Something’s not right…

This is too much…

Everything was so…

GOOD!

Those thoughts were plainly written upon the Queen’s face and ingrained into her movements. She didn’t fuck Carmen anymore, she was rutting into her with absolute desperation, consumed by the need to reach climax. All the signs were there. Her many cocks pulsed rapidly, urethras fattened and her balls gurgled obscenely. Most obvious, however, were her feral grunts and snarled words of pleasure.

Carmen bucked harder into the Queen. Inside, every inch of her pussy and ass collapsed around their respective pricks, rippling and slurping on several feet of dick. Pre-cum cascaded through her womb, guts and tits by the gallon. She could easily imagine how grand the Queen’s finale would be.

But letting her cum so quickly would be so dull. This was just getting good after all.

“Cum! Breed! Cum! Breed!” She was down to those two words, face distorted into a hideous mask of her former ‘regality’. Tears streamed down her cheeks, her lips twisted in deranged grins, while her nostrils flared to desperately take in more of Carmen’s scent. Show her a mirror and she’d never believe it was herself. In that state, she’d cum any second, with or without Carmen’s aid. Luckily, the stuffed goddess had a plan.

It wasn’t anything elaborate. She just focused for a second and suddenly the waves of pre were reduced to dribbles, the flow pinched off by something tight and unyielding. The Queen didn’t notice, too caught up in her quest for release. The lurid squelch of her holes being destroyed grew louder, aided by the thick rings constricting the Queen’s five shafts. Other noises were amplified too, especially the churning of her balls. 

From the sidelines, Carmen’s cherished ones watched in awe and worry. From their perspective, it no doubt looked like she was being dominated. Her body was overrun with Seikogami cocks, guts bulging and sloshing with their writhing. If she’d worn a choker, it’d have exploded into threads with how violently her throat was reshaped. Even her tits had become misshapen. The only one of her audience that saw where the power laid was Ryuka, her gaunt face glowing with glee.

She’d keep them in suspense a little longer. In fact, why not ramp it up? Carmen exaggerated her moans, allowing herself to bask in the pleasure. Her eyes rolled back, slobber poured from her chin, and her arms hung limply in the Queen’s grasp. By all means, the Queen looked to be in control.

That quickly changed.

“BREED! CUM! CUM! BREEEEED!” The Queen roared without a shred of dignity. Her balls swelled, the floor cracking under their monstrous weight, “CUM!” She shrieked and hilted in Carmen, who flung her head back as if she were caught by surprise. The cocks all ballooned, her skin creaking from the strain, and the sheer pressure forced a deluge of pre-cum into her system. And nothing more.

“Come on. Keep going,” Carmen sent the words right into the Queen’s head, yet she didn’t react. Her first orgasm in who knew how many centuries was too much. Mentally sighing, Carmen let her ride out the waves. She would admit, the Queen’s climax was truly something, even when blocked.

Incredible pulses ran through every cock. They tried breaking the rings to no avail, but they never stopped despite its futility. If not for them, each pulse would be a burst of cum. Carmen counted each of them, her own dicks throbbing in tandem. Well past a hundred and still going strong, the Queen finally recovered enough to start thrusting again. And notice something was wrong.

“What did you do?!!!” She gargled, the words barely understandable as she drowned in bliss, but Carmen head them clearly in her mind.

“Just a little something to make this last longer. Can’t have the ‘Queen of Seikogami’ being a quick shot, can we?”

“You think those flimsy rings will hold me?”

“They’re doing well so far. And I can always…” Carmen clenched her kegels with all her might, instantly choking off even the flow of pre. The Queen gasped, her lengths throbbing hotly at the sudden, delightfully pressure, despite being unable to move an inch. Carmen relaxed just enough for her to move, “But that’s hardly any fun for me. So keep thrusting. Keep fucking. Enjoy it while you can.”

The Queen snarled, both physically and mentally, and adjusted her pose to try and hammer Carmen even harder. Still in the midst of cumming, and with the death grip on her girths, her movements were slow and clunky. But it was fine. It would make Carmen cum eventually. She’d just relax and enjoy it until then.

“I’m not gonna just stand here and watch!”

Rachel? Carmen focused on her friends again, only to see her emaciated lover rush forward. She moved faster than Carmen expected, reaching the Queen before she could properly react.

“Perfect,” the Queen hissed, her intent pouring off her very soul; if Carmen was so much stronger, than she’d simply absorb the others until she was a match.

The instant Rachel touched the Seikogami, it was over. In their current states, she’d be absorbed within seconds, no matter how she resisted. If the Queen were thinking clearly, she know it was pointless. Even if she took the power of every remaining Seikogami, she’d never be a match. But she wasn’t focused at all, her mind warped by pleasures she never knew of.

A shame really… given a little more time, she might’ve been a good fuck.

The rings holding her orgasm at bay shattered. Semen bubbled at the base, having built up and coagulated into a terrible mix that made cement look like water. That alone was enough to give her pause, but Carmen had other plans. The shards of the rings buried themselves into the shafts, forming steep nodes of incomparable sensitivity. Those began swelling and grinding into Carmen’s walls, flooding her with ecstasy as they siphoned away the Queen’s essence.

Faced with that sensation, the Queen flopped over. Her tits enveloped Carmen’s body while she panted overhead, whole body pulsating, then the eruption hit. A violent inflation saw the budding goddess turn into a human blimp, which had the benefit of sending Rachel flying back. She was saved by Ryuka, who held her in a tight hug, making sure she couldn’t escape. Carmen nodded her thanks even as she worked her throat to swallow heaping gallons of jizz.

The gym was already ruined, but the walls mostly stood. It could’ve been repaired, had Carmen not expanded right out of its bounds. She made sure everyone was safe of course. Much as she enjoyed the feeling, she was far from compromised. Which couldn’t be said for her adversary.

Even her mind was silent. Not a single thought beyond the simple raw pleasure suffocating and drowning her. It held the Queen’s consciousness in a stranglehold, a python squeezing the life from its prey. Carmen could keep her in that state, drain the life and power from her until it was over, however she wanted her aware as the end approached. She wanted her to know Carmen was absolute.

“I think that’s enough,” Carmen’s voice boomed in the Queen’s skull, staunching the orgasm before stopping it entirely. All the other cocks receded from Carmen’s holes, leaving only her pussy stuffed, while she rose onto her feet. 

“Wh-what’s happening?” The Queen stammered, her voice meek as any of the humans now watching them. 

“You’re about to get fucking destroyed,” Gretchen chortled.

[bookmark: _GoBack]“She’s not wrong,” Carmen admitted, easily standing despite her belly stretching hundreds of yards. The school itself hadn’t escaped her expansion, damaged well beyond simple repair. It’d need to be entirely rebuilt, but that should prove a simple matter, if Carmen was correct about how much power she was about to imbibe. 

Inch by inch, her belly contracted back toward her body. All the while, she grew and grew. Already an immense futa in her own right, Carmen surpassed everything she was before. Her breasts were first, bellowing out from her, expanding over the immense table of her cum-inflated womb. Genuine moans vibrated the air as she welcomed this change.

She wouldn’t be complete yet, however even this much would bring her so very close. Then it’d be easy to be whole at last. Carmen cradled her gut, even as her breasts swallowed her arms, fingers siphoning more of the Queen’s essence. She raised a hand to her lips, feeling them swell up next. They enveloped her nose and chin, easily visible if she turned her eyes downward even a little. But they were soft and enticing, the perfect dick-pillows. Or pillows in general if she became big enough.

“Holy shit, Carmen…” Rachel said.

“We stand in the presence of a true goddess,” Ryuka whispered, as if she hardly believed it herself, “And she’s not finished.”

“Not finished? But she’s already so fucking hot,” Mary groaned, echoed by Dakota and Ashley. They were all barely standing, doing their best to support one another. It’d be best if they rested, but Carmen understood how difficult that might be. At that moment, they were witnesses to the ascension of divinity. They stood side by side with a Seikogami, albeit one drained of almost her entire essence, and no one cared.

“Is it strange that I’m jealous of her?” Zoey asked, looking at the Queen, whose entire focus was on Carmen’s ballooning posterior. It had long since surpassed ‘shelf’ status, decimated being a mere ‘dump-truck’ and arose to the point of actual mountains. Each cheek flawlessly fused back into her thighs, which could’ve choked an elephant.

“Hardly,” Ryuka said, “All my centuries as a Seikogami, I never even considered being so… incredible.”

Her voice trembled as Carmen’s nipples swelled and separated twice, becoming four immense teats over a foot long. Her breasts also duplicated and fattened further. They sagged and perked at random, searching for the perfect mix. It didn’t matter how high they sat though, at that size, Carmen’s entire front was dominated by them. That is, until her height finally joined the chorus of growth.

The final dregs of cum in her belly evaporated. Where once she had spanned nearly the entire campus, was a set of abs, which promptly vanished behind the quartet of tits. Oddly enough, the only parts of her that didn’t see any gains were her cocks.

Carmen looked back at the Queen, “Ready?”

“I won’t let YYYYOOOOOOUUUUUUUUU!”

The instant Carmen lifted her hips, the Queen’s protest evaporated into a hoarse moan. It wasn’t that Carmen enforced any particular power to make her feel that way, it was simply her body. Her very juices were aphrodisiacs and enhanced every single sense of what they touched. Every inch of the Queen’s cock was akin to a clit that had been edged for aeons. Even the less intense areas where mere drops splashed became impossible to ignore. A finger gliding over the Queen’s stomach would send her into convulsions.

Combine that with Carmen’s cunt being the literal epitome of bliss for a cock, and she had the Seikogami stuck in endless bliss. Then she slammed her hips down, ass clapping against the Queen with enough force to shake the Earth below. It struck with enough force to knock her audience over, many clinging to each other. For the Queen, however, it felt as though her cock was just struck by a thousand orgasms at once.

As Carmen lifted herself once more, she forced the dick to grow. Her body was larger, therefore she needed a bigger cock to fuck. That was the obvious justification. Truthfully, Carmen just wanted to enjoy this, sending her power surging through the Queen’s shaft and pumping it several inches every second. The nodes caught on Carmen’s folds as she lifted, pulling her insides into the open, which just made the slam even better.

Several feet of cock stretched her stomach over her head. The bulge surged every few seconds, belching bathtubs of pre-cum into her, but she was past letting it pool inside her. Carmen simply absorbed it into her body. Even when the Queen wielded close to half a mile of dick, held vertical by Carmen’s body, she kept it growing.

Carmen stroked her arms up and down it. She wasn’t concerned with the Queen’s pleasure, it simply felt good to squeeze her already tightly packed flesh. Not unlike her living sex toy, Carmen’s body was a mass of raw pleasure, nerve endings packed into every square centimetre. Just grinding her ass cheeks against the Queen’s tits and face was as intense as if she were rubbing her clit.

Sadly, the throbbing inside her reached a fever pitch.

“Really? You’re cumming already? I’ve just barely started,” Carmen groaned, still bouncing herself atop the Queen, “But fine. Shoot your load. Seeing you fade into nothing is better than any orgasm.”

She didn’t hear a word of it. The Queen was nothing but her cock at that point, simply existing for the sake of emptying her cum tanks. Carmen angled her descent, leaning forward slightly to rest her hands and tits upon the heavy testicles. A pulse of power went into them and, a second later, the Queen howled in abject ecstasy as her nuts expanded to match the cock stretching toward the heavens.

Carmen even let out a little moan as the shaft filled out more and more. It strained her skin, veins pulsating against every inch of her insides, while the head spat endless waves of ever thicker pre. She clenched around it, pushing the Queen over that final edge. Cum surged from her testicles, however Carmen had true chokehold on it. Jizz built against her folds, blowing up the base, before she relaxed and let it in.

Travelling close to a mile high, it reached the precipice almost instantly. Such was the pressure. Carmen clenched once more, letting the first deluge inundate her womb and inflate her back to the size of a tank. She’d expected more. Carmen choked her for longer this time, belly shrinking as the cum and essence fuelled her more. The Queen’s balls bellowed in agony, trying to compensate for what was supposed to be ejaculated. They spread across the Saint Puella campus, racing to the rear fence.

Once they spilled into the street, Carmen let go. 

“Yes, that’s the good stuff!” She laughed, her own cocks jerking up in a facsimile of orgasm. Much as she’d have liked to cum here, she was saving it for later. Even as her nerves were flooded in rich, scalding hot semen and her belly fought the Queen’s balls for dominance over the campus.

Minutes long spurts filled her. Each one added several feet to her girth, her womb easily the biggest curve on her body. Though not for long. Once the Queen petered out, Carmen’s body went to work absorbing her load. She didn’t go soft for even a second, nor did Carmen stop, resuming her bouncing with increased force.

“Are they ever gonna stop?” Rachel asked.

“I don’t know,” Ryuka admitted.

Carmen added a roll to her bouncing, pressuring key parts of the Queen’s cock to make her buck into her giant ass. She’d cum a couple more times already, each smaller than the last. It was impressive for her to last that long, however Carmen had another urge growing.

With the next climax, she shrank the Queen’s cock and climbed off. The former goddess was a sorry sight compared to before, having lost half her once glorious form. She was no bigger than Carmen had been when they first met. Perfectly juxtaposed to her, Carmen was a beacon of divinity, in size and power. She rolled her shoulders and spread her wings out, all ten of them.

Pure white feathers fluttered around her, then flew toward a key group of onlookers. Dakota, Mary, Ashley, Zoey, Rachel and Ryuka all took one. As they looked on in total awe, Carmen moaned and arched her hips. The majority of her body barely developed, though that still equated to several inches of growth. Her cocks, however, became truly worthy of a divine being. Just as she had five pairs of wings, she grew phalli to match.

Five behemoth shafts cast their shadows over the Queen’s prone body. The two flanking members were almost reasonable, their equine shapes simple next to the more central pair, covered in nodes and striations and veins fatter than her arms combined. But neither set compared to the core dick, combining the others and then some.

Just its shadow alone made for a monstrous visage. The head could blot out the sun, a bulbous opening always leaking a concoction of pre and divinity. Crowning it was a circlet of spines, each one barbed to scrape and sink into the soft walls of any cunt lucky enough to receive its blessing. Steep bumps lined it from top to bottom, interspersed among fat ropes that were its veins. A strange, corkscrew texture ran across it. Just it moving through someone would give the feeling of it spiralling through them.

“I’m going to fuck you,” Carmen said, squatting so her prime prick covered the Queen’s face. It’s weight was enough to rouse her from her cum-induced stupor, though all she did was jerk when the stench registered, “And when I do, you will cease to be. But at least you’ll go out feeling a pleasure no one but us could hope to experience.”

If there was any fight left in the Queen, it was so faint it may as well not exist. She said nothing to Carmen’s words, nor did she even move beyond the unconscious twitches caused by Carmen’s musk. It wouldn’t matter if she did resist. The Queen wasn’t someone that she could allow to exist, even if she wanted to let her go.

“But it’s hardly fair that I alone get to be your end, when you’ve hurt so many I hold dear. And so,” she turned her head, an invisible hand doing the same to the Queen, both watching as Carmen’s closest friends and lovers regained all that was taken from them. Her cocks jerked in appreciation. It was unclear how long Carmen spent in The Womb, but it felt like a lifetime since she saw them at their full glory.

“What about me? That bitch made me give birth to her!”

Carmen had almost forgotten about Gretchen. Between the two, she had done enough to warrant a similar treatment, however it was clear she could be redeemed. Nor did she have any power now. She did have a point too. Carmen plucked a feather from herself and flicked it at the blonde.

“I’d like to join in as well.”

It was funny how time could dull so much, yet that voice still filled her with warmth, like she was embraced by the sun itself. Carmen lifted her head, cocks throbbing, and saw Stacy just out of arm’s reach, resolution inscribed upon her face. She was used as well, she deserved revenge.

“Stacy,” Carmen extended a wing to her, “I missed you.”

The plump woman paused for a moment, then sighed, “I missed you too.” She said with that wonderfully soft smile and took a feather of her own.

“Talk later?” Carmen asked.

“I’d like that,” Stacy groaned and gasped as her body morphed into an instrument of retribution.

As everyone gathered around, Carmen’s hair fluttered and tentacles extended from beneath it, each one similarly gnarled and knotted like her cocks. They coiled around the Queen, binding arms to legs and squeezing her tits. Tops opened to reveal suction cups, which promptly latched onto her. Without an ounce of her power, Carmen turned the Queen’s plump nipples into fat teats good for nothing but being milked. And kept going.

Tentacles lifted the Seikogami up and posed her for everyone to get access. Several hefted her balls out of the way, giving Carmen clear access to her sodden pussy, a waterfall of slime cascading from its already gaping lips. She’d already accepted her fate. Or rather, she was done fighting the pleasure. 

Carmen mashed her biggest dick into the lips, then collected her other shafts and lunged. In one motion, she penetrated the Queen’s cunt, stretching it into a tight sheath for her, and punched through her womb. Five distinct bulges spawned from her gut, each one utterly dominating her frame. The Queen howled and squirted around the quintet, her own shaft spurting high and raining its seed upon them. There was no power in her cum anymore, the dense slurry barely comparable to the mix from before.

“Ready?” Carmen asked, looking around at the circle of futanari she’d created. Everyone nodded, fury in their eyes and lust raging through their myriad of cocks. One by one, Carmen guided them in.

Zoey choked off the Queen’s moans, cock arching from her throat and into her stomach. There it met a dozen writhing shapes as Mary stuffed her ass, their forms squirming through the Queen’s flesh and grinding into Carmen’s shafts. Stacy took up position alongside Dakota, the pair aiming their numerous members at the Queen’s newly fattened teats. That left Gretchen, Ashley and Rachel.

The redhead was simple enough. She sat herself at the base of Carmen’s cocks and squeezed her dicks in alongside them, making sure the Queen was stretched to the absolute limit. It was a perfect position for them really, as Carmen could lean over and capture her lover’s lips at a whim.

The final pair simply took their place beneath the former goddess and rammed into her ass, ensuring it was just as densely packed. At that point, the Queen was nothing but a sex doll at their mercy. That wasn’t a bad idea really. Carmen moaned into Rachel’s lips at the sound of creaking skin became that of rubber.

“What the fuck?” Mary chortled, “You turned her into an actual sex doll? That’s fucking hilarious.”

No one seemed to care much. The insides were still tight and lubricated for their pleasure, easily taking their combined lust. There was a particular benefit for Mary and Zoey though. As the two plunged their dicks into the Queen, it was inevitable that their angle would align properly and they’d erupt from either end. Without a word, the trio fucking her ass closed in and rubbed their thighs against Zoey’s cock. At the same time, Mary curled her tentacles around to fuck the Queen’s tits as well, while sneaking a couple around Zoey’s bust as well. 

All that time, the Queen was cumming. She had no voice or muscles to make it known anymore, however Carmen felt it clearly. Every orgasm was another wave of essence she absorbed.

More importantly, this was the first time she’d been with everyone in so long. Carmen couldn’t just end this without being inside them too. She had plenty of tentacles to go around. Every grunted and moaned as their pussies and asses were filled. Every node and ridge on Carmen’s limbs rubbed them at the perfect angles, inspiring them to fuck harder.

“Together,” Carmen whispered against Rachel’s ear, lips nearly swallowing it whole, “Everyone, cum with me.”

“Yes!” They howled and pounded rapidly. The clapping of skin on plastic filled the air - and was audible across the city - mixed with their grunts and the powerful churning of nut-batter. Carmen’s wings unfurled and enveloped them, bathing the scene in her light, so bright they could see through the Queen’s plastic flesh watch as their members bulged and exploded.

Before their eyes, the sex doll inflated into a literal blimp. Carmen turned her around, making sure it expanded across the ground, while elevating the others so they could keep stuffing her with their seed. Her own climax came on the heels of the others. They’d already turned her into blimp, however Carmen doubled that with a single shot. Her balls rumbled violently, an earthquake contained to her alone.

There was little pleasure to be had though. This was purely a transaction-climax. For every thousand gallons she dumped into the Queen, it was replaced by the Seikogami’s deepest essence, the core of her very existence. Once it was gone, then it’d be as though she never existed. Only Carmen and those she deigned to tell would know of her.

“Farewell,” Carmen whispered, though without a hint of emotion.

When they were close to existing the stratosphere, the Queen vanished. Her body evaporated into flecks of light, all floating into Carmen, who remained stoic, save for the continued eruption of her members. She held the others against her, intimately feeling her orgasm and renewing their own. It rained across the cityscape like a torrential downpour.

“Just imagine how many people are getting covered in our cum right now,” Rachel giggled and nuzzled against Carmen’s chest, nestled tightly between her breasts.

Carmen smiled as well. It was nice to be with her like this again.

A shame it couldn’t last.
