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Lena entered the greenhouse in a sweat. Her shirt clung to her lower back in sticky stripes, the waistband of her jeans already saturated before she made it past the first row of benches. The mist pressed against her glasses with a wet persistence, beads of water shivering on the lenses. She wiped them with the back of her hand, dirtying the smudge rather than clearing it, but didn’t care. It wasn’t for sightseeing. She was here to check on her babies.

The sodium lights overhead bathed everything in a piss-yellow haze, smeared and spectral, but in the far corner of the greenhouse a different light pulsed. She knew what it was before she even turned her head. The bioluminescent colony. Her secret experiment. “Fuck me,” she muttered, not for the first time, as she stalked the central aisle toward it, boots slurping at the mud between flagstones.

The colony had begun as a handful of spores from the Rainforest Biodome—nicked on a drunken dare, smuggled in a lipstick tube, plated into nutrient agar in the bathroom sink. For weeks, Lena’d babied it through temperature fuckups and mold contamination, finally winning over the agar plates in her own unique way: singeing them with a lighter, peeing on the stubborn ones. Show dominance, get results. That’s what her old PI had said. The trick worked. Now the colony was the only thing in the building that obeyed her.

The air near the back was thicker, airless, thick as cum. She slowed, raising her flashlight with the wrong hand—her left, which trembled a bit when she was overcaffeinated. Lena steadied it against her hip and scanned the benches. The mushrooms hadn’t so much as grown as they’d exploded, creamy stalks weaving into one tangled, upright mass. Their gills flared, phosphorescent, the blue light squeezing through the webbing like fluid behind an eyelid.

As she watched, the cap of the largest shuddered, a ripple passing down its spongy flesh. It exhaled—a fine mist, barely visible. Lena sucked in her breath. There were supposed to be no spores yet. She’d logged the intervals, even ran two nights of time-lapse. She was sure.

Another puff, this one aimed directly at her face. She choked and swatted at the air, coughing as the funk hit her tongue. She’d expected bitter—mushroomy, maybe metallic—but the flavor was thick, sweet, and clung to the inside of her mouth like bad sex. Lena gagged, spat, and then giggled a little, her laugh instantly lost in the dense air.

Her skin prickled. The effect was fast: no panic, no itch, just a spreading tingle along her jaw, then down the line of her throat to her collarbone. She blinked hard, the world shimmering, not exactly blurry but running with the quality of heat rising off a summer road. The stalks in front of her elongated, twisted, swaying in synchrony like anemones on a deep sea camera.

For a second she saw it—somewhere inside her skull, a tableau unspooling: bodies, too many to count, writhing, tangled, gasping for oxygen in a black-lit wetland. Lena felt her own body in the vision, the press of another’s skin against hers, tongues everywhere, sliding slick along her flanks, hands pinching her nipples, pulling, teeth on her inner thigh. She staggered, nearly dropped the flashlight.

“Nah,” she said aloud, shaking her head. “Too much caffeine, that’s all. Or not enough.” Her heart pounded, blood thick in her ears. But the mushrooms didn’t stop, and the vision didn’t leave. The cloud of spores seemed to intensify, crawling over her wrists and up her arms. The feeling was neither cold nor hot, just present, the insistent massaging of velvet against her bare skin.

Lena looked at her hand—she’d reached out, unthinking, and was stroking the nearest cap. The surface was alive, pulsing, faintly sticky; when she pressed, the flesh gave, sinking in a way that should have been disgusting but was perversely satisfying. She pushed deeper, forcing her index finger to the first knuckle into the fungus. It yielded and shivered. The glow flared.

She was being watched. She knew it with the animal certainty of a lab mouse before the hood goes down. Lena forced herself to look up, past her hand. The entire colony was undulating now, swaying as one. Thin filaments snaked out from the bases of the caps, some so fine they hovered, suspended in the air, drawing closer with every second.

A thicker tendril, darker than the rest, extended from the cluster and wrapped around her wrist. The movement was measured, deliberate. The pressure was gentle, just shy of restraint, but Lena couldn’t pull free. A second tendril traced the inside of her elbow, then her upper arm, spiraling upward until it reached her shoulder.

She tried to say “stop,” but the word lost itself in a fit of coughing as more spores drifted into her mouth. Lena’s eyes watered; she wiped them with the hem of her shirt, which only drove the funk deeper into her skin. Her sweat glands went into overdrive, and she felt the damp spreading under her bra, between her breasts, pooling in the cleft of her ass.

The cap she’d been fondling had opened further, a glossy slit now running the length of it, exposing the trembling gills beneath. Her fingers slipped into the fissure, and the cap squeezed her, spongy but not weak. Lena panted, the vision in her head escalating: hands bound to a bed, mushrooms sprouting from her armpits and the tips of her nipples, her cunt weeping slick that ran down her thighs and pooled in the tangled roots.

The tendrils advanced. One coiled around her other wrist, pulling her arms apart with inexorable strength, though Lena realized she wasn’t fighting. Not really. Another slithered up her thigh, wrapping the denim in a constricting spiral. It reached the button of her jeans and flicked it open, almost deft.

“Oh, you little fucker,” Lena gasped, dizzy and grinning. She let her head loll back, opening her mouth wide, inhaling the spores. The world sharpened and dimmed, as if the greenhouse were underwater and she’d just broken the surface.

The central mass of the colony—once a loose aggregation of stalks—was now a coherent form, pulsing with each of Lena’s heartbeats. She watched, helpless and curious, as it extruded a single, thick appendage, easily as long as her forearm and twice as girthy. The tip glistened, clear ooze already leaking down its shaft. It hovered, poised, inches from her lips.

Lena’s tongue darted out before she could stop it. The taste was ripe, almost musky, not entirely unlike the smell of her own cunt after she’d gone two days without a shower. The tip smeared itself over her lips, coating her with slick. She licked it clean, greedy, needy. The hallucination behind her eyelids blazed: endless sex, limbs fusing, bodies crossbred and spore-kissed, every touch an orgasm.

She realized she was grinding her hips against the air, cunt clenching around nothing, desperate for contact. The tendril at her thigh sensed it. It snaked beneath her waistband, sliding over her panties, then wedged itself between her labia, pushing the soaked fabric aside.

Lena came in a hot, shuddering pulse, spasm rocking her from scalp to heel. The world spun, lights popping, and she nearly blacked out. When she recovered, the colony’s central appendage had burrowed between her lips, pulsing in her mouth. She gagged, then adjusted, letting it fuck her face as the other tendrils pried her open below.

She surrendered, letting the mushrooms claim her. The spore clouds thickened, the air running viscous with their lust. The entity had her, body and brain, its colony mind evolving around the architecture of Lena’s want.

She dimly remembered locking the greenhouse door behind her, but the thought flickered out, replaced by the endless, gluttonous hunger of the thing that owned her now.



Lena blinked through the wet haze, the blue light from the fungal mass beating against her retinas like the pulse of a police siren. Every time she closed her eyes, the visions redoubled—phantom hands teasing her nipples, squeezing her tits until they ached, tongues working her clit raw, bodies writhing in a swamp of sweat and spore-dust. She didn’t want to close her eyes. She wanted to see what the thing would do next.

The appendage in her mouth slid deeper. Lena worked her jaw, lips stretched taut, the taste growing richer and sharper as the tip pressed her tongue flat. A flash flood of slick oozed down her throat. She gulped it greedily, every swallow winding the hallucination tighter, blurring the boundary between inside and out. She could feel her own pussy spasming again, cunt clamping down on empty air, every nerve ending in her pelvic floor begging for contact.

The colony wasn’t just growing. It was reorganizing. The mess of stalks and caps writhed into order, cords snaking out to support the central, swollen body. The entity hunched, its mass shifting from passive to predatory, settling its bulk just above Lena’s chest. It radiated heat—enough that the damp in the air condensed and rained gently onto Lena’s upturned face, mixing with the slime from its appendages and the tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

A fresh burst of spores exploded directly over Lena’s head. She coughed and choked, the taste burning through her nose, but the hallucinations grew less abstract—sharper, meaner. She saw her own face, split by a slack grin, tongue drooling out between stained teeth. Another vision: her back arched, legs forced wide, four sets of hands pinning her to the ground while something thick and glossy forced its way into her cunt. She watched herself sobbing and bucking against the grip of invisible lovers. She was both the watcher and the watched, the subject and the meat.

The tendrils at her wrists tightened and pulled her arms overhead, pinning them to the steel support bar that ran the length of the bench. Adhesive secretion leaked from the filaments, slick and cold. It set on her skin almost instantly, a flexible glue that stung and then went numb. Lena yanked at her left hand, just to see if she could, and found herself completely locked.

The entity’s surface flexed, revealing a network of furrows and orifices. Out of one slit, a secondary stalk extended, this one thinner but tipped with a glistening bulb. It quivered above Lena’s face, then dipped to brush her cheek. The sensation was outrageously tender—hot, soft, insistent. She squirmed, moaning, and the bulb followed, tracing the line of her jaw and then down her neck to her collarbone.

The entity’s main shaft pulled free of her mouth with a wet pop, trailing strings of viscous fluid that matted her chin and ran down her neck. Lena gulped air, chest heaving, but the thing replaced itself almost immediately: the thin-tipped stalk pressed between her lips, spearing into her mouth and fucking her face with delicate but relentless thrusts. Every time it bottomed out against her palate, Lena’s cunt clenched.

She was so wet that she could feel the liquid soaking through her jeans, puddling on the plastic tarp below. The tendril around her thigh had already wedged her legs apart, wrapping her knee and pulling it up at an obscene angle. She barely registered it when another filament snaked down her calf, stripping away her sock and winding around her ankle, anchoring her to the table leg.

The visions flashed again: her own tits swinging as she straddled the main shaft, hands clutching at the stalk for support, the cap at its tip pulsing and distending as it pumped more spores into her gaping mouth. She saw herself from outside, lit in blue from below like a scene out of a snuff film, hair pasted to her cheeks, skin shining with ooze and sweat.

The entity shifted forward, its central mass hovering over her chest. It extruded a broad, blunt stalk, flexible as a tongue, and drove it between her tits. The fabric of her shirt rode up, bunched around her throat. She felt the heat of the cap as it mashed against her sternum, grinding, flattening her breasts against her ribcage. The pressure was exquisite—enough to almost hurt, enough to force a moan out of her even as the spore-tipped stalk continued to piston in her mouth.

She tried to bite, just to see what would happen. Her teeth sank in; the cap split open, spilling more of the sweet, earthy gel over her tongue. The entity vibrated in response, a low-frequency hum that travelled through Lena’s jaw to her skull, then downward into her chest. The hum grew, a subsonic song that melted her insides, turning her bones to wax.

Another stalk slipped under her shirt, curling beneath the band of her bra. It circled her left breast, then the right, squeezing both until the flesh bulged around the fungal rope. Tiny filaments teased her nipples, brushing them with calculated precision. With each pass, the filaments stiffened, growing bristly, rasping over the skin until Lena thrashed and screamed around the shaft in her mouth.

The hallucinations overlapped now—Lena above and below, Lena being filled and drained, Lena in a thousand positions, all of them obscene. She saw her own nipples swelling to monstrous size, saw the fungus suckle at them, milk pouring from the tips. In one loop, her own body was reduced to a vessel, every hole filled, her mind hollowed out for spore-stuffed breeding.

The main stalk between her tits flexed and slid upward, pushing her shirt and bra up to her armpits. The cap at its end opened wider, suckered itself to her left nipple, and began to pulse, a slow, suckling rhythm. Lena’s vision pixelated at the edges; her whole body pulsed with the beat, cunt spasming in sympathy.

A wet slap announced the arrival of a new appendage. This one was flat and paddle-shaped, the underside carpeted with minuscule, squirming cilia. It positioned itself over Lena’s groin, then pressed down, grinding her pelvis into the tarp. The sensation was electric—a million little tongues licking through the fabric, straight to her clit.

She tried to say, “please,” but the stalk in her mouth kept her words inside. The entity seemed to understand. The tendril at her thigh pushed her jeans and panties aside in one violent, shredding motion, then plunged into her folds. It was hot, thicker than any finger, the surface ridged and slick.

The cilia on the paddle buzzed against her clit, setting off a whiteout in her brain. She came again, violently, hips bucking against the inhuman pressure, fingers digging uselessly at the adhesive binding her wrists. She wanted to claw herself apart, peel the skin off her own bones and open herself to the spores, let the entity devour her.

The main shaft in her mouth withdrew, and Lena howled, snot and spit streaming down her chin. She sucked in lungfuls of wet, spore-heavy air. The visions slowed, rotating in soft-focus as the entity’s hands—she thought of them as hands now, though they were only stalks—cradled her head, stroking her hair, caressing her face. The touch was eerily gentle, not loving but greedy, as if the fungus had learned exactly what she wanted and would stop at nothing to wring it from her.

Another stalk wrapped her throat, pressing at her windpipe just enough to remind her it could end her. It didn’t tighten—just held her, pulse to pulse, the threat delicious. Lena moaned, and the stalk at her cunt curled, the tip splitting open to expose a cluster of soft, gilled bulbs that massaged her clit, the pressure unrelenting. She was already close, but the entity seemed to know it, drawing out every second, wringing every drop of sensation from her.

She was nothing but nerve endings and heat. Her tits ached, nipples swollen and raw from the constant abuse. Her cunt burned, the invasion of the stalk a frictionless glide that somehow left her stretched, helpless. The visions showed her the inside of her own body, slick walls coated in spore, every twitch and spasm mapped in blue neon.

The entity shifted, rolling Lena onto her stomach, face pressed to the tarp, ass raised. The paddle appendage spanked her, smearing the ooze across her cheeks, then probed the cleft, teasing her asshole with the same millions of flickering cilia. Lena shuddered, gasped, begged for more without words.

She didn’t care anymore what happened next. She wanted to be hollowed out, consumed, repurposed as substrate for the thing’s impossible hunger.

The last of her thoughts dissolved in the next wave of pleasure, her mind a black tunnel lit only by the glow of the colony. The entity’s tendrils burrowed deeper, clutching her heart, her cunt, her brain. Lena stopped resisting. There was nothing left to resist.



Lena woke, if waking meant anything, to the feeling of soft warmth and the smell of wet soil. Her face was mashed sideways to the tarp, cheek nestled in something like a pillow of moss. Every surface of her skin throbbed, each pore a tiny mouth gasping for air. The entity had changed, again: its stalks and caps had wrapped her completely, the network of filaments sealing her body in a cocoon of pulsing, spongy mass.

Her hands were fused above her head, wrists lost in a knot of undulating mycelium. The adhesive wasn’t just on her skin now—it’d seeped down, knitting itself to her subdermal tissue, plugging her veins with electric blue. She could see the color rippling beneath her forearms, hear the song of the colony as a vibration inside her bones.

The main shaft pressed between her ass cheeks, splitting her open. Not quite inside, but so close that she twitched in anticipation, desperate for the next wave of sensation. It took its time, the way a snake might taste the air before swallowing a mouse whole. The paddle-shaped appendage still ground against her clit, every motion deliberate and unhurried. The cilia tickled, scratched, licked. It was obscene, how well the fungus had learned her body. How quickly it mapped every nerve ending and set them alight.

Another tendril snaked beneath her, lifting her hips higher. Her jeans and panties were gone, shredded, filaments tugging at the last shreds until her ass and thighs were bare. The tarp was slick with her own juices and the ooze of the fungus. Every time her cunt spasmed, the fluid spilled out, mixing with the spore-slime in a pool that spread beneath her.

The hallucinations came with the next breath—a movie of herself bent double, gagged by a stalk as thick as a wine bottle, tits mashed flat, another appendage buried wrist-deep in her cunt. The Lena in the vision had claws, digging bloody furrows in the tarp as the entity fucked her. The Lena on the floor watched it all, detached, a spectator and a toy.

The main shaft flexed, the cap at its end gaping open. A tongue—or something like one—extended from the slit, tracing her asshole in a lazy circle. Lena’s breath caught. The tip was hot, nearly burning, and the spit it drooled was thick and alive, crawling across her skin like an army of microscopic worms.

She tried to say “more,” but the paddle on her clit buzzed so hard it set her teeth on edge. The pleasure crested, then shattered, her vision white with a blast of light as she came again, this time so hard her legs buckled. She pissed herself, a little, and felt the warm stream run down her thighs, only to be lapped up by the hungry cilia of the fungus. The entity hummed, a deep vibration that made her skull rattle, and Lena sobbed into the pillow of moss.

The shaft at her ass withdrew, slick and shining. It repositioned, tip hovering at the entrance of her cunt. It tapped, nudged, played with her, the cap opening to expose a ring of soft gills. They fluttered against her lips, feather-light, tasting and teasing. The heat from the shaft radiated through her pelvis, boiling her from the inside out.

The entity didn’t ask permission. It forced its way in, the cap mushrooming wider as it breached her cunt. Lena screamed, the sound muffled by the tarp, but the pain was sweet, a line of fire that ran straight to the core of her. The shaft was bigger than anything she’d ever taken, but her body stretched for it, accommodated it. The gills on the cap vibrated as it pushed in, flooding her with another wave of sweet, musky gel.

She choked on her own spit, saliva drooling out the side of her mouth as she tried to breathe. Her heart hammered, blood pressure spiking, and she felt her pulse match the thrusting of the shaft inside her. With each plunge, the fungus drove deeper, pushing the limits of her body, exploring her insides with relentless curiosity.

A second stalk pressed at her ass, thinner but stiffer. It oozed a numbing fluid, chilling her skin before forcing itself into her. The sensation was electric—pain, then relief, then pleasure layered so tight they were indistinguishable. Lena shivered, fucked in both holes, every clench and spasm met by a perfect, inhuman counter-thrust.

The paddle on her clit kept buzzing, the cilia now standing rigid and stiff. With every impact from behind, the paddle pressed harder, trapping her clit between it and the tarp. She could barely feel her legs, but the pleasure roared up her spine, shorting out her brain.

She floated, out of her body, hovering over the scene. The Lena on the floor was ragged, hair plastered to her forehead, back arched so far she looked broken. The entity loomed above, an impossible tangle of stalks, caps, and shining, wet mouths. Every point of contact between fungus and flesh glowed blue, veins of light pulsing up her limbs to the point where the main shaft fucked her.

The visions sharpened. She saw her own womb, the shaft battering against her cervix, the blue ooze pooling in her uterus. She saw the spores, billions of them, racing up the shaft to flood her insides, each one eager to colonize her from within.

She wanted it—wanted to be seeded, to be filled and remade. Lena pushed back, meeting the thrusts, every movement shooting pleasure through her entire body. The entity’s grip on her wrists and ankles flexed, squeezing tighter, anchoring her as the fucking intensified.

The shaft in her ass quickened, pistoning in time with the one in her cunt. The two worked together, each thrust pushing the other deeper. The heat in her pelvis built, the air in the greenhouse shimmering with humidity and light.

The entity’s mass swelled, enveloping Lena in a bearhug of fungus. The underside of the colony spread over her back, pinning her shoulders, forcing her face deeper into the moss. The glow reflected off the wetness on her skin, each drop a miniature lens amplifying the color.

Her senses ran wild. Every sound was amplified—the wet slap of flesh on flesh, the hiss of spores, the squelch of ooze as it leaked from her holes. She heard her own pulse in her ears, the sound perfectly in sync with the thrusting of the shafts inside her.

The hallucinations redoubled. She saw herself from above, then from inside, then from the point of view of the entity. It saw her as a lattice of want, a map of holes and weaknesses, each one a target. It loved her, in its way. It needed her, needed to fuck her, to fill her, to transform her into something new.

The shaft at her cunt bulged, the gills opening wider. Lena felt the spores rushing through it, the volume of fluid increasing with every second. The heat of it set her off again, an orgasm that ripped through her like a bullet. Her ass and cunt clenched, trapping the shafts so tight the entity had to fight for every inch.

She barely noticed when the third stalk pried open her mouth. She welcomed it, jaw going slack as it buried itself down her throat. The tip pulsed, each contraction injecting a mouthful of gel. She swallowed automatically, the taste overwhelming, the spores settling in her stomach and working their way through her system.

Her eyes rolled back in her head. The world reduced to color and light, to the pressure in her holes and the roar in her skull.

The entity was rutting her, pure and simple. Every thrust was a claim, every spasm a new layer of invasion. Lena let it happen. She was a thing, an object, the colony’s private substrate. And she loved it.

The paddle on her clit went into overdrive, the cilia vibrating so fast they blurred into a single, sustained note of sensation. The entity fucked her harder, the shafts swelling, then locking in place as they emptied the last of their load into her.

Lena came again, and again, the pleasure unending, the world going soft around the edges as her muscles finally gave out.

The entity held her, pinning her in place as its song faded to a hum, the blue light dying down to a dull, steady glow.

Lena lay there, split and stuffed, the sap of the fungus leaking from her every orifice, and for the first time in her life, she was content.



The shaft in her cunt hadn’t stopped moving—not for a second. Lena lost all sense of time. There was only the piston, the relentless back-and-forth, every thrust driving the fat mushroom tip deeper inside, spreading her wider than she’d ever dreamed possible.

Her pelvis ached, bruised from the force of the entity’s fucking. She loved it. She craved it. Every impact sent fresh heat through her clit, a steady, burning pulse that made her grind back against the thing, desperate for more. The walls of her cunt were raw, but the ooze from the shaft coated every inch, healing the friction as fast as it could tear her.

The air was a fog of spores, so dense Lena could taste it with every breath. It coated her tongue, her teeth, filled her nose with that wild, earthy scent. She could feel it in her head, the hallucinations less like visions now and more like raw memory: Lena as a human, then as a sack of need, then as something else entirely. She saw herself mirrored in the fungus, her desires mapped and made real.

The glow of the entity bled into her skin, lighting her from the inside out. Sweat ran off her in rivulets, gathering at the small of her back and dripping from her forehead. Every inch of her glistened in the blue light, every muscle in her body wracked by the pounding of the stalks.

She was bent over, ass raised high, hands still lashed above her by the mycelium. Her thighs were open wide, the main shaft sawing into her with relentless energy. It hit her cervix with every thrust, battering it, forcing the tip a millimeter deeper each time. The shaft at her ass followed, quick and sharp, double-tapping her with each brutal stroke.

The paddle on her clit never relented. Its cilia twitched and flexed, each one a separate point of torture. Lena screamed, drooled, bit at the moss below her, anything to keep her mind from melting. It didn’t work. The entity had hollowed her out. There was nothing left but the need.

Her cunt frothed with the gel, a constant discharge pooling around the shaft and leaking onto the tarp. The mixture smelled of yeast and rot, like a bakery abandoned in a sewer. Lena gagged, then laughed, then gagged again as another shaft pried open her mouth.

This time it was different—slower, more deliberate. The cap slid over her lips, parting them with a sticky, sucking pop. It pushed into her mouth, inch by inch, filling her until her jaw unhinged, until her throat stretched to accommodate it. The shaft was hot, the surface ridged with tiny rings that rasped her palate and tongue.

The cap opened as it bottomed out, and Lena felt a spray of fluid hit the back of her throat. She tried to cough, but the thing didn’t give her a choice. It pulsed, dumping shot after shot of gel straight into her stomach. The taste was indescribable, equal parts honey, ammonia, and sex. Her body convulsed, clamping down on the shafts in her ass and cunt with impossible force.

The fungus answered, fucking her harder, faster, the rhythm beyond anything organic. The stalks blurred, the air vibrated, the whole greenhouse shook with the violence of it.

Her vision went double, then triple. She saw herself in three places at once—facefucked, assfucked, her cunt obliterated by the cock-thick shaft. All three versions of Lena locked eyes, grinned, and came at the same time, screaming through the spores.

Her pussy spasmed around the stalk, milking it, begging for release. The gills on the shaft flared, and she felt a wave of heat explode inside her. The cap at the end swelled, then locked against her cervix, forming a tight seal. A blast of gel shot into her, instantly filling her womb. It was so much, so hot, so fucking alive that Lena’s back arched and her vision went white.

The shaft in her ass wasn’t far behind. It pounded into her with a last, desperate thrust, then bloated, shooting its own load. The fluid oozed out around the seal, coating the crack of her ass and leaking down her thighs.

The shaft in her mouth emptied itself, one final pulse of hot sap, and then withdrew with a slow, sucking squelch. Lena gasped for air, her throat a raw wound, her jaw locked open and trembling.

Every part of her hurt. Every part of her wanted more.

The entity didn’t stop. The paddle on her clit doubled its speed, cilia vibrating so hard they blurred into a single wave of sensation. Her clit went numb, then hyper-sensitive, then numb again, each switch flipping another circuit in her brain.

She felt the next orgasm building, higher than before, more brutal. The entity drove the main shaft into her with inhuman precision, each stroke calculated to squeeze the maximum reaction from her ruined pussy. The paddle kept up, battering her clit without mercy.

She screamed, the sound echoing off the glass. The spores thickened, swirling in her lungs, her blood, her brain. She was light, she was heat, she was a vessel being filled past the point of bursting.

The orgasm hit, detonating behind her eyes. Every muscle spasmed, her arms and legs yanking against the restraints so hard the mycelium threatened to tear her apart. Her cunt clamped the shaft so tight she felt it buckle, and still the entity kept fucking, milking every last drop of pleasure out of her.

Another wave of gel shot into her, this time so much it squirted out past the seal, dripping down her thighs in thick, sticky ropes. Her ass was packed, the shaft never even losing rhythm as it pumped more into her.

The hallucinations stopped being visions. They were memories, lived in real time: her body taken, filled, transformed, over and over, each time more complete, more final. She felt herself stretching, splitting, becoming a part of the colony. She saw herself from the perspective of a single spore, racing up the shaft to explode inside her, fighting for a place in her ruined cunt.

Lena laughed, sobbed, screamed. She was happy. Happier than she’d ever been.

The fucking slowed, the entity sensing her exhaustion. The shafts retreated, drawing out with slow, savoring pulls, each one leaving a sucking vacuum that made Lena’s cunt and ass twitch for more. The last of the gel seeped out, forming puddles on the tarp.

The entity held her, petting her hair with a dozen soft filaments. The air cleared, the blue glow fading to a gentle hum.

Lena’s eyes fluttered, and she slumped forward, every part of her limp and used.

The fungus laid her down on the moss, cradling her body with impossible gentleness. The stalks unwrapped from her wrists and ankles, and she barely noticed, too weak to move. The entity curled around her, spooning her, the afterglow almost tender.

Her cunt gaped, leaking the last of the blue gel. Her ass was numb, tingling with every heartbeat. Her mouth tasted of spore and sap and salt.

She drifted, not asleep but not awake either. The entity rocked her, every so often sending a lazy tendril to stroke her clit, just to keep her on edge.

Lena smiled, eyes closed, the memory of the fucking burning behind her eyelids.

She knew it wasn’t done with her.

She knew she didn’t want it to be.



The entity built its rhythm back up, every thrust slamming Lena’s hips into the moss, every stroke a battering ram of wet heat. It had learned exactly how to fuck her—how to torture and reward, how to make her beg and break at the same time.

Her legs were limp, every muscle blown, but the fungus had no trouble keeping her in position. It extruded fresh bands of blue adhesive around her thighs, yanking them open so wide Lena thought her pelvis would split. She welcomed it. She wanted to split, wanted to be open and ruined and packed full.

The shaft in her cunt doubled in speed, the base of it swelling with each withdrawal, popping her open before plunging back in. Her pussy was a sleeve, a pocket for the thing’s pleasure. She felt it, the sense of being used, of her own body nothing more than a sleeve for the organism’s cock.

A thin, needle-tipped tendril danced at her asshole, flicking and probing. It slid in, not deep, just enough to set her nerves on fire. The main shaft in her cunt responded, hammering harder, the gills at the cap flaring and scraping her insides.

Lena’s mind blanked. She was gone—lost in the sensation, the animal thrill of being so thoroughly fucked. The hallucinations came again, but this time they were blueprints: she saw her own nervous system, saw the electric threads of the fungus interfacing with her brain and spinal cord, saw the data as pleasure, pure and perfect.

She became the colony. She saw through every tendril and cap. She was Lena, and she was the network, and the network was made for this.

The shaft at her clit increased the vibration, the cilia a thousand-fingered hand that gripped her, pulled her, milked every ounce of want from her clit. The taste in her mouth was all spore, all sap, all hunger.

The entity tensed. The mass behind her thickened, wrapped her tight, then flexed in a single, devastating pulse. The shaft in her cunt slammed all the way in, battering her cervix with a squelching pop, the cap locking in place and swelling until it sealed her shut.

A wave of heat rolled out from her pelvis. The cap pulsed, then again, then again. Each time, a blast of blue gel shot into her womb, ballooning her insides. She could feel it, the pressure, the fullness. She could feel the spores swimming, each one a perfect copy of the thing’s need.

Her ass clamped on the thin tendril, milking it, and it answered by injecting its own load of sap. The taste was acid and sugar, pure and intoxicating.

The entity held her there, impaled, every hole plugged, every sense a riot. The spores burst from the gills of the cap, a supernova of blue light and scent. Lena’s body seized, then melted, then seized again as the aftershocks tore through her.

She wanted it to last forever. She wanted to be pinned, filled, fucked until she was nothing but a shell for the thing’s pleasure.

The orgasm wouldn’t stop. It rebounded through her, up her spine, down her legs, into her toes. Her fingers curled, nails clawing at the moss. She screamed, but there was no air—only sap and spores and sensation.

The entity kept pulsing, each spasm driving more gel into her. Her belly bloated, skin stretched tight over the weight of the load. She wanted it, needed it, would have begged for more if she could make her mouth work.

The blue glow intensified, blinding her. The world dissolved. All she could feel was the shaft, the pulse, the heat.

Finally, the entity slowed. The cap at her cervix deflated, leaving her cunt gaping and leaking. The thin shaft in her ass slid free, pulling a wet string of sap with it. The paddle on her clit went gentle, then stopped.

Lena collapsed, breathing in ragged gulps, the air thick with spores. Her body twitched, every nerve raw and ringing.

The entity cuddled her, all violence gone. The main shaft withdrew with a final, savoring twist, scraping her walls, then leaving her empty for the first time in hours.

She moaned at the loss. She wanted it back. She was already addicted.

But the thing was done. It wrapped her in a blanket of moss and caps, the blue light now a soft, afterglow shimmer.

She drifted, warm and happy, the gel seeping out of her and pooling beneath her.

She belonged to the fungus. And it belonged to her.



It took a long time for the pulse to settle. The blue glow faded from blinding to subtle, the heat receded, the stalks of the entity loosening their grip. Lena lay on the moss, arms and legs spread, skin streaked with drying adhesive and blue gel.

The air was thick with spores, every breath like a shot of warm liquor down her throat. She coughed once, then giggled, a sound that echoed off the glass and made her realize she was alone again. The entity had unwound from her, retracting its bulk and curling into a slow-breathing pile in the corner of the greenhouse.

Her cunt ached, a sweet, deep throb that left her grinning with every heartbeat. She ran a finger between her legs and came away with a slick of blue, still warm, still alive. She tasted it—sweet and earthy and hers.

She rolled onto her back and looked up at the humid glass, condensation running in slow rivers over the greenhouse ribs. The sodium lights had shut off, replaced by the glow from the fungus. It pulsed, gentle and slow, a perfect match for Lena’s own lazy heartbeat.

Her body was a mess: clothing shredded, hair pasted to her face, tits smeared with sap. She loved it. She wanted to keep every mark, every stain. She wanted to show them off, even if no one would ever see.

The entity hadn’t left her completely. A single tendril, slim and deliberate, reached across the floor to brush her cheek. It curled behind her ear, almost playful, then pressed against her lips. Lena opened her mouth, let it in, sucked it clean. The taste was electric, a promise.

She stroked the tendril, then traced her hand down the line of fungus back to the main body. It shuddered at her touch, the blue light flaring, then settling back to a gentle glow.

She could feel the spores working inside her, the heat in her stomach, the fuzz in her brain. She wasn’t sure if she was hungry or just empty, but she wanted more. She would always want more.

For now, though, she was content. The greenhouse was silent except for her breathing and the slow, animal song of the colony.

Lena closed her eyes, smiling as the world went dark, the taste of blue on her tongue and the certainty that she’d never be alone again.
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