 Zenyatta was once a simple omnic monk, who strived to achieve peace and enlightenment. Until the day when It found him. 

   Zenyatta was deep in meditation, existing within his own mind, immune to outside stimulus. He was free to mull over his own thoughts, in a state of uninterrupted peace. 

   And then something happened that should not have been. Meditation put Zenyatta in a state of ultimate isolation, and yet…there was something in there with him. Something formless, and unknowably vast, with evil and darkness that could not be contained in Zenyatta’s own mind. Zenyatta tried to push this creature away, but even his concentration, honed over years of practice, was enough to banish the Eldritch beast. His mind was filled with images of destruction, of the expanse of the cosmos, and of the deepest, stygian depths of the sea, where oily nightmarish creatures appeared for an instant before darting out of sight. A place where no light existed…and where It lurked, waiting to be summoned. 

   Zenyatta was now aware of reality, more than he had ever been. The path to enlightenment wasn’t peace and meditation. It was through subservience to the Thing that lurked at the bottom of the sea, at the deepest point of all things. His eldritch master, a darkness beyond knowledge. He opened his mind, opening himself to the voice of the Deep. And from the abyss it spoke, with an ancient tongue that transcended words and sound, a language of pure meaning. 

   It instructed him to create a cult in Its name, to gather worshippers, and ultimately, to bring forth a physical form through the womb of a willing human woman. In return, Zenyatta would be given a share of Its transcendent power. Zenyatta humbly agreed.

   Zenyatta’s transformation was immediate, as abyssal energy filled his body. His mechanical body was converted to organic, cephalopod flesh, as luminous tendrils spawned from his face. His orbs of destruction now sported several reptilian eyes each, which his Master could look through to observe the world above.

   Zenyatta could feel the power of the deep searching through him. His Master was immeasurably powerful, as reality itself was subservient to Its will. Even the small portion of power Zenyatta had been granted made him terrifyingly strong.

   It instructed him to journey to the forests of Switzerland. There, he would find inductees for his cult of worshippers, and a witch who would be willing to impregnate herself with Its spawn.

   Zenyatta didn’t need to make the journey himself, for It was not bound by the constraints of space, he was everywhere and nowhere at once. All he simply needed to do was appear in the forest, as he was already there all along.

   "Greetings, Witch,“ Zenyatta said.

   "What brings you here?” the Witch said, turning around to face the tentacle-faced stranger, her tone almost accusatory. The Witch was no stranger to many varieties of dark magic, but the power that radiated from Zenyatta was alien even to her.

   "I have come with an offer,“ Zenyatta gurgled, his voice like the deep sea. "My Master wishes to bring his spawn into this world, and he has chosen you as a suitable host.”

   "And what will you offer me in return?“

   "I have nothing to offer, I am but a humble servant of a greater power. However, my Master offers you a portion of his strength and magic..and pleasure unimaginable.”

   "Well, in that case,“ the Witch said with a sly smile. "I accept.”

   "I thank you,“ Zenyatta said. "I suggest you prepare yourself for what comes next.”

   Tendrils erupted from the ground, splitting the earth apart and causing nearby animals to scatter in terror. The Witch remanined calm, however. She knew exactly what those tentacles were for, and their size and strength only served to excite her.

   "Well, go ahead,“ she said, disrobing, banishing her outfit to some pocket dimension in a shower of shimmering magic, with the exception of her hat. She was large-breasted, and wide-hipped, a figure already suited to motherhood.

   Zenyatta did not want to keep his Master’s eager host waiting, and so, the first tentacle entered her slick, drooling pussy. The tentacle was lubricated, and pleasantly phallic. The Witch let out a gasp, that quickly transformed into a delighted moan. It wasn’t just the pleasure of the tentacle entering her, and stretching her out, although that was certainly part of it. It was also the blatant indecency of what she was doing, and the promise of power afterwords that thrilled her. 

   The tentacle pulsated gently as it pushed its way deeper inside of her. She could feel the first of many eggs entering her, stretching out her womb. She could see it swelling and bulging from the outside as it filled her.

   A second tentacle slid inside of her, while the first continued pushing out a seemingly endless supply of eggs. The way the eggs stretched her out, the way they rubbed against her clit…the Witch was in a state of unrestrained, shameless sexual bliss. She drooled, mouth open, tongue out, eyes rolling into the back of her head. Her stomach continued to expand, far beyond the size of a normal full-term pregnancy. The shape of her belly was equally unusual. She lacked the round smoothness of an ordinary pregnancy, instead, her belly was lumpy, although ot entirely shapeless, as her womb stretched to fit the dozens of large oval eggs within.

   "Ah, fuck, keep going!” she moaned. Her cunt was sopping wet, and she wanted to be like this forever. Being fucked by an endless series of tentacles, filled to the point of bursting…

   It wasn’t just the penetration itself putting her into a state of absolute euphoria. It was the feeling of fullness too, of being stretched out and swollen, pushed to an inhuman level of fertility. She felt like she was constantly on the verge of bursting, but it turned out that she had more room to grow every time.

   She could hardly believe how large she was getting. There was no earthly pregnancy she could compare this to, her gut put even octuplets to shame. Her navel had popped, going from a cute, fit innie to a bulging, rigid outie. And things only got more intense, as more tentacles pushed their way into her, bringing more streams of eggs along with them. Some tentacles didn’t even enter her, instead, they wrapped themselves around her breasts, squeezing them tightly and teasing her nipples. Her breasts erupted into twin streams of creamy milk. She was surprised to see herself lactate, but then again, she was pregnant. 

   Eventually, her belly overshadowed the rest of her body, and felt extremely heavy, but it retained its shape, protruding out forwards from the Witch’s body instead of sagging towards the ground.

   The Witch gasped, as the tentacles withdrew from her pussy. She fell backwards towards the ground, landing in the soft grass. Her belly was pointed upwards, reaching all the way from her midsection to the tops of the trees. She was awash with pleasure. Even without the tentacles inside of her, she experienced non-stop, periodic orgasms.

   "Now, you must birth my Master’s spawn, and bring his power into the physical realm.“

   Mercy expected the birthing process to be painful. Instead, it turned out to be just as delightful as anything else. The eggs were fairly large, but just small enough for her to push out without any kind of difficulty. The sensation was new to her; it felt a bit like being penetrated in reverse, as the slick, round eggs rubbed against her clit and the walls of her pussy on their way out. The eggs pilled up in front of her, forming into a neat stack.

   Mercy’s belly shrunk, finally returning to a relatively normal size, although she was still noticeably bloated from the experience. She took a deep breath, as the orgasms finally subsided, and she was able to have clarity of thought again. She was laying in a quite literal puddle of her own sexual juices, with the mountain of eggs still in front of her. 

   The pile began to vibrate noisily, as the eggs started to hatch. One by one, small, green-skinned cephalopods emerged from the eggs. They grew to full-size in a matter of seconds, transforming into large, human-like squid creatures which averaged around seven feet of height. 

   The Witch was filled with a strange sense of maternal pride as she watched the aquatic eldritch homunculi disperse into the darkness of the forest. Sure, she had clearly summoned unfathomable evil into the mortal realm, but she was a witch, so that was basically part of her job description. 

   "Thank you,” Zenyatta said. “My Master appreciates your dedication to his cause. He has kept his word, and provided you with a share of his dark power.”

   "You’re welcome,“ the Witch replied. "Since I have the power of your Master as well, does that mean I can summon those tentacles myself.”

   "Yes, of course.“

   "Well, in that case, I’m going to have a lot of fun~” 

