Plump Divinity
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It is a wonderful time here on Earth. Or rather the entire universe per se. To provide a bit of context, roughly a few days ago, you and the other Z fighters won the Tournament of Power, which is a battle royale type of tournament that’s created by the strongest fighter on Earth; Goku. The reason why he started the Tournament of Power is that he wants to face more powerful stronger fighters from other different universes. He's Goku… what more can you say about him? Of course, the real creation of the tournament is by the Grand Minister; a high-status Angel along with the Omni-Kings; Zeno, and Future Zeno. They are both supreme rulers of the Multiverse, feared by the Gods of Destructions, and widely considered to be an all-mighty powerful being, despite their small, childish appearance. Plus, the Grand Minister serves as a close advisory and a guiding figure for the two Omni-Kings as he is considered to be the second strongest fighter in the Multiverse due to his high status.

Now regarding the Tournament of Power, basically all of the Gods of Destructions and Angels of all the different universes gather up the strongest fighters and have them duke it out for about 40 minutes. If all of the fighters from a universe are eliminated, that said universe would be erased from existence. And the last universe standing would be granted one wish from the Super Dragon Balls, which are considered to be more powerful than the regular Dragon Balls back on planet Earth or Namek.

Long story short, Universe 7 won the Tournament, with 17 being the last one standing. For him winning the tournament, 17 is granted one wish from the Super Dragon Balls which results in him wishing back the universes that have been erased.

After the other fighters have been brought back, they give the Z fighters their thanks, and the Grand Minster returns the fighters to their respective universes, prompting them that they would never meet again. With you, Goku, and the other fighters returning home on Earth (with Frieza returning to Hell), Bulma decided to throw a huge celebration for Goku saving Universe 7 from being erased. Everyone had a good time.

Since then, everyone has gone back to their normal lives. Goku and Vegeta are still training to become even stronger, Gohan is living a loving life with his wife Videl, Beerus and Whis are still visiting Earth from time to time, etc. All was good again.

Or so you thought…


It is a nice, sunny afternoon over at West City. You decide to head over to a nearby park, taking your time to walk down the grassy, dirt trail as you quietly take in the scenery of the vast green plains around you, smiling as the gentle breeze blows against your hair and casual attire.

As you continue moving forward in your peaceful walk, you see a park bench up ahead. So, you made your way up to the wooden bench, letting out a sigh as you sat yourself down, watching the hover cars and people go by in the distance.

“Ah, it feels good to just relax once in a while. No fighting, no dire situations, just peace, and quiet.” You said, closing your eyes as you brought your arms behind your head, leaning back against the bench rest.

Things have been crazy for you over the past few weeks ever since you joined the Z fighters. You’ve got to learn the crazy ups and downs Goku and the others had on their numerous journeys. For example, Vegeta, once the Prince of Saiyans now fights alongside Goku. Before that, he and his partner Nappa were a threat when they first invaded Planet Earth and he was a problem for Gohan and Krillin when getting the DragonBalls on Planet Namek. But now, he seems to have turned over a new leaf.

It was all so interesting to hear all about what happened on Goku's journey. But not once in your entire life have you ever thought you’d be fighting alongside the one and only Goku. The man who saved the Earth multiple times and has the power that surpasses even the Gods of Destruction themselves. Even you are terrified of his immense strength.

And the Tournament of Power… oh man. Where do you even start? It is possibly one of the hardest and most stressful challenges you’ve ever faced. Considered that you're fighting to save your Universe from being erased. You did the best that you could in taking out the other

fighters. Even though you’re nowhere near strong as Goku and Vegeta, you had an acceptable amount of strength with a couple of tricks up your sleeves. Although, you only last up to about halfway through the tournament after being caught off guard by one of the fighters of Universe

11. You were being strategic in playing offense and defense, but you’re overwhelmed by such utter strength from the other fighters. In the end, Goku and Frieza did most of the work in taking down that Jiren guy, with 17 being the last one standing.

But, you’re just glad that it’s all over and that your Universe isn’t erased. Well, until more destruction decides to show its ugly head to Earth or Goku's intense desire to fight stronger otherworldly beings.

You mentally shook all the confined thoughts away inside your head and relaxed your posture against the bench, your eyelids growing heavy as the gentle breeze and the distant sounds of the bustling, futuristic city slowly lull you to sleep.

However, you are immediately pulled right out of your drowsy state once you hear a familiar feminine voice come from behind you.

“Ah! There you are, Y/N.” The voice softly called out.

Jumping up from your seat, you quickly turned yourself around to face an unknown figure, only making your eyes widen a bit as you stared at the familiar face in front of you. The figure is a tall humanoid with pale blue skin, violet eyes, and long white hair wrapped in a high ponytail. They wore green robes with puffy shoulders and a red sash around their lower abdomen. Along with that, they wore green tights and white high-heeled shoes with black soles under their dress.

“Oh, Vados. I didn’t expect you to show up.” You said, relaxing your posture as you stared at the Angel.

Vados gave a small, friendly smile at you. “Well, I made sure to get here as soon as I could. You know how time-consuming traveling through dimensions is.” She lightly jokes.

“Ah.” You simply said before continuing. “Well uh, what brings you here to Earth, Vados? You want to explore what kinds of foods we have here?”

The female Angel gave a small hum in response. “As tempting as that is, I’m afraid that’s going to have to wait for another time. No, I came here for something entirely.”

“Ok. And that is…”

“I came here to get you.”

You raised an eyebrow. “Huh? Me?”

Vados nodded. “Yes. Lord Champa ordered me to bring you to his home planet for something important.”

Ah yes. Champa; the God of Destruction of Universe 6. He’s an anthropomorphic cat that closely resembles that of a Sphynx, having purple skin, yellow eyes, large ears, and black claws on his hands and feet. He has an almost striking resemblance to Beerus, same goes for Whis and Vados. The only small differences between them are one; their clothes, with Beerus collar and baggy pants being blue while Champa is a blend between red and pink with a different pattern. Two, Beerus has a long tail while Champa has a short one. And three, their body types differ from each other, with Beerus being skinny and lithe and Champa… he's more chubby, plump even.

Another thing about Universe 6’s destroyer is that he’s Beerus’s younger twin brother. At first, you didn’t even know that Beerus had a twin brother to begin with until learning about a few weeks ago when he first arrived. From what you’ve heard and seen between the two cat gods, they have a sibling rivalry going on for a very long time. They’re always going after each other’s throats, making everything a competition. From bringing over food from each other’s universe to see which tastes good, creating a fighting tournament with each universe's strongest fighters, to… having a baseball game of all things. You’re surprised that the Earth isn’t destroyed because if Beerus and Champa fought each other, it would be Armageddon.

But, despite the ups and downs Champa and Beerus have, you’ve managed to become friends with the Destroyer. You’ve made some small talk to him, shown him many of Earth’s delicacies which he was oh-so-happy for. Food-stands, restaurants, bakeries, you name it. Lastly, you didn’t make fun of him being overweight and such. Since then, you were good buddies or at least tolerable in Champa’s eyes.

You felt eyes widen a bit at the small statement. “Really? What does Champa want to do with me specifically?”

Vados gave a light shrug. “He hasn’t specified why. He just wants you to be in his Castle no sooner or later.

You pondered for a bit. Why does Champa want to bring you to his castle? Does he want to train you to become stronger or something? I mean, you know that Goku and Vegeta are training under Beerus and Whis, so you wonder if that’s the case. You’re not entirely sure. But if Champa wants to see you, then you better not keep him waiting.

“Alright. I’ll go. Let’s not keep him waiting.” You firmly said.

“Of course.” She said.

You walked forward, standing right next to the female Angel.

“Hold on tight. Don’t want you to fall off now, would we?” She says with a smile. You went and grabbed onto Vados’s shoulder, bracing yourself. Then Vados closed her eyes, concentrating on her energy. The ball on her Attendant’s staff cast a bright, blooming glow, flowing with overwhelming power. In a matter of seconds, a bright light wrapped around the two of you before shooting up into the stratosphere like a rocket.


With you and Vados encased in a magical dome flew across space at ultra-fast speed. Your eyes widened in wonder as you watched many planets and stars pass you by. It was absolutely beautiful. It was much more different than watching the stars late at night back home. Eventually, your sightseeing shortly came to an end as the stars and planets became no more. You’re now suddenly standing in a location in front of you.

“Here we are, Y/N. Champa’s Castle.” She stated.

“Woah.” You simply said, taking in the view.

You and Vados stood on a planet, the bright sun in the sky casting an orange-pink glow over the atmosphere, with many other planets shown in the distance. The bottom of the planet you’re on has a similar shape to a square pyramid that’s flipped upside-down. On top of it, there’s a giant, thick dead tree with several buildings on it in the distance.

“This is amazing!” You said in awe.

Vados just smiled, happy that you are enjoying the sights on Champa’s Planet. But as much as she wants to take you on a tour of this place, she has important matters to face.

“Come now, Y/N. I’ll show you around the place another time. But for now, Lord’s Champa is waiting for us.” She said, pointing her staff over to Champa’s Castle in the distance.

You looked at her and gave a firm nod. “Right.”

And so, you and the Angel began to make their way over where the God of Destruction lives. Never have you thought that Champa lives in a castle within a tree. That sounds like a cool concept design. Of course, you heard that Beerus and Whis live in a castle one like this, so that kind of explains the similarities between Universe 6 and 7.

After exploring through the forest, and seeing many living creatures roaming around, You and Vados reached the entrance of the castle, the Angel opening the large doors with a single flick of her staff, stepping inside. As both of you walk around the halls of the castle, your eyes gleam in awe and wonder as you cast them all over your surroundings. If you can describe Champa’s castle in one word it would be… Magnifique. Everything about this palace was drop-dead gorgeous, from the natural look of the thick wood from the dead tree in some rooms to the more regal and elegant style in the other rooms, combined with the almost perfect use of decorations. Hell, there’s even an underwater dining room, something that you only see in fancy restaurants. It made you jealous that Champa is living this kind of lavish lifestyle.

Eventually, you and Vados stopped in the middle of what seemed to be a long hallway. “Alright, Y/N. This is about far that I can take you. I’ve already let Lord Champa know that

you’re here so he’ll be with you shortly.” Vados stated.

“Okay. Thanks for everything Vados.” You said with a smile.

The Angel gave a kind smile back to you. “You’re welcome, Y/N.” She said with a polite bow. “I’ll come to pick you up when the two of you finish. Have fun!” She said with a wink, a small mischievous smile gracing her lips.

And with that, the Angel quickly vanished into thin air, leaving you alone in the long, silent hallway.

“What does she mean by ‘have fun?’” You said with a raised eyebrow as you mindlessly stared at the spot where Vados once was.

If Champa brought you here to possibly train with train, then it would most likely come to that conclusion. Surely, the Destroyer didn’t bring you here for some other type of activity. Right…?

You shook your head, your cheeks burning up at the thought of you having sex with the cat deity. The two of you are just friends, after all, nothing more, nothing less.

You let out a hard sigh, clearing up in muddled-up thoughts as you leaned against the wall, crossing your arms as you patiently waited for Champa to arrive. Thankfully, you didn’t have to wait that long as you brought your head over to the faint sound of footsteps steadily getting closer and closer. Then, you hear a familiar voice.

“Yo, Y/N!” Champa yelled out, his loud voice cutting through the silent hallway like butter. You got yourself off from the wall and turned to greet the Destroyer with a wave and a smile. “Hey, Champa! How’s it goooo—” Your words soon trailed off, your cheeks turning bright red

at the sight of the deity before you.

Instead of wearing his signature necklace, baggy pants, shoes, and many accessories that a normal God of Destruction would wear, the larger cat god stood before you in all of his glory buck naked. Well… almost completely naked. The only article of clothing he has on is his loincloth which didn't do much justice in covering his groin with how it bounced and flopped around behind the thin piece of fabric. His upper body is completely exposed, his overall bulk cushioned by the concealing amount of muscle. His fat belly was out on full display, jutting out from his waist by a few inches as its bare surface jiggled and bounced underneath his sizable chest as he walked towards you, his meaty thighs rippling just like his torso. You gulped at the provocative and also… alluring sight. While you were getting good at the front, you imagined what it would look like from the back, how his rear would move... You quickly shook the thought away, trying to desperately quell your burning cheeks and also… lessening the throbbing sensation you feel in your pants.

Failing to notice that the larger cat god was inches away from you, you were caught off guard as Champa suddenly lunged forward, grabbing you by the shirt and yanking you forward, quickly wrapping his big arm around your neck as he put you in a headlock.

“How’s my favorite little mortal from Universe 7 been doing huh?” He playfully said, chuckling as he grinds his knuckles against your head, giving you a noogie.

“Mmmph… Ch-Cham… !” You muffled out, struggling against his hold onto your head.

The blush on your cheeks turns scarlet as your face meshes against Champa’s plump body.

You feel the utter warmth radiating off his body, wrapping around you in a nice cozy blanket. Your ears picked up the surprisingly satisfying sounds coming from the cat god, from his steadily beating heart to the faint rumbles and gurgles of the digestive foods that the large cat god ate from his previous snack run. You tried pushing your chin up against his stomach and getting your face away from his cleavage, but Champa’s grip was tight against your head so it’s hard to move. Instead, you were forced to look down… and you immediately regret it.

You felt like you were gonna implode at what you saw. The fabric of Champa’s loincloth was pushed aside slightly, revealing a glimpse of Champa’s flaccid cock and sizable balls underneath. But of course, the cat didn’t notice and made no move to cover it. Instead, he squeezed you tighter against his large, warm body. It quickly grew to be too much you as the stirring feeling in your pants grew more apparent from being pressed against the Destroyer's plump body. So, with your free hand, you managed to instant transmission, a move Goku taught you while back, out of Champa’s hold, and reappeared a few feet back, facing away from him.

You quickly used the time to collect yourself, quelling your burning cheeks and also adjusting your…predicament in your pants. Once you’re done, you quickly turn around and face the cat god, taking a deep breath.

“W-why the hell are you naked Champa?!” You barked out, trying to not get a voice

crack.

Champa raised an eyebrow before giving a cheeky smile, placing his hands on his hips. “I felt like not wearing anything today. It’s my palace. I can do whatever I want. Surely you do have a problem with that, do you Y/N?” He growled, giving you a stern glare.

You quickly shook your head, not wanting to anger the cat god. “N-no! Not at all!” “Hmph. Good.” The cat deity said, his mood returned to normal as a small smirk graced

his lips.

You sheepishly rubbed the back of your neck. “So uh… what is it that you want from me?” You asked as you tried to keep your eyes away from Champa’s naked body, especially his crotch.

“Oh, I simply called you here so I can ask a favor from you.” He said, idly scratching his tubby gut.

You put your hands on your hips, letting out a sigh. “Lemme guess, you wanna go on another food hunt on Earth?”

To your surprise, Champa shook his head. “No, it's not that. I’m planning to visit your planet later. I am drooling at the thought of trying those delicious cakes and pastries again from that bakery you showed me the other day.” He said, licking his lips before clearing his throat.

“Anyways, it’s something else entirely.”

“Ok. So… what do you want?”

“Well…” Champa trailed off. “I want to know more about you humans. Since I come by your planet every now than to gorge myself on the wonderful food and cuisines of your kind as always put out, I've been curious about wanting to know more about what you mortals say or do in your pathetic lives.”

You raised an eyebrow at that. “Well… okay. But, why don’t you ask Vados for that? She is your assistant is she not?” You logically asked.

The large cat god simply waved a dismissive hand. “Eh. Couldn’t be bothered with it. She wouldn’t understand anyway. So I'd rather go and ask you instead.”

You gave him an unsure look for a moment before giving a slow nod. “Well, alright then.

So what do you want to learn about us humans?” You kindly asked.

Champa placed both hands on his hips again, his yellow eyes staring into yours. “Y/N… explain this to me. What does it mean to be… thicc?” He asked with a raised brow, the pronunciation of the word sounding alien when leaving his mouth.

The room suddenly went silent. You blankly stared at the cat deity, your mind still processing his question over and over.

“…What?”

Champa gave a hard sigh of your lack of an answer before his eyes narrowed, crossing his big arms over his soft but meaty bosom.

“Since you won’t give me a proper answer, let me explain this in a language that you’ll understand.” He said in a slightly annoyed tone.

“You see, a little while ago, I was visiting Earth once again to go on my daily snack runs. While I was busy chowing down on your… delicious foods and dishes, a few humans passed me by and made some rather… Let's just say ‘questionable’ comments about me. They were saying things like how I’m ‘thicker than a snicker’ and ‘a chonky boy’ and other mumbo-jumbo those mortals spouted out about me.” The cat god said with air quotations.

"Plus, the way they said it was weird. Something with two C's apparently." He commented.

“Anyways, I simply threatened to eradicate them for calling me such things, which they were immediately frightened and took off running and I went back to stuffing myself silly for the rest of my Earthly visit. However, those people's comments about me still lingered in my head. I slowly grew more curious in wanting to know what that term means. So, I went to Vados and asked her about it but she wouldn’t give me a clear answer. She kept giving these vague responses and expects me to figure this shit out on my own. Ugh, it’s so annoying! So, I gave up trying to ask her about that, since it was a massive waste of my time!”

“I… I see.” You said slowly, taking in Champa’s information.

“Yeah. So that’s why I called you here to ask you about it. Since… you’re the only one that’s… y'know... tolerable to be around.” He quietly said, sheepishly scratching his cheek. His large ears flatten a bit as his yellow eyes cast off to the side, a small blush dusted his chubby cheeks.

You couldn’t help but let a small smile graze your lips at that.

‘Aw, he cares about me.’ You happily thought in your head. Even though Champa can be an absolute tyrant in his raw display of power and how he can be full of himself, it still gave you a warm and fuzzy feeling inside your stomach that the God of Destruction does have a heart and that he trusts you, even though he’s bad at expressing it.

The blush on Champa’s face quickly faded away, his face morphed back to its regular look as he turned his gaze back to you.

“Anyways…is what those humans said about me considered to be a good thing or something of the sort?” He said with a slight tilt of his head.

“Do you think I’m… ‘thicc?’” Champa asked with a raised eyebrow, using air questions on the word thick.

You gulped, failing to keep the blood from rushing up your face. ‘God, how am I gonna explain this to him?’

You cleared your throat before responding. “U-um, well… what they mean by that is you’re a little on the… heavier side?” You uttered out with a shaky smile.

“I see… so those insufficient mortals are calling me fat…” Champa said, crossing his arms across his sizable chest, his face souring.

“Uhhh…” You lifted a finger as you tried to speak, but the cat deity quickly interrupted

you.

“Every time. Every. Single. Damn. Time! I’m so sick of people calling me overweight! I’m not fat! I’m just… big-boned is all!” Champa angrily spouted, a dark purple aura glowing eerily around his form as an overwhelming power radiated off of him.

“Wait, wait, wait! Champa!” You quickly exclaimed, not wanting the cat deity to go on an utter rampage in his own castle.

“What, Y/N?!” He shouted, snapping his head at you, pure rage burning in his eyes.

“I-it’s probably in a good way!” You shakily reassured, holding your hands up.

“A good way?! How can I take something as being called fat in a good way other than an insult?!”

You let out a nervous chuckle. “H-Hehe. Well, you know us, humans, always updating our vocabulary century after century. Tight means cool, hot means cool, and phat is cool. …Spelled with a p-h.” You said, holding out with two finger

“That’s not how you spell fat,” Champa said, his eyes narrowing at you as his face scrunched up in annoyance. He then lets out a hard sigh, bringing a hand up to lightly pinch the bridge between his eyes, feeling a small pang of a headache coming on.

“Y/N, I’m seconds away from eradicating you. Explain.” He venomously spat out, his patience quickly running thin.

“Okay, okay. I will.” You quickly said, holding your hands out before lowering them down. “Thicc means uh…”

“Yeees? What does it mean?” Champa slightly leaned himself forward, motioning his hand to get on with it.

“It means it has something to do with your sex appeal!” You blurted out.

Champa blinked, his ears giving a small flick as his eyes widened a bit. The powerful ki aura forming around his body quickly faded away.

“Sex appeal? What does the term ‘thicc’ have anything to do with sex appeal?” He asked puzzlingly, crossing his arms as he raised a questioning eyebrow.

‘Oh boy. Where do I begin?’

You exhaled before answering. “Y-you see, Champa. We humans have… preferences on what we find attractive, mostly preferring to one’s body type. So, when those humans called you thicc, (which is spelled with two c’s by the way) they’re describing the size of your body. Y'know, having a sizable chest, a big belly, wide hips, round rear, being curvy, etc.”

Champa gave an intent nod at your explanation. “I see. And my gut falls into the same category as ‘being chonky’ as what that mortal described, yes?” He asked, reaching his hands down to his midsection, lightly gripping his love handles before shaking his belly up and down, his belly bouncing and wobbling to his motions. You gulped, using every bit of willpower to not trail your eyes down at the enticing, jiggling display of Champa’s prominent gut, the purple, smooth skin rippling in hypnotic ocean-like waves.

You nodded. “Y-yes. Your belly falls into the same category. Saying that someone’s ‘chonky’ mostly prefers the size and girth of your stomach. Some humans are into bigger people which refers to them as… chubby chasers. They would say that bigger is better, so mostly skinny people tend to hook up with plus-sized individuals. Also, they tend to be… quite euphoric when in bed…” You said, blushing hotly.

Champa hummed, giving another intent nod. “I see. Hmph, now I know what it means, I guess I’ll take that as a compliment, even though it’s rather weird in how they worded it. You humans have the weirdest tastes in what gets you off. But I won’t judge, like what you like, I guess.”

The sphynx turned his yellow eyes towards you, his muzzle slowly curving into a grin. You felt your cheeks redden a bit at the look Champa is giving you. His eyes grew half-lidded, gleaming in mischief.

“So tell me… Y/N.” He trailed off, taking slow deliberate steps towards you, like a predator ready to pounce on their prey.

You felt like your heart was going to burst out of your chest with how fast it’s beating in a mixture of fear and excitement as the cat deity stalked closer and closer to you. Soon, his face was inches away from yours, his nose faintly touching against yours. Even though you’re taller than the feline deity by a few inches, his size difference and overall foreboding presence made you feel small and submissive against him.

“Tell me this…” His voice lowered an octave, sounding close to a sinuous purr. “Do you think I’m… thicc?” Champa lowly growled out. “…With two c’s?” He added, pointing two fingers at you.

You gave a quick nod. “Y-yeah. You are.”

A small chuckle escaped his throat before leaning back. “Thicker than a snicker?” He said with an amused grin. “Thicker than a bunch of snickers!”

“And am I a chonky boi?” He said smugly, laying a hand on his chest.

“The heftiest and chonkiest of all the boys!”

The sphynx held his head up and let out a hardy laugh, his big belly bouncing to his laughter before bringing his head back down. a wide grin breaking onto his muzzle. “Hehe! Yeah, I’m thicc as fuck! I’m stronger, better, and hotter than my annoying brother Beerus! He said boisterously, doing a little pose, seemingly enjoying the newly worded praise.

You chuckled at the sight, smiling. “Yeah. And if you want, you can sit on me. I mean, that’s how thicc you are. But, h-heh…” You mindlessly uttered out, blushing as you looked off to the side, rubbing your arm sheepishly.

Champa’s ear flicked, stopping his little charade as he turned his attention towards you, his eyebrow-raising as he looked at you in a mixture of shock and confusion.

“Wait, what?”

Your eyes widened in realization as to what you just blurted out. You internally cursed at yourself for letting something like that slip past your lips. “Oh shit! U-um… forget what I just said!” You quickly blurted out.

“No, no, no, no! Don’t try to change the subject. I wanna hear this! Repeat what you just said!” He said firmly, pointing a finger at you.

‘Busted.’

You let out an exhale, your cheeks burning red in embarrassment. “I-I said that you… can sit on me. If you want…” You said softly, trying to hide your red face.

Champa raised an eyebrow. “Sit on you? Why do you want me to sit—”

The deity stopped himself, his eyes widened in realization as put two and two together in his head before a large, smug look morphed his facial features.

“Ohhhh.” He drawled out before a low chuckle bubbled up from his throat. “I get it now.

You’re one of those types, aren’t you?” He said teasingly, grinning impishly.

You didn’t say anything, you avoided the deity’s gaze onto you.

“In all of my days in being a Destroyer, I’ve never met a single mortal who’s attracted to me, let alone have an intense desire to willingly be under me. Heh, it's not something I'd hear every day. Normally, I would easily crush their fragile skulls with my… meaty posterior~” He said with a cat-like smile, bending over as he reached his hand back to give his rear a couple of soft pats.

“But judging by the utter look of want on your face, you wouldn’t mind being snuffed between my cheeks, would you now?” He said in a sultry tone, seductively licking his lips.

You quickly shook your head. “N-no. I wouldn’t mind that.” You shamelessly uttered out. Hearing your comment Champa stared at you in mild shock before bursting into roaring laughter, his spherical gut bouncing from his loud expulsion.

“Oh, Y/N. You’re a kinky little fucker, you know that?” He said between laughs before soon dying down till soft snickers left his lips.

“But that’s ok. I do have… certain tastes myself. If you know what I mean…” He teased. ‘Please kill me now.’ You thought, wishing the hole would form from the floor and

swallow you whole.

“So, Y/N…” Champa called your name out in a deep, throaty purr.

“Y-yes?” You nervously asked.

“You’re attracted to me, aren’t ya?” He said with an amused grin, playfully wiggling his eyebrows.

“U-uh… I uh…” You stuttered out, flustered beyond belief.

“Hmmm?” The deity hummed.

You exhaled. “Yes. I’m… attracted to you, Champa.”

The sphynx’s grin widens at your answer. “Heh, thought so. I kinda figured that you have a little crush on me, to be honest.” He said, placing a hand on his hips, cocking to the side a bit.

“You knew?!” You said, surprised.

The deity's large ear flicked as he stared at you incredulously. “Of course, I know. I’m not that stupid. It’s practically written all over your face. Although, admittingly, Vados told me about it. But I've figured it out sooner with how you acted all weird being around me. Acting all shy and nervous, stealing a couple of glances at me now and then, etc.”

Champa then trailed his eyes down at your crotch, letting out a low hum. “And judging by that big bulge in your pants, I’m guessing you must like me a whole lot, huh?” He said with a wide grin, pointing a finger down at your crotch.

You quickly bring your hand down over to your groin and cover your bulge in a desperate feeble attempt. “S-shut up!” You pathetically squeaked out.

Champa let out a loud laugh, enjoying how utterly flustered you are to him. “Don’t be ashamed, Y/N. To be honest, I find that rather endearing you think that way about me. About my whole, glorious body.” Champa said with a small smile, puffing his chest out.

“However…” Champa slowly started to walk his way towards you. “There’s something I’m rather curious about learning as to what you like about me.”

“C…Champa?” You whimpered out, your heart beating erratically in your chest at the way Champa is closing in on you. His yellow eyes grew half-lidded, a look that gleamed in pure mischief and seductiveness as his muzzle curved into a cat-like grin. You backed yourself up to a wall as Champa slowly stalked closer and closer, letting out a deep sinuous chuckle as he watched you squirm under his looming presence.

In a matter of seconds, Champa closed the distance between you once again, slamming a hand against the wall next to your head to prevent you from escaping. His face inches away from yours, his yellow eyes staring deep into yours.

“Tell me, Y/N.” Champa started before hovering his muzzle over to your ear. “What part of me do you consider to be my best features?” He hotly whispered, his warm breath tickling the other edges of your earlobe, sending pleasant shivers down your spine.

“I, um… I…” You stammered over words, overwhelmed by the situation you’re in, but giddy, nonetheless.

Smirking, Champa slowly leaned forward pushing his big, round belly against you, your neck upward nestled in the cleft of the cat’s sizable cleavage. You were essentially pinned against a hard cold and a more soft, warm, squishy place.

“Is it my big, round gut? I see you staring at it from time to time. Watching how it grows bigger and bigger as I gorge myself, or how it bobs and sways to my every movement? Is that it? Do you like how my big, plump exterior squishes and smothers against your measly little body, Y/N? He purred out, putting a hand on his hip as he sensually grinds his pillowy stomach up and down your torso in a slow, teasing manner.

You gulped, heat surging within your body as you felt a rush of blood run down south. Your bulge gave a hard throb within the tight confines of your pants as the cat deity grinds himself onto you. Excitement starts to plague your body as you feel Champa’s endowment frotting against your clothed erection, feeling his member softly twitch as it grows semi-hard, slightly pushing against the thin fabric of his loincloth.

“Or maybe…” Champa pressed more of his body onto you, a small noise forcing its way up to your throat, as you feel yourself sink into that warm, soft goodness that is his belly.

“Something else might’ve caught your eye?” He purred out.

The cat deity slowly backed off of you, removing his overwhelming presence from your body which made you let out a sigh of relief as you finally got space in your little bubble. Though, you feel a little sweaty from Champa’s body heat smothering against yours.

Champa smiled mischievously before turning around, bending over and lifting his short tail in a very keen display. You felt your face turn beet red, a nosebleed threatening to burst from

your nose as the deity presented his fat rotund rear towards you, his loincloth leaving little to the imagination. And boy, was it a sight to behold. Champa’s ass looks utterly massive, looking akin to that of a pornstar. They’re two large twin-sized purple moons that dwarf the sphinx backside, looking so round and squishy with all that fat caked behind the muscles hidden within, his crack looking large and running into the valley of those large hills… His voluptuous curves blended perfectly, making him more utterly attractive in your eyes. Champa doesn’t have cake, he has the entire fucking factory.

You felt your mouth go dry, your cock leaking precum through your pants from the arousing display of the deity showing off his fat ass. You felt your fingers twitch and fidget, wondering how it would feel if you could just reach out and grab his rotund hindquarters

Champa looked back at you, smirking expectantly as you stared googly-eyed at his large

rump.

“Hehe. Is someone enjoying the view?” He teased, placing one hand upon one of his rump cheeks, his clawed fingertips sinking into the soft fat. Then, he slowly and sensually stroked his palm along across the curve of his voluptuous rear end.

The sphynx let out a sultry hum before giving his butt a firm spank, the impact sending a gelatinous ripple across his cheeks, making them wobble and bounce for a good few seconds before slowly settling.

“That’s it, Y/N.” He breathed out. “Take a good, long, look at it. Might be the last thing you’ll ever see.”

You couldn’t help but let out a strangled, squeaky sort of noise, your heart pounding loudly in your chest as a rush of lust-filled heat ran through your body.

“I would die happy if that were to come to be.” You said, though quickly regretted it as you once again mindlessly spoke your resort aloud, clapping your hands over your mouth.

Champa grinned toothily as that, his eyes glittered glittering dangerously as he ran his palms along his plush hips.

“Really now?” He growled before chuckling, licking his lips.

The sphynx widened his stance a bit before he twisted gyrate his hips. You watched, transfixed as your eyes followed every sway and jiggle of how those glorious plump cheeks moved with the fat feline’s motions.

“I can’t blame you for loving this kind of stuff,” Champa said cockily. “I’ve worked hard to get my ass and thighs this way and I’m damn proud of it. Eating, sleeping, training… All of that paid off for me in the end. Although, you should be careful in what you wish for, mortal. Because this rump right here…”

He clasped both hands upon his plush cheeks before spreading apart, shamelessly showing off his pink wrinkled pucker hidden between the deep valley of his crack, the sinful hole winking teasingly at you.

“Is something to die for.”

After holding his cheeks for a few seconds, the sphinx eased his hold onto his rump and let go. You felt your heart skip a beat as you watched the feline’s round cheeks smack together with an audible ‘plap,’ rippling like jello for a moment before settling.

Suddenly, you felt your body move on your own. It was as if your brain suddenly shut off and that the painful throbbing between your legs now became your rational way of thinking. You mindlessly went forward, your body burning hot with desire to just reach your hand out and grope the Destroyer’s fat ass.

But as you got close to Champa, he simply teleported away from you. Blinking, you came out of your lust-driven state and looked around to see where the deity disappeared off to. However, you perked up when you heard a snicker coming from your left. Turning to the source of the sound, you see Champa giving a cunning grin at you, his hand resting on his hip.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk.” Champa wagged his finger at you playfully, clicking his tongue. “You think I was gonna let you put your hands on me that easily?”

A teasing chuckle bubbled up from the sphinx’s throat. “Hehe. Silly little human, it’s going to take a lot more than that if you ever want to get sat up by my… meaty posterior here.” He said, giving his hip a couple of jiggling pats.

“A matter of fact…” Champa trailed off, a wide grin spreading across his muzzle. “I have a proposition for you.”

You feel your body tense up a bit at that, feeling a sense of nervousness. ‘Oh, I don’t like the sound of this.’ You worryingly thought in your head.

“What is it, Champa?” You nervously said.

“Well, what I want you to do is…” You braced yourself, ready for what kind of explicable things the sphinx wants you to do.

“…Simply hang out with me.”

You relaxed your body, feeling the sudden stress in your body suddenly go lax as you stared at the fat feline in confusion.

“Huh? That’s it? You… simply want me to keep you company?” You asked

Champa gave a nonchalant shrug. “Hmm, in a way, yes. While I could just simply ask Vados help do my bidding, I decided to give her a little break from me. So, she won't be back for a good while. So, it's just you and me, Y/N. No one will be able to interrupt us. Well, if my annoying brother and his attendant Whis do decide to come to visit here. But I don’t think that’ll happen anytime soon.”

“I… I see.” You slowly said.

The feline deity gave a firm nod, crossing both arms behind his back. “Yep. Now, since you’re going to be staying at my palace, let me lay down a few rules.”

Champa raised an arm behind his back, lifting a finger. “First off, you’re in the presence of a God of Destruction, a Destroyer no less, so I expect you to give me your utmost respect. Though, since we are well acquainted with one another, I’ll let it slide for now. But I expect tolerance and obedience from you. Failure to do so, you will suffer the consequences. Understand, Y/N?”

You gave a firm nod. “Yes! Of course, Champa.” The sphynx smirked. “Good.”

He then raised a second finger. “Second, we’re going to be doing some… activities per se and you have to abide by them with no decline.”

You raised an eyebrow at that. “What kind of activities are we going to do, Champa?” You asked curiously.

The purple feline gave a cat-like grin, his eyes glinting in mischievousness. “You’re just gonna have to wait and see. It wouldn’t be fun if I just told you, hm? ”

You gave a puzzled look at the cat deity, feeling a little unnerved by the vague answers Champa’s giving.

‘I don’t like where this is going. But Champa wants to cooperate in doing these vague activities with him, so I have no choice but to oblige.’

You let out a sigh. “Alright. I’ll kindly cooperate in doing these activities with you.” Champa grinned. “Good, good.”

He then lifted a third finger. “Lastly, and this would go in your favor. So listen closely.” You nodded, giving the sphinx your utmost attention. “If you behave yourself with me, then…”

You felt the heavy blush return to your cheeks as the sphinx turned himself around, pushing out his heavy backside as he turned his head to look at you with a teasing smirk, yellow eyes half-lidded. “I’ll give you the reward that you oh-so crave…” He seductively purred out, licking his lips as he gave his rump a jiggling pat.

He turned himself back around, moving forward till he was just inches away from your

face.

“So, do we have a deal? Not that you have a say in this. But, we can both tell what you really want out of all this~” He said with a lowly chuckle.

‘He’s not wrong about that.’ You thought in your head. You’ve been staring at Champa’s distracting plump body all googly-eyed since you arrived here. And since you accidentally blurted out your kinky desires, the sphinx is gonna take that to his advantage by teasing the shit out of you till you snap. But, if he wants to play that game, then by all means… it’s a challenge you’re willing to take.

You went and grabbed the deity hand, wrapping your fingers around his as you gave a firm handshake.

“It’s a deal.” You firmly said.

Champa gave a full grin, chuckling. “Excellent.”

The purple feline broke the handshake as he strolled past you. You gulped, remaining quiet as your eyes automatically went down to the sphinx’s backside. You felt your erection give a painful throb in the tight confines of your pants as you watched the twin mounds of jiggling kitty fat bounce and wobble with each step the deity took, faint beads of sweat running down those plump cheeks. His butt floss of a loincloth fluttered in the wind as it did little to cover his wide ass, as well as his sacred jewels.

You jumped, quickly removing your gaze from Champa’s big buttocks as you hear his voice call out to you

“Come, Y/N. We have lots to do together.” He said with a sultry grin, waving a hand over his shoulder, gesturing to you to follow him. As he walked away, he then hummed a little tune, purposefully swaying his hips side to side as he strutted.

You gulped. “What have I gotten myself into?” You said to yourself, groaning before following the larger god, your eyes firmly and shamefully glued to the god’s fat rump.

Champa’s muzzle broke into a wide grin as his yellow eyes cast off to the side, knowing full well you’re eyeing his ass.

“Oh, this is gonna be fun.” He softly uttered to himself, a soft sinister chuckle bellowing from his throat.


Two of you walked through the many empty halls in silence, the sound of each other’s footsteps pitter-pattering. You remained quiet throughout the walk; your eyes still locked onto Champa’s jiggling rump. You couldn’t believe that this visit would turn out to be something like this. Normally, you were hoping that you were going to hang out with the Destroyer and bond with him more. But instead, you’re playing a blue-ball game to see how long you’ll last from Champa’s tease fest till you bust. If you would just keep your mouth shut, none of this would’ve happened. And it doesn’t make it any better as you still feel the tight sensation within your lions. Though thankfully, it has gone down… somewhat. Your dick is rendered itself into a half-chub, the outlines of your endowments becoming far less noticeable.

“Alright. We’re here!” You jumped a bit from the Destroyer’s loud voice, quickly breaking your gaze from Champa’s ass, and instead looked at him.

You looked around the room that the feline led you to, taking in your surroundings. The two of you seemed to be in a large, empty room that’s padded with mats on the floor and fairly well-designed walls. It was a training room, although, from the looks of it, it’s rather plausible for a regular human and a Destroyer to go all out, power-wise.

The pudgy sphinx turned around and faced you. “For our first activity together, I figured we would have a little sparring session. It’s been a while since The Tournament of Power, and I’ve been dying to get some good action since!” He said, crossing his arms over his chest.

“Although, you’ll have to excuse the rather… inadequate layout of the room here.” He said, waving a dismissive hand. “It’s not the best but it’s something. The walls in here are made of concentrated minerals that resist most forms of force, so we’re free to go all out when we want. But for now, let’s hold off on using energy blasts, and instead let’s have a good ol’ fashion fist. fight.”

“Alright, then. It has been a while since I fought. So having a little warm-up should help loosen my muscles up a bit.” You said, feeling a little pumped.

“Although, uh… Champa?”

“Yes, Y/N?” He asked with a small tilt of his head.

“Are you… going to change into something more… fitting? Since, we’re gonna be fighting and all that…” You awkwardly asked, blushing.

“Nope.” He simply chuckled. “I’m staying in my loincloth, so deal with it. Also, try not to get distracted, Y/N. I know how eager you are to want to get your hands on me.” He teased me.

You breathed out through your nose, rolling your eyes as your face still burned red.

You’ve figured he would say that. But, no matter, you just got to focus and have a clear mind.

And also, keep the swelling feeling in the pants down to a minimum.

The sphynx lets out a grunt as he puts his arms up over his head, giving himself a good stretch, popping some bones in the process while flexing his muscles. You couldn’t help but stare silently at the plump feline, finding his rippling musculature hidden underneath his big, almost

flabby arms to be rather impressive, and… kind of mesmerizing. But then after a moment, you quickly realized it felt awkward to just stand there and watch him, so you warm yourself up by stretching yourself, throwing in a few punches and kicks for good measure.

In comparison to each other’s physique, your warmup jabs and stretches were quick and nimble, going well for your slimmer and rather lightweight form than the God of Destruction. Champa is a heavyweight, his stretches and movements are slow and underdeveloped in terms of his lack of exercise. Though he can still be a force to be reckoned with, it would be best if you stay on your toes.

Although, due to your curious, prying eyes, you stopped mid stretches to stare at the pudgy sphynx, who’s now squatted down in what looks to be a sumo wrestler stance. His plump belly sagged between his legs, his thick, strong legs spread into a wide stance, highlighting their sturdy muscles.

Ready, Y/N?” He asked, his hands resting on his knees as he shot you a grin.

“Yeah.” You nodded, cracking your knuckles before getting yourself into your fighting

stance.

Despite your previous… let’s just say distractions, you’re now completely composed and have a steady mindset to fight.

“There won’t be any let-up from me. I’m gonna beat you to the ground!” You said confidently.

The feline let off a scoff. “As if. You’re gonna need a lot more strength if you want to knock me off my feet.” He said with a chuckle before straightening himself up a bit.

“Before we start, how about we make this session more… interesting?” Champa offered.

“…I’m listening.” You said, intrigued as you relaxed out of your fighting stance a bit.

“If you can knock me over and pin me to the floor for at least ten seconds…” He holds up his open hand for emphasis. “…You win. Easy as that.”

You raised an eyebrow. “Really just that simple challenge alone?” “Yep.” Champa nodded.

“Well uh… that sounds more like wrestling rather than fighting.” You said.

“Wrestling? Is that what you humans call it?” He asked with a raised eyebrow. “Explain to me what this ‘wrestling’ is.” He said curiously.

‘God, help me.’

“Wrestling, to explain in a simpler term, is a combat sport involving grappling techniques. Meaning, one would grab the opponent by throwing them, tackling them, putting them in joint locks, etc.”

The sphynx a nod of understanding. “I see. Heh, I never realized that you humans have a lot of ways of fighting.”

You nodded a small snicker leaving your mouth. “Trust me. We do have a lot of them.” The sphynx chuckled. “Well, now that I know what this ‘wrestling’ means and all that, I’m

interested in trying it out in our sparring session. I happen to be very good at throwing people around if I do say so myself.” He said boastfully, pointing a thumb at himself as he puffed his chest out in pride.

“And besides. It’ll be much more interesting if we grab and pin each other down. If you know what I mean~ Hehe.”

You felt your face drop after hearing that. You don’t like the sound of that. If that’s what the two of you are going to be doing, then this sparring session Is heavily weighted in his favor. Grappling is not your strong suit, you're more of an up-close and personal type of fighter. So, having Champa manhandle you and toss you around can lead to some devastating and also… arousing situations. You mentally shook away the lewd thoughts forming in your head, trying to quell the burning red glow in your cheeks.

“Alright… sure. Whatever. We’ll do a bit of wrestling.” You simply said nonchalantly, though you feel a sense of nervousness in the back of your mind. “Though, what would happen if you win?”

The sphynx fully straightens himself up, resting his hands on his hips. “Hmm… Well, since this is a friendly little fight between us, I can't think of anything in particular in what I want if I win. Hmm…” Champa tapped a clawed finger against his chin, pondering.

You rolled your eyes. “Oh, come on. We both know that is a big lie.” You scoffed. “What is it that you want, exactly?”

“Well…” Champa slowly turned back to you, his eyes fixating firmly on yours. “I want

you.”

Your eyes widened, feeling your brain shut off for a moment as it took you a good second of what the sphynx said. You dropped out of your fighting stance as you blankly stared at the purple feline.

“W… what?”

“You heard me.”

“B-but, what more could you want with me? Is my behavior in your palace not enough for you?”

The sphynx shrugged. “Well, yes. But I felt like changing the rules I already set up. So deal with it.” He said, idly rubbing his claws against his chest to make them shine to show off his snarky, confident attitude.

You let out a long groan, dragging a hand down your face. “All right. What is it? What’s the condition for you if you win?”

Champa gave a side glance to you, letting out a small scoff. “It’s quite simple. If I win… I want you to serve me.”

Your eyes widened. “Serve you?”

“For a few weeks, months, years? That’s my generous offer.”

You shook your head. “No way! You must be out of your mind if you think I’m gonna be serving you for that long!” You exclaimed.

“Oh? You plan on winning against me?” Champa purred out, calling out your bluff. “W-well… um… serving you for years on end is still too much. S-So…” You stuttered

over words, trying to put words in your mouth. “M-maybe… u-uh…”

The sphynx smirked at your blabbing, finding your drop of confidence entertaining. “Alright. Tell you what…”

You stopped yourself, bringing your attention back up to the deity. “I’ll have you serve me till the end of your visit here. And of course, if you satisfy me well enough, you’ll get that reward I promised. How’s that sound?” He resorted.

“Well… that’s ah…” You awkwardly rubbed the back of your neck before taking a deep breath to clear stuttering words falling out of your mouth.

“Sure. That seems a more respectable deal.”

Champa smiled, looking pleased by your response. “Alright. Now then…” The sphinx let out a grunt, squatting back down into his stance, ready to go. “…let’s begin.”

You swallowed. To be honest, you're kind of nervous to be facing Champa. I mean, he’s a God of Destruction who has incredible power. How can you not be worried about fighting against him? Sure, he’s big and all that, but he’s also slow. But you can’t say for sure if that's the case because the sphinx might have some tricks up his sleeve. No matter, this sparring session, is not a contest to see who’s better. Widening your legs a bit, you crouch yourself down a bit and hold your fists out, ready to fight.

“Ok. Ready anytime.” You said firmly, which the pudgy feline let out a low hum in reply. The two of you stared at each other for a few moments, slowly circling around the mat,

waiting for one person to make the first move. Champa was first to make the first move, moving so fast for the naked that he practically vanished into thin air. Though thanks to your quick reflexes, you were to block the sphinx’s first attack, He reappeared inches in front of him, his fist blocked by your held-up arms. And with that, the two of you were off. You and Champa moved across the room at incredible speeds that no mortal can see. Both of you jumped and bounded, circled and whiffed, striking blows that carry weight to them.

Even though you’ve just started, you seem to see holding up well. Of course, you’re not even surprised to see own punches and kicks did very little damage to Champa due to the huge power scaling. Even if you aim your attacks at Champa’s face, he would simply absorb the hits like it was nothing.

Until…

“Gah!”

Champa let out a small hiss of pain as you landed a good, clean hit on the side of his jaw, causing him to stop his onslaught and take a few steps back.

“Heh. Color me impressed. You managed to land a good hit on me.”Champa commented, rubbing his as a small pink bruise glowed on his purple skin.

“And I’ll do it again!” You proudly said before lunging at the fat cat to land another strike on him, only for him to swiftly doge out of way.

“Don’t get too cocky, Y/N. You're far from going toe-to-toe against a God of Destruction.”

“But I can damn well try!” You said, continuing to strike to dodging sphinx, landing no hits on him.

A vicious grin morphed across the deity’s muzzle. “We’ll see about that.” He growled

out.

After dodging and blocking your onslaught of attacks, the feline decides that it was his turn to fight back. Swiftly evading a high kick, Champa smoothly slides over to your left and quickly jabbed at your side, under your arms, and biceps. You let out a grunt as you felt Champa’s knuckles precisely punched at the pressure points in your muscles, causing your arm to fall limply at your side, rendering it useless. You tried swinging with your other arm, but Champa took it to his advantage as quickly jabbed at it, your muscles going lax as it flopped down at your side.

“Now to finish you off.”

With both your arms rendered useless, the feline teleported behind you and wrapped his arms tightly around your waist. With ease, he lifted you from the ground only with ease, holding you upwards for a moment before slamming your head and back against the floor hard, your legs hanging in the air.

Champa did a German suplex on you, and it fucking hurts like hell.

You let out a painful gasp, feeling the wind inside your lungs leave your body as you felt your head rattle a bit from the force of your skull hitting the floor, giving you slight vertigo. Champa held his tight grip on you for a few seconds before finally letting go, your legs slamming down onto the matted floor.

You groaned as you dazzlingly stared up at the bright lights on the ceiling, your head pounding and spinning, making you feel slightly nauseous.

Fully standing up on his feet and seeing your laid-out form on the ground, a triumphant grin plastered onto Champa’s muzzle before he smugly walked up to your shrilved body.

You squint your eyes as a large shadow washes over your body. You see Champa looming above you, his powerful, meaty, thick legs planted on either side of your head. You won’t deny that you got a pretty good worms-eye view from being underneath the pudgy feline as you can You can clearly see his thick dick and plump balls dangling from above you.

“Hmph. Looks like I win.” He said proudly, resting his hands on his hips. “Even though you kept up with me and managed to get a decent hit, you still got a ways to go if you want to compete against me.” He said snickering, polishing the claws on his fingertip smugly.

“Now, since I easily won our little bet, you’ll get to serve me for the rest of your visit here.” He said, pointing a finger down at your shriveled-up form.

“And you can start by… hmm… what to do with you…” He said, tapping his chin as pondered what he wanted to do to you first.

“You know that? Since that match ended far too quickly, That little fight did not satisfy me at all. So…”

He leaned himself down, his face hanging above yours as an impish grin morphed his features.

“I’m gonna have some fun with you till I’m utterly sedated.” He growled out, flashing you his sharp canines.

You felt a mixture of dread and excitement surge within your body at Champa’s words. ‘W…what does he mean by that? What is he going to do to me?’

You felt you picked yourself from your ground in an attempt to get away from the looming cat standing on top of you. But you couldn’t move. Your upper body is rendered useless due to the sphinx jabs at the pressure points of your muscles and even though you use your legs to try and kick the feline off of you, he wasn’t even phased by it.

Chuckling at your desperate failed attempts to get away with you, the sphinx repositioned himself, planting his on either side of your head. You stopped your struggling and stared at the quaking thighs above you as well as sacred endowment dangling proudly and lewdly behind the flimsy, fluttering loincloth. You gulped as stared at those massive thighs, tracing over every slight movement, every ripple those thick columns of meat shake behind the muscle and fat. You can practically feel the strength of them from those stomps alone, shaking the matted floor softly.

“W…wait…” You said in a shaky voice, your heart starting to beat inside your chest. Is he going to put you into a scissor lock with his legs? As much as you like the

predicament you’re in, you don’t want to die at the hands of Champa’s large legs. Those thighs can easily crush a watermelon with ease, and you’re terrified if he’s going to do that to your throat, much less your skull for that matter.

Before you can get a word out, the sphinx slammed his rear down on the matted floor and quickly wrapped his legs around your neck.

“Ack! Cham… nngh!” You grunted out, your eyes bulging out of your sockets as you felt your windpipe being closed off, feeling a heavy, painful pressure upon your throat. You felt your lungs inside your chest start to burn from the lack of oxygen as you weakly struggled against the sphinx hold, but to no avail. He’s got you right where he wanted, those beautiful, powerful, majestic-looking thighs holding you captive.

“Hahaha! Surprised? Since you’re down for the count, I’ve figured on trying some of these wrestling moves I’ve learned while spending my time in your universe.”

Champa grinned as he squeezed his thighs against your head a bit more tightly, causing you to let out a choked gurgle, your struggles growing more frantic.

“And what better way to start is by wrapping your head between my legs? Surely, you don’t have any complaints about being there, hm? After all, this is what you oh-so desperately wanted.” He teased, humming.

‘Yeah, when you’re not choking me to death!’

You need to get out of his hold, do something, anything. You tried to use your noodle arms in any way to try to get yourself free. But no, easily not possible. Your arms and hands would instantly go towards Champa’s legs, messily trying to punch, tap, and slap at them.

Course, your hits would bounce off of it, the muscle and fat in the sphinx’s legs jiggling like jello, rendering your failed attempts of fighting back useless.

“That’s it, Y/N. Struggle.” He growled out, tightening his vice grip more on your poor neck, grinning maliciously.

“Ack! Ugh, haah…” You breathed out, trying to get an ounce of oxygen within your closed-up lungs, but you feel nothing get through your windpipe.

Champa is holding himself back, and you can tell. And it’s utterly terrifying that he’s not using his full strength on you. Even if he did, he would snap your neck like a twig and be done with it. But instead, he's just toying with you, taking pleasure in watching you suffer. And also, shamelessly dissolving one of your favorite kinks to stove aways deep inside your mind…

…Anyways, the sphinx is showing what those thighs of his are capable of, making sure to put enough pressure to not snuff you out between his legs.

It felt like hell being locked into a head-scissor hold. You can’t blink, breathe, speak, anything. But the small voice in the back of your head told you that this is what you wanted, to submit to him, to be underneath him, etc.

Your struggles continue to grow frantic as you feel yourself slowly slip more into unconsciousness. You tried everything, but still… nothing. Your senses start to get messed up due to the lack of oxygen you’re getting. All you can smell was Champa’s musk, with his cock sitting inches away from your head. You can't even tell if you’re hitting Champa’s legs anymore. Tears start to grow in your eyelids as your vision goes blurry in static and fuzz.

‘Please! For the love of God, Champa let me go!’

Your struggles quickly start to weaken as you’re on the brink of losing consciousness, the vision heavily growing darker and darker. If this is how you’re going to go out, to be suffocated to death by a Destroyer’s watermelon crushing thighs, then more than willing to die happily.

Suddenly, a miracle happened.

Those monolith legs that were crushing your windpipe eased their agonizing hold onto you and unwrapped themselves from your body. You take in huge amounts of air as soon as Champa releases his hold on you. You can’t bring yourself to stand up. Your back is glued to the floor, staring up at the bright, blurry lights in the ceiling as you coughed.

The sphynx let out a small grunt as he lifted himself on his feet, standing above your head, his body eclipsing the bright lights shining above.

“Alright, I think I had my fun. As much as I like to humiliate you even further, I wouldn't want to risk doing any more damage and killing you in the process. So… yeah. I’ll show mercy.”

“T…thank… you.” He said in between coughs, still trying to get air in your system.

The sphynx shrugged in response. “Eh… don’t mention it.” He said, resting his hands on his hips.

“But, in all seriousness, you need to train more. While your performance, in the beginning, was… okay to say the least, you still lost fairly quickly against me. So I expect you to train, get yourself in tip-top condition if you ever want to spar with me again. You got that, mortal?”

You didn’t say anything, you just gave a tired nod in response. still panting heavily. Champa let out a small hum. “Good.”

The big feline then did a big stretch, moaning as he worked out some of the kinks he felt in his bones before relaxing his body. When suddenly…

*GWWWRRRRRRGGOOOOORRRRRRBL!*

A loud, bellowing rumble sounded out deep within Champa’s body. The sphinx’s fat belly wobbled and shook from the loud sound. The sphinx placed a hand upon his rippling gut to stop the quaking.

“Whew.” He whistled. “All this training has worked up an appetite.” He said, chuckling as he gave his belly a couple of jiggling pats, idly rubbing his fingers through his belly soothingly as it idly growled in hunger.

He turned his head over to you. “I’m gonna go ahead into the dining room to grab something to eat. I expect you to meet me there once you’re done wallowing on the floor. Don’t keep me waiting.”

With that, the Champa walked away from your laid-out form, leaving you alone in the now empty room. You just let out a groan in between your coughs, your body glued to the floor as you dread what Champa has planned for you next.


After about a few minutes of you wallowing on the floor in a mixture of pain and shame, you finally picked yourself up from the ground and slugged your way out of the sparring room and into the hallway as you tried to find your way to the dining room in this large, expansive palace. You had quite a bit of trouble getting yourself up since Champa turned your arms and upper body into noodles, and it was difficult to use your feet for that as well. Thankfully, Champa muscle disabling didn’t last that long as you slowly start to gain feeling your muscles again over time. Though, the same couldn’t be said about your neck as it feels close to snapping from how the deity nearly crushed your head with his monolith thighs. You can’t even move your head around without feeling sharp pain within your muscles.

Thankfully, Goku kindly gave you something just in case of emergencies; a Senzu Bean. There is a special type of bean made by Korin, an old, wise anthropomorphic cat residing at Korin Tower, located way up in the sky on Earth. Course, these types of beans can’t be instantly made since they take a considerable amount of time to make, so Korin can only produce a few at least. Thankfully, that goofy Saiyan gave you one since he hasn’t used it yet.

So, after pulling said bean out of your pocket, you popped it into your mouth and took a bite on it, chewing the medical beans for a bit before swallowing out. Your eyes widen as you feel rejuvenated, suddenly feeling full of energy. You also feel your body bulking up a bit as the sore, painful feeling in your muscles that you once felt has instantly vanished. Letting out a soft sigh, you relaxed your body, the sudden, bulky feeling you felt in your muscles and veins slowly deflated.

“Wow. That healing bean really did work, huh?” You said in awe, looking at yourself, feeling good as new.

“Heh, I might take a trip up to Korin’s Tower sometime.” You said with a smile.

“Now…” You turned your head down to the long, never-ending hallway in front of you.

“...Let’s see what Champa wants to do with me next. Ugh…” You groaned.

You're not looking forward to what the big cat wants to do next. While, shamelessly admitting, that you enjoy being squished between the diety’s meaty legs, you nearly died from suffocation and from having so much pressure on your head from being crushed like a watermelon. You were tempted to just forget about that reward of Champa fulling your kinky

desires and just high tail it out of there. Though with Vados, your only way of getting out of the feline’s palace is gone, you have no choice but to just suck it up and abide by Champa's services. You just hope it isn’t anything too extreme. But, with how cocky and full of himself the sphinx is, it’s less than likely.

Mentally shaking your head to rid of your muddled thoughts and letting out a breath through your nose to calm the emotional stress you’re feeling, you recently moved forward. You walked through the empty halls as you tried to find in the dining room Champa wandered off to. You got a little lost around the palace, mostly because you were wandering around aimlessly. But eventually, you’d find your destination. You entered the room, your eyes glazing over the vast underwear aquarium through the large windows before turning your attention over the purple cat in front of you, who looks mildly annoyed.

“Finally. What took you so long to get here?” He said impatiently, his big arms crossed upon his chest.

“I got a little bit lost on the way here.”

Champa sighed. “Of course.”

“Hey. It’s my fault I’m bad with directions. Your palace is huge, so of course, I’m gonna go around aimlessly.” You said defensively.

“Yeah, yeah. I’ll make sure to make sure you get a good feel around the place next time.” He said plainly.

“But anyways. I brought you here for what we’ll be doing for our next activity together.” He said, grinning

You raised an eyebrow. “You… wanna cook together…?” You guessed.

“What? No!” Champa exclaimed. “Besides, even if we did, I can already see that not going well. We possibly set this place in flames.” He huffed.

“I… I see.” You said slowly.

‘Figured as much considering he can’t cook…’

“Yep. Anyways, for our next activity, I’ve figured that the two of us would simply take a break and feast like kings. Courtesy of the delicious food I’ve visited in many different places on

Earth and also from that blue-haired chick, Bulma. So I’ve gladly taken the opportunity and saved up for just this occasion.” He said boastfully, a wide grin spread across his muzzle.

“So… you just want to eat with me…?” You asked.

“Pretty much, yeah.” He nodded.

You blinked. “Well, while it is nice to eat with you, I’m afraid I’ll have to decline.” You said polity.

The sphinx’s arms fell off his sides as she stared at you in shock. “Wha–, why not!?” You gave a small shrug. “I don’t know. I just don’t feel hungry for some reason…” You

said, placing a hand on your stomach.

Strangely enough, you felt a sense of fullness within your belly. Probably because of that Senzu Bean you ate that made you feel full.

“Hmm… probably because of that bean you ate earlier,” Champa said. You looked at him in shock. “What? You know about the Senzu Beans?!”

The sphinx gave a nod. “Yep. Vados told me all about it. Very interesting how one small bean would contain substantial healing properties. That would explain why I sense a sudden spike in your power level a little earlier.”

“Huh… interesting.” You muttered to yourself.

“Hmm… I have to visit Earth again to know more about these Senzu Beans.” He said before resting his and his hips, cooking them a bit.

“Anyways, since you’re not hungry… more for me then!” He quipped excitedly.

The sphinx strutted over to the kitchen, which is fairly enormous. As the purple feline turned his back to you, you fought to keep your gaze from going down to the Champa’s backside. The loincloth-clad butt rippled and bounced almost hypnotically, his hips swaying side to side.

Heading over the fridge, Champa opens the door and bends himself down a bit, scanning the contents inside to see what he wants to eat. After a bit of thinking, Champa settled on what he wanted to eat. The sphinx reached his arms inside and pulled out the food from the fridge, using his ki powers to bring out the rest of the food instead. The food he brought out was a

different variety of meats, side dishes, baked goods, desserts, etc. It looked like something you would see at a buffet.

Champa placed the food down on his side of the large dining table, settling the food down on the conveniently placed plates. Then, pointing a finger, he fired a small ki blast on the regenerated food, heating them to be nice, hot, and ready.

“And one more thing…” Champa softly uttered to himself.

Snapping his fingers, the levitation of the large jug quickly faded, making it drop onto the floor with a resounding thud, making the food on the table quake a bit, the sugary drink sloshing around thickly within the cup in response. You were quite sure that the floor cracked a bit due to how hard that fall was.

Your eyes widen at the sight of Champa’s spread. It looks like it could be enough for a few people at least. Especially the size of the cup. It’s pretty akin to a jug. He’s not going to eat and drink all of that, is he?

“Damn…” You said in awe.

The sphynx looked at you and smirked. “I know. Impressive, right?” “Well, yeah. But, you’re not seriously going to eat all that, are you?”

“Of course, I’m going to eat all this, Y/N! Besides, I don’t need to go on a diet, no matter how many times Vados nags me about it. Today’s a cheat day!” He said proudly.

“Every day’s your cheat day…” You quietly uttered to yourself.

“Hey, I don’t hear you complaining about what I eat. Rather, it’s the complete opposite of that~” Champa said with a small chuckle.

“Besides…” He turned you fully to face you, his large stomach wobbling for a moment before settling. He then raised both arms up and firmly fixed his muscles. showing off all the hidden bulk beneath his flab. It’s rather impressive, to say the least.

“You call this being out of shape, Y/N?” Champa said in a teasing tone.

You gulped, going cross-eyed as blood rushed straight to your face as well as some running down south.

“W-well I uh…” You stuttered out before you brought a hand up to your mouth and awkwardly coughed to clear the shakiness in your voice.

“H-Hardly no.” You said plainly, your face still burning red.

“I mean… look at your belly.” You said, pointing at the purple feline’s round dome of a

gut.

“I-it’s… It’s, uh…” Your words soon trailed off as your eyes trained on the Champa’s fat stomach, feeling a strong urge to dig your fingers into the soft, jiggling mass.

“Hah!” Champa laughed, giving his belly a hearty slap, making you lick your dry lips as you watched the ocean-like ripples of the sphinx’s midsection.

“What’s wrong, Y/N? Are you entranced by the way my big, voluptuous body moves and shakes? Is that why you can’t take your eyes off me?” He purred out.

“I-I… u-uh…”

“Yeeeees?” Champa drew out.

You let out a frustrated noise, feeling like you are about to implode with how red your face is. “Ugh! Just forget it! I don’t think I can handle any more of your teasing shenanigans!” You exclaimed.

Despite your frustrations with the purple feline, you can feel your erection pressing tightly between your clenched legs. And you desperately fought to keep your gaze from going down to Champa’s half-hard cock poking through the thin loincloth, as well as other parts of his body.

“God help me…” You mumbled out in your head, breathing hard out of your nose to try and calm your nerves.

Champa snickered, enjoying the sight of you being bashful to him. “And what are you going to do about it?” He retorted, putting his hands on his hips, cocking them a bit.

“You can’t take me down in a fight? One with rules I might add…”

You took offense to that. “I can still fight! Have you forgotten of the many different opponents back at the Tournament of Power? I can easily hold my own against them!”

Champa scoffed. “Hmph, yeah. When you’re holding back. If it’s another mortal of your kind, sure I can believe that. But if it's another fighter from a different universe, that’s a different story entirely. Your gonna have to push yourself to your fullest potential if you want to take them down.”

“I understand that. But–”

Champa quickly cuts you off. “No buts. Just try to train hard, learn new techniques and you should be good to go.”

You let out a hard sigh, seemingly growing tired of trying to argue against the deity.

“Fine.” You grumbled.

“Good.” The feline hummed, straightening himself up. “Now, I’ve grown tired of our little conversion. It’s about time for my meal.” He said excitedly.

Turning away, he made his way over to the dining table, absently swishing his rump from side to side. As the sphinx reached the table, Champa pulled the chair out in front of him and sit his naked, rotund rear onto the seat, making the chair groan a bit under his heavyweight. Champa rubbed his hands together, his yellow eyes gleaming with delight as he hungrily stared at the large platters of food in front of him, his large stomach growling impatiently.

“Chow time!”

Not wasting any more time, Champa grabbed the first thing he sees, that being a bowl of ramen noodles. Ever since Beerus had introduced him and Vados to ramen, he’s been hooked on that ever since. So, it’s no surprise that he wants to devour that first.

Grabbing the bowl, Champa used his chopsticks and quickly slurped the ramen noodles down in a matter of seconds, drinking up the flavored broth before clicking his lips in delight, tossing the now-empty bowl to the side before grabbing another one. Few empty bowls quickly turned to a dozen as Champa plowed through the ramen noodles like it was nothing. You watched in awe at the overall display of Champa glutting himself. Sure, you know he was hungry, but not this hungry.

After going through the last of his ramen bowls, he grabbed a large plate of giant chicken legs, cooked and seasoned to perfection. He then opened his maw wide before he closed his mouth around the meat bone. Using his sharp teeth, he scraped the meat off the bone, audibly slurping before he pulled the leg from his closed lips with an audible wet pop, the bone now clean. You watched as Champa tossed the naked bone down on the table before doing the same thing with the other legs in his hands, devouring the meat off the bone within seconds before

discarding them. By now, there was a small pile of chicken leg bone thanks to the sphinx’s quick devouring on them.

With his mouth full of chicken meat, the sphinx chewed heartily, his chubby cheeks bulging out considerably. Then Champa dipped his head back a bit and gave a hearty gulp. You watched as the feline’s neck bulged out from the sizable lump of food before traveling down his throat, vanishing past his large chest and landing into his stomach. After he finished with the chicken legs, he went for skewers, downing them entirely of various cooked meat before flicking them to the side.

As you continued to watch Champa’s glutinous rampage, you trailed your eyes down on him and noticed something different about his midsection. You can see his fat, pudgy belly slowly growing more firm, pushing out of his waist slightly by a few inches. It was subtle, but not enough that you couldn’t see it. However, as you trailed your gaze down past Champa’s stomach, your cheeks turn scarlet as to see his endowment slowly hardening, pushing the flimsy loincloth to the side, the half-chub throbbing thickly in the air as he continued to devour the skewers of meat whole.

‘Is he… getting off on feeding himself…?’ You thought.

Stopping yourself from staring any longer, you quickly remove your eyes from the sphinx’s forming chub, trying your best to cool down your burning cheeks as well as bring the tightness feeling in your pants down to a minimum.

Champa, meanwhile, is still scarfing down shish kabobs one after another, the empty skewers piling up at an alarmingly fast rate. Each time he consumed one kabob, his stomach continued to push out a bit more, growing bigger and bigger, to the point where it looked noticeably bloated.

Though, after swallowing down large chunks of meat, the sphinx’s face twisted into a grimace he felt the meat get stuck in his throat. He thumped his chest a few times, which helped move the meat down to his fattening belly, and also worked out a small airy burp in the process. Letting out a pleasured sigh, he continued his eating as if nothing happened.

“What a pig…” You commented, watching as Champa slurped the large bowl of pasta like a vacuum, his cheeks bulging out comically before swallowing it up down with a hard gulp.

Suddenly, Champa raised his head and turned in your direction.

“Mmey! Youwph!” The sphinx said, his mouth full of food.

“What? I can’t understand you with all that food in your mouth.” You said your face contorted to mild disgust as specks of chewed-up food flew out of his mouth.

If you thought that Goku and Beerus have bad eating habits, Champa got them beat by a longshot.

Champa grumbled, rolling his eyes at that. Nevertheless, he chewed his food heartily for a few seconds before gulping thickly. Your ears picked up the rather audible sound, seeing the large bulge producing in the diety’s throat before it steadily vanished into his gullet, pushing his bloated stomach out a bit more.

However, before the sphinx could get a single word out, he grimaced as a loud gurgle emanated from his bloated belly. Feeling discomfort, he thumped his chest a few times, feeling the immense pressure of gas noisily rise up to his throat. Champa then threw his head back and proceeded to let out a loud rumbling belch, one with enough force to rattle the empty ramen bowls on the dinner table within its wake.

When the deity’s loud expulsion ended, Champa sighed with relief and rested his hand against his bloated stomach, rubbing it softly.

“Ahhh… much better.” The feline said breathily, giving his belly a couple of tender pats, making it ripple as the food sloshed around thickly within his gut.

“...Excuse you.” You muttered out.

Champa responded to your comment by letting out another burp before he smacked his lips in content.

“Mmm. As I was saying, I need you for something.”

You looked at the pudgy feline in confusion. “What do you need me for?”

“I’m feeling rather lazy in finishing all this food by myself. So, I’d like you to do the honor of feeding me.”

You blinked at him, staring at the sphinx in disbelief. “...Excuse me, what?”

“You heard me. I’d like you to feed me.” He repeated, clear as day. The giant sausages, the pizza, the cream-filled croissants, etc. Is that going to be a problem for you?”

You feverishly shook your head. “Nononono! Not at all!”

“Then come over here to make yourself useful. I still have room left to eat!” He smirked, giving his belly a good smack, the doughy flesh jiggling and wobbling from the impact for a few seconds before settling.

Not wasting any more time, you walked over to the table and stood beside Champa. You then grabbed the plate full of giant, Italian sausages and fed them to him, one after another. There were times when he ate two of them at once, which you thought was kind of impressive. In just like that, Champa consumed all of the sausages you’ve given him, dipping his head back and gulping thickly, licking his lips in satisfaction before going for more food.

For some reason, you started to enjoy feeding the sphinx. Sure, it’s a little weird but you got used to it very quickly. It’s kind of like feeding a house cat a treat of some kind. Although it’s a very spoiled, pampered cat. The thought of that made you chuckle a bit.

Setting the empty plate down, you grabbed the big bowl of taiyaki, feeding the pudgy feline the cake-filled fishes. As more time went on, Champa’s belly continued to swell, becoming more noticeable by the second, rounding out by a good seven inches and counting. Sneakily, your eyes keep wandering down to the steadily growing mass of Champa’s midsection, your face heating up as your ears pick up the many distressed groans coming from that plump gut. Nonetheless, you shook your head and returned your focus onto the purple feline.

After finishing the taiyaki at a breakneck pace, he moved on to the pizza. And when it comes to pizza, Champa can be quite the tyrant when it comes to it. Each time you hold the slice above Champa’s maw, he would demolish it with a single chomp. You even tried stacking it on top of each other, that being two of three, and still, Champa would plow through it. Finishing the first box, you quickly grabbed another one and opened it, suddenly eager to see how long will Champa eat till he feels full.

Champa let out a muffled belch before grunting, hitting his chest a few times before opening his maw again for you to insert the slice of pizza into his mouth. After bits of chewing and a hard swallow later, the slices of pizza were gone, finishing the second box. With you being close to the feline, you can hear this swelling stomach churn intensely as the pizza added to his

expanding mass. You’d figured that Champa would tap out by now. But he hasn't made any notion on that, so went and continued to feed the bloated God of Destruction.

About feeding the feline a few more boxes of pizza, Champa leaned back into his seat, letting out a hard sigh before a huge bubble of gas rushed up to his throat, expelling a monstrous belch. When it ended, Champa groaned, hanging his head back as that big belly stuck out in his lap.

“Finally had enough, Champa?” You asked, trying to quell your burning cheeks as the sphinx’s belly churned and gurgled intensely.

Champa turned his head to you and scowled. “Ugh, hell no. I just- mmrrrp- hah. I just need to catch my breath for a moment.” He replied.

He then brought a hand down to his belly and began rubbing in an attempt to soothe the tight, swollen feeling while also breaking down the immense food packed away inside his gut. After a few light rubs, Champa began to rub a bit more firmly, pushing his palm more into his bloated belly. Doing so causes a reaction within him, promptly letting out a deep, rumbly belch. It lasted for about four seconds. Champa was forced to close his eyes due to the sheer depth and force of the sudden eruption. You just winced as you felt a slight ringing in your ears due to how loud it was before it rumbled to its conclusion.

“Ahh… Much better.” The sphinx smirked, giving his bloated belly a well resounding

slap.

You just let out a groan as you causally rang out your ear, trying not to breathe in the digestive fumes that are wafting in the air.

Champa picked his teeth using his claw before flicking the gunk off to the side. “Now that I freed some of the excess pressure I had festering within me, I’ve got a bit more room to keep on eating.”

“Is your stomach a bottomless hole or something?”

“Heh, no. It just takes some hard and determination to get to eat this much. Now…” Champa licked his lips before looking at you. “...Resume feeding me.”

And so, as if nothing had happened, you continued to feed the plump feline, with Champa being more eager now that you’re serving the cream-filled croissants. The feline moaned in utter

delight as he bit into the crunchy, golden brown texture caked in chocolate syrup, the rich vanilla cream filling flowing onto his taste buds like fine wine. You blushed at the rather sexual moan the feline let out, but you shook your head and continued feeding him.

This went on for roughly ten or so minutes, with you constantly feeding him the delicious baked good while Champa squished and hands into his gut to let out belch after belch to get more in his ever-expanding stomach.

Finally, all of the chocolate-covered, cream-filled croissants have been completely demolished, all of the empty plates, bowls, empty skewers, and pizza boxes scattered across the dinner table. With all of the food completely gone, Champa finally went and grabbed the giant cup of orange soda left on his side, lifting it to his face, and drank it to wash all of the food he ate down.

You silently watched as the sphinx downed the drink in a rather sloppy fashion. Dribbles of the sugary drink leaked down the sides of Champa’s maw, splashing onto his naked chest as the feline leaned his head back, making his well-fed belly stick out more. Your eyes trailed to his neck, watching his throat ripple and bob in and out repeatedly as the drink rushed down with each thick, wet, hearty gulp after another in a rather fast pace And of course, the more he continue to chug that jug of a drink, the larger his thick belly continues to grow.

You trailed your eyes down to his midsection, biting your lips as you watched the round dome expand little by little. By now, Champa’s once soft, plump gut is now firm and tight as a drum. His midsection expanded out by a solid foot, forcing his thick legs apart as the massive dome churned and gurgled intensely from being so packed.

After the sphinx downed all of his large quantity of soda, Champa removed the giant cup from his lips, letting out a hard sigh as he slammed his new, empty jug onto the table. Not only did your eyes catch how Champa's fat gut bounce and jiggle to the rather sudden action the feline did, but your ears also picked up how audible the contents within Champa’s belly jolted and sloshed heavily.

Because of that, it caused a reaction within the feline’s plump belly. The gurgles and churns threw up a storm, intensifying by the second as a huge bubble of gas quickly rushed up Champa’s throat. The deity threw his back and let out a loud, forceful burp, one that had

magnitude to it, which caught you off guard as you nearly lost your balance. It even made his round stomach jiggle intensely from the force of it. When it finally came to an end, Champa let out a loud groan, leaning back into his seat, his mouth hanging open in utter exhaustion. You let out a small chuckle, fanning the air around your nostrils, hoping the rather crude display would cover up the intense blush you feel in your cheeks.

“Ohhhhh… so full.” Champa moaned out, a large satisfied smile spreading across his muzzle.

“That was a good meal.” He said breathily, licking his lips.

“Yeah, I’ll say. You demolished everything.”

Champa let out an amused chuckle at your praise for his… voracious appetite. “Why thank you. I consider it a blessing how one would stuff to this extent.” He said, giving his gut a light smack, making the tight, firm surface slosh in response.

The sphinx cheeks puffed up for a moment as an airy, muffled belch rumbled through his closed lips before ending it with a puff of air.

“Mmph. But, you want to know something that would make this extravagant meal even better?”

You shook your head. “No, I’m afraid not. What is it?” You asked. Champa gave an impish grin at you. “I want you to rub my belly.”

You felt heat ignite in your cheeks at Champa’s blunt response. “You want me to do what?” The sphinx gave a teasing snicker at your flustered expression. “Oh come now. I can see that look in your eyes of how you're itching to put your hands on me, clear as day. Hell, I can even see your fingers fidgeting like there’s something wrong with you. I know what you want, Y/N.”

He said lowly

You gulped as the feline’s yellow glowing eyes gleamed in delight and mischief.

“Come rub my belly, Y/N.” He repeated, a deep, lowered seductive tone.

You forcibly inhaled through your nose, cheeks till burning red as heat coiled within your belly, making your erection throb within its cloth prison. As much as you wanted to resist Champa’s teasing advances, you were dying to rub that ball of a gut from the beginning. So there’s no point trying to resist your lustful, kinky desires. Leaning forward, you reach your

hands out towards the sphinx's big, round gurgling gut. But Champa soon stopped you by placing a hand on your chest, lightly pushing you away from him.

“Ah, ah, ah.” Champa tsked, playfully wagging his finger at you. “Not like that. I want you in a better position for that.”

The deity scooted himself back a bit in his seat before looking back at you. “There we go. I want you on your knees for this one.”

You stared at him blankly. “You’re kidding me…”

“Nope. I’m serious. Now, hurry up and get to rubbing.” Champa said, pointing a clawed finger down at himself.

Despite how much you want to protest to rub the sphinx’s belly in such a… compromising position, again… you have no choice but to oblige to his rules. Also, with how your dick is ready to burst from the seam of your pants, it’s a dead giveaway for what you want.

“Fine.” You muttered in defeat.

You reluctantly moved in front of the sitting cat before kneeling, situating yourself between Champa’s spread legs. You felt your heartbeat out of your chest in excitement as you stared at Champa’s big, bloated belly being very close to your face. The shape of it was perfectly round, sprawling past the sphinx’s crotch as faint stretch marks softly glowed pink onto Champa’s midsection. Everything about it was so… captivating. From the tight, firm look it, to the loud inner workings to digestion the large amounts of junk food. It made your heart skip a beat.

Suddenly…

*GGGGGGGRRRRRRRGGGGGGLLLLLE!*

Champa’s belly let out an intense gurgle right before your very eyes. Because of your proximity, you see it visibly jostle from the sheer intensity of it, the surface rippling like water. You felt frozen as you stared at the hypnotizing yet arousing display of Champa’s gut. And it doesn’t make it any better the fact that the feline’s member was semi-erect and poking through his loincloth.

“Ahem! I’m waiting…” Champa ushered, pushing more of his gut into your face as he started to grow impatient.

Hearing Champa’s voice, you snapped off your aroused daze, shaking your head. Not wasting any more time, you worked up the nerve and reached your right hand out, resting against Champa’s round gut. You let out a silent breath as you felt the pleasant warmth radiating off his midriff, the tips of your fingers lightly sinking into the soft yet firm skin. Not only can you hear in the inner workings of Champa’s gut, but you can also feel it vibrating against your palm. It almost made you shiver in delight.

Placing your other hand upon the deity’s boulder of a belly, you proceed to lightly and tenderly rub the feline’s gurgling gut. You moved your hands slowly in wide, circular motions, stroking and kneading your palms all across the expensive dome. You have been wanting to feel the Destroyer's body since the two of you became friends. And now that you're between his legs doing it… it felt, for the lack of a better word, stimulating. Yet… it's also oddly relaxing as well.

Champa let out a low groan, resting both arms behind his head as he leaned back into his seat, pushing more of his gut into your hands. Then, a deep, bellowing purr rumbled up his throat, enjoying the treatment you’re giving to him.

“Ohhhh yeah. That’s the stuff, Y/N.” Champa moaned out, closing his eyes as a blissful smile spread across his muzzle.

“How are you so good at this? Have you done this before?”

You paused your rubbing and looked up at him, giving a bashful smile. “W-well… no. I kinda just… do what I do best.”

“Hmm… very well.” Champa hummed before opening a glaring eye at you. “Keep rubbing. I didn’t tell you to stop.”

“O-oh! Right…” You quickly apologized before resuming rubbing, stroking, and kneading your hands against the diety’s plump belly.

“There we go,” Champa said before letting out a soft sigh, leaning his head back as he shut his eyes, his body relaxing under your touch.

“I didn’t think I would be rubbing a God of Destruction’s belly of all things…” You said in a sort of giddy manner, blushing as a small smile curved your lips.

Champa chuckled. “Well of course. None would even be grateful to lay their hand on a God of Destruction, so consider yourself grateful for that. This is what you wanted after all. Heheh…”

A soft moan left his lips, squirming a bit as you tenderly rubbed his filled gut. “Nnnmmmgh… press your fingers down at the center of my belly. There’s some pressure

I want to release.”

You nodded, moving your palms down to the center before pushing your fingers into the fat firmly.

Almost immediately, it caused quite a reaction. The sphinx belly gurgled loudly, the huge pocket of gas bubbling up Champa’s throat noisily. Champa then threw his head back, opened his maw, and let loose an enormous, powerful belch that would shatter glass, and damn near make a person’s ear bleed.

When it ended, Champa reeled, groaning contently as his heavy belly rose and fell. The sphinx felt a bit winded for letting out such an expulsion like that.

“Damn…” You said, your cheeks burning red, ignoring the white noise you hear in the

ears.

Catching his breath, Champa raised his head and looked at you smugly, a teasing grin morphing across his muzzle.

“You like that, don't you?”

You gave a bashful nod, scrunching your nose a bit as the digestive fumes wafted inside your nostrils. “Y-Yeah…”

“Kinky little freak…” He said playfully.

The sphinx then leaned back into his seat, letting out a sigh as you resumed tending to his tummy.

“Haaaah… this is life. I can’t remember the last time I’d had such a good belly rub, let alone from a mortal such as yourself. Your fingers work over my full gut as magic… It's utterly unbelievable.

“Heh, then I’m glad to provide more if needed.” You said bashfully.

Champa grinned at you unblinkingly. “Duly noted.” He said simply before closing his eyes and continuing to purr.

Turning your gaze away from the feline’s relaxed face, you turned your attention on the food-baby gut of the Destroyer. You let your palms press and knead into the firm, doughy fat, massaging Champa’s round gut before you pushed your fingers in as much as you could. You could feel the catastrophe noises going on within the feline’s innards from your fingertips, feeling the food inside being mashed and melted down, and hearing his stomach working over the messy, foul cargo.

“Mmmmnnn… perfect.” Champa moaned out, lifting an arm from behind his head to pick out the food stuck in his teeth using his pinkie finger.

“Hah, I’m going to sleep well when I’m done with you.” “Hehe. Yeah, same.” You said with a smirk.

Champa gave an amused hum before looking down at you, smirking.

“Hey, wanna see a cool little trick I’ve learned?”

You raised an eyebrow at the deity. “Trick? Like what?”

The feline’s smirk morphed into a grin. “Keep your eyes on my belly, Y/N. I think you’ll enjoy this…” He growled out, giving a playful wink.

“O…Okay.” You said, still a little unsure of what he meant by that.

The cat then bowed his head, closing his eyes as a look of concentration spread across his features. Then, a soft, purple aura began to glow around his body. Before you can say a word out to ask Champa what he is doing, something cuts you off.

*GRRRUUUUOOORRGGL!*

A deep, resounding roar of a gurgle vibrated beneath your fingers, catching you off guard as the loud sudden noise made to instinctively pull your hands away from his belly. You bring your gaze up to the cat to see if there’s anything wrong or whatsoever. But the feline is too busy concentrating to even care for the matter.

Then, deep within Champa’s bowels came a rhythmic, almost mechanical type of churning sound. You only stared in awe at the sight accompanied by the sloppy sounds going on within the feline’s digestive system. However, you began to notice something; Champa’s belly was starting to shrink. The once tight, firm, swollen look of the feline’s gut quickly shrunk back into a more, soft and pudgy round dome as the food inside Champa’s stomach melted and sank deeper within his bowels and intestines at an alarming speed.

But, as Champa’s belly continued to shrink, something began to take effect on the Destroyer. You blinked, rubbing your eyes to make sure you were not seeing things. The rest of Champa's body… seems to be growing. Not in growing taller per se but rather growing more… wider. The changes seem to be small but noticeable. Champa’s neck seems to grow thicker, his arms gaining more fat underneath the muscle, his chest growing to accumulate the size of man boobs, ones that are soft and perky, and his belly gaining to be more compact, growing more round and plump than it originally was.

Your eyes widened as you quickly realized the sudden change in Champa’s body.

The chubby feline was gaining weight.

He’s getting THICKER before your very eyes.

You continued to watch in silence as the deity’s belly continued to rhythmically pump more chyme deep into his system, adding more fat to his body to pad him out. However, there was something… noticeably interesting that caught your attention.

You cast your eyes down to Champa’s thighs, which are already thick and meaty since the day you met him. As the feline’s gut continued to shrink, those legs grew even thicker, pumping them with muscle and heavy, warm fat that they would touch one another. His hips also grew wider, becoming softer and rounder in more of his appearance. And of course, you can’t see it, but the way you can hear the chair creaking more and more under his weight, you can tell that his ass was heavily affected by the gains.

Champa let out a breathy, dreamy sigh, the purple glowing aura fading away as his body finished absorbing the mess-including slope within his guts. You felt your cheeks burn red, your dick giving a throb within its confinements as you took in the feline’s new form. The once hefty

and chunky cat grew to be thicker and chunkier with his newly formed muscles and fat padded out throughout his body.

“Mmmmm… much better.” Champa purred out, giving his newly plumped-up belly an idle scratch before scooting himself back to get out of his chair.

Champa took a few steps forward before stretching, working out the kinks in his bones before checking himself out.

“Hehe. Not bad, not bad at all.” He said, smiling at his newly-plumped-up form before giving his belly a hearty smack. The feline hummed in delight as the round, purple sphere jiggled and wobbled with much vigor, the surface rippling in ocean-like waves for a good few seconds before settling.

You quickly get yourself up on your feet as you stare gawkingly at the fat feline, your mind still processing what just happened.

“I… you…”

Champa’s ear flicked before he turned his head to you, smirking as he saw you freeze up, tracing your line of sight.

“Like what you see, Y/N?” Champa teased, cocking his hip as his eyes stared at you half-lidded, smug smile curving across his muzzle.

You nodded dumbly in response, your face turning a bright shade of crimson as your gaze was locked onto his backside, watching his hips sway side to side and his fat rump wobble to and fro in a hypnotizing manner.

“I-I… just… how did you do that…?” You asked out, struggling to break your gaze away from the fat, jiggling rump in front of you.

Placing a hand on his hip, the feline gave a light chuckle before turning to face you, his body jiggling for a second before settling.

“Well, what I did just now is a little something called ‘rapid digestion.’ It’s a neat little trick I figured out myself. Basically, instead of doing the more logical thing in sleeping off the massive food I ate, I instead simply closed my eyes and concentrated on digesting my food. I just relaxed my abdominal muscles and allowed my stomach acids to help speed up the digestion

process. Because of that, all the food and junk that I ate sucked deep within my body, and in return, filled me out quite nicely, making me bigger than ever before.”

To give a small demonstration, Champa grabbed his belly with both hands, humming as his palms sank into the soft, doughy flesh, quickly savoring his newly-plumped look. He then lowered his hands to his lower belly, once again gripping it firmly, and hoisted his stomach up, making the soft-skin surface squish into itself as his gut was raised high. He held it there for a moment before letting it go. His belly immediately bounced as it slapped down at his waist, sloshing audibly. You gulped, your erection giving a hard throb in your pants at the enticing jiggling display Champa is giving.

The feline snickered, smacking a hand on his plump midsection to stop its jiggling escapade before giving it a small rub.

“Heh, I don’t think my brother will be able to do something like this. He’d be outta shape in no time!” Champa said smugly.

“I… I see.” You said, trying to steady your voice and quell your burning cheeks. “A-and also… do you control where you’d get… padded out?”

Champa gave a small shrug. “Ehh… sometimes I can, sometimes I cannot. My body does what it wants in where it wants to fill me out. But, needless to say, I am very pleased with how I look now. While some went to my arms, chest, and belly, most went straight to my hips and rump.” He grinned, giving his rump a couple of pats, his felt bubbly tush jingling upon contact.

“Y-yeah…” You stuttered out.

Champa gave a teasing chuckle. “Don’t worry, Y/N. You’ll get your reward soon enough.

Just gotta hold out a little while longer~” He purred out.

You let out a hard breath through your nostrils, turning your head the other way to hide your red face from the deity, which Champa gave a wide grin at.

“Alright….” Champa straightened himself up and idly scratched his belly, jutting it out

slightly.

“I have one more thing I have planned before I go to sleep and have Vados send you back home. I’m sure you’ll be more than happy for what’s about to come, hmhmm~” Champa said with a teasing wink.

“G-great…” You stuttered, your voice failing to hide its utter giddiness.

“Excellent. Now, let’s go. Don't waste any more time.”

As Champa took his first step, he completely stopped all of a sudden. The feline’s eyes widen a bit, his face morphing into slight discomfort as he feels an immense pressure building within his lower belly.

“But first, I’m going to take five and use the restroom. Ugh, I should’ve known that soda would go right through me!” He grumbled.

Before you can say anything, Champa swiftly teleports away, leaving you all alone within the messy kitchen. You sighed before looking over the vast amounts of dirty plates, empty skewers, and pizza boxes piled up messily on the kitchen table.

“Might as well clean this mess up in the meantime…” You uttered out.


While Champa was gone doing his business, you took the time to clean the used plates and throw the empty boxes and garbage left on the table and toss them into the trash can. You then headed over to the sink to wash the dirty plates and skewers, setting them down onto the drying rack before going back to tidy up and straighten the dinner table. In a matter of minutes, you got the kitchen back to what it originally looked before, everything spick and span.

Almost conveniently, Champa reappeared back into the kitchen, letting out a pleased sigh. You told the feline that you took the time to clean the kitchen while he was away using the restroom. Champa gave a small hum, his eyes roaming around the clean room with an almost impressed smile upon his muzzle. He replied with a simple ‘thank you’ and ushered to follow him to where you’ll be doing your last activity together. Honestly, you were expecting more from Champa than just a simple compliment. Then again, he is pretty full of himself so you’ll take that with a grain of salt. It’s better than nothing.

You and Champa went and exited the dining room, going up the stairs and walking down the many long corridors. Of course, being the guy that you are, you once again automatically brought your gaze down to Champa’s backside, watching the feline’s wide hips sway side to side

and his blubbery cheeks bounce and wobble to his movements, with small beads of sweat slowly and tantizilatigly trickle down those plump, pillowy cheeks.

So far, your time being with Champa has been utter torture for you. Well… not literally, you’re just sexually frustrated. With him walking around naked in his loincloth, almost snuffing you out between his monolith thighs, and watching him gorge himself while also rubbing his full gut. You felt horny to the extreme. Your dick is hard-solid, bleeding your excitement through your clothing and your balls feeling blue and full of your building spunk stored within. You’re very tempted to throw all these rules bullshit out of the window and just bang the thick cat then and there. But, as stated previously before time and time again, in order for you to get your reward in Champa sitting his fat ass upon your face, you need to be on your best behavior and keep him in a good mood. You just hope that the next activity will be anything too bad.

After a few minutes of you following the sphinx, Champa eventually came to a stop, affirming that you two reached your destination.

“We're here.” Champa stated, causing you to snap your gaze away from the feline’s bubbly rump and look in what’s in front of you.

You and Champa appeared to be in front of a very large set of doors. They had a sort of an intimidating feel to them, the doorframes covered in abstract designs, hieroglyphics markings. You can see faint light pouring through underneath.

The deity stepped forward and pushed the heavy doors open using his hands, barely using any strength at all as the doors creaked loudly from the force. Champa looked back and beckoned you with a simple hand motion.

“Come.” He said, before turning his head back and stepping inside.

You simply followed after him, the large fancy doors slowly closing afterwards after you stepped inside. As you looked up, you gaped in wonder at what you saw. The room is absolutely HUGE, probably the biggest room you’ve come across. There was a huge, golden snake statue a few feet away from you, a large hourglass encased in its open mouth, trickles of sands pouring down onto the other end of the timer glass. There were also several other hourglasses floating around the expansive room, encased in bubbles of lights, all of them trickling sand onto the other

end. This is almost straight out of a movie. How can something so bizarre yet so amazing be coped up inside of this palace? In fact, what is this room’s purpose?

“Whoa… This place is amazing!” You breathed away, your eyes sparkling in awe and wonder as watched the bubble-encased hourglasses slowly float by you.

Champa turned his head to you, smirking as you were transfixed in this strange atmosphere.

“You like it? It’s the first time I'd let a mortal see a Destroyer's bedroom.”

You looked at him in shock, your mouth gaping open. “What?! This is your bedroom?!” The sphinx gave a small nod. “Indeed it is. Well, this room is more like a chamber of

some sort, but I still call it my bedroom regardless. None would get to experience the luxury to sleep in a room such as this. Except my annoying brother…” Champa made a sour face as he uttered that last part before quickly changing the subject.

“You see those hourglasses floating in bubbles all around the room?” He said, pointing to one floating close by.

“Yeah?”

“Those act like my alarm clocks. Whenever I plan to sleep for how many years, the sand in the hourglass will pour down onto the other end until it’s time. Once it’s finished, it will detonate, making a loud explosion which will be enough to wake me out of my slumber. That or my attendant Vados would come in here and wake me up herself. Mostly do some daily exercises which I’m not a fan of.”

“I see… that’s an… interesting way of getting up from bed.”

Champa chuckled lightly. “Heh, yeah. Though, try not to break my hourglasses. They’ll explode upon impact.”

“I’ll make a note of that the next time I come here.” You said with a nod.

“Good. Now, follow me.”

Champa began to levitate before flying up to the distant platform floating high in the cavernous room. Concenerateing your Ki energy, you followed after him, your feet floating off the ground before you flew yourself up to the destined floating platform up high. Once the platform is within reach, you land yourself softly on the floating ground.

“This is where I spend most of my time doing. Sleeping.” Champa said, gesturing his hand out to his bed in front of him.

It is a large, king-size bed in the shape of a circle. The design of it looks very luxurious, the edges of it painted in gold, perfectly fit for a Destroyer. Donning the bed is a mattress covered in red fabric, a velvet red bed sheet that looks soft and warm, and black fully pillows resting neatly on the bedroom bench. Overall, it's pretty fancy you wouldn’t mind sleeping in.

“Wow… nice bed, Champa. Though I do find it a little bit unnecessary to fly all the way up here.”

“I wanted to find a good spot to sleep in. I’ve figured it out since it's nice and quiet.” Champa stated.”

“Ah…” You simply before going silent for a short moment until you spoke up again.

“So uh… what led you to bring me here in your bedroom?” You questioned.

Champa turned to you and grinned. “Well, I figured that this would be a perfect spot to spend our last interactions together. Something that’ll work in both of our favors.” He said with an impish smile.

“I-I see. So, what do you wanna do?” You said, feeling a bit anxious.

“Hmm, since you did a very good job in rubbing my stuffed belly, I was wondering if you can give me a massage.” Champa said smugly.

Your eyes widened in shock. “A… a massage?”

“Yep. A full-body massage. Front and rear~” He purred out.

“W-well I uh…” You stammered out, your face turning beet red and your dick giving an excited throb within your hands.

Champa’s eyes glinted mischievously as he placed a hand on his cocked hip. “Oh come now. Don’t try and act all coy with me, Y/N. I know how badly you wanted this. You little tent in your trousers is pointed directly at me most of your stay here. Hell, you’re probably dying for how much you want to put your hands on me. So… for this little session of ours, I’m letting ya. I’ll let you worship my wonderful body as much as you like, let your fingers explore everything… single… inch of me. My chest, my arms and legs, my belly, and especially my big,

fat ass. I’ll let you play with it all. And it'll give you the pleasure of sitting on your face if you do a good enough job in pleasing me. So… does that seem fair to you, hmm Y/N?”

You nodded frantically. “Y-yes! That’s perfect. I’m fine with that!” You said all too eagerly, giddiness clear in your voice.

Champa gave a seductive grin. “Excellent. I'm looking forward to it, Y/N.” He purred out, a low, throaty chuckle bubbling up his throat.

You couldn’t help but smile widely, your heart beating out of your chest in excitement as well as your cock throbbing thickly within your trousers. You couldn’t wait to give Champa the best massage he’s ever had as well as having him sit on your face. And maybe… just maybe… you can be able to stop him?

“Now to start preparations…”

Champa raised his hand up, rubbing his fingers together before snapping. From then, an item poofed into existence, in that of what looks to be a plastic bottle of some kind.

“Here.” The sphinx pointed his finger at you, causing the floating mysterious bottle to come floating in your direction.

Curious, you reached your arm out and grabbed the floating item in your hand, bringing it close as you examined it. The plastic bottle has a tag on it, written in a language you can't understand. The contents in it, however, contain a light blue type of liquid, small crystallized gem glistening inside if angled in light. You quickly knew what this item was.

“Massage oil?” You asked, looking up at the sphinx, raising an eyebrow.

Champa shook his head. “Not just any massage oil. It is a special type of oil generously crafted by the higher up Angels and suitable for us Destroyers. The oil contains special, soothing crystals that would make even the most tense person feel like puddy.” Champa stated proudly.

“I see. Huh… I didn’t know the Angels make this kind of stuff. Interesting…” You said, lightly swirling around the light blue oiled liquid in the plastic bottle.

“How did you manage to do this in the first place?” You questioned.

“Oh, a Destroyer has their ways…” Champa said smugly, turning his head to the side smiling, which made you raise an eyebrow in suspicion.

“You asked Vados to get it for you, huh Champa?”

The sphinx stayed silent, going completely still which pretty much answered your question.

“Figured as much.”

Champa gritted his teeth, snapping his head toward you, his expression morphing into a mixture of anger and annoyance.

“Shut up! I’m a God of Destruction as I can get whatever I want, when I want. I have my own needs to worry about, so let me live a little, okay?!”

You held your hands up and backed off. “Okay, okay I get it. Sheesh…” You groaned out. Champa let out a hard sigh through his nose. “Hah… all this talking has gotten me

feeling a little worked. So…”

The sphinx reached his hand down over his crotch, his fingers grabbing onto the hem of his loincloth wrapped around his waist.

“I think it’s about time I lose this flimsy little thing.”

In a swift movement, Champa went and yanked the loincloth off his waist in an overly dramatic fashion, the loud sound of tearing fabric echoing in the expansive bedroom chamber. He tossed the ripped-up loincloth high over his head, the loose fabric lazily fluttering off the rocky platform and down to the bottomless pit below.

“Behold, Y/N! A god’s cock, exposed in all of it’s utter glory in front of your very eyes! Impressive, is it not?” Champa said smugly, presenting his fully exposed member with both hands with a bit of pizazz as he held his head up proudly.

You stayed silent as you stared at the feline in slight awe, a small smile curving upon your lips as a snicker threatening to escape your mouth. You find ‘Champa’s Big Cock Reveal’ to be silly and a bit unnecessary. Well, the reason for that is you already saw what his dick looked like with how it was outlined behind the loincloth and how it flopped about and such. But, you don’t want to spoil his little moment, so you’ll let that slide.

You trailed your eyes down to Champa’s groin, getting a good look at the now exposed cock right in front of you. Champa’s cock is, as well… impressive. His member is a humanoid, full-on uncut cock, the size of it is and girthy, visible veins outlining the length starting from the base all the way to the tip, the darker purple head almost covered by his foreskin. Underneath the

sizable shaft are a set of two, plum-sized balls that looked full of the deity spunk as they sagged slightly. making them look like low hanging fruits.

Overall, Champa looks nice for a Destroyer. However, there is one, little drawback Champa’s sacred jewels.

It is… well… it’s a little on the small side.

While it is appealing that the feline’s shaft is thick and girthy and his balls big and plump, it’s overall length is what draws it back. In its flaccid state, it would be the similar size to that of a mini sausage. And if it was fully erect, it would roughly be about three to four inches at best.

“Well, Y/N? What do you think? Are you in pure, utter awe at the sheer awesomeness that is my magnificent cock?” Champa said in a boastful manner, opening his eyes as he eagerly waits you're an answer.

You tore the gaze away from the sphinx's dick and looked him in the eye, giving a firm

nod.

“Mhm. I’m… honored that I get to witness this… glorious shaft.” You said with a straight

face.

If you said that Champa’s dick wasn’t that impressive and that it’s small, he would’ve blasted you off the face of the planet. No, the universe.

“Heh. Why thank you. None would be able to replicate the sheer girth of my dick. As well as having a nice, soft, plump body to boot.” Champa said seductively, filling his own ego.

“Now…” Champa pointed his finger at you. “Strip for me.” He softly commanded. “Wait, what? You want me to massage you naked?”

Champa nodded. “Of course. I can’t be the only one standing around here naked. So why don’t you go ahead and take a load off”

“But–”

“Please, I insist.” Champa offered.

‘He clearly just wants to see me whip my cock out.’ You thought.

Willing to oblige, you went and began taking off your clothes. You pulled your shirt up and over your head, exposing your toned, lithe torso before tossing it down onto the rocky ground. Next were your pants. Undoing your buttons and zipper, you pushed your pants down to

your feet, stepping out of each leg hole with a little shake from your foot. Now, you were just in your final article of clothing; your black-clad boxers.

“Hmm… nice~” You blushed at Champa’s comment towards your bulge.

Your confined manhood is fully erect, throbbing thickly on the loose ties to your erratic heartbeat, a dark growing wet spot leaking profusely of precum seeping through the fabric to where the tip of the head is.

Continuing outward, you pulled your boxers down to your legs, letting out a sigh of relief as your erected cock flopped out of it’s confined prison. You also shivered a bit as a small cold breeze bedicately brushed against your lions, making your member give a gentle throb at that as more the sticky clear liquid oozed from your slit.

You’re dick was… massive. Compared to Champa, your cock is like a giant meat pole with how it stood proudly between your legs, capping in an impressive 8 inches in total length. Your member also has a bit of thickness to it, it’s girthy yet veiny exterior, your foreskin going from the base and nicely curving out to your leaking tip.

“W-wha…?” You raised your head up and raised an eyebrow at Champa, who’s staring wide-eyed at your crotch with a shocked look on his face.

“How is this possible!? How are you bigger than me?!” He said painting at your member accusingly, his voice full of distraught.

You looked at your cock before looking back at the distressed sphynx.

"Um… genes?" You said cheekily.

"Genes?! How can genes conjure up something like that between your legs? That thing is like a pole!"

"I-I don't know. It's something that happens naturally to a lot of people."

The feline let out a distracted growl, stomping his feet on the ground in a childish manner.

"It's not fair! How can you beat me in that category?! You're practically bigger than my annoying brother!" Champa immediately shut himself up as that slipped out his mouth, his yellow eyes widening as he just sold himself out

Your eyebrows raised at that statement. "Wait, your brother? Does that mean you two--"

The sphinx quickly cut you off, his cheeks turning a bright shade of red in embarrassment.

“Shut up! Don’t finish that sentence or so help me I'll blast your ass in the next afterlife!” He threatened.

“Okay, okay. I won’t.” You quickly backed off.

“Good.” The deity said with a sigh.

The two of you fall into an awkward silence, the sounds of the floating hourglasses audibly filling the room.

‘Never have I thought that he and Beerus would have dick measuring competitions. I mean sure they’re always at each other’s throat but come on. Can’t they just kiss and make up?’

Another thought soon popped up in your head after that.

‘Wait a second, does that mean him and Beerus also do some sexual competitions as well? Ugh, hold on! They’re brothers!’ You mentally shook your thought away, your face scrunching up in disgust at the image of Beerus and Champa doing competitive sex. with each other.

‘Great, now I’ll never get that image out of my head…’

Suddenly, you were brought out of your internal monologue when Champa made an ‘ahem’ sound, which made you turn your head over and give him your full attention.

“Anyways…” He started, trying to change the subject. “As I was previously saying, your cock. It’s… um…it’s not… that impressive? So a mere mortal has a bigger, fatter cock then me, whatever. It’s not something I’ll go cry about. Fat dicks are so… uh… last millenia?” He tried to insult you but failed terribly.

“I-I mean… just look at this thing!” Champa smugly walked up to you and gave your erection a few slaps, your dick wobbling back and forth in response.

“What mortal or any other desperate bitch from another Universe would ever wanted to be fucked with a cock this size, huh?” He taunted.

“It’s also so stupid looking! With it’s… pulsing veins and um…” Champa gulped, licking his dry lips as he eyed at your massive cock. “...T-throbbing shaft. And… leaking tip.”

Champa shook his head, snapping his rather… hungry gaze at your dick before he quickly immediately backed himself away from you. He then cleared his throat, casting his yellow eyes to the side.

“Uh… can we just… get this massage thing over with?” He said, the voice having a hint of bashfulness to it.

You grinned. “Yeah. Sure.”

‘Oh, I can clearly tell he wants my dick. He just doesn't want to admit it because of his pride and such. Heh, how cute. But don’t worry, Champa. I’m going to break down your walls soon enough and take you.’ You thought mischievously.

Champa let out a silent sigh before turning over the large bed in front of him. He then climbed onto the bed, his arms and legs sinking into the soft mattress and bed sheets as he crawled over to the pillows placed upon the bench of his bed. Positioning on top of the pillows, Champa rested his body down onto the mattress face down, letting out another soft sigh as he cushioned his head with his arms, resting them on top of the pillows for extra support.

You gulped, your mouth feeling dry and your dick giving a throb of excitement as Champa’s ass is exposed before your very eyes. His impressive rump are like two giant mountainous hills, his deep buttcrack outling his twin buttocks nicely, like a hidden valley cut between the two gelenatious canyons. Plus, with his purple skin blending well with the lighting of the chamber-like bedroom, it makes them look utterly appealing.

But then, you were snapped out of your lustful gaze of that wonderful booty as Champa’s loud voice called you, making you jump a bit.

“Hey! Are you gonna stand there and stare at my ass, or are you gonna get on here and massage me?!” Champa said impatiently. his yellow eyes glaring daggers at you.

“R-right! Sorry…” You apologized meekly, which the sphynx let out huff before resting his chin down in his arms.

You went forward and climbed onto the round, king-sized, your limbs sinking into the memory foam-like mattress. You then kneeled yourself down behind Champa, postined yourself at his feet.

“Good God, he looks… more gitantic up close.” You muttered to yourself as you trailed your gaze up from the feline’s open, monolith legs going round, bubbly rump sitting on top.

Champa looked back at you. “Kay, Y/N. You can either start by lathering back and work your way down or start at my feet and work your way up. Or maybe…”

The voice in the feline's voice turned seductive, his eyes growing half-lidded as a cat-like grin spread across his muzzle. “Would you rather just cut to the chase and lay your hands on these buns of mine?” He said smugly.

To tease you even more, the feline proceeded to lift his hips up from the bed very slowly before swinging it around in light circles, making his colossal rump wiggle a bit, his short tail twitching a bit and following his movements. You watched, transfixed as the deity perform an erotic, snake-like dance with his hips in front if you, his plump buttocks bobbing to his sensual sways.

“Heheh. See something you like, Y/N? You can go ahead and play with this cake of mine all you want. As of matter of that, why don’t you do it now? Just shoot your load all over my ass and back. I know you wanna~”

Your dick gave a hard, painful , dirty talk spewing out of the feline’s mouth, your excitement leaking copious amounts of precum onto the bed sheets. You feel your fingers twitching as you were very tempted to just reach your hands out and feel that glorious booty. Wanting to squeeze and grope them, pushing your face in-between his large cheeks to breathe in his tanatzling musky, sinful hole hidden between those, smooth, soft, forbidden lands…

But as tempted as you are to just shove yourself upon Champa’s bubbly rump, you have a massage to get through. So you ‘ll have to suck it up and go what you’re intended. It’ll be hard, but it’ll be worth it to finally get your reward.

Taking in a hard inhale, you control your lustful urges and give the deity a stern look. “Look, I’m just gonna start by rubbing your back and working my way down. That’s it. ” Champa playfully pouted and chuckled. “Aw. Don’t you want to give my cheeks a

squeeze. Just a little?” He asked, slowly moving his hips up and down, practically humping the bed.

It felt like you’re about to implode with how much blood is rushing your cheeks as well as a good chunk running down south. You hungrily stared at Champa’s jiggling rump, watching how those bobbing, wobbling cheeks would spread open just a tiny bit to show his hidden pucker for half a millisecond.

You quickly looked away from the arousing, jiggling display of Champa’s ass and shook your head, trying to quell your raging hard-on.

“No.” You mustered out.

“Suit yourself.” He said with a shrug, before laying his hips down flat onto the bed, his lower body rippling for a good second from the impact before settling.

“Thank you.” You breathed a sigh of relief.

You went and popped open the cover of the massage oil you kept in your hand and poured a healthy amount on your free hand, the crystalized contents of the oily liquid glistening. After that, you put the bottle of oil down close to your side and rubbed your hands together. With your palm now slick and shiny from the massage oil, you went and reached your arms out towards Champa’s upper back. But, the deity soon stopped you.

“Nuh-uh. I don’t want you to massage over there.” You raised an eyebrow. “When where can I–”

“Why by getting on top of me, of course!” Champa said with a cheeky grin.

“You really are the devil when it comes to teasing me, aren’t you?” You said in a bitter

tone.

Champa gave a snicker. “That I am. Now hurry up and climb on top of me! I’m dying for those hands of yours~” He said with a playful wink, which you rolled your eyes.

‘This cat… I swear…’ You thought annoyingly in your head.

Nonetheless, you moved yourself away from Champa’s side, and instead repositioned yourself by getting between the feline’s open leg, scooting yourself up close so that you’re directly on top of him, your shadows overcasting his laid-out body. It took every fiber of your well being to not trail your eyes down onto Champa’s titanic ass and just go town on it.

‘Just focus on the task. You’ll get to play with his ass soon enough.’ You reassured yourself.

Taking a hard exhale to calm your lustful urges, you reached your oiled hands up and placed them upon the feline’s upper back. You can hear Champa’s breath hitch, his skin jolted a bit as the cold contact from your wet palms caused him to shiver a bit. But he soon relaxed as you began to move your hands along his upper back.

You rubbed his upper back and the hem of his shoulders in wide circular motions, using your thumbs and the bottom of your wrist to firmly press down and knead his back to undo any knots in the feline’s muscles and bones. Champa's skin felt smooth to the touch, your fingers gliding and squishing into the plush skin with ease, bunching it up a bit before rubbing it back down to its original position.

You continue to rub your palms against the feline's upper back before slowly moving down, turning your attention down to Champa's center and lower back. You provided the same treatment as you did before. You pushed, squeezed and kneaded your palms and fingers into the muscle and fat while coating more oil onto his back in-between. You even transition into using your fists by lighty jabbing his spine. Although, you did sneakily let your fingers trail down to his tailbone, which in turn made Champa’s breath hitch, making his lower body tighten up as you feel him subconsciously burn with desire. But you didn’t go any lower, you’ll be saving that for later. All the while, Champa let out constant moans and groans of satisfaction to your firm, gentle treatment.

"Mmnngh… This feels great, Y/N. I can’t tell you much how much I love having your hands on me. You sure you haven’t done this done before?” He moaned out.

You shook your head. “Nope. I’m just doing what I do best.”

Champa gave a light chuckle. “Well you’re doing a damn good job at it.” He softly praised me for making your insides feel warm.

“Mmm… a little more to the right. There’s a knot I want you to undo.”

You gave a nod before turning your attention back onto Champa’s back. You brushed your fingers along his spine and felt a rather firm knot onto your right, slightly down to his lower back. So, you let out a small grunt, you went and pressed your fingers firmly down into the knot, the tip of your fingers sinking into the muscle and fat. As you did this a loud, audible pop came from the diety’s spine, causing him to stiffen up, letting out a small noise doing so. You looked

up at the laid-out cat, about to question if you accidentally pressed a bit too hard on his muscles to cause a bit of pain to him. But, the answer to your question was the complete opposite.

Champa let out a moan of pleasure, resting his body down on the bed, closing his eyes as a blissful smile curving upon his muzzle.

“Much... better.” Champa breathed out, a quiet purr vibrating inside his throat.

"Want me to keep going?" You asked.

Champa gave a content hum, nodding in response. "Please…" He said before resting his head into his arms.

You were a little surprised that Champa said please, considering it's very rare for him to see him beg. But, you gladly took Champa's plea and continued to work on his back.

After about a few more minutes you finished tending to Champa's back torso and now turned your attention onto the sphinx's legs.

Pouring some more of the godly massage oil onto your hands, you pressed both of your palms on one of the cat god's calves, slowly moving your slick palms up and down his leg. Champa once again moaned under your touch as you dug your fingers into the hard muscles underneath the plush skin, releasing the tension from his knee joints to the back of his heel.

Once you finished rubbing the back of his ankle, you trailed your fingers up into one of Champa's best features; his thighs.

Your heart pounded in excitement, your leaking dick giving a hard throb between your legs as you gently brushed your finger along the smooth skin of the feline's thigh. Being up close, Champa's thighs look utterly massive, far thicker than the width of your own body. The way his plump thighs squish and indent underneath your fingers was utterly divine.

It felt soft yet firm due to hard muscles hiding underneath and felt plush skin, making them balance out quite nicely for both touch and overall size. Plus, when you lighty punch at it, your hit would simply bounce off it, wobbling with the same consistency as a bowl of jelly. It gave you a sense of satisfaction from watching the way Champa thighs would jiggle under your hits. But it utterly amazes you how Champa accumulates such gains just from eating and sleeping alone.

You took your time in rubbing down Champa's thick thigh, gently scraping your fingernails along the plush yet firm skin while you pushed down to relax his joints and muscles. You were even a little daring by letting your fingers teasingly inch up towards the gap of the feline's inner thigh, lights brushing your fingertips against his more sensitive areas near his crotch.

You couldn't help but smile as you felt Champa lighty shiver under your feather-like touch, letting out a breathy moan in response.

You continue to work on his upper leg for a few minutes before moving on to his other leg, giving it the same treatment as you did with the first. All the while, you continue to lightly tease your fingers against his inner thigh, even going so far to and dangerously inch close to the bottom hill of his mountainous meaty posterior. It was very tempting to just grab his behind but you held yourself out for a little while longer. Champa himself seems to be enjoying himself fully, purring while letting moans every now and then, feeling utterly laxed.

After another good few minutes, you finished massaging Champa's massive legs, his lower joints glistening in the massage oil.

With the deity's back and legs taken over, you turned your attention upwards, your dick giving a throb of excitement as you were saving this one the best for last; Champa’s titanic rump. You’ve waiting oh-so long for this, absolutely torturing yourself to get a good feel at those twin-sized full moons. But now, all that waiting and furastion has finally paid off in the end.

Eagerly, you went and poured a good amount of oil onto your hand, clapping your hands together before rubbing the slick liquid together with your palms in a feverish manner, little specks of oil splashing from your closed hands. Then, with a giddy smile, you reached your hands out and placed your hands upon the feline’s blubbery buttocks, gripping it firmly. You bit your lip, your neglected member giving a delightful throb as you feel your fingers sink into the plump, doughy mass, the fat meshing against your grip.

'God… his ass feels so soft. It's like I'm squeezing a water balloon full of dough or something. Nice, plump and firm…'

After giving Champa's rotound rump a couple of good squeezes, you proceeded on in massaging those massive purple moons. Just like his thighs, you took your sweet time feeling all

of Champa's buttocks. You slowly and sensually ran your fingers around the twin mountainous hills in wide circles, pushing and kneading your fingers into the thick, doughy fat of his hindquarters. You even run your fingers along the deep valley that is his butt crack, all the while playing with his cheeks, enjoying the way they squish and wobble against each other.

"Mmnnn… that's it, Y/N. Massage those buns of mine. Let your fingers explore as much as you want~" Champa breathed out, moaning softly against your touch.

You continue to massage Champa's rump for the next couple minutes, continuing to lather his behind with the utmost affection from your skillful hands. But then, a rather lewd thought came to your mind.

'Let's make this massage more… interesting.'

With an impish grin morphing on your features, you gripped each of Champa's cheeks with both hands, dipping your thumbs into his deep crack before spreading his gelatinous cheeks apart. The twin mounds peeled apart noisily, making an audible *shrlick* sound due to the oil and sweat caked onto them. From then, a tinge of musk began to waft in the air, the raw male stench of an asshole brewing in sweat and heat throughout your time in this palace.

You let out an inaudible moan, your dick giving a throb of excitement as you finally see the forbidden hole hidden away between those bubbly mounds of ass. It was a dark looking pucker, twitching softly due to cold air lightly brushing against it, the outer edges covered in sea wrinkles encased in beds of sweat. It looks healthy, strong, and well-used, almost looking like a puffy donut for how big it looked. You wonder if Champa might’ve pleasured himself while he’s alone…

Eagerly, you let out one of the feline’s bulbous buttcheek and used your oild up finger to teasingly trace around wrinkled pucker, coating it wet. You grinned, trnasfized as you watched that puffy hole clenched rhythmically under your cold touch before pressing your finger at the center, the pucker giving makeshift kisses against your skin.

Champa jolted up a bit, shuddering under the cold sensation of your wet finger pressed against his hole before looking behind him, a teasing grin spread across his muzzle.

“Oh my.. someone’s feeling a little handsy. I didn’t think I would be getting a prostate massage from this? You really are something, are you?” He teased..

You gave a light scoff, smugly grinning at the feline. “I aim to please. Just… holy fuck. This might be the hottest ass I’ve ever seen. And it smells so fucking good too. I could just sniff at it for hours and still want more.”

Champa raised a playful eyebrow. “Is that so? Well then… why don’t you get a closer look?” He said, a devilish smile spreading across his muzzle.

While you were bust ogling the sphinx's massive ass, you were suddenly caught off guard when you felt something strike you in the back. You let out a grunt of surprise, stumbling forward as you landed flat on Champa’s back from the forceful shove. You pushed yourself up from on top of Champa, glaring at the laid-out feline.

“What the hell was that for, Cham–” Before you continued with your complaint from the sudden strike to your back, a moan soon bubbled up your throat, your cheeks dusting red as you felt something warm and soft squeeze your nether regions quite tenderly.

Looking down, your eyes widen, heart pounding in your chest as you see the large cock hotdogged between the Destroyer's massive soft buns.

“Whoops~ My feet slipped.” Champa said cheekily, grinning smugly.

“I… you… this is…um–” You stammered, blabbing over your words you desperately keep your body from shuddering under the pleasurable sensation of your dick encased in Champa’s deep crack.

“Hmm? What’s the matter, Y/N? Cat got your tongue?” He teased. “You said you wanted to be more up close and personal with my hole. So I’m giving that to you.”

“T-this is not what you meant!”

“I know.” He grinned. “So tell me Y/N. Is that the bottle between my cheeks, or are you happy to see me?”

To add more to his teasing measures, he wiggled his hips slowly from side to side before flexing his gelentious cheeks around your dick, causing you to let out a quiet moan as dick spurted out precum, against his lower back.

“Hmm… really happy to see me for that matter.” Champa said with half-lidded eyes, biting his lip.

You took a deep breath to calm your rapidly beating heart and to stop your leaking cock from throbbing.

“I’m just gonna… get up now.” You said, trying to keep your voice steady.

The deity raised an eyebrow. “Why get up? I don’t think you’ll be going anywhere until that hard-on of yours softens up. Well, if it can with yours truly is squeezing it~”

You hung your head low, letting out a groan of dismay while Champa snicker at you. “Alright, tell you what. Since you won’t be going down anytime time soon, I’ll allow you

to relieve yourself on my back and ass. What do you say about that?”

You looked up at the feline, your eyes widened in shock. “Really? You’re okay with

that?”

Champa nodded. “Of course. You’ve been acting like a horn dog all day with how much you were ogling me, more so my ass for that matter. So, I’m throwing a bone to you to help release your pent up frustrations by letting you play with my cheeks. Not that you’re gonna be doing anything with them, of course.” Champa said with a smirk before continuing.

“So, are you ready to do some, as you mortals say, hotdogging?” Champa said, his half-lidded yellow eyes staring into yours, waiting for a response.

With the predicament you're suddenly in l and with how horny you are, you have no choice but to oblige. You've been holding yourself out for this one, so you're going to take that chance to release your pent-up frustrations on the sphynx's glorious buttocks.

And don't worry, you have much more plans on what you'll be doing to Champa later on.

"Yes." You said simply, giving his bulbous cheeks a firm squeeze.

A cat-like smile morphed Champa's muzzle. "Well then… have your way with them~" He said seductively, raising his hips up to push his fat ass against your crotch to tease you even more.

Kindly taking the invitation, you firmly grasped the feline’s pudgy, plump bottom and slowly started to move your hips back and forth. You let out quiet, breathy moans as those large soft, pillows cushioned your throbbing dick nicely, the continuous streams of your oozing precum leaking out from your slit lubed your shaft, enhancing the experience as it slides in and out of Champa’s deep crack like butter. Lewd, wet squelching sounds audibly echoed out in the

chamber bedroom as you continued to hump Champa’s pillowy ass, your body lighty shuddering as you the fat surface of his buttocks ripple ever so slightly against your crotch. Already, you feel yourself quickly getting close to climax, your blue aching balls churning your release. The way how warm and soft Champa feels around you, almost feels… intimate. Despite you overwhelming, burning sensation you feel in your core of your orgasm approaching very, very fast, you don't want this to end so soon. You want to ride out this nice, warm sensation as long as you could before busting.

But, all good things must come to an end. Champa, who was sitting back quietly, sensed your steadily approaching orgasm with how much precum was pouring out of your throbbing cock. So, with a smug grin, he put in the final nail in the coffin to bring you into utter ecstasy by flexing his thick cheeks HARD against your girthy shaft, wrapping you in everlasting warmth and softness from his bulbous glutes.

Because of that, the dam holding back the impending thick loads of sperm cracked before breaking. Squeezing your shut eyes, you gave a hard groan of pleasure as you gave one last final thrust, gripping the sphynx's rump like your life depends on it, pressing your crotch against his jiggly cheeks.

With your full nuts churning and tightening, your shaft gave a few hard throbs before hot, thick ropes of cum starting spurting out of your urethra almost like a hose. Champa hummed, almost chuckling as he amusingly watched you orgasmed, smiling as your hot, steaming semen painted his back and buttocks.

Eventually, your climax smoothly came to an end, your cock pushing out the last remaining ropes of your pent-up semen onto the deity's ass. With your balls drained, you softly open your eyes before leaning back, holding yourself up with your hands as you hang your head up to the sky. You panted out in exhaustion, sweat dripping down your naked body as the afterglow started to settle in your tired form.

“My, that was fast~ You really that worked up for me, haven’t you?” Champa said smugly.

Catching your breath, you brought your hanging head down and looked at the mess you’ve made. A small grin watched your face as you see you painted Champa’s back and ass in your semen.

“Heh. You have no idea.” You breathed out.

Chama hummed in response. “Now that you did your business, why don't you be a good boy and clean up the mess you’ve made?”

You raised a questioning eyebrow at the cat. “Ok. But, what should I use to clean up?”

The feline rolled his eyes at you before responding. “Why, using your tongue, of course!”

Your eyes widening at that, your cheeks burning red in response before giving a small nod in response. To be honest, you’ve figured this would be the reason, but that doesn’t mean you’re opposed to it. While you're pretty neutral on snowballing yourself, you’re much on board on cleaning up Champa’s cum-soaked ass. So to you, it’s a win-win situation.

“Alright.” You said simply, unable to hide the giddiness in your voice.

“Good,” He said before turning his head back, resting his chin in his arms. “Make sure to lick up every single drop you made.”

You gave another hum in agreement before leaning your head down onto Champa’s body. You open your mouth, sticking your tongue out as you swipe up a healthy amount of cum from Champa’s back, bringing it into your mouth before swallowing it down.

Your cum didn't taste anything special. It's like water but more salty and sticky. However, combined with the massage oil you've applied onto Champa earlier, it tasted… strangely fruity, almost blueberry. You're not sure if the oil you used was actually fruit flavored lube of some kind. But either way, you didn't let that get to you as you continue to lick up the sticky cum off of Champa's back, letting your slimy, wet organ take long, slow, delicate swipes against the plump fat of Champa's smooth, slicked skin.

In the span of a few minutes, you licked all of your cum off the feline's back, his purple sling glistening under your saliva. With that taken care of, you moved yourself downward, leveling yourself with Champa's wide hips as a large giddy grin morphed your features as you prepared yourself for the main course.

You felt your spent dick give a hearty throb at the sight of Champa's cum-soaked cheeks. Having the pleasure lick the cum off of his fat, juicy ass felt like a dream come true. Course, you’re sure he wouldn’t mind you sneaking a couple of licks at his puffy, delicious-looking hole…

In an enthusiastic manner, you peeled those slick cheeks apart, you shoved your face inside that deep crack, letting your nose touch against Champa’s twitching pucker. You breathed in his spicy, musky scent, let out a shameless groan as your body gave a pleasurable shudder, your cock giving throbbing between your legs as you can yourself grow back to fall mast again. You rubbed your face up and down against the entirety of his crack, feeling your face getting drench in his sweat, oil, and cum-ridden behind.

As much as you want to worship Champa’s wondours rump, you want to focus on the task currently at hand. So, pushing your head back a bit, you opened your mouth and extended your tongue, licking up the sticky semen clinging to the feline’s bubbly behind. Also, being the horny little devil you are, you went and swiped your wet organ of a tongue against the feline’s puffy hole, your eyes threatening to roll back into your head as the divine sweaty and salty taste of butt raunch tingled against your tastebuds. You alternated by letting go of his cheeks so that they pressed against your face before spreading them again so wide so you can get more leverage in tasting that delicious hole of his.

“Mmmgh… Kinky little fucker, aren’t you?” He teased between his moans, which you practically feel it vibrate under your tongue.

Getting a few more teasing swipes against his puffy hole, you forced yourself to stop, resuming back to cleaning up the rest of your cum off his cheeks, much to your dismay. Eventually, you cleaned off all the cum off his rotound tush, his luscious buttocks shining in oil and your saliva.

“Okay. I’m done.” You said proudly, licking your lips to get the last remaining bits of your salty, creamy goodness off your tongue.

Champa turned his head over to you, resting an arm to hold his chin up as he stared at you with a smug grin on his face.

“Heh, you’re that eager to eat me out, huh?” He said teasingly.

“What can I say? I can’t help myself.” You replied cheekily.

The sphynx raised a playful eyebrow. “Is that so? You know I have to punish you getting to lick your reward that early…”

“And what is my punishment, if I may ask?” You asked with sass.

Champa let out an amused snicker before flipping yourself over on his back, his whole body jiggling from the sudden movement. He then sat himself upright, resting his back against the bench of the bed.

“Your punishment is to get me off that you oh-so rightfully caused.” He said, gesturing a clawed finger down to his crotch, which highlighted his now erect cock, pointing straight up as the girthy shaft throbbed thickly, precum bubbling up at the tip.

“And make sure you use your hands dilangantly on me, this time. Especially your mouth. Do a good enough job and I’ll consider giving you that reward you got a head start on.”

You gave a nod in reply. “Alright then. I’ll give you something so great that you’ll be seeing stars when I’m done with you.” You said confidently.

“Hmph. Good luck with that.” The sphynx said cockily, before resting both arms behind his head, getting himself comfortable against the bench of the bed. Then his yellow eyes lighty glaring into yours.

“Now get to work.” He said in a slight stern voice.

Grinning, you bring yourself forward, getting between the sphynx’s open legs, kneeling down front of Champa’s crotch. Your heart raced in excitement and anticipation as you eyed all of Champa’s luscious curves. From his plump meaty chest, his massive dome of a gut, to his thick yet small dripping shaft with sizable balls hanging underneath. Your fingers are itching to rub and worship every single inch of the feline’s body. You also wanted to take your time with him, have him ride the sensation of you putting your hands and mouth all over him.

Quickly, you reached your arm over to the oil left on the side of the bed and poured a hefty amount of the runny liquid onto your wet palms before tossing it to the side.

You reached out and placed your palms upon Champa's big tits, rubbing his pectorals around in wide circular motions as you dig your fingers into the soft but firm muscles in his chest, glossing his skin in the massage oil. His pecs felt almost akin to that of a woman, with

how it squish and meshed when pressed together. Also, as you worked your magic on the sphynx's breasts, there was one tiny detail on his chest you didn't notice until now.

Champa has inverted nipples.

You didn't think someone would have inverted nipples in the first place cause most of the time, you just see those twin nubs out in the open to begin with. But now that you're seeing them up close you find them to be… fascinating to say the least.

His nipples were about the size of pepperonis, with the nubs inverted into the plush fat on Champa's chest. It looks like you get them out of their inverted prison by giving them a little bit of stimulation.

So, you used your index fingers to gently rub the outer edge of the sphynx's nipples, letting your fingertips gently scrape the darker, sensitive skin. Champa shivered under your touch as stimulated his sensitive nubs to get them erect. After a little bit of rubbing, both of Champa's nubs popped out of their inverted state, firm and erect.

With a devious grin, you pinched the twin nubs firmly, before lightly tugging on them, causing Champa to let out a soft moan, his erect cock throbbing thickly between his legs, precum slowly dribbling down the thick shaft.

“Feeling good, Champa?” You teased, giving those nubs another tug.

The sphynx just moaned in reply, his eyes closed and his head slightly tilted back, mouth hanging open in soft, breathy pants.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” You hummed out.

Leaning forward, you opened your mouth, sticking your tongue out to give a nice, slow, heavy lick over one of Champa’s nipples, feeling that erect nub flick under your wet organ. Encouraged, you pressed your lips around it, sucking it on hard before swirling your tongue around the hard nub over and over again.

You let out a lustful hum as you hear Champa’s moan’s vibrate against your mouth on his tit. As your other hand worked on tweaking his other nub, you removed it and instead let it ghost downwards to feel his spherical belly. You trail your fingers down the large dome, idly rubbing the pads of your fingers around the plump exterior, pushing in gently to feel the thick fat squish and indent under your touch. You moved your hand lower, trailing down towards that deep,

cavernous navel, rubbing it in soft, loving circles. You even went and lighty gripped his love handles, shaking it to watch his gut ripple and bounce in a mesmerizing fashion. Just feeling how soft and big the deity is sends pleasant shivers down your spine, sending sparks of arousal to your libido.

Continuing to nurse his nipple to your mouth, you let your hands travel down lower and lower. Until, you let them brush over the base of Champa’s thick shaft, teasingly sliding away past it and instead toy your fingers alongs the inside gap of his thigh. After giving his nipple a few more hard sucks, you slowly pulled your head back, slipping it away from your lips with a wet pop, the nub glistening under your saliva.

With flushed cheeks, you let out a heavy breath, turning your attention downwards while you rested your cheek against the sphynx’s soft belly. You continue to trail and tease along Champa’s inner thigh, barely touching the base of his shaft along the way.

“Mmmn… hurry up and get on with it.” Champa moaned out.

Hearing his voice, you turned your attention up towards the feline’s face. Champa’s cheeks were slightly flushed, sweat forming on his forehead as his mouth is opened a bit wider than before, his breathing becoming more deep and ragged. He also had one eye open, looking down at you with a look of desperation in them.

You let out a lustful hum, smiling with half-lidded eyes as you have the Destroyer wrapped around your little fingers. Moving on, you turned your attention back down to the feline’s groin, licking your lips as you eyed the throbbing, dripping mass between his legs. Stopping your teasing escapade upon his inner thighs, you gently cupped his balls within your wet, slickened hands. Those balls of his felt big, round, plamp, and heavy in your moist palm, filled with the birm of godly spunk that’s itching to be milked away. Champa gave a breathy shudder as you kneaded and massaged his nuts, loving the feel of how they overall feel in your hands.

“Mmm… let’s see how much I can milk you of your essence.” You murmured lustfully. You used your other hand to wrap around his member, feeling the heat and gentle

throbbing in that heavy rod in time with his heartbeat. You gave it a gentle squeeze, feeling how

strong and heavy Champa’s arousal is, the tip oozing precum down his shaft. Then, you slowly and sensually started to pump it up and down, covering his dick in the massage oil.

“Mmngh… Yeah. That’s it.” The feline groaned out, his toes curling as pleasure wrecked his body.

You smiled, continuing you and stroke and massage the diety’s cock and balls in smooth, gentle fashion. You can feel Champa’s buck his hips into your hand as you stroke your wet thumb over the sensitive head before lightly press your finger down on top of his slit, feeling the hot, bubbling ooze of precum leak beneath your thumb. You removed your other hands from Champa’s balls and instead let them travel up his big body, your cock giving a delightful throb as you felt his large, girthy self shudder and shake against your fingertips.

You continue to tease the poor deity, the sounds of his moans and pants along with the lewd, wet sounds of your hands squelching from pumping his dick echoing in the bedroom-chamber was music to your ears. Eventually, you decide to move on to the next part.

Lowering yourself down onto your stomach between his feline’s legs, you leveled yourself with Champa’s cock, licking your lips hungrily as the thick piece of hard meat stood high and tall before you.

Eyes half-lidded, your leaned in and pressed your lips at the very base of his leaking shaft, feeling how hard and firm it was against your soft lips, and how that hot, tangy, musky aroma emitting from it, making your cock leak precum between your legs as it wafted up inside your nostrils. Your mind starts to feel foggy out of pure lust and desire, heat shooting your system over that intoxicating demeanor.

Taking your lips away from it for a moment, you went back in and stuck your tongue out. You gave the shaft a nice, slow, long lick from the base all the way up to the head before pressing it a soft kiss upon the leaking tip. You let out a deep throaty hum as the extotic flavors of Champa’s cock tingled against your taste buds. It was salty with a spicy kick to it, that also had a hint of sweetness to it, possibly due to the flavor of the feline’s precum, which is dribbling down the shaft from his slit.

You continue you run your tongue up and down his shaft, using your two hands to keep a steady grip onto the throbbing penis while also kneading and massaging his churning balls. Then

moving your head up, you dragged your tongue around the sensitive head, lapping the leaking clear fluids of pre oozing out from the slit. You got his length all nice and wet, running your tongue across in slow and deliberate pause, just to stare up at Champa and gauge his reaction.

You smirked as you saw Champa slowly start to lose it. His face is twisted in pleasure, sweat running down his head as he lets out quiet moans and groans. His mouth is open hanging open, letting out heavy, ragged pants as drool slowly trickled down from his open maw.

“Nnnmm. Hurry up and use that pretty little mouth or so help me…” Champa moaned out, opening a yellow eye down at you. His expression was a mixture of agitation and desperation, his tone of voice lacking in his half-heart threat. His hips even gave a twitch against your mouth, his dick twitching enough to knock your wet, slimy tongue away from it.

‘Heh, looks like it’s about time… for the main event.’

Holding Champa’s cock steady, you opened your mouth and slowly lowered yourself down onto the head, taking a moment to lick around every inch of that setistive tip, getting a last minute taste of utter fulfillment before sinking yourself down deeper. Soon, Champa’s cock was fully inside of your jaw, filling the inside of your mouth fully as your nose touched his crotch. Because of the rather small size of his length, it was rather easy to adjust to his size. You barely feel touch the back of your throat due to you having pretty good gag reflex, so it’s far from choking you. You held your head there for a moment, letting yourself adjust to it as you groaned, feeling the thick rod twitched inside your oral cavity, spurting precum down your throat.

Letting out a breath through your nose, slowly raised your head up, your closed lips sliding that hard, wet length, before coming back down to the base. You then start of work out a slow, steady rhythm, sucking on the deity softly and you bobbed your head up and down. While you’re busy sucking on Champa’s cock, your hand worked on gently squeezing and massaging his plump balls underneath the shaft to provide a more pleasurable experience. While your other hand is used for a more steady position on Champa's thigh, letting your fingertips glide and sink into that wonderful pudge. You also feel his muscles tense, becoming more pronounced beneath all that fat under your hand.

“Hah… holy shit, Y/N.” Champa breathed, his toes curling as you start to go deeper with your motions.

Your hand transitioned from his thigh to his big, round belly for better leverage, letting your fingertips rub around that massive, round ball of pudgy goodness. Then, you start to pick up the pace. Your bobs started to grow more faster, working your soft, pink lips tightly around that hard cock hungrily, as if you’re actually starving. Loud wet, slick, sucking sounds echoed out as you lavished his arousal with your skillful mouth, feeling it go in and out, up and down within your cheeks.

"Ohh… oh Zeno. I think I'm… I'm… oh fuck." Champa moaned out.

You feel the muscles in his body tense up, his balls tightening in your palm and his length throbbing thickly in your mouth, leaking steady amounts of precum down your throat. He's getting close.

With your heart racing in wanting to drink Champa's thick, creamy goodness, you bobbed your head up and down at a breakneck pace, spit leaking out of your sealed lips as you noisily sucked on his dick like your deepthroating a popsicle.

But then…

"Mmph!?" You let out a muffled yelp in surprise as you were suddenly pulled to stop, your head locked in place.

The feline all of a sudden pushed his legs back and clamped his monolith thighs on either side of your head, putting slight, but not too hard pressure on your skull, effectively locking you in a soft but firm prison. Your face is meshed against the feline’s crotch as his entire shaft is lodged inside your mouth, still throbbing and spurting out precum. You tried to push yourself up but the feline's grip was strong, so you were not going anywhere.

You tried your eyes up to look at the feline’s face, only to see him staring back at you with a half-lidded, devish look upon his features.

“You teased me long enough, Y/N. I think it’s about time I fuck that pretty little mouth till I shoot my seed down your throat.” He growled out lustfully.

Your dick gave a hard throb between your legs, your heart pounding in excitement at Champa’s dirty talk.

Then, Champa started to move his hips, bucking them into your mouth at a moderate fast pace. You let out choked, muffled grunts, eyes threatening to roll into the back of your head as

you felt Champa’s cock move in and out your mouth, the taste of precum quickly taking over. You tried using your tongue to try and lick around the sensitive head, but you couldn;t because of the deity's forceful humps against your face.

The feline let out audible grunts and moans each time he moved his powerful hips against your face, sweating dripping down his forehead and body. Then, his movements steadily grew more erratic, his thighs tighten around your head as he started to fuck your face hard, his plump, sweaty balls slapping wetly against the bottom of your chin.

You squint your eyes shut, spit and precum leaking and squirting out of your sealed lips fucked in the slick, wet walls of your jaw, your mouth becoming sore as he forcefully shoved your face into his musky depths of his crotch, his spicy, male stench burning his nostrils. You felt Champa’s throb thickly inside your jaw, feeling the impending get closer and closer.

And then… the cracks of the dam finally broke.

Fuck! Here it comes! Swallow!" He moaned out.

Giving one last final thrusts, Champa pushed his cock deep inside your mouth, the tip nearly grazing the back of your throat. The feline then let out a loud moan of pure ecstasy, making an 'oh' face. He squeezed his eyes shut as a visible vein popped on his forehead, gritting his teeth hard. You let out a muffled grunt as Champa tightened his hold against your head even more, his monolith thighs pressing down against your skull more firmly, almost painfully for that matter. You can almost hear your skull faintly creaking from the pressure of it.

Suddenly, after the shaft inside your mouth gave a few more hard throbs, a thick rope of boiling hot cum spurt out of his urethra, firing straight into your mouth. Your tongue was assaulted by the sweet, salty taste of Champa’s semen, which you barely had time time register the flavor of it. Champa’s cock acted like a hose with how it was deeply throb inside your maw in an almost rhythmic pattern.

Shot after shot after shot of thick feline god spunk fired off into your sealed lips, filling your mouth in a matter of seconds. You barely manage to swallow mouthfuls of that sweet n’ salty release, taking hearty gulps as you greedily lapped at the shooting tip with your tongue. It sent fire to your nerves, your eyes rolling into the back of your head as you let out a muffled, burbled moan. Some of Champa’s thick semen started to overflow inside your mouth, leaking

that sticky, pearly white liquid from your tightly sealed lips and slowly dribbled down his length.

Hell, some of it started to leak out of your nose, which burn your sinuses.

‘Oh fuck. I didn’t think he’d be holding out this much. I mean sure, he probably didn’t have sex for what… thousands of years? But still, it’s kind of impressive. It’s like he’s somehow a whole milk factory stored inside those big balls of his.’

Champa orgasm lasted about a solid minute, continuously firing ropes of cum down your throat, with you trying your best to gulp everything down in your gullet. It was almost damn near excessive with how much he’s putting out.

Eventually, the sphynx’s orgasm steadily came to an end, the last couple of shots dying down to nothing more than dribbles of cum slowly oozing out of the slit.

Champa brought his hips down to the bed, releasing his almost death grip hold on your head with his thick thighs, which you quickly scrambled yourself away from him to catch your breath, while also swallowing out last remains of his semen. The deity's hands collapsed to his sides, feeling utterly exhausted as he heavily panted, his prominent chest and belly steadily rising and falling.

"Hah...hah...fuck I needed that." He breathed out, sweat trickling down his body as he relished in the afterglow.

You wipe off the remaining cum off your face and blow off the runny, sticky semen dripping out of your nostrils before scrunching your nose, taking a few test sniff before coughing.

“Yeah. I’ll say. You busted like a damn geyser.” You commented, your voice feeling a little hoarse.

Champa let out a chuckle, letting out a sigh before sitting himself up on the bed. “Heh. Being a God of Destruction is pretty hard. Especially when you rarely get the time of pleasure yourself.” He purred out.

“Speaking of which, you did a pretty damn good job in that massage you gave me. My skin feels all smoothed out and my muscles have all been relaxed and unknotted. Hah… I feel alive again.” He sighed blissfully.

You felt your inside grow warm at Champa, flashing the deity a kind smile in return.

"Well, I'm glad you enjoyed it." You said happily.

Champa gave a light hum in response.

"But it was even more enjoyable when you use your pretty little mouth on my cock. You really know how to work that tongue of yours." He purred out.

"I'm starting to question whether this is your first time or you had experience in sucking one dick."

You gave a light shrug. "What can I say, I do my best in trying to please a person."

Champa raised an amused eyebrow. "Is that so? Heh, well then…"

The feline slightly hunched himself forward, resting his chin against his fist as his half-lidded, sultry gaze bored into your

"Why don't you put that tongue of yours to better use? In the more… intimate parts of my big, luscious, powerful body?" He growled in my lowered octave voice, his pearly white canines flashing at you in a devilish, seductive grin.

You felt your face burning red, your body shuddering in excitement as heat builds inside your core, your hard neglected cock giving a hearty throb.

“Mhm! I would be happy to give you that satisfaction!” You said eagerly.

The feline gave a small snicker at your enthusiasm. “Of course you would, you horny little mortal.” He said playfully.

“Alright, I think it’s about time I give you that reward I promise. Go ahead and lay yourself down nice and pretty for me. I’ll take care of the rest.” He purred out.

Champa scooted himself over to the side of the bed, giving you room for you to lay down. Eagerly, you crawled forward towards the front of the bed, laying yourself down onto the soft mattress, your head cushioned by the arranged pillows underneath. With you assumed in the position, Champa crawled his way towards you, like an actual cat ready to the ounce on it’s target, a seductive look morphed across his facial features. Soon, the plump feline was on top of you, his shadow overcasting your body, his immensee belly hanging below him and lightly pressed against your torso.

“Ready?” He said, looking down at you.

You feverishly nodded, your cock giving a hard throb in excitement. “Ready as I’ll ever

be.”

Champa grinned. “That’s what I like to hear. Since you like my ass so much, I’ll give you the satisfaction to worship it till your heart's content. Heh, I wonder how long you’ll last underneath me till you need air.”

“Guess, we’ll find that out together, huh?” You said smugly.

The deity lighty chuckle. “Yeah. We shall.”

The plump feline then turned himself around, his large legs resting on either side of your body as his titanic rear came in your point of view. You felt like you had hearts in your eyes as you lustfully stared at the large, plump rump, hypnotized by the way it wobbled, bounced, rippled, and swayed side to side as Champa backed himself up on your face. You can practically feel the heat radiating off of those buns as his massive ass hovered a few feet away from your face. That giant, bare, oiled-up ass looked like a pair of purple moons hanging over your head, with the deep canyon-like cleft cutting in the middle between those two round cheeks. You felt your mind go foggy, your cock spurting out a excited dose of precum as the masculine stench of Champa’s nostrils flowed into your nostrils and flooded your sinuses.

You can’t wait to stuff your face between the sphinx's cheeks and huff and eat out his asshole for days.

“Aw. Does Y/N like this dump truck of an ass here?” He teased, looking back at you with a smug grin on his muzzle.

To tease you even further, he proceeded to sway his wide hips side to side, his bubby following his movements. He then started to buck his hips, arching his back as those round, gelatinous buttocks bounce up in a wide motion before coming back down and smacking together in a soft meaty clap, causing a wave-like ripple to flow across those flabby mounds of ass. You felt your nerves go rigid, hands grabbing onto the bed sheets in anticipation and frustration as your achingly hard dick throbbed thickly between as you alluringly watched and heard the arousing display of the plump sphynx clapping his own bulbous cheeks. You felt dry as you stared at the puffy, sweaty looking hole that parted ever so slightly from the deep crack of Champa’s bouncing.

“Yes! For the love of God, let me stuff my face into your ass!” You cried out desperately, restraining yourself from reaching out and grab the feline’s mammoth buttocks.

Champa stopped bucking his hips, laughing teasingly at your aroused, desperate state of wanting to be under him.

“Well then…” With a mischievous grin, the feline reached behind him, smacking his hands on his cheeks, causing a ripple of form upon impact. Grabbing on hold onto his thick, fat cheeks, he spread them apart, a wet noisy *shlick* sound made audible from peeling them apart. You gulped as Champa’s tight, puffy, hole came into view, giving a few teasing winks at you.

“Take a deep breath and start eating my ass out, you filthy mortal~” He purred out in a lowered octave voice.

Keeping his asscheeks spread, Champa backed himself up, making you quickly snap out of your hypnotized state as the feline’s big, bubbly, geltanious rump filled your vision. Champa then let go of his cheeks, making the plap against your head, fully encasing you in his musky, sweaty prison. You let out a lustful moan, reaching up to firmly grasp those thick cheeks, taking pleasure as you feel your fingers sink into the soft, doughy fat before squishing those twin-sized pillows against your head. Then, you feverishly rubbed your face against his asscrack, smearing more of his sweaty, spicy stench against your skin.

‘God. Champa smells… hah… so damn good. I can't get enough of it.’

Your mind fell into a lustful haze as you took deep, long sniffs, groaning as the waft of Champa’s musk burn your nostrils and traveled into your system. However, you soon stopped for a moment as your nose found the source of the feline’s stench, his pucker. You practically feel the rather intense heat from it as it was mere inches away from your nose, twitching and clenching teasingly all the while. Instantly, you lean forward, pressing the tip of your nose against his anus, feeling it ‘kiss’ you back on your nose before taking a deep sniff.

Your leaking length throbbed hard between your legs, eyes threatening to roll back into your head as the musky aroma flooded your system.

His musk was intense, having a wide range of strong smells. Earthy, musky, damp, with a strong kick of spice to it. It was enough to make your eyes water from your test ducts.

'Fuck. I want more…'

You pressed your head deep into the chubby feline's crack, gripping his thick rump tightly as you rubbed your face up and down against his sweaty taint, snorting loudly against his puffy hole. You felt high just from drinking in your Destroyer's masculinity, so much so that you're practically addicted to it.

Meanwhile, Champa was watching the whole fiasco with a cheeky grin on his muzzle, humming in pleasure as he felt the tip of his nose rub against his sinful hole.

“Enjoying yourself back there, mortal? You like my scent?” He asked playfully, lightly wiggling his hips side to side around, moving your face around in his deep crack.

Gripping his round rump, you pushed your face out of his ass, gasping for breath as your face shined in his sweat under the lights in the bedroom chamber.

“Hah… hah… yes. It’s just… so damn amazing. It could just sniff your scent underneath your amazing ass for hours and never get tired of it.” You breathily said, squishing those gelatinous cheeks together to inctingly watch it wobble against each other.

Champa snickered. “Heheh. Drink it in, mortal. This is one of a lifetime chance for you to experience something like this." He purred out.

"Although, while I do enjoy watching you huff my godly musk like a dog in heat, you have some more important matters to tend to."

To emphasize his little point, Champa pushed his hips back rather forcefully, catching you off guard as you’re pulled back into the musky depths that his deep ass crack.

“Get to licking, Y/N. The mouth of yours is good in more ways than one. And you love kissing my ass, so I’ll let you stay right there and keep worshiping me, like you always should have been!” He said snarkingly.

‘He’s right. I wanna worship every single inch of that wonderful ass of him. Explore every inch, every line of curve of those giant pillows…’

Gripping your fingers into the plush fat of Champa’s big rump, you moved forward by opening your mouth and letting your tongue touch against the feline’s wrinkled pucker, giving it a nice, slow, lick from the bottom to the top. The taste was just as intense as his scent, spicy and raw, the kind that makes your taste buds tingle in delight, so much so that it caused your erection to throb furiously between your legs. You can feel Champa moan in delight, though muffled

from where you’re at, you can feel his voice rumble all around your head, shaking you down to your burning core.

“Mmm…that’s it, mortal. Eat my ass. Dig your tongue in there nice and deep~” He groaned, clenching his hole around your tongue.

Encouraged by the diety’s words, you continue to lick at that enticing hole in a lustful, ravenous state, feverishly flicking your tongue against the sensitive, winking taint. lathering it under your saliva. You worship every fold, every wrinkle that puffy ridden, saliva-covered hole has to offer. The tight ring muscle relaxed under the assault of your licks, prompting you to probe your tongue gently into Champa’s greasy sphincter, the tip of the wet, slimy organ entering the sphynx’s hot, moist insides. You felt your heart race inside your chest, leaking cock throbbing hard between your legs as taste buds were filled with the rank, sour taste of Champa’s bowels,. Your eyes threaten to roll into the back of your head.

‘This is where I truly belong…’ You heatedly thought. ‘To be between Champa’s thick thighs… to be buried underneath his tail…’

You spread Champa’s fat rump more to get a better menuvor in assaulting your tongue against his puffy tailhole. You moaned as you feel the sphynx’s inner walls clench and roll around your wet tongue rhythmically, encouraging you to insert yourself deeper into him, to let you taste those intoxicating flavors off his anus.

You closed your eyes, losing all sense of yourself as you kissed, sucked, and licked Champa’s musky tailhole, making sure not a single inch was left unexplored. You feel like you’re in utter ass heaven, a sinful paradise one anyone wants to imagine, let alone experience. It felt good to you, euphoric even. To have yourself deep into a chubby Destroyer's ass and using your tongue to rim his delicious, puffy anus, and worship and slobber his insides was… orgasmic.

Hearing Champa’s moans rumble around your head, hearing his voice dip into a more, sinuous rumbly tone, combined with his dirty talk… It made your body burn with desire, your achingly hard cock leaking and oozing precum between your legs, forming a small puddle of your clear, sticky fluids. You wrapped your lips around the slightly-stretched ring, passionately mouthing at it with your kisses while pushing your tongue deeper into the Destroyer, letting the

intense heat of his insides wrap around you like a blanket. You let your wet organ wiggle all around, making sure to stimulate every single inch of the sphynx’s sensitive inner walls as you felt it pulse and clench around you.

You don’t know how long you’ve been eating Champa’s ass for, but you don’t care. You’re far gone at this point, drunk on the cat deity's mask and taste of his insides driving your nerves into a heated frenzy.

Champa let you go at it for about a few minutes before reaching back and yanking you out of his ass. You dropped your head down onto the soft pillows, panting heavily as you desperately tried to get air into your systems, the smell of his ass fresh on your sweat-ridden face.

“Damn, you're pretty good at eating ass, huh Y/N?” Champa said with a devilish grin. You gave a feverish moan, before pushing yourself up from the bed, trying to shove your

face in between Champa’s fat rump, desperate for more.

Champa smirked at the sight. “Oh? You want more?” He teasingly asked.

You looked at the chubby feline and gave a hard nod, your eyes burning in intense desire. “Yes. Sit on my face, please.” You breathed out politely, like you asking for water on a

hot day instead of eating musky ass.

The sphynx let out a light laugh. “Well, how can I say no such a pretty face?” He flirted before pushing you back down onto the bed.

“Go ahead and make yourself comfortable.” He said lowly, his words rolling off his tongue in a deep, sinuous purr.

Your face beamed in delight, shuffling a bit on the bed as you get yourself comfortable, your cock throbbing hard in anticipation. Champa shuffled a bit, letting his nuts drag along your face before raising himself up, planting a foot onto either side of your head before shifting into a squat position. He then reached behind him and used one clawed hand to spread his fat, meaty haunch, exposing his tight, puffy, saliva-covered asshole to you. You licked your lips as you stared up at Champa’s fat rump hanging above you, your cock throbbing at the exposed hole winking teasingly at you. You wanted more than anything in the world, no… the entirety of

universe 7, for this feline Destroyer to sit on your face and to lick that hot, musky hole, have him dominate you completely.

“Make sure to take a deep breath, Y/N. You’re going to need it~” He growled, looking over his shoulder to cast a wicked grin.

Champa, spread his legs a bit to get into a more wider stance, his big plump balls sagging and swinging back and forth, his spread, puffy pucker quivering. Then, in an agonizingly slow fashion, the sphynx’s began to make his descent, his legs going more into crouch before he’s forced to bend and curl over into a kneel, resting his large, chunky legs on either side of your laid-out body. As he keeps lowering, you feel the steadily growing pressure of his immense weight on your torso, causing you to let out a small grunt as you feel the air shift out from your lungs.

Soon, Champa’s titanic ass was inches away from your face, his pucker radiating with heat as you feel it’s musk washed over your face, looking soft and wrinkled. Gulping down saliva, you closed your eyes and tightly gripped onto the bed sheets, bracing yourself for what’s about to happen next. Although, after eagerly waiting a few seconds, you quickly realize that the plump feline didn’t descend onto your face. Opening your eyes, you see it still hovering above your nose, the pucker still giving ‘kisses’ at you. Champa is even wiggling his hips, humming a small tune while you’re forced to watch him do his little seductive dance.

Eventually, all that sweaty, fatty mass came crashing down like a meteor, making the bed creak with an audible *POMP!* as you’re buried underneath his fat cat booty. Your entire world goes dark, as your head is cushioned between the large doughty masses of a Champa’s mountainous cheeks, your face enveloping in the heat of his deep, musky crack.

“Mmmpphh!” You let out a muffled grunt, squirming a bit underneath the fat deity as you felt a painful pressure in your ribs from Champa’s sudden descent, feeling your bones creak a bit.

“Ahhhh… there we go.” Champa moaned out, shifting his weight a bit as he makes himself comfortable, feeling your face sink deeper between his rump cheeks.

“Have to say… your face makes for a real comfy seat. It’s almost like you were destined to become a seat cushion for me.” He taunted.

You couldn’t really hear nor understand what Champa was saying cause everything is muffled almost to silence and it’s pitch black. But you don’t care about your sight and hearing, you were completely submerged in Champa’s titanic rump.

The sphynx let out a hum of delight at feeling your muffled moans rumble against his plump cheeks a bit, grinning as he watched you squirm underneath him. His grin widen as he felt your hands grab his rump, kneading and squeezing at the soft fat and muscle underneath his purple skin. It made him feel good that you, a mere mortal, was having a grand time in worshiping his godly rear, savoring in giving it all the attention in kneading, groping, as well as licking it. It felt wonderful…

You were completely lost in your own world at this point. All of your keen senses have suddenly turned to lust and wanting as you put your entire focus on the big, juicy ass that's smothering you. While you are having a bit of a hard time breathing due to Champa’s heavy, crushing weight on top of you, you were loving every second of it. The feeling of Champa’s soft, smooth skin surrounding your head, the warmth of his big, plump body, and not to only… the smell of him. The salty, sweaty, spicy smell between his cheeks was hot, humid, and thick, making you feel utterly intoxicated. It was more tangible when you feel your nose pressed against his puckered anus, feeling it clench and kiss your nostrils as it’s strong pheromones wafted into your systems. It was strong, but not unbearable. You huff at it, rubbing your nose up and down against his musky taint as you feel yourself get drunk off his sweaty, thick fumes, casting all of your worries away.

“Hehe. Having fun down there, Y/N?” He asked in a teasing tone, wiggling his rump side to side around your trapped head, grinding you down some more.

“M-Mmmph..!” You moaned out, feeling Champa ground his rump down against your

face.

“I’ll take that as a yes.” He grinned before leaning himself back, pushing your face right against his pucker, smearing his musky sweat all over your head.

He would also clench his cheeks around your skull in a tight grip for a few seconds before relaxing and doing it again afterwards. You let out a grunt as you felt him rest more of weight on your chest, squeezing the air out from your lungs in a slight gasp. Even though, he was

squeezing your head with his fat, bubbly rump, you somehow managed to resupply enough air to catch your breath. You start squirming underneath him, finding yourself barely able to breathe to the stale, polluted air of his humid musk that you start to feel faint. But you quickly snapped out of it.

‘I can’t pass out now. I still have a job to do.’

With the sphynx’s ass this close to your face, you can feel it twitch and clench every time Champa moves his hips or flex his cheeks. With the way he’s treating you, it was nothing short or arousing. Having him dominate and treat you like a toy to please him feels… euphoric. You can’t think of a better life than you being a seat cushion for him.

Even though he hadn’t said anything, you already know what to do next. Getting back to where you left off, you opened your mouth to let your tongue slip past your lips, and let it press against the puffy, wrinkled pucker, licking at the outer edges of it.

“Mmm. That’s it, Y/N. Eat my ass, worship it.” He groaned as you indulge yourself on eating his tailhole.

You feverishly licked at the outer edges, feeling them clench and wink each time you ran your wet organ along the sensitive skin. You then probed your tongue into the feline’s hole, feeling the muscular organ stretch a bit as you pushed inside, plugging up his bowels with the soft, slippery flesh of your tongue. You can practically feel his heartbeat thunder against your lips as you worship every single inch of his wondrous asshole, the suffocating, humid temperature from being in his musky prison gradually increasing. You were even starting to feel a bit lightheaded from being under him for how long and from giving him a rough thorough treatment. You’re not even sure if you’re last long, but you sucked it up and kept on going.

You can definitely see that your rimming treatment against his hole is having an effect on the chubby sphynx. You felt his abdominal muscles start to relax in a full body shudder, his tailhole flexing open and nearly enveloping your entire mouth, giving you a messy, makeshift ‘kiss’.

“FFuuuck me~ You really know how to use that tongue of yours, huh?” Champa chuckled, wiggling his hips as he smothers you more beneath his rump, wiping his spicy, sweaty scent all over your face as he ignores your muffled cries.

You felt the burning sensation in your chest grow more apparent as the utter heat of Champa’s body warmth washed over you. It was damn near suffocating at this point.

Using the last bits of your strength, you licked and probed at Champa’s wet, winking asshole, ingesting thick amounts of his manly scent. You can;t hear a thing over than him letting out his deep, rumbly groans and wet, slicks sound of him idly stroking his shaft.

Eventually, your licks grew less frequent as the burning sensation within your lungs grew to be unbearable. You moved your face way from from the winking orifice as you gasped breathlessly for air, growing more faint to point where you might pass out any second. Using the last bits of your strength, you tap on the sphynx’s meaty thigh, pleading him show some mercy before you get snu-snu’ed by his fat, bubbly ass.

Thankfully, Champa got your message as he finally lets off of you as he felt that your licking and struggles had started dying down. His pucker detaches itself from your lips with a wet ‘pop,’ showing thin lines of spit that broke from the connection of your lips. You panted heavily, a weak smile formed on your lips, as you admired your little handiwork you made, watching how that pucker clench and squelch wetly from your saliva. Champa raised himself up a bit, shaking his massive tush back and forth. Also, looking past his hanging ballsack, you see his rock hard shaft, leaking steady amounts of precum, highlighting his excitement. Your job from bringing him to a second climax is far from over.

“Heh. Had enough, Y/N? Is my ass too much for you to handle?” He taunted, looking back your sweat-ridden face with a smug grin. wiggling his hips teasingly from front of your very eyes.

You dazzlingly stared up at him, taking a moment to catch your breath while the plump feline reorintates his massive rear above you. Eventually, you spoke up.

“N…No. I’m not finished.” You breathed out. “Sit on me.” Champa gives a small chuckle. “Alright then.”

He starts to make his descent once him, this time slamming his ass down on you as your head slips between his deep crack smoothly, his ass consuming your vision again.

You’re now back from where you left with no resistance or struggling getting there, your face repositioned and pressed against Champa’s slightly-stretched lubed up anus, drinking in his

heavy musk. You also seem to have gotten used to having the feline’s weight on top of you, your rubs not feeling heavy pressure against his immense bulk. His plump balls pressed and sagged across your naked chest, feeling the heat and heft of those individual orbs swell and churn with copious amounts of that godly seed stirring within them. It felt… oddly comforting to say the least. But you wonder how those balls would tense up when he cums.

Well, you don’t think you’ll have to wait for that orgasm to cum for long with how much Champa is moaning and groaning he keeps making, while also jerking himself off. The plump feline leans himself back, flexing the muscles within the doughy fat of his buttocks as you slip further inside of his deep, sweltering crack.

With your nose pressed up against the sphynx’s taint, you moved your face up to where Champa’s pucker is and gave it a few passionate kisses against that lubed-up winking orifice before opening your mouth and plugging your tongue deep into the feline’s insides, feeling the humid, slippery inner walls tighten, relax and clench up again against your tongue.

You then proceeded to tongue-fuck Champa hard, taking a few moment to lick around the wrinkled, swollen rim of his puffy taint, eliciting groans of pleasures of the deity above you. It felt really good to pleasure Champa like this, your cock throbbing and leaking it’s fluids while Champa jerked off in time with your tongue thrust, the wet slick sounds of his hand pumping his shaft echoing almost audibly.

“Mmmngh…fuck. I’m… getting close.” He said, gritting his teeth, but to groan as you plunged to your tongue in and out out his sensitive anal ring.

“Ah yeah. That’s it. Work that fucking tongue of yours.” He growled out.

Encouraged by his words, you used every bit of your strength to passionately tongue-fuck the feline’s anus, stuffing your lips deep into his quivering bowels as you tase and smelled his dank musk.

Eventually, Champa would soon reach his second intense orgasm, his balls tensing and flaring up against as the sphynx screamed into the heaven of his earth-shattering climax, literally rocking your entire world as you feel his body quake and shudder.

Long, thick ropes of prealy white sum shot of the sphynx’s urethra, splashing down against your lower body, quickly drenching you in the deity’s hot, sticky fluids, which tingled

against your soft, smooth skin. You also felt his anal passage clench wetly around your tongue, quivering furiously in series of muscle contractions. His asshole was practically melting around your tongue with how hot it was, his inner walls rippling so intensely that it sends ripples throughout the pudgy cat’s body.

As Champa continues to ride on his second mind-numbing orgasm, he would lean himself far back against you, flexing his cheeks tightly around your head, cutting off your airflow. You’re eyes widen as you frantically started squirming underneath him, tapping his thigh to let off of the painful, creaking pressure of his fat, meaty cheeks clenching against your skull. But Champa was far too gone as he’s riding out of his orgasm for as long as he can, ignoring your pitiful squirms as he pushes out more of his hot, steamy semen. Fear and excitement quell through you, your lungs struggling to get air into your system as you start to feel faint. You feel like you’re about to drown in fat cat booty, which to you, is either the best or the worst thing to go out on.

Eventually, you feel that Champa’s big nut-buster was steadily coming to an end. Pumping out the last, few ropes of cum that’s left stored up in those big, plump balls of his, Champa’s body gave a full, tense shudder one last time before letting out a weary sigh. His body relaxes, his shoulders slouching down as he heavily panted, sweat dripping down his body. In your perspective, his breathing sounds muffled and faint, although his hole gave a few couple of clench around your mouth for good measure.

As the pudgy feline rides out the afterglow, you feel yourself growing fainter and fainter, the world steadily growing more and more distant due to the lack of air being stale and suffocating under Champa’s bulk.

‘Maybe I don’t want to be let out under him. I could just… stay here. It’s warm and soft, and it smells good too. As long as I’m stuck under his enormous, fat ass and be little seat cushion, I don’t have to worry about anything else.’

You don’t know whether or not you’re starting to grow delirious that the lack of air is finally getting to you. Maybe it’s from you sucking him off, maybe it’s from reaching your orgasm between his fat, plump cheeks. Either way, you can’t think what it would be like if Champa wasn’t around anymore.

‘As long as I stay here, and spend the rest of my days trapped deep inside his musky crack, I’ll be the happiest man alive.’ You blissfully thought.

“Hah… hah. I think I might be seeing stars after that one. Holy shit.” Champa panted out, recovering from the afterglow as he wiped the sweat off his forehead.

“Ugh, I’m sweating like a pig here.” Champa commented before looking over his shoulder, casting a grin onto your form.

“Damn, Y/N. Didn’t know you were that passionate about eating ass. Not to mention you have pretty strong lungs to last underneath for that long. Perhaps I should acquire more of your services in the near future, huh Y/N?” He said with a small laugh.

He soon stopped when he didn’t hear your response. “Y/N?” He asked again.

His eyes widened a bit as he peered down at your form. You laid underneath him, passed out unconsciously due to suffocation between his cheeks. Your limbs remained still, arms fallen flat on either side of your body. Although, you're rock-hard cock remained twitching between your legs, you were completely and utterly knocked out.

“Aw shit…” Champa cursed out.


*SMACK!*

“Ah!” You let out a yelp, as you felt something hit you, which startled you awake.

You abruptly sat up from the bed, gasping as you try to get fresh air into your lungs, only to wince as you feel the muscles in your body lag from the sudden movements in your body. You looked around the room, only to see Champa sitting a few inches away from you, his arms crossed upon his large chest. wearing an impatient look on his face, which somewhat dissolves into a look of relief.

“Finally, you’re awake. I was beginning you wonder if my ass actually snuffed you out.” He joked, a small smile slipping past his muzzle.

“Ugh.” You groaned, feeling a little woozy as you rubbed your forehead to soothe the small, forming headache. “How long was I out?”

You also failed to notice but you’re soaked, water droplets slowly trickled down your naked body. “

“And why am I wet?”

“About half an hour. I tried pouring some water on you, but you were completely knocked, like you died or something. So, I resort to an old-fashioned method. That is slapping you till you wake up.”

‘Well that explains the stinging pain i feel on my face.’ You winced a bit as the rubbed to glowing pink where Champa slapped your cheek soothingly.

“You couldn't just wake me up like a normal person would?” You said in an annoyed

tone.

“Nope.” Champa shook his head, flashing you a wide, shit-eating grin.

You let out a hard sigh, rolled your eyes as you continued to tend to your sore cheek, grumbling.

“Aaanyways…” Champa drawed out, changing the subject. “To get back to what I saying before you blacked out, I enjoyed you being my seat cushion. Didn’t think you were that passionate to be sat on and eating me out.”

You couldn’t help but smile. “Heh. Well, what can I say? Us humans can be… pretty ravenous in what drives our kinks and desires.”

“I’ll say. You were having the time of your life down there. Practically snorting my musk like it's some sort of drug to you. And I can work up a sweat with how strong and powerful it is, if I’m being honest."

"I didn't mind that one bit. You smelled and tasted incredible. Your scent is addictive." You admit with a blush.

“Well, perhaps we can arrange another session when I get the chance you invite you here again.” The deity offered.

You shivered at the thought. “I’d like that.”

“Heh, of course you would.”

The two of you fell into silence for a few seconds before you decided to speak up. “So uh… what now?”

Champa rubbed his chin, thinking. “Well, considering that I came two times thanks to you, and you yourself didn’t bust when I sat on your face…” He said, pointing a finger at your now half-hard cock sitting almost limply between your legs. “I’m guessing you’d be up for one more round.”

You nodded. “Yes. While I was close due to you suffocating me and… huffing your ass funk, I wanna save myself the trouble and try something to end this little session with a bang.” “Is that so? Heh, you humans sure have a lot of energy when it comes to sex, huh? You

guys are basically fucks like rabbits.” He joked.

You gave a small snicker. “Well, we do get pretty wild when we do it and whatnot. So…yeah.”

Champa chuckled, his shoulders shaking up and down a bit before settling. “Well, unfortunately for you, I’m actually pooped from all the exchange we did.”

Your face dropped, body slochung down as all the excitement you felt suddenly diminished. “Oh…” You sighed out in disappointment.

“But, just for you, I’ll go another round.”

You stared at him with slight shock. "Really?"

Champa nodded. "Of course. I may not look at it because of how big and large I am, but I have a pretty strong libido. So it's gonna take a few strong climaxes for you to drain me and put this little kitty to sleep~" He growled out, casting you a flirty wink as he gave a large stomach a good smack, the doughy ball of dough wobbling and rippling ocean-like waves across the smooth, purple skin for a good seconds before settling.

A blush bloomed on your cheeks from the enticing display of Champa's jiggling belly, your half chub giving a twitch of excitement as heat bellowed inside your gut.

"So, Y/N." He called out your name in a low, seductive tone. "What more of kinky escapades do you plan on doing with little ol' me?"

"Well… I wanna… try something a little more… daring perhaps?"

Champa perked up. "Ooh. And what would that be?" He asked, his interest piqued. 'Here goes nothing.'

"I was wondering if… you would let me top you?"

The room suddenly fell into silence, the sounds of slowly moving hourglass filling in the void. You see Champa's facial expression morph into almost a neutral one, as he stares blankly at you, as if processing what he just heard.

Suddenly, he lets out a loud, booming laugh, making you jump, your heart skipping a beat inside your chest from the sudden loud expulsion. He's laughing like you told the funniest joke to him, his shoulders shaking and his belly bouncing up and down from his hard laughter.

"Oh, Y/N. You're such a kidder. That's probably one of the funniest things I've heard in awhile. You can't possibly be serious about that." He said in between laughs before forcing himself to calm down, letting out a hefty sigh as he wipes an imaginary tear from his eyes.

You raised an eyebrow at the sphynx, casting a stern glare. “No. I’m serious. I wanna top you, Champa.”

Champa stopped his demeanor, his body relaxing as he crossed his arms over his chest, letting out a hard, annoyed sigh.

“Okay, look. I understand you humans are weird in what gets you off and whatnot, but there’s no way in hell I’m going to bottom for you.”

“What? Why not?”

“Because it’s not fit for me; a God of Destruction for Universe 6, too bend over and lift my tail to some lowly mortal of Universe 6. I should be the on top. Let you know what it really feels like being in bed with a Destroyer.” He said lowly, licking his lips.

“But I–”

“Nope.”

“Can I–”

“Nuh-uh.”

“It’ll be–”

“Nadda.”

“Will you just–”

“Absolutely not! Never in a million years am I going to be your little bottom bitch, ok? I’m right, you’re wrong. I’m big and you’re small. And there’s nothing you can do about it. End of discussion.” He said firmly, giving a hard nod, holding his head up high.

“Now, let’s hurry up and get this over with. The faster I go and empty my balls inside of you, the faster I’ll be able to take a nice, long rest.” He said dismissively.

“Now where is that bottle?” He mumbled, looking to where you discard the small bottle of massage oil

‘This fucking guy…’ You cursed out mentally, your hands curled up into balls of fists as you feel rage bubbling inside you. No way you're going to sit there and take it. You want to take charge.

“No…” You forced out, gritting your teeth as you hang your head low..

“Hmm?” Champa hummed, staring at you quizzingly.

Champa then let out a small noise of surprise, didn’t have time to react as you suddenly lunged forward, placing your hands on his shoulders, firmly holding in place.

“Listen here you plus-sized, pompous little shit! I just about had it with you and your nonsense. I’ve put up with you and your endless, teasing shenanigans all fucking day, dealing with all your shit. I’ve sparred with you, I’ve fed and rubbed your belly, I’ve massaged and got you off, etc. My cock was threatening to burst a hole in my pants from how hard you’ve made me. So consider yourself lucky that I didn’t jump your ass and took you then and there.

“Why you little… to think you would question me about wanting to fuck me just to get your dick wet dick wet is both sad and insulting.” Champa spat out, growing more and more pissed from your mindless rant. But you were not having it, so you quickly interrupted him.

“Don’t even try to deny it. I’ve seen the way you’ve been eyeing my cock the moment I took my clothes off. You practically want to feel what it’s like when I insert, this thick, heavy meat rod inside you. Am I wrong?”

Champa clicked his tongue, removing his gaze from you. “That’s a lie! I don't know what you’re talking about.” He grumbled.

You can definitely tell that he wants it. While his face heavily shows him being in denial, you can see the faintest blush on his cheeks and also desire and want locked and hidden away behind those yellow, slitted eyes of his.

“Uh-huh, sure. I totally believe you.” You said sarcastically.

Champa let out an annoyed growled, turning his eyes back over to you. “Look! I’m not in mood to argue on who’s gonna top or bottom. So I suggest you shut up and do what you’re told or else I’m gonna blast you off the face of this planet.” He threatened.

You double-down on his threat. “Oh, you will let me top you, Champa. Or else…”

“Or else, what? What can you possibly do to get me to change my mind?” He challenges, crossing his arms over his chest as he drills a cold, hard stare into you, waiting to hear your answer.

“I’ll uh…” You trailed off, thinking of a good answer for a moment before quickly responding. “...I’ll tell Bulma to stop serving you those delicious pudding and Vados be strict on your diet..”

“Yeah. So what? Have you forgotten what I said earlier. I can do whatever I want, so limiting me on eating food isn’t gonna do much justice.”

“W-well… I–”

Champa stopped you. “I’m done talking about this. My patience is running thin, so let’s hurry up and finish this so I can call Vados and throw you out of here.”

You let out a sigh of defeat. It looks like you’re not gonna going to fuck this chubby feline’s brains out, no matter how desperate you try and beg of it. Unless…

Your eyes widened as an idea spraked through your brain, a smirk forming across your

lips.

“Your right Champa.”

“I am?” Champa questioned before quickly composing himself. “I mean, of course I am! I’m always right after all!”

You hummed. “True. Although, you may be right on some things, you’re bound find holes in your argument.”

“What do you mean by that?” Champa asked.

You felt a chuckle bubble up your throat. “If I can’t get Vados to stop you from your eating habits and other shenanigans, then maybe Zeno can.”

The room suddenly fell into silence, the atmosphere drastically changing. Champa stared at you wide eyed in mixture of shock and fear, his body growing stiff as you utter the name he’d fear the most.

“W…What did you say?” Champa forced out, his voice stuttering.

‘Bingo.’

You grinned, crossing your arms. “You heard me. If me and Vados can’t stop you in what you eat and whatnot, then perhaps Zeno would help fix that little problem. Hmm… maybe I can persuade Whis to set up a short arrangement so I can meet them in person.”

Champa quickly intervened. “Nuh-uh! No way! Absolutely not! There’s no way in hell I’m gonna let out waltz up to Lord Zeno’s presence and try to speak with them! I forbid it!” He exclaimed.

You raised an eyebrow. “Why not? Goku spoke with them and he’s friends with them.” “That’s because he’s a massive idiot who doesn’t know what he's getting himself into!”

He retaliated.

“True. But no matter what you say to him, Goku always goes by his own rules. Sure he can be a bit of an airhead, but he has a good heart and is always very passionate in wanting to fair match against foes that are stronger than him.” You explained.

“So, with Zeno taking a liking to Goku and the other fighters of Universe 7, myself included, I’m sure they’ll have no problem speaking with me.”

Champa growled out, staring daggers at you as he gnashed his teeth, his body trembling

in rage.

“So, what’s it gonna be? Will you let me top of you for our little session together? Or, do you want me to go to Zeno and speak upon your… promiscuous activities?”

Champa didn’t say anything. He just clicked his tongue, refusing to look at you.

“No answer…?” You asked the pudgy feline, who still didn’t respond.

You gave a nonchalant shrug. “Alright then. I’ll guess I’ll go and talk to them then. I’ll be back in a few.”

You scooted away from the pissed off cat and put two fingers up to your head, using a useful technique called Instant Transmission. Just as you're about to wrap away to where Beerus's planet is located, you felt something grab onto your arm firmly, interrupting your technique.

"Wait, wait, wait, wait!" Champa cried out.

You removed your fingers away from your head as you gave him a silent, blank stare.

"I-I uh…" His cheeks heated up in embarrassment, fumbling over his own words.

"Yes…?" You asked, patiently waiting for an answer.

Champa exhaled hard through his nose, composing himself before responding.

"I'll…" He started before letting out a groan of annoyance. "I'll let you top me for the end of your little session." He begrudgingly said, his cheeks heating up as he casts his yellow slitted eyes elsewhere, anywhere but your face.

"Yes!" You cheered out, doing a little fist pump.

Champa rolled his eyes at your little celebration. "Yeah, yeah. Enjoy your little victory. But know that I'm doing this just because I don't want trouble with Lord Zeno, alright? I'm only bottoming once and that's it! So whenever I decide to let you come visit me, I'm plowing your cheeky ass, got it?"

You gave a light chuckle. "Heh, sure. No problem."

Champa let out a small hum in agreement. "Oh, and one other thing…"

You were suddenly caught off guard as Champa's hand quickly lunged out and grabbed your head within his palms, his clawed fingers pressing a firm grip onto your cheeks and jawline. You were then forcibly pulled forward, your face nearly touching Champa's as the two of you were inches away from each other.

"If you dare so brag about me bottoming in bed with a mere mortal to anyone and especially my annoying twin brother, I will hunt you down till the ends of the earth and kill you with my own bare hands." He threatened, his voice low and venomous.

You wince as you feel his grip tighten around your face, his claws digging your skin, almost drawing blood.

"Do I make myself clear?" He asked lowly, holding your face so you could look him in the eye.

You gave a quick nod. "Yes, yes! I won't tell anyone. Now, let go of me!" You said desperately, feeling your cheekbones creak a bit under the pressure of Champa's grip.

Champa stared at you for a moment before finally letting go of you.

“Thank you.” You breathed out, rubbing your cheeks.

“Whatever.” The sphynx said dismissively.

“Now…”

The feline crawled over to the bench of the bed, laying himself face-down onto the bed sheets, resting his head on his folding arms on top of the pillows. He then, raised his lower up to his knees, bending over as he presented his massive hindquarters to you.

“Hurry up and… take me, Y/N.” He said, cringing at what he said as his cheeks burned red in humiliation.

You gulped loudly, blushing hotly as you feel your dick twitch to life at seeing Champa display a massive, round, plump backside right before your very eyes, with him being submissive no less. Your length soon grew back to full mast, standing tall and proud, throbbing hard as precum leaked down the hard shaft. You felt a wide grin morph your lips as your eyes quickly caught the expression on Champa’s face having a rather… nervous look on his face before instantly disappearing.

“Oh, don’t worry. I’ll be sure to not disappoint you in the slightest.” You said confidently, gripping your shaft and giving it a few pumps.

“You better not. Do a piss poor job in trying to bring me to climax, I’ll stop and take over from then. I’m not even sure you can even handle me considering you passed out underneath me.” He said smugly, a cat-like grin morphing his muzzle.

“Although, I wouldn’t mind snapping that dick of yours in half. So, watch yourself Hehe.” Champa snickered.

“Geez. Bossy much?” You asked him.

“Hey. I aim to get the best experience in bed.” Champa resorted, pointing a clawed finger

at you.

‘If Champa was a power bottom, he’d fit that role perfectly.’ You thought to yourself. “Now, grab the bottle of massage oil and let’s do this already. Remember, pleasure me

or…” Champa made a *krck!* noise along with making a snapping motion with his fist.

“Sure. Whatever you say.” You said in monotone.

Turning away from Champa, you went over and grabbed the bottle of massage oil left at the end of the bed. With it in the palm of your grasp., your poured out the rest of its contents onto your hard, twitching shaft before discarding it Your then brought your hand down low to your crotch using and began to pump and stroke your cock, coating the thick shaft with the slick, runny liquid. Shortly, your dick is all lubed up and ready to it, standing tall between your legs, the skin glistening in oil under the lights.

You crawled over back to where Champa is still bend over, positioning yourself right behind his fat, plump rump stuck out before you. You felt a rush giddiness quell through you, your heart treathieing to burst out of your chest for how excited you are. You dreamed of this day wanting to fuck a God of Destruction. And now, that dream has finally come true.

“Alright Champa. Spread your ass cheeks nice and wide. Lemme see that tight hole of

yours.”

Champa grumbled something inaudible before complying, reaching his hands behind him to spread his bulbous cheeks apart. The sphynx’s face turned red as he exposed his hole to you, the wrinkled orifice having a light shimmer under your lingering saliva as it winked and clenched in the open air. He’d never felt more violated in being in this kind of position.

You grinned at the sight. Taking a closer look at that, you're rather… eviscerating tongue treatment against his tailhole seemed to undo all of it’s progress, now left it look more puffy and tight. But, you consider loosening him up a bit more to help get yourself situated inside him and take care of everything there. Of course, you want to take your time and savor every last moment for this occasion.

“Ugh. Are you going to fuck me or not?” Champa asked, voicing his complaint.

“Hehe. I will. I’m just admiring the view.” You purred, giving his rump a good spank for emphasis, making his cheeks wobble for a good seconds before settling.

The feline jumped a bit, his body stiffening as a small breath hitched from his mouth from the hard smack of your palm against his ass cheek before slumping down grumbling.

Scooting forward a bit, you reach down and grab the base of your hard shaft, swinging it upwards and slapping it down between the crack of the sphinx’s ass. Champa lighty shivered as felt precum spurt out from the tip of your dick, trickling down his lower back.

“This may sting a little bit. But it’s to help loosen you up more so you can handle me.” You softly said.

Pushing your cock out from between Champa’s crack, you slapped a hand onto the sphynx’s pillowy rump to hold the spread cheek. You then raised your other free hand, which was coated with the crystallized massage oil from earlier, and jammed your index finger into Champa’s tight asshole, wiggling it around as you pushed it deeper inside.

The sphynx’s body stiffened, letting out a gasp from the sudden intrusion as he felt you penetrating his inner walls, reflectively clenching himself hard down around the invasive finger, contracting his bowels, etc. But it proved to be useless as all he could do was sit there and be finger-fucked by you.

The rather humiliating act for Champa continued for quite some time, with you thrusting your finger in and out of him in a smooth, diligent pace, adding a second finger to help out the process. All the while, the sphynx’s buried his face into the pillow, his face burning in a mixture of anger, and humiliation. He hated how powerless he was to resist. He hated how you, of all people, can take control of this mating he’s about to endure.

Eventually, the fingering treatment started to get a bit more pleasurable, all of the pain he felt at the start quickly fading away. Champa squirmed as you plunged into the depths of his body, keeping his cheeks spreaded apart. Although, as he turned his head over and brought his eyes up to you, only to quickly look away and hide his red face as he saw a smug grin plastered onto your lips. As you continue to thrust your finger in-and-out of the feline’s hot, stretchy hole, Champa clench his stomach muscles, his brow furrowing as he small moan slipped from his lips before quickly shutting himself up, his cheeks burning a deep shade of red in embarrassment as he can feel the massive shit-eating grin you’re giving him behind his back. He doesn’t want to make himself look like he’s actually enjoying this treatment you’re giving him. It was nothing

more than a small tingly feeling to him. But, that didn't prove much worthy to him as the pleasured sensation he was desperately trying to hide failed as smoothly break down his walls.

Before he can get used to the sensation, it suddenly came to an end when you pulled your fingers out of anus with a wet pop, much to his internal disappointment, and gave his cheek a light pat to single that you’re done preparing him.

“Alright. I think you're good to go. Are you ready for this?”

Champa let out an inaudible moan, lifting his head up from the pillow, refusing to look you in the head.

“Do your worst.” He spat.

You chuckled. “Geez, Champa. I’m going to kill you something.” You teased.

“Just shut up and get on with it.” He growled out, resting his chin back down onto the

pillow.

You grinned. “As you wish.”

Reaching down, you grabbed the base of your thick shaft and swung it upward, lining it up to Champa’s loosened pucker, holding onto Champa’s rump for support to steady yourself. The sphynx tensed up, gritting his teeth as he felt the tip of your leaking cock smear precum all over his pucker, lubricating him more thoroughly.

Then, you start to ease yourself forward, pressing the blunt, leaking tip of your cock against the feline’s wet, taught hole. Champa’s eyes widened, gritting his teeth as he felt anus stretch open to the size of your length, feeling a painful, burning sensation as the hot ring flesh allowed your length to enter his clenching interiors. The feline tried to keep his breaths steady, clenching his fists as he forced himself to relax his clenching inner walls while you plunge yourself deeper to him slowly, one inch at a time.

Champa never felt anything like this before. Sure, he knows that your big down there is all that, but he didn’t expect you to also be thick and girthy. It felt like his asshole is gonna split in two because of it! But still, something deep inside him felt… a sort of yearning… wanting nothing more than feeling the satisfaction of taking your impressive cock.

After what felt like hours for the large cat deity, you pushed your massive length all the way deep inside Champa’s quivering bowels, letting out a sigh as your crotch touching his

voluptuous ass. You hold yourself still for a moment giving the deity a moment to help adjust to the feeling. The pain that the feline’s felt from his stretched-out anus steadily disappeared afterwards.

The sphynx’s let out a shaky exhale, a moan threathering to escape his lips as he felt your cock throbbing thickly in guts, feeling the heat radiate in his belly. He can even feel the smooth tip of your cock pressed lightly against his prostate, which made his own length throb underneath him and against the bed sheets as he felt short bursts of pleasure course up his spine.

“You ready, Champa?” You asked, waiting for his permission.

“Yes.” Champa softly said, resting his head against the pillow, bracing himself.

Even though he doesn’t want to admit it, he feels… nervous yet excited at the same time. He can hardly concentrate on anything besides the big, throbbing warmth inside his rectum. And even though the two of you just barely started, Champa can already tell that Vados is gonna be commenting on how he’ll be walking funny for the next couple of days.

But for you… you’re going to breed him, nice and good till he feels numb.

Taking the initiative, you slowly pulled your hips back, the thick slab of meat sliding about just halfway before firmly thrusting yourself back in, causing a audible plap to sound in the air as your hips smacked into the wobbling, doughy cat rump.

Champa's breath hitched, his back arching as a powerful sensation wrecked through his body from your first thrust. It was nothing like he ever felt before. Having something so deep inside him and touching his prostate that easily, from a measly human no less. It’s something unheard of. And he wanted more of it.

Chucking at the initial reaction of you pounding his love button, you began to fuck the cat deity at a gentle, methodical slow pace. You wrapped your hands around his waist, holding him close as you thrust yourself in and out the sphynx’s body repeatedly. Champa gripped the bed sheets tightly in a white-knuckled grip, struggling to keep himself from moaning in pleasure. His eyes fluttered, his limbs quivering each time his ass collided with your wetly, his cock throbbing underneath him as the sounds of lewd, wet smacks echoed out from you breeding him. He even couldn’t stop himself from rocking himself back in time with your thrusts. Sweat was dripping from his brow, down his body as the atmosphere in the bedroom chamber became more

like a sauna, mostly because of the thick shaft inside of him and the utter warmth of your body pressed against his.

“Hah… hah… damn. Even with all that treatment I gave you, you’re tight as ever.” You grunted out in between thrusts. Your cock gave a hard throb as you felt his walls clamp down on you a bit, making your dick spurt precum against the stretched rim. It aroused you further as you hear his anus squelch loudly to your humps.

“Anyways, you holding up ok?” You asked.

Champa didn’t give a coherent answer, his face buried into the pillows, trying to keep the volume of his moans to a minimum.

“OhhFfffHhnm…” Champa let out.

You gave a snicker. “Mhm. Tell me about it.” You said, playing along while you continue to hump the submissive feline.

“Nnnmgh…fuck! Ahh…”

“Uh-huh. Enjoying getting some good dick?”

“Mrffghsfhmhh… I… I… ohhhmnngh…”

“Heh. I know, I know.”

“MMmnFFMrff…”

“Although…” You slowed your thrusts down for a moment, pulling yourself out till the tip of your dick is teasingly still lodged inside Champa’s anus. “...Even though I got you the moan, it feels like I’m not doing it hard enough.” You said smugly.

“So, would you like me to fuck you senseless?” You said with a dark grin.

Collecting himself, Champa raised his head from the pillow and looked over his shoulder. His face is burning red, his muzzle slightly agape in soft pants as his yellow slitted eyes stared at you in full lust.

The feline nodded. “Y…yes. Please.” He whimpered out.

You felt your eyes widened at that. Not only Champa looked adorable being submissive but also he’s begging you to fuck him silly. It gave a electrical surge of arousal to flow through your veins, burning deep inside your gut.

“Heh. As you wish, Lord Champa.” You growled out.

You pushed forward, slamming your hips against the feline’s jiggling rump as you rammed your cock all the way down to the hilt inside Champa’s bowels, stuffing him fully with your thick, girthy cock. Champa's back arched, eyes threatening to roll into the back of his head as a loud moan left his lips.

You then started to move your hips, hard and fast, pulling Champa into each thrust him as you pushed your shaft deep inside his asshole. The sphynx bit his lip, trying to keep himself steady as his body rocked against your hard, rough thrusts. It felt utterly amazing to him, to having a mere mortal fuck him hard in the ass. He was quickly losing himself more and more to it each time to roughly thrust against his prostate, his mind growing hazy through the harsh mating you’re giving him.

The two of you went at it for a few minutes, the sounds of moans and pants, as well the lewd, wet slaps of your bodies slamming together ringout out in the musky atmosphere of the bedroom chamber. Champa’s erection was throbbing hard underneath him, rubbing against the bed sheets as spurts of precum leaked out from your furious thrusts, plunging your cock in his trembling, needy body.

The sphynx’s body is covered in sweat, starting to feel light-headed from the sheer intensity of your expertise in animalistic mating. He pushed himself back against you, feeling his body jiggle and bounce to your hungry thrusts, your balls slapping together.

Champa moaned, reaching a hand down to his small duck to jerk himself off fuiriously to your hard-hitting humps. He could hardly breathe, he can smell you all over him, amplifying his arousal more as he feels throbbing, growing pressure in his lions begging to be released. He squeezed his eyes shut, his face twisted in intense pleasure as all he could think about is how that heavy, thick cock of yours is plowing through him like it’s nothing.

It felt so good to be fucked like this and Champa doesn’t want this to end anything soon. Champa’s eyes widened as he felt his orgasm come fast and hit him hard than a Super

Dragon Fist. Arching his back, he cried out, squeezing the shaft between his legs tightly as thick, ropes of semen came spurting out from his length, his prostate pulsating and contracting as he shot his load all over the bed sheets. It was a release unlike anything he’d ever experience before.

It was intense, long-lasting, and utterly euphoric. His whole body wrecked in throbbing pleasure, shuddering as you slammed yourself into his quivering guts.

“Heh. Cute.” You grunted out, pausing yourself for a moment to delightfully watch Champa break down in front of you, wasting his precious godly spunk everywhere on the sheets before resuming your ruthless, non-stop thrusting, bringing him pure ecstasy in his mind-numbing orgasm.

Champa slumped his head against the pillow, his face burning in lust and humiliation that he came first before you, but he didn't care. He was too far gone with what’s going on around him, his mind consumed in endless amounts of hazy pleasure. He eyes rolled into the back of his head, his tongue lolling out his open mouth as you continue to fuck him senseless. He felt like he’s going to collapse any second, his body quivering from both pleasure and exhaustion.

Then, you let out a loud, firm grunt You grunted, leaning over the sphynx’s to get better coverage as your thrusts start to increase in speed, effectively breeding the large feline beneath you roughly. Fluids spurt out of Champa’s abused hole and between your sealed bodies, trickling down his ballacks and legs as he’s ruthlessly pounded. With your cock constantly twitching and spurting out precum, it wouldn’t be long till you fill him with your large amounts of human cum inside of him. He could hardly wait.

Eventually, after a few more hard thrusts, you squeezed your eyes shut as you let out a loud moan, gripping the feline’s waist tightly as you felt your balls churning with extrusion, begging for your sperm to be released. With one final thrust, you pushed your cock deep inside Champa’s bowels, causing him to arch his back and let out a howl of pleasure as you pressed your violently twitching cock against his sensitive prostate, stretching his asshole to the very limit.

And then, the dam was finally broken.

Champa’s eyes widened as he felt the thick spurts of your scalding hot cum erupt from your pulsating dick, splashing against his bowels and inner walls as you filled him with your load in seconds. The sphynx could feel each heavy thick rope of your hot jizz pump itself deep inside his body, making him shiver in pure pleasure as his whole being felt utterly warm. Even though it wasn’t noticeable, Champa could feel his belly distend a little bit as you pump more of

your filling load inside his guts. He felt full, but you continue to squirt your excessive, pent-up load into him, some of the excess cum leaking out of the plunged rim of his asshole, squelching wetly as it dripped down his nutsack and quivering legs.

The powerful orgasm lasted for a good while before it eventually tapered off to an end, which Champa let out a sigh of relief. You slumped forward, resting your cheek against the feline’s back as the two of you recovered in silence, your bodies drenched in sweat as the sounds of heavy pants and well as the faints sounds of the massive amounts of cum shifting noisily inside the feline’s bloated gut filled the room.

“Hah…hah… fuck, that was good.” You managed out, your voice sounding tired from the whole ordeal before letting a gentle chuckle. “I’m going to pull out, ok?”

Champa didn’t reply, he just moved his head with a shaky nod.

You kindly got off of the exhausted cat, pulling yourself back as you let your softening member slide out from the sphynx’s anus with a wet pop, slapping the leaking, flopping appendage to one of your own thighs. Champa squeezed his eyes shut, letting out a low moan as he pushed out a torrential flood of pearly white semen out his gaping hole, forming a decent sized puddle on the bedsheets between his legs. Unable to hold himself up much longer, he collapsed on the bed, shivering from head-to-toe of the hard fucking he’d just endured, feeling the endless stream of jizz leak out from his hole. Raising a weak arm, he reached behind him and jammed two fingers inside, clenching his inner muscles as he tried to keep anymore from escaping.

Meanwhile, you sat back, holding yourself up with you hands as you watched with amusement of how the Destroyer splayed out in front of you, leaking your seed. You felt a sense of accomplishment flow within you. You were able to convince a God of Destruction to bottom for you and you’d fuck them senseless because of it. You never felt more proud of yourself in your entire life.

“Ohhh…” Champa moaned, his voice sounding weak and hoarse, his face buried into the fluffy pillow.

“You gonna be ok, Champa?” You asked.

“Mmmngh… yeah… I’ll be ok. Just… fuck, I’m sweating like a pig. Give me a minute.” Champa panted out.

“Heh. Guess this is your kind of exercise, huh Champa?” You teased.

“Shut up, Y/N.” Champa grumbled out. which you lighty snickered at.

You watched in silent as you gave the cat god time to collect himself from the vigorous sex you two had. After a moment of him heavily panting and riding out the afterglow, Champa finally manages to calm himself down. He pushed himself up from the bed, his limbs still shaking a bit as turned to lay on his side, his bloated belly admitting a light sloshing noise from the movement. He then winced, his legs curling up a bit as he felt a painful jolt in his lower back.

“Ugh! Fuck, my back. I don’t think I’m gonna be able to walk anytime soon thanks to you.” He said, rubbing the sore part on his lower back.

“Heh, I’ll take that a compliment then.” You said with a smirk, to which Champa simply rolled his eyes in response.

Letting out a soft sigh, you crawled forward, laying yourself down right next to the exhausted cat. You stared up at the ceiling far above you, bringing your hands together as the two of you fell into awkward silence. That is until you decide to break the silence by speaking up.

“So…” You slowly started, turning your head over to the laid-out cat. “How was that? Did you enjoy it?”

“It was alright, I guess. Nothing good but nothing bad either.” Champa simply said, with a small shrug of his shoulders.

You raised an eyebrow. “Oh? Then what was all the moaning you did earlier? Or how you were rocking back against me while I was thrusting into you? Something tell me that you enjoyed me fucking you to begin with, huh?” You teased.

Champa let out a groan, pinching the bridge between his eyes, a blush blooming on his chubby cheeks. “Okay, okay, fine! I enjoyed what you did fto me! You don’t have to rub it in!”

You smirked. “Heh. So does this mean I get to top you more often?” “Hell no!” He exclaimed, shooting down your question. “Oh…” You said, feeling a bit let down.

“But…” You perked up from hearing Champa’s voice.

“I’ll… consider giving you a chance for that kind of stuff in the future.” He bashfully said, scratching his cheek as he casted his gaze off to the side.

“Aw, thanks Champa!” You said happily.

Champa waved off your thanks dismissively. “Eh, don’t count on it. Remember, I’m still gonna pound your ass the next time we do this kinda stuff again. As I said before, I’m a Destoyer and you’re a mortal from Universe 7.”

You gave a snicker, resting both arms behind your head as you turned your attention back to the ceiling. “Sure. Whatever you say, Champa.” You said, which the shynx’s let out a small hum in response.

The two of you fell into silence once again, the sounds of the large hourglasses slowly moving about within the expansive bedroom chamber. Until… Champa decided to speak.

“Hey uh… Y/N?” Champa softly called your name out.

“Yeah? What is it?” You asked, turning your head back over to the cat next to you.

“I would like to… confess something.”

You raised an eyebrow. “Go on…”

Champa let out a soft breath before continuing. “I want to say, I really enjoyed spending time with you today. Even though you can be a pain in the ass sometimes, you’re still a mortal that I can tolerate and be around with. Plus, it was fun teasing you about what you like and such.”

You smiled. “Well I’m glad you feel that way about me. And sure, you have that god complex going on and you can be annoying, childish and stuck up sometimes. But that isn’t going to affect our friendship, Champa.”

A soft smile grew upon Champa’s muzzle. “Thank you, Y/N.” He said sincerely. “And also…”

“Hm?”

Champa cheeks turned red, his yellow eyes casting off to the side. “I… also have another thing I would like to confess.”

“Okay then… shoot.” You said, shuffling in your position to make yourself more comfortable, holding your chin up with your hand.

“Well… um… it’s… I-I uh…” Champa stumbles over his words, his face burning red as he struggling to put out what he’s trying to say.

“Hmm?” You hummed out, staring at the pudgy cat in slight confusion.

The purple sphynx let out a hard exhale. “Look, I’m not good at spouting out my feelings n’ crap to someone. So I’m just gonna flat out say it.”

“I… I like you.” Champa softly confessed.

You felt your eyes widened, your heart skipping a beat inside your chest. “What?” “I… like you. I have for quite some time now. Never in a thousand years would I find

myself attracted to a lowly mortal like you. But… here we are. There’s just something about you that’s just… makes me feel at ease for some reason. You're the only one who actually… knows their place when I’m in anyone’s presence. But also… you’re very kind to me… treat me with respect and make me feel special and stuff. It… makes me feel all… warm and fuzzy inside.”

You stayed silent, staring at the cat god in awe as your mind is still processing what the sphynx is saying. Champa, the God of Destruction of Universe 6, is actually confessing his love for you. You never thought this day would come. You’re practically screaming with joy inside, feeling absolutely giddy.

“So…yeah. That’s what I think about you. And… I hope this doesn't taint our friendship and stuff.” He said awkwardly.

“Oh no. It won’t affect our friendship.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.” You nodded. “In fact… I have my own confession to make.”

Smiling, you shuffled closer to the purple sphynx, your naked bodies touching each other as your faces are inches apart.

“W-what is it?” Champa stammered out.

“I actually kind of like you too.” You confessed.

Being forward, you leaned in and pressed a soft, gentle loving kiss upon Champa’s lips. It was a little awkward because of Champa’s muzzle, but with a slight tilt of your head, you managed to wrap his lips around yours. You felt Champa’s body tense up, his eyes widening in surprise as if he did not expect a sudden kiss from you. But he starts to relax, letting out a small

moan against your lips as you gently cupped his cheeks, using your thumb to gently rub them in slow, soft circles. He then slowly closed his eyes and starts to kiss you back, wrapping his arms around you as he holds you close to him.

The kiss lasted for a mere moment before you decided to pull away. Your lips detach from his with a soft, audible smack, the two of you softly panting as both of you stared in each other’s eyes.

“I… wow.” Champa panted out, his cheeks burning red.

“Yeah.” You breathed out. “I hope that explains my feelings towards you well enough.” You said with a smirk.

“Y-yes! That explains it pretty well!” He said, nodding eagerly, which you light chuckle. “Good.” You hummed out, burying your face against Champa’s neck, letting out a soft

sigh, breathing in his natural scent, making you feel at ease.

Champa watched you, pulling you closer to large, warm body, squeezing you as you tangled your legs around his. The sphynx’s barely could believe he’s doing this, holding his friend, no… his lover close of him, all the while you’re nuzzling him affectionately.

The two of you remained silent for a few minutes, holding each other close. Until Champa sspoke up.

“So uh… Y/N?”

You pulled your face out from Champa’s neck to look at him. “Mm?” “Does this mean…were… as what you humans say on Earth, boyfriends?” “Heh. Yeah, I guess we are.”

Champa gave a soft smile in return. “I’m glad. But, even though we just had sex and all that other crap, I still want to take my time to take things slow and get to know you better. Instead of us just being–”

“Friends with benefits?” You finished his sentence.

“Yeah, that.” He said with a bashful nod. “I hope that’s alright with you.”

“That’s perfectly fine with me. Though I wouldn’t mind if you want to get frisky with me.” You said a flirty smile, wiggling your eyebrows.

“Heh. Will make note of that.” He said with a grin.

“Also, Champa?”

“Yes?” Champa asked.

“Since we’re now lovers, there’s something I want to try.”

Champa tilted his head a bit in confusion. “Uh… sure. What do you– ah!”

The sphynx let out a small noise in surprise as you catch him off guard by reaching your hand up and gently wrapping your fingers around the edges of his large, right ear, sliding around them. With a mischievous grin, you began to rub it, working your fingers along the inner edges. Champa felt his body stiffened, his toes curling and his screwing up, making the grin on your face widen at the sight. Never have you thought that Champa has a secret guilty pleasure in having his ears played with. This newly discovered knowledge has given you more fun, teasing ideas on what you plan on doing with him in the future,

“W…wha… what are you… Mmmgh.” Champa moaned out.

“Hehe. Does Champa like having his ears played with?” You said teasingly, your fingernails scratching a particularly sensitive spot inside his ear, causing him to arch his back, letting out a shameful loud moan.

“Uuughh…Nmmmnn…” Champa moaned out, spilling out a mess of incoherent words, like his brain had suddenly shut off. His tongue had nearly fallen out of his muzzle as he tried to speak. But the pleasure of you rubbing your soft, delicate fingers against his sensitive ears was too much for him to handle.

You were grinning like an idiot, enjoying watching the Destroyer writhe and squirm in pleasure of playing with his ears. But eventually, you decide to let your hands go against his ears, giving him a chance of breathe from the… erotic simulation.

Champa panted heavily, catching his breath as he tried to quell the burning sensation he feel in his lions. Once he collected himself, he cast a hard glare.

“How… how dare you! Who gave you the right to touch my ears? Don’t touch them ever again, got it?”

You pouted at him. “Aw, come on. What’s wrong with me touching your ears? I actually find it to be pretty cute that I got a reaction out of you.”

Champa blushed, avoiding your gaze. “W-whatever! Just don’t touch them!”

You gave a light snicker. “Sure, sure.”

The deity let out a light huff before letting out a loud yawn, small tears forming at the edge of his eyelids.

“Haahh… mmmn. God, I feel tired.” He tiredly said, rubbing the sleepy tears out of his

eyes.

“Mmm, same. Today was quite… eventful if I do say so myself.” You quipped, which Champa out a small hum in agreement.

“So uh… is it alright if they stay and cuddle with you?” You shyly asked.

The deity gave a small nod. “Eh, sure. I’ll let out stay a little while longer. I’ll let Vados know when she arrives.”

“Thank you, Champa.” You happily said, which the feline gave a small hum, a soft blush blooming his cheeks.

“Whatever. Let’s just go to sleep already. Hopefully, this pain in my back would go

away.”

You giggled. “Heh. Yeah.”

You pushed your face into Champa's neck again, wrapping your arms around him as you snuggled close to him, smiling as his body heat wrapped around you like a warm blanket. Champa let out a soft sigh, resting his chin on top of your head as he held you close as well, his claws gently grazing your smooth back soothingly.

“I love you, Champa.” You murmured into his neck.

Champa's eyes widened a bit before a small, loving smile spread across his muzzle. “I love you too, Y/N.” He uttered softly, placing a soft peck on your forehead before resting his chin on top of your head once again.

You smiled at feeling his lips touching your forehead, causing you snuggle even closer to him, pressing yourself up against his soft, squishy body. You can hear his heart softly beating within his chest as well as feel his soft purrs vibrate your head and entire being. Then, after a minute or two of you and Champa holding each other, the two of you began to doze off, the sounds of your soft breaths matching one another as the two of you slept with contented smiles on each other's faces.

“Wait. You’re still not gonna tell Lord Zeno about me, are you?”

THE END

