Rachel sighed into the bosom of her lover. This was about as common for them as it was for the sun to rise and fall, yet no less special in her mind. They laid in a queen-sized bed that barely suited their ridiculous figures, surrounded by fairly plain walls and furniture. But any space was elevated by the dozing beauty she laid upon.

She tilted her head back, brushing her matted red fringe aside to gaze at Carmen. Human or wolf, her features were flawless, as if crafted by a god. Or a book of seemingly eldritch origin. Whatever the reason, Rachel considered herself the lucky one for getting to be with this budding divine one so often. In return, all she had to do was give herself wholly and completely to Carmen’s wants and whims. Hardly a compromise.

To that end, she gladly lifted her wonderfully thick thigh and scooped her balls out of the way. Her other hand guided one giant dick to her sopping lips, which stretched smoothly around it. A head broader than her own chest quickly consumed all room inside, bulging out her rounding tummy and cresting past her head. She grit her teeth to contain her cries of pleasure, body morphing to better reflect it anyway.

In a matter of moments, she was more breast, ass and cock than she was a person. She was barely a third of Carmen’s height in this form, yet their curves were evenly matched. It also made the stretching of her insides all the more brutal, internals groaning as organs and bones shifted to accommodate. Even then, she continued taking more and more dick, until her bare skin touched the wall. She hummed blissfully as she turned and opened her mouth, filling her maw with a giant nipple. Milk flowed immediately and she went about gulping it greedily.

“I’m sorry.”

Rachel frowned and looked up, but couldn’t see her lover with the cock bulge in the way.

“This is all my fault.”

Well, yeah. Rachel rolled her eyes and wriggled her hips, luscious curves rippling so powerfully it felt as though the whole body moved with them. This was all thanks to Carmen. But she made it sound like a bad thing.

“I’ll come rescue you soon.”

Okay, this was getting weird. With a final slurp, the redhead pulled her head back, intending to lavish her partner in love to make up for whatever guilt she’d manufactured. That is, if the nipple would actually let her.

Rachel groaned in annoyance as her head didn’t move an inch. The nipple, on the other hand, seemed to extend deeper into her throat. She didn’t have much of a gag reflex anymore, so it wasn’t exactly uncomfortable. Just weird that Carmen didn’t seem to enjoy the new development. In that case, it was Rachel’s duty to ensure that she loved every second of it. A morning kiss would be nice though.

“Just hold on until I come for you.”

That made it sound like they weren’t together at all. Rachel tilted her head back as best she could, but it felt like something was holding her neck in place. For that matter, she couldn’t move her arms or legs either. Or she could, however only as a wriggle. Was Carmen trying something new with her? Then Rachel should’ve known what to do, yet she felt weirdly hapless. She’d made sure she’d know exactly what to do to make Carmen happy, to be the perfect girlfriend to her until the end of time.

So why did this feel so very wrong? Like she wasn’t with Carmen at all. Or like she was failing her in some way.

Rachel arched sharply as a violent orgasm was torn from her. Her eyes flashed open, throat constricted in a muffled howl, while her cocks jerked and sprayed their copious loads with reckless abandon. There was no pleasure to be had though. It was all pulled from her, the sensations made to rampage through her body and mind, yet were entirely unwanted. The flow trickled to an end after a moment. Much sooner than normal for her.

Something was definitely wrong. She couldn’t breathe properly, something was covering her face, yet she was breathing. It felt weird, like a face mask made of flesh. And alive. Whatever it was undulated around her face, sucking on her even as something pumped down her gullet. Her immediate impulse to touch it was denied, her hands bound tight, allowing for only the tiniest movement. The most she could do was let her head fall forward. Even that was limited though.

At least she could try and see what the hell was going on.

Yet even seeing it did nothing to explain her predicament. Not immediately anyway. She was in a cavernous space, but not a cave or house. The walls were pink and pulsating, with huge bulges spaced out. At the centre of it all was a sack of some kind, with enormous vein-like tendrils spreading out from it to the bulges, which writhed as if alive.

Rachel’s heart hammered in her chest as she crossed her eyes down at herself. Slimy, pulsating cups held her breasts, rolling around them in clear milking motions. Inside them, she could feel dozens of fine limbs coiled around her nipples, tugging constant jets of milk from them. Past those, her cocks were fully erect - almost painfully so - with similar trappings. She didn’t feel good from it though. It was practically numb.

What little movement afforded to her head was used to check her sides. Just as she thought, her arms were pulled straight and up, held in what looked like pink, opaque jelly. She tried flexing her fists and shuddered at the sensation within. Normally, she loved slimy textures, especially when it was Carmen’s cum. This couldn’t have been further from that.

She was torn from her own circumstance by the bulges moving differently. A sickening squelch filled the air as one by one, they split down the middle and released waves of what could only be cum. Shortly after that, people collapsed to the ground. But they were barely recognisable as humans, their bodies emaciated, little more than husks of a person. They were alive though, based on the frail moaning.

Then the ground shifted beneath them, rising and falling as they were angled downward. Rachel tried shouting, but that only made her keenly aware of the tube down her throat, as they were swallowed up.

“Ahh, worthless snacks. I barely felt anything from them.”

Rachel scanned the room for whoever was speaking, though she recognised that voice. It was her goddess. No! It was that thing Gretchen gave birth to. The Seikogami Queen or whatever.

The voice scoffed, “Glad you remember me. Most would’ve lost their minds by now. I suppose you have been touched by the Futa Note more than I expected. But I think you’ll be ready for me soon. Just like the others.”

Others?

Rachel’s heart plummeted. She’d seen more than enough movies and anime to know where this was going. It didn’t stop her blood from going cold as the pods that held the others closed up, bulging obscenely with the distinct shapes that she knew all too well. One was tall and built like a literal horse. Another had boobs big enough to make her feel insecure. The only one she was unsure of was a distinctly ‘normal’ shape. The motions became almost violent as Rachel assumed they were treated to the same fate as her.

“I am merciful,” the Queen said, then cackled as the bulges split open once more, “I’ll let you all see each other as you waste away to empower me. A grander fate than anything you could’ve hoped for.”

Suddenly the room condensed and Rachel was within spitting distance of the other pods. One after the other, they peeled open and revealed her friends. Lovers. People she once wouldn’t have thought twice about leaving behind, yet now Rachel could barely stop the tears from flowing. Zoey, Ashley, Dakota, Mary all looked around in a daze, their faces covered in the same mask as Rachel’s. A tube attached it to the ceiling, from which bulbs the size of mangoes began slowly pumping toward them.

There was one person that the redhead didn’t know, yet found intensely familiar. She looked remarkably like how Carmen described herself before the Futa Note. Dirty blonde hair that cascaded around her shoulders, an unassuming build though not unattractive. Her glazed over eyes were an inviting brown. The biggest difference was her cock. Carmen was adamant she never had one before.

“Perhaps I’ll try taking my time with you all. See if I can wait long enough for that coward to return, then I’ll finish you in front of her,” the Queen giggled like a child, “Do try and hold on for me. I want to enjoy this at a little.”

Then her presence was gone. The bulbs were about halfway to their mouths. Rachel looked to the others, all regaining their senses. They had to get out of here. A simple goal, if not for the bondage. Zoey was the first one to fully process her surroundings and, in a moment that made Rachel proud, immediately went into thrashing about. Her mighty body rippled with enough strength to bend tungsten and crack diamond.

The bindings around her arms and legs gave way. Rachel cheered her on, the others joining in as the daze faded. The equine futa broke a foot free, using it to drag the rest of out. A hand came loose and grabbed onto the mask, yanking it with all her considerable power. It actually came loose, revealing a long, squirming tube going down her throat.

Why was she ever worried? Zoey would rip this place apart and they’d get out, find Carmen, then come back and fuck this Queen into oblivion.

As Zoey was about to finish with the mask, it suddenly expanded to consume her whole head. She didn’t panic at first, simply putting both hands to work on removing it, yet the mask held firm. Worst yet, it left her open to other attacks. Rachel tried calling out a warning, but it was pointless. Even if she could make a clear sound, Zoey was deafened by that thing. Tentacles lashed out from all sides to bind arms and legs together.

Now the fear took hold. Zoey thrashed about, roaring madly, yet it was useless as her arms were forced to her sides and her legs bound tightly together. The limbs melted into each other, becoming a single sheathe that adhered perfectly to her body, one that constricted around her the more she struggled. Before long, her roars faded as she struggled for air.The mask oozed away from her eyes, allowing to see the first of the many bulbs reach her lips.

The second it bulged through them, Zoey’s back arched and her cock shuddered. Cum shot forth, distending her bonds, before it was siphoned away. Blast after blast, timed to whatever was being pumped down her oesophagus. With each one, her struggles became weaker, the muscles on her body less defined. Rachel sobbed as her friend’s equine form disappeared.

She was placed back into her pod, still bound tight, and thoroughly cowed. What little resistance she gave did nothing. The fact she was beaten so easily in terms of raw strength didn’t scare Rachel nearly as much as what just happened. Their lives weren’t simply going to feed the Queen, they were going to drained of everything Carmen gave to them first. The first bulb reached Rachel’s mask and she whimpered, desperately clenching her jaw to try and refuse it. Predictably, several limbs hooked into her lips and jaw, prying it open.

The second it hit her stomach, she was cumming. Not like when she first awoke either. This was pleasure, plain and simple, so intense that it briefly erased her horrible situation. Cum surged from her balls by the gallon, shooting as strong as it ever did with Carmen. The only other thing she was aware of in that moment was the suddenly looseness around her endowments. For it to be that noticeable, they weren’t being drained slowly at all.

Her eyes turned to all her friends, seeing them writhe and howl in unwanted bliss. Their bodies visibly shrank, with Mary losing one of her many tentacles as well. Rachel looked up, trembling in the worst mix of horror, dread and excitement at the seemingly endless waves facing them. As if that wasn’t enough, the tendrils inside them began moving too, thrusting hard and fast into their wombs, guts and anything else they could find. Even without the drug they’d lose it in no time.

Carmen would find them.

She had the Futa Note. She wouldn’t be beaten by this bitch so easily. Rachel would do everything to hold on until then. If nothing else, she had to live to see her again.

Carmen…

“I need more,” Carmen rasped as the dozenth tentacle pulled from her mouth.

“You’re already handling far more than I expected,” Note looked at the coming wave, almost twice the number of the last, “Anymore and I fear you’ll break.”

“This isn’t up for debate. I need to get back. The sooner the better.”

Note sighed. It was true, and Carmen had been adapting wonderfully quick. Almost so fast that Note wondered if she’d accidentally left some fragment of herself behind. Even so, they were already working at a blistering pace. Any faster and even Note might break from it. A human, even one impressive as Carmen, wouldn’t stand a chance.

Still… those eyes wouldn’t be deterred.

“Very well. I’ll help you,” Note said and floated over. It was risky, inserting herself in the middle of Carmen and the Womb’s coitus, but it’d be worth it, “As you are now, you’d be overwhelmed. So I’ll share a portion of my power too.”

“You sure you just couldn’t wait to fuck me again?” Carmen teased, reaching down to part her deliciously puffed up lips, “You should grow that thing out. I won’t even feel it anymore.”

“Oh, I intended to,” Note scoffed, rubbing the head of her dick along the folds. Every sweep, she expanded it by several inches, until the head could smother Carmen’s whole sex on its own and beyond. When Note’s hands fell over a foot short of meeting around her girth, she nestled the tip against Carmen’s entrance. Their eyes met, both filled with excitement, then she pushed.

“Fuck! Yeah, that’s good,” Carmen moaned, a distinct bulge marking Note’s journey. With barely a fifth inside, she kissed the cervix, but they both knew that was far from Carmen’s limit. Even if it was, that wouldn’t stop Note. That was only the first nine inches, there were another thirty to go.

She reared back, the brim of her dick nearly pulling Carmen inside-out, before lunging back in. Carmen howled in delight as her womb was impaled, the sound cut off by the arrival of the next wave. Tentacles stuffed her mouth, making her gag one after the other, until her throat and chest writhed with five distinct, fat tubes. Note ignored them and grabbed onto the human’s hips, using them to pound deeper into her.

She pulled a foot back, then slammed another three in. It was clear Carmen was still in the budding stages of her transformation, her body struggled to accept a mere two-feet. Note didn’t mind though. The feeling of resistance on her dick was sublime, as was the sudden loss of it when she pulled back, feeling the walls slurp and squelch around her. At that size, she hit every last pleasure spot, and her broad glans hooked onto the cervix, forcing it low, then shoving it back into place when she plunged back in. The whole thing was so tight it was like entering for the first time all over again.

The Womb didn’t seem as put off by her presence there as she expected. It knocked at the door to Carmen’s pussy, but, finding it taut around Note’s girth, simply moved to her ass instead. Feeling them thrust and squirm through the thin membrane was divine, made all the better as Note angled her thrusts to really grind into the other hole. She was about thirty-inches in now, cock throbbing alongside Carmen’s heart.

The human wasn’t appeased with just that much though. Her eyes scanned the masses around them, silently calling them to caress her stuffed body. And more. Carmen cupped her owns tits, slipping over them alongside the tentacles, paying close attention to her nipples. That seemed to entice a pair to devote themselves solely to that.

Note slowed her thrusts, curious to see where this went as well. They weren’t the thickest limbs, but they were prolific, oozing ounces of pure cum, which Carmen helped massage into her chest. It looked like nothing more than a perverse groping at first, then Note saw the nubs twitch and plump. A different, thinner white beaded all across them. Some was flung off and landed on Note’s face as Carmen and the tentacles mawled them.

Huh, that was faster than expected. Note expected most of the changes to follow their prior timeline, or at least for Carmen to grow her cock back first. She licked her lips clean as the nipples grew into shafts, long enough for Note to wrap her hands around and use as handles. That sounded fun.

Yet she was denied by the responsible tendrils coiling around them instead. Carmen offered a shrug, then began rolling her hips even stronger, squeezing another inch past her cervix and putting pressure all the right points. Even with the extra grip, her tunnel was so wet Note just glided in and out, punctuated by a rich slurp or squelch, sometimes both.

Note settled for sinking her hands into Carmen’s increasingly lush thighs, holding them open as she railed the changing woman. Every impact sent ripples through them, and a little more each time. Carmen was absorbing the essence so efficiently, almost worryingly so, Note might not have needed to intervene at all. Then again… she did have an up-close view of the limbs pulling and milking her fat nipples.

They circled the tips now, poking in just slightly.

“Try all you like, little friends,” Note chuckled. Carmen was doing amazing, and her other holes had stretched incredibly well, but that was somewhat natural. Nipple penetration was still a ways off for something as wide as a finger. Maybe something the size of a hair?

The Futa Note sighed and shook her head, focusing on enjoying the coupling itself. Her cock throbbed as she watched it bulge between Carmen’s tits, surrounded by the writhing shapes of all the other tentacles. When she moved, they moved, undulating against her rigid length and protruding through Carmen’s belly in all kinds of lurid patterns. And when she ramped up, they joined her too.

A single purpose united them; to carve out Carmen’s holes until they couldn’t recover. Well, that was the immediate goal. One that would go toward the ultimate destination of ending the Queen. Note put a twist to her thrusts, making sure to press down on Carmen’s anus. The multiple limbs squirming therein scrunched up their bodies, thickening and adding delightful pressure and friction, then began spiralling. The nodes whirled around inside Carmen, flicking at her nerves like a fuck machine. The girl wailed and squirted, hips not pausing for an instant.

“Yes, enjoy it more, Carmen. I want you to love everything about this. And yourself!” Note panted, nearing her own peak. The labyrinth of veins pulsed hard, her balls churning loud enough to surpass even the wet thrusting. Legs swung up and wrapped around her hips, pulling her in. There were just a couple inches left to go. Note reached down to claw at Carmen’s ass and tugged her closer, lunging forward with the same force.

Their thrusts got faster and stronger. The Womb was approaching its next climax too. Note groped her ass, massaging it around the pounding tendrils, coaxing Carmen’s hips down further and further. The penultimate inch went in fine, but the last one was stubborn, her body not fully ready. Still, that wouldn’t stop either of them.

Carmen gargled wetly around her many gags, belly roiling with their excitement. It pushed out further, lumpy and misshapen and oh so erotic. Note loved it all. Her entire existence was predicated on lust after all. And she knew Carmen enjoyed it too with how tightly she squeezed her sopping walls around her girth. She couldn’t wait to see those eyes sparkle with pleasure once more.

She looked up, but didn’t see Carmen’s eyes. They were thoroughly obscured by the tentacles pumping several inches into her nipples and coiling around inside her tits. Milk gushed whenever they retreated, with more leaking as they shoved even more down. The beautiful breasts bulged with their shapes, matched by the others wrapped around the outsides.

Note was too far gone to question how they reached this point so quickly. She would’ve expected it to take another couple waves at least. It was still sexy as hell, especially with how Carmen had continued growing over the last several minutes. Burying the final inch with a satisfying clap, her balls lurched up, slapping her pussy, and unleashed a flood. At the same time, watermelon-sized bulges travelled through the others, followed by hundreds more. All destined for the same end.

Carmen wailed in raw bliss and squirted once more as the first surges hit her. The obscene bulges disappeared from her belly as it was inundated from both ends, shooting straight up at first, before pouring over the sides. Her skin held up admirably to the liquid weight, holding a near perfect sphere even as she was pumped bigger still. 

Her breasts didn’t get nearly as much, but they still ballooned with cum. Wads of tentacle seed pumped in, moving past the usually impossible opening, making it bulge lewdly. Assuming it didn’t all come flooding back out.

Even with just the one shaft, Note was a match for their output. Her balls heaved literal tons of jizz into her shaft, shooting with all the force of a geyser and blowing Carmen’s womb to the size of a novelty beachball with just one. The next several pushed it past the size of a beanbag chair, then she was on par with a queen-sized bed and still going.

That whole time, Carmen’s pussy rolled and milked Note for every drop. Gallons upon gallons weren’t enough for her it seemed. Entire lakes didn’t sate her depraved thirst. Just the way Note wanted her to be.

Note only pulled out once Carmen was big enough that she could pass for a blimp. The tentacles kept cumming a minute longer, making sure every square inch was drenched or filled with their essence. They came rushing back out, leaving no time for Carmen’s holes to recover. A fresh spray of fem-cum loosed itself onto Note’s face as she took in the sights of so much pink. The walls clenched rhythmically, dripping with slime and cum.

“Done already?” Carmen asked as her nipples were vacated. They closed quickly, sealing every drop of cum inside. Their former occupants pointed at her face, releasing a final, incredibly dense rope across her features. She moaned and licked it up, grinning lewdly, “Never done? I like that.”

Were they communicating? Note gazed around at the legions of tendrils waiting their turn. It was impossible to count them all, even for a supernatural, immortal entity like the Futa Note. And all of them were pointed at Carmen. Even with her own body easily taken, they ignored her. They were entirely focused on the human.

Note let herself float away, getting a full view of Carmen processing the latest dose of life-creating essence. Amazingly, her cock still didn’t grow back. Everything else got their much needed boosts, growing back into an exaggerated hourglass, complete with nipples that seemed designed to be used as handlebars. Between her lush thighs, her pussy pulsed and swelled to the size of a prize-winning mango. Its clit jutted out a whole inch, resembling a thick, pink golf ball.

[bookmark: _GoBack]“Funny, I expected more from that much,” Note postulated aloud, then gasped as tentacles rushed forward from behind her. Already? It’d barely been five minutes. Carmen was still rasping for breath after the last batch.

She didn’t stop them. She couldn’t. Even if she somehow mustered the power to repel the Womb’s advance to give Carmen a break, the human might not be too pleased with it. Even from that distance, she caught the salacious glint in her eye. She was still so far from her former glory, yet it seemed like the libido and sexual appetite were back in full already.

Note smiled as the tentacles all took the plunge. They filled her holes all at once, with seconds and thirds lining up to join. Carmen, herself, lifted her tits in offer for another pair. Just as she said. It was never her influenec that gave Carmen these desires. They were always there, slumbering just below the surface.

Who knew what else laid dormant inside that girl, who gurgled gleefully as she a second pair invaded her tits. 
