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Dedication
 
    
 
   This one?
 
   This one’s for Tumblr. 
 
   You guys are so @#$ing dirty. I love it. 
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AUTHOR’s NOTE:
 
   If you’re at #3, yeah, you know what you’re getting into. Summer’s half over, lovelies. But we’re just getting started. 
 
    
 
   -Solar Harris, July 2014
 
   


 
   
  
 



MIRANDA
 
    
 
    
 
   1.
 
   Something changed.
 
   I don’t want it to change. I like how all the things have happened. I like the power. I like the control.
 
   Don’t make me give up the control.
 
   Get me loose. Get me free.
 
   Save me. 
 
    
 
    
 
   2.
 
   I didn’t like anything that was happening. I didn’t like those men and I didn’t like their culture and I’d been having those thoughts long before Brianna voiced them in the car. I had been thinking them to myself for quite some time.
 
   Maybe she made me brave. Maybe she made it okay to think those things. Maybe she made me realize I wasn’t alone and that I needed to say something. Make a stand.
 
   It didn’t go very well. I lost my nerve and I’d had too much to drink and it all was kind of mess when I stood up to tell them off and call them on all their sexist disgusting bro-culture bullshit.
 
   I took a walk to cool off. And I met it there - I met it at the water’s edge. 
 
   It was just a voice. It offered an invitation and all I would have to do was take three small steps into the water. That would be enough. Things would happen quickly after that, it promised. Good things.
 
   It was not lying. 
 
    
 
   3.
 
   What was the best thing from before? From before all of this?
 
   Barry.
 
   New Orleans.
 
   I loved my husband. Loved him more than anyone deserves to love another person. It wasn’t ever because we didn’t love each other that we did the things we did. That’s the hard part to try to explain to people who aren’t part of the lifestyle.
 
   I think even when I gave the short version of it to Brianna and Kaytee in the paddleboats, they didn’t understand.
 
   I had sex with other men in my marriage. Often I did it while Barry was right there in the room with me. 
 
   It wasn’t cheating in the traditional sense. After all, he had full knowledge of my sexual adventures in advance, even the ones he wasn’t present for or invited to watch.
 
   Barry liked being cuckolded. He liked watching his wife sandwiched between a pair of strangers and engaging in the kind of wild sex acts that made him blush every time I suggested early in our marriage that we might do those things together. He was never very adventurous or imaginative, but he respected that I wanted to live a little wilder, and that my happiness and sexual health depended on some things that NO single man would ever be able to give me. And then it turned out that his little kink was watching me, his wife, getting it from a random stranger. 
 
   We did small things at first. We’d meet someone online and go together to a public place. Meet another couple for drinks. Discuss some of our shared kinks. And then we’d go back to a hotel room and we’d share our spouses. Once or twice, we would go a little further. I’d be with the wife and the husband would be with Barry. Barry wasn’t into that as much. He was more comfortable staying in his comfort zone and indulging his single deep kink - seeing me with someone else.
 
   So we stopped swinging and I started cucking him. Often he’d just watch in the corner. Sometimes he’d take pictures if my partner or partners were okay with it. Sometimes he’d be in the mood to touch himself while I was busy. That happened the first time I did anal. We were in a lake cabin in Tahoe and the biker I picked up was new to the idea of being watched by the girl’s husband. Turned out, though, he liked the idea of asserting himself as the alpha. 
 
   “I’m gonna take her ass,” he leered at Barry, all while squeezing and groping my behind through the bikini bottoms I was still wearing. Barry looked stunned and I think I must have looked a little stunned, as well, because that just made the biker smile bigger. “You’ve never had her there, have you?” And then to me he asked, “Has anyone been up that round little pooper of yours, honey?”
 
   I loved dirty talk. I loved how beneath me this dirty unshaven tattooed man was. He didn’t know my real name. He didn’t know much about me that was real. He assumed from the Budweiser bikini and the spray tan that I was trailer trash and not the breadwinner of the family about to get a sweet retention bonus from the company buying her startup. I loved the idea of going farther than we’d agreed upon, too.  “No, never,” I said truthfully to the biker bull.
 
   He didn’t have a very big prick, thank god, and even though he was rough and sweaty and gave very little consideration to my discomfort, it didn’t hurt me anywhere near as much as it could have. But lord, how it made Barry hard. 
 
   “Take it out,” the biker commanded to Barry. “I wanna see you jerk it. I wanna see you skeet uselessly all over the floor while I jizz in your slut wife’s ass.”
 
   Yeah, that got Barry off in a hurry. It got me off, too, and got us both off a few more times later once we were cleaned up and back in our own hotel room. The biker had gotten quite a surprise when he got a look at Barry’s own dick, easily twice the size of his own. That was my favorite part, actually, when my partners saw that my small unassuming husband can lay some major pipe. They understand, then, that this is in fact a game. That they’re the ones being used and that they’re not going to really steal me away from Barry. They have nothing to offer beyond being some strange, a novelty to spice up our marriage and our next three orgasms when they’ve been sent packing. 
 
   That all changed in New Orleans, though.
 
   I’d always wanted to try it with a black guy. And yes, it was for the shallow shameful reasons, like because I wanted to know what a dick bigger than my husband’s would do to me. All these little pricks were not getting the job done. I also was getting tired of all the bullshit posturing or weird insecurity from most of the bulls we’d been finding online. Black guys, I’d heard, didn’t have that need to make themselves feel better in the middle of the act. They just fucked. They were true alpha. 
 
   Of course that was a crazy generalization to make and probably borderline racist, and in hindsight, I think that reason was a lie.
 
   I wanted it for the taboo. I wanted it for Barry. I wanted him to enjoy the contrast of a massive dark dick disappearing around my stretched pale hole. I liked the idea of being topped by an athletic dark-skinned man that would throw my own white skin into relief. 
 
   Barry wanted it because he could see how breathy and flushed I got when we talked about it. So we went to New Orleans. And we struck out the first two nights. But the third night?
 
   Their names were Jake and Alonzo. They were both a foot taller than me and their biceps were like things you see in muscle magazines. I wished I had a better body ten minutes into meeting them. I needed a teenage fuckdoll body, I remember thinking. They weren’t going to want my aging and slightly-sagging body. 
 
   But they did. I never asked their reasons, but I think they just liked the way my eyes got wide and excited when they leaned in between me and touched me. They liked how completely enthralled I was by the idea of their wanting me.
 
   Back in the hotel room, I all but worshipped them. Both were big in all the right ways, and Alonzo’s was the first uncut cock I’d sucked in a long time. That just added to the allure, though. There was novelty and an alien feel to the thing that got me off and got me off quickly. By the time Alonzo had me on my side with my leg in the air so he could fuck me from the front while Jake lubed up my ass, I was half-delirious from my second orgasm and Barry was huddled in his corner with his dick in his hand and the camera forgotten on the floor. 
 
   I’m trying to remember if I thought I was lying when they made me start talking. When they asked me if black dick was better than white dick and I said yes. When they asked me if I was theirs now and I said yes. When they told me I wasn’t going to put my husband’s white dick in me anymore, even if it was an okay sized one because my pussy and my ass and my mouth had all tasted black dick and knew they were claimed now. I said yes to that, too.
 
   I swore with the two biggest thickest cocks I’d ever had rubbing through the thin wall separating my pussy and my ass that I wanted to be black-owned. That I was for black cocks only and that I was their property. I swore it and I came. I came messily all over the bed and I said it looking Barry right in the eye. Neither of them used a condom. I’d been too hot to insist and they’d promised they would pull out because they wanted to paint my face and my tits and my back with their spunk. But they didn’t. Both of them emptied the biggest loads I’d ever gotten right in my holes while I stared into Barry’s eyes and watched his cock involuntarily spurt all over the hotel rug. 
 
   That was just two weeks ago. Barry and I didn’t talk about what happened when it was over. We cuddled and hugged and went home and our marriage has been perfectly fine. Our love for each other didn’t waver and we never fought. 
 
   We didn’t fuck, though. It wasn’t until the lake that I even felt a stirring again. And then, of course, I got more than just a cum. I got more than a little tame taboo. I got perversion. 
 
   I got the chance to spread it.
 
    
 
   4.
 
   I chose well with Brianna. I would have taken either of them, I think, but I was pleased when she all but walked into my web. 
 
   She fought at first. 
 
   In fact, she fought longer and harder than I expected that she would. It was hard to understand from my perspective. It found me in a weak moment, but in a way, everything it said made total sense to me. I didn’t see it as monstrous. Everything that was done to me was like a dream come true. 
 
   The aches I’d been feeling lately? Gone. The heavy feeling of exhaustion I went to bed with and woke up with the following morning? Also gone. My body was different in the most wonderful ways. I didn’t mind the additions. The way what it put inside of me flowered and grew into a presence that caressed and surrounded me? I can’t describe the elation. The madness of being free. Smashing all those silly rules for living. 
 
   But Brianna? It took a breaking. 
 
   I would be lying if I said the breaking wasn’t delicious, though. She was so sweet and so stubborn in trying to hold onto things I knew finally were so meaningless. She held on and tried to fight. And I served my new master faithfully. I made her understand what a special honor she’d been chosen for.
 
   I put myself inside of her. I showed her the things. I connected her with what was just then awakening at the bottom of the lake. I danced my many tendrils inside of her and I put the eggs in her. I touched her mind with a tiny taste of the insanity and orgiastic ruin that waited to spread its corruption from the lake. I felt her quiver and saw the fractures and I took her. 
 
   She was reborn. We were the Heralds of Its monstrous coming. Our task was clear.
 
   She went first, a test of her new shattered mind and her enslavement. Oh, how I longed to be the one to put the egg in Chris, though. It would have been such a fitting revenge. But it was just as satisfying to feel his consciousness join our small Hive. Especially when he hadn’t fully broken. When there was still part of the asshole boss intact in the personality that was connected via the blossoming egg growing in his quivering ass.
 
   I touched his mind from my place in the cave. I felt his confusion. And even while Brianna put her venom into his body, I gathered up his mind and drew it close to me.
 
   He was such a small man in almost every way that a man could be small. It was fascinating. On the mental plane I touched him at, I felt his anger and his rage and then his complete and utter confusion. We played there for a while. That’s the wonderful part of the void. Time is increasingly meaningless the longer I spend as its Herald. A few minutes could be as hours. Or days. I savored him. I made it stretch into what seemed like weeks inside his mind.
 
   At first I would barely touch him. I would let my mind’s fingers drift over his in slow lazy circles. He protested. He thought vile things about me. He imagined turning the tables on myself and Brianna a like. He pictured filthy things, the pair of us pent over his desk with our needy asses wiggling in the air for him. He imagined us begging him for the feel of his cock on us. In this cruel fantasy, we wept for the very idea that he’d grace us with a slap of his cockflesh across our backsides. And then the bastard showed me his imagined self unzipping his perfectly-pressed chinos and pulling out a penis that I knew from my connection to Brianna was wishful thinking in length and girth. He pictured flopping the thing in his hand, not bothering to stroke it to firmness.
 
   No, in this sadistic fantasy of his, he showed himself holding his flaccid dick in one hand and slowly relieving himself over our naked and wiggling behinds. The urine came slow and gentle and I knew from his thoughts he wanted it that way to show how casual he was about befouling us like this. We weren’t even worth the effort of a concerted spray. And in his fantasy, how we moaned and shivered in pleasure at the defilement. We understood our place with him, he imagined. This was a reminder of what we were to him, he taunted me, and in the images he shared, it only made us more desperate for the acceptance that being penetrated by his cock would provide. 
 
   I enjoyed everything he showed me. Some of it I even shared with Brianna in the seconds before she slid her egg tube into his actual body. It was just as delicious as it was to break Brianna. Better, even. That sick twisted fantasy Chris held onto, a revenge he’d never realize, was a perversion our new overlord would most definitely approve of. There was fertile soil inside his twisted mind for the egg to gain purchase and grow.  
 
   Then I took the offensive. I grew stronger with all he fed me and I put it back into him. I showed him his pleasure at that foul act and a hundred more even more heinous than that. I promised him one of those coming true for every thought of reason he surrendered to the madness. I took his name last. And then we took him whole, and put in just enough of the things that used to be Chris to make a convincing shell.
 
   Not a Herald. Not a true Breeder and not even a Drone. We made him a mindless sac of eggs with one mission and one mission alone. Put those eggs in the others. Do it soon. Do it quietly so they don’t panic or flee. Put the eggs in them all and grow the Hive with obedient drones to prepare the word for Its Awakening. To prepare the world for its Madness and Its Unending Horror. 
 
   Forever shall be Its Dark Reign. Forever shall we moan and serve.
 
    
 
   5.
 
   Something is wrong. Why can’t I move? Why can’t I see?
 
   She is coming. She is here. She made it wrong. 
 
   She will make it all so wrong. 
 
    
 
   6.
 
   So many Drones. Chris, in the end, did well. Such a good little Eggsac, following his one directive and infecting the rest. One by one in the hours that followed I felt the touch of those beautiful minds joining the collective and surrendering their petty problems and intelligences to the darker purpose. 
 
   The feeling of their joining was such pleasure. I found Brianna in the darkness of the cave and we wound ourselves around each other. Each impregnation, each egg implantation brought fresh sanity for us to feed on. We celebrated and gorged ourselves on the secrets and passions and innermost secrets of our former coworkers.
 
   Gary, who draws pictures of celebrities with their breasts crudely bound by belts and pierced by needles and gagging on cartoonishly large cocks attached to science fiction or comic book characters. Gary who masturbates alone to his own drawings and then shamefully swallows the spurtings of cum that land in his sweaty palms. Gary who never told anyone in the office that he’d long thought about further misusing his talents to draw not just celebrities, but the women in his own office. 
 
   Gary, who doodled Brianna’s round ass over and over again the day she wore the textile skirt with the spiral pattern on her big round bottom. Gary who has been fighting the urge to draw Brianna being penetrated by two of his favorite comic book heroes at the same time, who has practiced the expression of lewd surprised pain he wants to see on her cartoon effigy’s face. Gary, who has promised himself if he does it, he will splooge his thin filmy cum over the pencil and then wad the whole shameful thing up. 
 
   When Gary joined, Brianna and I shared this little depravity and wound our many limbs and appendages around each other. Our mouths with their dozen tongues met and we wound our coiled and wriggling tongues around each other again and again. My strongest suckers milked her breasts. Her fat egg tube inserted itself in my gaping and hungry ass and we writhed like that for a long time, welcoming Gary to a world where he would not have to hide those thoughts. Where he didn’t need to be ashamed of the hunger and the darkness inside of him. 
 
   Brianna would come to him, we promised from our darkness. While we coaxed him to submission in the darkness of his cabin, to letting the egg hatch and open inside him, consume him whole and transfiguring him, Brianna probed my open and tingling asshole. So much of my body had been rewritten and rearranged. I no longer had the kind of human biological processes. My transformation had been so practical, recognizing a hole as an opportunity to place a second womb inside of me and another pleasure opening. So much pleasure, sweeter for the wrongness my mind still associated with it. 
 
   Barbara. Now Barbara had the egg in her as well and the sweet woman fought it harder than even Brianna had fought. There was so little darkness in her, it was a near thing for the egg to find anything to feed on and take root. That one took a more concrete effort on our part. Together we opened the docile churchgoer’s mind and dug through her repressions. Her one small interest in a girl she’d gone to camp with. We took it, we seized on this more-than-casual love for a childhood friend. We aged the memory, filled the girl in until she was a sexualized woman with pouty lips and generous hips but that same tomboyish sparkle in her eyes. That same forbidden connection. That same acceptance. We put it in front of the fortified and dogmatic mind of the company office manager. We put it there and felt the defenses fall.
 
   From there, we let the mental construction do all the work, taking sweet simple Barbara by the hand and leading her from one depravity to the next. We left her urgently scissoring a pussy that she hardly ever let out to play against the mental construction of this temptress friend. We left her renouncing her puritanical attitudes and surrendering to a Sapphic lust that Brianna and I were now deep into mirroring. 
 
   So it went with each of them. We touched and shared their minds in the Hive and we fucked in celebration of the spreading corruption. We filled each other with our own darknesses until we were both dizzy and overfull. From the blackest parts of our minds, we felt our new Master, an ancient god of insanity and carnality, reveling in how full and complete our fall had become. 
 
   And then came Kaytee.
 
    
 
    
 
   7.
 
   The little bitch fought. She hurt the shell that was Chris. She fled. She evaded the useless new Drones, still in the throes of their turning and in no shape to restrain her or pursue with vigor. 
 
   How different she was! 
 
   The others had one or two small secret lusts that were exploitable. But this one. Our perky little intern who lied, lied, lied about how innocent and sheltered she was - she was the lustiest and most perverse of them all! Her lust was like a 5-star buffet whose scent drew us all in. It wanted her. I could feel it. I know Brianna could feel it, too. It wanted her and it was not about to be deterred in its wanting. 
 
   We were sent for her. 
 
   I felt my only doubt at that moment. Until then, I’d felt special. Cherished. Subjugated completely by its majesty and its horror, but still special. We both were. We were the Heralds of its coming. While we would bow and bend and serve, we were significant - not for the empty brainless lives of the drones or the lust-fueled endless filling and birthings of a breeder. 
 
   But it wanted that tight little nineteen year-old with her carnalities and her perversions. It wanted to feed them and nurture them and Brianna and I both knew somehow that an imagination like that would be fertile ground for it to plant even more horrific things. She would be special. 
 
   Jealousy is not one of the sins the dark watcher has any use for. It left me, was plucked from me perhaps, by my new dark god. I obeyed. There was pleasure in the obedience. We went to get her and bring her to it. 
 
   Brianna got to her first.  I sensed it from her and reveled in the pleasure of the one we served and received my new mission while Brianna completed the job our stupid Eggsac had failed to complete.
 
   Hunt.
 
   Oh, I can’t even describe the thrill of it. Set free with just my new senses and hungers to guide me, I took off into the forest in search of stragglers. The entire resort would be subjugated first. We would spread from there to the entire lake town, and from there, we would form the full Hive. It would feed and grow stronger and arise from the waters to claim what has always belonged to it. But first things first. 
 
   I heard him running ahead of me. I smelled him next. The desk clerk who checked us in - a young kid, twenty if he was a day. Unshaven with a trendy beard and too-tight clothes on his thin frame. The scent of one who thought deodorant was an every-other-day product. The scent of fear.
 
   He’d clearly seen some things that weren’t meant for him yet. More of the problem of that bitch Kaytee. If the Eggsac had been allowed to spread his eggs as he’d been supposed to, the whole resort would have been quietly and efficiently brought to heel. But no, instead, some of them were loose. Some were undergoing their transformations in public. This foolish kid saw something that frightened him and was running. Mine.
 
   Mine.
 
   I moved through the shadows of the trees, used my strongest appendages to haul myself into the trees and this is where I waited for him.
 
   He came upon me, breathless and with a stain of sweat on the front of his too-cool t-shirt and I made sure to make eye contact with him from my suspended position.
 
   I pushed myself deep into his unsuspecting little mind. Made my eyes those little golden lights that draw the prey in.
 
   He was a young male and it was so easy. First I pushed and then I pulled, dragged him into those golden pools until he stood still with his mouth hanging open.
 
   He didn’t notice my tentacles slithering on the forest floor like an army of riled vipers. He didn’t even blink when I wound them up, tighter and tighter around his legs. There was no need to give him the bite. I wasn’t going to need any venom to immobilize this one. I pulled him the rest of the way into my mind at the same time that I pulled his stunned and stupefied body into my cold embrace.
 
   I let him speak. I wanted to hear him speak.
 
   “What…” He swallowed and tried again, unblinking eyes still locked on mine. “What is this?”
 
   ~Not a good question.~
 
   I wound myself through him tighter, like a giant snake slowly constricting its prey. My body now pressed to his. My naked pale skin, my full breasts leaking a black shiny liquid from engorged nipples. My many tongues smearing goo over his almost-paralyzed face. My largest and fattest tentacle, the one embedded inside me, now easing from its sheathe with a thick wet squishing sound that seemed extra loud in the sudden quiet of these woods. 
 
   “Please,” he whispered shakily. “Please don’t hurt me. Please don’t kill me. I won’t tell anyone. Please just let me go.”
 
   ~I will not hurt you.~
 
   This was an easy promise to make. Even if it was a lie by omission and a terrible lie at that. 
 
   What he meant was that he wanted to escape from this experience intact, as he’d been before. This would not happen. But would I make it hurt? No. I would make him love it. 
 
   I didn’t look too hard into his thoughts. I didn’t go seeking that special darkness. I was sated from the feast and the seemingly endless circular knot my sister Herald and I made with each other until we’d been sent out. With this boy I didn’t really need to. I wanted to taste something different. 
 
   I used my hands to make him feel at ease. I even relaxed the bonds of all my winding squeezing appendages. Even while I was busy undoing the button of his skinny jeans with my shiny black fingers, I leaned in close to him and drew my many pointed tongues over his face, sucking them in along with his earlobe until I heard him grunt in that special kind of discomfort that comes from a thing you know is wrong but feels so good anyway. 
 
   He was allowed the freedom of movement to push his own tight-fitting jeans down. I liked that. I had him, then, even if he didn’t know it. The one chance he’d be given to run (for what good it might do) and instead, he instinctively wanted to have something good happen to his penis. 
 
   The One I served’s subjugation of our race would be that easy, I realized.
 
   His penis was serviceable but a little on the skinny side, with a shiny red tip that contrasted with the peculiar paleness of the rest of his body. He was as hairy and unkempt there as he was all over. My human body would have been temporarily repulsed by this ungroomed unscented mess that was this effete man with too much hair, but I was not that human anymore. I was so much more, and I was pleased by this one small ac. It is, as It hisses in my thoughts, always about that Choice. 
 
   I locked my eyes with his again, and I heard him make a pleasured noise, this time. 
 
   He craved it. The subjugation. The entrapment. Being snared and pulled into something he could pretend was against his will when his secret heart craved it. 
 
   His flimsy pencil of an erection rubbed at my thighs, over the smooth patches of the corruption that made me shiny and smooth where it had really taken root in me. Those were my most sensitive spots, but the ones that also gave me the most sensual pleasure. 
 
   He jerked just once in my embrace, in the moment when the large tentacle between my legs wrapped around his thin hardness and then opened up at the tip to disappear it entirely inside its hot slippery maw. 
 
   It sealed tight around the base and that’s how I had him. His hardness fully inside my primary tentacle, fucking with his skinny hips into the warm black hole of the tentacle.
 
   I loved it. The penetration in my new anatomy was perverse as it was pleasurable. His face. The blissed-out expression on his empty face while a demonic tentacle sucked the cum and then his thoughts out through his raging swollen little prick? I’ll always treasure that look. 
 
   I decided then that I wanted a pet. I was allowed to take pets and this one would be a good one. I’d put just enough of a seed into him to make him more than a drone. I’d keep him and his peculiar little long-but-skinny dick. I’d give him other ways to pleasure and I’d tie him into the own wild madness of my own thoughts and let him share in all my pleasures. I’d share him with Brianna, too. We’d keep him as an attendant and sometimes willing hole to carry our eggs. We’d breed together and gestate them inside of this boy. For the glory of the one we served. For Its Awakening. 
 
   My delight at this plan was matched by my feeble and submissive victim.
 
   “So wrong,” he whispered. “God. Fuck, it’s so wrong. I can’t stop it. I can’t help myself.”
 
   I let him babble, closed the sphincter of the tentacle’s maw to a tight little hole that made him squirm and wiggle while it squeezed his prick tightly. Probably he didn’t get that feeling too often, of having too much girth for the hole he was putting that thing inside of. He deserved a reward for his babbling, though. Another thing I’d have hated during a swingers weekend with Barry but was only too delighted to allow now that the goal was madness and abandon.
 
   Barry.
 
   I had a husband. That was the only time I’d even thought about my poor husband, waiting at home for me. The permissive husband who got hard and stroked off at the thought of his wife with a strong, alpha-type man. Getting fucked without a condom by a pair of heavy black studs in a New Orleans hotel room. So loving. So permissive. What would he think now, if he knew he’d not only shared his wife with a pair of dark-skinned strangers, but with a dark horror, a god of depravity and filth?
 
   He’d cum, of course. He’d cum right into my maw the same as this current victim. Barry would fall to his knees with his gentle beer gut and his hairy toes and he’s worship the goddess his wife had become. He’d whimper and take in all of my horror and he’d not make so much as a whimper. Such a good husband. 
 
   Barry would open his mouth and he’d suck on the tentacle I offered him just like he sucked that virile stud’s cock, still covered in his wife’s juices and fresh from nutting into my pussy. He’d hoover that tentacle and choke down the black mind-numbing venom the same as he’d cleaned the cocks of my bulls. And then I wouldn’t even have to ask. He’d get on his elbows and put his saggy bottom in the air and hold his cheeks open to make it easier for me to put the egg in him. Dear sweet, Barry. He’d cum a second time the moment he felt the egg enter. He’d do it because he loved me, and because he loved, has always loved my pleasures in him. 
 
   And my new pet? He loved it too, in the end. As he emptied himself into the tentacle now fully sheathing his skinny little cock, he wept and trembled. He thanked me. Over and over and over again.
 
   “Don’t take it off,” he pleaded. “Don’t make me take it out. I want to stay in there. It’s better in there. It feels so good in there.  I love it in there. I’m getting hard again already. It’s so wrong. It’s so scary, but I can’t stop. I want to cum again. I want to stay in there. Please. Please.”
 
   I wrapped the rest of me back around him and slid one of the smaller tentacles to smear goo over his back and then deposit more and more of the slippery wetness directly on his tight little butthole.  Inside my serpent, I felt his prick twitch with delight. 
 
   ~Choose.~
 
   It was a taunt, but the most delicious kind.
 
   ~Choose. Seal with a kiss.~
 
   And to make the choice clear, I opened my mouth and waggled all of my many tentacular tongues at him. 
 
   The good little boy didn’t so much as hesitate. He opened his open mouth to meet my tongues and accepted them all into his filmy sticky mouth. I rewarded him with more pleasurable secretions until his mouth was awash on my fluids and my control. When he swallowed it, I pushed into his ass.
 
   Such a tight little ass! But so hungry. It opened slowly with repeated greasy thrusts while he quivered and became a doll to be fucked and filled. I let him stare back into my lighted eyes and took all that he would give me. He couldn’t talk anymore, but I didn’t need him to vocalize to know his thoughts.
 
   The fear was leaving, replaced by a powerful desire to always feel this pleasure, filled and filling me all at once.
 
   ~This makes you complete. This is the only thing you want. This is the only thing you truly crave. This is all you want, and everything you become will be to feel this again. You are Mine. You are Mine and you have chosen this. You serve me and we both serve the One who Slumbered. You’ll get my egg, but you’ll become Mine. You’ll be my Special Pet.~
 
   In response the poor boy just moaned around an entire mouthful of tentacles. 
 
   He surrendered himself all too willingly, for the price of another herky-jerky spasm and the momentary rush of pleasure to his small broken mind. Traded his dignity and his humanity for a shuddering pathetic cum. 
 
   When he was spent, he got to his knees in his torn t-shirt and with his skinny jeans and brightly-colored boxer briefs still around his ankles. He bowed to me, then, face to the ground with his hands pushed out in front of him. He lifted his hind end to me and I took him again, this time with the primary clamped to his wet and needy boyhole. I used the teeth this time. I used the venom and I took such pleasure in watching him twitch. 
 
   “Why,” he whispered with suddenly slurring speech. “I surrendered…”
 
   ~Because it feels good. Because I wanted to. Because you are Mine but you are not special. Because your fate is a fate you’ll help spread. Because you need to feel your slavery burning inside of your veins and in your brain. Because you need to break.~
 
   I think he broke even before I pumped the fat pulsing egg into his miserable hole. I think that’s why his funny little cock sputtered out a pathetic final load in the instant before he got an egg in the ass. He wasn’t a terribly complicated or corrupted soul. But he was a fragile one.
 
   He’d spent his whole life trying to conform to nonconformity. Liking things no sane person should like because no one liked them. Looking the same as all of his peers in order to look different than the rest of the world. Trying to think the same as an army of disaffected youth that all thought they were different and special.
 
   In the end, my new pet was always an empty vessel. He tried his whole young life to fill it with interesting things like music that was just noise and art that was just bad photography and sex that was just sad. He tried to fill himself up with that and fusion tacos and irony and in the end?
 
   The only thing he really needed to fill him was the spawn of an ancient evil deposited straight in his pale and pimpled ass.
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   I accomplished the rest of my hunt quickly. A half dozen stragglers or other guests of the resort not affiliated with our little work retreat, and they were soon shivering and convulsing while they sprouted the tentacles and leaked the shiny black sheen that would cover their altered naked bodies until they became good little drones ready to construct our Hive. 
 
   Instinctively, obeying Its unspoken desires, I’d implanted all of them as Drones. It was only as I returned to the water, making my way to the cave, that I wondered if we’d failed to make any of them into Breeders. 
 
   I should have worried sooner.
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   We were not alone in the cave, not anymore. I returned expecting to find Brianna, pleased to share with her the pleasure of all we’d done, to return to our tangled mess of limbs and tendrils, of fucking and being fucked. Communing in this way was so sweet. So special. And that pet! She’d delight in its service, I was certain. When his transformation was complete he’d wait for us by the shore, not to enter our cave unless bidden. It would add something special to the time we passed in glorious filth while the rest of the drones set to work on the first of the Hive. 
 
   But we were not alone in the cave. 
 
   She was there. 
 
   The water drained off her like she was made of oil. It couldn’t touch her. She rose from the black pools as though she’d been dry all along. And she was absolutely glorious to behold. 
 
   Her skin was smooth and shifted in the light, from tan flesh to rainbow scales. A heavy cock dangled from between her curved thighs, an inhuman thing with a pointed flared head and massive bulbous knobs that swelled and bulged grotesquely over its thick dark service. When she walked, with wide swung hips that spoke of confidence and supreme sexual dominance, the heavy member swung like a pendulum. It make heavy smacking noises against her naked thighs, and from the sound alone I could tell it was dense. Strong. Powerful. Controlling.
 
   Her small breasts were still small, but now perfect orbs, an ideal firmness and circular shape with dark small nipples that oozed a glowing golden nectar I’d not seen before. My own nipples also leaked when I felt the arousal and corruption surging in me, but it came out as the black slime, a venom that paralyzed and controlled with mere skin contact. This golden honey, though… Instinctively I was curious about it. That curiosity was made all the worse, of course, by the perversion It planted inside me. I couldn’t resist the pull of anything erotic. Anything that might give me some kind of new and ruinous pleasure. 
 
   She moved with such grace. It was almost not possible to see the slightly awkward intern in her any longer. She glided through the cave. 
 
   Her tentacles were many. A tail of them swished and slithered out of her high and tight buttocks, whipping back and forth in quiet rhythmic swishes. More were there mixed in with her now bright and golden hair, glowing themselves with that same unnaturally-luminous honey. When she smiled, a single long, thick tendril with a fat and swollen sucker at the tip whipped around, tasting the air. 
 
   She was so unlike us. She was beautiful to behold. Something new. Something beautiful. 
 
   Something special.
 
   I shared that thought with Brianna, who seemed to sense all the sooner that this new addition had a status that was somehow distinct from us. 
 
   And then we could taste it.
 
   Her mind. Her passions. Her wants and desires. Like a stink rolling off of her, poisoning and infecting everything near her. Being simply in her presence was enough to experience dark fantasies and twisted desires even our twisted and broken minds had not yet had time to imagine.
 
   I saw the future. I saw it the moment one of her many rainbow oil-slick tentacles found mine and bit down hard, sharing her special corruption with me.
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   We descend from the mountain. Our numbers have grown and our Hive is strong and Its Dark Throne is ready to rise from the waves and sit at the top of Its Hive of mindless and obedient servants. We spread like a virus. We infect the sleepy mountain town and the surrounding resorts, gathering nourishment and adding to our numbers.
 
   Then we enter the cities.
 
   I come to Barry in the night. I want to be the one to lay the eggs inside my husband, but I do not. It is her privilege. She makes me watch. 
 
   She makes herself almost human, withdraws all the monstrous parts inside her young tight body and she overpowers his tiny little willpower with nothing more than a hypnotic stare. I wait in the corner and do not speak and do not move. It’s what Barry always did for me on our little cuckolding adventures. Stand in the corner and quietly watch me being violated and pleasured and fucked over and over. Listen without speaking while the muscular dark-skinned man above me makes me swear to lever let my husband’s pale cock inside me again, that I’m for blacks and blacks alone from now on.
 
   But now it is my turn to stand in the corner while she drapes herself on my husband. While she takes his eager and swollen cock in his hands and promises him that he’ll have such pleasure. When he nods and closes his eyes, keeping his hands at his side while one of her larger tentacles opens up and slides over his erection like the jelly masturbator toy I use on him sometimes. While the pale green leaves his eyes and goes dark and deep. While she squeezes and teases her perfect nipples to coax more of the honey from them, and guides his balding head to suck at her nipple. 
 
   I stand motionless, paralyzed and unable to look away while I watch the unmistakable signs of my husband’s orgasm on his face and in the little herky jerks he makes. I watch his mouth pucker tight around her perfect round beast while she holds his head there with her delicate hands and lets the rest of her tentacles back out to surround him.
 
   I can hear her whisper in his ear and tell him to do a thing I never knew was in his heart. A thing he never confessed to me but that she can read as plainly as if it were written on his forehead.
 
   I’m in a state of complete shock while I watch Barry opening my panty drawer and selecting a pair of my high-waisted lace panties. I watch him tuck his still sticky cock into them and pull them up. I watch something funny happening, too. My husband’s big beautiful pipe is shrinking. It’s shrinking more than is usual. It’s shriveling up and ascending with his testicles into his body. The unsightly bulge in front of my sexiest underwear fades to a smooth flat front in a matter of seconds while I watch him shudder and quake. I watch him weeping and getting to his knees in front of her, as she bares her full majesty to him. 
 
   “Please,” I hear him whisper. “Please give me the rest.”
 
   She makes me watch a pair of the big sucker-tipped coils wiggling out of her ass attach to Barry’s saggy manboobs and inflate them to a pair of obscenely large chesticles, while another sucks the fat from his gut and another injects it into his ass.
 
   It’s all a vision, but somehow I know one of Kaytee’s new gifts from our dark god is the truth of this. She can taste my husband on me still and she can taste the truth in the bits of him that linger on me and in my mind. 
 
   My husband’s worship of my body. Of course it was more than just loving my body and womanhood. There was a covetousness there. Watching my body with another man was about pretending it was his.
 
   The shock of the revelation is so much that it physically hurts.
 
   And then the vision ends abruptly.
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   I was too stunned by what she showed me to react at first. The cave came rushing back and I found myself slumped on the big stone table where I did Brianna’s taking. My new appendages drooped and my world felt upside down. 
 
   She withdrew, moving with sudden and frightful purpose towards the pool and the lake beyond. 
 
   I saw Brianna next to me, similarly quivering with surprise. I couldn’t imagine what she showed Brianna that might compare with the increasing truth and certain future of my husband.  My Sister, my fellow Herald. We were supposed to be so special. And instead, what? What had she done?
 
   Where was she going?
 
   I didn’t even need to ask it out loud before I got the answer from Brianna.
 
   ~Zane.~
 
   The final business partner. Missing since the morning on a trip back to the city. A handsome and gentle man that my Sister fell for in her final moments as a pure and fragile human being. That her secret lusty heart was now free to covet. She wanted him. She wanted to feel his touch and put it in him and make him special to her the way my pet would be special to me. 
 
   More than anything, she wanted to assert her specialness. 
 
   But we both felt it, then, at the same time. A fierce and protective burning strike against our minds from our transfigured and now-powerful intern. 
 
   ~~MINE~~
 
   She was going to him. She was going to claim him. 
 
   I didn’t care one way or another for this Zane. But my Sister, I felt her desire, and more importantly, I felt a now certain threat from Kaytee. She needed to be dealt with. Checks needed to be put on her power. Her position in the hierarchy of our master’s new world order was unclear but it needed to be beneath us. We both felt that keenly. We would deny her Zane. He would be Bree’s and Kaytee would fall in line and serve WITH us, not above us. 
 
   We pursued with fury. 
 
   He was just exiting his car, and only just noticing the strangeness that had fallen over the resort. When I emerged from the lake, I saw him walking across the parking lot and heading for the main reception building. He called for his partners and then called for anyone. No one answered
 
   She had such power over the drones. I sensed the order for them to disperse, to leave Zane perfectly alone, and I sensed their perfect obedience to her. I also sensed her orders to me and my Sister to similarly stay back. These we did not obey. 
 
   We came upon her in the main lobby. She had him already. The poor man stood stunned in the center of the empty lodge’s lobby and stared as she lowered herself from the ceiling. She unfurled herself fully, flailing her tentacles and showing off like a dark and twisted peacock, moving herself in sinuous and mesmerizing movements that had her victim completely transfixed.
 
   “Kaytee… is that… what… what happened?”
 
   She didn’t speak. She just strode forward with a deliberate and exaggerated sway to her hips and put her hands on his chest. From where I stood I saw that heavy and inhuman cock of hers rubbing gently and semi-erect against the front of his trousers. I could see his eyes, too, and that’s when I saw such incredible lust flare behind them. He had a darkness in him too, nowhere near as powerful as the one awakened in our intern, but there was something new and strange about the discovery and exploitation of it.
 
   They had a history.
 
   I understood it a moment before my Sister, but when she fully comprehended the secrets between those two and the depravity they’d shared even prior to our turning, a jealousy and disappointment flared in her. Brianna screeched and lurched forward, reaching for both Kaytee and Zane.
 
   It happened quickly. Kaytee’s many whipping tails snapped out, striking Brianna across the side and sending her crashing into the nearest sofa. Our prey made a frightened shout, freed of the paralytic hypnotic stare of his former paramour. He ran, like they all run, but got no more than a few steps before Kaytee struck with her poison tongues. Suckers found his neck and injected black venom. He collapsed to the floor and convulsed silently while the poison did its work of making him slow and docile. 
 
   Now Kaytee was free to turn her attention to Brianna, who was already getting back to her feet. She hissed at the usurper, and grew long black claws I’ not seen her deploy so far. Kaytee responded by flaring the many tentacles in her hair, like a cobra, threatened and preparing to strike. 
 
   I felt obligated to put an end to this infighting. I was the first Chosen. I was the Progenitor. My authority must be respected.
 
   I made it two steps, managing no more than a hiss before the tails I’d not been watching struck. She knocked me into a column and I felt the burn of her poison. I should have been immune to the paralyzing effects, but she was so powerful. What in the end actually rendered me powerless to move was the crippling vision she forced inside my broken mind.
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   We’re back in the bedroom. 
 
   Barry lays motionless on the bed, spread-eagled and wearing a latex bra and a pair of high-waisted latex panties. His face is done up like an expensive Brazilian TGirl, and his hair is growing in thick and lustrous. His heavy breasts spill out over the tops of the restrictive garment. 
 
   Kaytee is here. As she passes me, she caresses my face gently with a smooth, oil-slicked finger. Then she drops the finger and collects a sample of the oozing golden liquid seeping from her high, perfect breasts. 
 
   I can’t move. I don’t want to move. I understand that somehow, in this vision, if I move I will be a bad girl. Bad girls watch punishment. Good girls get welcomed.
 
   She lines my lips with the golden honey, drawing her finger around the outline of my open and panting mouth with a sadistic smile.
 
   ~~Don’t taste. Just Watch.~~
 
   My lower lip trembles as she turns away from me. She turns to Barry, now given his innermost heart’s desire -  a desire to be female that he hid from me, his wife, for so long now that I realize I never even saw the signs.
 
   Kaytee straddles him, gathers more of her sweet gold jelly and paints it over Barry’s plumping lips. 
 
   ~~Taste My Jelly. Let it nourish you and give Me your allegiance. Give Me your Everything. Renounce her and make me your Queen.~~
 
   I want to scream. I want to move. I want to tear this bitch off my husband and reverse what she’s done to him. I want to call out to my husband and beg him not to do this. 
 
   How can he have enjoyed this? How can he have stood there powerless and silent and watched me saying those filthy things on the bed of that New Orleans hotel room? How could he have let me indulge my unhealthy fantasies to such an extreme degree without saying so much as one word of caution?
 
   I can’t move. Maybe it’s just the vision, but maybe it’s something more.
 
   She knows my heart, too. Now, now that it’s been unshackled and filled with the dark one’s corruption, now that my mind is broken and shattered and in the chaos and insanity of its ruinous world, she can read it even more clearly. Maybe she knows that I love my husband. Maybe she knows that I felt guilty? That I had too much and went too far when that night ended in New Orleans? That I cried in the bathroom on Tuesday night and haven’t wanted to go back to bed with my husband? That it isn’t because of an oath I swore to two sweaty strangers but because I felt whorish and unclean and not worthy of his gentle love?
 
   Her voice is in my soul, like a gentle tickle, the whisper of a lover hot in my ear. 
 
   ~~You don’t love anymore. You don’t do anything but serve. Your pleasure is the freedom and unrestrained vile depravity of his New World. You want your husband to join you in madness and you want me to bring him there. I understand the secret darkness in you both. I can taste the bond. You need healing. You need acceptance. You need freeing.~~
 
   ~But I am free~ I respond desperately.
 
   ~~You still care what happens to this Drone. You still feel connected to this shell that needs conversion and breeding. You still have an allegiance to a thing beneath you. Your Sister still believes there is love for her. She fights, but you - you understand.~~
 
   ~I don’t. Please. Why?~
 
   ~~I will heal your bond. I will give you something special. You can be special. But you must be obedient, now. You must let it all happen.~~
 
   As she communes with me, speaking directly into my center, She leans forward, her coated finger pushing between the pouted lips of my transfigured husband. Like a trained cocksucker, those cushioned lips open and clamp around and the gleaming sticky finger now gently mouthfucking him. The only sound comes from Barry, a wet sucking and a muffled moan.
 
   I stand and I watch. 
 
   I can feel the promise of her. As she pushes a knee between the legs of my former husband, grinding into his still-new and unfamiliar pussy, I feel it like it’s happening to me. She uses him like a voodoo doll. Everything he feels with his newly-feminine body is mirrored back to mine with a hundred times the intensity.
 
   That golden jelly is thick on my lips and I want to taste, but I know I’m not supposed to. 
 
   Kaytee lovers herself onto my lover and peels away the little clothing that remains. Positions her cock at the entrance to his virgin slit. Stares into his eyes and leaks more golden honey into his mouth while the flared and spiny tip shimmers rainbow colors in the bedroom’s dim light.
 
   ~~Don’t move. Obey. Watch. Be Rewarded.~~
 
   I do as she asks. 
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   I let it happen.
 
   I stood there utterly and completely motionless while Kaytee turned and faced my angered and spiteful Sister.
 
   ~~Kneel. Submit. I will only offer once.~~
 
   Brianna only hissed in return, her long tongues whipping through the air and snapping threateningly at Kaytee.
 
   I felt remorse for that one moment. Maybe not remorse. Those human petty emotions were long stripped of me. Disappointment, perhaps. I felt disappointment on behalf of my foolish Sister. 
 
   We had tried to assert our dominance and still believed the human hierarchy so ingrained in us mattered. But this was the free wildness of animalistic abandon. The Alpha is the Alpha and challenges are resolved quickly and brutally. Kaytee is faster and she’s stronger and her seed flowered in her more quickly and graced her with far more appendages and weapons. 
 
   I realized only then that I’d been wrong to think I chose well when making Brianna a Sister. Her nearly barren dark heart gave her far less. It was not a symmetrical conquest. It was not even a contest. 
 
   Kaytee fell upon her, sank a dozen sucker-tipped tendrils into the fatness of the primary growing between my Sister’s legs. Her skin turned to rainbow scales and her many tongues wrapped around my Sister’s and quickly subdued them. 
 
   They crashed over the side of the couch and landed on the floor in front of me. I had a perfect view of everything that transpired next.
 
   Kaytee gained dominance, pinning my thrashing sister down and straddling her with vicious efficiency.  Her heavy scaled cock flopped on my Sister’s nude stomach and almost instantly began to grow and expand. As it did, I watched the horror turn to mesmerized need in the eyes of my Sister. Her body twitched, and while there was now so much of Kaytee’s more potent venom filling her veins, I knew it was a vision as well. This Alpha could taste so much more of our lusts, ferret out little things and exploit them. I wanted to see what she was seeing, but was not granted my wish. I just had to watch from the outside as the light died in my Sister’s eyes. 
 
   Kaytee‘s tentacles slithered over her now-passive body. They wiggled into her holes, and they pulsed and bulged and all my Sister did was make tiny quiet exhalations.
 
   She ceased to be my Sister in that moment. She’d lost.
 
   Golden nectar leaked freely from the Alpha’s breasts, pouring all over her subjugated prey’s face and leaking into her mouth.
 
   ~~You served faithfully at first. But your path is not this one. You are a poor Herald. It’s nothing to be ashamed of. Your true purpose was obvious even to your Sister Herald, but her imperfect human heart still ruled. I am here to fix you. And bring you to your true purpose. Don’t fight.~~
 
   Brianna became Brianna again, almost fully. Her tentacles withered and withdrew inside of her and what remained was only the pale quivering flesh of my former officemate. Her round hips and heavy curves returned, losing the more youthful tightness she’d been granted as a Herald. She regained her pleasing soft roundness, her love handles and her jiggling thighs and the softness of her pale stomach. 
 
   And then she gasped. It was such a deep gasp that she bucked underneath the predator who pinned her down. Her brown eyes came into focus and I saw that there was cruelty in the Alpha. She wanted to watch a little of that human awareness, the part of Brianna that was still Brianna realizing what was about to happen to her.
 
   ~~This is what you were always meant for. You fought and you lost and this is your Fate now, Sweetling.~~
 
   Kaytee‘s massive erection rubbed gently over Brianna’s soft pale stomach. It was hard now, thicker than a man’s arm and rippling with little scales that gleamed rainbow colors in the light. All over, between every scale, wet golden stickiness leaked. Her essence. Her control. Her power. 
 
   Brianna had a moment to scream and then, so quickly that I could almost not see it, Kaytee pulled back and impaled Brianna fully with her inhuman and swollen cock. It was so thick and so full that I saw the girl’s abdomen bulge when she was penetrated. Brianna made half a scream and then it became a sobbing shudder that ended in a blubbering quiet moan. That was all she said. The Alpha had fully asserted her dominance and was now taking the privilege of fucking her prey to a deep and mindless submission.
 
   As her hips pushed every scaly and sticky inch into her human breeder, I understood. Breeder. More than just getting the Egg, this girl was getting the Seed. 
 
   This is why I’d only instinctively made Drones. It was not for me to make Breeders. 
 
   Only the Queen would make Breeders in our Hive. I was looking at the Queen. Regal and terrible and filled with darknesses until that all, every single one would flow into her victims until they were made Useful. 
 
   ~~Watch.~~
 
   I listened and obeyed. I watched her pistoning in and out of my defeated friend and saw even consciousness and awareness leaving her with every thrust. Worse than drones, worse than the specialness and half awareness of a Herald, the mind of a Breeder needed nothing but its singular purpose. Serve. Be Filled. Bulge. 
 
   I watched bulging protrusions press outward from the Queen’s ordinarily-flat stomach and then travel lower, depositing themselves inside Brianna. I watched her shudder and convulse with each implantation.
 
   ~~She will be full. She will hold the Eggs. More than an Eggsac, she’ll be a birther for the next stage. She will be given the Eggs and the Seed.~~
 
   Poor Brianna writhed and I watched as her belly stretched, swollen and rounding out like a woman pregnant with twins. The rest of her body still small and feminine and her belly obscene and round and full. 
 
   Blackness ran through her veins, easily visible beneath her pale skin. Her eyeballs filled with the black oil and became black. Black oil leaked from her mouth and breasts. 
 
   ~~Mine~~
 
   “Yours…” croaked Brianna.
 
   ~~You are conquered. You are humiliated. You serve your Queen and are her Breeder.~~
 
   “Breeder…”
 
   ~~You are no longer fit for the Master. You are fit only to breed. Serve. Obey.~~
 
   “Breed. Serve. Obey.”
 
   I watched the Queen inject her sperm into Brianna’s belly full of eggs and saw the last human shreds of the breeding vessel fade to nothing. 
 
   The fattened naked body of the pregnant Breeder was quickly and efficiently cocooned to the wall of the lobby. The Queen worked quickly, and I watched in my same stunned motionless haze as sticky ejecta plastered Brianna to the wall and left her hanging there in her orgasmic oblivion. Her belly moved and swelled and distended as the sticky living contents fed and grew inside of her.
 
   Then I heard the Queen’s command in my head.
 
   ~~Collect the male. Take him to the cave and prepare for your own Choice.~~
 
   And then, only then, did I hear the deep rumbling mad laughter of the dark One Who Waits. His pleasure in all that happened. His delight in what was to come. 
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   She waited patiently for me to secure her prize. When Zane’s paralyzed and motionless body was laid out on one of the stone tables in our cave retreat, she hissed only once and I came to her.
 
   Once again, the Queen unfurled all her majesty, showing me her many arms and the rippling of the rainbow scales that moved in seductive patterns over her otherwise smooth and tanned skin. Her hair shimmered with streaks of gold, slime secreted from the waving snakelike tendrils that rested in there. Her tongues flitted in front of me, tasting the air around me and no doubt feeding on the thoughts and fears and hidden quivers I had inside of me. That heavy cock dangled between her legs, flaring out its little spikes when I stared at it. 
 
   I was drawn to her. I felt sad, perhaps, for a moment. I liked being special. I liked being first. But how could I fight her? She was so obviously the Queen. Would I have a chance? If I bested her, could I become like her? Would that beauty and power be conferred on me?
 
   Her eyes flashed then, meeting mine and twinkling with soft golden light. Her tongues flicked and I knew she’d tasted that thought. Her smile grew, and her head lolled to one side in an unspoken challenge. 
 
   I thought back to Brianna. Defeated quickly. Conquered and transformed into a mindless breeder. Pasted to a wall with an empty mind and a swollen belly. A vessel for Her unholy spawn.
 
   The Queen smiled again.
 
   ~~You like that thought, in a way. Don’t you? The sweet oblivion of it? I could take you. I could take you and bring you to your knees and inject egg after egg into you. Inseminate you and make your only slimy purpose to be my Breeder. I could collect your mate and do all the things I showed you. Make him suitable for breeding and fill him like I filled you. Reunite you in mindless empty service. The thought makes you slick. It makes your holes wet and slippery and eager for this.~~
 
   She lifted the heavy flopping member between her legs, then. She stroked it lazily, powerfully, with one hand until it quickly engorged and rose erect. With the tip flared and the spines extended, it projected towards me and I felt its call. 
 
   ~~You want this. You want it in you. You aren’t going to fight. You’re going to submit to your Queen. You’re going to  let me take you.~~
 
   I wasn’t going to become like Brianna. I wouldn’t let that happen. I chose this freely, after all. It wasn’t fair to be given only nothingness when I’d been the one to choose to usher in this darkness in the first place.
 
   ~No. Not like that. You won’t take me and empty me.~
 
   ~~Everything I empty I will fill. With eggs. With sperm. With purpose. Don’t fight. Present yourself for the mounting and the conversion and I’ll give you a sweet kind of oblivion. You’ll live in the haze of pleasure and brainless thoughtless obedience. And such happiness. It won’t be the torture of your sister. It will be sweet.~~
 
   ~No.~
 
   The laughter returned. Somewhere in the deep, our master reveled in our conflict and in this contest of wills.
 
   She seemed to draw more nourishment from the laughter than I did. And that is when I struck. 
 
   I was smart enough not to attack her directly. Instead I struck at the cave above her head. I brought down rock and rubble and while she had to draw herself back in protectively, I dove for the water. 
 
   Where was I going? I’m not sure. I think, instinctively, I was fleeing for the deep. I needed to seek the one who remade me. I was running like a frightened child to a protective parent, maybe, but it mattered not to me. I just wouldn’t give into her arrogance in that fashion. 
 
   Wherever I intended to run, though, the deep is where I ended up. 
 
   It took me almost the moment I entered the water. It took me and drew me deeper into the darkest and coldest part of the water. I no longer needed air to breathe and I no longer feared the drowning. I went quietly, happily. It coiled its horrors around me and I went just as I’d gone the first time: without resistance. 
 
   {~You need remaking.~}
 
   I feared, then. Feared that it was of her same mind. But then I was staring into its dark and endless void. Its large and ancient suckertips danced in front of me, and as I watched, each and every one of them blossomed in front of me, revealing a dark hollowness within.
 
   I experienced a peculiar sensation, even to my new and hungry body. I wanted. I wanted to put each and every one of my thick appendages inside of its own. I wanted to penetrate a god. 
 
   Moreover, it wanted me to do the same.
 
   Entry was slow and agonizingly intimate. Even though I was the one to push, and the one to feel my bits enclosed and surrounded by the warm wet flesh of another, in my mind, in my core, I felt it doing the entering. It was like a hot knife. I felt nothing at first other than how easily I gave under the forceful insertion of its will. And that is what pulled me in, motivated me to thrust all of myself in deeper, until the seal was tight and so much of me was within its many horrifying maws. 
 
   {~So much madness still to grant. My first vessel. So much still to break and shatter. So many chambers of your heart still whole and untainted. So much still to do the wanting. Did you think there was only one stage to your evolution? Were you as short-sighted as your own poor choice in a Herald? How much longer do you think a Herald is even required?~}
 
   As it spoke, as it gently mocked me with its cold darkness, I twisted. The penetration turned colder and tighter. I was trapped and clenched and being pulled directly into the now cold blue light at the center of its void.
 
   Laughter rang in the hollow parts of me. Terrible cold laughter. 
 
   ~Forgive me~
 
   {~There is no forgiveness. There are no transgressions. There is only My Coming. May you ever serve.~}
 
    
 
    
 
   16.
 
   Something changed.
 
   I don’t mind the change. 
 
   Change is good. Change is necessary.
 
   I was living in a past. Now I am in the present. Now I am once again in the urgency and delicious freedom of the only moment that matters.
 
   I am here.
 
    
 
    
 
   17.
 
   The roads are closed and the Drones have told their lies to the outside world. Our Hive is free to form on the water’s edge. The Drones work quickly, secreting and oozing and giving the raw sticky mass they then shape into the walls and corridors of the new palace of our madness. Ribbed ovoid corridors wind in insane directions, each connecting different pockets of orgiastic depravity. When they don’t serve, the Drones and the subjugated revel in the breaking and rebreaking of their fragile little minds. 
 
   The Hive grows. It grows and time passes, but of course time is meaningless. The Breeders, and there are several now, they mark time only by the obscene swelling of their stomachs and the miniature dark terrors that burst free from their gaped birth canals. The Drones, the ones who still possess a shell that resembles a human one, they collect the dark spawn the Queen planted in Her Breeders. 
 
   They gather up the larvae and make pilgrimages down the mountain road. 
 
   They leave them in mailboxes. They put them in official-looking packages and deliver them to the places of power in the surrounding lake town. They keep one or two where their genitals should be and seduce the youngest and healthiest of the locals in the places they congregate to find potential mates or poison themselves with the mildest of insanities those victims call alcohol.
 
   The spawn attach to the face, usually, though, they’re just as happy to use any other orifice. The ass. The cunt. The urethra. The ears. A new hole they make in the belly. The Queen’s spawn are more resourceful than the larger and more unwieldy tentacle-flowering eggs we began with. They are also more insidious. They feed on the smallest illicit thought. Every thought gives them greater size, greater power, and greater corruptive influence. When they’re big enough and gorged enough on the repressed heathen desires of their host, they inject it all back into them at once. That’s the initial breaking. The assault of all that wantonness on a human brain at once is enough to shatter them, usually. And when they’re shattered? They can hear the Song.
 
   The Song calls them and they answer. They walk. They walk and hear only the song and they find the mountain road that takes them to the lake.
 
   Some of them are still in possession of enough of their faculties to feel fear or revulsion when they see the Hive. Some try to resist. A few try to run.
 
   I like when they run.
 
   I have a talent for the hunt. I have a talent for the forceful subjugation of one who resists. The One Who Waits understands this about me. It’s why I chose Brianna. I understand it now. I wanted the challenge of a pure mind more than I wanted the darker and more wicked perversions of our Queen-to-be. I took special pleasure in the taking and the breaking of my Pet, as well. And this is how I best serve.
 
   It has given me new Gifts. Heightened senses. Speed and incredible agility. Dark leathery wings that beat like a dragonfly. Poisons with different compositions, each designed to do different depraved things to my victims, all to aid in the breaking. I am Its predator. I am the Queen’s protector.  
 
   I am the one waiting in the trees. I see my prey below, a handsome young man with defined muscles and good bone structure. He’s got the spawn in his ear and it should have drilled deep enough into his brain by now if it made him hear the song, but one sight of the Hive was enough for him to regain his senses. At first, he fought, but when the Drones began to swarm, he chose to escape. 
 
   Now he’s mine.
 
   I descend upon him and pin him to the ground with my sharp talons. He almost immediately tries to roll free and that’s when I give him the first poison, the red poison. A bite to the neck. Then I give him the green poison and this I let my tongues inject straight into the base of his skull with a bite that makes him yowl in anger.
 
   The red is a paralytic. It works slowly, but it’s also incredibly targeted. Only his legs won’t work. There won’t be any more running, but there will still be some flailing of limbs. I want that.
 
   “Monster,” he groans. “Fucking monster.”
 
   The green poison? It’s like the recreational drugs humans take to feel a little of the madness we now bring so happily to our victims. It works quick, especially when delivered straight to the brainstem. Sensation. Lucidity. Synesthesia. Eroticism. Even in the face of mortal peril, even staring into the eyes of a “monster” like me, what is he feeling at this moment? Shame. Excitement. Confusion because he comprehends a threat and doesn’t understand why the body he kept as a temple for so long now stubbornly refuses to behave appropriately. Far from running, it wants to fuck and it wants to fuck NOW. 
 
   I stand before him and let him twist and grapple with the strangeness for a long moment. It’s pleasure for me as much as it is practical predation. His legs refuse to cooperate. His cock is as hard as if he took an erectile aid and just as unyielding in its desire to be sheathed inside something warm and wet for hours at a time. It’s an overdose of everything and it’s making the young man cry. 
 
   I lift his chin with a slippery set of fingers and guide his eyes to stare into my mind. I enter him, then.
 
   ~What you want most of all is for me to remove your clothing. What you want is to lay still and let me milk every drop of your seed from you. You’d let me do all that and more. But you must renounce the faith that holds you back. You must submit to Our Dark One’s infinite madness. You must present yourself for your conversion and become a faithful Drone.~
 
   “Fuck you,” he sobs. “Fuck you. You’re a demon. I don’t really want any of that. You’re making me. You’re tempting me.”
 
   ~But you’re the one letting yourself be tempted. It wouldn’t be a temptation if deep down, you didn’t want this. If you didn’t want a monster to milk your cock dry.~
 
   He sobs again and keeps crying while I cut his clothing away.  I choose to use a fat suckermouthed tentacle to do the initial act. It’s the most vile thing he can imagine and I can make it feel so warm and tight. I can make the interior ridged and rippling and alternatingly tight and loose and giving. I milk him and lick his tears with my many tongues and put my honey over his eyes until he’s still and only sobbing on the inside. And then, because my cruelty is part of what makes me such a good predator, I flip him over and inject him with the Egg after he’s already submitted and promised to present himself directly to the Hive. 
 
   My Eggs are rare. I cannot make too many too quickly. It’s my Queen’s way of preventing me from taking too many pets at once and using them to perhaps overthrow Her. Even now, my first Pet, the bearded clerk who was also the first one I so deeply enjoyed taking down - he has lost his Egg. It withers inside of him and he is halfway across the lake and feeling such incredible loss. 
 
   He’ll present himself to the Queen and beg a new implanting and she’ll no doubt grant it to him. He’ll be converted and made suitable and then cemented to the wall to join the Breeders. 
 
   I don’t feel remorse for him. He’s losing one Egg to be filled with hundreds. So much sooner can we spread.
 
   And as for the young stud beneath me? My new Pet?
 
   I need him. I have a mission for him. 
 
   I feel his thoughts breaking and falling into the subliminal theta rhythm they all fall into when they hear the song and let it into them fully. He’ll obey for me and for the Hive. For his Master and new dark god. 
 
   He’ll go to Barry.
 
   He’ll appear to my husband and with his rugged good looks and unfathomable body, he’ll touch my confused husband. He’ll apply the secret force my husband craved and never voiced to me. 
 
   Oh, I can taste the horror and shame rising in my new Pet even as I give him his programming. His old shattered faith calling this behavior unnatural and being ground to glass under the rhythmic thrumming of the Song, the Control, the Obedience. 
 
   That’s one reason I’ve given him this task. It’ll break him more. Soon he’ll revel in the madness. He may even find he prefers the copulation of two men. So many do once they’ve been freed. It’s darker and dirtier to their sad little minds and then the Egg flowers more rapidly and feeds them the TRUE darkness.
 
   Pet will go to my husband. He will use gentle force and bring my husband to heel. He’ll indulge Barry’s fantasies, then, and reward him with a mostly human taking. 
 
   He’ll help Barry wear my clothing. He’ll help Barry do up his pretty face and then bend over to offer his cherry to a hulking strong man. And Pet? Pet will put his still raging hardon in Barry’s boyhole and he’ll fuck my husband like the woman he wishes to be. And when Pet climaxes, and he will only when he’s deep inside the woman my husband wants to be for him… that’s when something else will leave Pet’s cock. A tiny little seed. Enough to bring my husband to me.
 
   Because I love Barry. Because we’re going to be together in our service. He’ll come to me and I’ll give him whatever poisons he asks for to make him brave enough to kneel before the Queen. He’ll beg special favor. 
 
    
 
   18.
 
   Time is so meaningless within the Master’s madness.
 
   Barry is with me as surely as if I had only just had those thoughts. 
 
   My husband walks with me in my best panties and in the shredded remains of my best nylons. Pet’s sticky cum is still leaking down my husband’s leg while he walks with me to the Hive’s entrance. I can feel Barry’s thoughts swirling around him and I am aware of my own singular desire to comfort him. I was left this one little chamber inside my shattered heart. It is my special reward. 
 
   The Queen descends from her throne of resin and stone. She dismisses the pair of young fresh-faced twins she’d been penetrating repeatedly with her tail of slithering horrors. When she sees us, she smiles.
 
   ~~At last. A vision come to pass.~~
 
   “I don’t know where I am,” my husband says thickly.
 
   ~Here at last, My Queen.~
 
   ~~You wish the vision to be fulfilled? Your mate made perfect and breedable?~~
 
   ~I wish him to remain with me. He has my Egg~
 
   ~~Something is long overdue, Hunter. I shall give you a gift and then do with your mate as is warranted.~~
 
   I am stunned. What does she mean? But she is smiling. It’s her wicked smile, an insane smile long since abandoned by reason or restraint. Something’s occurred to her. A wanting. A plan.
 
   The stone table in the Queen’s new chamber is larger and more like an altar. She gestures to it now.
 
   ~~You owe me submission. Obeisance. A proving of your loyalty and fealty.~~
 
   ~I gave all my everything when It took me back to the deep~
 
   ~~I want what’s mine, Hunter. I want your submission~~
 
   Laughter again. 
 
   {~Your Gifts and rewards have a price, Little One. It is Time~}
 
   I realize why It laughs. I realize why she smiles. They saw all of this in the future that is the now. They waited. It is sweeter and darker to have Barry here. It is a perfect symmetry. 
 
   I thought I was special, and I was special. I had a special morsel of ruin and shame and utter depravity yet to give. They’ll feed on it now.
 
   Maybe I’ll still be special when it’s over. Maybe I’ll keep my Gifts. I have proven loyal. I’ve still served a noble purpose. They’ll still have use of me now that our Hive is nearly built and our beachhead firmly established. When It rises and brings with it a new eclipsing darkness and madness of an age, It will still need Hunters. Its Queen will still need protecting. 
 
   I hope.
 
   I cannot deny them this, though. I cannot resist. 
 
   I mount the table. I take the shameful position on the altar, bent over it and baring myself so that I am worthy to look only at the stone-and-resin ground and not at her. 
 
   At an unspoken gesture, Barry is made to kneel at the base of the altar so that he can look into my eyes. 
 
   My wings retract. My many forked tongues recede. My body becomes soft and pink and vulnerable.
 
   Her heavy scaled cock is hard and slick with her honey. Her breasts leak their golden jelly over my back and as she straddles and prepares to mount me, her clawed fingers smear the jelly over my lips. Her royal jelly. The food of madness and absolute permanent mental slavery. I have never tasted it. 
 
   ~~Taste~~
 
   The command is like a mental shove and I suck it off my lips and into my mouth. It tastes like sugar and sex and salt and sharp buttery metal. It feels like an injection of adrenaline straight into my heart. 
 
   The thickened flaring cockhead pushes into my hungry ass and I don’t resist or clench up. The jelly works fast. It’s the only part that was really required. Her Song is sweeter and louder and all-consuming. It wipes out everything else. I’m hers completely, every bit her Pet as Pet is mine. 
 
   The jelly was all that was required. The many spines that flare out and inject me with arousal and desire and blubbering wanton need are just a coup de grace. A delightful humiliation and subjugation that is a sealing and a reminding of my infinite service to my Queen. A shaming in front of my already-shamed and sniveling husband. 
 
   ~~No cock but mine~~
 
   “No cock but yours,” I gasp in a human voice I’ve not used in lifetimes, it seems.
 
   ~~Never your husband’s. You’re owned, now. You’re a cunt. A hole for filling. A repository for my seed and my filth. Say it and promise. Never his.~~
 
   “Never his,” I blubber, our own bedroom game echoing like a forgotten hallucination. 
 
   ~~You’re owned.~~
 
   ~I’m owned.~
 
   ~~MINE~~
 
   ~Yours~
 
   ~~What’s yours is now Mine. He is MINE. He’ll get a pussy and another in his ass and another in his mouth and you’ll watch me Breed him over and over.~~
 
   ~Yes~
 
   ~~QUEEN~~
 
   ~Yes, my Queen~
 
   She fills my ass. Does it contemptuously, and only now do I realize how angered she was when I brought the cave down on her. How long she waited to bring her vengeance full circle. 
 
   ~~You should have just gotten on the table the first time~~
 
   ~Yes, My Queen~
 
   ~~Do you want me to Breed him?~~
 
   ~Yes~
 
   ~~Do you want me to Breed you?~~
 
   ~Yes~
 
   ~~No.~~
 
   She laughs. It laughs. And she fucks me harder. 
 
    
 
    
 
   19.
 
   Something changed.
 
   I don’t want it to change. I like how all the things have happened. I like the power. I like the control.
 
   Don’t make me give up the control.
 
   Get me loose. Get me free.
 
   Save me. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   THERE WILL BE A BRIEF INTERMISSION
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   A Word from the Author
 
    
 
   And so ends part 3.
 
   I don’t know if this is any fucking good or not, reader. I just don’t know. 
 
   A friend dared me to let the darkness out and so there it is. It’s out. I hope it wasn’t boring. I hope it wasn’t disgusting in a way that didn’t make you squirm. I really do like making you squirm. In the fun way. 
 
   The concluding chapters will appear at the end of the summer, when the next book of the ACQUIRED series is safely published and I’ve taken a few long walks in the woods and not allowed myself to be dragged into the pits of madness like my characters. Until then… intermission. 
 
    
 
   Kisses,
 
   Solar
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