one behind me and two to either side ahead. Those two were much too small for me to enter, but then, I didn’t really care to visit her ovaries anyways. Rather than the fiery heat of her vagina, Aldrea’s womb had a gentle warmth. 
     I leaned back, basking in that warmth. My erection still hadn’t been satisfied, so I reached down to stroke it. The tip of my dick was steadily dribbling pre-cum, and had probably been for a while, but I’d been so coated in Aldrea’s sticky secretions that I hadn’t noticed.
     I had gotten only a few strokes in when I heard a noise coming from the cervix. I looked over to see a head pop through. It was Raya, soaked by Aldrea’s juices. I was a bit bemused by the sight of Aldrea’s alter ego returning from her digestive trip to join me in the womb, but her seductive smile and lusty eyes pushed my bewilderment aside. “Hi, Raz,” she said. 

     “Hey, beautiful,” I said back in greeting. I went over and helped pull her the rest of the way inside. 

     “Aldrea sent me in here to take care of you,” she said, not wasting any time getting her hand around my throbbing erection. Months ago her sudden appearance would have been startling enough to temporarily shock away my hard-on, but so much had happened since meeting Aldrea that things like this didn’t faze me anymore. “Did you miss me?”

     “Terribly,” I said. I meant it. I had started to think of Aldrea and Raya as separate entities. They did seem to possess distinct personalities. As exciting as it had been to watch Aldrea digest her counterpart, I would have been devastated to actually lose Raya.

     “I bet I know what you wanna do with this big dick. I bet you wanna fuck my tight little ass, don’tcha?” She wiggled her pale behind back and forth.

     “Normally, yes. But I think I’ve been ignoring other things lately.”
     A grin spread across Raya’s face. Without another word, she straddled my hips. Her pussy was wet and waiting for my hard dick to enter. It slid in with ease as my hands wrapped around her back. I bent forward to suck on her nipples. We started rocking back and forth, gently. 
     I felt the primal delight of a tight, slick pussy wrap around my dick. Inside the womb of a giantess, it was like a perfect adulation in the holy temple of womanhood, the sacred worship of all creation.

     We kept up the sex for what seemed like hours. I’d rarely been able to keep up such marathon sex acts, especially when there was a vore twist involved, but it seemed like whenever I got close Raya would slow down, keeping me from reaching the plateau of climax. Of course, she had orgasm after orgasm herself. Each shuddering climax seemed to be shared by Aldrea, making each culmination seem earth shattering. 

     I finally came, exploding harder than I can remember doing before. Raya shook under the onslaught of my passion, my sticky fluids mixing with hers in copious amounts. I leaned back, drifting into an exhausted sleep with Raya’s hand stroking my brow. 

     I awoke later, maybe minutes later, maybe hours. I was outside again, lying back against Aldrea, her generous bosom forming a pillow, her arms wrapped around my chest. There was a blanket beneath us and another covering us, keeping us warm in the chilly night air. The uncountable stars glittered overhead. The storm still raged out over the lake, distant thunder rumbling to shore. The fire burned cheerfully, and I wondered absently about who had gathered the extra wood. 
     “You were amazing, Raz,” said Aldrea. “Thank you.” She’d never thanked me before.

     “It was no problem,” I said. I couldn’t think of anything else to say. Together we stared out at the beautiful panorama. 

     A sudden chill crawled up my spine. I turned, looking down the beach towards the Big Rock. There, illuminated by the moonlight shining behind it was a tall, impossibly thin figure. The thing towered over the boulder, almost twice its height. In the pale moonlight it looked almost like it was wearing a suit. The figure didn’t seem to have proper arms. Instead there were tentacles that writhed in an unholy fashion. Its face was indistinct, but I could feel, rather than see, eyes of calculating malevolence fix upon me. 

     The worst part was the thing’s shadow. It thrashed about, as if trying to escape. As I watched one segment managed to break off, become man shaped as it stalked towards the campfire.
     “Aldrea…” I turned towards her. She looked into my eyes, seeing the fear there. “What is that?” I whispered pointing.

     “What?” she asked, looking in the indicated direction.
     I looked again. The terrible slender figure was gone. I sat up, glancing around frantically for some sign of it.

     “It was tall and thin. Really tall and thin. It looked like it had tentacles where its arms should be. And part of its shadow broke off…” My voice trailed off as Aldrea’s face went an ashen grey. The fear in her face was obvious, and anything that could make an immortal that afraid must be terrible indeed. 

     “The slender man,” she whispered. Snapping out of it, she shouted, “Raz, run!” 

     Too late. I saw the silhouette of a man as it edged behind Aldrea, towards the shadow of her cast by the campfire. It reached across the lighted gap to grasp at my love’s shadow. 

     Aldrea stiffened as the horrible shadow thing disappeared into hers. Her eyes went blank for a moment. She shook, the muscles of her face twitching as if something unfamiliar with human physiology was taking hold of them.

     “Aldrea?” My voice was barely a whisper.
     She looked up at me. Gone was the deep, mysterious darkness of her almost-black eyes. Instead these eyes were pure black, the blackness of the space between the stars, of the infinite void contained in the cold, unending infinity of space. They shone with a malevolence that had been sculpted over eons. 

     A voice came from Aldrea’s lips, but it wasn’t her voice. It was a voice dripping with malice, with cruel and calculating sadism. It was a voice that twisted every human syllable into something foreign and unholy. <Hello, Raziel,> it said.
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