Enter The Hive
“Well. That’s that, I guess.” I sat at my desk and watched the chat window fizzle away. Not even the cool effects of Telegram could cheer me up now. Wait, no. I wasn’t sad about this. If anything, I lamented what I had to do next. Navigating through the folders in my system, I found the file I was looking for. ‘Ember Character Sheet.’ “Man, I haven’t touched this in a long time. Guess I have to make some changes.” I opened the tub of pretzels by my desk. “This may take a bit.”
*                    *                    *
It was a cold day in Furgis. The Farmers Market had become the Craft Fair during the cold season, but not for Grace. She, like a few others, hung around and sold their usual goods. There would always be a desire for fresh milk this time of year, especially since her girls worked indoors, but they didn’t know that.
Ember browsed the fair, trying to count how many tables had handknit pot holders. “What is it with crochet and hand knit things?” The towering, purple DragonShark was well known in Furgis, albeit for explicit reasons. They knew that people disappeared when they spent a night with her. Her long-sleeved red hoodie accentuated her breasts, barely fitting in them, and her jeans were so ripped she may as well have been wearing her favorite booty shorts. 
“Ember!” Grace called from her booth. “I’m sold out already!” She was packing the crates into the truck that was parked nearby. “Maybe we can get some coffee afterward,” she suggested. “I ran out of my coffee milk.” Her breasts shook wildly beneath her bibs, even if she wore a sweater underneath it, even more ill fitting than Ember’s hoodie.
“Yeah, that sounds nice.” She always liked visiting 8-Track coffee. “Think I’ll get something different today.” She picked up one of the empty crates and loaded it into the truck.
“Yeah, right,” Grace guffawed. “You always get the Gold Dust Mocha. Let’s see you get one of the Macha Latte’s this time, you creature of habit.” 
“Hey, sorry I like Mochas.” Ember turned, but a sudden pain in her head made her stumble. She gasped as she hit the ground, splatting against the pavement. One benefit to being gooey was little things like this could never hurt her, just catch you by surprise.
Grace turned to see Ember on the ground, reforming into her clothes. “Hun bun, you okay?” She didn’t bother rushing over to her and panicking. Those times had long passed. 
She groaned, the hoodie squeejawed on her body. “Yeah, I must have tripped on something.” Her head stung, pulsing and throbbing. She could have sworn she heard a dead, radio silence. There had always been a faint signal since she was assimilated into the Gooborg race. The constant contact with every Gooborg in the galaxy was sometimes a curse, especially when she was busy trying to focus on multiple things and getting updates on the assimilation campaign. But now? There was nothing. Louder than a room of screaming children, an amp receiving feedback, or going to a concert afterparty. Grace asked again, unconvinced. “Yeah, I’m fine.”
“Alright, ya’ll say so.” She grabbed the last crate and loaded it into the trunk. “C’mon, let’s walk over.” Grace grasped tightly to Ember’s hand. “I’m not letting you fall again, little miss.”
“Who are you calling little?” Ember laughed. It was times like these that she cherished. Times with her dear girlfriend, just being themselves. The brisk late winter day was warming up, the sun was in the sky, and Furgis’s business district was filled with people once more, even if half of them were college students. 
8-Track coffee wasn’t far, just a few buildings away. The familiar sight of vinyl records, headshots of music artists, and limited edition jewel cases littered the walls. A strong smell of espresso hit them almost immediately. The place seemed to be empty aside from the one employee. The rabbit stood behind the counter, fiddling with his phone, the sounds of erratic and obnoxious TikToks playing through his speakers. He raised his head and smiled. “Hey! It’s Ember.”
“Avi, how are ya?” Ember approached the counter with Grace. “It’s been a bit.”
“Yeah, I’ve been busy.” He tucked his phone into his pocket. “The streams are going well, so I’ve been taking some time for those.” The femboy jut out his hips and placed a hand on his left side. 
God, he’s cute, Ember thought. “I know, I’ve been donating where I can.”
“Wait, really?” Avi’s ears shot to the sky. “Wait…” he pulled his phone from his jeans pocket and quickly tapped the screen. “You’re FlamingEmbers?!” Ember nodded. “I should have known!” He leaned over the counter and hugged her tightly. “You’re the best.”
“What’s this about a stream?” Grace asked, ever the tech-illiterate one.
“I’ll tell you later,” Ember dismissed. “Don’t let me forget.”
“You’re getting coffee on me today.” Ember punched in Ember’s usual order. “And what about for the lady?” he asked with his best customer service voice.
“Green World Latte for me,” Grace replied, scrolling through the menu comprised of song names.
The two left with their coffee in one hand while holding each other’s hand, eager to go home for a night at home. “You sure you’re ok?” Grace asked again, after taking a sip of her Matcha Latte.
She couldn’t hide anything from Grace. “Ok, something is weird, I guess?” Her coffee was still too hot to drink. “I’ve told you a decent amount about this Gooborg stuff right?” Grace nodded. “Well, I think I’ve lost connection to Mom or something?” Ember made a confused face, clearly saying she too was confused. “I like… I don’t have signal anymore?”
“I have no idea what you mean by that,” Grace admitted, “but I’m sure you’ll be fine. This too shall-”
She froze.
Ember was tugged backward, not realizing that she had stopped. “Grace?” The bovine was completely frozen in place, and her hand stuck in Grace’s grip. “Grace?!” She let her hand go limp to escape her grasp. Waving a hand in front of her face, snapping, even putting her finger in her ears and sending goo into her head - nothing was working, and she hated the last one! “What’s happening?!” She looked around. Everything was stuck. The other people around them, the birds in the air, even the breeze seemed to be in limbo. “Oh god….” her body shook. 
Ember ran back into 8-Track coffee. Surprisingly, the door opened. Avi was frozen behind the counter, watching his TikToks, his phone looping the last video.
“This is a nightmare,” she panicked. “It’s gotta be.” She ran outside again, trying to grab Grace and take her, but she wouldn’t budge. The idea of leaving her here alone made her more afraid than ever. What if everything returned to normal and she wasn’t there to help her? “Hold on. I’m gonna fix this.”
She wasn’t sure if she could, but she needed to do something. Launching into the sky, Ember rocketed for the house. It wasn’t just the town. Everything was frozen in place. From the sky, she could see the neighbor’s dog stuck mid jump, ready to catch a frisbee. She could see Olo in her backyard poo, the underwear critter stuck underneath the water. The pole barn’s chicken-shaped whirligig was stuck, and she knew darn well there was a breeze today.
Ember landed in the backyard and stormed inside. She didn’t know what she would do at home but she couldn’t stand to see Grace frozen there. In her room, she sat on their bed and thought. “Ok, I just need to really focus. Maybe this is a Spiderman 2 thing. It’s all in my head.” With a desperate sigh, she grasped her forehead and closed her eyes. Straining, she tried to re-establish connection with Queen Vinyl, a Gooborg ship, or ANY gooborg whatsoever. Her breathing was painful and heavy as she forced her brain to work harder than it ever had. “C’mon… c’mon….” 
She felt it. A faint signal. “AH! HELLO? HELLO?!?!” Nothing. She screamed in her head. If anyone could hear her, she needed help. She never asked for help, but now, of all times, is when she needed it most. 
A warbling sound drifted past her. Ember dared to open her eyes. “GYAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” Her hands shot over her mouth. Everything was grey. Their bed, their stuffies, the entire room. There were no words for the existential horror she felt. Everything was crumbling around her. Was this how people felt when she was assimilating them? How did entire planets feel when they invaded? “Wait…” a dire thought hit her. “Oh no…” her voice fell, fear and sorrow consuming her. Within milliseconds, she shot through the wall of her house, splinters sticking out of her body. 
Nothing mattered now. The house. Other people. Herself. Nothing mattered. Only one person did. She watched a wave of grey wash over the horizon, growing bleak and lifeless. The warbling sound echoed in the air, haunting and chilling. Ember had only one thing on her mind. 
Grace.
She rocketed back toward town. Luckily, she was fast enough to watch the landscape turn green again and the town approach at breakneck speeds. She didn’t bother to slow down. Her body went right through a skyscraper, which was enough to slow her down. 
Ember fell to the streets, splatting on the sidewalk. She left her clothes behind and darted for Grace. She was still there. She had to save her. Whatever was happening, she couldn’t let it happen to Grace. She didn’t know why it wasn’t happening to her. She didn’t CARE why it wasn’t happening to her. It wouldn’t happen to Grace. When Ember reached her, she wrapped her arms around her waist, tugging and pulling. “C’MON!” Her super strength was failing her. “You’re! Coming! With! Me!” The universe wasn’t having it. 
The warbling sound reached her. “DAMN IT!” She pulled one more time, only to watch Grace’s body turn monochrome. It was over. What else could she do? It was all happening so fast. Her frantic breathing echoed in the still air. Eyes narrowing to dots, she clasped her head and crumbled to the ground, screaming. Her voice would never tire. She’d scream for all eternity if she had to - A naked, gooey creature, wailing her sorrows.
“Oh, stop already.” A familiar voice said.
Ember stopped. Slowly, nervously, she turned toward the voice. A tall, chubby, friendly-looking, otter stood there. His red plaid shirt and jeans were his trademark. “...Barty?” she asked weakly. “Oh dear god!” She shot from the ground and hugged him, sobbing loudly. “You’re ok! I thought everyone was gone!” Her ugly tears didn’t stop, staining Barty’s shirt.
“It’s alright, Ember.” He returned her hug. Always the strong one, he just let her cry, waiting patiently. In this world of stillness, they were the only splashes of color. 
It felt like eternity until Ember was able to speak. “I,” she paused. “I thought I was the only one left.”
Barty held her. “Of course not, dear.” His fatherly embrace aided in soothing her. 
“I must be going insane,” her voice wavered. “Please tell me this is a bad dream.”
“This is no dream,” Barty said calmly. “This reality is being altered.” Ember shuddered. “I wish it could have gone differently.” Barty sighed. “But that’s not how life works. You can’t please everyone.”
Ember’s voice sputtered. “What are you talking about?” She pushed away from him. “You’re not making any sense, Barty.”
“Well,” Barty held his chin in his hands. “Seeing as how you’re gonna be re-written, I don’t see the harm in telling you the truth.” Ember’s expression dropped. “It’ll make more work for me, but I enjoy writing.” Ember opened her mouth as if to speak, but she didn’t get the chance. “You’re nothing more than a physical incarnation of my lust, Ember.” Her left eye began to twitch. “Well, in THIS space you are,” he held his hands out as if holding a box. “Really, you’re just a fursona of some horny fuck with a passion for writing. That’s me.” He held a hand to his chest. “Hell, Barty is a fursona too. He’s my more sane side.” He placed his left hand on his hip and his right hand on his forehead, acting flamboyant, as if what he was telling her was as common knowledge as the color of the sky.
“I’m sorry, what?” Ember asked weakly. “Could you explain that again?”
“Nah, the reader gets it just fine. I’m doing kind of a meta-narrative thing, putting myself in the story, through my sona? I know,” he placed a hand on her shoulder. “A little confusing for you. What with me inhabiting Barty right now. Hell, he was in his cabin, frozen in his rocking chair. Did him a favor, I say.” Ember fell to the sidewalk. This was too much for her to process at once. 
“OK, let me explain WHY I’m doing this.” Barty snapped his fingers, and the universe disappeared in a heat haze, transitioning to a demure businessman’s office. The dark green walls accented the English chestnut window trim. The desk on the far side of the office was the same color as the trim, and a side table next to it held a crystal decanter and matching glasses. 
The sudden change of scenery frightened Ember, but not as much as seeing Grace disappear before her eyes. “NO!” She lunged for the fading image of her lover, only to leap right through her. She pounded the wooden floor in anger. “WHO ARE YOU?!”
“Do you need me to put it simpler?” Barty asked kindly. “I believe I write you fairly intelligent, but certainly no genius. Much like myself.” Ember glared at him. “Ok. Just in case the readers are confused as well.” Barty turned to look at YOU. “I am Barty McOtter, but the author, Fitzjolt, currently inhabits me. Don’t mind if I switch the person now as well, since we made that perfectly clear,” I offered.
Ember stood, her hands clenched into fists. “I don’t care who you are!” Her arms reformed into blades, looking dangerously sharp. “I want to go home!” She leaped forward, swiping at me, but failing to injure her creator. “I want Grace back!” Another swipe, another failed attempt. “I!” Swipe. “WANT!” Swipe. “YOU!” Swipe. “GONE!” Swipe.
I let out a huff, after successfully avoiding all of her attacks. “I’m afraid I can’t do that, dear.” I stepped away and grasped my decanter. “Care for a drink? You may need it. I’m trying to be polite here.” I pour bourbon from the decanter into two glasses. I don’t bother with the ice cubes. Ember stood there obstinately. “Oh well, more for me.” I poured her measure into my glass and sat behind my desk. “You see, I froze your world because of you.” I took a long sip of bourbon. “I can give you the long, detailed version of why I’m doing this, or I can give you the interesting version—your choice. Really, it’s MY choice because I’m writing everything we say and do right now.”
Ember grimaced. Her blades receded into her arms, returning to normal arms again. “Anyone ever tell you you’re a pompous asshole?” She asked as she crossed her arms. I smirk, knowing I finally have her ear. “Fine, give it me straight.” She sat in the chair in front of my desk. 
I had been thinking of how to tell her about this. May as well be straight forward. “You, my dear, are a Gooborg. Gooborgs, as fun and lewd as they are to write, are not my species.” I opened a drawer at my desk and pulled out a colored drawing resembling her. “You see this? This was my original design for you.” I set it in front of her. “I know, it looks bad. I’m a smut author, not a smut artist.” 
Ember grabbed the picture and looked it over. “Heh. Really? This is supposed to be me?” She held the picture up and pointed to it. “Don’t you have friends that can draw better? This looks like a kid drew it.”  
“Yes,” I said dryly. “I do.” I turned my computer screen and opened a tab I had open. “This was your original ref sheet.” I pointed to the image on screen. “riel7 on FA did a wonderful job refining that kids drawing, eh? However,”
“Why is there a little version of me?” She pointed to the corner of the ref sheet where a small Ember in a diaper stood.
“However,” I stressed, turning my computer around. I met some people, and me peing the kinky fuck that I am, I decided you should be a slimy creature. But things have happened, opinions clashed, and you can no longer be a Gooborg.” I turned to my computer and grabbed my mouse. Opening a Word document, I highlighted a large chunk of text on a file. “With this, I can change your very existence.”
“Yeah, right.” She leaned back, crossing her arms. “And I’m a Texas Ranger.”
“I can turn water into wine,” I continued, “stone into bread. I can zoom in on… oh… what was it?” I paused, thinking of what I was gonna say. “You get the idea.” I dramatically pressed the backspace button on my keyboard.
Before my very eyes, Ember reverted back to her original form. As goofy and awful as it looked when I drew her. With breasts that looked like oversized pecs, a cock based on a bad dragon toy, and muscles very poorly drawn, she looked like one of the characters in Amazing World of Gumball that wasn’t animated. “HEY!” She shot up from her chair, looking over her body. “You’re an awful artist and an awful person!”
“You can certainly think that,” I said plainly. “But I didn’t work on you, perfecting your character for seven years to just abandon you.” I also stood from my chair, our eyes locking. “You are as much me as Barty is.” My green eyes furrowed. “We are connected, Ember. Even if it’s only by stale rubber bands.” I sat down, knowing full well how cringe what I was about to say next would sound. “I love you too much just to give you up. Luckily for you, I know some friends.”
Two creatures walked in through the French doors from the opposite end of the office. They were clad in a green and black color palette. Goo fell from their bodies as they walked, the taller of the two had a rockin’ body. Like, you would not believe it. Tit’s nearly as large as Ember’s and very stylish hair. Ember turned and saw the two, her eyes shooting open. The air in the room felt electric, evil even. “Oh, hell no.” She shied away from them slightly.
“Ember,” I said smugly. “This is Azrael and Azox.” I held a hand out, gesturing. “They have welcomed me, and you by extension, into The Hive.” Azrael, the taller of the two, beckoned her over while Azox waved politely.
“Oh sure,” Ember snapped defiantly. “You just couldn’t move on, could you?” She shoved her chair aside and shoved a claw in my face. “You still wanted me to be gooey or some shit, so you found a Gooborg knock-off because you're insecure with change.” Her yellow eyes were aflame with anger. 
“Ahem,” Azrael cleared her throat. “We were technically first.”
“WHATEVER!” Ember pounded the desk. “You can’t just change me! I’m a real person, just like you!” She thrust an accusatory claw toward the two gooey guests. “And I sure as hell ain’t lettin’ them touch me without a fight.” Her hand was shaking with hatred. Azox swung his foot forward and back meekly, waiting to do their job.”
“HEY!” I stood, pointing a finger back. “They have been nothing but kind to me. Be polite. I am your creator and you will DO AS I SAY!” I couldn’t believe I was letting my own fursona get to me like this. It was almost like I’m trying to drag this all out for drama or… something… Let’s move on.
“I promise you, nothing else will change, Ember. Unless, well,” I chuckle, “I decide to start corrupting my other sonas using you.” I rub my knuckles on my chest. All I needed was an apple, then I’d look like a real asshole. “Besides, you and I both knew corruption is, like, our #1 kink.” I sigh, knowing she couldn’t deny this fact. She is I and I is she.
Azrael grabbed Ember by the shoulders before I could think of another snarky remark for Ember to shoot at me. Azrael pressed her snout right against her ear. “You’re mine now.” She licked the side of Ember’s head, a smear of black goo sticking to her head. 
“Trust us,” Azox said confidently. “You’ll love it in the Hive.” His short stature compared to Azrael made him look less menacing, especially with his cute hair.
“Just let us work.” Azrael pushed Ember to the ground. Her green eyes stared at her without menace, but lust and hunger. A glowing green cock sprouted from her body, with a sizeable know and length. “You just need a makeover first.” Without warning, she shoved her cock into Ember’s ear to the tip of her knot.
She could feel the gooey member poking her brain. “No… wait…” Her voice was faint. It has her first taste of what she had been dishing out to several people in all my stories. Pardon me for savoring this. Azox followed suit, his tapered, thick, smooth member sliding into her other ear with ease. Assaulted from both sides, she was knocked left and right as her cranium was used as a fleshlight. 
“Azox, it’s been so long since we did this,” Azrael smirked, savoring the tight hole. Ember’s brain was soft and squishy against the top of her canine cock. “How long has it been since we’ve corrupted someone together?”
“Too long, Mom.” Azox smiled, enjoying the pressure against his alien looking member. They thrust into my Ember, getting closer and closer to climax. It almost felt like they were corrupting me vicariously. 
“Well,” I said to them, trying to get an erection while watching. “I’m gonna keep editing things while you two work.” I sat again at my desk, my vision wandering to the two using her like a fleshlight. Their goo coated her head, any semblance of purple was gone, replaced with black and green. It was already reforming her as well, as the goo slid down her neck and reached her torso. “I need to write all this down.” You have no idea how hard it is to write when you can see your fursona getting fucked in front of you. I have to document this! You need to be able to read this!
Ember panted loudly, their goo covering her body. Her breasts ballooned to an even larger size than I had them before. I suppose there was room for a few edits. There was always that one point that I wanted to fix anyway, but we’ll get there. Getting larger than Azraels, who were already as large as a soft, gooey watermelon, they hung from her body, the tan hue of her underbelly taking on a distinct dark, military green. Like her head, her arms turned black. God, this was turning me on SO MUCH! Seeing my girl take on a new color and be on the receiving end was doing something for me I never thought I could feel. Her hair returned to her goopy state, glowing a radiant, radioactive green. 
“Just,” Azrael moaned seductively, “a bit more, Ember.” Her cock was throbbing with the desire to unload her spunk - to welcome another member into the fold. As the goo reached Ember’s waist, her wings took on the Hive’s palette, the inner skin the radiant green. “Azox, dear?”
“I’m,” he was panting, his fingers digging into Ember’s gooey head ever so slightly, “so close.” His panting was frantic, begging for release. 
“I,” Ember began to say. Her sclera darkened to green, her yellow pupil matching her hair. “I can feel it!” Her voice wavered as if confronted with her biggest fear. Her eyelashes grew thicker around her eyes, giving her a more feminine appearance. A tingling sensation filled her body as her cock warped and shifted in shape. Extending to 18 inches, ridges formed along the top of her shaft, the medial ring shrinking into the gooey mass that was covering her. A knot grew at the base of her body as large as a softball. Yes, that’s a hot cock! The sensation people will feel inside of them as Ember plows them! 
“Mom!” Azox moaned loudly. “I’m gonna cum!”
“Cum for me, Azox.” Azrael reached over and grasped his chin. “Let’s welcome our new Duchess together.” She planted her lips on his. Their dicks spooged in unison, coating the inside of Ember’s gooey skull with Hive Goo. Her legs and tail were instantly covered. I watched as her thighs grew plumper, juicer, more succulent. Her ass cheeks more jiggly and alluring than ever. GOD! What a day to be only a manifestation in a smut fic! I typed away on my keyboard, altering her past. 
‘Ember Fitzer’ I wrote. ‘A Hive Duchess serving Azrael.’ That’s all I could do. I was struggling. Would I make it so she was always a Hive Duchess? Or would it be more fun to have people be surprised and she could corrupt them on the spot? “Does it really matter though?” I asked myself. “I have time to think of a new origin story later.” I sighed as I saved the file and closed the window. It was time for a show.
The two pulled their cocks out of Ember’s head and she fell forward, propping herself up. She panted heavily. A hexagon pattern covered her face, and the lights in my office made it shimmer. Her body was so reflective, much more than before. Azrael knelt and pulled Ember’s head toward her by caressing her chin. “Welcome to the Hive, Ember.” She planted a kiss on her lips, her moans intermingling with Embers. Shit, it was about to get real. Azrael pushed Ember to her back, the two still making out. It looked like she was ready for round two, her canine cock primed and ready. Ember didn’t resist. I didn’t want her to.
Azrael pulled away, leaving Ember with a lustful expression. “That is only a taste.” Stroking her member, she teased her. “Are you ready to accept me?” 
Ember’s green eyes were spiralling, lost in her new life that awaited her. “Yes, Mother. I submit.” She reached below and spread her bright green pussy lips wide beneath her cock. “Stretch me so wide I scream.” A smirk sat on her face. “I’m yours.”
“Good girl~” Azrael cooed. She grabbed Ember’s legs and spread them apart. “Azox, let’s welcome her together.” 
The goat snapped knelt and slapped his cock onto Ember’s face. The musk from his leaking length sent her into overdrive. “Hope you’re ready, Ember. We glows have an infinite sex drive.” He shoved his mouth into Ember’s gooey maw, stuffing it.
“Excuse me?” Azrael said abruptly. “Who said you could penetrate her first?” She shoved her cock into her pussy immediatly afterward. “I am the Hive Mother, Azox. Don’t you overstep now.” Ember screamed in pleasure as she went right for the knot.
Azox however, did not listen. He leaned over and planted his mouth around Ember’s cock, sucking it greedily, his throat stretching and expanding as he went deeper and deeper on her shaft. Slurping loudly as he pounded Ember’s maw, his moans mingled with the wet sounds of gooey bodies slapping together. The sight was nearly too much for me. 
I had to take care of this. I pulled down Barty’s pants and grasped his cock, seeing that was as horny as I was writing this scene. “Oh, fuck,” I moaned under my breath as I witnessed probably the most depraved and satisfying thing of my life. 
“We plan to fill you to the brim, Ember,” Azrael threatened. “Show you the joys of The Hive.” With that, she came—her first load of many. Ember’s belly inflated slightly, taking in all of her seed. Azrael didn’t wait either, she continued. 
“Shit, I wish I had a refractory period like that,” I moaned as I gooned to my own story in the metaphysical universe. I have no shame. If the shits good, you use it.
Azox wasn’t far behind, he slammed his pelvis into Ember’s mouth one final time, and unloaded. Ember gulped loudly, drinking the ropes and ropes of seed being sent down her throat. Of course, Ember had to return the favor. Her enormous loads carried over to her new body as Azox’s eyes shot open. His stomach instantly blew up, like he swallowed a watermelon whole, and continued growing.
I watched for hours. I witnessed Ember get dimmed by the Hive Mother that welcomed us, making her scream like a whore, Azox moaning like a slut as her massive member reamed his asshole, and not even to mention when the two ganging up on him. The poor boy didn’t know what was coming. My cock was raw and plastered with cum by the time they were finished. Never before had I seen anyone go that hard. 
Ember lay on the floor, creampied and stuffed full. “I can’t thank you two enough,” I said to Azrael and Azox, walking out from behind my desk, not caring that I was naked from the waist down. “I under this is metaphysical, and I’m really talking to the people behind your sonas,” I pointed to the two of them, “and expecting them to read this, but I mean it. I thought it was gonna be really hard starting over like this.”
“Dear, it’s no problem at all,” Azrael assured me, with a smile on her face. “We’re always happy to welcome another into The Hive.” She gazed at the newest inductee on the floor. Her larger chest was rising and falling, her eyes closed, recovering from the sensual encounter she just had. “Besides, something tells me you’ll have more for us, Mr. Fitzjolt.” She poked my chest. 
“Yeah…” Azox said in a weary voice, just as stuffed as Ember was. “Plenty more…”
“Oh, you know it,” I said confidently. “Today is a new day.” I took a deep breath. Now, just to get to that origin story,” I sighed, knowing that if I didn’t put it high on my priority list, it would get buried deep in the pile like TF Roadtrip part 2 did and Jos’s Bondage Vacation part 2 still was. 
I snapped my fingers and everyone vanished. It was just me now. Alone. In my office. Not even my real office. Heck, you think my office is this nice? FEH! I wish. But, dear reader, I hope you understand now why I had to make this change. Yes, I could have been petty and kept things as they were, but that’s not how I am. Life is full of changes; sometimes, you just have to roll with the punches. Now if you’ll excuse me, it’s 3 am when I’m typing this, and I really need to get some sleep.
