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Chapter
1 - Ritual

Professor Jillian Miskans scrutinized the diagram on the gray,
stone floor of her basement. She compared it to the photocopied sheet
in her hand. The original was a centuries-old fragment of a
manuscript that had been much debated by her colleagues. There were
those who insisted that it was a true ritual, used to summon the
attentions of a greater power. This opinion was held by what she
privately called the 'Mystic Hedge Witch' professors, those who held
that magic and greater powers truly existed if you knew how to access
them. There were those who thought that it was a scrap from the works
of Lovecraft, lost long ago and recently rediscovered. This group
refused to consider the evidence that the page dated to a time much
earlier than Lovecraft's life. The final group held that it was a
copy of a ceremony used by some shaman, or other religious leader
type, to con his followers into believing that his powers were real.
The phraseology of the ritual was truly impressive, the words and
phrases rolling and echoing through any enclosed area. The fact the
the words seemed to be artificially created, difficult to pronounce,
and to follow the rules of no known language reinforced this idea
with Professor Miskans and those who agreed with her.

Recently, horrendous dreams had plagued her sleep. She knew that
they were something about this ritual, but she could never remember
the details when she awoke. The dreams, combined with Professor
Tempkins' strident insistence that all copies of the pages, as well
as the originals, should be destroyed or else something monstrous
would occur, had spurred her to her current efforts.

The diagram on the copy in her hand and the one she had inscribed
on the floor seemed to match exactly. The different color inks the
author had used for each of the individual patterns in the diagram
had helped immensely in its creation. She glanced over and saw that
her video camera was set to record the ritual. She was determined to
perform the ritual and hand the tape over as evidence for Professor
Tempkins to see for himself that it was hogwash. She was sure that it
would put her nightmares to rest as well. 


As she glanced over the phrases she was to speak she found that
the pronunciations came to her much more easily now. Evidently her
study of the ritual had paid off. The closer she was to the exact
pronunciations the less chance that Tempkins could wiggle out by
saying that she hadn't performed the ritual correctly.

Professor Miskans looked around for a final check. The incense was
burning in the brazier. The candles were placed at the designated
points. She had stick matches to light them with. The text of the
ritual was in her hand. She glanced about the basement once more and
cursed herself for a fool as she finally realized that she was
delaying.

Striding over to the camera, she turned it on then quickly moved
to the proper position to start the ritual. The thin robe that the
ritual required her to be clad in flapped with her rapid movements.
In one hand she held a lengthy stick match, in the other was the text
to read:

“Ph'nglui
mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn”

(In
his house at R'lyeh, dead Cthulhu waits dreaming)



Professor Miskans leaned over and
struck the strike anywhere stick match on the stone of the floor.
Reaching out, she lit the first of the candles prescribed by the
ritual:

“Cthulhu
fhtagn, Cthulhu fhtagn”

(Chtulhu
Waits, Cthulhu Dreams)

As
she lit the next candle in turn, she suddenly realized just how cold
her basement was. She had goosebumps running along her arms and her
nipples stood at attention, slightly tenting the front of her flimsy
robe. Her throat was getting sore, and her voice hoarse, from
pronouncing the twisted syllables in an authoritarian tone.

“Hupadgh
Cthulhu'nyth, hupadgh Cthulhu hafh'drn”

(Born
of Cthulhu's servant, born of Cthulhu's summoner)

The
next candle lit quickly, she wasn't sure that the flame of the match
had even contacted the wick before it blazed up. 


“Cthulhu'bthnk
y-sll'ha 'ch shugg, y-uln Cthulhu y-nog”

(Essence
of Cthulhu, I invite you to travel to Earth. I call Cthulhu to come
to me)

As
the next to last candle was lit, its flame turned an ichorous green,
the color rapidly spreading to the flames of the other candles.
Professors Miskans tried to stop speaking, to drop the match, to do
anything but what she was doing, but her body continued the ritual
without her consent.

“Cthulhu
ch'! Cthulhu y-uln! Cthulhu y-nog! Uaaah”

(Cthulhu
cross over! Cthulhu I summon you! Cthulhu come to me! I set this
spell)

As
she spoke the last words, her arm stretched out of its own accord and
lit the final candle just as she finished the chant. She stood
dumbfounded as a green mist filled the center of her diagram. It
moved of its own volition, testing the edges of the drawing. Once it
had tested them all it returned to the center and began to billow
upwards, forming a vaguely humanoid shape that somehow towered above
the ceiling while still remaining contained within the room. The mist
began to sparkle and coalesce, solidifying as she watched. The
towering mist shrank until it fit entirely within the room before
taking on a fully solid form.






Chapter
2 - Claiming

Professor
Miskans' eyes snapped shut in self-defense before seeing the entire
figure in front of her. Even with her eyes closed she could feel its
presence dominating the world around itself. Tiny voices sprang to
life in her head, urging her to open her eyes. They told her that
surely this was something that she should document for science. They
told her to open her eyes and prove to herself that she was merely
hallucinating. Meanwhile her sense of self-preservation kept her eyes
as firmly shut as if they had been glued that way.

A
voice rang out in her head:

Professor
Miskans... No, that will not do. Jillian? no... Jill? no... Jilly...
Yes that will do. Jilly, open your eyes and gaze upon me.

Jillian
flashed back to her childhood. She hadn't been called Jilly in years
and the voice using that name was forcing her mind back to her youth
when she was last referred to by that diminutive name. In those days
she was young, uneducated, helpless. She felt that way again now. The
creature in the room with her carried a mantle of timelessness. Just
being near it made her feel as though all eternity were pressing down
upon her, she felt as though she were a baby next to it. She knew
nothing of the creature, not even what it actually looked like since
she had closed her eyes. She could not defend herself without opening
her eyes, which her brain refused to allow. So, once more, she was
young, uneducated, and helpless. It was not a feeling that she
relished the return of.

Jilly,
your containment is incomplete. It does not keep me contained when I
am in a physical form. I can see the page in your mind. Once, long
ago, there was another shape within those still present. The author
used an ink that faded and flaked away over the years though, so that
protection was lost to you. Open your eyes and gaze upon me else I
shall come to you.

Jillian
kept her eyes clamped shut. The voices in her head had all merged
into this one massive, penetrating voice. Fighting against its
command took all of the willpower she had.

I
walk and now you shall be mine.

Jilly
flinched and her eyes flew open as she felt the brush of something
damp and slimy against her face.

The
first thing she saw as her eyes snapped open was simple, yet injected
the fear of the unknown into her veins. A mass of green flesh blocked
her view. It was close enough to her eyes that she could see the
pebbled texture of the skin, similar to that of a lizard. In
addition, it was coated in a thin slime that gave it an opalescent
sheen. 


The
flesh moved and she could see that it resembled the tentacle of an
octopus. Yet it was far larger than any tentacle an octopus had ever
grown. The appendage in front of her was twice as large around as
that of the average man's arm, its length was more than twice the
length of an adult male's arm. Topping off the horror, the tentacle's
prehensility was indisputable as the tip of it was carrying away the
sheet that she had held in her hands. The large suction cups on the
underside of the tentacle were nearly anti-climactic when she finally
noticed them.

The
tentacle drew back from her field of vision, the page it carried
finally clearing her face. In front of her stood a ... thing. It had
the general shape of a man but there the similarities ceased. All of
its skin that she could see was the same pebbled green of the
tentacle and had the same slimy, opalescent coating. Where the head
of a man would be was the body of something that looked like an
octopus, minus the beak. The tentacle she had just examined was one
of many attached where a man's beard would normally hang. Each was
the size of the one she had gotten a close-up view of and they were
all writhing about.

The
pebbling on the torso of the creature was larger, more scaly and
defined. The limbs of the creature were longer than that of a man,
the fingers even more disproportionately large and capped with claws
that retracted and extended as she watched. She feared to examine
more of the creature's body and brought her gaze back to its head.
Its eyes latched onto her own and she was momentarily lost to
herself.

“W..w...w..
what are you?” she stuttered.

I
am your Dread Lord Cthulhu. At least I am that part of him that he
has dispatched to your summons.

“If
you're Cthulhu, shouldn't I be mad now? The sight of you should drive
me mad, so claimed the author of the ritual I used.”

What
makes you think that you are not? There are many forms of madness,
different forms suit my desires at different times.

“I'm
positive I'm not mad, I can still think rationally.”

Let
me assist you with that problem then.

A
tentacle from the face swept out and brushed, oh so lightly, over her
nipples. They immediately responded more fiercely than she could
recall in her life. They grew large enough that they hurt. Her mind
went totally off track and all she could think of was that she needed
some way to relieve the feeling in her nipples.

What
are you thinking now, Jilly?

She
answered reflexively:

“I'm
trying to best determine how I can relieve the ache of my nipples.
But all I can think of is sex.”

Correct,
that is how you will assuage the ache.

A
tentacle slid to her nipples once more, brushing them more firmly
this time. All Jilly could think of was sex. It wasn't something that
had interested her a great deal at any point in her life but now, at
this very moment, it seemed to be the focus of it. The tip of the
tentacle twisted delicately around one of her turgid nipples and
began to apply pressure. The feelings it caused within her had her
unable to think of anything at all. As a second tentacle grasped the
other nipple in the same manner, she started to scream in pleasure.
Before her volume could get above conversational levels a third
tentacle whipped into her mouth, filling it.

Now,
now, no screaming without my permission.

Jilly
was breathing entirely through her nose, which seemed abnormally
clear. The odor filling it might have been responsible, it was a
combination of sea salt, rank sea plants, and decay. She could feel
the tentacle that filled her mouth changing its shape. It swelled and
expanded to fill every crack and crevice in the orifice. She also
felt the tip of it narrowing and questing its way down her throat.
She could neither scream nor breathe through her mouth and yet she
felt a massive sense of contentment with how the tentacle filled her.

Her
attention was drawn from the violation of her mouth as first one, and
then the other of the tentacles grasping her nipples began to
forcefully pull, stretching her nipples painfully. When one of the
tentacles' grasp slipped, due to the fabric of her robe, the rest of
the nest on Cthulhu's chin reacted immediately. The remaining
tentacles flew to the neck of her robe, racing down inside of it. As
they brushed lightly against her breasts, she was overcome with
desire and longing and only the tentacle filling her mouth kept her
upright. Touching her breasts had not been their goal though, the
tentacles flowed down her body until their tips were even with the
bottom of her robe. At that point they flexed in all directions. The
thin fabric of the robe shredded into numerous pieces, flying away
from her body and drifting to the floor like confetti at a
celebration. Suddenly she found herself utterly nude for the eyes of
Cthulhu.

Cthulhu
found something satisfactory as he glanced at her. With dark red
hair, pale skin, green eyes, and a light smattering of freckles she
knew that some types of men found her attractive. She was aghast to
realize that she hoped Cthulhu did as well. She had always thought
that her breasts were lacking in size and shapeliness. She thought
that they were totally unattractive. Her nipples were normally tiny
but had already swollen to many times their normal size this evening.
Her lower body lacked the curves that most men desired, she knew
that. Her legs, which accounted for her tall stature, were far too
long in her opinion. She knew that her current figure tended to
attract either men who would prefer boys but refused to admit it, or
men who fantasized about pre-pubescent girls. Cthulhu gifted her with
a mental grunt of satisfaction though.

Some
minor alterations and you will be suitable.

She
was unable to speak to ask but couldn't stop herself from thinking:

What
alterations? Suitable for what?

To
be the host of my Avatar of course. You who have claimed herself as
my priestess should know that when I am summoned I will extract a
price. In this case you shall bear my Avatar, that I might have a
direct hand in the mortal world once more. I shall alter your body so
that there is no danger to him from you bearing him. The same
alterations will make it easy for you to nourish him.

Jilly
felt a short, stabbing burn in her stomach, like a drop of acid
dripping on flesh would make, and then the tentacle in her mouth was
rapidly withdrawing.

“What
do you mean by that?” she queried when the tentacle cleared her
mouth.

You
ask too many questions mortal, you are mine to do with as I please.
Acknowledge that I may do as I please with you and perhaps I will
explain.

As
Cthulhu spoke in her mind a tentacle slid down to her pussy and
delicately snuck inside of her clit hood to fondle her clitoris.
Jilly found herself collapsing to the cold floor with the intensity
of her reaction. Once sprawled upon the floor, the tentacle resumed
its ministrations for a moment, then stopped.

Acknowledge
me and I shall resume.

“I
am yours to do with as you please, so long as you continue doing
that.”

The
tentacle went back to her clitoris. This time it flowed about itself,
a tiny portion of its flesh separating to push the hood up away from
her clitoris. One of the smaller suction cups on the tip of the
tentacle shrank yet more and eased itself down around her clitoris.
It began to perform its natural function and Jilly once more lost
track of herself for a short time. When she came back to her senses,
the urgency of her sexual desire had faded somewhat.

Now
that you are momentarily sated I shall explain what I am going to do,
at least those parts of it that you need to know.

I
am going to alter your body. As you are now, the birth of my Avatar
would certainly kill you. I shall expand your hips and birth canal
for this purpose. To nourish my Avatar will require two things. The
first need is the same as a human child but your breasts would be
insufficient to sate his appetite, even with them expanding as you
bear him. So I shall enlarge them to where they can supply his needs.
Your nipples will also be enlarged and slightly changed so that he
does not destroy them before his need for them has passed. The second
need is human semen. The many potential lives that each man's cum
provides will be sacrifices to my Avatar's power. The more cum of
human males you take into yourself before birthing him, the stronger
he shall be. The more you take into yourself while nursing him, the
healthier he shall be. So I shall give you a form that will provide
for his needs and at the same time the form will attract more
sustenance for him. I've already given you the appropriate demeanor
to keep him supplied with sustenance.

I
have already begun these changes, your body is currently spreading a
part of me that I placed within your stomach. That part of me will
cause your body to become more malleable so I may shape it as I do my
own form. Your body will be able to unconsciously control itself to a
small degree so that you may use it to attract more sustenance for my
Avatar. You may take the sustenance for him in through your mouth,
cunt, or ass. Your body will deliver it to him from any and all of
those orifices.

“I
can't do that! I wouldn't know where to begin.”

It
does not matter what you know or want, what you can or cannot do. You
will do as I say, have you not guessed yet? Nymphomania is a madness
also, and all madness is mine to bestow as I please.

Cthulhu's
tentacles swept up across her nipples once more, they instantly
regained their full tumidity and her body began to demand that it be
used.






Chapter
3 – Humiliation

Jilly
was at a loss for what to do. Her mind, normally logical and
rational, was buffeted about by emotions and physical longing, two
sensations she had tried to avoid for years. Tears streamed down her
face as she tried to think her way through the situation logically,
but was unable to focus on it properly for even a second. Tentacles
caressed her body here and there, interrupting any rational thought
she tried to form.

Jilly,
why do you still resist? Is your body not demanding things of you?
Does it not have needs that you must fulfill? I have already changed
you beyond the point where you may act as you once did. You shall
find that you will now need to use your body as much, or more, than
your mind. The fine tool you made of your mind over the past two
decades will only be available to you in the short windows
immediately after you have taken care of your body's needs. This
should ensure that you obtain the sustenance needed for my Avatar,
for I have left your desire for logic and rational thought intact
while taking away your ability to think in such a manner
consistently. Madness is a wonderful thing and can be so varied and
multipurpose in the intelligent, don't you think?

“Unnngghhhh,
I need... I need... I need something.”

Jilly,
my servant. Jilly, my slave. You know what it is you need. Ask for it
and perhaps I shall give it to you.

“I
need... I need...”

Salty
tears streamed downed Jilly's face, soaking it, as she struggled
against the feelings that consumed her body. She knew what she
needed, she simply didn't want to say it.

“Please,
I need...”

Since
you are having so much trouble asking politely you will now need to
beg to obtain that which you need.

Tentacles
writhed out from Cthulhu and began to delicately, almost daintily,
brush against and caress Jilly's nipples, breasts, cunt, ribs, neck,
ass, and more. Anywhere that a touch might heighten her sexual
arousal she was touched and stroked. The tears streaming down her
face increased in volume and Cthulhu dedicated a single tentacle to
dart about, absorbing the salty tears from her face, caressing her
lips and the outer corner of her eyes when there were no tears to
absorb.

Humiliation
has such a wonderful flavor, the salty waters of your shame remind me
of the salty waters of my home these many past centuries.

“Please!”
Jilly whimpered, “Fuck me!”

Now
you've managed to ask politely but it is too late for that, beg me
now or I shall require more from you before fulfilling your needs.

Jilly's
face went crestfallen, tears still attempting to stream down it and
being devoured en route:

“Please,
oh please. I need you to fuck me. I need to be filled. I need to have
you inside of me.”

That
is better, but remember who you are and who you are speaking to.

Words
imprinted themselves in Jilly's brain and she simply spoke them aloud
in a broken voice:

“Dread
Lord Cthulhu, your servant begs you to take her. Please violate me,
use me, fill me up.”

Much,
much better.

Even
as Cthulhu's thoughts rang out in her mind she felt a pair of
tentacles grasp her ankles. Her legs were spread apart into a
painfully wide stretch. As she looked at the tentacles securing her
legs her eyes followed them back to the other major nest of tentacles
on Cthulhu's body. Where a man would have a penis, Cthulhu had a nest
of tentacles. One of them was in the center of all the others and was
much longer, and thicker, than the rest. She saw that one begin to
writhe its way towards her before her torso was pressed back to the
floor by yet more tentacles.






Chapter
4 – Violation and Alteration

Tentacles
entrapped her body. She could feel them touching nearly every inch of
her skin. They caressed her breasts, her ass, her lips. They
encircled her neck and wrapped about her waist. A single tentacle had
drawn her arms together and now formed an unbreakable cuff about both
wrists. She felt a probe at the entry to her cunt. The large, lower
tentacle had completed its journey. She felt it push at her opening,
forcing its way inside of her. It had to force its way in from the
beginning, being much too large to enter its target easily. She felt
herself stretching painfully but at the same time she eagerly
welcomed the penetration. She tried to push herself onto the tentacle
more rapidly, but she was trapped, held motionless despite all
attempts at movement on her own part.

Cthulhu's
tentacular penis continued to bore its way into her. The slime
coating the tentacle made an acceptable lubricant and she was sure it
was the only thing keeping her from tearing apart. Cthulhu continued
to drive his penis deeper and deeper into her. She felt an incredible
pleasurable relief simultaneously with the near overwhelming pain.
Anytime the pain seemed as though it would make her faint, Cthulhu
eased the pressure with which he was forcing his way inside of her.
She could feel the penis moving its way up inside of her, farther and
deeper than any human could dream of penetrating. The tip made its
way into her very womb and she, once again, felt a short stabbing
burn as she had with her stomach. The tentacle did not withdraw
though, she could feel it emitting something inside of her. Whatever
it emitted began to burrow its way through her body in three
different directions. She started to scream but, once again, as her
mouth opened it was immediately filled by a tentacle.

The
pain was overwhelming her pleasure but at the same time the pleasure
was still sating her desires. She found that despite the overwhelming
pain she could think clearly for a moment. The three burrowing pains
seemed to be headed for mouth, cunt, and ass. They must be a method
of transportation for the Avatar's sustenance. 


This
is why I chose you to host my Avatar. In the midst of unbearable
pleasure and unspeakable agony, you have still managed to use your
mind as your own. Add that ability to the magic I can feel flowing in
your veins, yes magic is real and you have more than a touch of it,
and the portion of my Avatar that comes from you will be as worthy as
can be provided by mortalkind. 


After
speaking to her mind again, Cthulhu continued his assault on her
body. Inside of her cunt his penis was swelling. She could feel her
body stretching to accommodate it. It was passing the point where she
was sure that she should have torn so whatever he had done to her
earlier must be working. Her head was turned forcefully so she could
watch as another tentacle from the lower nest began to reshape
itself, duplicating the penis that currently filled her. This one
followed along the path of the first and she tried to scream yet
again when she felt it probe the entrance to her ass.  There was a
loud 'Pop' as it forced itself in. The pain was more than she could
endure and yet she stayed conscious of everything occurring. As she
tried to scream over and over, the silent screams were absorbed by
the tentacle filling her mouth. To make matters worse, as the
tentacle absorbed her screams she was sure it was growing larger. As
the tentacle within her mouth swelled, her jaws ached and felt as
though they were going to snap.

Her
mouth was utterly full as well as much of her throat, there was
barely enough room for her to get air through her nose. Her cunt was
full, stretched out, and being stretched still more. The tentacular
penis filling it must have been as big around as a man's forearm
already and still growing. The second penis in her ass was still
burrowing its way deeper inside of her but was, at the same time,
expanding within her to fill all available space, stretching her
asshole out as it grew. 


Cthulhu
continued to fill her and soon the entirety of the lower nest of
tentacles was making its way towards her cunt. As they writhed
through the air towards her, Cthulhu once more forced her head to
where she could see what was occurring. She felt it as they touched
her, surrounding the tentacular penis invading her cunt. One of the
smaller ones paused and began to play with her clitoris. She felt a
sucker attach itself onto it and then pressure as it was stretched
larger and larger. At the same time the rest of the nest began to
work its way in around the main tentacle penetrating her cunt. She
felt herself stretch and give, stretch and give. Once they had
penetrated her she felt them begin to exert an outward pressure. Her
cunt was being stretched to ridiculous proportions and she didn't
care in the slightest since she was fuller than she thought she could
ever possibly be. 


Once
the tentacles had stretched her cunt to the size they desired, they
began to work on her pelvis. She could feel bones breaking, moving
and fusing back together inside of her as the smaller tentacles went
to work. They worked to expand her pelvis and her hips. A similar
pain began in her chest as the tentacle inserted through her mouth
began to enlarge her ribcage. She felt her hips and chest grow
larger, forced into the form chosen by the Dread Lord. 


The
pain was nearly overwhelming and she felt as though she should have
passed out but Cthulhu whispered something softly to her mind, over
and over, that prevented her from doing so. She couldn't make out
what it was he said with her conscious mind, but each time she
started to lose consciousness a strong jolt of fear sent adrenaline
racing through her altering system, preventing her from taking refuge
in temporary oblivion.

The
penis in her ass had stopped worming its way deeper inside of her
finally and had begun to simply swell. Her ass was filled quickly and
then she could feel herself stretching there as well. The now nearly
unnoticed burning sensation that had been heading that way continued
into the stretched out area. A short, stabbing burn similar to the
two she had already felt made itself known in her ass. Almost
immediately thereafter there was a similar feeling in her cunt and
then in her mouth. She was being made over and had absolutely no
control over it. She loved the feeling of being used, filled, made
into something that she was not by the desire of another
consciousness.

Her
jaw cracked mightily and the tentacle withdrew from her mouth.

Now
you can unhinge your jaw as a snake might to swallow its prey. No
man's penis will be too large for you to swallow.

There
was an uncomfortable silence as though Cthulhu were waiting for
something.

Are
you not grateful that I attempt to make it easier for to perform your
task?

“Dread
Lord Cthulhu, thank you.”

A
flurry of activity announced the withdrawal of the tentacular penis
and its accompanying tentacles from her cunt. 


Now,
no man shall be too large for you to take into your cunt and your
birth canal can expand to this size again for my Avatar to be born
without destroying you. My additions to your body will unconsciously
control that as needed.

“Lord
Cthulhu, I thank you again.”

With
a final burst of expansion the second penis began to withdraw from
her ass.

With
that you should be able to experience any sexual act to excess with
no damage to yourself.

“Dread
Lord Cthulhu, are you not to cum inside of me and fill me?”

That
honor shall not be yours. Now for the rest of the changes.

This
time, Jilly's screams rang out into the silent basement.
Simultaneously, the tentacles on her breasts, nipples, stomach,
waist, hips, ass, and thighs had tightened. Suction cups had attached
to her skin and there were pressures in every direction. Her breasts
expanded mightily, her nipples expanded even more so and they felt
the same short, stabbing burn that she had experienced repeatedly in
the inside of her body. Her stomach and waist were shrunk to a
smaller size than they had been. Her hips were expanded, ballooning
out to nearly a caricature of the 'perfect' female hips. Her ass
expanded as well, swelling and filling out behind her to a firm
bubble. Her thighs also grew, less so than her hips or ass but to the
point where they could conceivably match the luscious hips and ass
that were forming on her.

As
Jilly's screams rang in the air, she heard a banging on the upstairs
door to her house. As she continued to scream she heard the door
being slammed against repeatedly and finally breaking. As the sound
of the door slamming into the wall echoed through the house Cthulhu's
voice echoed in her head:

Nourish
my Avatar and you shall nourish yourself. Your form can possess any
man you want should you focus your desire upon them. The same
nourishment that feeds my Avatar will also make these alterations
become more yourself and less the constructs I have made them.
Assuage the emptiness within yourself with the cum of the human male
and all will be well. Should you not do so and by your neglect cause
me to appear again, things will go poorly for you.

One
last thing. Be sure to show your tape to my old friend Tempkins, if
you start the tape at a point in which my visage is visible he will
be a steadfast servant to you, as he once was to me.

As
he spoke in her mind, the solid form he had worn dissipated into a
greenish mist which seeped back into the center of her diagram and
sank into the stone of the floor.

Jilly's
screams were now of frustration as well, she wanted to be filled, she
needed someone to fill her with their cum and had assumed that
Cthulhu would do so. Frustration and agony filled her at his absence,
at the emptiness of all her orifices.






Chapter
5 – The Feeding Begins

Footsteps
pounded down the staircase into the basement. Jilly looked up and saw
a man, dressed only in pants. She recognized him as a neighbor, but
one that she had never spoken to before.

“Is
there something wrong ma'am? I heard screams and came rushing over.”

Jilly
stared at him as though she had never seen a man before. He had
obviously just thrown on a pair of pants and come charging to the
rescue. He hadn't even zipped the pants up and was commando beneath
them. She tried to lunge towards him but her newly altered body
didn't respond as she had anticipated and the lunge became a stagger.
The man caught her before she fell, but she remembered that she was
utterly nude when her breasts brushed against him. As he set her down
gently he tried, unsuccessfully, to avert his eyes from her nudity
and asked:

“Ma'am,
are you alright?”

Jilly
dropped to her knees, putting her face at a level with his open
zipper. She reached out quickly with her arms, they at least hadn't
been changed and reacted like they had before, and grasped either
side of the open zipper. Pulling to both sides she popped open the
fastener on his pants. She realized that they actually had been
changed and that she was much stronger than she had been when the
fabric at the base of the zipper tore also. She roughly pushed his
pants down to expose his cock. She leaned forward and sucked it into
her mouth, sighing with contentment as she did so.

“Ma'am,
I'm married!” exclaimed the man indignantly.

“I
don't care!” she said, drawing her mouth from his cock for a
moment and using the newfound strength in her arms to draw his pubic
area to her face. 


Despite
being married to someone else, his cock rapidly came to a full
erection. Jilly continued to suck it as hard as she could, she didn't
know what else to do to suck cock, she had never done it before in
her life. The man screamed as the pressure increased and she realized
that there might be a problem. If she hurt him too much he surely
wouldn't be able to cum, so she lessened the pressure she was using.
His screams subsided but she still wasn't happy. Releasing his cock,
she stood and pushed as hard as she could on his chest while placing
a foot behind his ankle. He fell onto his back and she swarmed atop
him. As she impaled her pussy with his cock, she heard a gasp of
ecstasy escape from his mouth.

“You're
married, do you want me to stop?”

“No,
no. Christ woman, you're as tight as a fourteen year old virgin and
those tits are spectacular. Why have I never noticed you around here
before?”

“I
dress to hide my figure, now shut up and cum inside of me.”

Jilly
discovered that it was much easier to fuck a man than suck a man. The
movement was much more natural to her and within a couple of minutes
she was being filled with his cum. The release from the intense
desire was almost immediate. Jilly took advantage of the moment of
clarity to analyze herself. Her new body had felt very light and
ethereal up until the man had cum inside of her. Now it felt more
solid, more real to her. She realized that she had a little bit
better control of it now as well. Throughout all of her musings, the
man lay beneath her, cock slowly wilting inside of her cunt. Now he
slid out.

“I'm
fine now, sir. Thank you for coming to see what was wrong. You have
no idea how much I needed that.”

“Okay
lady, you're a loon, but a stacked, tight loon so I won't say
anything. If you need this sort of help again let's make it later in
the day instead of four AM, huh? I gotta leave and head out for work,
you caught me getting ready for it.”

The
man pulled his pants up and scrambled, almost fearfully, back up the
stairs. Jilly sank into a little pile on the floor and began to cry.
This was not what she wanted with her life, this was nothing she had
ever considered doing with her life, but this now was her life. Her
thoughts remained logical and rational until one of the warm, wet
tears dripped off of her face and onto her nipple. At the contact,
she immediately became irrationally horny once again.

A
few minutes of masturbation later she heard a knock on the front
door. The young man must have secured it again on his way out. She
went upstairs to see who it was. 


“Who
is it?”

“It's
the Police ma'am, we had a report of a disturbance at this address,
can we come in?”

“Certainly,
just push, the door is broken.”

The
door swung open and Jilly saw two police officers. One was a
middle-aged man, the second a much younger one. The brief thought of
a rookie cop paired with an older cop for seasoning ran through her
head before the rest of her body took over. It didn't think, it just
saw two males that could sate her yearnings.

The
cops, on the other hand, saw a ravishing redheaded woman, totally
nude, who appeared to be in a slight disarray and quite flustered.
They were inside and the younger cop had swung the door shut  before
they had fully registered her appearance.

“Ma'am
is everything alright... Ummm ma'am, you're naked,” said the
rookie.

“Yes
officer, I am”

“Is
everything all right here? We had a report of screams and a possible
domestic disturbance. Plus your door has been broken open,”
said the more experienced officer.

“Everything
is fine, officer. Well, mostly. I had a visitor last night who left
me completely unsatisfied after teasing me all night. I'm afraid I
didn't realize how loud my screams voicing my frustration were.”

Jilly
had discovered that she could use her intellect, if she were using it
to further the goals of her body. So now, she'd be reduced to using
her brain to snare men if she wanted to use it at any time other than
immediately after sex. Her body was okay with that, despite the
misgivings of her brain. Her body viewed it as just another tool to
use to get what it wanted, just like her breasts and ass. It would
use whatever it could to get what it wanted.

“Ma'am,
you'll need to keep it down, okay?” said the older cop.

“I
can try sir, thank you for the warning. If you have a few minutes
could you help me out with that?”

Jilly
tried to put a helpless female look on her face. She'd seen many
women do it and it had always disgusted her but right now, if it
could help her land these two, she'd use whatever she had to.
Evidently she didn't get it quite right.

“Ma'am,
I think that might not be the best of ideas.”

Jilly
raised her voice a bit:

“But
officer, I don't want to scream and make a fuss. I just want
to relieve my frustrations and you could help me with that. You could
both help me with that at the same time if you liked, however you
liked.”

Jilly's
voice was getting quite loud by the end of her statement. The rookie
cop had a look on his face that said it all, he was hooked, he wanted
her. He kept glancing at the older cop though:

“C'mon
Frank, we got a coffee break coming up. Let's take it now. This'll
keep me awake a hell of a lot better than another cheap cup of
coffee.”

The
older cops rolled his eyes melodramatically:

“Alright
Al, I'll go call in a null disturbance and tell them we're taking a
break.”

The
older cop walked out through the front door, swinging it shut behind
him. Jilly took the rookie cop's hand and led him over to the couch.
She pushed him down on the couch, and knelt to unzip his uniform
pants. His cock was already erect and sprang out through the opening
as soon as she had pushed his underwear out of the way.

“Oh
look, frustration relief,” cooed Jilly. 


She
turned around and lowered herself onto his cock. She had been moist
right through since Cthulhu was done with her and now, catching a
glimpse, she realized that the slit of her cunt had that same
opalescent sheen she'd seen on his tentacles, she'd be ready for sex
at any time whatsoever from now on. She began riding Al roughly,
trying hard not to let him cum until Frank was back in. When she saw
the door start to swing open again, she pulled herself off of Al's
cock, repositioned herself, and drove his cock into her ass.

“Come
here Frank. I want your cock in my pussy while Al fills my ass,”
she said brazenly.

Frank
was mesmerized, watching her breasts bounce up and down as she rode
Al.

“Come
on Frank, aren't you supposed to serve and protect? Come serve my
pussy for me please.”

Frank
shook his head and strode forward:

“I
know I'm going to regret this, but I think I'd regret not doing it
even more.”

Frank
unzipped his pants and Jilly swiftly reached in and withdrew his
cock, it was only half erect. Jilly leaned forward and began to lick
it. She realized that her tongue was much more nimble than it had
been and started to play with it a little. She also realized that she
still really didn't know how to give head but that it wouldn't matter
this time, Frank was already hardening up.

“Scoot
forward Al, I need to give Frank an opening here,” she giggled
at her own pun.

Al
slid forward a little as she continued to ride him. She spread her
legs wide and pulled Frank in towards her. He penetrated her easily,
sliding straight in. Jilly just leaned back against Al now and let
them both have their way. Frank only lasted about five minutes but Al
stuck with her right until Frank came. She guessed that he felt Frank
cumming inside of her and that set him off. Within a minute or two
they were all done. She had tucked them back into their uniforms,
promised to not continue making a fuss, and sent them on their way. 


She
thought that it wouldn't surprise her if the rookie cop came around
when he was off-duty to make sure she was okay. She'd be okay with
that, he had cum a lot, filling her ass momentarily before it was
drained off into her body. She wouldn't mind a couple more loads like
that, but right now she had things to do.






Chapter
6 – Following Orders

Jilly
went downstairs, extinguished the candles, and grabbed the tape from
the video recorder. The incense had burned out long ago so she could
ignore that. She headed upstairs and dressed in the baggiest clothes
that she owned. Sooner or later some of her peers would realize that
her figure had changed dramatically, but she'd try to delay that for
as long as possible. She'd caught a glimpse of her face in the mirror
and she looked just like herself, only a little plumper, until she
got below the neck. Below the neck the changes were unmistakable.

She
popped the tape into the VCR and went scanning through it, looking
for the best full view of Cthulhu's face. She really wanted to know
what it was that Tempkins knew about Cthulhu and the best way she
could think of to find out was by doing what Cthulhu had said.

Once
she'd found what she considered the best shot of the Dread Lord, she
stopped the tape and ejected it. She quickly scanned through the
professors' directory to find where Tempkins lived. It was on her
side of town, fortunately, but farther out in an area with huge lots
accompanying each house. She grabbed her purse and keys and headed
for her car. 


Jilly
was in a rush, the two cops had sated her and as a result her
thinking was still clear. She wanted to confront Tempkins before her
thinking devolved back into that of a sex-crazed maniac. She drove as
quickly as she dared and arrived at his house before six AM.
Hopefully she could catch him not fully awake and get the jump on
him. She could feel her thoughts starting to slowly become befuddled
again, memories of the recent cocks that had impaled her intruded
into her thoughts repeatedly as she tried to concentrate. She kept
remembering being completely filled by Cthulhu and longing for more
of that as well. 


As
she pulled into Tempkins' driveway she noticed that the place was
odd. It was a tiny house, compared to the rest in the area, and
everything other than grass had been removed from anywhere within
nearly a hundred yards of it. The grass itself was exceedingly short,
kind of like a buzz cut for the lawn. She knew her rational thinking
time was coming to an end so she almost ran from her car to the house
and started pounding on the door.

Tempkins
answered the door about five minutes later. He was bleary eyed and
wore a bathrobe, thrown on hastily and loosely belted.

“What
do you want at this ungodly hour of the morning?” he exclaimed,
gaze cast down, head hanging wearily as though recovering from a
hangover or lack of sleep.

He
finally looked up at his visitor:

“Oh,
Professor Miskans, I'm sorry for snapping. But what do you need at
six in the morning?”

“May
I come in Professor Tempkins? I have something I have to show you, in
regards to your wanting to destroy the manuscript and its copies.”

“Certainly
my dear, if it is important enough to have you out here at this
ungodly hour, I'd love to know what it is.”

They
walked into the house, it was as tiny on the inside as it appeared on
the outside. There was a single hallway running the length of the
dwelling. Off of the hallway were five rooms; a kitchen, a bedroom, a
bathroom, an office, and a living room. Jilly spotted a TV along with
a VCR and DVD player in the living room and strode over to it. She
turned on the television and the VCR, sliding the tape into the
player.

“Professor
Tempkins, why do you want the manuscript destroyed?”

“My
dear, I've told you, that thing is unutterably dangerous.”

“Yes,
you've said that but not how or why, please explain.”

“No,
you'd never believe me even if I told you.”

“You
might be surprised Professor,” Jillian hit play on the remote
she had picked up, watching Tempkins face as the tape began to run.

A
look of unutterable horror passed across Tempkins' face as the screen
lit up. Almost immediately he dropped to his knees:

“Master,
you have found me. Forgive me master.”

He
seemed to listen intently to a voice that Jilly couldn't hear.

“I
know there is no forgiveness in you Master but you didn't outright
slay me.”

He
paused to listen once more:

“Yes
Master, I will do as you say.”

Tempkins
collapsed into a small pile on the floor. A mutter escaped the pile
he formed:

“The
Dread Lord says that I am to watch the entire tape and then he will
inform me of my fate. Please rewind it all the way.”

As
the tape ran Jilly could feel herself slipping away again, caught up
in the memories of what had occurred with Cthulhu. The memories
almost kept her sated, they did keep her sated enough that she didn't
jump Tempkins for his cock immediately. As they watched together, she
could hear the echoes of the thoughts Cthulhu had placed in her mind,
evidently Tempkins could hear them also since he commented on things
that Cthulhu had spoken only in her mind. Her shame and humiliation
was put on display for Professor Tempkins and she found, to her
horror, that her only reaction was to grow hornier and hornier as the
earlier scene played out on the television in front of her.






Chapter
7 - History

When
the tape came to the point that she had jumped her neighbor in the
basement, Tempkins went ahead and shut it off. He listened intently
to something that only he could hear for a moment and then his gaze
went to Jilly:

“Strip,
I need to fuck you so I can have a rational conversation with you.”

Jilly
complied immediately, she was nude in less time than it took for
Tempkins to remove his robe and the underwear beneath it. Tempkins
eyes' scanned her body from head to toe:

“The
Dread Lord still does impressive work I see. How do you want me to
take you?”

“
I still don't know
how to give a blow job,” Jilly sighed in dismay, “so my
cunt or ass, whichever you like.”

Tempkins
grabbed Jilly and roughly bent her over the arm of the couch. His
hand slid down to her cunt and, finding it slippery, he moved closer
and plunged his cock into her. His hands reached around her torso to
find her breasts. He fondled and massaged her breasts for a bit, then
focused on her nipples. Under the attention of his fingers her
nipples grew and grew, both longer and thicker. She could see them
herself and they appeared grotesquely large to her, easily the length
of her thumb and as thick around as a spool of thread.

“I
always did love that part,” commented Tempkins, “What the
Dread Lord does to nipples so that they can survive the attentions of
his young Avatars is exquisite. Remind me to suck on yours later
before they return to their smaller size.”

Tempkins
continued thrusting into Jilly's cunt over and over, Jilly was
ecstatic with his attentions, he'd already been doing her longer than
even Al had lasted and she could tell that the longer the fuck took
and the more cum she took in, the longer she could remain rational
after the fact. She groaned and sighed under him and when he removed
one hand from her nipples and moved it to her clitoris, she exploded
with pleasure, quite literally. A wave of moisture flew from her
pussy as she ejaculated, spraying all over Tempkins and his floor.
Shortly after, Tempkins withdrew his cock from her cunt and drove it
into her ass hard. He pumped away at her for another ten minutes in
her ass before finally grunting and unloading a decent sized load of
cum into her. He withdrew and helped her onto the couch. Then he
leaned in and began to suck on her nipples as he'd mentioned wanting
to do. Jilly could feel some sort of fluid oozing from them as he
sucked away and as soon as he got some of it in his mouth he sighed
with pleasure.

“Ahhh,
I missed that. Both fucking someone just because they needed it for
my Master's work and suckling on their nipples to receive the Milk of
the Master. I've been hiding from him for far too long, I suppose I
should thank you for bringing me back, even if it will cost me my
life.”

By
this time Jilly's brain had returned to rational thought:

“What
do you mean 'missed that'? What is the Milk of the Master? Why will
it cost you your life?”

“These
are all questions that were answered for me long ago. Let me tell you
a story, I'll make it short. A long time ago, more than two decades
now, I was a member of a Cult of the Dread Lord. We also came into
possession of instructions on how to summon the spirit of the Dread
Lord. It appeared almost identical to the manuscript you have now,
save it was chiseled into stone. A member of our group, Annie,
performed the ritual. She did it alone and without permission. She
claimed that her dreams made her do it. But she was changed just as
you have been, she too was bearing an Avatar of the Dread Lord, for
he wanted a physical hand to meddle in the mortal world once again. 


There
are more than just the Cults that know of, and believe in, the Great
Old Ones and the Elder Gods. There are other groups dedicated to
ridding the world of the Cults when and where they arise. One of them
got word of us before Annie had given birth to the Avatar. They
arrived in force and decimated our Cult. Two of us survived the
initial assault. The other died the following day when they tracked
her down. I alone survived and escaped. I vowed to disassociate
myself from the Dread Lord in hopes that they would cease hunting me.
Between that and the gift of madness I received from the Dread Lord I
have survived this long. You see, as he gave you nymphomania, he gave
me paranoia. I was to be the security for his Avatar as it grew in
Annie's womb. It seems that I have been given a second chance to
serve my Master.

That
is why I missed that, I happily provided Annie with sustenance as she
needed it back a long time ago. The Milk of the Master makes that
easier. When ingested by a human male it increases their potency in
many ways. It increases the size of their penis, the amount of cum
their body creates, the length of time they can fuck for before
cumming, and a few other things. The side effect is that the body
ages far faster when it has ingested the Milk. If you drink too much,
your body can age a year or more in a week. Hence, it shall be the
death of me. Our Master has informed me that I will be available to
you at any and all times as the Avatar gestates. He has informed me
that I am to sip the Milk of the Master at any time you want me to
service you and I am unable to do so otherwise. He has informed me
that I am to guard you and allow no harm to come to you. 


Because
of all this, I am sure that this will either be the death of me or
hasten my death along should I survive the experience. I am lucky
that our Master did not simply strike me dead upon finding me again
though so I shall not complain.

Do
you have any other questions?”

Jilly
was stunned at the amount of data she had just been fed, just by
asking:

“Only
one. Why are you being so co-operative?”

“Our
Master has informed me that if I do not do as he says then my death
will begin soon and be very, very slow and painful. But if I assist
you as he requires then I may have a chance to continue with life.
I've discovered, over the years, that I love life very much and am
loathe to discard it if I have even the slightest chance to retain it
instead. 


So,
irony has struck once again; a follower of the Dead Lord, He who
Shall Slay the World, He who shall kill all humans, will now help the
host of his Avatar stay alive until she bears the Avatar of the Dead
Lord. He shall do so that he may retain his own life. I shall be
preserving your life to preserve my own life on the orders of the
Dead Lord who will eventually slay the human race. Oh, how irony must
amuse the Great Old Ones, I know of nothing but irony that is as
perverse as they.”

“Enlightened
self-interest, that I can understand. Now what the hell do I do? I
keep leaping after every man I see.”

Well,
Annie said that the minimum number of sexual encounters she needed in
a day was five but that feeding on only five left her feeling very
edgy and not quite in control. She said that ten was a good level to
keep herself feeling mostly normal but more still was better.”






Chapter
8 – Future Plans

“Use
your brain woman, you're incredibly intelligent and should have
control over your faculties currently. You have a better body than
that of a Playboy Centerfold, more sex drive than your average
teenage boy, and enough brains to put the other two items to work for
you. I can think of two ways to take care of your needs without even
thinking hard.”

“Well,
what are they then? I've had a rather stressful night.”

“Where
do you work?”

“At
a university.”

“Need
I lead you by the hand? Who goes to the university?”

“Students.
Wait, are you saying I should fuck the male students?”

“It
is certainly a near unlimited resource for you. I doubt you'd find
more than two percent of the  male students on campus that would say
no to a romp with you as you are now.”

“Yes
and shortly after I started that, I'd no longer have a job on
campus.”

“Who
exactly would report you, and if you were reported who exactly would
fire you?”

“I
don't know, someone would find out. The Chancellor would fire me.”

“The
Chancellor is a male, I bet you could change his mind about that very
easily.”

“Sex
isn't the answer to everything!”

“Oh,
really?”

Tempkins
reached over and pinched one of Jilly's nipples, hard. She was
immediately horny, the feeling driving out all other thought:

“Sex
is the only answer to everything in your current condition. You must
rate it over job, home, anything... Annie said that when she got
enough cum she didn't even need to eat any more. It is everything to
you! You have a duty to the Master and you DO NOT WANT to fail the
Master, do you understand me?”

“Yes,
please fuck me now?”

Tempkins
shook his head, leaned in and sucked on her swollen nipples
momentarily, long enough to get just a drop of Milk. He sat there and
pulled her head into his lap:

“Suck
my cock this time. You can do the work.”

“I
don't know how,” she nearly whined.

“Well
then, follow my instructions and you will learn.”

It
took nearly an hour for Jilly to get Tempkins to cum. Tempkins
reassured her that it was just the Milk and that she had adequate
skills after the first half hour to get most men off quickly. Once
she had her next dose of cum, he resumed the discussion:

“Do
you understand now? If you don't get the sex you need, you'll end up
like that in the middle of campus and you will surely be fired. If we
are discrete and careful you can have five to ten students a day and
no-one will be the wiser. I have contacts in the physical education
department. I'll discuss with them some extra credit options for
their star athletes, we want the ones in the best physical condition.
I'll explain the situation to them with no names and only those who
consent will be sent along to you. We both have our own students who
come to us, privately, for help. I guarantee you'll have some
opportunities with yours and I'm a good gauge of my own students so I
can send some your way. If necessary, you can dress in a different
fashion than you do as a professor and attend some frat parties. You
will have opportunity and more for all the sex you'll need.


We will both need to
live here though. I cannot, quite literally cannot, live in a less
secure place due to my paranoia. You will need to be here so that I
can service you should the need arise.”

“Okay,
we'll try it your way.”

“Good,
now we need to shop and get you clothes that are similar to those you
used to own but cut in a way to hide your new figure as much as
possible. We'll also need to get anything you want from your place.
Finally, we both need to call in to work today, oh wait... Today's
Saturday, isn't it? Scratch that last but I will want to call the
physical education staff I know and have a little discussion. We can
spend the rest of the day after we get home letting you practice your
oral sex skills on me. Undoubtedly we can bag you a man or two while
we're out shopping also.”

“Ummm,
how? Also you said two easy ways, what's the second?”

“Dressing
rooms, rest rooms, and supply closets are all good quickie spots and
Annie always said that a quickie with a stranger got men off
incredibly fast. I'm sure that you don't have to worry about
diseases, the Dread Lord would have taken care of that. 


As
for the second method? Should you get fired from the university you'd
be able to make more money as a whore than you do now. All the while
getting what you need. I wasn't going to mention it since I didn't
think the option would appeal to you, but the option does exist.”

“You're
right, it doesn't appeal.”

“Okay
then, let's get going. This is how we'll do things right up until the
Avatar is born, we'll figure something out then if we make it that
far.”

As
Jilly tried to fall asleep that night she fingered her clit, trying
to relax enough to sleep. She remembered Cthulhu, the neighbor, the
two police officers, the two store employees that 'helped her try on
new clothes', the fast food worker, and the multiple sessions with
Tempkins. She got horny again just thinking about it all and rolled
over to bury Tempkins' cock in her throat. He woke just enough to get
a full erection, and sighed contentedly as he lay there half awake,
his cock buried in Jilly's throat.

In
her current state of mind Jilly was thinking that this really was the
good life and that she could get used to it very easily. Once she'd
finished Tempkins off and devoured his cum her mind cleared again,
she rolled over and quickly fell into a deep, dreamless, sleep.
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