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AUTHOR’s NOTE:
 
   This is the most extreme thing I’ve ever written. It’s not going to be for everyone. If I were to use a horror movie analogy, the rest of my erotica is Wes Craven and this is Eli Roth. That’s probably the wrong analogy, though, because I hate torture porn. Hate it a lot.
 
    
 
   Fair warning, there are monsters and tentacles. There’s ovipositors and physical transfiguration and there’s mental enslavement. There’s no death and no gore, though - even I have things that squick me out. I’m putting this note at the beginning, though, because I know that I personally prefer to be told there are things waiting that aren’t everyone’s cup of tea.  I won’t spoil anything for those of you saying “yes, yes, that’s what I came here for” but to any readers who are unsure, I felt obligated to issue this warning:
 
    
 
   Here there be monsters.
 
    
 
   -Solar Harris, May 2014
 
   


 
   
  
 



KAYTEE
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   1.
 
   I need a minute to catch my breath.
 
   I can hear it still banging on the door of the chest freezer. It’s stopped using words and is now just using snarls. I’ve got everything I can find piled on top of the freezer door, holding the big antique thing shut. 
 
   More snarls. More pounding. It’s so strong. 
 
   I should get out of here. I should run. In a minute, that’s exactly what I’m going to do. I should try to get two cabins over, to the safety I’m mostly praying is still present inside. Something makes me hesitate, though, and choose in the end to make a dash for the car. I want to go to my safe place, but first I need to go somewhere I can be afforded actual safety.
 
   I look out the window to see if I can see the car from there. The pounding’s gone oddly silent and now I’m extra freaked-out. Extra worried. I trust it even less now that there’s no noise coming from anywhere. 
 
   That’s when I see another. I have to assume it’s another. Eyes. Golden eyes burning in the dark at the edge of the woods. Watching the cabin I want to be running to. 
 
   So it got to more of them, then. I was right. And somehow they know. They know.
 
   It’ll have to be the car, then. My decision’s been made for me. I have to get out of here and back to civilization. I need help and protection and people who know how to handle this.
 
   My hand hurts. There’s one little sucker-shaped mark on it, the only place it managed to actually touch me. I feel a little light-headed, and a little unbalanced. 
 
   And I feel a super strange mix of shame and elation that I hate myself for. Why? Because of this:
 
   I can tell that I’ve just about sopped my panties.
 
   It started the minute the sucker touched me and I’d be tempted to say that it must have done something to me. Something that has my heart racing and my pulse pounding and my pussy slathering with excitement and urgent anticipation that’s completely inappropriate for the danger I suddenly find myself in. I should NOT, not, I feel, be this wet at the thought of what I trapped in that freezer or what’s waiting outside for a chance to do wicked things to me.
 
   I’d be tempted to blame it on some kind of venom or poison the thing with the sucker injected me with. Except that I know better.
 
   I was fucked-up enough to get wet for something like that without any help from a tentacle zombie.
 
    
 
   2.
 
   Seventy-two hours earlier:
 
   I twisted in the ropes that suspended me by my bound wrists from the ceiling of Zane Carmichael’s private dungeon. 
 
   I was naked from the waist down. What I was wearing above that barely counted as clothing. It was mostly made of metal links and was a shrift of a thing that connected most of the little metal chains to a pair of central points: my pointy, purple and much-abused nipples.  I’d been wearing clamps off and on for the past few sessions. Today, though, Zane decided he wanted to see me looking “beautiful.”
 
   We’d decided that I was going to get the hood of my clit pierced next week when we came back from this retreat. He wanted it to have a chance to heal and feeling good so that he could decorate my pussy the same beautiful way he’s adorned my breasts. I’m only there for another two months, so the sooner the better is how he felt about that.
 
   I was scared because I didn’t want to lose sensitivity, but Zane said that’s why we’re doing the hood and not my little button itself. I was still scared, but he said a clamp would hurt more and not give me the kind of pleasure he knows I deserve, and I believed Zane because he was the Gatekeeper and Giver of all the best sex I’ve ever had. I was crazy for him. I was hot for him. I was an absolute slut just for the idea of him.
 
   I was also his intern. That was sometimes enough to make me cum at night. I put my hand down my panties in the rented room I sublet from two strangers who went to school out here and I used just too fingers to gently circle myself. I reminded myself that Zane was the Chief Operations (or is it Operating? I don’t know the acronym, I just know he’s powerful) Officer for the company and that I was a college freshman in her spring semester and that it was wrong, wrong, wrong that he fucked me so dirty so often. That’s usually all I had to think. Then my fingers were sticky and stank of my own perversion and I had to sleep in the corner of my twin bed to avoid just how big a mess I made. Zane thought it adorable that I’m such a messy cummer. Some girls, he said, barely have any wetness to begin with. The fact that I spurt so much and am so wasteful was just another sign of what a dirty fucking whore I was.
 
   The nipples themselves were wearing pinching metal collars that had little eyelets each of the chains attach to. Most of those fit to a slim steel collar that I had been wearing since Wednesday night when he snapped it on me and locked it. My internship was three days a week and since I was coming on this retreat, I had Thursday and Friday off. Thursday I did errands. I went to the bank and withdrew more of the precious savings I’m using on this unpaid internship. I went to the Laundromat and did two loads. I skyped with my friends back home, including my boyfriend Kister. I went to the post office to sign for the very special box I’ve been awaiting eagerly for the past TWO WEEKS. I did all this wearing that collar and I have to admit that by Friday morning, I was so hot from wearing it that I couldn’t even get showered or ready for my big night until I’d rubbed myself roughly no less than three times while whispering his name.
 
   Kister. Fuck.
 
   Poor boy. My high school boyfriend who followed me to upstate New York for college because I didn’t have the stones to break up with him when my parents said I should have. He was the last scrap of my carefree teenage life. I’m sentimental. I liked his dopey smile and funny laugh and all our inside jokes. I don’t want to give any of that up and so we were still dating even though it’s clear we’d never do any of the things I did with Zane or with any of the men or women I’d met when I’d go into the city. 
 
   I wore the collar the whole time we skyped and I don’t get it. I was practically daring Kister to ask about it and I was getting so wet the longer I wore it and the boy didn’t comment on it. What would I say if he asked? “Oh, this? I’m fucking my boss at the internship and he put this on me because he owns my slut body until Saturday morning when we have to go back to pretending nothing’s going on. But you were telling me about your Ultimate Frisbee game. Go on, Kist.”
 
   No. He didn’t even ask. The big lovable dope didn’t even comment on it. And by the end I was so hot I almost called my boyfriend Zane by mistake. I hung up quick and had to take a long moment to get my breath. With my hand down my shorts.
 
   I liked being his. I liked the feeling of being owned and being completely under his power. I like the way he fucks what he owns. And yeah, I liked the look I got at the post office from the woman in line behind me who DID notice the collar. She saw it, alright, and she seemed to know that I was wearing it for a reason other than fashion. She gave me a reproving look almost right away, but maybe she just has one of those sour faces. Maybe I was being overly sensitive. But boy, did I ever taunt this stranger at the post office. I made a lot of eye contact and made sure to finger my collar whenever I caught her looking at it. I made the mildest, just the tiniest little sex faces when I did, too, when I was sure only she was looking, and then only for a fraction of a second. I trolled her pretty hard, and even that got me hot. If there’d been a way to tell her what was in the box, oh, I’d have told her that, too. But I don’t think she’d understand. So few people do.
 
   What I liked about Zane was he didn’t take himself too seriously. As much as I liked that “owned” feeling and all the trappings, I couldn’t stand those guys who were so into the “lifestyle” that they acted like a bunch of stuck-up pricks from the covers of smutty romance books. I got so sick of that type, the one who acts like he’s the reincarnated Marquis de Sade, such the gentleman who has been schooled in the arts and spent a lifetime studying the tools and techniques like he’s fucking Batman gone off to spend ten years in exile to become the world’s greatest crimefighter. Nine times out of ten, those guys turn out to have, like, data-entry jobs in some nameless widget company. Or they’re like, accountants or cops or something that completely spoils this fake mystique.
 
   Zane was just a guy who liked kinky sex. He was rich enough to have a sex room, and he called it a dungeon because it’s under the house and because he sometimes chained girls like me up in it, but it was not this weird reject-from-a-ren-fair place. All the furniture and equipment had a modern style and it was not wall-to-wall leather and wood. It was the room where we do fucked-up things and when he was in there with me, he was my lover, not my Daddy or my Master or any of that shit. He owned me because I liked feeling owned. If I liked wearing a latex catsuit and fucking him with a giant strap-on, I think he’d do that, too. He didn’t need to be in control. But he did enjoy it with me. It was perfect.
 
   It made me sad he lives way out here. I had to go back to upstate New York when the internship was over and he’d obviously stay out here. He had a wife and kids, too, but separated and that he was barely allowed to see. Still, that and the job were enough. He wouldn’t go east with me.
 
   Now, as he ran his fingers over my naked shoulder blades and down along the curve of my spine to press gently on the dimples of my ass, I felt frustrated. Those dimples were one of those weird little spots everyone has that really just got me going, yes, but I’d been thinking about two months from now, when I’d have to leave. I was thinking about how I hated having to keep our affair a secret.
 
   “I came three times today,” I confessed when his hands drift lower, to my tailbone. “Three times this morning.”
 
   “Do you want a spanking for that?” His tone was playful, but the question serious.
 
   “No,” I said. “I wasn’t being naughty. I said your name the whole time. Every time. I wanted you. It was for you.”
 
   He grunted and stepped up close behind me. I felt his hot breath on my shoulders, watched his hands reach around the front of me to tug on my nipple-chains.
 
   “Probably,” Zane taunted, “I should punish you for that. That’s what I’m supposed to do, right? You confess a crime and I’m supposed to flog you or lecture you about saving yourself for me. Toss in a little negging and a little abuse? Do something weird like paddle you a whole bunch and somehow not bury my cock in you as a lesson in being a good girl?”
 
   “I think that‘s in all the books,” I whimpered.
 
   “It seems like the only one that punishes is me,” Zane reflected, giving my chains another tug. My nipples ached and I made a little noise out loud that would make my mother ashamed of me. “Besides,” he continued, “it would defeat the entire special occasion that is tonight.”
 
   He circled me slowly, letting his hand drag behind so that his fingers stayed on my ass as long as possible. When he was in front of me again, he was grinning this devilish smile that I couldn’t ever say no to. He was not like this at work. That was part of the charm. I know that smile was only for the girls he likes to fuck. And right now, the one he fucked was lucky, lucky me.
 
   My box was on a high table nearby. He looked at it meaningfully and I followed his gaze. I opened it to make sure everything was okay before I brought it over. But I didn’t use what was inside. I was not a bad girl, after all. But gawd, how I wanted to. If I thought I could have gotten away with it without leaving my sex smell on it, I probably would have. Maybe I was a little bad after all.
 
   Zane crossed to the extra-special package I waited so long at the post office to sign for. Discrete brown packaging and a forgettable shipping address. But inside?
 
   It’s called the Wyrm. It was one of about a dozen models they made. You can pick the color and the size and the monster whose penis the dong will be shaped like. Zane paid for it. A seven-inch flared purple-and-green silicone dragon cock on a sturdy stand. And all because I confessed to him that I read monster porn books on my phone. I confessed it under duress, the duress being that I wanted him to put his dick in me and he wouldn’t do that until I admitted a dark secret. 
 
   He teased the whole thing out of me, my guilty pleasure for reading beast and monster erotica. The super don’t-tell-anyone fantasies I have when it’s really dark and lonely in the dorm and I want the absolute opposite of Kister in every possible way. I wanted to tell Zane, maybe, but I was also so mortified when he started laughing that I thought that might be the end of sexy good times with him for all time.
 
   But then his devil smile came back. And he slid into me gently but firmly and with every stroke he talked me through just why it turned me on so much. And that’s when he came up with his plan. My lover knows about lots of dirty things on the internet that I’ve never even thought to explore and of course he knew about a place that made monster cocks. He made me choose the one I wanted with two of his fingers buried to the second knuckle in my ass. Then he sent me home with a large bottle of lube and a set of training plugs from a collection of never-used toys he keeps on hand in the sex room. My lover and my boss: the Bruce Wayne of dirty sex.  
 
   That was two weeks ago. I’d been using the training plugs, wearing them to work when I got up to the medium and large ones which were fat enough around the base that I trusted them not to slip out of my inexperienced ass while I walked. The little one was like a finger and did that during an all-hands meeting my first day. Now, though, I was ready. Or, I was ready as I was likely to be. I know he wanted to use it on my ass but when I was looking at the thing, with all its ridges and little protrusions, I suddenly worried that dragon was gonna tear my ass up.
 
   I squirmed against the suspending rope and Zane chuckles as he returned with the Wyrm in one hand. He holds it up to me, teasing the scaly ridged tip over my pert breasts. It slid under the little chain shirt and tugged at the thin silver links, which in turn pulled on the nipple collars. I made a girlish frustrated noise and he smiled bigger. Devil smile. I could feel myself leaking. Such a slut.
 
   “So this is what you’ve really been wishing for,” Zane teased. “A big monster to bend you over and breed you like a bitch in heat.”
 
   I loved his dirty fucking talk. Fucking loved it so fucking much. “Yes,” I panted to him.
 
   “Tell me how it goes in these stories.” The dragon cock drags slower to my navel, poking at a hole that won’t open like we’re kids playing with Barbies and think that’s where a penis should go. 
 
   “I dunno,” I said with embarrassment, even though I did know. Even though I’d told him. I liked playing the shy girl for him. That’s how I acted at the office. He liked it, too, because it reminded him of our secret and what a secret whore I was. It made it all that much hotter.
 
   “Tell me.” The commanding tone that I melted for. The Wyrm dragged a little lower, teasing the landing strip of auburn hair that pointed straight to my hotbox. 
 
   I moaned. “The village needs to appease the dragon so they can save their village so they send a virgin as an offering. And the dragon mounts her and breeds her and she loves it. Or some hot teenagers go into the mountains looking for a dragon and they get captured and fucked. And they love it. Or-”
 
   He was wiggling the tip against my wet and dripping slit. I stopped talking and had to just moan, twisting uselessly from the rope in the ceiling. “Sounds a little silly when you reduce it to a tweet,” Zane said. “And it sounds like they all end the same way.”
 
   “There’s nothing wrong with that,” I protested.
 
   “I don’t know. It doesn’t seem very realistic. For example, if I were to put this in you, I worry you wouldn’t think it was so much fun. This looks big. And scary. And you never know. The dragon may not know which is the hole for breeding. You don’t speak dragon. How are you going to say “not that hole” to a dragon? You’re not. You’re bent over in submission. The fate of your entire village is in your hands. You’re supposed to be a good girl and let the dragon…” His voice dropped to a whisper and the Wyrm moved lower, behind me, wiggling in between my asscheeks. “…put it wherever it wants. Am I wrong?”
 
   “No,” I whispered.
 
   “No, Sir Dragon.”
 
   I flitted my eyes up to him to give him a look but his expression was suddenly serious. I knew better. “No, Sir Dragon.”
 
   He cut me down without another word. My wrists were still bound and he led me by that rope to a piece of bondage furniture. It was custom built, with a backrest that adjusted and little stirrups and footrests that could be reconfigured for different things. There were little panels that snapped on that held dildos in place, too. Zane tied the end of the rope that used to be attached to the hook in the ceiling to a nearby post and quickly and expertly adjusted the chair/horse. The Wyrm fitted at an angle, and while I watched, Zane used an impressive amount of lubricant on it. Then he motioned for me to approach. There was enough slack on the rope that I could stay tied to the post while still reaching the horse.
 
   “The time has come, my beautiful virginal slave girl, to prove your devotion to the village. Mount this fell beast and surrender your maidenhead to its reptilian wang.” He smirked a little but his eyes were cold and serious. 
 
   I had confessed my fantasy to him. He was allowed to tease, but I was not allowed to be coy or pretend like I don’t want it. If I wanted to keep playing with him, he’d explained, I needed to be honest about my desires. All of them.
 
   I approached, straddling the horse and whimpering a little. He expected me to lower myself on it. Make the choice and have it enter me through no action but my own. I’d been hoping he’d keep my fully bound and immobilized, that my first encounter with the Wyrm would be involuntary so that I couldn’t chicken out. Bastard. Fucking beautiful sexy ass bastard.
 
   I was nervous, though. Everything feels disproportionately bigger when it’s in your ass. My training plugs stopped at 5 inches and were round and shaped for easy entrance. This was maybe not a good idea.
 
   I didn’t want to disappoint him, though. I wanted to be his dirty, dirty girl. 
 
   “What are you doing,” he asked, when he saw me take a deep breath and push my ass out to take the tip. “That’s not your breeding hole is it? This dragon wants to put his scientifically-impossible spawn in you.”
 
   “I thought the dragon didn’t know which hole that was,” I stammered nervously.
 
   “Hopefully you do. This is your choosing, remember, maiden? Besides, there’s another monster in this cave that’s got plans for your pretty ass.”
 
   And then I saw that Zane was disrobed and holding his cock in his hand. And I saw that he was wearing a different one of the same company’s products, a sleeve that fit over his human dick to make it a monster dick. “Oh my gawd,” I gasped. I didn’t know he’d ordered that.
 
   “The dragon is waiting, slut.”
 
   He never called me “slut.” I called myself that when I wanted to and when I was feeling like it, but he never did. This minor violation of our general respect rules achieved exactly what it was meant to, though. It broke me out of my hesitating stupor. I as most definitely this kind of slut right now.
 
   I was wet enough from the teasing and the Wyrm had plenty of lube to spare, so it wasn’t a total cunt-wrecker right off the bat. Fitting the ridged spiny parts in took some guts at first, but once I had about an inch of it in, I could feel all the ways it was so DIFFERENT than anything else I’d ever had up there. I closed my eyes and let gravity pull me down, choosing to have this foreign monstrous member twist its way into my pussy. It pushed on different spots. The semi-rigid silicone wasn’t as sharp as the sculpt made it look, but the flares and scales that jutted out did achieve a pretty sharp tickle sensation inside of me. 
 
   And then I was fucking it. I circled my hips against the angled dong and start moving it in and out of me to open myself up and try to accommodate more and more of it. Every inch or so that I took had different features. There were bulbs of fatness and then skinny ridged parts and the whole thing was twisted like a swirl cone. 
 
   I felt some pain. I won’t lie, my mind may have been enjoying monstrous lovers for a while, but my pussy didn’t get the memo to ever expect anything but a human cock pushed up inside of it. 
 
    What helped it, though, was giving into the fantasy. The chain “shirt” tugged on my nipples a lot more now that I was bent over. Gravity made those chains tug firmly and unrelentingly on my poor glass-cutter nipples, but I also felt just exactly medieval enough in this slave garment and that fed the fantasy. I was able to imagine myself actually sacrificing myself to save the lives of the village.
 
    Dreading it. Hating it. Feeling the pain as it roughly took me. And then being slowly converted. How that happened, I was not sure, but I suddenly think it might be entirely mental, because this is what was working for me with the rubber version. 
 
   I was getting into a mental place where I couldn’t imagine anything hotter than this spiny dragon dick plumbing my pussy deeper and deeper and that getting me so hot that I was now enthusiastically fucking myself on the toy. There was maybe a little too much lube so there was a lot of unladylike farting squelching noises as the Wyrm forced air and excess lube out my pussy.
 
   Zane mounted the horse behind me now and grabbed my hips. “Halt,” he commanded, and I obeyed. Good slut.
 
   He scooped up some of the excess lube that no doubt mixed with my own churned cream and smeared it over my ass. I heard the lube bottle pop open and then I felt one finger of his pushing lube deep up my asshole. “I’m a werewolf,” he announced in my ear, half growling it. “In case you were wondering what kind of cock’s about to have your ass. Though you’re likely to guess when you feel me knot you.”
 
   I came for the first time at that thought. 
 
   The next three times I cum I was screaming his name, god’s name, and every filthy word I ever learned. How I was going to make it through this retreat for the next few days without wanting another visit from the werewolf was the only real horror in my life.
 
    
 
    
 
   3.
 
   It was absolute torture pretending that I was this innocent little flower. I thought it would be fun, but no, an hour into the drive with Miranda and Brianna, I was squirming in the backseat and trying my hardest to distract myself with thoughts of anyone, ever, but Zane. 
 
   There were so many parts of the secret that I want to spill. But these girls were sort of mothering me and they, were meddling without realizing it. Like how my not having a cabin of my own was a kind of half-assed plan of Zane’s to have him score some points with the troops by being the one to disagree with Chris, say how frankly stupid it was that he wasn’t going to pay for a full cabin for an unpaid intern and then gallantly offer me the second bedroom in his deluxe cabin. 
 
   And then of course we’d use it for fucking with (hopefully) no one the wiser.
 
   It was not a great plan and it was clear to me that tongues might wag, but I didn’t really care. The intern’s not going to get in trouble if she’s doing the nasty with the boss. The thrill of maybe getting caught would be just that for me: a thrill. The boss on the other hand, he could be in some trouble. But I was flattered, I think, that Zane wanted me so badly he’d be willing to take that risk. Or maybe this is another of his plans. If he and Chris and Gordon are so wily that they’re running some kinda good cop/bad cop on the company, was this somehow a ploy to win my love?
 
   #sorryNotSorry. Love his cock.  
 
   But yeah, these women were too on the ball and the plan got shot to hell. Now I was staying with Miranda, and I more or less had a chaperone for the whole trip, which majorly sucked donkey balls.. I didn’t even bring any toys, not even the plug that I could discretely wear and have a naughty thrill during all the lame exercises. 
 
   Miranda was nice enough, sure, and I was liking Bree now that I was getting to know her. She was super hard on the new owners, though, and I had to bite my tongue when she in passing disparaged Zane. 
 
   Women are more perceptive. I needed to be careful. I needed to be careful of everything involving Zane if I was going to be under such close scrutiny on this trip. I couldn’t be too quick to defend him. I couldn’t catch his eye too often or sit too near him or laugh too cutely at all the funny things he said once you really get to know his sense of humor. 
 
   I had to play the complete naive virgin card. Act like the shy impressionable girl that makes him want to fuck me, but do it for these girls and play that part so well they’d ignore or dismiss any accidental slips I make with Zane later. 
 
   Yes. Be good and sweet and innocent. Pretend I don’t even know what a clit piercing is.
 
   This was going to be torture.
 
   At least I liked the girls.
 
   Maybe we could-
 
   No. 
 
   That was crazy.
 
    
 
    
 
   4.
 
   I wanted to tell the secret and by the time we dressed to go ride some paddleboats the naughty girl in me was all worked up. Nothing makes the naughty girl inside misbehave like telling her she can’t come out for a while.
 
   I packed three bikinis. I have been buying them like crazy since I came out here for the internship. I wouldn’t get much use out of them back in upstate New York, so even if it was shallow or crazy to bring three bikinis on a two-day retreat, I didn’t care. 
 
   Because the naughty girl wanted out of me, I chose the trashiest of the three to begin with. Little triangle top that was a size too small. Little matching bottoms with ruffles on the trim and on the butt. Borderline little girl clothes, and then in white for a little extra naughty. It wasn’t not lined, neither the top nor the bottom. It was not really meant to get wet because if it did you’d see my nips and my puss almost for certain. But at the same time, it was so girly and innocent that this naughtiness accomplished both of my aims at once: 1) Make me seem clueless and naive about my obvious sex appeal, and 2) Make Zane so hard he needs to sit down and cover his lap for half an hour if he happens to see me in it. If I was going to be tortured, he could suffer too. I’d let the werewolf punish me later.
 
   Miranda completely one-upped me, though. She came out of the bathroom in the kind of suit you see girls my age wearing at spring break. It left absolutely nothing to the imagination and with the exception of some parts of her that were a little soft and sunbaked, she looked pretty fucking good in it. She showed me her “emergency kit” full of airplane bottles of liquor and I toasted her party spirit before we left to find Bree and a boat. 
 
   On the water, I played it pretty cool. The girls were all pressuring me to drink and I worried because tequila in particular makes me really truthful. Truthful… and in the mood for boning. The problem with this unlined suit, I realized too late? There were other ways it could get wet.
 
   To distract from this, I had to pretend to be drunker than I was and start a little splashing contest. This got me wet from water and now that little vertical patch I noticed forming in my suit became less obvious. 
 
   They wanted to know about my kinkiest naughtiest sexual escapade. This was, I guess, a bonding activity. How could I tell them I was still sore from said kinkiest act because it happened just last night? How could I tell them I was secretly sitting on a bag of frozen peas in the backseat of the car because their boss used my ass while wearing a werewolf cocksleeve?
 
   I lied. I told this totally tame story from first semester during Rush Week and I purposefully played up the utter sexual cluelessness of the experience. Maybe I’d erred too far on the side of caution, but truly, as dirty as I’d been, I felt I would need one hell of a smokescreen before this was all over.
 
   Miranda surprised me yet again, though! I don’t know how it ranks against my sexual escapades, but I was pretty sure that she trumped me royally when she shared a tale from just a few weeks back wherein her husband watched her fuck another pair of guys. As perverted as Zane is, I don’t think he’d be comfortable watching someone else sliding in and out of me. And as for Kister - well, I didn’t know what to do about that. Keep a secret? Have my wild time out on the opposite coast and then come back to my nice and safe dependable boyfriend and keep the secret and be a vanilla girl forever?
 
   Fuck that. How was I going to give up dragon cock?
 
    
 
    
 
   5.
 
   I was really starting to like the girls I rode up here with, but then they had to go and ruin things.
 
   Yeah, this company was run by a bunch of alpha-level pricks. So what? I mean, I was all for feminism and stuff, but being permanently ready to make every hill the hill you’re going to die on is how you get labeled a shrill harpy who gets ignored. If everything’s a picketing offense, nothing is. At least, that’s how I saw it.
 
   Miranda decided to get all up in Chris’ face about some white male business institutionalized sexism and objectification, and that was pretty much the beginning of the downhill slope. Now, as I saw the chances of me being able to sneak off with Zane for even a quick fingerbang to get my thoughts back together going up in smoke, I reconsidered certain decisions. Chief among them, suddenly, was my decision to play the stupid virgin.
 
   I should have explained to the girls when we were out on the lake that this whole thing as I saw it was just asymmetrical warfare. Men have had centuries to perfect their weapons and the mistake we’ve made is letting them define the rules of the game. It’s like they cornered the market on all the waterguns and then, seeing we had a hell of a weapon in water balloons, declared that if you use water balloons you lose - because they’ve brainwashed us into thinking we have to win with waterguns or not win at all. Equality does not mean symmetry. This is why I advocated a liberal use of pussy control. 
 
   So what if these jackholes wanted us to have a wet t-shirt contest? I say sign me up for that shit. Give me an excuse to get provocative and remind you that you would gleefully exchange some of your money and power for a chance to put your dick in some prime nineteen year-old pussy. 
 
   Tell me, forty-ish male executive, who’s got the actual power here? Your boss likes it in my snatch, feel free to get his opinion on the market value of that shit. And yeah, I let him tie me up and call me names, but did you hear me? I LET him. And he knew that this was a BOON I granted his ass and he bought me things and would write me the best letter of his professional life. He would call all his MBA buddies and I would NOT start in some shitty office manager position at some company when I graduate. 
 
   I would have my pick of jobs and it would have nothing to do with my resume. It would have everything to do with the male cronyism Miranda and Bree were so disgusted by. What they hadn’t seen because they got so zoomed in was that all that cronyism would be motivated by one man’s cock that knew it has never been happier than when it was buried in my hot velvety fuckhole.
 
   Meanwhile, back in the land of missing-the-point, Miranda stalked off and a kind of cold pall set over the rest of the activities for the evening. I noticed, actually, that Brianna was getting awfully chummy with Zane. I was not jealous, but I was a little disappointed. She was pretty in a curvy, buxom kind of way, and the glasses made her look a little more bangable, but you just had to look at Brianna to know that she was not going to understand Zane’s dungeon. He was many things, but he was not really into teaching. Couldn’t she read all this? I had it all sized up in five minutes. What had she been doing with her life? 
 
   Oh, but he was so smooth. He’d got one of Chris’ “ringleaders” suddenly all goo-goo eyed over him. Poor Brianna, he was never going to be for you. 
 
   But he was suddenly not for me, either, because I’d been roped into helping Brianna look for the still-missing Miranda. She was nowhere to be seen in our room, but all her stuff was still where she left it. Brianna was for some reason really freaking out about this. I was not as much. Miranda probably just went to blow off steam. Or maybe she went to go see Chris privately and apologize. That would be the smart thing to do, and Miranda was a smart one. She’d survived longer in a more hostile-to-women environment and you don’t do that without realizing you couldn’t let an incident like that stand without a little damage control.
 
   Wherever Miranda was, Brianna was determined to find her and make sure she hadn’t been murdered in the woods by serial killers. I was supposed to wait back in the room and hold down the fort.
 
   Thus passed a really boring night. Miranda never came back home. I assumed Brianna gave up and went to bed and really, truly, didn’t think about it anymore because I was now up and sexting with Zane and on my Kik with Kister on messenger at the same time.
 
    
 
    
 
   6.
 
   I didn’t even notice that Brianna and Miranda were both not at breakfast. It was not until halfway through some kind of group game involving a rubber ball and one of those giant parachutes they had in elementary school PE that I keyed into it, and even then it was not until Gordon pulled me aside for a little chat.
 
   Gordon was the one no one ever saw at the office. He did all the money and the meetings and he traveled a lot. I asked Zane about him once and all he had to say was “Well, Gordon is.. Gordon.”
 
   “Kaytee, you’re staying with Miranda, right? Is that what I heard?” He fixed me with a penetrating stare over his designer glasses. I realized only then that my carpool buddies were not present. 
 
   “Yeah,” I said, and then added, “but I haven’t seen her since dinner last night. I don’t think she came in.”
 
   Gordon looked worried. “And I don’t suppose you’ve seen Brianna Charles either?”
 
   “No. Damn. I mean, we walked back to the cabins last night and she was worried about Miranda but I assumed she found her and then they just stayed out late or were in her cabin.”
 
   Gordon frowned. “Are they in a relationship?”
 
   Now I had to roll my eyes. “Gawd. No. I just figured they were friends and might’ve just not wanted to wake me by coming in late or something. I dunno. They’re not lesbians, though. Why the hell does that matter anyway?”
 
   Gordon backpedaled. “Oh. No. No, it doesn’t have anything to do with anything. I was just wondering if Miranda’s outburst had something to do with our rules about fraternization.”
 
   “We have fraternization rules?” Oh hell. I didn’t want to break actual rules. That would backfire. Taboo was one thing, I didn’t mind wagging tongues. But getting some kind of demerits on my internship for fucking the boss? Yeah, that wasn’t gonna work for me.
 
   Gordon continued. “Chris and I agreed that with a company in a growth stage it would be best to change the employee handbook to more explicitly make interoffice relationships…discouraged. I wondered if they were ditching today in protest.”
 
   “I think they might just be ditching because people were pricks to them last night, Gordon.”
 
   He noded thoughtfully. “Right. Yeah. Not the best way to start a retreat. Still, it would be better if they were here. I was thinking maybe we should do some mediation or figure out if this is a bigger problem.”
 
   “I’ve got nothing, Gordon. Sorry.”
 
   “Yeah,” he said distractedly. “Well, if they text you or something…”
 
   “They’re bound to turn up. They’re my ride, so, like, yeah, I will see them hopefully before tomorrow afternoon. Hey, their car is still here, right?”
 
   Gordon frowned. “I hadn’t thought to look.” So I described the car and he released me back to my parachute game. 
 
   I spared few thoughts for the girls, then. Brianna being gone, strangely, made me less worried that something bad had happened. One person goes missing, yeah, you worry they drowned or got kidnapped or attacked by a vampire. Two people go missing who are friends? They were holed up somewhere.
 
    
 
    
 
   7.
 
   The girls were no-shows the rest of the day. By the evening meal and a really stupid game where we couldn’t have s’mores unless we made up a haiku about how we hoped to grow as people (haikus are supposed to be about nature, bitches) Chris was scowling and whispering a bunch of shit to Gordon that I didn’t have to be psychic to know was all about Bree and Miranda. 
 
   When they were having another hushed conference, I snuck a look at Zane who just shook his head quietly. Okay. Fine. I’d wait until later. But I wanted know what was going on.
 
    
 
   8.
 
   I was texting Zane. It was almost midnight and I once again had the cabin to myself.
 
   [Come over.]
 
   His reply came a moment later.
 
   [Keep it in your pants. Bad thing.]
 
   I will not be denied.
 
   [My roomie is AWOL with our ride home. You know stuff. Come over and tell me and I will suck u off]
 
   He was silent for a long time.
 
   [This is not for joking.]
 
   [Sorry. I just miss u.]
 
   Silent again.
 
   [I’m scared. I am all alone over here. Please? I have a right to know.]
 
   And then, finally:
 
   [Be there in ten. Keep the lights off.]
 
   He was true to his word. Ten minutes later, a quiet knock sounded at the door and Zane entered the room. I gave him a hug and he hugged back, but it was very chaste. “We can’t do stuff. I’m just here to ostensibly be worried about your missing co-workers.”
 
   “Are they really missing?”
 
   “We don’t know. The car was there in the morning, but it’s gone, now. So we think they must have gone somewhere.”
 
   I shook my head. “But all Miranda’s stuff. It’s all still here.”
 
   “I think they’ll show up tomorrow and either apologize or try to get fired. If we lay them off, they’ll keep the bonus. Gordon’s theory is they’re trying a suicide-by-cop kind of play where they want to quit but their contracts would cause them to have to repay their retention bonus if they left before 12 months - so they’re acting like brats to get terminated.”
 
   Now it was my turn to frown. “That’s a pretty intricate plan.”
 
   “You’re still young. You’ll get hip to all these games soon enough.”
 
   Yeah. I was not going to let him be his partners. “Everyone plays fucking games around here. Not just them.”
 
   “Are you complaining about OUR games?”
 
   No. And I was not going to let this conversation go to one of those ick places that accidentally becomes some serious breakup conversation. So I put my hand on his crotch and leaned in close. “Absolutely not. I love our games.”
 
   He grunted and gave me a stern look. “This is not at all a good idea.”
 
   I pouted my lips at him. I don’t do the little girl thing, but I don’t mind teasing him and flirting. “Oh come on. Please? I’m all alone over here and there’s a serial killer out there picking us off one by one. I need comforting. With your dick.”
 
   This made him smile at the very least. “If there is a serial killer, isn’t fucking the number one way we’re going to get to the top of the kill list?”
 
   “Those are the old rules,” I said plainly. “Welcome to the age of HBO. If I show my tits, I’ll almost assuredly stick around for at least a few more seasons. If we get to see your cock, you’re probably safe for ages. So let’s be safe.”
 
   While I said all of this I was already tugging my little tank top over my head. I wore the leopard bra with the push-up cups expressly because it was visible underneath my t-shirt, and I saw from Zane’s face he approved of the lift and the extra cleavage they gave my otherwise small-but-perky tits. I took him by the wrists and put his hands on them, urging him to give me a good squeeze. 
 
   So what if Miranda came in and found us? We’d be glad to see her and she couldn’t say shit to me, now could she? 
 
   Zane only had to squeeze my tits once before he was ready to throw caution to the wind. Mentally I congratulated myself for that superb bit of manipulation even as he yanked my jeans to the ground and pushed me back on the couch. See, girls? You can call the shots and it’s way easier than you’ve been thinking it was. 
 
   My panties were down around my ankles and snapped off one foot into some lost part of the apartment a few seconds later. He was in me and bearing down on top of me. Just him, this time, no monster parts, but he felt so good. “I belong in here,” he whispered in my ear. “I belong in this. Mine.”
 
   I moaned in his ear and dug my nails into his strong back, urging him deeper into me with the appropriate pornstar noises. This routine of his didn’t do anything for me, but it didn’t turn me off, either. I was getting the D after all. “Unngh,” I squealed appreciatively. He wanted to feel like he could have me for all time and that was fine in the heat of the moment. And I’d be happy being with him for a really long time. We’d fuck so nasty and I’d be a better person for it, I just knew. But it was not forever. Nothing is.
 
   Our sex was urgent and silent after this. My spine bent half over the couch armrest and I knew it would hurt later, but I was focused on him thrusting powerfully between my legs and the gorgeous wet slaps of our aggressive fucking. I held onto him and bit his shoulder and waited for him to realize this is one of those times where I just wanted him to finish in me. He got the hint and picked up the pace, forcing in and out of me to the rhythm of my gasps and cries. 
 
   “You’re gonna cum in your intern,” I taunted him. “You’re gonna shoot it into your nineteen year-old intern and you’re not wearing a condom. You’re gonna inseminate her. You’re gonna pump a hot load of sperm into her. You’re gonna do it. You’re the boss she has your dick in her and she’s gonna get spunked.”
 
   His face scrunched up in sudden shock and panic. I had a minute to think that maybe I went too far and took my dirty talk to a place that shut him down, or worse, made him angry. But then I felt him spasm in me and a moment later felt that wet spillage on the inside of my right thigh and I could tell from his relieved and shamed face that he nutted a good one. This was my talent: saying something so wrong right when it’s too late to really stop, and then having that wrong thing push him over the edge. I did a tinier version of this the first time Zane and I were together, when I reminded him that I was his intern and had a boyfriend and he was making me a bad, bad girl.
 
   When he finished, I didn’t give him a chance to get into a bad headspace. I took his hand and got the rest of our clothes off and took him to the shower. We didn’t do anything dirty in there. I just gave my obliging man a soothing wash-down and cleaned myself up while trying to preserve a little bit of the feminine mystery (I made him close his eyes and turn away) and then just massaged him until we were tired of being wet. 
 
   We toweled off and I said I needed a cuddle and that’s how we ended up on the bed Miranda hadn’t even used, entwined with each other and feeling warm and safe and a little sleepy.
 
    
 
   9.
 
   My phone alarm awakened me. I was alone and naked on top of the covers and it was daylight outside. Shit. Morning.
 
   No sign of Zane. He must have waited until I was nodding off and then slunk back to his own cabin. Fucker coulda put a blanket over me at least. I suddenly realized I was chilly.
 
   Miranda‘s suitcase, rifled through in search of bikini, was still open by the bed. No other sign she came in last night. Girl had stones being gone that long. She’d better bring her ass back, though. Checkout was in a few hours. We were supposed to meet for breakfast and some kind of wrap-up activity and then were meant to be released back into the wild, according to the itinerary. If they were not back, I’d need a ride back. I would want to ask Zane. Better for everyone if the girls reappeared.
 
   There was a weird hush when I dragged myself to breakfast in my last change of clean clothes. I got a strange hollow look from Gordon and assumed it because of what I wore to breakfast: a thin oversized t-shirt and a bikini top (in lieu of bra) with platform sandals and shorts so short the pockets hung below the hemline. What? It was my travel day. I could wear what I wanted, I felt. 
 
   But it turned out my outfit had very little to do with Gordon’s look. We barely got through breakfast before a pale-looking Chris got up and in a voice that lacked all his usual bravado announced we were not going home that day.
 
   “I’ve decided that we have some pretty serious issues to work through. I was extending the retreat. To extend the synergy,” Chris croaked in a voice that sounded like he’d been shouting all night or woke up sick with a frog in his throat. 
 
   Murmurs become protests from the rest of the employees all in unison. “What the ever-loving fuck” was the basic gist of it.  We didn’t want to play any more stupid games. We didn’t have any more clean clothes. We had families and things and stuff and why the hell was this even happening. That stuff. All shouted at once. 
 
   Chris held up his hands for quiet. “You will all be paid double time for the week we’re up here. I’ve talked it over with Gordon and he now sees it my way. “
 
   Gordon shifted on his feet and looked a little pallid as well. “Chris feels it’s for the best. He shared his reason with me and it… I have it too,” he finished strangely. “We’ll organize a trip to town for clothes and essentials. All paid for. Less activities. More synergy. We’re all going to become an efficient organism.”
 
   “Organization,” I corrected him quietly. What the hell? These guys looked funny. Other people noticed it, too.
 
   “Is this because Miranda and Bree are missing?” Gary from the backend group asked. 
 
   “Are they missing? Are the police informed?” said some woman whose name I didn’t know.
 
   “No one’s missing,” said Chris quietly. “I spoke with Brianna just last night and her absence is excused. As is Miranda’s. It’s all fine. They’ll be back with us soon and it’s all going to make much more sense soon. Please enjoy your breakfast. Gordon and I will be having individual meetings with each of you and it will all make much more sense. Please trust us. This is all going to be… perfect. Exciting.”
 
   They didn’t get the enthusiastic response they were probably expecting, but they were probably crazy to be expecting that. Still, the offer of double pay was too heady for most of us to pass up. The only one now actually getting screwed was me. I didn’t take honors math classes in high school, but even I knew that doubling my pay was still zero dollars. 
 
   I stood up and went looking for Zane. I was gonna go through him on this one and I don’t care if it looked suspicious. I either wanted the week off to go hang out at the beach, or I wanted a promise that I’ll be paid in kinky sex WHILE up here or else I wanted real motherfucking money. 
 
   “Kaytee, did you have something to say?” Gordon looked at me. Everyone watched me. “I just… I was looking for Zane,” I said. I suddenly realized he was not standing up there with the rest of them.
 
   Dumb, Kaytee. Why did you need to talk to Zane? What was your excuse?
 
   “He’s in charge of your internship?” Gordon asked.
 
   “No,” I say lamely. “That’s Barbara,” I added while nodding at the office manager who barely supervised me. “But it’s not really about my internship as much as-” As what? Hurry, Kaytee, you’re drawing attention to yourself!
 
   “We’re getting you an honorarium,” Gordon said stiffly. “Don’t worry. You’ll be taken care of.” Phew. They thought it was just about the money.
 
   “Wait a minute,” said Max, who was the original founder and was now more of a figurehead who got paid to tinker in his office. “I’m suddenly wanting to know more about Brianna and Miranda and I’d really like to know why the COO isn’t standing up here with you guys.”
 
   “We didn’t catch him in time,” Chris said with his still-froggy voice. “He drove down this morning to take care of an office matter. He’ll be coming back up as soon as it’s done.” 
 
   “Guys, you’re in charge, but this is unorthodox and bordering on bullshit,” Max said. Thank god for Max. He got so much money from the buyout that the double time bribe wasn’t going to work on him. He could say things the rest of us couldn’t, too, thanks to his position. 
 
   Chris cleared his throat. “Max, let’s take this offline. You and I can have the first one-on-one meeting. Gordon, want to get started?”
 
   Gordon nodded. “Gary, let’s talk.” 
 
   Gary from the backend group gets up and shoots the rest of us a look. “Hell,” he said, “this had better be good.”
 
   “Agreed,” said Max and then they both exit the dining hall with Gordon and Chris. 
 
   The rest of us just chilled while these weird meetings happened. The weirdos the company hired to do our retreat talked amongst themselves in a corner and I amused myself by eavesdropping on their “secret conference.” One of them was super-bummed that his big game, planned for the closing ceremony, wasn’t going to happen. The other two tried to figure out how they could jack their price up for the cancellation and for not being invited to run the rest of the retreat – especially since the company was apparently willing to spend money like water to stay up here all week.
 
   I texted Zane the moment no one was watching me. I didn’t know about any meeting or office matter he was cutting out early for. I wanted some answers. But he wouldn’t text back. It’s super frustrating. 
 
   I decided I was going to complain to Barbara. If there was no Zane, I didn’t want to stick around. I didn’t want to be paid in Starbucks cards or any of that crap to spend a whole week up here. While Chris and Gordon were busy, I was going to go to her, and I was going to complain. I’d make up some kind of teenage excuse, or just blame it on the period I could say I was on and get a hall pass from her to bail. 
 
   But I didn’t have a car. Shit.
 
   Fuckit. I was getting a cab. I’d get Zane to reimburse me later. He’ll understand. 
 
   “Kaytee? It’s your turn.”
 
   Fuck. 
 
   Chris stood in the doorway to the dining hall. Chris. Not even Gordon, who I sort of think I coulda gotten some sympathy from. Chris? No. That guy was an asshole. And he was an asshole I now had to have a one-on-one conference with. Ick.
 
   “Come on, Kaytee. Time’s wasting. Let’s get you squared away.”
 
    
 
    
 
   10.
 
   Apparently we were having this conference in Chris’ cabin. Awesome. 
 
   Actually - wow. His assholery knew no bounds. Chris’ cabin was hella nice, like way nicer than ours. It had a full kitchen and two bedrooms and a mud room stocked with a full kit for fishing. There was also a monstrous chest freezer in there, presumably for storing all the fish the high-rollers who rented this needlessly extravagant cabin paid to catch. This was Chris’ cabin FOR ONE and I was supposed to pay half of mine? What. A. Dick.
 
   Chris took a seat on the sofa and patted the spot next to him. Like I was a dog he wanted to jump up and put my head in his lap. Really?
 
   It was dark in there and I moved to open the drapes, but Chris stopped me. “Go ahead and leave those shut,” Chris said sharply. “Come on, now, have a seat. Let’s talk through your issues.”
 
   “It’s just really dark in here. That’s my primary issue at the moment.”
 
   “Leave it.”
 
   I frowned. I was not into this. Chris wasn’t Zane and he hadn’t earned the right to boss me around about this weirdness. “Is everything all right?” I asked. I meant it, kinda, even though I initially asked because I wanted to question his authority just an eensy little bit. Now that I looked at him, though, I saw that he looks, if anything, a little sicker than he did in the dining hall. I suddenly didn’t want to be terribly close to him.
 
   “Fine,” Chris insisted. Everything’s fine. We just have some things to work through up, here. Synergy issues. Cohesiveness. Wholeness.”
 
   “Look,” I said, hoping to diffuse the bomb. “That’s all really cool and I am excited I am being given a chance to see something like this first-hand, but this internship ends in a few months and then I have to go back to New York. You’ve got my word that I am not going to be a problem. I’ll fall in line with whatever needs doing, but I don’t know if it’s constructive to have me-”
 
   “You’re how old, now?”
 
   It wasn’t the question I was expecting. “Nineteen,” I said with a raised eyebrow inviting him to explain himself.
 
   “And you’re a virgin?”
 
   He said this differently than how he usually talked. There was a quietness that just crept into his voice that made the whole question somehow ten times more inappropriate than the douchey casual way Chris tended to say everything else. I didn’t know what to do with it at first and just blinked at him. 
 
   “Well?”
 
   “Not that it’s any of your business, but no, I’m not. Look pardon my language, but what the fuck?”
 
   Chris tried to scoot closer, closing the distance between us on the couch. “Please believe me that I have a very serious reason for asking. It’s important. I was really counting on you, to be honest. This makes you less useful. Luckily your body is in such good condition. You can still serve.”
 
   Yeah. Creepshow 5000. Not doing it. I stood up. “Whatever the fuck is going on, I’m not doing this. I’m getting a cab back into the city. Try to blacklist me if you want, but if you say one more creepy thing to me, my first call is to my college’s internship coordinator and my second is to my parents. Who are lawyers.”
 
   I heard a sound like ripping cloth and then felt Chris catch my wrist.
 
   Only…
 
   I could see both of his hands. What the fuck just grabbed me?
 
   Something smooth and black coiled around my wrist like a snake. It tightened when I jerked back in surprise and revulsion. What the-
 
   Chris rose from the couch. I heard a high-pitched rattle, like a snake again, but ringing right in my ears. And now I saw that the snake that got my arm was coming out- of his pants. “Sit down, Kaytee,” Chris said tonelessly. “Sit down and let me explain. And then you’re going to get a present and it will make you understand everything.” He took something from behind his back. It was black and lined with golden glowing veins. It was sort of egg-shaped, but was a long and phallic -looking egg and was glistening with some kind of wetness that shone even in the dim light of this room. “This is for you,” Chris said gently. “Sit down. Sit down and take off your shorts.”
 
   Oh fuck, no.
 
   It’s hard to describe exactly what went through my head at this exact moment. This was real. It was all happening and was not a fantasy or a dirty story. I was really in this dark room and my douchenozzle boss had a tentacle coming out of his ass and he wanted to put something up me that I just knew was not a good idea to allow up there. Was it bad, was it wrong, was it completely fucked-up that there was also a part of my brain that got super lit up right now, though, at the abstract scenario? 
 
   Even as I was panicked that I was gonna get something really gross done to me against my will, that naughty part of my perverted fucking brain was busy memorizing every last detail of it and storing it to the spank bank of my memory. In the event that I somehow survive this, my sick little brain wanted to have this to rub myself to later. It wanted me to think about how Chris almost put some kind of dildo-shaped alien egg in my pussy when I was safe and home and just riding the Wyrm. It was excited that I was now making plans to ride the Wyrm when I should be screaming or running away. 
 
   Scream. Good idea. I twisted away from Chris and felt the slimy tentacle tighten its grip. “Stop,” Chris said quietly. “Last warning.”
 
   I shrieked at the top of my lungs. “Help! Somebody! Help!!!”
 
   The black thing around my neck hissed at me. The tip opened up to reveal a suckermouth and I saw its tiny twin rows of teeth flash in the dark before it clamped down on my skin and I felt the hundred little pricks of the bite. 
 
   Almost instantly, my senses betrayed me. A calming euphoria came over me. It tingled through my extremities and washed through my brain until I forgot to scream. 
 
   Chris’ eyes flashed bright gold. “Better. Sorry to do that. You’ll understand, soon. Now sit down. Sit down and take off your shorts and spread your legs. Do it now and do it quietly. We have a timetable.”
 
   So here’s the thing about me: I’m pretty hard to get high. My friends won’t give me Molly at EDM concerts because I end up taking twice as much and it’s not economical to be a friend who gives me drugs. No one passes me a joint expecting there will be any left when I’m buzzed. The two times in my life I tried coke, I figure out this was an expensive habit that would be very expensive and very dangerous if I kept it up. I guess tentacle venom’s the same, because after that initial high, I was nowhere near as mindless and complacent as Chris is expecting me to be.
 
   The lamp from the table was in my free hand and smashed against the wall as I broke it into a more-useful sharp club – and a club had electricity in it. 
 
   Chris shouted but then it was too late. The half-broken shade and jagged glass corners of the shattered bulb came down on the tentacle and cut deep enough to make golden goo geyser from it. Chris screeched at me. The tentacle holding my wrist recoiled and I was free. 
 
   Self-defense classes on campus taught me to press any small advantage I made for myself. This wasn’t a fair fight and letting an opponent recover from a lucky blow was stupid and would get me killed. So I pressed my fucking advantage. I jammed that lamp into the retreating tentacle and I saw a spark leap.
 
   Chris convulsed. He made a bad burning smell, but I didn’t care. I held that lamp and jammed it in there and electrocuted the son of bitch. I didn’t let up until he dropped.
 
   Smoke drifted off him and the wound I made in his ass tentacle was smoking -  black and unpleasant. Gold goo drooled from his mouth on the carpet of his deluxe executive cabin. 
 
   I took a moment to catch my breath. I was too traumatized by what I’d just done to make more than a tiny little whimper. I killed him. I don’t care what he was, I killed him. What the fuck did I do now? How would I explain? What happened now? He acted like he was doing this to others. Did Gordon have one in him? Barbara? They were acting like they wanted to-
 
   And then I remembered the egg.
 
   It wasn’t an egg anymore, though. It unfolded like some kind of disgusting plant, and through the gold mucus I saw it sprouting three or four tiny sucker-ended tentacles that waggled and waved hypnotically in front of me. That was for me, he said. He was going put that in me and probably I’d grow a tentacle like Chris? 
 
   I didn’t know if it was my own twisted perverted mind or if it was doing something psychically to me, but I watched them waggle like that for a long moment. I even thought about touching it. But then self-preservation kicked in. 
 
   Impossibly, Chris stirred at my feet. Shit. He wasn’t dead. Good that I didn’t kill him and bad because if he woke all the way up and caught me, he’d be pissed.
 
   It was difficult but I managed to drag him to the chest freezer. I was too tiny to lift him into it, but a shovel in the mud room was enough to pry him up and over the lip with a little prodding and some clever application of the principle of leverage. Then I piled everything on top of the freezer to keep it shut and unopenable.
 
   When I got back to the sitting room, the egg is gone.
 
   Fuck.
 
   I heard it just in time, that same high-pitched rattle in my ears. I spun reflexively and it was just dumb luck that I was still holding the shovel. The thing dropped from the ceiling, angled right for my open and screaming mouth…
 
    but bounced off the blade of the shovel that I swung in front of me just in time. The stunned thing landed in the corner of the room and even though there was a voice in my head that begged me to just yank my shorts and my panties down and hold still for it, I swung the shovel again. The voice that wanted me to let it slither up my leg and let it fuck me like a sex toy until I’d got tentacles of my own that I could plunge in and out of my own sopping pussy as much as I liked? It was loud in my head, now. Really loud. It whispered things like that until my fourth swing of the shovel when it was reduced to goo.
 
   The chest freezer thumped. Chris made an angry noise inside of it and then the pounding got louder. Maybe he was connected to the egg. Maybe he woke all the way up when he felt it die. 
 
   More pounding. More screaming. I looked out the window and I was pretty sure I see the eyes of others who had already been to one of these employee conferences watching me from the woods. I had to go. I had to go and I had to go now.
 
   They said Zane went back into the city. Maybe that was a lie. Maybe they couldn’t turn him for some reason and he was a prisoner in his cabin. Maybe, but just as likely he’d been turned. 
 
   There was no car that I had the keys to. What were my options?
 
   Wait. Chris.
 
   I prayed he didn’t have them on him and was rewarded after only a two-minute search to see that the keys to Chris’ BMW were in a dish by the door along with a pack of e-cigs. (The assholery knows no bounds!) But he had a car and I was fucking taking it.
 
   And that’s how I got where I am. My life stops flashing before my eyes. All I can do now is run.
 
    
 
    
 
   11.
 
   The moment I get the door open, I just run. I sprint as hard as I can and have Chris’ keys instinctively buried between the knuckles of my fist in the Wolverine claw made by every girl who has ever walked alone to her car at night. 
 
   There’s no one around at first, but as I’m nearing the parking lot I see Gordon and Gary waiting for me. Their skin is extra grey in the light, and I’ve got good money they each ended up with one of those eggs in their ass. If that’s not a hint, the golden glow of their eyes is my other big tip-off. 
 
   One of them? I might have been able to take one of them. Two? Problematic. 
 
   I change course, heading for a patch of woods. The woods are dangerous. I saw eyes watching me in the woods. But I have a real threat right in front of me and can’t be worried about possible threats down my only other escape vector. At least I’m running with a plan. Yeah, there’s a patch of woods here, but they meet up with the main road up and down the mountain. I’ll flag down the very first car I find and I’ll get some help and that will be that.
 
   I look over my shoulder just as I dive into the trees and see Gordon and Gary running after me. Yup. Definitely have a tentacle in them. Lucky for me, it doesn’t seem to be giving them any kind of physical boost. I’m a nineteen year-old girl who runs four miles a day to even out my addiction to coffee drinks. I’m fast and I’m in shape - and a programmer and a forty year-old executive are not going to be able to catch me. At least not at first. 
 
   It’s only now as I’m crashing through branches that I wish I’d been paying better attention on the drive up. I don’t want to risk the main driveway for this resort, but I know it twists and curves on its way to the main road - and in my initial haste to maybe lose my pursuers somewhere in the woods, I might have gotten a little turned around. 
 
   Up ahead, I can see the trees thinning out. Road. Thank god.
 
   Only it’s not. It’s a clearing of some kind, and I’m not alone in it. 
 
   Barbara is here. So are the two quality assurance guys. As I burst into the clearing I see they’re in the process of shedding their clothing. All three of them are making weird wailing moaning sounds.
 
   Barbara’s track pants are torn in the crotch. There are a dozen little black wriggling tentacles spilling out of the hole. When she turns to look at me, her eyes are glowing yellow and I see that she’s got another of those eggs jammed in her mouth. It is currently wrapping its black mass around her entire head until only her eyes remain. The heavy-set office manager moans and tears her blouse open and her pale monstrous boobs burst out of her bra as black inky shadows spill from the hood forming over her face… lower and lower. She drops to the ground and writhes in what’s so clearly an orgasm while her clothing tears free and she’s completely enveloped by black slime and tentacles.
 
   The two guys from QA are in similar states of metamorphosis. I watch the flowered tentacle egg in their bare asses wrap its tendrils around their raging hard-ons. The tentacles bulge with what can only be something terrible that they inject straight into the helpless techs’ purple swollen cocks. They ejaculate pathetic spasmodic streams of cum as they crumple to the ground and let the blackness take them as well.
 
   The sight of it is paralytic. I forget everything else. I’m afraid and I’m fascinated and I’m so completely horrified at myself. What kind of monster have I become in the past hour? I electrocuted my boss (circumstances aside) without even hesitating. Now I’m watching the form of the kindly pear-shaped woman who got me this internship being stuffed full of a monster parasite that’s now enveloped her completely in black slime. I watched two other perfectly nice guys get jerked off to mental oblivion and then consumed and I didn’t do anything but stand by and watch. 
 
   Who AM I?
 
   Someone who’s about to share their fate if I don’t run. I can hear Gary and Gordon coming up on me and my three co-workers in this clearing are recovering from the transformation and rising to their feet. Each of these dronelike things is growing a dozen or wore wriggling hypnotic tentacles. Some are where their hands were. Others are twisting and waving where their genitals would have been. The rest sprout from their back and shoulders. Completely black and shiny and wet-looking. 
 
   I don’t know how I know this, but I just know they’re communicating with the ones chasing me. 
 
   It’s no longer a plan. It’s just running. I juke to the left and make a leap over a fallen tree trunk that surprises even me when I make it and then haul ass for the deep, deep woods. 
 
   I get lost. It’s the only way to lose my pursuers, and at the moment all I am thinking about is whether or not I’m going to get an egg put in me and if I can still hear my now five pursuers gaining on me. Somehow, I do manage to put enough distance and random direction between myself and them. To be safe, I keep running, but slow to a quieter jog. I’m thinking I’m safe at least for the moment. And that’s when I see the car. 
 
   Yup. It’s Miranda’s car, all right. How the hell it got dragged back into these trees is beyond me. The car’s tilted on its side and the windows are cracked or smashed. It looks like it’s been in a hurricane or worse. 
 
   I don’t know what’s happening, anymore, but I’m sure it’s nothing good. It’s not sexy anymore. It’s just terrifying. 
 
   I hear it before I see it. A clicking wet hissing noise, and then something warm and wet and smooth that whips in front of my eyes and strikes me square across the face. Then I’m down.
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   I am being dragged. My back and sides are all scraped up and my shirt is torn. I ‘m upside down and being hauled in such a way that I can’t see the thing doing the dragging. We’re still in the woods. It’s gotten very quiet. It’s also starting to get dimmer. The sun’s going to be setting soon. 
 
   When my shoulder grazes a rock, I cry out in pain. Something strong lifts me a little higher off the ground and then sets me down on a big smooth rock in the middle of a forest clearing. I groan and roll to one side, looking up to see my attacker at last.
 
   It’s Brianna. She’s naked except for some smooth black patches of viscous latex-like slime that cover her pussy and slip around her naked breasts in hypnotic little patterns. There’s a big fat black tentacle easing its way from between her legs. Another three slither out between her lips. Her eyes have a dead glow to them. It’s like nothing I’ve ever seen. And her eyes. They’re so beautifully empty. It’s so easy to just look in them.
 
   Just look in them.
 
   Stare into their black little pools. Stare and see the tiny golden light in the distance.
 
   Just keep staring.
 
   Follow that light and let it dance and relax. Let it soothe. So much easier to let it all go. Feel that nothing spread. Through toes. To ankles. To knees. Up higher and higher while more of the cold and empty and numb bleeds into eyes, into lips, into nose and ears and mouth until there are no thoughts.
 
   Just quietness and obedience. Just calm and soothed and open. And it’s so easy to let those little golden lights inside and have them replace everything that was there before. Have it hollow out spaces and fill it up with that light and let it spread. Open up and get the egg. Get the egg inside.
 
   Have the egg put in and let the egg put in the good thoughts. Let the small intelligence there blossom and unfurl like all its little limbs and suckers. Let it have this body as a vessel and be rewarded with the sweetest most intense little pleasures. Targeted. Aimed at all the precise little spots that make the screams and the moans and the wetness and the cum, cum, cum.
 
   It’s like a song in my mind, or that runaway train of thoughts you have in your head sometimes in the moments before you fall all the way asleep. It runs rampant through all the things I’m supposed to be thinking while she looms closer and closer to me. 
 
   Fuck. 
 
   It didn’t take much. Just a little listening to that song in my head, all those wonderful thoughts. And I’m such a perv. I’m so curious. I can’t move my legs. I can’t move my arms. I barely feel them anymore. I’m just numb and open and listening and this nubile, younger tighter version of the girl I rode up here with only has to slither that big fat slimy tentacle coming out of her pussy over my bare stomach and I am thinking the worst thoughts of all.
 
   She’s got me. It’s got me. I’m not getting out of this. I tried. I ran, I fought back, and it got me in the end. I don’t want it to be like what I saw happening to Barbara and the QA guys. I don’t want to get taken over and suffer. I heard them suffering. Somehow, looking at those golden lights, I know that I don’t have to suffer. I could choose to enjoy it.
 
   It won’t take much.
 
   So yes. Put it in me. Put it in me, I think to the lights that get bigger and brighter and warmer. I want to have the egg. I want to hear its song in my heart. 
 
   The thing that was Brianna seems surprised. She rises up and looks at me. 
 
   ~You want to become a breeder?~
 
   “Yes,” I whisper hoarsely. “Put the egg in. Make it feel good.”
 
   I’m that fucked up. But who the fuck cares now, right? What’s the point of moaning and whimpering and acting like it’s not gonna feel like nothing you ever imagined to have a fat slimy monster impregnate you with a tentacled mind-controlling parasite? I’m wet just from thinking that sentence out loud.
 
   I can move my limbs. I intuit it’s a test, but I don’t care. I’ve got it confused. I’m sure I’m a very confusing pervert to encounter. 
 
   I wiggle out of my shorts and pull my panties down in the same stroke. Then, helpfully, I splay my fingers over my slit, pushing my labia apart and exposing the pink wetness within. The creature’s big fat dick tentacle sways and arches upwards, like a serpent that wants to strike. I stare into her golden shining eyes and open my mouth, make a sex noise of encouragement right at it.
 
   ~Willingly?~
 
   “Why the fuck not,” I say huskily. “Or were you lying about all that cumming I’d do?”
 
   I see the tentacle growing a big bulging knot at the base. Its tip opens up, flaring to show the dark pink sucker within. Now it slides forward, making a wet sticky sound as it snakes its way towards my exposed pussy. There are little shining teeth around the edge of the sucker, like the one that was coming out of poor Chris’ ass. I pull my fingers back just as it feints towards me, realizing it wants my hand out of the way.
 
   I have a moment of clarity. A moment to panic that I made another one of the many stupid decisions I make - when I’m so horny that caution gets tied up and shoved in the trunk of my brain. A moment to remember that this is real and that it’s probably bad even if it will give me a good hard cum. 
 
   But do you want to know the truth of it all? I like those moments. I like them best of all, because it just makes it so much sweeter when the bad thing happens. I cum the wet ones when it’s one of those situations. A guaranteed squirter always results from those last-minute panic attacks
 
   It attaches and there’s a surprising amount of pain when it clamps down but the pain is short and mostly shocking. All those little teeth and then a feeling of wonderful euphoria.
 
   I gasp and my head whips back and smacks hard on the stone table I’ve been placed on. I see stars and feel a tear welling in my eye, but then the numbness like novocaine turns to beautiful heroin in my veins. It’s sucking on my pussy, getting a good tight suction. Something small and agile teases and brushes over my outer lips, like little strands of horsehair from one of Zane’s softest toys. That teases me something fierce, those little back and forth swishes, mixing its own slime with my wetness and urging more of it from me. I’m leaking and it’s all too eager to greedily slurp up.
 
   I feel my hips rise all on their own, like when I want to be helpful to the guy eating my pussy. My legs open wider and I lift my head just in time to see that fat bulging knot moving forward. It’s passed fully from her womb into this tentacle/dick/eggtube of hers and heading straight for my hole. The tickling hairs go to town on my now and then I feel it push forward, a slimy cocklike protrusion forcing its way past my labia. 
 
   It’s going to feel so good.
 
   I’m actually excited. I hope it does things to me. I hope I’m aware that it’s controlling my mind but that it absolutely controls me. I’ll cum hard from that. I’ll be happy like that. God, will I grow one of those tubes? Will I get to pump my eggs into the asses and cunts of my victims? She said I was to be a breeder? Maybe she intends to just constantly pump me full of these monster offspring. 
 
   Fuck, I can’t wait.
 
   Then it stops.
 
   Something’s wrong. 
 
   Brianna gurgles and her eyes widen and we both hear a new voice, bigger, louder, more present.
 
   {{~Not that one. Not to be a breeder. Not to be a drone. That one is special. That one has a special darkness.~}}
 
   I sense more than I hear Brianna’s incredible outrage. I’m a little upset, too, even though I don’t know why except that the wonderfully dirty slithery thing that was about to get all in me suddenly withdraws. The creature hisses at me, and her forked tentacle tongue lashes a foot out in front of her as the big heavy one between her legs detaches from my now-desperate cunny and withdraws back inside her.
 
   What’s wrong with me? Why did she change her mind? Whose voice was that?
 
   Am I free? Should I run? Should I take a deep breath and get the ragingly slutty part of me under control and just haul ass?
 
   Something bites me. And then it all goes dark.
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   I am still being dragged.
 
   When I come to, however, I find that the creature that was my carpool friend and office-mate is not the one doing the dragging. There is something large, thicker than an innertube wrapped around my middle. Smaller appendages are holding my legs together tightly. My shorts and underwear are long gone. I feel the warm body heat coming off those tentacles even though I would expect them to be chilly. I am judging from the sheen of wetness I see reflected in the fading light of the day.
 
   We’re down by the water’s edge. I’m being dragged to the water itself. 
 
   Another tentacle slithers up and I’m just realizing I’m going to be pulled under the water and drowned when it opens at the tip and expels a sweet-smelling gas. Then it clamps over my whole face, muffling my screams in the instant before I forget why I was even going to scream in the first place.
 
   The gas I’m forced to breathe in works quickly. I feel my muscles relax and my fear response completely eliminated. The urge to shiver as I’m pulled fully under the water also leaves me, and then I’m just drifting in the pleasant fog. It smells like candy and actually, a little bit like pussy in here. It’s a good smell. I just keep breathing it in and out and soon I feel the big thick appendages binding me loosen, letting my limbs float free and effortless in the water that no longer seems quite so cold to me.
 
   I am still aware of a downward sensation, of being pulled steadily deeper and deeper into the water. How deep is this lake? What’s this thing that’s clearly so much bigger and stronger than what Brianna turned into?
 
   I suppose I should have wondered what got Brianna and what probably got Miranda and if that’s where this all started. But it’s hard to think those kind of thoughts on the run or in the thick haze of needing a thing in your pussy. It’s real fuckin’ hard, actually. 
 
   Now, though, as I’m pulled into deeper and deeper waters, I have a moment to wonder. What’s there? Why did Brianna stop what she was doing to me? Am I going to die? 
 
   No.
 
   I know that, somehow. There’d be no reason to keep me alive this long when I could have just been drowned. So it’s something else.
 
   Water moves between my legs, a forceful displacement that tickles my inner thighs. I jerk and the sucker clamped over my face tenses and adheres a little tighter. More gas blasts my face and I sputter before having no choice but to breathe it in and get calm and relaxed. Now a new arm is pushing my legs apart, an extra fat one, and it clamps over my entire groin. The tentacle around my middle vanishes and I’m now being held in the water by just the one between my legs and the one on my face.
 
   Speaking of the one on my face, it’s sliding lower, reconfiguring, peeling back to keep my nose and mouth totally covered but letting my eyes now see. The water stings my eyes and I have a moment of panic when I think I might actually drown but the sucker over my mouth and nose adheres tight and perfectly-sealed and when I choke for breath, the strange sweet air is still there and still breathable. 
 
   I stare into a void.
 
   It is a big, big black nothingness. The green-blue of the lake water is tainted before me by an utter inky blackness. It expands and contracts and from its shadows slither dozens, maybe hundreds of tentacles and other frightening horrors. There’s a golden light in the center, brighter and more alluring by a factor of a thousand than the ones I saw in Brianna’s eyes. Of course I look. Of course it’s all I can do.
 
   {{~A special darkness. A special darkness in this one.~}}
 
   The light is brighter. It won’t come into me. If I want it, I’ll have to go into it. And I do, because I want to. Because I got shamefully excited when the sucker re-attached to my vag. The rejection I’d felt the moment Brianna withdrew the egg had been building in me and making me doubt myself (she’s nothing special, why did she get that pleasure?) vanishes in an instant. I sense hundreds of more-developed hairs and tendrils whipping and washing over my puffy lips, teasing my wetness back to the usual slathering need.
 
   Inside the light, my skin feels warm and caressed all over. I no longer know if I’m in my body or I’m somewhere else in my mind, but the distinction between the two of them is already starting to seem increasingly irrelevant. 
 
   {{~Such vile desires. Such revelry in corruption and carnal lust. So delicious. A mind already bent that wants further bending. The insanity of lust and need and desire.~}}
 
   I am floating in the void. I am surrounded by the light and the light is going colder and darker and eating into my skin. 
 
   {{~Do you wish the favor of My Gift?~}}
 
   The question is almost asked in jest, as if the speaker in my head knows that this is a game. That I’m so bent that I’ll say or do anything for another chance at what I was previously denied. That if it wants to put its sea monster cock in me and do something vile, it doesn’t need to ask permission to make me squeal.
 
   {{~So worthy. For the others, there will be enslavement and servitude. For one such as this…oh, but you desire slavery. You desire a broken mind and a shattered will and the absolute obedience to a god that impregnates you with madness.~}}
 
   I hesitate. No. I don’t really want that. I just want sex. It’s very dirty sex, but at the end of the day, for me, it’s still just sex.
 
   I hear laughter. Laughter and delight.
 
   {{~I take pleasure in this. There is still something to break. There is still something to warp and pervert and infect with madness. You will be prized. You will be special. You will be Mine.~}}
 
   I feel it, then. 
 
   It’s bigger and it moves more and it is covered and ridges and bumps and protrusions. A big thick tentacular probe, like an anaconda forcing my sex open and pushing inside with all its slimy might.
 
   The penetration is forceful and stuns me, but wherever the fat bulging irregularity of it touches me, I feel these ripples of cascading torturous need spread outward to the rest of my body. It’s the opposite of sex in many ways. Imagine every place you’ve ever been touched on the inside or the out that made it feel a little better for finally being touched. Now imagine that being touched there makes it worse. A food that leaves you twice as starving as when you ate it. That’s a sample of what it’s like in my body right now. 
 
   I am being infected with need. An insatiable hunger that cannot be tamed or sated. As the probing thing pulses and pumps itself higher up inside, right to the point where I feel I might pop and not be able to take even a little bit more, I am aware that my entire body is spasming. I moan into the sucker over my face, I greedily suck down all the candy gas it sprays in my face. I feel those needy ripples knocking on the door of my mind and my consciousness.
 
   {{~Let Me in. Let Me show you the madness. Welcome your new god into your soul and let it consume you.~}}
 
   Now it is fully in me. I can’t feel it so much as know through the strange psychic connection it forged between us that the pulsing member has pried open my cervix and now is unfurling the flower of its tentacle head directly in my womb. I’m aware of its satisfaction and in my head I hear the echoed laughter of triumph and victory as it expels a special thing from its darkness. Through the tube in me. Out its mouth. Straight into my womb.
 
   I sense through it how the special egg immediately attaches via a hundred little spinnerets, latching on and ensconcing itself in me, establishing little connections and holds to anchor itself. 
 
   It withdraws, but only a little. 
 
   Now it’s going to fuck me. 
 
   I know that just like I know that this is part of the ritual it wants to perform. It could take me and transfigure me and it wouldn’t take long at all. But it wants the ritual. 
 
   {{~The Seed is in you. Now you must Choose the Enslavement. Beg your new god of madness and desire for the rest of the gift. Do you want this? Do you want the darkness in you to grow? Beg. Beg ~}}
 
   What would you do? 
 
   Would you beg as wantonly as I do? Would you feel that needy insatiable part devil on your shoulder decide it just wants to live in your skin and say all those things it always wants you to say? Would you find your own hips moving in slow revolving circles around the beast’s member, begging it for more? 
 
   Would you hold still when it put another egg down your throat? Would you swallow greedily when the slippery thing slid down your throat and sprouted inside you, like you just swallowed a big load of yummy hot cum?
 
   Would you make not one sound when you felt it deposit more crawly things inside your ears, letting them worm their way quickly and efficiently into your brain, wrapping their spindly arms around it and cementing their hold on you forever?
 
   That’s what I do.
 
   It’s in my head. I can see all that it sees and more. I see more than half my coworkers already succumbing to the hatching seeds inside of them, their minds falling into the synchronized low-level rhythm of its Madness. I can feel their tiny minds cracking under the assault of images and thoughts and sensations that are taking over their bodies. I can feel Its hunger in them now, too, their desire to serve and create its first colony. We are blessed, truly, being its first servants, there at the Awakening. 
 
   I see all that it wants, now, too, and it’s glorious. It’s every deep dark perverted thought I’ve ever had but made manifest across the world. It’s the wrongest most disgustingly sinful thought you’ve ever had about anyone, ANYONE, ever made permissible. It’s an orgy to celebrate the end of taboo. It’s sex and blood and cum and slime and mindless passionate insanity.
 
   Between my legs the thick swollen tentacle bulges again. I open my eyes and inhale its nourishing gas of madness and lose myself in the golden light at the center of the blackness. 
 
   Boys always think that girls can feel them cum inside of them. This is not usually the case. More often than not, we feel it leak on the outside or can just tell because of the funny face they’re making when they lose it. 
 
   But I’m connected to this Ancient Enslaver. I feel lit and see inside it can feel and see and sense so many things that are a part of it. I can practically see the thin glowing proboscis push back past the ruined ring of my cervix. I can SENSE it flooding me with ejaculate, coating the egg it planted there and suffusing my entire womb with its dark essence. 
 
   It pumps and pumps and pumps its monstrous cum inside of me until I feel bloated and full like a balloon. I cum of course. I cum from the thought of it as much as any sensation. Every dirty story I ever read about a monster breeding some coed and now I’m the coed and I’m more than bred. 
 
   I’m claimed. 
 
   I’m transformed. 
 
   I belong to the Madness.
 
   I will bring the Madness to you. I will bring it soon. 
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