Pleasure Sick
Duchess Ember stepped into the goo-covered room. Barely a trace of the original substrate was visible, plastered with the Hive’s green and black. In the corner of the room, on a jiggling goo bed, sat Azox, one of Azrael’s trusted drones and Ember’s compatriot in The Hive. He was furiously stroking his cock, the tapered shaft thicker near the base, thinning to a narrow head, built for ease of insertion. Azox’s gooey hair was melting down his head as he assaulted his cock, the horns on his head seeming to bend with the sheer effort it took to pleasure himself. Ember made sure to shut the door behind her as she strode inside, the sound of it closing not disrupting Azox’s focus in the slightest. 
“Azox,” Ember said simply. Still, Azox was not phased. “Azrael told me what was happening.” Her voluptuous body sat on the bed, the wobbling motion of her weight shifting the goat, nearly half her size, finally distracting him. Azox gazed at Ember, his dark green sclera and yellow pupils a shade darker than Ember's. “You’ve been overworking yourself again, haven’t you?”
Azox shook his head violently and dismissively. “No, I’m fine.” He started to stroke his dick again, but Ember placed her hands on his. “Hey!”
“Axoz, Azrael told me what’s happening.” Ember sighed, seeing in this goat what she constantly struggled with in herself. “You’ve corrupted too many people without giving yourself a break. And don’t think I haven’t noticed how subby you are with all of the other drones.” Ember pointed her finger at him. The countless times she had seen Azox get absorbed into another drone’s body. Mostly it was being absorbed through their breasts and adding to their already impressive titty goo, but once in a while he was just absorbed outright, or even sucked in through their rear ends. Azox showed no remorse for his actions, despite his body melting before her eyes. “You know why you can’t get off right?” 
“No, I can!” Azox resisted Ember’s motherly nature and started jerking off again. He felt nothing. Not a single iota of pleasure coursed through his gooey body. “Why? Why? WHY?!” He collapsed, falling backwards onto the bed, barely making the thick, gelatinous surface wiggle. 
Ember leaned over, looking into his eyes. “You’re Pleasure Sick. You can’t deny it anymore.” Azox looked away, doing that thing when someone can’t bear to look someone in the eye, despite knowing it’s probably the right thing to do. “You can’t feel any pleasure unless someone is treating you like a toy. Even then, they really have to be rough with you. There’s no way around it.” Azox tried to slide out underneath Ember’s legs, but Ember stopped him. “You can’t focus on anything until you cum, and that’s why you haven’t been corrupting anyone lately.” Ember focused on him intently. “Why do you think I volunteered for this?”
Everyone in the Hive knew it was a chore to try to cure a case of Pleasure Sickness. Every drone, no matter if they were a low-ranking soldier, a Captain, a Duchess like Ember, or even the higher-ranking family members like Azrael and her daughters, Pleasure Sickness was no joke. Some had to be kept in a jar for weeks on end, some would have to be held down to keep themselves from getting the sexual stimuli that they so craved, or in the cases of the most extreme, they’d have to be blocked from every and all sensory stimuli until they were essentially reset. 
In truth, Azox knew what he had, but he didn’t want to admit it. What use would he be to the Hive if he needed a break? He also knew Ember was gonna try something he didn’t like. Azox didn’t wait for Ember’s answer to her own question, as if he would answer it anyway. He hissed like a feral cat caught in a corner, catching Ember off guard. He darted off the side of the bed, knocking Ember’s arm out from underneath her and sending them both to the floor. Azox took advantage of the confusion and tried to roll underneath the bed frame, his flat chest coming in clutch. Ember couldn’t fit underneath it easily without pulling some shape warping stunts that would make it harder for her to navigate. 
“Oh, no you don’t!” Ember grabbed his ankle and yanked him back out. She immediately hugged him, shoving his muzzle into her cleavage. Not a second later, Azox found himself getting sucked into her body, becoming one with her jiggly tits. First his head, then his torso, and down to his waist. As his knees slid into Ember’s body, her breasts erupted in size, rocketing from her already large F cups to J cups, with all of Azox’s now formless goo held within them. “You’ll stay right in here, Azox,” Ember said, cupping her massive girls, “until you’re better.”
She couldn’t resist teasing him. Being a Hive drone, she could easily increase the size of any part of her body, but now that her tits were default this size, she felt like showing off. Ember lay back on the gooey bed, her chest feeling heavier against her back. “You know, I see why you like this,” Ember poked fun at the absorbed drone, not knowing whether or not Azox could hear her. “Maybe I should try this more often.” It was no lie, and her erect cock proved that she really was enjoying it. All twelve inches of her gooey shaft were ready for action. Reaching around her enormous knockers, she caressed her cock, ready to relieve herself.
Azox, however, was lost in a world of his own. He knew this feeling. The sensation of being kept in a tight space, yet having that space be flexible and able to shift. On top of that, every noise that seeped through the soft walls of his prison drew his attention. He listened intently, searching for anything that could make him horny, craving any sense of sexual stimulation. His body, which had fused with Ember’s breasts, was unable to move. He could feel everything that touched Ember’s chest. He was Ember’s chest. As much as Azox loved being someone’s body parts, be it tits, cock, or sometimes thighs, the worst part was when they weren’t touching him. Ember had set out NOT to touch him at all, not to provide any stimulation that would feed into his Pleasure Sickness. This whole situation was madness. 
Then he heard it. Even through the supple cleavage confines that he had become, he could make out Ember’s sensual moans. A wet schlorp schlorp schlorp as well. He couldn’t feel anything, though! EMBER! Azox shouted. His voice resounded in her mind, unable to vocalize. Why aren’t you playing with your tits while you jerk off? Pleeeeeeeease, he begged desperately. 
“What did I tell you?” Ember said normally, realizing that Azox could hear her now. “You’re pleasure sick. You need to go on a cleanse. That doesn’t mean I have to.” She may have talked a big game, but the temptation was tremendous. “In fact,” she thought of something she never would have done under any other circumstance. She placed her hands over her green nipples, giving Azox the smallest hope, only to have them fade into her breasts, leaving them as nothing more than null sacks of fat. “There,” Ember said with finality. “I can’t even feel anything now.” To drive the point home, she placed two large locked symbols over her girls, usually reserved for the drones that required discipline, their junk locked into null bulges and only allowed to be pleasured by their master. “Take that, Azox.”
NUUUUUUUU! Azox cried. Ember could visualize the goat falling to his knees and pounding the ground in despair. How delicious it was. It fed into her devious nature.
The dragoness continued jerking herself off, reaching for her pussy with her other hand in absense of breasts that could feel any sexual stimulus. “This is for your own good.” She stroked from tip to base, feeling every inch of her member bestowed upon her by Azrael. Today was different. It felt so good to deny a subby little goat any pleasure while giving herself all of it. She extended her fingers into her sopping wet cavern of a pussy, fusing them together into a replica of her shaft. In and out she plunged, pleasuring herself from two infinitely enjoyable sources while denying Azox all of it. It brought a sadistic smile to her face. 
Why are you so mean?! Azox shouted in Ember’s head.
“I’m not, hooooo my goodness, mean,” Ember replied. Never before had she known how pleasurable it was to have someone else within herself and continue her usual self-relieving activities. To add insult to injury, she sprouted two more arms underneath her current ones and had them switch, the new, lower pair becoming the two that pleasured her snatch and cock. Her original pair, caressed her null tits, confirming that she felt nothing. However, Ember knew that this would drive Azox up the wall. And she was right. Azox began screaming inside of her, slinging every subby insult he could think of. She only picked up the pace, the goat’s suffering feeding her lust. “Oh no,” she said, feigning horror. “I”m about to cum.” Her acting was awful, and it only made this situation worse. “If only I could be sharing this wonderful time with someone. Perhaps someone who’s like me,” Ember said tauntingly. 
That last but caught Azox’s attention. What? He asked as she was about to blow her load. What did she mean by that? Yes, they’re both Hive drones, even if she was a higher rank than him. By sheer definition of the Hive, they were siblings, but what did she mean by ‘someone like me’?
Bright green, glowing goo erupted from Ember’s throbbing member, staining the walls, her body, and everything else around her, only adding to the goo that covered the walls. Ember didn’t bother to hold her voice back. If anything, she made an effort to double the volume, nearly shouting her lustful moans all throughout the room. She grasped her breasts with her hands, squeezing and pulling where her nipples would have been, teasing Azox as much as herself indirectly. The gushes of thinner, green goo from her pussy coated the gooey bed beneath her. 
“That was only a taste, mister goo goat,” Ember said breathily. She panted, sprawled out, and was nearly overwhelmed from how well she had played with not only herself, but successfully edged Azox without even giving him sensual pleasure. “And you can bet that you’re staying like this for a while.”
Azox knew that he wouldn’t be getting an answer to his question anytime soon. He’d have to broach it later. For now, he had to worry about the severe lack of sexual pleasure he was getting at the hands of the duchess.
*                 *                  *
In the elevator, Ember was excited. She was directly summoned by Azrael! This wasn’t the first time, of course, but whenever it happened, it ended with some sort of task. What timing though, when she had her tits nulled and locked, carrying Azox within them. Even if it was her direct orders to cure Azox of his Pleasure Sickness, it still felt embarrassing knowing that she willingly nulled herself to do so. At least she didn’t have to climb the outside of the building like last time; she had no idea if she would have been able to with all this extra weight on her body.
“It’s fine, Ember,” she hyped herself up. “It’s just Mom. Just Azrael.” She took a deep breath. “She knows that you’re doing this for Azox.” Ember cupped her massive breasts, which only seemed to get bigger the more she denied Azox the pleasure that he had been craving. The padlock designs were stretched and warped. Grace was very concerned when she returned home with null breasts, and no amount of explaining could get it across. “At least I’ll be able to enjoy some time with her after this.” Ember sighed.
The elevator stopped at the top floor, and the door opened without any hesitation. Just like the room that Azox has been locked in, Azrael’s suite had been covered with the goo from not only her, but her various partners over her many years of being Hive mother. Azrael’s distinct figure waited for her in the center of the room. Her lower half was obscured by the back of the couch in front of her, but her upper body was in full view, as naked as any of her drones. Her glowing pupils pierced through the dimly lit room, an alien-looking lamp in the center of the ceiling illuminating the space. “Ah, the rumors were true.” Azrael was leaning back casually, her breasts perky as always. Her glowing green hair was as radiant as ever, sending Ember into a nervous state. She had never seen such a sexy woman without having overly voluptuous features. While Ember had to admit that her body was absolutely stunning, with thicc hips and breasts that could lure anyone in, Azrael made do without them. Her presence alone would have been enough to make Ember’s nipples as hard as bedrock if she had them at that moment. 
“Come in,” Azrael said calmly, her eyes gazing at Ember directly. “I wish to see how two weeks of carrying our little goat fared for you.” 
“Yes, o-o-of course,” Ember sputtered. She ran inside and fell over, still not accustomed to the counterweight cleavage. Luckily, they were large enough to soften her blow completely, now the size of watermelons from a county fair. Before she could stand up, Azrael was above her. “I, uh…” She had never become this meek before her before, why now? Was it the fact that she had put herself in a position usually reserved for breeders and felt embarrassed? 
“Ember,” Azrael said, lowering a hand to her. “I have been slightly deceitful. Although I called you here to check on our little friend, I have other motives.” She showed no remorse or other emotions toward the other. This was her plan from the beginning. “Do you know why I asked you to tackle this case?” Ember took her hand and was brought to her feet, replying that she didn’t. “I don’t usually tell my drones this, as it is trivial information, but you are aware of how both Azox and I welcomed you into the Hive, correct?”
How could she forget? It was late one night, and the two of them had burst into her house. Their goo washed over her and they had a fuck fest. That wasn’t ALL and ONLY that transpired, of course, but that was the gist of it. Admittedly, she never knew exactly why they chose her, but she viewed it as a change for the better.
“I feel it is time you learn a key point in your corruption with us.” She turned and returned to her chair, gesturing to the couch across from her. 
Oh boy… Azox replied, his voice echoing in Ember’s mind. 
“Where have you been this whole time?” Ember asked as she wobbled over to the couch.
Sleeping, what else is there to do? He replied curtly.
Ember sat in the goo-plastered couch nervously. She hadn’t realized that this was for serious business. “Both you and Azox are cut from the same cloth,” Azrael said plainly, not one to wait. “I rescued you both from the clutches of another vile, gooey being who was mistreating you.” Her face went deadly serious. Ember was shocked and could feel Azox’s surprise within her body. “I shall not go into great detail, as that is for another day. This false Mother was using you and Azox. It was Azox that recommended we find you. I was reluctant, wanting to keep a peaceful relationship with this other being, but I believe this is impossible.”
Ember was so confused. As far as she remembered, she had belonged to Azrael ever since she corrupted her. She was always a Duchess of the Hive. Her worldview was beyond rocked, it was tipped over. “Why are you telling me this?” 
“Because it is relevant, and I believe you should know.” Azrael paused to choose her words carefully. “You and Azox are like siblings. Yes, everyone on the Hive is like family, but you two more so.” Azrael pointed at Ember and made a point to point at her breasts, where Azox was currently contained. 
Inside Ember, Azox was quivering. Azox knew this. He didn’t know that Azrael would tell Ember so quickly, or at all, even. But something about this whole situation gave Azox a sense of ease. Now that Ember knew, there wouldn’t be any secrets. There was no question that he enjoyed being around her. 
“So that’s why…” Ember said distantly. 
“There is one more reason I’ve called you here,” Azrael smirked. The shadows from the rising moon covered her face. “I am horny.”
Those three words had drawn both Ember’s and Azox’s attention. “Why didn’t you tell us that sooner?” Ember stood, wobbling with the weight of her enormous, jiggling breasts, and sat on Azrael’s lap. Her 6’9” stature left her inflated sweater puppies directly in Azrael’s face, just where she liked them. She grasped Ember's breasts firmly, knowing that both of the drones wouldn't feel a thing. Ember moaned with dissatisfaction. 
“I can feel your frustration, Duchess,” Azrael teased. “But this is the path you chose for both yourself and Azox. You must reap what you sow.” She grasped Ember's shaft, her fingers grasping it so gingerly that Ember neatly thought she was about to receive a handjob from her. However, when she not only felt her cock shrivel, but go numb, she knew what was happening. Ember didn't even have the chance to protest. Within seconds, her cock, once a destroyer of tight holes and spreader of many pussies, was trapped within a gooey orb, the very same lock that adorned her tits plastered on the front of it. “Now you shall share his fate,” Azrael chuckled, knowing full well how Ember would react, and whatever she did, Ember would accept. 
Azox was infinitely amused. Haha! Take that, you horny dragon thing! At last, some justice for the way she treated him for two long weeks! Two miserable weeks of self indulgence, caressing her tits, and jerking off, all without giving him anything!
Ember glanced at her nulled cock, and blushed. The thrill of being treated no better than a mere breeding drone was nothing less than exciting. She had to admit that she had fantasies where she submitted, both body and soul, to Azrael; more than she already had even. Dark, blissful fantasies where she was restrained and exposed in front of a crowd of her fellow Hive, all while Azrael rammed her cock inside her, filling her fuller and fuller of her seed. Then her eggs would just flow out of her body like she was nothing more than a brood mother. Part of her wanted to act on this, but why give up such a position of power? Ember couldn’t speak. The joy of being treated like Azrael’s toy was too great. Darker fantasies began to resurface. Becoming greater than who she was now. A daughter! Or maybe even…
Azrael gave Ember a knowing look and got to work, knocking her out of her funk. She caressed Ember's self-nulled tits, toyed with them, felt their mighty heft in her hands. “I can feel Azox's presence within your breasts. He is so anxious and needy.” She sunk her fingers into the gooey flesh, knowing this would drive him up the wall. “But I know what you want, Ember.” Azrael looked into her eyes, seeing the lust that filled them. “And I reward loyal drones.” 
Ember suddenly panicked. Did she read her mind? Did she know of her deeper desires? Even the more lustful ones she kept restrained? 
She felt something rubbing her clit. Ember knew full well what it was. She chuckled, putting on a fake smug expression, masking the relief that her secret had not yet been revealed. “Did you just summon me here to destroy my pussy, Mother?” Ember grasped Azrael's shoulders and started grinding against the growing firmness beneath her, the shape becoming more familiar by the second. Her breasts swallowed the wolfess's face, and in doing so, her eyes became lost in the mounds. “Not that I mind, of course.” She wasn’t lying either.
“You'll learn soon enough~” Azrael cooed from betwixt the soft lumps of goo. As her cock reached full length, it slid in as if it belonged there. Ember's pussy swallowed it hungrily, taking it to the knot, moaning like the obedient slut she was for the Hive Mother. “For now, take my cock~” A powerful thrust sent Ember over the moon, screaming with pleasure. Her breasts bounced, now with more heft than the last time she had taken Azrael's member, weighing her down. 
WHY?!?! Azox shouted with pent-up lust, aching in his restraints. I thought we were friends, Ember! Not an ounce of the pleasure Ember was receiving from Azrael was reaching him. Trapped in her nulled, expanded breasts, he was denied the carnal pleasures he so greedily and readily dished out on a daily basis. 
“I'm, not, sorry!” Ember spoke aloud between thrusts and sensual moans, knowing that Azrael knew she was speaking to him. “Oooooooooh! Mother!” she shouted, not restraining herself in the slightest. “Fuck me proper!” Her southern accent was spilling; no assimilation by Gooborgs or corruption by The Hive could get rid of that. “My stars!”
As much fun as Azrael was having with her loyal Duchess on her lap, she desired more. She stood up, carrying her by the thighs with her powerful arms. Bending her knees, she began thrusting into her pussy like a jackhammer. “Such a gooed drone, Ember~” Azrael let Ember fall a foot or so, her knot sliding into Ember’s wet and stretched pussy. Continuing her assault on her insides, she popped her knot in and out of Ember's body, making the drone shout with euphoria. When at last the time came, she forced herself upon Ember's lips, her wet, gooey tongue shooting down Ember's throat and leaking her royal goo directly into her body. Ember's stomach started to fill with the royal goo. Then, Azrael's cock throbbed and began spewing her seed unexpectedly. Moans and screams flowed from Ember's muffled mouth like a waterfall, savoring that Azrael treated her so dearly. Azrael’s cock pulsed one final time and let it’s deluge of seed fly into her womb. 
“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” Ember wailed, feeling Azrael’s cum flow into her, inflating her womb. “Azrael!” Ember wrapped her arms around her shoulders, knowing she would fall off her lap if she didn’t. She got larger and larger with each pump, feeling the warmth of her goo filling her body. Azrael shut her eyes, taking in Ember’s musk. 
I HATE THIS SO MUCH! Azox screamed within Ember’s mind. He was so passionate about this blatant disregard for his needs that Ember’s tits shook. 
Ember was so overtaken by joy, lust, and other emotions that she couldn’t pin down that she passed out, her body weight slumping against Azrael. “Just as I planned.” Azrael pushed Ember forward, her hand just above Ember’s massive breasts. She shoved her hand inside her tits and pulled Azox out of her body, yanking him out onto the floor, his shaking body unsure of what just happened. “Azox, listen closely. I have a plan.” She addressed him with a mischievous air.
____________________
Utter darkness surrounded Ember. It was like being squeezed into a shirt five sizes too small, yet somehow the fabric didn't rip. “What the?” She tried to stretch her arms and legs, only to not even feel them! In fact, she couldn't really feel anything! “Hey!” She shouted, hoping that anyone could hear.
Well, well. Looks like the shoe is on the other foot. 
That cocky little voice… It sounded muffled and far away. “Azox, what did you do?!” 
Oh nothing. It was impossible for him to hide the smirk in his voice. I'm just giving you a taste of your own medicine, Duchess, he added her title with added sass. Maybe you're the one who's Pleasure Sick.
Ember squirmed some more, feeling her whole body shifting. If she had to guess what was happening, she wasn't a fan of the irony. “Boy, I'll tell you what. Once Azrael finds out, we'll double team you so hard that-”
I already know, a voice cooed. I must say, you are simply lovely as a pair of breasts. It was Azrael! Not her too! Ember started bouncing around, shifting left and right, moving not of her own volition. Why don’t you always have breasts, Azox? I think these suit you. She guessed correctly. Not to mention how your thighs filled out. If you weren’t being cured for pleasure sickness right now, I’d send you both to the breeding chambers and put you to work. 
Mommy, please, Azox giggled. Stop rubbing my body. You know I can’t feel anything sensual.
Indeed, you can’t. And Ember is going to experience it, as well. All is fair, correct?
“No, it ain’t!” Ember focused her energy, trying to find which way was up. 
I believe it is~ Azrael cooed. The two started making out like lovers, teasing Azox even worse than Ember did! The wet sounds of her tongue going down his throat, how Ember shifted back and forth, insinuating that she was fondling him, and the moaning from Azox told Ember his cock was being touched!
Luckily, a mere drone couldn’t fully contain a Duchess, even if the Hive Mother willed it so. She at least wanted to see! And it worked. To Azox’s surprise, his new nipples disappeared into his body, making way for Ember’s eyes, which replaced them in a matter of seconds. Azox was moaning and cupping his sweater puppies. Even with all sensation taken away from his chest, the very idea of his tits being taken over by Ember was SO HOT that he couldn’t help but drool.
Azrael watched with amazement, not expecting Ember to overcome the odds so quickly. Ember’s eyes furrowed with smugness. “I’ll be keeping an eye on you, Azox. Hope you enjoy having tits for a while.” She looked upward, not expecting to see anything, but Azox’s lust-ridden face met her eyes. “That is, having ME as your tits. Even if I can’t feel anything, I can still see.”
“You never cease to amaze me, Duchess,” Azrael said plainly. “Another two weeks of keeping him in line and away from sexual mishaps, and he will be cured.” 
“I’ll do my best, Mom.”
*                   *                    *
Wandering around the hive was difficult. Ember had no control over Azox’s legs, but she could always shout at people to stop. The reactions of her fellow Hive were fairly common once they found out Ember was put in this situation. Shock was the most common. ‘How did Azox absorb you?’ they would ask. Ember would explain, and that would put things at ease. 
Another would be fear. Seeing Azox with tits only made him even more dangerous. Not in an actual danger sort of way, Azox wouldn’t legitimately hurt anyone. The fact that Azox now had a thick, pointed member which could bring nearly anyone to climax AND a nice set of F-cup tits made him even sexier! So many of the drones wanted a session with him, but Ember had to ward them off. “He’s pleasure sick right now. He can’t even feel anything, but that wouldn’t make it any better.” Of course they protested, saying that would be fine, but Ember threatened to tune them into her personal cock sleeve for a day after she was out. No one in their right mond wanted to be Ember Fitzer’s cock sleeve. They ran away.
Then there were the regulars that Azox regularly visited. It was hard to tell them that he was still pleasure sick. Shooing them away was hard work, and Azox was not too keen on helping her in doing so. One drone in particular, who’s cock was even larger then Ember’s, nearly penetrated him before Ember learned that she can shift her consciousness around Azox’s body in this form, just as he lingered in Ember’s brain while he was inside of her. Ember shifted to his legs and ran away. 
From then on, Azox was fondling his new breasts. Not like it did anything, he couldn’t feel them. He locked them in his room for as long as possible before Azox went mad with cabin fever. He started stroking his cock, which also provided no stimulation for him.
Hey, hey, hey, Ember chastised the goat. None of that. Ember shifted around in his body until she found his cock. She pulled the goo from his body around it, and covered his member, wrapping it in a nulge. 
“NO!” Azox protested, pounding the gooey bed he had stayed on for several weeks now. “WHY ARE YOU DOING THIS TO ME?!” He pawed at the bulge, still feeling nothing. “I created you, and I can take you out!”
“No, I don’t believe you can, Azox,” Ember commented flatly. “And you know why I’m doing this.”
“I don’t care if I take longer to cum! I don’t care if I’m always full of dick!” Azox went on and on about the things he didn’t care about. “How am I supposed to serve the Hive like this?”
Ember sighed and rose to Azox’s brain. You can get back to things once you’re not Pleasure Sick. Until then, she wrapped herself around his brain, gaining control of his limbs. You’re mine. Ember tested her evil idea. Azox’s hands, feet, and his entire body were at his disposal. She dove deeper into his brain, finding the part of it that controlled Azox’s speech, and forced herself inside. Their body twitched, shook, jiggled, and spasmed. Azox fell over with the shock, his dark green eyes fading to Ember’s lighter green, his tits returning to normal sacks of goo with perky nipples. “That’s much better~” Ember’s low, seductive voice spilled from Azox’s mouth, not quite matching the body it came from. “Now, why don’t I train you a bit, you goofy goat?” She grasped Azox’s tits with his hands, which still gave him no sensation or stimuli, even with nipples. Their claws fondled them like a stress ball. Ember didn’t realize just how soft they were. The thick, neon green claws sank into them like they were made of jelly.
NO NO NO! Azox shouted, his voice trapped inside his head. NOT AGAIN!
“Yes, again.” Ember chuckled, and grasped their cock. “Your body is now mine to tease, and all you can do is watch.” Ember pinched their nipples, half expecting that jolt of electricity that came with such pleasure, but still felt nothing. Ember’s goo was still trapped inside, preventing them from feeling anything. “Mom was right, you know?” She asked aloud. “You do look good with tits. You should find some poor unsuspecting souls and perma them. I’m sure you have some admirers who would LOVE to have the honor.”
This isn’t helping me!
Ember chuckled. “I beg to differ.” Ember rubbed their hands against their cock; one against the pointed head and the other up and down the shaft. “I know just how to edge you, but you don’t get any of this stimulus. Once you’re all better, your first load will be momentous and feel like your first.”
Azox paused while Ember teased their cock. Fine… He sounded suspiciously calm for someone who had been denied all sexual pleasure for the last three weeks, and had a week left to go. So be it then.
*                              *                              *
Ember yanked herself out of Azox’s body, unwrapping herself from his brain, and taking all the extra bulk that her goo had brought with her. What was left was a tired, panting, fit, goo goat on the gooey bed. The last week of Azox’s treatment was filled with nothing but teasing, and Ember was happy to get a break as well. She stood above him, hands on her hips, looking rather satisfied and proud of herself. “Great job, Ember. We’ve got one cured goat.” She touched his cock, which was only half erect. The slightest nudge with her fingers brought it to life, shooting to full mast, the 8-inch, thick member primed and more than eager for action. 
Azox bleated. It felt so amazing to finally feel something, anything, that he let out an embarrassing, primal sound. “Whoa…” 
“Now, should I be nice and let you have some fun with yourself?” Ember teased. “Or should I be even nicer and give you a taste of this high-ranking pussy?” She turned around and shoved her dripping wet womanhood in his face. Goo not only oozed from her lips and folds, but all around her rear, the excitement of also getting some was getting to her as well.
“Since when do you care about rank?” Azox asked, pulling himself up and supporting himself on his elbows. He couldn’t rip his eyes away from Ember’s ass. It was so tantalizing. The only time he ever had a chance with her was when he first met Ember those months ago and corrupted her along with Azrael. Of course, then Ember and Azrael totally destroyed him, using him like he was a toy for their pleasure, but once you get a taste of something as delectable as that, you crave more. “But… I won’t lie…” Azrael’s voice echoed in his mind. 
Azox, listen closely. I have a plan. I just filled her with my seed. In due time, she will lay an egg for me. However, if you play your cards right, you can add some of your goo to it, and we can create a glorious amalgamation of the three of us. Besides, you and I both know that if we deprive Ember of sex for even a day, she will start craving it. 
Azox grabbed Ember’s ass, shoving his nose into her pussy, huffing the musky aroma emanating from it. “I knew you couldn’t resist~” Ember cooed and pushed her body toward him, shoving his body onto the bed and squishing his face betwixt her supple ass cheeks. “Now get licking. I’ve got a friend down here who needs a thorough tongue lashing.” She gazed at Azox’s cock. It was twitching wildly, like it was a phone constantly getting pinged. Her mouth watered at the sight of it. It was far from the longest she had taken in any of her holes, conventional or not, but it certainly had more girth. It had the most peculiar shape. Almost like the blade of a short, thick dagger, it got thicker and thicker as it reached the base, but the bottom was rounded so smoothly that it almost seemed fake or alien. Looking at hers, though, with the various ridges that lined the shaft, who was she to judge? 
She brought herself closer to the neon green length, stretching her tongue out to slather it in her goo. Her tongue was practically set on fire with how hot the cock was. Azox needed this! And Ember was happy to oblige. The bitter taste of a gooey Hive cock was growing on her, but she still prefered the salty taste of a flesh being. Every inch that she consumed was thicker, spreading her mouth wider until there was no way she could fit another inch. Luckily, she bottomed him out. At a girthy three inches at the very base, her mouth was screaming, but Ember denied it, knowing full well that Azox would cum loads and loads after being corked up for a month straight. 
And she was right. Not as soon as she bottomed him out and coiled her tongue around his cock, he started spewing instantly. His thick, gooey seed shot directly down her throat, warming her body like a space heater. And that’s only round one, she thought. I’m not letting him go until he’s drained. 
Azox had her right where she wanted her. Even if he couldn’t control his cock as much as he wanted, she’d never see his plan coming. If Azrael was to be believed, even a high-ranking drone like Ember would succumb to his corruption. He shoved his tongue into her honeypot, tasting the goo that he only had the pleasure of relishing one time before, not quite knowing that it would lead to this. He grasped her asscheeks, thinking he could speed along both his and Azrael’s plans. He sunk his claws in, trying to focus as he usually did when corrupting his other sexy victims. He couldn’t see as well, thanks to his ass being full of Ember ass, but he soon saw his vision turn jet black and shiny, a change from Ember’s usual hue. Yes, it’s working! Azox smirked, doubling down on his tongue-lashing. You’ll undoubtedly be my sister after this, Ember! 
Ember’s muffled moans spilled over Azox’s cock, which she was now fellate, slathering it in her goo. The two were smothering each other in the pleasure they deserved after going through such an ordeal. This was no way for lovers to act, and certainly not friends with benefits. There was only one way they could describe their sexual attraction toward each other, and it was undeniable after Azrael’s bombshell two weeks prior. Familial. This passion they shared was incestuous in the most bizarre way. Family by the one fact they were both created from Azrael’s goo. The thought bounced around in her head as she tasted yet another cumshot from Azox, her muzzle turning dark black, green stripes pouring from underneath her transforming eyes. She was too lost to realize that Azox was slowly corrupting her with his goo, one cumshot at a time. Not even to mention his hands on her ass, which were now fully corrupted, and the goo spread to her thighs and hips. 
Axox had his tongue yanked out of Ember’s dripping cavern, only for it to be promptly replaced with her cock. It drove past his tongue and down his throat, the ridges along her shaft massaging the soft walls of his throat. Azox gagged for only a second before he took advantage of Ember’s dominant, nature. From back here, she was too distracted to notice what he was doing. He slathered his goo over her length, quickly turning it a neon green, and the corruption rode up to her pelvis. Ember only gave him that long to get acquainted with her member before starting her assault. Hammering his throat like invaders at a castle wall, she thrust and thrust as if her dick were a battering ram, aiming to break down the walls and invade.
Ember’s body was practically on fire. The more of Azox’s cum that she drank the hotter she felt! Coordinating her thrusts along with her vacuum sucking was a challenge as well! After two more cumshots bursting down her throat her body was nearly corrupted without her even knowing. All that remained of her old body was her wings and tail! She pulled her mouth away from the girthy member, gasping for air. “Fuck, Azox, your cock is so thick.” She kept thrusting, pounding the boy’s face into oblivion, nearling climax herself. She grasped his thighs and continued to catch her breath. “I should have you over sometime if you’re… that… big…” She looked at the hands that were on Azox’s thighs. The eight neon green claws and black arms. “Wait a sec.” Ember stopped thrusting, leaving her cock inside Azox’s mouth. “What did you…” She stretched her arms out and looked up and down them. The green stripe on her upper arms gave her a further idea as to what had happened. Even her tits were jet black with the green stripe! “Oh my god, you dog!” She turned her head and saw a flash of neon green, her hair that had also been corrupted. “I can’t believe you would do this to me!” She yanked her cock out of his mouth and layed on top of him, their noses pressing together. 
Azox feared her. No one ever reacted like this; they were always horny and wanted more! Was Ember powerful enough to not fall succumb to his corruption so fully and completely? All Azox could do was sheepishly grin. “This is what you get?” It had gone so smoothly in his head. Ember would become his slut for several days, and he’d pump her full of his cum, using her like a toy. Serves her right for forcefully abstaining him from sex, right? Even if he was Pleasure Sick.
Ember glared at him, and pressed her muzzle against his, getting closer and closer. Her eyebrows furrowed. Her menacing demeanor suddenly shifted, her voice changing to a more sultry, submissive, and willing tone. “All you had to do was ask.”
Her tongue forced it’s way into his mouth, and they started frenching like horny teenagers. Even if she was on top, it was clear that Azox’s goo had at least some effect on the situation. It was well known that Ember was a switch, but to accept corruption this willingly? Maybe it did work. Azox dared to reach around her body and pull her in closer. This was different now. Unlike anyone else that he’d get frisky with, there was passion here. He closed his eyes, letting their tastes mingle, goo oozing from their mouths and coating their lips. All the while, Ember’s wet and needy pussy rubbed against Azox’s cock, his tongue nowhere near enough to satisfy her. Her sharkfin tail was fully coated in his goo now, as was her wings. From head to toe, wing to tail, Ember looked everything like a sexier, busty, Azox drone. 
“Take me,” Ember whispered in his ear once they finally pulled apart. As she lined up her entrance to the narrow tip of his pecker, she leaned in again and whispered, “Big bro.” Azox’s eyes shot open. Before he even had time to think about what she had said, Ember shot her body down his length, taking it to the base. “HOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO MY GOD!” Ember shouted, sitting up to make sure she stayed on his member. This was the widest cock she ever took. Even though at first it may have been nothing, three inches wide was nothing to brag about! She quivered, needing a moment to adapt before continuing. Azox reached for her breasts, always savoring the enlarged breasts of those he corrupted. It didn’t look like Ember got any larger, but she was already large to begin with.
It must have been that his disappointment showed on his face, because Ember smirked. “What is it, Azox? Am I not big enough for you?” Before his eyes, Ember’s tits exploded in size, double what they were before. “I know you like them big.” She cupped them, struggling to support the sand bags nearly as big as his head. No, two of his heads! EACH! He drolled at the sight of them, unable to speak. All he could do is reach for them again and feel. They were softer than any tits he had fondled. Even Azrael’s! “That’s a good boy. Support my knockers while you knock me up.”
For the second time that day, his eyes shot open. “Wait what?!” Azox exclaimed. 
“You think I didn’t know?” 
Azox was more shocked than anything. Ember didn’t wait for him to answer. She started riding his cock like it was a thing to do. Every time she reached the base, a sensual, pure, unbridled moan would escape her. She wasn’t playing it up. All the while, her tits were being fondled and messed with my Azox, who tugged at her nipples, making her scream like the bitch she currently was. They were large enough for him to work his fingers inside them, even. He did so, sliding just an inch in first, but Ember’s bouncing made it so difficult to do that he accidentally sid his entire claw inside, stretching them wider than expected. Ember shouted, but not in pain. “Fuck Azox!” Her voice dripped with ecstacy. “How did you know I love that?”
Azox didn’t respond. He tried to slide in a second claw, stretching them wider, like he was fingering a pussy. He made it work too, and he started stretching them wider and wider by opening and closing his fingers like scissors, until he could fit his entire fist inside of her tits. It was somehow wetter and gooier inside those funbags, and he strained his back trying to keep them inside, stretching his hands open and shut, stretching her insides as wide as possible. The amount of pleasure he received from not only his cock being kissed by Ember’s pussy, but this new kink he had discovered, and Ember’s intesified moans, sounding like she was being assaulted in every hole possible with vibrators, gave him the energy to force himself not to cum for nearly twenty munutes. If Ember knew about his and Azrael’s plan, he may as well make it count. 
When he couldn’t take it any longer, he pulled his hands out of Ember’s tits with a slimy, wet SHLORP and panted wildly as he fell to his back. “Ember, I’m gonna… gonna…” He should have told her sooner! “GONNA CUM!”
“FILL ME UP!” Ember shouted, more than ready to accept his seed. “Give me everything!” 
Azox let go. 
The floodgates broke and cum spewed from his cock in one long lasting flow. They could practically hear the gooey spunk exiting his body! Ember watched as her corrupted belly filled and filled like a water balloon, just like when Azrael came inside her. I have their eggs! A bliss like she had never felt before over took the heat that riddled her body from Azox’s corruption. She didn’t want it to stop. She wanted more and more of his cum. More of his precious baby batter. But she knew she had already pushed him too far today, and just after recovering too. “This egg is mine,” Ember whispered as she rubbed her belly as all pregnant moms tended to do.
____________________
Later that night, the two cuddled in post-sex euphoria. Azox was tuckered out and not quite up to his usual speed. He was Ember’s little spoon, accepting of the fact that even when EMber was corrupted, she still seemed to be the alpha of the two.
“Hey, Ember,” Azox asked as she felt Ember’s cock twitch against his butt. “Why did you let me corrupt you?” Ember replied with an unsure ‘hmm?’ “You didn’t lose yourself like everyone else does. You could have easily undone it and forced me back into your body or something.”
“And why would I have done that?” Ember asked reached over to pull him closer. As close as possible, on account of her cum-filled belly which was slowly shrinking. “It’s not like I can’t undo this later, right? You said it yourself.” Azox was silent. “Maybe us dominant folk wanna feel submissive once in a while.” She held a hand up as if admiring a ring on her finger. “Besides, this ain’t a bad look.”
“When you said, ‘Big Bro,’” Azox continued, “did you mean that?”
Ember sighed. She grabbed his body and turned him around, kissing him on the lips. No tongue, no sexual acts, just a passionate kiss. Azox’s tail stood in the air, all three layers of it. Ember pulled away and looked him in the eyes, hands on either side of his head. “Yes. Because you are.”
It seemed unreal looking at a female, non goat version of yourself, but in a way he did that whenever he corrupted someone. But this felt different. This time, it felt… real. This was more than just a simple corruption. This was like meeting someone who understood him. Aside from Azrael, barely anyone took the time to chat or get to know him. 
“You’re my friend, Azox,” Ember said passionately. “And not just because you and Azrael supposedly saved me from whoever this other goo mother was.” To her fault though, she couldn’t continue that statement. Ember knew there was another reason why Azox was more than a friend for this reason alone, but her brain couldn’t pin it down. It nagged at her. She opted to not dwell on it. “I’ll stay Azox’d for a while, just for you.”
Azox blushed. He couldn’t think of a specific reason that Ember was more than just a friend either. But wasn’t that how these sorts of things happened? There wasn’t always a reason. It just happens. It felt odd to have someone WANT to look like him, though. Usually they didn’t get a choice. “When is the egg coming?” He didn’t have anything else to add.
“Pretty soon, I suspect.” Ember wasn’t sure. This wasn’t the first time, laying eggs for the Hive. In fact, the first time was because she was holding Azox hostage in her breasts and Azrael had to fuck her senseless and full of eggs to set him free. Not like she wouldn’t have done so anyway. Those eggs got taken to the hive to become soldiers and she never saw them, but she didn’t really feel any attachment to those. That’s how it was in the Hive. This one though. This one was hers. “I’ll hang around until then.”    
