Close. She was close to being the person she remembered. At least physically. Most of the signs of the old Carmen were present once more; the oversized curves, the aura of sensuality that swirled around her like a storm of miasma, and her blown up pussy. There were obvious disparities, however those would be fixed in time. Assuming she wanted them to be.

The biggest problem remained her mind. Memories filtered in and out, rarely sticking long enough for her to make heads or tails of them. Most of them were just flashes of sex with people she knew she cared about, then fleeting moments of calm where she was just a - mostly - regular person with friends. She had more, from when she was a completely different entity.

Even standing in what she assumed was her room did nothing to jar her memories. There was another, though it felt even more foreign. Melody’s, perhaps. Carmen sifted through drawings, including a couple drawn by a child. They looked fresh though, from months ago at best. Because they were.

Ugh, everything with Melody was so confused.

“I won’t get anywhere doing nothing,” she sighed, setting them aside and cupping a breast, fingers sinking deep into their plushness, “They’re almost here. Hopefully these will be more fruitful than the last.”

Like the others, it only took a few words and looks for Carmen to be lifted up and impaled on several feet of dick. She moaned softly as her skin stretched taut around it, cervix penetrated and womb elongated far above her head. Good, this one was packing far more than the last few. The others circling them too.

Carmen leaned into the one, arching her hips nice and high. A single buck of the hips sent powerful ripples through her fat cheeks, clapping together in obvious invite to the nearest girl-dick. A hot dollop of pre landed on her squishy pucker, then a broad crown rubbed it in and lunged straight through. Carmen’s hole eagerly squelched and stretched around it, all too happy to feel it grinding against the other in her pussy. She arched her chest up high and looked around.

There were four others, each swinging at least six-feet of dick. Carmen pushed her tits together and opened her mouth wide, offering their choice of where to get off with her body.

“That only takes care of two of us,” one of them bemoaned, though still drooled at the sight, eyeing her sisters competitively.

“Then the biggest obviously goes first,” another grunted.

“You’re, like, half-an-inch bigger than me.”

Carmen rolled her eyes and pointed to her nipples.

“Hey, she’s right! Let’s go.”

“You idiot, we can’t fuck a human’s nipples.”

“You really think she’s human?”

“Well, she doesn’t have a dick, so…

“Ah, I can fix that!”

“No way, you got a Futa Note?!”

Carmen’s ears perked at that. She knew what a Futa Note was. It… she… they were one and the same. But this futa… Seikogami… had one too. Then Carmen needed to take it. She wasn’t entirely whole yet.

She was brought from her thoughts by the sharp, blissful explosion in her crotch. In a matter of seconds, a fresh cock that matched the gathered Seikogami stood erect from her own body, its shape distinctly inhuman. Veins the size of tree roots pulsed all across its insane girth, each one pointing to a majestic, flared crown broader than her head.

And yet it was only a fraction of what she remembered having. There was only the one for starters.

“Wow, you really gave her the works, huh? You only needed to make her nipples fuckable.”

“I… didn’t write that. I just gave her the default one.”

“No way, did someone change the rules in yours or something?”

“Hey,” Carmen grunted, bucking her hips hard into the two currently fucking her, “Enough talk. Pick a hole or tit and fuck me already.”

It was like turning a switch in their minds. Her words silenced their quarreling, their cocks jerked up, balls swelling a little and aimed right at Carmen. One by one, she was well and truly stuffed. Her face, her cleavage, and both her nipples. The sounds of balls slapping, her ass cheeks clapping and her fluids splashing filled the street.

From all around, people came to their windows and watched the depraved orgy taking place. Even those Carmen knew were more prudish couldn’t tear their eyes away. That was the only thing missing for her now; a silky, gushing pussy to wrap around her dick. For now though, she was contented by the combined thirty-feet of she-dick ploughing her mammaries and guts.

It was just made even better by the violent eruption of so many gallons of jizz. Carmen never stopped, not even to breathe, milking the five goddesses of their seed and existence. Her belly and tits inflated, doubling and tripling in enormity over the course of their draining. Once they were gone, she just sat there, ass twitching with the aftermath of her own orgasms as she digested them. All that remained of the five was a single black notebook.

She picked it up, ignoring the shudders of pleasure as her body slowly grew. These flimsy pages contained a power on a whole other level to those Seikogami.

Her power.

The thought came and with it, the Futa Note melted into her body. Lines spiralled in ornate yet chaotic patterns across her skin, not converging anywhere, rather they just covered her before fading. Carmen grabbed at her belly, fumbling to reach under her enormous tits to do so, while her entire being expanded. Thighs thickened. Nipples fattened, Lips plumped.

Even her freshly grown dick found another foot to grow. Carmen sighed deeply when the sensation passed, feeling a wave of clarity stronger than anything since that first Seikogami she absorbed. They were little more than a snack compared to this.

“What the hell are you?”

Carmen turned to see who spoke. It was one of her neighbours. She didn’t interact with them very often, though she knew more than a few masturbated to the mere idea of her back then. It was an older woman, probably mid fifties and just on the cusp of menopause. Looking her up and down, it was clear she was dealing with the oncoming ramifications. When was the last time she had sex?

Standing, Carmen towered over the woman. There was just enough of a gap for her cock to hang between them, not quite touching her, but it would only take a small step. She kept her distance though. There was something she wanted to try.

“Who are you?” Carmen asked back. The instant her voice came out, the woman blushed.

“Bethany, but,uh, call me Beth. Who are you? I saw you come out of the Robins’ place.”

“I’m Carmen… Alicia’s daughter.”

“No, you’re… I’ve seen her. She has three of… and her hair is black.”

“I’m going through some changes,” Carmen said, “Did you ever masturbate to me?”

“What? No! Of course not.”

“Have sex while thinking of me?”

“Well yes, but… I mean, no! That’s ridiculous. Preposterous. Sinful.”

Carmen could feel Bethany’s arousal seeping out. It hung on the wind, a wonderfully subtle spiciness, like a hint of cinnamon, More than that, an obvious wet patch darkened the woman’s crotch. All Carmen needed now was the answer to one more question.

“Do you want to fuck me?”

She was being almost obtusely blunt. It was the best means of avoiding confusion. Bethany could deny it, however the obvious question would get her mind working and her body would respond.

“I… you…” Just as Carmen expected, the wetness spread further from Bethany’s crotch, trailing down her legs which quivered in need, while her shirt was tented with two clear indents. Then she was breathing deep, words failing as Carmen aimed her cock away and stepped forward, until her divine seed filled belly pressed into Beth’s slightly pudgy gut.

“I can make you feel so much more,” Carmen breathed, lush lips pursing to make every word pop that little more, “I just need to know you want it. That you want this giant cock to pound your pussy and fill your womb with my seed.”

“It, uh, has been a while.”

“And you didn’t get as many children as you wanted, right?” Carmen asked, one hand coming to gently circle Beth’s stomach. She had vague recollections of seeing people’s desires in their shadows, but now, it was more like she saw it inside Beth, heard her wants whispering to her like the most seductive succubus.

“No,” Beth sighed, joining Carmen in touching her womb, “Henry always said two was more than enough, but I always wanted a big family. He, uh, might’ve gotten cold feet when he found some stuff.”

“What stuff?” Carmen asked, but she wasn’t really listening to the response. She could see it in Beth’s soul, the hours upon hours, the terabytes and entire novels of pregnancy porn she’d imbibed over the years. All centred around so many multiples no sane woman would even dream of. But Beth did. Almost every night.

She tossed and turned, fingers at her nipples and lower lips as her mind replayed scenes of her waddling with a dozen overdue babies swimming in her womb. Or of her riding Carmen, begging for an even bigger gut. The most intense, the ones that woke her with a squirt, were when she outgrew her entire bed, forced to lay on herself and feel the dozens of young growing daily inside her. And Carmen could fulfil that wish.

“Do you want it?”

“Want what?” Beth whispered. She was just asking Carmen to say it aloud for her.

“To be a baby-making-factory. To be so full of young, you’ll never be finished giving birth. The rest of your life will be spent with a huge belly, pushing babies out one after the other.”

“I’m so old though.”

“I don’t see an old woman. I see a young, vibrant mother,” as Carmen spoke, soft lines appeared across her arms, converging on Beth. Wrinkles faded away, eyes sparkling with renewed life, while her breasts perked up, “With a body designed to birth whole legions of young.” Beth gasped, jeans tearing in several places as her hips overtook Carmen’s.

“But you’re so big,” Beth said, hand now grazing the top of the ‘behemoth’ dick. It was still far below what Carmen knew she should have, but it was a good start.

“You can take it,” Carmen tilted the younger Beth’s head, kissing at her lips, their breasts pressing in close, “After all, your pussy is designed for giving birth to big, healthy babies. This is nothing.”

A loud tear ran up the front of Beth’s pants, revealing her sodden panties wedged deep into her deliciously fat labia. A thick clit stood out from them, twitching with desire and designed to brush across anything going in or out. Carmen traced the lips with her fingertips, barely even touching them, but it was enough to make Beth cry out.

“Just give it to me already!”

Carmen grinned and picked the woman up, her clothes evaporating, and took in the results. Had she led Beth down this path? Perhaps. She’d certainly fanned the flames, but it was always there, smouldering, looking for the first bit of kindling to become an inferno. Which she’d provided in droves.

Now she set Beth’s newly engorged cunt against the peak of her cock. They were a good match. Carmen’s glans were wide and flat, save for a blunt hill at the centre. Notched within that was her urethra, pulsating and spewing pre. It kissed Beth’s lips, their juices mingling and oozing down the six-foot length. Her golf ball sized clit mashed against the tip as Beth rolled her hips.

“There’s no way it fits,” Beth said, despite clearly moving with intent to try.

“Don’t worry,” Carmen said and moved her hands down to the woman’s hips, now a good two feet wider than her shoulders, adding a bit of pressure, “I’ll make it fit.”

“Yes!” Beth hissed. Her lips were pushed inward, flattened by the head, as Carmen pushed and pulled, “Please! Make me a momma again.”

Carmen met her eyes. Those freshly pumped lips were parted, gasping with pure want, wet with drool as her cunt slowly - impossibly - opened. They fattened further, swallowing her chin and nose. At that point, she was too lewd to ever be considered publicly decent. She was forsaking her entire social life for this single purpose. She would be a baby-maker, nothing more or less, made only to take cock and cum and push out kids for the rest of her days. Carmen thrust her hips at last.

And her whole world went white. She had vivid memories of fucking hundreds of people with cocks far bigger than this, of being taken by equally huge dicks at the same time, yet none compared to this moment. The clenching, silky folds being gaped by her crown, then collapsing in around her shaft, all but pulled her deeper. Even if she didn’t want this - but she very, very much did - she’d be powerless to stop now. She might as well be a virgin with how intensely the sensations struck her.

She stopped at Beth’s cervix. It pulsed against her, swelling up to conform around Carmen’s peak, the opening yawning wider. It’d never open enough though. Carmen was just too big. She needed to ram through and claim Beth’s womb, pump it full of seed so it was never finished gestating.

They both looked down at the several feet still to come. Carmen grinned at her, tightened her grip, then slammed Beth down. At the same time, she launched her hips forward, launching her magnificent balls up and into the woman’s ass. Her cock pierced right into Beth’s womb, stretching the organ right up her chest and beyond. The bulge completely blotted them from each other’s view, however Carmen felt Beth’s reaction clearly. She was cumming from this alone.

Carmen’s balls bounced off her shelf-life ass. The momentum, pulled her cock down and out. Fat veins dragged through Beth’s pussy, the head flared and snagged on her cervix. When Carmen’s testes clapped against her own rump, she flew right into the next thrust. Even before her balls collided once more, their bodies made a brutal, wet slap.

“Ho-ly! Fuck!” Beth cried with every thrust, syllables broken by each one, “Fuck my baby-maker! Stretch it out! Carve your dick into me.”

“So tight,” Carmen groaned, her voice low and smoky as her pleasure escalated, “I don’t even need to thrust. You’re squeezing me so hard I bet you’ll make yourself cum just sitting here. But there’s no fun in that. So I’ll pound your cunt until it’s loose enough to drop a baby without you even noticing. Until you’re having to push octuplets out at the same time just to feel them. And here’s the real fun part.”

She paused her thrusts, leaving just ten inches buried inside as she pulled Beth’s head down. They kissed first, Carmen getting a taste of those huge, tight lips absolutely swallowing her own, then she leaned to the side.

“I’m going to get even bigger than this. I’m nowhere near my true self right now. When I am, this,” she swivelled her hips, stirring her cock around Beth’s insides. So much pre-cum had already accumulated, it made rich, sloshing sounds. Hearing them just made Beth squeeze harder, “Will feel tiny. When I get that ‘me’ back, then I’ll return and really break your pussy.”

“Yes,” Beth whimpered and slurred, lips too large to properly speak anymore, rolling her entire body to try and coax Carmen into doing it now, “Break me as much as you want. I’m powerless to stop you.”

“It’s not about what I want,” Carmen said and pushed her back into position, slowly pulling her down the entire cock, “I can see your soul, your deepest desires. I can feel them, hear them calling to me to make them a reality. Just like I know you want your pussy so thoroughly ruined, someone could just crawl inside and live in your womb.”

“I…” A flash of hesitation dulled Beth’s ecstasy, but only for an instant, as Carmen’s cock brought it back, “It’s not… not true.”

“Be honest,” Carmen said as their bodies met once move. She moved her hands around to massage Beth’s ass, rocking her body just a little. Just enough to stoke her arousal higher. To put her right on that edge.

“I-it’s preposterous.”

“So is my six-and-a-half foot dick currently using your pussy and womb as a cock-sleeve.”

“No, I mean… it’s stupid to keep denying it,” Beth giggled and wrapped her arms around the breeding pole wrapped in her flesh, lips pressing against it, “You better come back to me after this.”

“I will. But first,” Carmen lowered Beth to the ground, laying her in a pool of their juices, pulling her hips up into a breeding press. Beth’s tits poured over the sides of her ribs, nipples jutting high, areolae dark and plump. Milk was already churning within them, ready to feed untold legions, “Let’s put some babies in you.”

The woman just moaned and nodded, then wailed as she was impaled once more. Carmen’s thrusts were aided by gravity now, balls flying with the force of a bull, while their crotches squelched deliciously loud. Unlike before, she didn’t even wait for her testicles to bounce back, moving entirely at her own, brutal pace.

It was a hedonistic race to cum. Yet Carmen basked in every last second of Beth’s body, feeling it stretch and snap back into place around her, while watching all the curves bounce in chaotic beauty. For her part, Beth cried and moaned and screeched in bliss the whole time.

Her belly sloshed loudly as whole ounces of Carmen’s pre poured out. It churned around her, adding to the pleasure of her multi-foot long thrusts. The streets were filled with sounds of their coupling, even louder than the gangbang Carmen enjoyed earlier. Each thrust was strong enough to rattle Carmen’s bones. They didn’t have as much an effect on Beth, her curves plush enough to cushion the blows. If only slightly.

Carmen’s balls roiled, her gut warmed and her whole body tingled. She shortened her thrusts while ramping up the pace. Beth howled in staccato, pussy clamping hard as fem-cum squirted from between them. It didn’t let up for even a second, even as Carmen increased the tempo again, blurring her hips and balls. Her grunts deepened, vibrating through her body and into Beth’s. Even the ground seemed to shake.

Then their bodies met one last time, Carmen pressing in hard as she possibly could. Her cock jerked powerfully, nearly lifting Beth off the ground, and nearly doubled in girth with the oncoming flood. It struck Beth hard, but Carmen pushed on her shoulders, keeping her in place as the first gush inundated her womb. Both yelled in ecstasy as it rapidly inflated.

Before long, Beth’s tummy pressed into Carmen and pushed her up. The futa leaned back, hips arched forward to keep their crotches flush together. Jets of pussy juice sprayed from between them as Beth came over and over, every litre of semen triggering another. Gallons upon gallons erupted into her. In under a minute, and with Carmen still shooting strong, her belly was bigger than her entire body.

“So good,” Carmen cooed, pulling out an inch at a time. There was a lurid slurp and squelch each time, with Beth’s brutalised pussy doing its best to pull her back in. A minute later and Carmen stood up, letting the final streaks of cum fly across the enormous fecundity she’d created. She stepped away, taking the chance to see Beth’s pussy gaping wide enough to fit someone’s head inside.

“Babies,” Beth slurred, rubbing the small fraction of her tummy she could reach.

Carmen smiled. This felt good. More than just cumming or knowing she’d knocked someone up, she was glad to have fulfilled Beth’s greatest desire. She did it before, seeing the shadows of people’s deepest wants and fulfilling them, but that didn’t feel the same. It was hard to describe. Now it felt like a purpose. Like she was meant to do this.

“But I can do so much more. Once I’m complete. And you’re going to help me,” Carmen said and turned around, facing the small entourage of about a dozen Seikogami hovering a few feet away. All of them were decently powerful, assuming cock size directly correlated to power. If not, then they’d at least provide some entertainment.

An hour of balls and tits slapping wetly, cum flying and voices harmonising in unrestrained bliss later, and Carmen stood at the centre of the fading deities. Only one had a Futa Note. She didn’t know how many there were, but after twenty of them, she only had two. Getting the rest could take some time.

Still, she was more than pleased with the results. Her ass jiggled with the slightest shift in weight, but stuck out far and proud. Likewise, her tits were huge and perky, rigid nipples jutting forth almost a foot. Beyond all that, her cock had finally regained its true bestial nature. Covered in thick nodes designed to catch on folds and grind into everyone’s g-spot, with a wide head and massive urethra, which bulged all the way from top to bottom. She still hadn’t regrown the others, but they were just a matter of time.

After all, the biggest change wasn’t anything sexual. Carmen rolled her shoulders, a rush of air flinging her scent far and wide as her enormous wings unfurled for the first time. The feathers were bright as her hair, emitting light. She took a few experimental steps, reorienting to her new gravity, then looked to the distance, to a building she’d been to hundreds of times. She didn’t quite remember what awaited her there, just that it was the source of all her problems.

And where she’d get some answers. Crouching deep, her balls slamming into the ground, she leapt for the skies and took off. A wave of her feathers swayed on the breeze, falling to the ground. With one sneaking into an open window, falling on young woman’s bed as she prepared for school.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Anna didn’t think much of it at first, aside from her shock at how big and bright it was, and finished getting dressed. It would make for an interesting topic with her friends, so she made sure to pack it in her bag. The second she touched it, however, her whole body froze. Her loose shirt was suddenly constrictive, but not in the way she was used to. When going through puberty, her boobs would grow and make her shirts squeeze her uncomfortably. This wasn’t like that. Her shirt was tight, yes, but because it tented far out in front of her.

What the hell was happening? She lifted it up and nearly fainted, seeing the disgusting sight of two cock jutting from where her nipples once were. They were easily longer and fatter than anything she’d seen in her life - and she’d taken to the college stereotypical college life of getting laid every week. In disbelief, she reached up and squeezed.

Her knees crumbled beneath her. But she didn’t fall far. In the second between collapse, her jeans exploded and her ass bounced into the open, cushioning her. Somehow, her panties had survived the sudden expansion, though they were barely a thread on her now. There wasn’t even a hint of a thigh gap anymore, not with her legs so lusciously juicy.

That wasn’t the end. Her nipples flopped as her tits devoured her torso, then pooling in her lap until they overflowed it. Not to be outdone, her ‘nipples’ surged. As she gawked at her obscene new figure, her tongue lolled out. Further and further, until she felt its wetness on her hideously huge bosom. Not only that, but a second one slipped out.

She was a freak. She was a sexual abomination.

She was perfect!

The college girl climbed to her feet and found her baggiest jumper, tugging it over herself for some modicum of decency. She soon found, however, that it wasn’t necessary. Outside, she found her parents holding similar feathers, their bodies changing rapidly before her eyes. A bunch of their other neighbours were too.

Some of them were even crazier than herself. Jumper dampening with pre, she went around gathering as many feathers as she could. They hummed with an unknown energy, the same kind that turned her and everyone into these beautifully depraved mutants. Oh she couldn’t wait to distribute them around college. Wasn’t there a girl in her class that everyone knew was a total freak in bed? What would she turn into? Would she want to fuck?

Of course she would. Anna only had to look around to know it was a fact, since the entire neighbourhood had devolved into the sexiest orgy she’d seen. Where did these feathers come from anyway? She could see a faint light in the distance, moving further away on wings of pure ethereal beauty. An angel? A god?

Anna vowed to find out eventually. She still needed to attend classes.
