Warning: The following story contains graphic depictions of Fart Fetish material and Watersports.

Spiritual Debauchery Part 2 - Take a whiff, save a life.

Written by HumbleHeretic
[The battles are heating up now as we make our way into the semi-finals. Surprisingly, we had a few fan favourites drop out early!]

[Well, it's not that surprising. Last's year's winner won't always make it far, especially with all of the gyms ramping up on investments lately. We're seeing a few underdogs making a name for themselves this year!]

[And boy does it make for a surprising show, the turn out this year has been absolutely phenomenal!]
The camera panned over to the audience stands that were packed to the limit, eliciting a loud cheer and a wave from the excited spectators.

The Regionals had become an event popular enough for seats to be sold out mere hours after booking went live. Those that couldn't make it into the venue instead formed large crowds around the massive stadium while watching in excitement upon the large projections hung up all around the stadium.

On the screen was the scene of two Masters facing off, each with impressive looking spirits that gave off auras of dominance. The two displayed a level of control unbefitting of those their age as they fought.

One had obviously been nurtured by his clan from a young age while the young lady opposite of him seemed to have brought herself up to where she was through hard work and perseverance.

It was exactly the type of match-up that made the crowd most excited.
[Waaaahhhh!!!!!]

The sound of the crowd's cheering bled through the speakers below your TV.

While most people your age were in the stadiums, in the crowds, or watching at a cineplex, you were sitting on your living room floor while watching on your regular old flatscreen.

Others may find it disappointing, however you were more than satisfied with your current set-up. And a big reason for this was that you had already experienced all that the Regionals had to offer, for you had already been on the very centre stage that was producing all of the hype.

You vaguely recalled when you had stood on the field with your one and only partner. Things had been exciting at first, however the mood of the entire competition changed as the matches progressed, the cause of this being the way you had effortlessly swept through the entire roster with little to no suspense. At the end of the day, the Regionals were an event meant to draw a crowd, however, how many people actually wanted to see fight after fight where the expected result was achieved in an instant? It certainly did a lot to damage the event's ratings.

It was for this reason that you had gracefully stepped down from the stage, or at least that was how you described the outcome to others when they asked about it. You weren't exactly all that keen on telling people that you'd received an indefinite ban from participation after unsuccessfully trying to refute a two-year suspension.

But the past was the past, and now you were more that satisfied with watching the events at home, outside of the spotlight while chilling alongside your partner. And speaking of your partner...
Crunch!
A crunch was heard amidst the cheering, and you looked down at Emherald who was laying her upper body across your lap. Her long silver hair cascaded down your thigh and her large ear thingies were perked up as if she were listening intently at the announcements. However, the expression on her face was one of boredom as she reached her hand back into the bag resting on your knees. Between her claws as she pulled her hand out of the bag was a large cookie with a hard crust that she then brought to her maw and crunched down on, causing crumbs to fall on your lap.

With your Primordial Spirit around, there was hardly a need to work hard to earn money as all it took was casually sweeping through a mystic zone to earn you a tidy living. Most of your days were therefore spent in relaxation. While you lazed about, Emherald would often come along and wordlessly snuggle up to you, using your body like some sort of pillow like what she was doing right now.

It was a truly tranquil scene when looking in from the outside, however you were unable to relax as you watched the gluttonous spirit down one bag of snacks after the other. Already there was a small pile of plastic bags and rappers forming near where her large tail swished about on the carpet.

One thing to know about spirits was that they didn't actually need food to survive. They mostly sustained themselves on the naturally occurring spiritual energy present in the world. The powerful ones like Emherald especially thrived on this energy.

Despite this there were still people who fed their spirits with specially made snacks, however human food was a big no-go.

Different spirits tended to react differently to the introduction of foreign matter into their systems, most of these reactions were negative. Therefore, it was a common rule of thumb to never feed your spirit with human foods without doing thorough research into their physiology.

And yet here you were letting your spirit gorge herself, on junk food no less. Others would be sure to condemn you if they saw this scene, however you knew better than anyone that human food posed little to no problem to Emherald. As a matter of fact, she regularly ate what you ate when you ate it. It wasn't like she actually needed to consume anything, it was more so that she simply enjoyed the taste.

However, this didn't mean that she was completely free from the adverse effects of her vanity. It was right to say that human food posed little to no problem to Emherald, however that was speaking only for the Spirit herself. In regard to those around her at the time, there was an issue that could actually prove catastrophic if not handled properly.
GRRRRLLKKGGG
As if on cue, a concerning noise was heard from the Spirit's belly, and this was the most basic indicator that it was time to fulfil your daily duties as Emherald's master.

With the final cookie from the bag crammed into her maw, the Spirit wordlessly got up from your lap while keeping her eyes on the screen.

She then leaned over to the other side and laid down the other way so that her head rested on her arm on the carpet while her large rear was pointed right at you!

The sunlight peeking through the window vaguely revealed the cryptic pattern within the darks scale’s adorning her plump backside, while her tail was slowly raised to reveal her flaccid cock and balls as well as her lady parts that had remained hidden until now!

If anyone doubted her gender before, they would have to think twice when they saw her feminine sex. The labia were the same silver colour as her scales while a warm pink colour could be made out through her tight slit.

It was a sight you were accustomed to seeing yet you still couldn't help but get distracted ever time. You only came to yourself when another rumble sounded from the Spirit's gut, and you remembered your duty just in time for the tip of Emherald's tail to curl around the back of your neck.

It seemed like she had quickly grown impatient because of your gawking. With one leg stretched all the way out and the other curled up with the knee to her stomach, the Spirit applied a gentle force in her tail the caused you upper body to tilt and lower towards her while your head was brought closer and closer to her doughy ass!

You quickly adjusted yourself into a belly down position and let Emherald's tail carry your head as the spirit in question ripped open another bag of cookies and continued to observe the ongoing match.

Inch by inch your face was brought closer and closer to Emherald's behind until your belly brushed against the carpet. By then you could already feel the warmth of her pudgy caboose on your face. However, as you got closer, your head moved away from the tight snatch that'd been taking up your vision and instead travelled more upwards. What then entered your vision was the Spirit's large, tight, slightly pink butthole that was positioned right below her thick tail!

You inevitably grew nervous as your face was brought within an inch of the Spirit's sunken anus. Even though this was something you would do practically every day, it didn't change the fact that it was a horrible experience, and that was putting it mildly!

As Emherald's flaccid meatpole brushed against your chest and her pillowy balls settled against your chin, your face finally squeezed into the deep crack of her butt. Further and further, your face sank into the warm depth’s of Emherald’s ass with your nose was positioned right over her wrinkly pooper!

Surprisingly enough, there was no foul smell to be had from the Spirit’s butt hole that smooshed right up against your open nostrils, however you knew better than anyone what to expect from the softly twitching hole.

With your head now snuggly in place between her warm, springy ass cheeks, Emherald's thick tail released your neck, and starting from the root, the entire appendage relaxed and slowly draped over your head, it's sheer weight causing your head to sink even deeper into the crack of the Spirit’s butt. Your face and especially your nose was pressed firmly to her warm tailhole until the rest of her long tail settled onto your back, the entire length of it running all the way down past your legs.

You lay in complete, hot, stuffy darkness. Every breath you took was befouled by the slight muskiness of the Spirit's butt. The loud sound of cheering now sounded muffled and distant, leaving you with only the ambience of Emherald's body in living motion. Especially prevalent was the gurgling of her gut that was transmitted straight to your eardrums while your ears were pressed to her slightly moist, inner butt cheeks.

Emherald continued to snack on the remainder of the cookies while watching the TV screen. You on the other hand was fully missing out on the exciting, but not really, semi-finals as you were literally face deep in your Spirit's pudgy ass.

For a while you remained there, lying still and breathing in her scent when a much more audible grumbled sounded from her gut and rocked your eardrums. As if in response, the Spirit butthole began to bulge against your nose and you clutched your eyes shut, desperately trying to prepare yourself for what was about to happen.
PPPPPprrRrPPPRRRRRrrrrrRRrrrlllBBRRRrRTTttttttttt

The sound that was like a lawnmower in the silent hours of the morning was barely muffled by a combination of the Spirit's thick tail and your entire head plugging her behind as a guttural belch of baleful butt broth spewed like a geyser from Emherald's gaping pooper!

The sound that was dampened on the outside was rattling your eardrums from right at the source, however, it wasn't the sound of the bubbly fart echoing in your ear canal that was the problem.

The hot, soupy gas erupted from the Spirit's tailhole with enough force to cause your nose to ache, if not for your special physique as a Master, there would probably be danger of your nose being blown clean off your face!

However, maybe that would've been a better alternative as your endurance allowed for the majority of the rotten shit vapour to stream directly into your nasal cavity where your sinuses were baked in an ungodly stench that was unlike anything a normal human could endure!

It was like a soup composed of spoiled and decaying vegetables was reconstituted with decomposing cheese sauce and topped off with a generous helping of rotten eggs!

It was a truly revolting smell that one would only associate with illegal chemical weaponry, yet it was naught but a gas bomb that was so casually expelled by the snacking Spirit who was nonchalantly watching a match she wasn't even that interested in. And most if not all of the noxious vapour was pumped directly into your nostrils with you face smothered to the limit in the Spirit's fat ass. The rancid smell of the gas was enough to send one on a hallucinogenic trip, yet your lungs kicked into high gear as you tried desperately to snort up all of the foul ass-air, no matter how badly it sizzled in your nose!

And as for why you were currently huffing Emherald's farts like your life depended on it, there was actually a good and legitimate reason... no, really.

Emherald was a special entity in many, many ways.

As the Avatar of Life and Death, she possessed a dual attribute of two of the most profound principles of existence, Life and Death. As a Spirit, this duality gave her two forms: Deathbringer and Lifegiver.

Her Lifegiver form was the golden and black form she’d undertook when fucking your face the day before. This form was accompanied with accompanied the insatiable urge for the Spirit to spread life in the form of sowing her seed. This urge was always remedied by letting her dump a fat hot load down your gullet or straight up your ass. It was no exaggeration to say that you getting fucked like a sow was a regular daily occurrence.

On the opposite end of the spectrum was her Deathbringer form; her default form that she maintained when she wasn't trying to impregnate your various holes. This form not only greatly excelled in combat, but it also came with another quirk.

Any regular food that Emherald ate was rapidly broken down and decomposed by her body's natural deathly energy before it was ejected in on of its most primitive states, a horrible bout of rancid flatulence. The hot fart that'd just been pumped into your nostrils was just a small taste of the hell that Emherald regularly unleashed upon your sinuses on a daily basis.

However, it wasn't the atrocious smell that was the problem, but rather one of the reason for why her gas smelt so bad in the first place.

The gas that formed as a result of the breakdown ends up containing trace amounts of Emherald's death factor. This foreign power could have harmful and even lethal effects on any living organism that it was to come in contact with.

Simply put, Emherald's farts were deadly, both figuratively and literally.

It was a problem that could easily become something serious if handled improperly, however you were of no mind to bar your Spirit from enjoying the things she did, human food being one of those things.

Therefore, you were left with no other choice(?) but to come up with a stop-gap solution. As Emherald's master, in name at least, you were completely immune to her life and death factors. And it was a good thing too, otherwise you could have really ended up pregnant by now, biology be damned in the face of the Spirit's profound powers!

This meant that her gas didn't have the effect on you that it did on other organisms.

The solution that you came up with in the end was that she could eat whatever she wanted, and you would deal with the aftermath.

"Deal with the aftermath", it sounded valiant on paper, however all it really amounted to was you shoving your head as deep into her ass as it would go as she lets loose her toxic farts right in your face!
PPPRRRRRRrrRRrrPrRRRRrrrrrr
In this way, your lungs acted as a bio-filter for the putrid gut bombs that Emherald pumped into your nose and mouth!
PrRRAArrrppBBRRRTTttpPPPRRrRrtttt
The bubbly butt blast rattled both your head and the hard-wood floor. The retched gas was spewed with enough force to blow your head clean out of her cheeks, yet the Spirit's thick tail held your head firmly in place while your head in turn kept the gas confined inside her crack. With nowhere else to go, all of the noxious fart fumes rushed straight into your airways!

The colour of the gas was a moss brown with faint streams of shimmering black laced within. The smell alone was enough to melt paint of the walls of your house, and this was no exaggeration. Your living room had actually been freshly painted after your failure to catch a particularly foul fart had caused the previous paintjob to rot and become discoloured. After that little mishap, the Spirit’s large tail holding your head in place as she cut loose had become mandatory.
SPppPRRRRllRrRRRLPPRRpttttttttsstttttttttt
A hot, moist anal expulsion had you gripping the carpet as you violently gagged after holding it in for so long. Even if you were immune to emerald’s death factor, you were in no way immune to the godawful smell of her brothy farts. Every laboured breath of the Spirit's flatulence that was pumped wholesale into your nose and mouth was an indescribably foul experience. Your eyes watered uncontrollably while your tongue constantly spasmed amidst the incredibly thick smog of gruelling butt broth that was relentlessly pumped down your throat.

You had no choice but to hold your mouth open as your nose alone was nowhere near enough to catch the Spirit's huge butt blasts.
PPPrRRRrrRGGRrrttRTTTTTttttttttttt

Each sputtering spew of rancid shit fumes ballooned your cheeks and bulged your throat. There was a feeling in your nose like you were snorting acidic vapour, though the pure corrosive toxicity of the farts could probably match.

At this point you were already spasming involuntarily from the egregious sensory overload, yet Emherald's thick tail held firmly to your head, indicating that the gaseous onslaught was far from over.

"Are these really the strongest humans your town has to offer?"
FFFFFFFFPPRRrRRtTTttttttttt
The Spirit in question was still staring at the screen in mild boredom, offering her sharp criticisms while munching on the junk food that was the very cause of the horrible gas you were currently enduring. Not even a "pardon me" as she tensed her doughy glutes, flexed her hole and pumped your face full of her deadly gas.

It was amazing to think that even such light and delicious snacks could produce gas as foul as the dose you'd just choked down. The hot smog heavily discoloured the mucus in your gullet with its passing. It gathered in your slightly bulging belly liking a roiling cloud of acid rain. You could actually feel the warmth of the gas if you placed your hand on your belly.

Your sense of smell would take hours to recover from the stench engrained into every fibre of your sinuses.
BBbrrRRrrRRPPptTTtttPHHTTTHHRrRRpPTtt

A heavy blast caused your entire face to heat up! A thin stream of the toxic fumes brushed past your ears and escaped the tight seal of your tail-locked head in Emherald's ass.

A large moth that had snuck in through a nearby window flapped it's way over to you at this time, and it was very unfortunate to have encountered the leaked gas. The moment the moth came in contact with the remnants of the Spirit's butt broth, it suddenly seized up and started to descend. However, before it could even make it halfway to the ground, it's entire body began to disintegrate from the tips of its large wings all the way to the ends of it's fine antennae. By the time it finally hit the ground, it was naught but a light puff of dust that was blown away on the wind.

You were completely oblivious to the moth's untimely demise, all of your focus was on trying to stay conscious in the wake of Emherald's atrocious gas that constantly trumpeted from her poop chute.
PprrRrPPPRRRRRrrrrrRRrrrsssspppBBRRRrRTTtttttttttt
“HwaaaaaAaaahhh~”

As this fart droned out, Emherald let out a yawn, briefly flashing her multiple rows of small yet incredibly sharp, pearly white teeth as well as her long black reptilian tongue. The sound of the plastic snack bag being crumpled up was heard before the doughy cheeks swallowing your face suddenly shifted.

Emherald lay fully on her stomach and let out another small yawn before folding her arms and resting her head on them like a pillow. The full weight of her long tail rested on your back as you both lay on your stomachs the floor in a position where one followed immediately after the other, your face still firmly smothered in the Spirit's steamy, farty ass crack.
BBRRRRPPppttttPHPPRROoorRRrTTttttttttt
A thick, creamy expulsion of volatile butt broth filled your nose and mouth, causing you to gag and retch violently as Emherald settled in for an afternoon nap.

The sound of the Regionals that was still ongoing played on the screen, but it hardly did anything to mask the sound of the bubbly butt belches that filled your lungs and stomach.
BBRRRTTttpPPPRRrRrtttttphhPPRRrtRTTTBRRTtttt
The sceptic farts just kept coming and coming, there was nowhere for your head to go with the spirits tails squishing you into her swampy, cavernous crack. All you could do was continue to inhale the stench that only kept getting worse and worse as your lungs failed to keep up with the Spirit's output.

While Emherald's breathing became steady as she slowly fell asleep, your breathing was constantly laboured with the weight of her thick gaseous waste.
PHGLLBBRRrrRRgttttfFBRRAarRRTTRrttttttttt
The boisterous butt spew vibrated the floorboards and rattled your brain. It also caused the spirit to move restlessly in her sleep. It was amazing that she could rest so comfortably after speedily dozing off in the current situation. You unfortunately didn’t possess such skill. As the lethal gas sizzled your sinuses and boiled your saliva in its horrid flavour, you wondered how long you would last before you eventually passed out.

Such were your thought's as you basked in Emherald's otherworldly stench that would be all you would be smelling until the spirit eventually woke up...
BBRRRTTttpPPPRRrRrtttttphhPPRRrtRTTTBRRTttttrrrrrr
Or until you eventually lost consciousness, whichever came first.
Thus, the afternoon proceeded, the exciting sounds of combat from the competition that had reached a climax, drowned out by the sounds of Emherald’s trumpeting ass, and the incessant gagging and retching as your face rested snuggly withing her warm butt, dutifully inhaling everything that was released.
***

Slowly, your eyes fluttered open, and what greeted you was darkness. While your eyes slowly adjusted, the first thing that registered in your mind was the god-awful smell in your nose and the atrocious taste in your mouth.
Uurp!

A small burp left your mouth, and as you desperately fanned away the rotten stench, your memories went back to events that now seemed to have happened a few hours earlier.

It was probably about a solid hour into the gruesome gassing that you finally passed out, though it was hard to tell the passage of time with your face smothered in the dark depths of the Spirit's fart-saturated butt crack. The fact that you'd remained unconscious up until it was night-time was a testament to how truly bad Emherald's gas had been. Usually if you weren't able to endure, you would only pass out for about a couple hours top, however it seemed like this time the Spirit had been determined to gas you into oblivion, even now your sinuses were tingling.

The soft feeling of a mattress against your back indicated that Emherald had inevitably woken up before you and had enough decency to carry your unconscious body to bed. Honestly, it was the least she could do after pumping you full of her fumes with little to no mercy whatsoever. Now you were finally awake and able to lay in your warm bed and relax.
Creak~
Perhaps you'd thought this too soon...

You looked over to your side to see a short, shadowy figure moving through the darkness after having just walked through the door of your shared room. The glowing emerald pupils in the dark would've been enough to scare someone until their hair turned white.
"Finally awake?"
She sounded a little funny, probably because of the sandwiched she was halfway through munching on. Emherald had apparently decided to fix herself a midnight snack while waiting for you to wake up.

Before you could even answer, she crawled up onto the bed and made her way over to you, before suddenly turning around and pointing her ass in your direction. Just as you started having flashbacks of the horrible gassing from earlier, the spirit stepped one of her pudgy legs over your head to where her crotch was positioned right above your face.

Before you knew it, her semi-erect cock was dangling barely an inch away from your nose!

As you stared at the dark glans peeking through the silver foreskin, Emherald adjusted herself so that her hands sunk into the mattress at you sides and her upper body was pointed in the direction of your legs. The Spirit then bent her head down to look at your face positioned between her meaty thighs.
"Open."
Once again, it was a command that was short and sweet, however, being as experienced as you were, you instantly got the gist of the current scenario. Your hesitation was brief and fleeting before you loyally obeyed and began to spread your jaws wide open.
Smack!
Before you could open your mouth all the way, Emherald's crotch suddenly came crashing down on your face at high speed! Your hesitant jaw was instantly wrenched open by the Spirit's soft yet girthy member as the impact of the fall caused her pelvis to bounce on your face atop the springy mattress!
A loud gag left your mouth that was muffled by the Spirit's crotch. Even though she was nowhere near erect, it was still a natural reaction to having a large slab of meat suddenly crammed down your gullet!

With your face once again smothered by a part of her body, Emherald lay her weight on top of you in a classic sixty-nine position, however, not only were you the only one with genitals in your mouth, but also the act the was about to take place was no conventional oral servicing.

Emherald got comfortable on top of you, and you lay still in wait for what was to come, and it didn't take long before it did.
Psssssssshhhhh~
There was no movement of the hips and no fucking of the face, just a steady and heavy stream of a scalding hot liquid that rushed down your throat and sprayed into your stomach!

While you stared up at the ceiling past the bloated balls squished to your face, the Spirit on top of you let out a faint nasally sigh as she relieved herself in your throat! Hot piss flowed from her cock like a geyser, pooling in your belly as a lake of steaming, salty urine!
As one of the very foundations of life, water contained a special life property that neutralised Emherald's natural death factor. In this way it was treated in the same way as any other organism where it was properly expelled as urine after consumption. Meaning that Emerald peed just like everyone else, though the way she did it was certainly far removed from the norm.

There was literally no need to go so far, just as water was immune to the death factor, the Spirit’s urine likewise contained none of the harmful energy. Yet Emherald vehemently insisted on taking a leak with her cock buried a few inches in your gullet. The farts were understandable, as well as the relieving of her insatiable lust, however you could only assume that this was an actual fetish of hers since there was absolutely no need for you to have to drink her piss, every single time she went!

Regardless of the reason, it didn't change the fact that you were regularly made into her portable pisspot. It was a real headache whenever she had the urge to go in public and you had to scramble to hide before letting her shove her cock in your face and void her bladder. But like with most of her outlandish urges and desires, you simply relented and let her have her way with you, even if it meant chugging pint after pint of her hot piss.

At least it was nowhere as bad as huffing her farts...

Minutes ticked by before Emherald's seemingly bottomless bladder finally ran dry, by this time your stomach was slightly bulging with the rancid, scalding liquid. The Spirit remained on top of you while the remnants of her pee trickled from her cock and flowed down your throat.

You simply lay there with her crotch and ass in your face as you suckled on her meatpole. As you did so, you took notice of something that made it clear that it was going to be a long night for you.

When Emherald was finally satisfied, she slowly stood her lower body back up, except instead of easily sliding out of your mouth like it had slid in, her cock encountered some difficulty freeing itself from your mouth and throat, so much so that your head went with her shaft as she raised her lower body.

Emherald had to shape her hips a bit to finally get the meat slab out with a pop and then it was revealed where the difficulty came from.

In the time that her cock had spent buried in your gullet, Emherald's bitch-breaker had swelled to epic proportions, and it was still growing. You watched as the phallus dangling above your face extended lower and lower until the bulbous head brushed against your lips, coating them in hot, slimy precum.
It would've been an easy feet for the Spirit to fuck your face in the current position, however Emherald clearly had other plans.

With the sound of ruffling bedsheets, the Spirit spun herself around to face you. Her cock left a long string of salty pre in a parabola on the bed before it came to a halt just above your crotch.

This was when Emherald's tail suddenly wormed its way under you, right before a great force caused you to flip over unto your belly!

Honestly, you would've turned over on your own, however it seemed like on top of her piss fetish, she also liked to be rough, unnecessarily so. As if to prove this, a loud tearing sound was heard coming from your shorts that were suddenly and unceremonious ripped apart by the Spirits incredibly sharp claws, the same claws she couldn’t even bothered to use in combat!

That was your fifth pair ruined this week, you would've been upset if it wasn't for the fact that most of your living was earned through the Spirit now eyeing you bare behind like a wolf gazing at a succulent piece of meat. A menacing aura radiated off her engorged member that hovered over your behind.
Plap!
Something hot, heavy and slimy suddenly fell on your bare ass and was slotted right between your quivering cheeks. A warm liquid poured down and pooled on the small of your back as Emherald drove her fleshy member back and forth between your butt crack!

You could vividly feel the throbbing of her cock, the Spirit seemed to completely disregard your pride as she teased your butt as if you were her breeding bitch. And she certainly was about to make you her bitch.

You tried as best you could to silence your voice as the Spirit used your butt cheeks to stroke her engorged, veiny shaft. Her cock still had room to grow, and it was only after swiping at your crack like a credit card for a short while that it finally reached full mast. And it was then that Emherald decided to proceed with her nightly activities, breeding you.

The Spirit pulled her cock all the way back until the head was in your crack before she pushed forward, causing a small yelp to escape your lips as her tip nudged you tightly clenched hole. This was far from your first time taking her up the ass, yet each time, your tight hole refused to relent, and rather than be annoyed, Emherald only silently enjoyed your reaction.
The Spirit backed up a bit and 'tried' again, this time, her tip paused at your hole before eventually sliding up, leaving a slick trail of hot pre in its failure of entry.

Like that, Emherald continued to tease your hole, slowly but surely whitling away at any pride you may have had left, and simultaneously whitling away at her own reasoning.

The signs were even more obvious in the dark of night. Shimmering glows of gold reflected off the walls of your room as Emherald began to shift. The bright fanfare gradually increased in intensity as the spirit became more aggressive in her teasing. Your hole was thoroughly played with, battered and bruised, until finally the tip broke through your sphincter and the entire head popped into your ass in one go!

As you stifled a moan, the shimmering golden lights suddenly turned into a full-scale light show as Emherald instantly completed the shift to her Lifegiver form!

Smack
A pair of scaly hands suddenly gripped firmly onto your butt cheeks, this was quickly followed by the spirit leaning forward and driving the entirety of her remaining shaft into you all at once!

Smack!
Another even louder smack echoed through the room, this time from Emherald's pelvis smashing into your butt!
"Huhuhu~."
A giggle sounded from above your back, the horny Spirit wasted no time before she started swinging her hips, working her swollen member in and out of your hole, fully intent on impregnating you with a massive load of her life-giving seed.
Plap…plap…plap!
The classic sound of wet, hot, heavy sex echoed through the room as flesh smacked against flesh. The very bed creaked under the action of the Spirit's rough pounding of your ass while you stifled your leaking voice and took it like the good bitch that you were. The very pact that helped to bind you to the Spirit now served to allow you to receive her massive cock that would split anyone else in half. In and out her cock went, brutally bludgeoning your hole that was as tight as the day she'd first taken you, yet another perk of her back feeding that was now like a return on her initial investment.
A warm feeling formed at the pit of your stomach, though your weren't sure if it came from the succulent meat rod reaming your ass or Emherald’s warm pee sloshing around in your belly, it was probably both. The urine in your stomach was already enough to bloat your belly, yet there was now a stiff, girthy flesh rod inside you to make you feel even more full.
Plapplapplap

Emherald's plump orbs slapped against your inner thigh with each deep and rapid thrust. The Spirit was really going to town on your butt. All of her excitement that was nowhere to be seen during battles and daily loitering seemed to be saved for moments when she was rutting you like a sow. You could feel her hot breath on the back of your neck as she leaned into the ass ploughing so as to bury as much of her spunk cannon in your hole as she could with each swing of her pudgy hips.

Under the constant sounds of creaking and wet, heavy smacking, you buried your head in your pillow and endured in shame as your spirit thoroughly made you her bitch. Emherald was as heavy handed as ever as she destroyed your butt with her multi-foot fuckstick. It wasn't until you felt her member throbbing heavily inside of you that her pace finally slowed down into long, deep thrusts.

Your hot, sweaty bodies intermingled when she fully lay on you, burying herself to the hilt in your ass and letting out a long, sultry sigh near your ears as her cock spasmed and her balls jerked against your inner thigh.

Your hole momentarily stretches further to accommodate the heavy bulge in her pisspipe before a hot load of cock snot spewed from her gaping piss hole and splattered you insides! This was quickly followed by another and then another as spurt after spurt of long, thick spunk ropes fired from her pumped-up prick and filled your guts, painting them in the creamy while of her gooey nut soup. After only a few spurt, your abdomen that was already pudgy with Spirit piss began to inflate further.

Each wad of gooey ball cream that pumped from the Spirit's contracting nuts was virile enough to impregnate a city with a single drop.

All of that potent nut butter found itself where it always ended up, snug inside you after a good and proper fucking.

Emerald’s soft body caressed your back as she filled you with her life-giving love. The tight seal between her girthy cock and your hole ensure that the cum had nowhere to go but inside of you, however after a whole minute you were already feeling full, yet the ejaculating spirit didn't seem to be finishing anytime soon.

Just when you thought you were nearing your limit, the Spirit suddenly sat back up and pulled back.

With a loud pop, her entire cock was withdrawn from your ass while the jizz-pissing shaft was pointed to your back.

The remaining wads of hot spunk spewed from the head of Emherald's cock and splattered your back in creamy nut sauce. The hot goo slowly coated your entire back while a little bit leaked from your quivering hole. Some of the jizz hit the back of your neck while some even got in your hair. Your entire back was splattered in creamy white by the time the Spirit's orgasm finally came to an end.
"Whoooo~"
A hot sigh escaped Emherald's lips after expending a sizable load inside and all over you. As soon as she finished, the golden and black colours donning her scales began to recede and make way for the dark green and silver of her Deathbringer form. It seemed like tonight was going to be one of those rare nights where one round was enough to satisfy her.

And it was a damn good thing too. With your belly ass bloated as it was with piss and cum, you didn't thing you could handle much more despite your enhanced digestive abilities.

You couldn't help but be thankful that the two of you lived alone, you were a truly sorry sight to behold. Your stomach sank heavily into the mattress from both of the Spirit's bountiful loads while the remainder of one of those loads was fully coating your back from ass to head.

Thankfully the night of debauchery was over, and you could finally clean yourself off, take an actual bath rather than a cum bath.

Or at least that was what you thought…
Plop
The Spirit suddenly leaned forward and fell on top of you! Just as you were about to have a panic attack, you heard her soft breathing near your ears and she then proceeded to curl up on your back, halfway to falling asleep.

You let out a heavy sigh of relief and realised once more in that moment that the haughty spirit meant more to you than you realised.

You really wanted to get cleaned up, however with your partner sleeping so peacefully while using you as her pillow, you figured that you would simply have to make do.

So, with a back soaked in jizz, a belly full of piss, an ass full of spunk and Emherald's warm, wet cock sandwiched between her belly and your back, You lay your head on you cum-soaked pillow and slowly joined your partner in dreamland.

No doubt tomorrow would be yet another day of endless debauchery.

