Carmen gargled blissfully with yet another climax. The world around her was bright with a variety of pink and red lights, the tentacles practically glowing as they encroached. The last couple dozen slipped from her gaped holes. She clenched to try and close, moaning deeply at how little it helped.

Two fat tendrils coiled around her tits. Even at their girth, she was finally big enough for them to need several tiers to reach her peaks, where they squeezed her areolae tightly and pushed her nipples out even further. Half a dozen slender tendrils hooked into her tits and opened them for the much, much fatter set. Carmen nearly came just from the penetration, feeling the bumpier surfaces scrape across the inside of her nipples and mammaries. Her tits sloshed with the new incursion and the abundance of pre they poured into her.

Other small limbs took to her pussy. Her lips had swollen to nearly reach her knees with a girth to match, requiring several just to touch it all. One of the larger tentacles slid between them, grinding into her piss and fuck holes. Its nubs more pronounced than the others, hooking in and flicking across her openings and clit.

Carmen’s ass received a similar treatment, except it was a far cry from its wetter sister. She moaned as her ass cheeks were leashed and pulled apart, allowing a tendril armed with a palpitating cup to latch onto her oversized pucker. The flesh suckled on her, coaxing more blood into the already swollen mass, helping her doughnut to expand and catch up that little more to her pussy. All the while, her tits were stuffed with and emptied of several feet of tentacle meat. They thrust viciously, churning up her returned milk into an even thicker cream.

All of that was just a breather. A chance for her to absorb most of the last full load. Her belly retained a distinct fecundity, her navel popped out and sensitive to every little movement, but she’d processed the bulk of it. Carmen growled in ecstasy, before a fresh, particularly slimy tentacle slammed down her gullet. A squirming tube ran between her tits as they expanded to dominate Carmen’s torso once more.

The next wave approached her. Their appearance had changed yet again, armed now with rings of soft spikes and bulbs broader than her head. As she watched, they pulsed and swelled even larger. Did they sense her lust? Probably. Carmen had to imagine the sticky ropes pouring from her snatch were a strong indication.

But were they really only going to continue like this? Carmen counted the encroaching horde, noting about three dozen of them, excluding those already upon her. It was more than last time, but not by much. Thousands upon thousands more still laid in wait.

She knew it was impatient. She knew her body probably wasn’t ready. They’d likely tear her body apart before her mind. That didn’t stop Carmen from longing for them all to come and take her.

Time had little meaning in The Womb. No sun made it difficult to discern even minutes, let alone hours and days. She’d been through nearly a dozen waves, her rests between getting smaller and smaller, so she had to assume a decent amount of time passed. Note wasn’t very forthcoming with any information either, which only made her suspect they’d been there longer than Carmen knew.

Still, she’d keep her silence for now. She had faith Note would tell her if anything happened. Assuming she was conscious of anything happening on Earth. Carmen gladly let pleasure take her, a welcome distraction from whatever she imagined happening to her loved ones.

An indeterminate time later, with her guts writhing with dozens of limbs going wild inside her, she felt the familiar rhythms of their orgasm. Sure enough, her abdomen and tits exploded in size. Maybe this load would be the one that spawned her cock?

It wasn’t. Carmen glared at her clit. While easily a match for any dick on Earth, it was far from what she wanted. Tentacles stroked along it, sending shivers of delight up and down her spine. Similarly, they massaged the rest of her, as if to highlight just how far she’d come. Yes, foot-long nipples on tits big enough for a full grown human to curl up inside were incredible, as was her equally magnificent ass, however Carmen needed her dick back. She wasn’t fully aware why she craved its return so badly, only that she did.

“Can we speed this up?” Carmen asked, not for the first time.

“Incredible as your acclimation has been, we can’t get impatient.”

“Yes, yes, I get it,” she sighed, “Any idea what’s happening over there?” It wasn’t the best idea, hearing the situation would just make her more eager to push her limits, but she’d go crazy without it.

Note hummed, looking off into the distant pink lights flaring up across the cosmic expanse, “Seikogami are swarming the area. Far as most humans are concerned, they’re having the time of their lives. Those that aren’t have fled or hid themselves.”

“Hmm!” Carmen grunted as her next suitors slammed into her, “Ryuka must be, ahh, enjoying herself.”

“Actually, she’s… oh…”

“What?”

“Nothing. I can’t see her. I assume she’s masking herself to avoid the Queen’s attention.”

“You’re not much of a liar,” Carmen said, before her mouth was taken once more, three tendrils wriggling their way down her oesophagus. She kept her gaze affixed to Note, whose eyes shifted anxiously.

She wouldn’t tell her a thing. That was clear. Carmen surprised herself with how clear her thoughts remained as her pussy was stuffed, one after the other piling in. Ryuka had obviously fallen prey to the Queen as well. Did she get eaten like the others? Or was she killed?

She couldn’t focus for long. Her enormous pussy folds clapped against her thighs in time with the thrusting of the newest dozen womb-raiders. Orgasms sundered any attempt at concentration. Carmen was glad for it, really, and gave herself over as her guts were rearranged again. They thrust moved at the perfect angles, striking her sensitive tits, making them bounce against her face. Smaller limbs oozed from the ones in her mouth, stretching out to massage her lips and cheeks.

They all left her after their minutes long release. The next already approached, spawning greater additions with the sole purpose being to make Carmen cum herself to oblivion. She ignored them for the moment and floated to Note, who refused to meet her gaze.

“We’re running out of time, aren’t we?”

The Futa Note nodded, biting her impossibly large lip in frustration.

“Then we can’t worry about me. You can communicate with The Womb, can’t you? Tell it to stop holding back.”

“You’ll be destroyed.”

“If I can’t save everyone, then I’d prefer it.”

“Carmen, our new self will have enough power to recreate them,” Note said, “My rules won’t apply to what we become, and we’ll have The Womb’s raw energy strengthening us. So please, don’t throw all of this away.”

“It’s not that I don’t see your reasoning,” Carmen said, cupping Note’s cheek, “But I don’t want our version of Rachel, Zoey, Mary, Dakota, Ashley. I don’t even want to rewrite Gretchen. You know it too, don’t you? How hollow it would feel to be loved by someone we made. Or to put a bitch in her place that we made just for that.”

“We could make ourselves forget,” Note said, though it was a limp argument. She leaned into Carmen’s palm as sordid tendrils slithered toward them, “I just don’t want to lose you.”

“That’s alright,” Carmen pulled her in. Note’s unnatural breasts thoroughly squashed Carmen’s softer pair, which poured across them in all directions. She slid a nail along Note’s back, before cupping her equally unnatural ass and pulling her in close, “You’ll always be with me. And I with you.”

Note chuckled lustfully, cock rising between Carmen’s dripping folds, “You can be so stubborn and blunt, you know? But then you say something romantic like that. Honestly, Carmen Robins,” Note leaned up, pressing their lips together in what felt like a farewell kiss, “I hope you make it.”

“Me too.”

Note went to pull away, but Carmen held firm.

“We can’t be so close when they come.” Note said.

“I know.”

“Then you need to let go.”

“I won’t,” Carmen held tighter, as if to blend their bodies together.

“Carmen! It could end up fusing us prematurely! Our minds could be separate in the same body. Do you know how maddening that could become?!” Note pushed against her.

“I’m sorry, Note,” Carmen shuddered, but not with lust or pleasure, “Truth is, I’m scared of becoming someone else. I wasn’t happy with who I was for a long time and I used to dread what I was turning into because of you. But I don’t feel that anymore. Not as strongly anyway. I want to keep working on it, until I can become someone worthy of… everything. We will become one, but it’s going to be just me.”

She was prepared for any number of responses, none of them positive. Part of her dreaded that she’d sprung this too soon, having intended for The Womb to muddle Note’s mind enough that she wouldn’t even notice. She still had more than enough power over Carmen to stop this, perhaps even reverse Carmen’s plan and absorb her instead.

But Note just laughed and clung to her. The way her shoulders shook though, it wasn’t entirely laughter. Her nails raked across Carmen’s back, before meeting around her waist and hooking around each other. She buried her face in the human’s chest, breathing deep. The tentacles were almost upon them. This might be her last chance to stop this.

“Did you think I’d be angry? Hurt and betrayed?”

“A little.”

“I know you about as well as one being can know another. I believe I mentioned how stubborn you are? I never should’ve expected you to give up your identity so easily.”

“But you’re prepared to give up yours?” Some of the tendrils licked at Carmen’s rump, confused by her different position and the presence of another so nearby.

“I… don’t think I ever really had one. As the Futa Note, I am a channel for your lusts to be made manifest. As ‘Note’ I am here for you and no other. I think becoming part of you is what I am meant for,” she chuckled into Carmen’s boobs, then leaned back to look at her, tears shimmering, “I’ll help birth a new, true goddess.”

“If you don’t want this, then just say so,” Carmen said, though it might’ve been too late. Dozens of slimy tongues lapped at her legs and neck, some threatening to slip between them now.

“I’m not crying because I’m scared,” Note cackled, smiling brilliantly, “I’ve been with you all this time. It feels amazing to know you’ll become someone we can both be proud of.”

Carmen didn’t know what else to say. In her brief moments of respite, she’d ran through several debates, racking her brain for ways to convince Note this was correct, even if it meant gaslighting her. None of those were of use here. She wasn’t met with fear or hate. Note was happy for her.

“Thank you.”

Impossibly, Note’s smile shone even brighter, “If I may, I have a suggestion for you.”

“Go for it.”

“Make me your cock. You’re almost complete, and I can’t imagine a better use for me than making you a futa again.”

“Sounds perfect,” Carmen leaned down and kissed her, moaning deep as she was penetrated in both holes, “I’ll miss you.”

“I’m not going anywhere. Now then,” Note raised her hand, tentacles coiling around it immediately, “Shall we?”

“Yes,” Carmen gasped, feeling the delicious stretching of her guts once more. Note snapped her fingers, the sound reverberating throughout. A stillness fell upon The Womb, its tentacles not even throbbing. Then quivered and surged, again and again. Others lunged toward them, far more than Carmen could count.

They curled around the two, weaving around one another, then shooting for them. Carmen felt Note’s stomach bulge into hers as she was similarly filled. She found Note’s lips soon after, moaning into her as their tongues danced, bodies grinding together. This could be the last time they kissed.

Carmen pushed the thought from her mind and arched her hips. Note moved opposite to her, sinking lower so her cock arched through Carmen’s folds and into her sopping cunt. It instantly swelled up to fill her completely, then some more. The head barged past her cervix, stretching her uterus deeper into her chest. The tentacles up Carmen’s ass flailed in response, adding delightful pressure to the mix. Note immediately found a brutal rhythm, crotch squelching rapidly against Carmen’s pussy.

Far from enough, the tentacles kept stuffing them. Carmen’s ass welcomed every last one, burning deliciously as her cheeks spread wider and wider. Others continued twining around them, forming a perfect seal with no opening for light to escape, much less fluids. A mix of tentacle slime and Carmen’s pussy juice pooled at her feet, quickly rising past her ankle

The walls didn’t stop more limbs from pounding her. Carmen couldn’t see, lips still locked to Note’s, but she keenly felt the obscene width she’d been stretched to. Far wider than anything prior. Wet, lurid noises filled the air around them. Sound vibrations were dampened by the cocoon, making every clap of Note’s hips into her flesh that much meatier. Their moans were only for each other.

Carmen convulsed, as did Note. They met one another’s gaze, eyes twinkling with knowledge as they opened their mouths wider to accommodate the first tentacle to burst from their throats. The taste of her own insides tingled on Carmen’s tongue, then sang as it mixed with Note’s, whose own tentacle barged down her gullet and vice versa. It quickly surged through their guts, ensuring they were truly stuck together.

Ropes leashed their waists together, making sure they felt how stuffed they were. Carmen’s hands found hers, fingers weaving as they rode waves upon waves of bliss. More tentacles bound their wrists and legs. Before long, the two were locked to one another, rocking their bodies, smacking their lips and gurgling moans as one. All the while, tentacles piled inside.

Then Note shook and her cock swelled even greater. Its head bumped their chins, throbbing angrily like a petulant pup. Carmen stared at her through half-lidded eyes, senses awash in unfiltered pleasure, and saw the look in her eye. When Note came, then that would be it. Her essence would fill and join with Carmen, her body lost as it became the last missing piece for the would-be goddess. Carmen squeezed her hands and clenched with all her might, making sure every thrust into her gooey wetness was as sublime as possible. 

It also had the effect of tightening her ass around the other tentacles, which they took to mean she wanted more. A dozen others crammed in alongside the others, their slimy skin making it easy to squelch past the others and dig through her insides. Others erupted from her throat, mingling with the ones from Note.

Morbid as it was, she couldn’t wait for Note to become her cock. It’d be yet another target for The Womb’s boundless lusts. Not to mention how incredible she remembered every orgasm being with it. So raw and intense, powerful in a different way to when she came with her pussy. With all Note’s power, it would be even greater too.

Carmen bucked harder into the futa, whose crotch flew up to meet her. She was just as eager for this to come to fruition. Would she be conscious afterwards? Enough to at least feel it when Carmen came?

Whether she was or wasn’t, they both wanted to find out. The tentacles thrusting into Carmen’s ass hooked onto her tunnel, helping pull her hips down with greater force, cunt loudly smacking into Note’s balls. Moans built even louder, reaching a fever pitch as Note raced to her finish. The slime and fem-cum sloshed around their thighs now.

The tentacles holding them pulled even tighter. Carmen felt every facet of Note’s orgasm. From the slight seizure in her legs, to the flare of heat in her balls, but none were as potent as the deluge of concentrated cum. They pulled away from each, still linked by several tentacles, as Carmen’s abdomen lurched with the first of many, many geysers. A gallon of jizz poured over her uterine walls, sperm fighting to break into her fallopian tubes, and pooled at her tightly stretched cervix.

Just one shot and she was stuffed beyond human comprehension. Note’s balls gurgled and pulled up tight, unleashing the second, more potent wave. The bulges of the tentacles in her lower abdomen were swallowed up as she swelled bigger and bigger, slowly pushing Note further away.

As the third and fourth blasts inundated her, Carmen was struck with a peculiar sensation. That of foreign nerves. Her pussy rolled, squirting powerfully at the new pleasures assailing her. Each touch was nothing more than a stroke along her back or thigh, yet they were magnitudes more intense. And she was all too aware of the limbs rubbing her own skin. These weren’t hers.

Carmen gasped as a familiar pleasure nearly blinded her; it was her cock! Note was still there though. Feeling a tug on her hands, Carmen looked down as best she could, finding their fingers no long entwined. She was merely holding a nub. It had started.

All the more reason to enjoy it while she could. Carmen stared into the Futa Note’s eyes, shining in mutual pleasure, and focused on the heat constantly flowing into her womb. Its heat wasn’t just sexual or all consuming, there was a gentleness to it, filling more than just her baby-maker. Even The Womb sensed it, tentacles coming to wind around her tits, lightly milking them as if to spread that warmth further.

Carmen didn’t even realise their faces were pulled close together until she felt Note’s lips. Only it was different. She felt it from Note’s side as well. Call it conceited, but her lips felt incredible. No wonder Rachel and the others were just as eager for kisses as they were for her cocks.

A welcomed weight settled around Carmen’s crotch. With it, the heat moved lower and stopped pouring as densely. Their lips separated. Note’s body was almost gone now, arms moulded into her sides, looking more and more like a pair of grotesquely huge veins. Only her neck and face remained.

The tentacles retreated from her, pulling hundreds of feet from Carmen in the process. Despite that, she felt no less full. She was so fucking stuffed. How many thousands of metres of tentacle meat was inside her now? Not just them, but her womb was inflated to the size of a truck, pressing into the floor of this tentacled cocoon. And into the fat girth of a dearly missed member.

“Make good use of me,” Note said, “I’m your cock now. I’d better get to impregnate Rachel first chance you get.”

Carmen couldn’t speak a single word. Her throat was still stuffed, even if the tendrils flailing from her lips were without a clear target. Still, she loudly moaned her promise. Not just Rachel. She’d ensure her Futa Note cock would leave a whole town of young in all those she cherished.

“Perfect.” Note released a moan so whorish that even Carmen blushed. Then she was gone, face melding into a monumental cock head, its skin darkening to a rich purple as a deep slit formed and pre-cum bubbled over like an active volcano. It shrank from sight. Note must’ve been stretching herself to stay in Carmen’s sight all that time.

A tear rolled down her cheek.

Then gooey strands extended from the tentacles stretching her jaw, licking it up as they went for her ears and nose. Carmen wailed as her tits were taken, her pussy soon after and her cock… oooh, her cock. How she had missed those words! More than she’d even known.

Carmen wasn’t complete. Not yet. This filled an emptiness in her soul, however she longed for so much more.

Her head was submerged in the collected fluids, hair floating around her. This felt… familiar. In the deepest level of her subconscious she recognised this feeling of weightlessness, of being cradled within something warm and loving. Carmen arched her hips, cock lancing through the thick mixture. Tentacles curled around it, forming a tight, ever-shifting sleeve to milk her seed.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Pleasure coalesced and exploded across every single nerve. Carmen’s eyes rolled. Everything suddenly felt so heavy, but she wasn’t worried. This was correct. She was safe, ready for something more. To become something more.

Her mind drifted off, carried on waves of ecstasy the likes she wished she could truly experience. Ah, but it wouldn’t be the last time she felt anything like this. There’d be plenty more chances for greater pleasure still. Especially when she made the Seikogami Queen prostrate herself and beg for a taste of true divinity.

Then she’d free the others. Make things right.

-- Earth --

Mara pouted as she checked the corner, finding more of her sisters fucking their new human toys. Come on! Really? There were billions of humans, why did they have to take these ones? She’d been following them for minutes already. They just stumbled on them.

But she wasn’t about to challenge them over it. Mara would whine and pout. Nothing more. She didn’t have the inclination to fight, especially when she’d just lose and get railed.

Why did she have to be a futanari anyway? She never used her pussy and it always felt weird when one of her sisters decided to fuck her there instead. It wasn’t fair that some Seikogami could change their bodies at will. Mara had tried time and again, she even broke taboo and used a Futa Note. To no avail.

Mentally flipping off her sisters, Mara flew further away. Annoying as it was to go this far out, she doubted she’d find any of her kind. Maybe she’d get her hands on one of those humans touched by the Futa Note? There were apparently a lot of them, though she hadn’t seen any since coming to this realm, summoned by the Queen.

She did eventually find a neighbourhood that looked untouched by her sisters. Perfect. Maybe she’d get to take over the entire street?

Landing, she let her Aura spread out and strolled down the road. There was no need to enter any of the houses. Humans would see her before long, then their curiosity and lust, emboldened by her power, would bring them to her. She couldn’t wait. Fresh humans were supposed to be super tight, the ones back home couldn’t compare. That was the word anyway.

Everyone else kept stealing her picks. Jerks.

Then Mara was treated to an unusual sight. The sky darkened, clouds converging on a single point where light broke through. In the Seikogami realm, there was little variation in the days. At worst, there’d be a cum storm if some of her kin got especially rowdy. This would her first experience with Earth’s weather.

She stopped and watched it, curious what would come about. One of those tornadoes she’d heard about? The sky was dark, so maybe a hurricane? Mara couldn’t wait to find out.

To her surprise, it was neither of those. A single object descended from that opening, a tiny pinprick against the sky. Mara frowned and focused on it. A bird? A Seikogami? No, it didn’t have wings that she could see, and it was super puny. A human? How did one get up there?

Well… if one was just going to fall out of the sky, then she saw no reason not to claim it at hers. They looked deliciously small too. Even her mere two-foot dick would look huge by comparison. 

Mara soared through the sky, briefly enjoying the lack of cum debris hitting her in the face, and scooped up the once doomed human. It was a girl, though her body was totally skinny. If it weren’t for the juicy lips between her legs, Mara might’ve mistaken her for that other gender. The one she didn’t care about. What was it called again? Mail? That sounded right.

That said, this girl was a cutey. Her face was relaxed, eyes shut as she somehow slept through nearly plummeting to her death, with this adorable pout to her lips and cherub-like features. Somehow, she looked far too young for Mara’s taste, yet older than most of the women her kin stole from her. In fact, the more she looked, the more fitting to Mara’s desires she seemed.

How could a human be so enticing? Their only advantage to a Seikogami was how tight and unprepared their holes were, and the fact they were usually so much smaller than them. At best, they were cute or kind of sexy, but never a match for Mara’s kind. This one though, was beauty made flesh, as if created by the Queen herself. Maybe, and Mara knew it was blasphemy to think this, she was even more stunning than her matriarch.

“Please wake up soon,” Mara whispered, “I’m not into fucking sleeping beauties, even ones as cute as you, and I don’t want those total assholes getting to you first.”

“Then have me,” the girl said. Oh god, her voice was… fuck, what could she compare it to? Husky? Silky? Rough like sandpaper? Adorable? Sexy? All of the above?

“Goddess,” Mara whispered as the girl adjusted herself, finding a positing so the Seikogami’s comparatively behemoth dick nestled against her glistening folds.

The girl looked up as she rolled her hips, teasing what was supposed to be a goddess. The most brilliant pink met Mara’s red, seeming to burn into her very soul. Nestled in those neon pools were pupils shaped like wombs, within which stars glistened brighter than any sun. Mara almost came on the spot, but she didn’t dare. 

This nameless goddess leaned against Mara, until her lips were against her ear. Waves of white hair cascaded around them, as bright as a Seikogami’s was dark. She, then, whispered two words, so profound and enlightened that they were all Mara could think of:

“Fuck me.”
