That’s Not Goo’d 
The sun beat down on everyone at the beach. The parking lot was filled to the brim, with a crowd surrounding the far left side of the Furry Flex Cove. Usually, the shore was divided in half; the northern end reserved for muscular, fit beachgoers to tan and complete their reps in the sunshine, while the southern side was reserved for families, regular beach goers, and others who didn’t wish to see towering beasts flexing their bodies. 
Today, however, the northern side was overflowing. The annual lifting contest was in full swing and down to the final two contestants. Bodybuilders and beach babes alike made their way over to watch. The smell of musk, sweat, and protein shakes filled the air, deterring some of the regular goers. All the better for the bros who wished to cheer on their fellow bros, bro.
“C’mon, Finn! Don’t let this scrawny Lucario beat you!” 
“Herc, baby! Show ‘em what you got!”
The final contestants were lying on their backs, grasping the bar, struggling to keep going. Breaking all the rules of usual gym behavior and proper weight lifting procedures, whoever stopped lifting would be the loser. Finn, the buff Feraligatr, gritted his teeth and wrapped his claws around the bar. He had trained for years to reach peak masculine performance. Even with his wide, round lower half that he couldn’t seem to get rid of, his biceps were nearly as large as his head. He never told anyone his routine or let any secrets out. No copycats allowed. He was his own man, and no influencer on social media would ever reach his level.
His opponent arrogantly called himself Hercules. His rippling muscles were larger than Finn’s, in all fairness, but there was a key reason that Finn wanted to beat this Lucario. As many followers on social media as he had, and as much as he flexed on others, he was a big faker. Hercules used his aura to help him lift! Finn started from square one, a pudgy little Totodile, and worked his way up in the world on sincerity and hard work. Even if Hercules’s muscles were real, his persona was a farce.
This was personal.
Refs stood behind the contestants, spotting and counting. Finn took a cautious look at Hercules, who was struggling after working his way up to the finals. Not even his aura would help here. Finn trained relentlessly to maintain his stamina, working his way to this point in his career. 
“31. 32. 33. 34.” Finn’s spotter counted, the Machamp maintaining a flat expression. 
“28… 29… 30…” Hercules was slowing down. 
Really, it was no surprise, 500 lbs was no small feat for Pokémon in their class. It’s a war of attrition. Finn thought, thinking he sounded very intelligent, and hoping he used that correctly. As long as he kept going, and Hercules gave up with a lower count, he would win.
“COME ON CHAMP!” Graveler shouted at Finn from the crowd. “He’s slowing down!”
The world around Finn was a blur, white noise.
Pure focus.
He didn’t bother counting, as the ref was doing that for him.
Before he knew it, the faint, cheering sound filled his ears, sounding miles and miles away. Machamp grabbed the bar, taking it from him. 
The world came back into focus. Finn rose from the bench and looked around. Hercules was out of energy, dangling from the bench like a deflated balloon, his swole chest heaving. The main ref grabbed Finn’s arm and raised it. “WINNER!”
The crowd cheered. Everyone was blurry to Finn, being jerked from his focus so suddenly. However, one Pokémon was clear to him. Somehow in focus while the others weren’t. An enormous Goodra. Orange, with a red underbelly. A light pink bikini barely covered her chest. It was hard to see anything else, due to the various heads, but she was so elated to see him win, more so than anyone else. Who was this girl?
After the crowds had cleared, autographs were signed, and Hercules vanished in shame, Finn started packing his things. He thought of the Goodra in the crowd. “Man, she was gorgeous. Too bad I didn’t get to talk to her.” The bulge in his dark green Speedo agreed. He looked around, hoping that no one was watching. He was ashamed of his manhood. It wasn’t the size; he was much larger than most at a whopping 10 inches. Due to all the lifting, protein shakes, and lack of sexual encounters he had, he was a quick shot. So quick, in fact, that sometimes he would cum just from seeing a beautiful woman up close. 
“Hi, Finn,” A sensual voice said behind him. He turned and was met with a set of red abs. Looking up, a massive pair of tits. “Amazing job today,” the voice cooed. “I finally got a chance to meet you.” 
It was the Goodra! She was waiting for him! AND SHE WAS SO TALL! Yeah, Finn was only four foot six, but this was insane! She was nearly twice his height! “Oh, thanks,” Finn said, swallowing his surprise. All he had to do was not focus on the… oh no! He forgot about his boner! He looked down, seeing the throbbing shaft in his pants. “Uh…”
The Goodra didn’t seem to notice. Or if she did, she didn’t care. “I’ve been watching your stuff for a long time. You’ve been my inspiration to get fit.” She pulled her phone from her cleavage, not helping Finn’s situation at all. “I even have before and after pics.” She swiped a few times on the screen and lowered it to Finn’s height. On the left was a rotund orange Goodra. The usual Goodra look. He never considered anyone unfit or out of shape unless it was a risk to their health. In this case, this was just how Goodra were. But the fact that this girl was able to make such a difference was phenomenal. He got another look at the girl in front of him. Six pack abs, a rockin’ pair of tits, and hips that certainly didn’t look fat but were sensual and filled out. The pink bikini bottom wasn’t perfectly visible thanks to her body sucking it in. It looked so tight, was something wrong? But she had legs! Goodra had legs of course, but they were wide and to the sides of her body. This Goodra has sensual, long legs.
She seemed to notice Finn ogling back and forth between the before pic and her. “I know, right? I didn’t even know this would happen.” Her tail swayed back and forth so happy that she was meeting her hero. “I’m so happy to tell you this. Just… thank you.” She started to blush.
Finn suddenly found his words. “Pardon me,” he cleared his throat. “This is amazing progress!” He was genuinely amazed. “I’ve never seen anyone improve so much. This is, just…” he lost his words again. 
“Hey,” the Goodra started to say. “Can I ask you something?” Finn nodded. “I know you’ve probably been asked so many times.” Her entire face turned red. “I wanna fuck you so bad!” She shouted, suddenly covering her mouth. Her green eyes narrowed in fear.
Finn took a step back. She was right, this wasn’t the first time he was asked for sex. Obviously, he would say no. However, whether it was his raging boner or perhaps the fact that she had worked so hard, something in his mind made him think otherwise. He grasped Goodra’s hand and looked into her eyes. “What’s your name?”
She was so surprised. Her desire slipped, and she expected it to end in disaster. But no, here was Finn, the one who inspired her to develop a rockin' body, holding her hand! “E-E-E-E-Emmy…”
“Come with me, Emmy.” Finn smiled. “I think you need a reward for coming this far.”
Finn didn’t waste any time once he took her to his hotel. The moment the door was closed, he ripped off his speedo, revealing his cock to her. Emmy fell onto the bed and pulled her top off, beckoning him to toy with them. 
His clawed hands sunk into the gooey breasts. Her puffy, pale pink nipples were so enticing and begging to be touched and teased. Finn carefully grasped them between his thumb and forefinger, minding to not scratch them with his claws. They were firm despite Emmy's gooey body. Finn went to town on them; twisting, pulling, and more importantly, sucking. He listened to Emmy's sensual moans to gauge how he was doing. The louder she was, the better he was performing, and the softer her voice got, the more he amped up his assault on her titties. Finn didn't bother keeping track of time, her fun bags were his playthings and she certainly didn't tell him to stop.
Emmy’s legs wrapped themselves around his torso, trapping him there. There was nothing else for it. His lips latched onto her nipple and started sucking fervently. “Gah!” Emmy shouted, not caring if the next room over heard their promiscuous love making. She was losing control. Goo was leaking from her nipples, the orange goop spilling out of one while flowing down Finn's throat as he continued to hungrily suck and suck like a baby. “Finn,” she squeaked. “Please stop.” She didn't want to lose control again. 
Not after last time.  
Finn didn't listen though. He was unable to. The goo that gushed down his throat was doing more to his body than he realized. His eyes took a distinct purple color, replacing his fierce yellow. He didn't let go, continuing to suck and suck. 
Emmy whined, feeling herself losing her sense of control. The bottoms that she distinctly left on her body were getting tighter, holding on by a thread. It was only a matter of time now. Emmy tried to push Finn away. “Finn, please. I don't want to, Ooooooooooh!” Finn grasped her free nipple and pinched it. Goo spewed from it like a fountain, staining the bedsheets, the ceiling, and both of them. 
That was it.
The bottoms snapped. From it, sprang a massive futa cock nearly as tall as Finn, with enormous churning balls. The compression bikini had given out. No! Emmy shouted. But her voice didn't work. A smirk wiped over her face. Her eyes glowed with mischief and misdeeds. She didn't want this to happen, and didn't think of what would happen if it came to sex. She never thought that far ahead, and this is what she deserved. 
“Knock knock, Finny~” Emmy cooed in a more sultry tone. Her throbbing cock was prodding at Finn's asshole, leaking precum like someone didn't turn off the faucet. “You like my body so much, you can have more!” She shoved her cock into the Pokémon's ass, past his taut asscheeks, and unused entrance, inviting herself inside for a tour of his Chocolate Factory. Finn's eyes practically bulged out of his head as he screamed. His claws sunk into her breasts, and sank into her gooey body. He tried to pull his hands out, but he was trapped! Even his legs sunk into her thighs, restraining him. 
What's happening?! Finn screamed inside. His mouth wasn't obeying, but his eyes were showing what was really happening. Purple spread over the rest of his eye, and glowed radiantly. An orange hue spread from his asshole, covering his ass and working its way over the rest of his body. A slutty moan escaped his mouth as Emmy started thrusting. 
“Good boy~” Emmy cooed. “I always get what I want.” She watched as orange took over Finn's built arms. “It was bound to happen eventually. Better to get it over with anyway~” A long, dripping tongue shot from her mouth and entered Finn's open, panting maw. It stretched further and slithered down his throat, coiling through his insides and reaching his stomach. Goo pumped into him, hiding his tight abs. 
It was all starting to disappear. Finn was forgetting everything. His coach, all the practice that he had put himself through – it was vanishing, replacing itself with pleasure. Submission to his mistress. Maybe this would be better than spending so many hours at the gym and restricting his diet. Having such a strict routine was stressful sometimes, even with one cheat day a week. 
I don't want to forget! 
I don't want to forget!
don't want…
I want…
I want to forget.
Finn leaned forward, sucking on Emmy's tongue. A warmth embraced him as the wave of orange reached his torso, taking over his arms, legs, and reaching the tip of his tail. His dick was waving around with the back-and-forth motion of Mistress's thrusts, begging for release. It wouldn't be that easy, though. The orange member had already submitted, his balls flapping around with the motion of the ocean.
Emmy pulled her tongue out of Finn's body, savoring the tightness of his insides. “You're almost mine, Finny~” Emmy started pulling him into her body, arms first. As his head reached her breasts and squished between them, Finn had submitted to his fate. 
Her balls throbbed, quivering with climax. “With this, you'll be mine.” Finn felt his hole stretch wider, screaming and on fire. This was his Mistress's blessing. Her gift! 
A behemoth sized load was pumped inside of Finn. His already inflated stomach doubled in size, orange cum filling him to the brim. His head was already submerged in her body though, whatever mass that she was depositing into his bitch hole would go right back into her. His legs sank into his body, leaving his pelvis and hole exposed. Emmy continued to pump her gooey seed into him, only making her belly larger and larger, practically undoing all the progress she had done. Her hips expanded, legs stretching to the sides of her body, and cock stretching wider with the added mass! Emmy screamed with the ecstasy of absorbing Finn and unloading her cock combined. Her weight nearly too much for the bed, it creaked loudly. 
As Finn entered her body completely, Emmy's cock shot out of his ass and spewed her seed over her body and the sheets. What landed on her body, sunk into her as if it were never there. Her dick got smaller and smaller until it was no bigger than Finn's.
Emmy lay there on the creaking bed, panting and moaning, no longer fit and nimble, reverted to her old self. Months of work undone. At least her breasts stayed perky. 
A knock came at the door. “Hey! Keep it down you fucks!” No response from Emmy. She was too exhausted to raise her voice. 
Now you're mine, Finny~
“You hear me?!” The voice called again. The door handle rattled. 
What do you think, Finny? Should we have another? Emmy looked at her body. She couldn't see anything past her pear-shaped lower half. Did she have enough of a cock for this?
The door burst open and someone burst past the bathroom. “Hey, you listening or…” A muscular Lucario stormed in and froze, seeing the rotund, exhausted Goodra. 
“Don't you know it's rude to walk in on a lady?” Emmy asked as the tentacles on her head reached for the Lucario.


“What's going on?!” Officer Infernape asked as she ran onto Furry Flex Cove. Her uniform was prim and proper, unfit for a hot day at the beach. She received a report that a group of Goodras were harassing the beachgoers. ‘Both sides, too. Not the bros harassing the normies like last time’ dispatch told her.
What awaited her was beyond belief. 
Pokémon running for their lives while orange and red Goodras chased them. She watched as one muscular male Goodra with a hyper cock lunged for a Gardevoir, swallowing her whole. His form shifted to the usual pear-shaped Goodra instantly, the Pokémon trapped in the fetal position inside of him.
Another Goodra, a female as indicated by the jiggling breasts, hugged a Machamp and pulled him inside of her. The Machamp struggled, but found he was no match for the Goodra and let himself be sucked in. Doubling in size, the Goodra took on the pear-shaped form, her breasts wiggling with each step, and looked happy as could be. 
The beach was wrought with the Goodras! Female, male, and the usual-shaped ones. Infernape radioed to base, grabbing the walkie on her shoulder. “Chief, we don't have a code for this one.”
“Well, what's going on then?”
“Uhh, infection? Mass outbreak.”
“I need more than that, you simian!”
“Orange Goodras are absorbing everyone! I don't know if they're-”
Before her eyes, one of the Goodras who was already pear-shaped leaned forward and pushed with all her might. From her gooey honeypot emerged another Goodra. Fully grown and muscular like some of the others. The two kissed affectionately and ran off to find more to infect. 
“Oh my god, they're infecting everyone. It's a Goodra Infestation! Chief, we need to quarantine the enti- ah!”
While she was panicking to the chief, a Goodra such up behind her, one of the female ones. It wrapped its arms around her and shoved the Pokemon's head between her breasts. 
It was so soft, so warm. “No! Let me go!” Infernape tried to resist, but found she was already stuck, her arms inside the Goodra's body. “Nononono!” The breasts surrounded her head, blocking her vision. The last thing she remembered was how warm it felt to be embraced by the Goodra.
All was dark. A faint heartbeat echoing in her ears. Her uniform fizzled away inside the Goodra’s body, the radio crackling some message, but it was so garbled it was barely able to be made out.
kkkkkk~fernap~kkkkkkkk~send~kkkkk~ckup~kkkkkk
Infernape’s body was melting, shifting, and reforming. It was as if she were in the Goodra’s womb, if they even had one. They were made of goo, afterall. A wave of tingles flooded her body, blending with the pleasant warmth from before. Everything was changing and she didn’t even know. She was locked in the fetal position. Infernape’s breasts grew to massive sizes while her flesh seemed to melt and be replaced with goo. Gone was the Infernape from before. Slight musculature formed on her gooey arms and legs, enough to be sexy but still maintain an air of buffness. 
Suddenly, she was forced out of the warm, gooey prison and thrust onto the sand. Time had passed, as dictated by the position of the sun, and the number of Goodras running around. What greeted her was the puffy donut and stretched pussy of the Goodra that absorbed her. The Goodra turned to look at her, a large, motherly smile on her face. 
Goodra looked at her fellow Goodra. The same message resounded in her brain the moment she looked at the Goodra. 
All will be Goodra.
She rose from the sand and ran off. There were still plenty of other Pokémon to assimilate.
