What was she seeing? Carmen struggled to rebuild her understanding of the situation. She was fucking the Seikogami Queen, a literal goddess among deities, whose cock had broken through a solid wall and extended well beyond. Others had joined in, stuffing Carmen until she felt she could barely fit another finger, and now she was on the verge of cumming. Yet, above all that, most prescient in her mind was the sight of her sister, clad in shiny latex, sauntering through the destroyed wall with tits the size of exercise balls. Her mismatched eyes were fixed solely on the Carmen.

She wanted to stop and think. Everything had been chaotic ever since she left for Peru, and she never had a chance to just take it all in. If she wasn’t fucking, she was bombarded with revelations that only raised more questions about the Futa Note and it’s history. Now she was here, under the assumption she just needed to fuck Gretchen into oblivion and be done with it, only to be painfully outmatched by something greater. No! She wasn’t beaten yet.

Her balls gurgled. It wasn’t a sound of uproarious climax, but of a final whimper. They were no more capable of holding back than she was, no matter how she tried reasoning with herself.

“Let go, Carmen.”

The futa jumped back, and would’ve fallen on her rump if not for the support of her friends’ many dicks keeping her up. In front of her, acting as if nothing were out of the ordinary, was Melody. She straddled the Queen, who seemed just as perplexed by her presence there, and shuffled forward, chest heaving as she came chest to chest with Carmen.

“You cannot win this. So let go. It’ll be your best and only chance.”

“What are you saying?” That didn’t sound like Melody. 

Melody leaned in, obscene spheres crushing Carmen’s bust. Milk cascaded between them, lubricating the plastic chestpiece her sister wore, causing them to slide over each other.

“Just do it,” Melody dropped her voice, deep and husky, as she cupped Carmen’s muzzle, “It’s strange. I didn’t think it’d feel so intense like this, but I like it.” Before the futa could fully process those words, her lips were taken and a tiny tongue slipped inside her mouth.

The deafeated gurgle of Carmen’s balls built to a roiling crescendo as semen bubbled over. Her shaft swelled violently, stretching the pussy and womb taut around it, as her urethra bloated with cum. No matter how she clenched or tried focusing, there was no ignoring the perfect blend of ecstasy caused by kissing Melody. Her sister. The one taboo she had desperately avoided. Did it feel so good because she did so, or was it just the feeling of Melody’s small lips against hers?

Everyone behind her also jerked, cocks fattening with their orgasms. Carmen bucked her hips, sliding her holes over them and ramming her prick into the Queen, drooling over the incredible feeling of her scalding jizz travelling foot after foot after foot. It leaked from her urethra at first, the hole much too small to let it all out, before the pressure pried it open. She groaned deep into her sister’s mouth, stuffing it with her own much larger tongue.

Melody moaned around her tongue, still sucking on it even as she pulled away from the kiss. She turned slightly, allowing Carmen to see the Queen’s stomach bellowing outwards, gaining several inches every second. The sight provoked her lusts even further, forcing a denser wave of semen out.

“She’ll be compromised for a moment after this,” Melody said, amazingly coherent with Carmen’s tongue down her throat, “That’s your best chance.”

Carmen frowned, only half-hearing the words with the sounds of her, and her lovers’, orgasm. Her daze only worsened as Melody reached into her cleavage, retrieving the Futa Note of all things. Carmen finally pulled her tongue back.

“How do you have that?”

Her sister just smiled. She didn’t write anything, or even open the book, she simply raised it up and focused. Several moments passed, the only sounds being those of everyone rutting and cumming, then Carmen’s hairs rose and the scent of sex minged with that of ozone. Electricity cackled nearby as a pinprick of darkness appeared, growing ever larger. Before long, a swirling void surrounded in pink energy hovered just a few feet away.

“What is that?” Carmen groaned, still cumming hard minutes after she started. 

“Your only chance.”

“You think I’d let you?” The Queen growled, her voice reverberating from everywhere. Dust fell from the rafters, shaken by her words. Melody’s brows shot up as she was forced off the Queen, who stood up, seemingly unemcumbered by Carmen’s load stretching her belly to match a suitably queen-sized bed. It only got larger, yet she had no problem forcing Carmen onto her back. The others cushioned her fall, their orgasms shooting even stronger. Even with all of them cumming inside her, she was still a good few feet slimmer than the Queen.

“I don’t know who you are,” the deity said, “But to even think you could undermine me is folly. In fact, I’d say it is a crime.”

Melody glared at the towering futa, who continued squating onto Carmen. Every impact of her ass cheeks against Carmen’s belly sent jets of futa-cream squirting from her holes.

“Just get out of here, Melody,” Carmen said. It truly amazed her that she could worry about her sister at a time like this. She thought her mind would have shut down by then, between shooting cum from her cock, having the softest, wettest cunt in existence sliding up and down her shaft, and with her friends all pumping their loads into her. Not to say she wasn’t close to losing it.

Actually… what was the point of holding on like this? She lost. Her life was forfeit, as was everyone else’s.

“Don’t give up yet, Carmen.” Melody said, “I have faith in you. Melody has faith in you. Do not disappoint her.”

But it was hopeless. Whatever lied beyond that swirling energy couldn’t compare to the Queen. Carmen doubted she could win even if she had the full might of the Futa Note. And what was to say she’d even dislike her fate? By the sounds of it, this would be her life, just perpetually used by the Seikogami Queen in the hopes of making her cum. Perhaps it wouldn’t always be pleasurable, but she doubted it’d be much different to her usual day.

“You’re going to leave your mother to suffer the same fate?” Melody asked, “Your friends? All the people you met at that convention? Rachel? Stacy? They will all be robbed of their lives.”

“They’d feel good anyway,” Carmen said, riding the last waves of her orgasm, “It’ll just be more of this. Forever and ever.”

“Don’t be so sure. Look at them.”

Carmen turned her head and, for the briefest moment, her orgasm stalled. They were crying. All of them, faces warped into a twisted form of pleasure and anguish, mouths open as if to say something, yet unable to. Rachel was buried under all of them, but forced her way up, just enough to mouth a single word; ‘Carmen’.

“The body can feel ecstasy all it wants, but the soul isn’t so easily pleased,” Melody said, eyes shimmering despite her smile, “Perhaps that’s why I became so attached to you. Your soul was so beautiful, yet dulled by shackles you created, but every time you used me, it shone brighter and clearer. I will not allow it to be blighted by this… thing.”

“Thing?!” The Queen spat, slowing her movements to a tortuous grind, “I have humoured your presence long enough, mortal. Now allow me to… to… fuck…”

“Who are you?” Carmen asked flatly, lifting the Queen as she climbed to her feet, cock pulsing furiously. Those words didn’t belong to her sister. The voice and face were familiar, but every word and intonation was off, yet she recognised it too. She heard it recently too. From where? She needed a clearer head to fully understand. That meant making this cunt finally shut up.

Reaching behind her, Carmen grabbed two cocks, yanking them from herself, then pulled forward to stuff the Queen, repeating again and again, until everyone was inside her. It was difficult making it work with how huge they all were, but she wasn’t concerned with ‘how’. All she cared about was uncovering the imposter that had taken her sister’s place. Lovers and friends would come and go, but her family had been with her forever. If she lost them… 

The ridges and spines along her cock tugged the others out as well, effectively making them all fuck as one. Perhaps alone, Carmen was barely a match, but together they were more than enough. Cum gushed from everyone, splashing against the walls of the Queen and filling her womb even further. It didn’t take long before her titanic womb inflated to the damaged wall and barged right through. At that size, even she would have a hard time moving.

Melody, or whoever had taken her place, watched impassively from the side. Or, not ‘impassively’, as she eagerly stroked herself while sliding a hand over one enormous tit. Despite her fervour, the skin was so densely packed with saline that her fingers barely made a dent. Under other circumstances, Carmen might’ve wrestled more with how the sight made her cum harder.

“Answer me.”

“There will be time later. We should leave while she’s incapacitated.”

“What did you do with Melody?” Carmen demanded, as cold as her orgasm was immense.

‘Melody’ sighed and cupped her stomach, “She’s safe. In there,” she pointed to the portal, “Waiting for you.”

Carmen thinned her eyes, pupils glowing dangerously, as she pumped one last time.

“Why?”

“Because,” Melody paused, then chuckled as she looked down at herself, lifting both breasts, “I love you.”

It wasn’t an entirely unexpected response. Carmen already suspected this person would say or do anything to gain her compliance, however she couldn’t have anticipated the purity of that statement. The same way she now wholeheartedly believed the Queen was on a level beyond Carmen and Ryuka, she understood the undeniable fact in those words.

“And them?” Carmen looked to her friends, the people she’d once targeted for just being close to Gretchen. How strange to think she once never would’ve given them a second of her time, yet now she wasn’t sure she could bear to leave them behind.

“I can’t. Holding the portal open for you and me is all I can manage. Think of it like an elevator designed for us, and only us.”

Melody stepped forward, resting a hand on the Queen’s rump like it was just another piece of furniture. Whoever this was, their confidence was unmatched. Or they had incredible power. Her mismatched eyes bored into Carmen’s, silently imploring her to listen, “Once we are done, you will return and fix everything. I promise you.”

“You think I’d let you?!” The Queen hissed. Her insides clamped down as she righted herself once more, shoving Melody aside. The purple miasma bellowed from her every pore, seeming to attach itself to the ground and walls. Carmen shoved against the butt cheeks that threatened to engulf her, yet didn’t move an inch, only succeeding in having her arms swallowed to the elbows in ass fat. The others were jettisoned one by one, leaving her the sole target of the deity’s rage.

“You dare elicit such sounds from me!” All around her, the cum that was spilled began to rise, forming dense, off-white tendrils. That alone was worrying enough, however the untouched walls also shifted. Carmen shook her head, unsure what she was seeing at first, and hoping it was just an hallucination, but it was still there. Where inorganic, lifeless material once stood, now pulsed with grosteque power, turning a fleshy red colour. She was terraforming the whole gymnasium?

Carmen looked to the sounds of screams. The pleasurable noises had long since faded into the background. She only noticed because of the terror. Where everyone had been fucking, they were now cowering from the writhing walls. Long, slimy tentacles lashed out around their wrists, fighting them. That is, until more lassoed their ankles. A dozen girls slammed into the walls, more limbs appearing to bind their arms and legs. That was just the beginning, as cocks the size of Carmen’s own speared each and every hole.

The rest were pulled in groups, until the walls were too full. Then the floors and ceiling changed. In the time it took Carmen to blink, the orgy was no more. The only one that remained on the floor was Gretchen, who looked equally relieved and infuriated by being ignored.

“Carmen?”

She craned her neck down and around. Her friends faces were clear for the first since she arrived. It took everything not to let out a small sob of relief to see them.

“You guys need to go. Now!”

“We’re not leaving you,” Rachel said.

“We know what that bitch can do. You’ll need us.”

“No! I mean it. You need to go!” Carmen shouted, mouth falling open and eyes bulging as several other tentacles appeared behind her friends, one for each. These were different, hollow, clearly designed not to restrain or fuck, but to devour. Everything seemed to move in slow-motion. The tentacles opened wide, dripping with slime that landed on everyone’s heads. They turned, but they were already in motion and struck.

Zoey just about managed to reach up and slow hers, but it was futile. They simply suctioned around her, starving her for oxygen until she let go. The others stood no chance. Each tube undulated as they sank down their bodies, making horrific slurping noises. With how curvy her friends were, the tubes were stretched taut around them, showing Carmen the expressions of shock turning into horror. Rachel’s fingers just about stretched the flesh, reaching for her.

The futa freed her hand from the Queen. She could reach Rachel at the very least. Rip and tear until she was safe. But the instant her claw grazed the tube, it ripped everyone away from her. One by one, they disappeared into the walls.

“Now it is your turn,” the Queen said and from her cunt dozens of tentacles squirted into the open, each one coiling around Carmen. But she was numb to their touch, only aware she was being pulled tighter against this vile excuse for a goddess.

“What did you do?” Carmen asked, still staring at where her friends once stood, “Where are they?”

“They’re safe. With me,” she said, “And soon, they’ll become part of my divinity. Just like you.”

“You’ll kill them?”

“Hardly,” a tendril forced Carmen to look at the Queen, whose face was splintered into a maniacal grimace, “They will live forever as part of me. If you want to be with them again, then your only chance is to give in. Your meagre power will be a far more welcome addition than theirs.”

“I’ll kill you,” Carmen whispered, not concerned with how she would do it when she couldn’t even move a finger anymore, “No. I’ll keep you alive. I’ll bring you to the brink every minute, then let you recover. Forget cumming after centuries. You won’t even remember what pleasure felt like.”

For the first time, there was no response. The tentacles just pulled harder, nearly snapping her bones with the sheer force required. The lips around her cock loosened, gaping wider and wider. She felt them on her shins. Was she planning on swallowing Carmen with her pussy? Go for it. Carmen’s claws were rend through the walls of her womb until she burst free.

“Don’t you dare!”

Carmen was suddenly on her ass and… tiny. And light. She couldn’t process that, too preoccupied with seeing Melody in front of her, ensnared in the tentacles. But she was different. The obvious implants were gone. And her eyes were the same.

“What…”

“I’m sorry.”

She just about turned her head to see the imposter Melody rush forward, scooping her up. That meant the one in the tentacles was…

“MELODY!” Carmen reached for her sister, her real one. For one instant, their eyes met, then she was gone. Melody was pulled away into the Queen’s uterus, “Let me go! I’ll kill her! I’ll rip her to shreds!”

But she too was taken away. A swirling darkness enfulfed her vision from the sides, encoraching until she could barely make anything out. The last speck of light was tainted by the Queen, who smirked at her. Then it was total black.

-The Queen-

It wasn’t often that something happened beyond her explaination. Which was to say, they never did. This was the first time in her very long existence. She had been about to swallow Carmen, ready to begin the luxurious process of absorbing the foolish mortal. Ooh, it would’ve been a wonderful time too. Her first in far too many centuries. Alas, she caught someone else. She was inclined to believe it was Melody, yet she saw her take Carmen away. Unless that was a fake? That would certainly explain her power.

“Still, I’m sure you’ll be quite the treat too,” she mused, stroking her belly as she absorbed the bounty of semen within. Within minutes, she was nice and tight, stretched only by the human within. And soon the others.

“What do we do now?”

“Hm?” The Queen turned her attention elsewhere. One of her attendants had arrived, accompanied by a few others. She looked to the walls, malformed thanks to her little outburst. Well, some of the damage was already done, and she had grown weary of her realm. Perhaps the Earth could provide some entertainment?

And if Carmen were to return, then she’d come there obviously. The Queen had full right to wait and make herself at home.

“We wait for her to return. In the meantime,” she watched the walls pulsate and expand, “Let’s see about finding the Seikogami responsible for giving her a Futa Note.”

Come to think, where was that blasted book? She was sure it’d have been knocked from that Melody imposter’s hand, but there was no sign of it. That meant Carmen likely still had it. She chuckled under her breath as the tentacles holding Carmen’s friends reappeared, writhing with their inhabitants’ forced bliss. Very well, mortal, use it to your heart’s content. She’d provided some level of challenge already. A little more and the Queen might very well have climaxed.

She strolled through the building, stopping at Gretchen’s obscene form.

“You’re gonna lose, you know?” The human said, though with her belly so full, she hardly looked human.

“You have such faith in someone you despise so.”

“I love to hate her, what can I say? But I also know her pretty well. I did some bad shit to her before and she came swinging right back. That was before she was doing whatever the fuck she wanted. Now she’s gonna be fucking pissed at you and she’s not bothered with being a goody-two-shoes,” Gretchen laughed, “I almost envy you.”

“Hm,” the Queen waved a hand, silencing the venomous tongued creature with a tentacle, that quickly surged all the way through her bowels and out her rump, hooking around and into her pussy. Carmen’s progeny couldn’t be allowed to exist. Besides, Gretchen was better used to spawn more helpers to spread around this world.

She’d wager no more than six months and the whole of Earth would be a fresh haven for Seikogami.
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