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    For the Coven.
You know who you are. The ones who linger in the dark corners of the library and crave the stories that bite back. Consider this a forbidden morsel, crafted specifically for your voracious appetites.
Devour it.
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The vial had been whispering to her for weeks. Not in words, but in the way its contents pulsed softly against the glass, a slow, deliberate rhythm that matched her breath whenever she leaned close.

Vitra traced her fingers along the jar’s seal, her calloused fingertips lingering over the wax. She knew what she was doing. Knew, too, that the thing inside knew. The torchlight flickered, casting jagged shadows across the dungeon’s stone walls, but she didn’t need light to see the way the Slime shifted inside its prison, swirling like liquid emerald in response to her touch.

She cracked the seal.

The moment the air hit it, the Slime—Viscus—surged forwards in a deliberate, almost graceful arc. It flowed over her outstretched hands like warm honey, its surface shimmering with an inner light. The sensation was cool at first, then tingling, as if every nerve in her skin had been gently awakened. It curled around her fingers, testing, exploring, before sliding up her wrists with a quiet, questioning pressure.

Vitra gasped as Viscus coiled around her forearms, its gelatinous form pulsing with an almost electric anticipation. It didn’t just move—it listened, reacting to the hitch in her breath, the flutter of her pulse beneath her skin. The Slime’s surface rippled, its glow deepening to a molten jade as it slid higher, exploring the delicate hollow of her elbow with a reverent tenderness.

Then, with a move that stole her breath, it found the first brass clasp of her robe. The metal groaned faintly as the Slime seeped into the intricate mechanism, its form shifting to mimic the exact shape of the locking mechanism. A twist, a click—and the first clasp gave way. Vitra shuddered as the heavy fabric sagged open, exposing the pale curve of her collarbone to the dungeon’s damp air. Viscus didn’t pause. It flowed to the next clasp, then the next, a slow, deliberate unraveling that felt like a sacrament.

By the time the last clasp released, her robe was nothing but a pool of fabric at her feet. The Slime hesitated then, its mass quivering against her sternum, as if waiting for permission. Vitra laughed—a breathless, giddy sound—and arched into it. "Yes," she whispered, and that was all the invitation it needed.

Viscus surged upwards, enveloping her breasts in a slick, weightless embrace. The sensation was unlike anything she’d imagined: cool at first, then warming to match her body heat, its surface alive with tiny, undulating patterns that teased her nipples into stiff peaks. She moaned, tangling her fingers in its shifting form, and the Slime responded by thickening around her, molding itself to the swell of her curves with possessive adoration.

Vitra shuddered as Viscus slid higher, its slick mass gliding over her ribs with an almost sentient curiosity. The Slime pulsed in deliberate, rhythmic waves that mirrored the frantic thrum of her own heartbeat beneath her skin. She could feel it learning her, mapping the dips and curves of her body with an intelligence that went beyond mere mimicry. When it reached the peak of her breasts, it didn’t just envelop them—it shaped itself, forming a perfect, molten cradle around each one, its surface alive with tiny, undulating ripples that teased her nipples into aching hardness.

Then it did something that made her gasp: it thinned itself, stretching into translucent tendrils that spiraled delicately around her areolas, tightening just enough to send a jolt of pleasure straight to her core. Vitra arched into the sensation, her fingers digging into the edge of the worktable behind her. The Slime responded instantly, its form quivering against her skin like a struck chord, and she realized with a dizzying thrill that it wasn’t just reacting to her—it was anticipating her. Every hitch of her breath, every twitch of her muscles, it catalogued and answered with eerie brilliance.

She barely had time to process that revelation before Viscus was moving again. It slid down her stomach in a slow, sinuous wave, its surface shimmering with an inner luminescence that cast eerie green reflections across the dungeon walls. When it reached the waistband of her undergarments—the last barrier between them—it paused, its mass vibrating with something that felt suspiciously like... reverence. Vitra laughed breathlessly, her hips canting forwards of their own accord. "Yes," she murmured, running a hand through its gelatinous form, her fingers sinking into its warmth. "Take it all."

The Slime needed no further encouragement. It seeped beneath the fabric, not tearing, dissolving the material thread by thread until the last scrap of cloth fell away in tattered ribbons. The moment her bare skin met the open air, Viscus surged upwards, coiling around her thighs in thick, possessive loops. Its touch was cooler now, almost bracing, and Vitra realized with a shudder that it was mimicking the temperature of her own arousal, adjusting itself to her body’s needs with exhilarating accuracy.

Vitra exhaled sweetly as the wooden edge of the worktable dug into her lower back—a grounding counterpoint to the slithering heat rising between her thighs. She arched, letting her legs fall open in shameless invitation, her fingers gripping the table's edge hard enough to leave crescents in the wood. Viscus didn’t hesitate. Its mass rippled with purpose, the glowing green fluid condensing into something thicker, denser, as it surged up the inside of her legs.

The first touch was a revelation. Not a tentative probe, but a deliberate, slick press against her core—broad and inescapable, yet impossibly malleable. Vitra gasped as the Slime reshaped itself in real time, its surface alive with microscopic undulations that mapped every contour of her anatomy with exhilarating perfection. It wasn’t just mimicking a tongue; it was perfecting one, sculpting itself into a textured, pulsing appendage that fit her like a second skin.

Then it moved.

A slow, sinuous thrust that dragged against her clit on the way in, then curled just so inside her, pressing against a spot that made her vision flicker. Vitra cried out in bliss, her hips jerking off the table, but Viscus held her down with effortless strength, its tendrils looping around her thighs like living restraints. Viscus molded itself to Vitra's form, encompassing the entirety of her heated flesh, inside and out, containing her with a gentle yet exhilarating pressure. The rhythm it set was rapturous—deep, rolling strokes that left no inch of her untouched, each movement calibrated to wring another ragged moan from her throat.

The texture changed mid-thrust. Smooth became ridged, then smooth again, then something else entirely—a swirling, ribbed pattern that spiraled against her inner walls and clit in a way that shouldn’t have been possible but was.

The Slime didn’t just move—it learned. With each pulse, each undulation against her sensitive flesh, Viscus refined itself, adapting to the way Vitra’s breath hitched when it curled just beneath her clit, or how her thighs trembled when it dragged a slow, thick path along her inner walls. It wasn’t merely mimicking pleasure; it was inventing it, crafting sensations that shouldn’t exist outside of her wildest fantasies.

Vitra’s back arched off the table as Viscus thickened inside her, its surface rippling with a thousand tiny, teasing ridges that shifted unpredictably. One moment it was smooth as oil, the next it was a labyrinth of raised patterns that spiraled against her in a rhythm that defied logic. She gasped, her toes curling against the stone floor, as the Slime did something impossible—it split inside her, one tendril plunging deeper while another coiled around her clit, vibrating at a frequency that sent shocks of pleasure radiating up her spine.

The sensation was everywhere at once, and Viscus didn’t relent. It pressed closer, its mass surging up her torso like a living tide, enveloping her breasts again in a slick, pulsating embrace. The dual stimulation was rapturous—her hips bucked, caught between the Slime’s relentless thrusts and the way it lapped at her nipples with a divine perfection. She could feel it everywhere, inside and out, a living paradox of cool and heat, pressure and yielding softness.

Then it changed again. The appendage inside her thickened abruptly, swelling to fill her completely, its surface morphing into a series of slow, rolling waves that massaged her from within. Vitra’s vision whited out as the Slime curled around some deep, untouched spot, its rhythm stuttering into something erratic, almost hungry. It wasn’t just pleasuring her—it was consuming her reactions, drinking in every twitch, every whimper, as if her pleasure were its own.

Viscus shuddered against her, its form flickering between solid and liquid as it surged higher, wrapping around her throat in a possessive loop. Not tight enough to restrict—just enough to make her pulse hammer against its gelatinous hold as it continued to fuck into her below
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