This was about as far from Ryuka’s original plan as was possible.

Coming to the human realm had seemed like such a great idea at first. Carmen twisted it around a bit, being so stubborn, but she was a wave of fresh air compared to the Seikogami. And when she let loose, it was a fucking biblical event, the kind that Ryuka had rarely seen in her home realm. Everything seemed to be looking up, even when she started feeling… things.

Now all that was out the fucking window. Peeking from behind her cover, she found the streets filled with her kin railing any and every human they could get their hands on. It was the same story pretty much everywhere else she’d checked on. Some places hadn’t been taken yet, but it was only a matter of time. Her people weren’t known for lingering for long. Even if the humans stayed inside, ignored the noises of their neighbours being mind-broken by literal goddesses, it wouldn’t last. The Aura would get to them before long.

With so many concentrated in one place, Ryuka wasn’t unaffected either. The noises of pussies and asses squelching as they were stretched wide open, and the thick, wet gagging of their throats getting carved out sang in her ears like a divine choir. Her cock tried swelling to its full tumescence, but she willed it down. Giving herself away now would be disastrous.

She needed to find Carmen. Everything here was going to metaphorical hell, even if it felt like heaven to the people getting reamed, so they needed to get the fuck away. Ryuka didn’t know what to do after that. The only thing on her mind was evading the Queen, getting Carmen away from that thing, then they could figure it out.

Against all instinct, the lone Seikogami dashed from house to house, keeping hidden from her brethren. Her pussy throbbed with desire, her cock ached for a tight, slippery hole, and her balls burgeoned with seed. A couple of people hadn’t been dragged into the orgy. She considered taking a moment and relieving herself with them, but that put her at risk. Besides, if the Queen was still around, she’d need every advantage.

Lust was power. Getting pent up made her a quick shot, but it’d be one hell of a shot. That might be their only chance at slipping away from the Queen. Even then, it was 50/50 odds at best.

Ryuka sighed into her hands as she listened to the symphony all around her. Even if she plugged her ears, she could smell it all, practically taste it. There was no avoiding the temptation. Why was she doing this just for Carmen? It’d be easy to slip under the radar if she dove dick-first into the nearest cunt, then she could go back to fucking anything that moved and pretend this never happened. Carmen was probably done for anyway.

A powerful pulse through her cock nearly broke her control. She looked at her reflection in a window, somehow ignoring a woman’s inflating stomach just beyond it, and laughed. A Seikogami in love. How the fuck did that even happen? Ryuka had no idea, she doubted any of her kin would either, though that didn’t make it any less real to her. She’d find Carmen and together they’d make their stand or run. Maybe they’d have a chance?

And if they failed… at least they’d go out together. A romantic’s dream.

Ryuka continued on her way. There were close calls, temptations around every corner, but she resisted. Carmen better be impressed with her self-restraint. Then again, looking at the school and the miasma of Aura that surrounded it, she didn’t know if it was worth it. There had been times when Carmen had concentrated her Aura into a physical manifestation, but never on that scale or that texture. Thick, muggy and sticky, like a spider’s web in a sauna.

And it was all concentrated to a side building. That had to be where the Queen was. Carmen as well no doubt, though Ryuka couldn’t sense an inkling of her. She didn’t want to think about what that might mean.

Nor did she want to step one foot into that gross space. She would though. Ryuka had other options, however none of them were any better. Go back to her old, boring days of sticking her dick in whatever or whoever? It probably sounded wonderful to just about anyone else, but she’d lived that life already, for much longer than any human had been alive. That was the whole reason she snuck the Futa Note into this world and came chasing after it.

“I’m coming, Carmen. Huh, that might be the first time I said that with an ‘o’ instead of a ‘u’. You’re such a weird influence on me, you know that? You better praise me properly for this. And by ‘praise’ I mean carve my womb into the shape of your dicks,” Ryuka cackled to herself and spread her wings, using them to propel herself straight through the gymnasium wall.

That was the plan. Instead, she crashed through wood and plaster, only to be rebuffed by a fleshy barrier. She only got a glimpse in the instant before she was sent flying back. It was a rich, crimson colour, covered in a slimy sheen and pulsing with several fat veins. It wasn’t a cock though, she’d have recognised it instantly. And a cock wouldn’t have instilled a sense of something absolutely wrong. She didn’t know what it was exactly, only that it didn’t belong here. Maybe anywhere.

Again, Ryuka felt the call to escape. Her wings even reacted, prepared to send her flying in the opposite direction so she never had to touch that stuff again. She grit her teeth and searched for another way in, ignoring the feeling of her non-existent body-hair standing up. She found a large opening quickly enough, racing inside before her cowardice could catch up.

[bookmark: _GoBack]She immediately faltered. Ryuka clapped both hands over her face, trying to keep the stench out with little success, her nose and eyes burning. It even felt like the foetid odour was coiling around her skin, trying to pull her to the equally disgusting ground.

Every square inch was covered in that disgusting flesh. What looked like tumors palpitated and oozed opaque slime, which solidified into more. Bigger ones writhed with life, imprints of hands and legs, sometimes even faces bulging clearly. Tentacles squirmed in and around the shapes, leading to less solid masses where human skin was visible, though not much. At best, Ryuka could make out feet and fingers and the occasional nose. She saw toes curl right before another wave of slime surged out and made more of those lumps.

This was far from anything a Seikogami should ever create. She didn’t sense any lust in there, only horror. The two were closer than some would think, easily mingled with the right finesse, but there was none of that. Her flight nearly failed her, toes dipping dangerously close. Ryuka immediately shot upward, instincts screaming at her not to touch this cancerous tissue. Definitely not the huge clump of it at the centre. It looked like the origin of it all.

It was expanding too. The hole she came through was mostly clear, though not for much longer at that rate. When it reached that point, it’d spread into the world. Infecting any and everything. Did the Queen make this?

As she hovered there, she noticed the tentacles lazily lifting toward her. Whatever this was, it was aware of her. Ryuka actually shivered in revulsion at the thought of being captured like those other people. She needed to find Carmen and get out. But… if she was inside this stuff, then could she even be saved? No, she wouldn’t think like that. Not until she found some evidence. If Carmen was lost to her though, then what?

“Oh, another one of you. What, get tired of cheap pussy and decided to come back for the good stuff? I’d be flattered if you weren’t all fucking shit at it.”

Ryuka knew that voice. The vocal fry, the venomous inflections, the sheer bitchiness of it. She hovered around the spherical lump, searching for signs of what might be the only conscious human for miles. Even if she didn’t particularly want to see her. Amazingly enough, she didn’t find her by looking down, instead forced to look at up, at the precipice of that awful mass. Blonde locks cascaded in clumps around an admittedly pretty face, with strong cheeks framing her obscenely overfilled lips. Wide, blue eyes stood out amongst her streaks of mascara.

“You know, I wouldn’t really wish this on my worst enemy, but you’re as close as I’ll get.”

“Haha,” Gretchen said flatly, “Come on, get your dick hard and fuck me or whatever. Not like I really feel it anymore.”

“I will. If you tell me what happened here.”

“Huh?! You don’t know? Aren’t you with that ungrateful cunt of a queen?”

Ryuka shook her head.

“Oh my god,” Gretchen’s eyes widened, “She said something about a rouge one. Ryuki or whatever.”

“Ryuka.”

“Yeah, yeah. You’re with Carmen, right? Can you find her?”

“I’m looking for her now. She was here, wasn’t she?”

“She was. Then she disappeared.”

Ryuka’s heart sank and she scanned the various clumps, looking for the biggest ones. Even if she were captured in this stuff, she’d be resisting harder than anyone. Carmen didn’t give up easily.

“She’s not here,” Gretchen said, “There was this… portal or whatever. I think Melody made it. They went through it. They’re in another dimension aren’t they? Somewhere other than here and hers.”

“That’s not possible.” Ryuka didn’t know what to make of this new information. Melody was here too? She made a portal? A realm other than Earth or the Seikogami homeland?

“Yeah, but it is, right? If they went there or somewhere here, she’d have found them already. Pretty sure she’d have come back here to gloat at me too. Fucking bitch.”

There was no way this was actually coming from Gretchen of all people. Ryuka didn’t know her well, only what she’d observed and heard from Carmen this past year, but she never expected her to be this logical. Or for her to worry more about someone other than herself.

“If it’s true, and that’s a fucking big if, then I have no idea what to do.”

“You could get me out of here for a start? She’s got, oooh fuck… they’re coming again!” Gretchen howled, tongue poking out as she openly drooled and quivered from head to toe. Ryuka circled around, stomach twisting up at the sight of the blonde’s pussy and ass gaping wide, before spawning long, thick ropes of ruby-toned flesh. They dropped nearly twenty feet to the hideous floor, where it stirred around, their flesh bonding together.

She looked to the hole and saw it creeping at the fringes. Gretchen’s ‘children’ were fuelling it, much more than the others. Left alone, it’d probably encroach on the outside world within the hour. Where it’d find even more humans to feed its growth. Even assuming Carmen had a plan of some kind to deal with this, there’d be no point if the whole world was lost. Ryuka had to get Gretchen out at least. That’d slow it down.

“Alright, I’m getting you out. If nothing else, I can throw you at someone if they find me,” Ryuka muttered and considered how best to do this without touching that stuff. Which was much more easily said than done.

By the looks of it, Gretchen was glued to it. When her belly moved, so did the flesh, perfectly moulded to the first few feet of her behemoth gut. Ryuka doubted just pulling her free would work. That also wouldn’t solve the problem of her young.

“An admirable idea, but a pointless one, unfortunately.”

Ryuka stiffened, heart pounding in her ears as her cock forcibly hardened. A condensed wave of lust flashed across her skin, leaving her drenched in sweat, pre-cum oozing by the bucket load and her thighs sodden by a sudden gush of juices. The only reason she didn’t cum was the raw fear diluting her arousal.

“Fuck,” Gretchen hissed through another moan, pushing out two more python-sized tentacles, “You gotta go. I don’t know what the fuck you can do, but you’ve got a better chance than me.”

“There’s no point,” that haughty, headache-inducing voice said, “I can taste her already. My dear Seikogami is all pent up. How strange that you would resist your natural desires for so long. Do you think it gives you a chance against me? Do you perhaps believe yourself superior now that you’ve experienced a fragment of my suffering? One touch is all it’d take to bring you to climax, yet I’d need you and all your sisters just to feel a little excitement.”

“Is that why you’re doing this?” Ryuka asked, fighting the urge to moan at the sensation of her lips and tongue moving, “You’ve got blue balls.”

“Perhaps. I won’t lie and say this isn’t the most excitement I’ve felt in a long, long time. Not enough to satisfy me though. Even the Futa Note couldn’t make someone good enough to do that. A shame really. She could’ve been a lot of fun if she’d stuck around. Maybe I could’ve found a way to get off using her.”

“You mean Carmen?” Ryuka asked, muscles tensing. She wasn’t sure she was prepared to hear the outcome of their encounter, but she needed it nonetheless. Then she could decide how she went out here.

“I believe that was her name, yes. The criminal that dared challenge the natural order of all creation. And, if I’m not mistaken, you aided her in that. Didn’t you, Ryuka? That means her crimes are yours too. I’ve not devoured a Seikogami before, but I’m sure they’re delicious. Much more so than the others. A shame, they were so close to Carmen, yet they were so awfully weak. Little more than snacks really.”

Ryuka darted out from behind Gretchen, her only barrier, and scowled at her former queen. Few Seikogami had seen her in the flesh, Ryuka included. Most were much more worried about sticking their dicks in each other. Royalty didn’t really matter. The Queen was merely a title for the most powerful of them.

She certainly looked the part. Towering over Ryuka even with her feet on the ground, breasts large enough to form a cleavage she may never find her way out of, and a semi-flaccid dick large enough to curve around the entire gym. But Ryuka barely glanced at those, her focus was on the squirming belly at the centre of it all. It wasn’t nearly as big as Gretchen’s, but would still dwarf a woolly mammoth. As she glared, it quivered and contracted. The Queen cooed and caressed it, growing the tiniest bit all over.

“Still, they are quite resilient. Impressive for their kind,” she turned her gaze to Ryuka, “But I really wonder what you taste like. If you’re good, perhaps I’ll swallow the rest of your kind too. It’s the only way you could be of any use to me now.”

“You’ve lost it,” Ryuka said, fists shaking from the strain of her composure.

“Maybe. I won’t deny it. Since coming here I haven’t felt like myself. I was content to be sedentary, to take what little pleasure I could find and just… exist. Truly, I’m thankful to you and Carmen. Without you, I’d have continued with those meaningless days. Now, maybe I’ll finally find a way to feel again. Speaking of, get inside me, Ryuka.”

The Seikogami glanced at the hole, her only exit. Except now it was blocked by the thickest tendril she’d seen yet, wider than her hips, and with petals peeling open to reveal a lumpy, fleshy tunnel. She darted to the side, but it didn’t give chase so much as simply catch her. Fat coils spun around her body, binding her wings and arms, and squeezed tight enough to force all the air from her lungs.

“Valiant effort, dear. Futile, but I appreciate it. Though I ask that you save your struggles for when you’re inside me,” the Queen chuckled, lowering the opening over Ryuka’s head, “It’ll make this all the sweeter.”

Ryuka played her final gambit. There wasn’t any else to be done. She unleashed every ounce of strength she possessed, all the lust she’d accumulated in the last few hours. It may not kill, or even hurt the Queen, but concentrated like that, it was still substantial enough to knock her back a few feet and onto her ass. Ryuka cackled as her shoulders were taken, using what little movement she had to raise her middle-finger.

“I’m going to take my time with you.” The Queen’s voice echoed around her as Ryuka was sucked deeper, body wrapped tight in the slimy confines, “Enough that you survive until I find Carmen, then you can watch me suck the life from her before your very eyes. You’ll see the one you love become little more than a husk as she becomes part something truly divine.”

“Don’t count on it,” Ryuka spat, unsure if her words even reached beyond the walls, “You haven’t seen her when she wants revenge. She’ll come back and annihilate you.”

The slimy tunnel stopped sucking her in. She was completely enveloped in it now, her toes dripping in its drool, cock pressed flush between her tits. It undulated around her, grinding against her nipples and marinating her in its juices.

“I will break you,” the Queen said. She didn’t scream or even snarl the words. This wasn’t a threat, “Seikogami are far more durable than humans, so I’m sure you’ll feel every last second of this.”

Ryuka’s response was taken by the tube morphing, spawning all manner of limbs. Some were flat and greasy looking, others had rows of tall nubs designed to rub and tease, and the rest were just dicks. Plain and simple. She had no doubts this would feel incredible from a purely physical stance, but she wasn’t about to give any satisfaction when she could help it. One of the dick-like tendrils probed at her lips, however she held fast. She was still a goddess. These puny things wouldn’t break her.

Sensing they wouldn’t get through that way, the rest went searching elsewhere. She clenched her thighs, but that only did so much when she was all slimy, legs slipping against each other and rubbing her snatch. One of the nubbed limbs squelched between her butt cheeks, pressing insistently against her pucker as it slid between her thighs. Ryuka grit her teeth.

She would not give them the pleasure of hearing her moan. There was little she could do to stop, or even slow them down, yet she still tried. The Seikogami held her body as rigid as possible, though parts of her reacted on instinct. Her pussy, for one, was all but gushing, its fluids mixing with all this slime. More splashed out as it the nubs streaked over her hole, flicking her clit and bumping her balls in the same movement. When they slid back, they pressured her ass even more, hooking in and letting the fluids inside. Ryuka grimaced, nerves blasting her with sensations she wished she could ignore.

The boring ones coiled around her legs. Not with the intent of pulling them open, the space was much too confined for that, but simply to try and massage her, loosen her up. Good luck with that. Ryuka wasn’t the most respected of her kin, but she wasn’t a runt either. Even the Queen would need to do better.

Of course, that ended up jinxing her. Sure of her wetness, the cocks squelched between her legs and cheeks, lunging into her holes. They stretched her wide, but nowhere near the same level Carmen had. Really? They were only the size of her fists. This was barely foreplay. She sucked in a sharp breath as they kept pushing, popping deep into her womb and colon respectively. So that was the plan.

Ryuka squashed her innate response to moan as they burrowed deeper and deeper inside her. That didn’t stop her from breathing deeper as the pressure mounted in her uterus, the tentacle coiling around itself and bulging out her belly in grotesque patterns. The other followed the path of her insides, moving ever onward without pause. It surged forward whenever it found another bend, but she kept her reactions to an eyebrow twitch.

It was getting harder though. She wasn’t surprised that the fluids had aphrodisiac properties. Her nose tingled too, so she was breathing it in as well. More of the greasy limbs looped around her tits, keeping it loose so they bulged between each coil, and rolled all over, coating them in a more viscous layer. They soon took to a milking motion, pressing them flat against her chest and cock, which let her feel just how far her gut protruded. And the movements of the forever tunneling tendril.

Her nipples throbbed to their full tumescence. Smaller limbs copied their larger siblings, digging deep as they pushed and pulled her teats in every direction. There was no milk, nor was she going make any for them. The temptation was strong though.

Pleasure rolled across her body. Her key erogenous zones were all accounted for and tended with expert roughness. They knew she was stronger than a human and treated her as such. Even the limbs inside her had no qualms with arching harshly, trying to really carve out her insides. Carmen wasn’t gentle, but she treated her with a certain care, like she actually enjoyed her being around. Sometimes Ryuka longed to simply be treated like a disposable toy.

Ah, but she couldn’t allow herself that freedom here. Sex was amazing on its own, made incredible with the right person - or persons - but these things only had one goal; to break her. Though they were going about it lazily. Almost tortuously.

Her belly was heavy with metres upon metres of tentacle dick, yet they weren’t going wild inside her. They were just testing her it seemed. Or was this always going to be the pace? Surely not. This wouldn’t be enough to break a human, let alone her. She almost thought of challenging them about it, but that’d mean opening her mouth. Bore her into giving what they wanted. That had to be their plan.

Well, she wouldn’t give in. The sensations were pleasant enough and anything that meant the Queen didn’t get immediate satisfaction was good for her. Ryuka sighed as the one in her pussy twisted around, its tip probing at her fallopian tubes, putting more pressure on its brother winding through her guts. It wasn’t far from her stomach now. After that, it’d go up higher and try forcing her mouth open that way.

She didn’t know what the significance of fucking her mouth was, however they wanted it, so Ryuka wouldn’t give it to them. Their ministrations continued in that vain, milking her tits despite it being a dry-well, constantly pushing into her holes without every actually thrusting, while more worked at her legs and back, trying to force her to relax. It all felt good.

Though definitely not enough to make her cum.

She almost laughed. Did they really think she couldn’t just make herself cum whenever it pleased her? Ryuka was a fucking Seikogami. Orgasm was practically her natural state of being.

Another jinx. She realised too late that, whether they read her thoughts or noticed some minute change in her body, they smashed her confidence with ruthless efficiency. Ryuka snarled and arched her back at the violent constriction of her cock. They weren’t large tentacles, probably the smallest thus far, designed to bite deep into her veins and choke off her urethra. That wasn’t enough it seemed, the coils digging in hard enough that they’d no doubt mar even her flesh.

Whatever. She could handle this. Eventually, her balls would get too full and she’d channel that power into breaking loose. 

“Nice try, bitch. I’m still a Seikogami, this much isn’t MMPH!”

Fucking stupid fuck! Ryuka just had to open her mouth to taunt them. Now her maw was stuffed with a fat dick that tasted like the smarmiest cock, unwashed and layered in enough smegma that it scraped off onto her tongue. Even for her, it was rancid.

“Oh, my dear,” the Queen’s face formed from a wall, with that infuriating sneer in tact, “I’m well aware of what you’re capable of. I created your kind, remember? I know exactly what your limits are. And as for your hope of using whatever lust you amass to try and break free, well…”

Ryuka grunted, throat opening around the hideous dick, while hers was penetrated.

“These tentacles are far more malleable than your cum, dear. I can choke you off and siphon your load at the same time.” As she spoke, the thin limb raced through her cum-vein, splitting in two so it occupied both testes, then began sucking. Ryuka whimpered at the terrible sting of her urethra being forced wider despite its constriction, but only enough for the puny amount of cum to be sucked through. It didn’t even provide any relief to her aching nuts.

“There. Now you’re ready to join the others. Maybe if you make me feel good enough, I’ll let you cum a little. Say ‘hi’ to those other morsels for me.”

All at once, Ryuka felt herself being moved. Tentacles bound her wrists behind her back. Similarly, stuffy sleeves oozed over her feet to keep her ankles glued together. When she finally stopped, she found her chest arched forward, a tight collar around her neck and a sight that somehow hurt worse than actual torture. All around her, in various states, were Carmen’s closest friends.

And one girl that was kind of familiar, though nowhere near as impressive as the others. Unless she’d been there longer than any of them. Ryuka knew exactly what this chamber was for. One look at Rachel’s basketball sized boobs confirmed it. They should’ve been big enough to cover even her obscene hips, which had diminished to merely the same width as her shoulders. The poor thing.

No one else was any better off. Zoey had lost most of her musculature and her cocks weren’t anything noteworthy now. Mary was down to just a few of her own tentacles and Dakota looked like a normal futa. Leah was holding out, though that was just because her tits were so much bigger than anyone else. It hadn’t been that long since Carmen left.

They didn’t have long.

Fuck, Carmen. Where are you? Ryuka couldn’t believe herself as she watched a pair of dicks approach her nipples. What would’ve been an exciting prospect now froze her blood, yet she couldn’t fight the arousal for even a second. The thinner ones pulled her teats open, then they were stuffed and stretched, bulging from within. Small nodes began moving away from her, joining the many others as they went to the mass at the centre. The Queen’s power made manifest no doubt.

It was so close. If she could just fuck with that, she’d at least buy them time. Ryuka had to try. Then she saw Rachel, who just shook her head, moaning pitifully as an orgasm was forced upon her. With it, she lost a little more of her body. The redhead gestured to Zoey, her meaning clear.

So this was it? They could do nothing but try and hold out until Carmen came to save them. At least she wasn’t there with them. That at least offered some hope. Ryuka just hoped that girl had a good plan brewing.

-- The Womb --

“Yes! That’s it, work together and really fuck me up. Give me all you’ve got and keep going! I’ll take it all,” Carmen said, voice low and husky from the raw lust pounding through her veins. Between her splayed legs, her pussy gaped wide enough to fit both fists in and barely touch the walls. Cum drooled from her lips like a perverse waterfall, all collected in a basin that would be lifted to her face soon enough. There was no sense in wasting even a single drop.

Meanwhile, tentacle after tentacle spiralled around each other. The combined girth was already more than she’d taken yet. That didn’t stop her egging them on for more. She still had so many to go before she was even close to reaching her goal. They needed to be more efficient.

Though that was more of an excuse. Carmen was almost back to her true self, although she wasn’t sure if even that’d be enough for her now. Her breasts were huge and soft, rippling on her chest with every breath, nipples of a similar proportion. She still had yet to grow her cock back, but that had to be only a matter of time. With this though, she was sure it’d finally erupt back to that glorious monstrosity she’d become so accustomed to.

When they were finally ready, she wriggled her juicy ass at it. Carmen didn’t know if the Womb could see exactly, however she did know one person was watching. She turned her eyes to Note, who gazed back lustfully.They were both eager for Carmen to get stuffed beyond human comprehension. 

The womb was too apparently as the two spirals of tentacle meat surged forward. Made up of so many different limbs, they moved out of sync with each other. Carmen hooked fingers into both her ass and pussy, holding them open for it. That wouldn’t do anything really, they were much too big, but the gesture was important. It made her feel slutty, like she was truly offering herself to this incomprehensibly horny entity. She all but roared in delight as they started pushing.

Her lower abdomen bulged, the shape writhing as they tried keeping together despite wanting to punch right into her womb and colon. Carmen rocked her hips, helping feed it deeper into herself, while she groped her voluptuous titties some more. Her hands still did an adequate job manhandling the watermelons, but that should change after this session. It was just a shame she didn’t have one to suck.

“Don’t worry. I’m here for you,” Note said, floating over to present her deliciously fat, horse-dick to her. Carmen nuzzled into the head, eyes leering up at the Futa Note. A wave of pre doused her face, creating sticky strings as she leaned back and opened her mouth. She gasped and moaned as the tentacles pushed ever deeper. Her tongue swiped across Note’s tip, flicking off in a coaxing gesture.

Note didn’t need to be tempted any further and rammed forth. Carmen gagged wantonly as her throat stretched out and took the shape of the cock, welcoming it into her oesophagus and beyond.

“So tight,” Note panted, “It already feels like we’re one.”

Carmen hummed in agreement, reaching up to squeeze the wonderfully pert shelf of an ass and pull it closer. Her sticky nose mashed into Note’s crotch, her balls sitting heavily on Carmen’s sternum. Every inch of dick pulsed powerfully. But it could be stronger. She wriggled her fingers into the valley of Note’s ass, finding her puffy pucker and circling it with a tip.

“Oh yeah, fill my ass,” Note groaned, thrusting back as a pair of fingers slid into her pliant hole. They ground into her prostate, unleashing a deluge of pre down Carmen’s gullet, “Fist it. Pull it inside out. Whatever it takes to get you what you want.”

Carmen tucked her thumb in and pushed. This was the delight of being with a supernatural entity. Even her ass was lubed to resemble a slip and slide rather than a tight fuck-hole. Her fingers slid into the knuckle easily, then to her wrist. Pushing her other hand in came just as smoothly, the hole squelching thickly. Not unlike the treatment of her own holes.

She couldn’t even close her legs, her pelvis was spread so wide. Tremors went up her spine as the one in her rear turned the corner, breaking past her second sphincter. Carmen punched her own hands into Note, slamming the cock back down her gullet. Her cervix gaped nice and wide for the other conglomerate to breach her uterus, where it’d fuck her nice and hard, then inundate her with enough cum to flood the Atlantic. Before that of course came the fucking.

Then the cum. Then the next wave, even bigger and more potent than the last. After that would come the next. And the next.

Then she’d take the Futa Note into herself, go back to Earth and find the Queen. After that… who knows? Maybe she’d have a go at rewriting the world like Note implied she could?

