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"But Mother—" 

"Hush, now, Noah, my love," his mother shushed him, placing her hand in the small of his back and urging 
him forward against the chilly evening sea-breeze. 

Looking furtively over her shoulder and adjusting her cloak, she bade her son hurry along home as the 
streetlamps flickered and sputtered in the humid air. She breathed a sigh of relief as their small house came 
into view. Only a hundred paces to go, she thought to herself, and then she and her son would be safe for 
the night. The cultists didn't usually snatch people from their homes. Glancing to the left and right, she 
forced herself to breathe and reassured herself that there were no darkened alleys left, no places for the 
shadowy figures to appear from. She was safe, and so was her son. 

And then they appeared. 

Garbed in blood-red robes, six figures appeared, seemingly out of nowhere. Two stood on either side of 
the doorway to their house—that vital portal to safety. Two stood on the sides of the narrow street ahead 
of the woman and her son, and two stood nearer to the middle of the street and were already advancing 
toward them. 

"Noah, run!" the woman cried. 

"But—" 

"RUN!" 

The boy looked around, panicked and bewildered, but with a shove from his mother back the way they 
came, he darted off, blindly sprinting away from the figures as fast as his ten-year-old legs would carry him. 

"You heathen heretics!" the woman cried, standing her ground as the figures rushed up to her, "You've 
ruined Innsmouth! The dark horrors we face are all because of you!" 

"Sleep, Agnes of Innsmouth," a voice hissed. 

The woman felt an inhumanly cold, wet, and sticky hand pressed to her face, but before she could even 
flinch away, she felt sleep overtaking her. 

N–no. My son...Noah, I–I must...stay...awake. 

"Did you get the boy?" another voice seethed. 

"He did not get far," someone replied. 

"Good. Take them to the ritual hall." 

************* 

Agnes awoke with a start, the last events before she passed out coming to her and startling her violently 
awake. Instinctively trying to move her arms, she gasped in horror on realizing that she could move neither 
her arms nor her legs. A cool chill brushed over her body, and she shivered, realizing that not only was she 
restrained, she was naked. Swallowing and breathing hard, she whipped her head to the sides, trying to 
find her son. 

"N–Noah?" she called. "Noah?!" 

"M–Mother?" 

Hearing his mother's voice, Noah awoke to find himself likewise naked and restrained, spread-eagled on 
his back on a hard surface with his legs spread uncomfortably wide. Above him, he recognized the ceiling 
of city hall, its rafters familiar to him as he spent much time looking at them during the dreadfully boring 
trials his mother insisted he attend with her. 

"Noah! Are—are you okay?" 

His mother's voice seemed to come from above his head—behind him, maybe?—but try as he might, he 
couldn't turn his head in a way that would let him see her. He shivered. 

"I'm cold," he said, "And I can't move." 
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"Me, too, Son," his mom panted, swallowing hard and trying to maintain her composure for her son's sake. 
"Just—just say your prayers, and everything will be all right." 

They both gasped as the heavy wooden doors squeaked and swung open. 

"W–who's there?" Agnes cried. "What do you want?" 

As if in response, a great many voices began chanting over and over again.  

"Taken the Third One; it shall be done!"  

The chant resonated in so many throats that Agnes realized with a sinking feeling that the chanters had 
been in the room the whole time, concealed by the shadows at the periphery of the room. 

As the door creaked ominously shut, Agnes and Noah could hear a sliding, shuffling sound advancing 
towards them. All the while, the chanting continued. Though whispered, the chant contained all the 
exhortation and drive of a drumbeat pounded with mighty mallets. The two restrained humans struggled, 
straining their eyes and craning their necks to at least see what horrible thing it was that was advancing on 
them. 

The chanting got louder and sped up, now spoken, yet perfectly articulated. A figure moved into the 
periphery of mother and son's vision, and their heads turned to stare at it, transfixed and horrified as the 
lights overhead revealed the massive, bulbous, fishy head of a Deep One. Agnes let out an involuntary, 
terrified yelp on seeing him, her worst fears confirmed. Noah, hearing his mother's cry, whimpered and 
trembled all over. He had heard of the fish-men before, but his mother had deliberately sheltered him from 
the scary tales and rumors of the horrible things they supposedly did. 

"Taken the Third One; it shall be done!" 

The chanting continued to accelerate and crescendo as the Deep one stepped closer into view.  

He wore no clothes. Standing to Agnes's right and Noah's left, his bulging, fishy eyes stared both 
everywhere and nowhere at once from his big, gray, rubbery head. His lips were parted slightly as he 
breathed, revealing a mouthful of closely packed, very sharp teeth. He had no nose to speak of; the front 
of his face protruded out like a fish's, and catfish-like whiskers drooped from the corners of his mouth. A 
folded-back fin projected from the base of his skull, disappearing behind his humanoid—through gray and 
rubbery—shoulders. 

From the neck down, he looked like a human, though the gray, rubbery coating extended down to his chest 
and all the way down to his fingers, which were tipped with short claws rather than fingernails. His shoulders, 
biceps, and chest were powerfully built, but the latter extended down to a pale, humanoid potbelly that hung 
down over and partially concealed his genitals. What Agnes could see of his genitalia, though, could not be 
remotely described as human. Knowing the legends of what the Deep Ones would do, she alternately 
craned her neck to see what was hidden below that potbelly and looked away as fear and curiosity vied 
with modesty for control in her mind. 

Below the creature's waist was a pair of human legs, but below the developed buttocks and thighs, the rest 
of the creature's body disappeared lower than Agnes could see. The Deep One's non-fish parts might have 
looked ordinary enough on their own, but their sickly-pale color lent an almost deathlike quality to them. 

As the figure drew near to the two horizontal St. Andrew's crosses to which the humans had been strapped, 
Agnes began to lose her composure. 

"Who are you?" she cried. "What do you want?" 

The figure looked at her, its face bland and expressionless, then turned to look at her son, smiled, and 
walked towards him. 

"No!" Agnes shrieked, thrashing against her restraints. "No! Take me! Leave him alone; he's just a boy! You 
can't—" 

She cut off abruptly, gasping as she saw a scar on the back of the creature's shoulder. Though it was crude 
and irregular, she could just make out the shape of a jagged uppercase 'A', the horizontal member slightly 
wider than it should be to join the two diagonal components. 
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"S–Stephen?" she whispered. 

The figure's head turned abruptly to her, his eyes narrowing as he moved away from the child and advanced 
on her. 

STEPHEN IS DEAD, the creature replied, his voice both deep and hollow, like a church-bell tolling out a death-
knell. I AM G'NAIUOK NOW. 

"S–Stephen? He—but, he died a long time ago, in a shipwreck," Agnes said, tears coming to her eyes as 
she recollected witnessing the ship crash into the rocks and sink before her eyes. 

NO. I JUST WENT HOME. I HAVE TAKEN THE THIRD ONE— 

"Taken the third one; it shall be done!" the chanters echoed. 

—AND I HAVE RETURNED TO FULFILL MY PROMISE. 

"Taken the third one; it shall be done!" 

THIS BOY...WHAT IS HIS NAME? 

"Oh, Stephen," Agnes wept, her body writhing as she tried to reach out to him but was prevented by the 
cuffs around her wrists and ankles. "What has become of you? Why are we here? Please, let us go!" 

THE BOY! the fish-man pressed sharply. WHAT IS HIS NAME? 

"Don't hurt him, Stephen!" Agnes cried. "He's your son! His name is Noah, and he is your son. Leave him 
alone, Stephan! He is innocent in all this!" 

NOAH, the fish-man replied, smiling with his creepy fish-mouth as if some part of the creature's humanity 
had awakened at hearing the word. A GOOD NAME, A FINE NAME. 

He turned away from Agnes, whose continued beseeching fell on deaf ears, and went around the table to 
stand between his son's wide-spread legs. 

DO NOT BE  AFRAID, he said, though Noah's whole body shivered on seeing his fearsome face. 

Reaching down, the creature grazed his fingers and claws over his son's young, smooth abdomen. Noah 
shivered even harder.  

As the Deep One's fingers reached up to caress his son's blond hair, he said, IT SEEMS I'VE COME AT JUST 

THE RIGHT TIME. A BEAUTIFUL SON; YOU WILL PLEASE DAGON GREATLY. 

"NO!" Agnes shrieked. "That hell-spawn has already taken my husband; he cannot have my son, too!" 

The Deep One smirked. YOU WILL PLEASE HIM GREATLY, TOO, he replied ominously.  

Turning his attention back to his son, he let his fingers trail down lower, grazing over the boy's groin before 
gently cupping his recently-descended scrotum. 

HAVE YOU MADE YOUR FIRST MILK, YET? he asked. 

"You sick pervert!" Agnes yelled, thrashing against her restraints. "No, he hasn't 'made his first milk'! Guh, 
the words taste vile in my mouth!" 

SO MUCH THE BETTER. DAGON WILL BE TRULY, DEEPLY PLEASED, AND YOU, MY SON, WILL RECEIVE HIS BLESSING 

FOR EVERY ONE OF HIS OFFSPRING YOU HELP PRODUCE. 

The cultists, whose unwavering chant had never ceased, now began to say, "Be like the father, turning the 
son!" as the Deep One ran his clawed fingers over the boy's belly, chest, and nipples once more. 

"Stephen, stop!" Agnes wailed, tears streaming from her eyes. "Don't do this!" 

MY NAME IS G'NAIUOK! the creature roared. BE SILENT UNTIL YOU ARE NEEDED! DAGON HAS NO TIME OR PATIENCE 

FOR THE WAILS OF IGNORANT MOTHERS! 

Agnes gasped, her eyes bulging as her voice went mute. Her lips moved, begging for him to stop, for 
someone to help her, but no sound came forth. 
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"Be like the father, turning the son; be like the father, turning the son!" the cultists continued, the room 
reverberating with their pulsating chant. 

"Stimulate!" a voice cried, its tone and pitch modulated by divine (or hellish) ecstasy. 

With Agnes silenced, G'naiuok turned his full attention to his son. Using one hand to lightly graze his son's 
nipples, he reached down with the other hand to stroke the underside of the boy's balls. Noah gasped, the 
feeling strange and tickling, yet strangely pleasurable in an awkward, uncomfortable kind of way. His four-
and-a-half-foot frame squirmed, his wrists and ankles straining against the leather cuffs that firmly affixed 
him to the cross, yet he couldn't quite tell whether to squirm away from the odd sensations or to squirm 
towards them.  

"Mother? Mommy?" he cried out, bewildered and uncertain. 

"Be like the father, turning the son!" was the only response as his so-called father continued to stroke him. 

Something slimy, sticky, and warm began to ooze from the Deep One's fingers as he ran them up and down 
the boy's body. The warm feeling was at first comforting, but it continued to get warmer as time passed and 
began to sting and burn. Noah whimpered uncomfortably, then began to cry as the ichor burned his skin. 
All the while, the strange, unfamiliar feelings and the persistent chanting continued, making him feel an 
even more confusing mishmash of pleasure and pain at the same time. 

"Masturbate!" an ecstatic voice cried amid the droning chant. 

G'naiuok's unblinking stare intensified as he grasped his son's uncut penis and ran his ichor-dripping fingers 
up and down his flaccid foreskin. The warm feeling the ichor left made Noah's penis tingle, and for a 
moment, the discomfort and burning all vanished, and all he felt was that strange tingling. As the Deep One 
lightly pinched the virginal flesh and pulled downwards, Noah gasped and rocked his hips forward, feeling 
the tingling, prickly sensation spreading to his small, hairless sack. 

"M–mommy?" he panted, "It—it feels weird!" 

"Be like the father, turning—" 

"Stimulate!" 

"Masturbate!" 

His small, flaccid penis swelled, growing to three inches long and about an inch in diameter. Little droplets 
of thin, slippery fluid Noah had never seen before pooled on his tip and drooled down to his belly as his 
body writhed against the hard wood under him. Yet as titillating as all of that felt, he felt growing discomfort 
all over his body, anywhere the fish-man's hands had touched. Pale, healthy skin began to turn gray, its 
supple, smooth surface thickening, becoming rubbery, and itching fiercely. Despite the pleasure he felt in 
his groin, the changes elsewhere were beginning to overwhelm him. He moaned in discomfort, biting his 
lip and then gritting his teeth as the itching intensified and spread like a terrible case of poison ivy. 

The boy abruptly shrieked, his hands desperately trying to claw at his neck as four scratches appeared on 
each side, the skin tearing apart as they deepened and opened up, merging with his windpipe to become 
gills. When he breathed, his new gills alternately opened and closed, just like his father's. The itching on 
his chest had abated, the skin there now completely gray, but the itching had spread down his arms and 
up his neck. 

"Be like the father, turning the son; turning the son; turning the son; turning the son!" the chanters were now 
yelling, the room booming with the chants of a hundred voices at the top of their lungs.  

Even if Agnes had been able to cry out for help, no one would have heard her. 

"Masturbate!" a frenzied voice shrieked. 

Despite the changes and pain, Noah's penis had gotten and remained as hard as the ten-year-old could 
muster, and G'naiuok's ministrations had intensified, rubbing the little foreskin up and down vigorously. 
Strange but ecstasy-inspiring sensations coursed through the boy's body, dulling the pain as his penis itself 
began to change shape. The foreskin caught on his shaft and then melted into it. The based fused with his 
scrotum, widening and pushing his young, as-yet unspent balls into his abdomen, and the tip stretched out, 
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tapering to a fine, prehensile point. Feeling the change in his clawed hand, the Deep One changed from 
vigorously stroking to rhythmically squeezing, setting up waves of compression starting with his pinkie and 
moving up to his index finger before repeating the motion over and over. Now actively thrusting into his 
father's hand, his surprisingly dexterous penis grasping desperately at the hand that pleasured it, Noah's 
mind was focused entirely on achieving whatever it was his penis seemed to want.  

The sensation was completely unlike anything he'd ever felt. It was like a tickle, yet it left him wanting more. 
It was like a massage, but it did the opposite of relax him. And, the feeling seemed to move around. He felt 
it in his penis, a desire that actually felt hot, a painless burning. He felt it in his balls, a twitching fullness...or 
a–a heaviness of sorts. He felt it in his nipples, a tingling, a weird buzzing sensation. He felt it in his back, 
like goosebumps running from the tip of his tailbone up to the base of his head. He felt it like a buzzing in 
his lips. It seemed to come and go without any warning or hint as to where it was going next. The myriad 
sensations playing all over his body left him constantly on edge, constantly delighted as they moved from 
place to place, yet every sensation left him desperately wanting more. It was as if every sensation he felt 
was urging him on, driving him...but, to what? 

And all the while, there was the constant, driving drone of the cultists shouting, "Turning the son! Turning 
the son! Turning the son," as if even they were in on the sensations he was experiencing, as if they were 
the ones making him want more and more of his father's touch. 

Claws sprouted from Noah's fingers, and a fin sprouted from his back. Yet as painful as the erupting of 
sharp bone through delicate skin should have been, Noah's attention was completely wrapped up in those 
tantalizing sensations. 

Noah gasped as the sensations suddenly changed. Like stepping off a treadmill, he felt himself suddenly 
moving rapidly towards...something. He still wasn't sure what it was his body was driving him towards, yet 
whatever it was, he suddenly felt it getting closer. The buzz in his lips intensified. The goosebumps stopped 
racing up his back and stood still, chilling him all over. His nipples began to tingle so fiercely that he felt it 
in his balls, which suddenly felt very heavy and painfully full, as if they were about to pop. The feeling 
merged with the warm tickle in his penis, which suddenly got harder than he'd ever felt it before. Whatever 
his body was striving towards, it felt painfully close, as though he'd been walking towards a wall of fire and 
had stopped in the middle of the flames. 

His breath caught, his mouth gaping like a fish out of water.  

"A–ah! M–Mommy! Augh! Something's happening!" he managed. 

He would have squeezed his eyes closed, but his eyes now lacked lids. His hips thrust into the air, and a 
stream of cum—his first ejaculate—spurted into the air, arced high overhead, and rained down on the floor 
around him and his mother. He let out an ecstatic, relieved moan as his body released all that tension it 
had been building. Then he spurted again, and his mind swam. He had never known that feeling so 
desperate could suddenly feel so good. In all his life, he'd never experienced such pleasure, such intensity. 

"Turning the son!" The cultists concluded, then abruptly fell silent, and the room was deathly still, save for 
the pulsing sound of cum streaming out the opening of Noah's dolphin-like penis. 

"Ahh," Noah gasped, his hips collapsing on the bench. Sweat dripped from his humanoid parts; the rest of 
him could not sweat. 

"M–my son," Agnes croaked, her voice abruptly returning to her. "What have they done to you?" 

"M–Mm–Mother?" Noah asked, his mind hazy and his lips feeling awkwardly out of place. 

"N–Noah?! Are you okay?" 

"I–I feel funny," Noah replied. "Like, kinda...happy, but also...kinda...sleepy?" 

YOU'D BEST GET USED TO THAT FEELING, SON, G'naiuok chuckled fishily. YOU WILL SOON FEEL THAT WAY VERY 

OFTEN. 

"What did you do to him, you monster?!" Agnes cried. "Let me see my son! You cannot keep me here like 
this! Have you no pity?!" 
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She continued her lamentations as several figures, garbed in the same blood-red robes as the ones in the 
street, advanced on her, undid a latch beneath the cross on her, and flipped her up vertically. 

Gasping, she looked out around the room to see what must have been a hundred people, all hooded and 
robed and looking right at her. Remembering that she was naked, her face burned with humiliation as she 
vainly tried to close her legs, to preserve any degree of modesty. But, the cross was cruel, its restraints 
leather and iron, and it would not permit her to hide her shame. 

Yet as terrible as it was being exposed for what was probably most of the town to see, the greater shock 
came when the hooded figures turned her around to see her former husband and son, both of them 
converted to fish-headed monsters. 

"Augh!" she wailed, tears coming immediately to her eyes.  

Her mouth hung agape and quivering, her mind overcome with grief as she saw her boy—her beautiful boy, 
and her salvation after her husband died—lying there on the table, his gills—his gills!—flapping open and 
closed, his beautiful, unblemished skin turned to gray rubber, and his penis—one she'd wiped and carefully 
cleaned when he was a baby—turned into some kind of twisted, writhing abomination in his father's hand. 

Her head and upper body sagged, and she stared at the floor. She could not look at her son; she could not 
look at her husband. She certainly could not face those robed figures. 

"H–h–how could you?" she whispered. 

IT IS THE WILL OF DAGON— 

"Dagon's will be done!" the cultists said. 

—AND I AM SWORN TO PROLIFERATE HIS PROGENY. THAT WAS MY VOW, AND HE WILL HOLD ME TO IT. 

"But, your son? He has made no vows! How can you—" 

I PLEDGED MYSELF, MY FIRSTBORN, AND MY WIFE TO HIM, G'naiuok said pointedly. THAT IS WHY YOU ARE HERE. 

"You pledged me?!" Agnes screeched. "You had no right, Stephen! I did not pledge myself, and I do not 
consent to this. Your son does not consent to this, to live his life as a–a–a freak! Just look at him! Look at 
yourself, you—" 

Her lips continued to curse him, but her voice was abruptly silenced once more. 

REST ASSURED, HE WILL NOT SPEND MUCH TIME LIKE THIS. DAGON HAS FAR MORE IMPORTANT PLANS FOR OUR SON. 
THIS...WAS ONLY A STEPPING-STONE. 

Agnes protested silently as the cultists began to whisper, "Augment the penis, one with the father, one with 
the son." 

She continued her silent protestations as the cultists turned her around and laid her cross flat again. Unable 
to see, unable to shout in protest, she could only listen in anguish as fearsome sounds came from her 
former husband and her son. 

O DAGON, GOD OF THE OCEANS, FATHER OF OUR KIND, I, G'NAIUOK OF INNSMOUTH, STAND BEFORE YOU HAVING 

TAKEN THE THIRD ONE— 

"Taken the Third One; it has been done!" 

I PROMISED YOU FIRST, O MIGHTY DAGON, THAT I WOULD USE THE POWER YOU HAVE GIVEN ME TO REMAKE MY 

SON IN YOUR IMAGE— 

"Be like the father; turning the son: it has been done!" 

AND NOW, O DAGON, I FULFILL MY FIRST PROMISE TO YOU. 

"Augment the penis: one with the father, one with the son!" the cultists resumed whispering. 

THIS WILL HURT, MY SON, BUT I PROMISE YOU THAT YOU WILL RECEIVE A LIFETIME OF PLEASURE FOR YOUR 

SACRIFICE. 
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Noah's fish-eyes could not widen—they lacked those muscles—but their already large, bulging size 
accurately captured the terror he felt at being told that he was to be sacrificed and that it was to hurt. 

"Mommy!" he wailed, his body quivering in terror as the six-foot-tall Deep One above him stuck his hand 
below his pot-belly and at last revealed his own penis.  

About eight inches long and tapered just like his son's, G'naiuok's penis flared at the base to around three 
inches in diameter, curved sharply upward and tapering down to a little over an inch in diameter at the tip. 
Already a thick bead of pre had formed at the tip and was drooling down the underside. Standing above 
Noah, G'naiuok grasped his son's buttock in his hand and slid his finger along the boy's inner thigh, arcing 
inward to press it against the exposed, virginal anus. The fish-man sighed, hesitating as Noah flinched on 
feeling the pressure against his uninitiated orifice. 

One of the robed figured hurried forward. The fish-man turned to look at him, then lowered his head to listen 
to what the cultist had to say. 

"My lord, you must not delay!" a voice whispered urgently. 

I AM NOT DELAYING; I AM...CONSIDERING HOW TO EASE THE PAIN. 

The robed figure shook its head violently. 

"My lord, the boy must suffer for his mother's impertinence! Dagon commands it!" 

BUT THE MOTHER IS RIGHT; THE BOY IS INNOCENT! THE MOTHER WILL SUFFER PLENTY WHEN THE TIME IS RIGHT. 

"Dagon commands it, my lord! You must follow His wishes!" 

G'naiuok sighed heavily and glanced at his son, who looked up fearfully, mercifully too far out of earshot to 
know what was about to happen to him. G'naiuok took a deep breath and nodded. 

VERY WELL. DAGON'S WILL BE DONE. 

"Dagon's will be done," the cultist replied, then hurried back to join the others. 

The fish-man swallowed hard as he pressed the tip of his penis against his son's anus. Noah let out an 
uncertain, uncomfortable whimper and shifted uncomfortably as his father made sure he was pressed firmly 
and tightly against the opening. 

I'm sorry, Son, he thought to himself. 

Clenching his jaw, he shoved forward sharply. His penis found its mark and forcibly shoved itself into his 
son's ass. The poor boy shrieked in pain, his limbs stretching the restraints around them and shaking in 
fear and anguish as the larger male's penis buried itself to the hilt, stretching the young flesh excruciatingly 
thin and almost to the point of tearing as he entered. 

Yet implicit in the cultist's warning was the unstated directive that a single shove would not adequately 
satiate Dagon; the boy would have to suffer until his transformation was nearing completion. Only then 
would Dagon show him His mercy. G'naiuok had risked incurring the god's wrath in his hesitation—hence 
the hurried warning—and he would not be responsible for making his son suffer more on his behalf. He 
pulled back his hips, at first thinking to stop with the tip of his prick inside his son's throbbing ring, but then 
resigning himself to doing it right. He pulled out the rest of the way and lined himself up again. 

He shoved forward sharply again. His penis, not quite properly aligned, bent, yanked on his son's flesh, 
and then snapped inside, straightening out and penetrating deeply into the boy's innards. Noah wailed in 
agony, sweat pouring from his lower body and his dolphin-like member going flaccid. 

"Augment the penis: one with the father, one with the son!" the cultists continued, their voices slowly rising. 

Pulling back again, the Deep One shoved forward once more with greater force than before. Noah's body 
went limp as the pain overwhelmed his young senses, yet G'naiuok knew this was not the time for 
tenderness. He slammed into his son's body over and over again, the ten-year-old barely conscious as his 
mother wept silently for him on her cross. 
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The speed and intensity of G'naiuok's thrusts increased with the speed and volume of the chanters, the 
Deep One and the cultists seemingly spurring each other on. The cross shook with each thrust and 
continued to shudder with aftershocks between thrusts. 

"Inseminate!" a voice cried. 

G'naiuok gasped and sped up his thrusts even more. If he was to do as Dagon commanded, he would need 
to achieve ejaculation, and to do that, the sensations his son's anus elicited would have to overcome the 
sadness the Deep One felt at treating his son so roughly. 

O Dagon, grant me strength! he quietly prayed. 

Thrusting harder and faster, his hips a blur and his son's ass bouncing and vibrating as though riding a 
jackhammer, he felt a twinge in his groin and offered a silent prayer of thanks. 

"Augment the penis: one with the father, one with the son!" 

"Inseminate!" 

As if on cue, G'naiuok cried out and spurted a hot, thick stream of semen into his son's anus. Continuing to 
stroke in and out, he felt his gonads dump spurt after spurt into the boy, ensuring the boy's entire passage 
was thoroughly coated with its essence. 

"Augment the penis: one with the father, one with the son!" the voices cried. 

MY SON, G'naiuok panted. MY SON, IT IS TIME. YOUR DESTINY AWAITS. COME UNTO ME 

Grasping his son's flaccid penis, he began to squeeze it as he had before, waking the lad from his pain-
induced stupor and presenting him with a much more bearable alternative. 

Yet as his father spoke, Noah felt the hot fluid inside him burning his flesh just as the ichor from his father's 
hands had done to his skin. Heat and pain coursed through his body. A sudden, sharp muscle cramp in his 
abdomen would have doubled him over if he weren't tied down, and he let out a piteous moan. 

COME UNTO ME, MY SON! PLEASE! G'naiuok cried, his rhythmic squeezing intensifying around his son's penis. 

A sudden twinge in Noah's gonads abruptly silenced him. His mouth opened in ecstasy as he felt himself 
about to ejaculate for the second time. 

"One with the father, one with the son!" 

Noah moaned loudly as his penis began to spit its own ichor. 

"Father!" he cried. 

YES, SON, YES! G'naiuok said, eagerly rubbing Noah's semen all over the boy's body. THE WORST IS OVER, 
NOW. JOIN ME, MY SON! 

Almost immediately, the claws that had only recently sprouted on the boy's fingers and toes began to retract. 
As G'naiuok continued thrusting, he felt increasing resistance as his son's inner passage and his own penis 
began to fuse together. Yet, despite the intense friction, he continued forcing himself to thrust hard. 

Alternating waves of pleasure and pain coursed through Noah's body. One second, he felt as though his 
intestines would be ripped out through his anus; the next, he felt like a touch to anyplace on his body was 
as intense and thrilling as his father's touch to his penis had been only moments ago. The intensity of both 
sensations kept increasing, but as they did, the ratio of pleasure to pain began to tip in favor of the former. 

G'naiuok continued thrusting his hips until the seal between his penis and his son's rectum was complete. 
At last, he could thrust no more and instead began rubbing his son's penis, the thrilling sensations coursing 
through his son's body and beginning to feel good to the elder Deep One, as if it was his own malehood he 
was stroking. As the nerves between the two continued to merge, the sensations G'naiuok felt on rubbing 
his son kept growing more intense and more pleasurable. 

Noah was beginning to feel the changes himself. The pain he had once felt now seemed like a distant 
memory. His father's touch on his penis seemed to only feel better and better with each squeeze. At one 
particularly pleasurable stroke, Noah tried to flex his fingers, yet something was different. He couldn't feel 
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his fingers moving. Trying to move his legs to thrust his hips into his father's hand, he found that he couldn't 
do that, either. 

Looking down his body, he gasped as he saw his legs getting shorter and shorter, like popsicles melting on 
a hot day and sucking into his body. Turning his attention to his hands, he realized that his fingers had 
completely vanished, and to his amazement, his arms were now completely free of the restraints. He moved 
his arms, arcing them up and forward to assist his father in stroking his penis, but as he did, they seemed 
to melt into him, as if gravity had hastened their departure. Shocked, he tried to move anything, but he 
quickly realized that he was nothing more than a torso and a head. 

THAT'S IT, SON; YOU'RE FULFILLING YOUR DESTINY, his father said, now rubbing his sides with open palms and 
covering them in that sticky ichor. 

"Augment the penis: one with the father, one with the son!" 

"Father, I—I can't move!" Noah gasped. "Where are my arms?" 

SHH, REST, SON. IT'S NOTHING BUT PLEASURE FROM HERE ON OUT. 

"But, my hands—augh!" 

The boy's protest was cut short as his father's hands on him stimulated him as though his whole body was 
nothing but a very sensitive penis. His own penis, his only remaining appendage, sprayed the air with his 
balls' contents, and G'naiuok quickly rubbed into his son's skin. 

As the changes to Noah's body had been keeping his mind occupied, G'naiuok was captivated by the 
change that was happening to both of them. Once Noah's legs had disappeared, his perineum had merged 
with the flesh above his father's pubic bone, the skin quickly fusing together and the nerves and blood 
vessels sorting themselves out and attaching rapidly. Like flipping a bunch of circuit breakers on in quick 
succession, G'naiuok suddenly became aware of a bunch of new tactile and temperature sensations as his 
son's nerves began to share their information with him. 

The muscles took longer to attach; without any obvious way they were supposed to connect, it took them a 
while to line up with each other, especially with Noah's body shrinking from its original height down to three 
feet. But, just as suddenly as the sensation of his son's nerves coming online had been, G'naiuok abruptly 
felt his son cede control of his motor functions. 

"Augment the penis: one with the father, one with the son!" 

"Inseminate!" 

OHH, YES... 

Throwing his head back, G'naiuok reached forward and stroked his son's penis with one hand while stroking 
his son's fused arms and torso with his other.  

Other than his head, Noah's body had completely fused into a long, cigar-shaped appendage that still 
seemed to be sorting itself out. Some of his mass moved towards G'naiuok, giving him that same flared 
trumpet shape as before, and as the Deep One flexed, his son's head arced through the air to stand upright. 
The Deep One stroked his son from head to groin with one hand while still squeezing the boy's vestigial 
pleasure-center. 

IT FEELS GOOD, DOESN'T IT, SON? 

"Yeah, Father, but, I–I don't feel so good." 

WHAT? 

I FEEL LIKE I'M GOING TO—TO—" 

The boy was cut off as his mouth filled with a thick, clear substance that began to drool uncontrollably down 
his body. A look of panic came over his face, and G'naiuok quickly lowered the boy's head down below 
level to let the liquid drool out. 
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"I—I can't br—" he cut off, gurgling before coughing out another mouthful of pre. "Breathe when it does 
that!" 

IT'S GONNA BE OKAY, SON. YOU WON'T NEED TO BREATHE SOON. COME ON, NOW, he said, smiling grimly. IT IS 

TIME WE MET YOUR MOTHER. 

He lifted his son—whose face was beginning to smooth out into the tapered shape of a penis, yet his mouth 
was still intact—and walked around the now-empty cross to his wife's body. 

Agnes looked up, and her eyes bulged in horror at seeing what had become of her son. 

"N–Noah?" she gasped, her voice returning to her as she looked up from a tear-streaked face. "What 
happened to you?" Unlike her earlier demeanor, her tone now was more of disbelief and shock than anger. 

"H–hi"—Noah gurgled, then spat out some more pre, "Hi, Mother." 

Agnes's eye twitched, she blinked a few times, and then she fainted. 

AT LEAST SHE'LL BE QUIET ON HER OWN, NOW. CAN YOU BREATHE, YET, SON? G'naiuok asked, raising his son 
into the air. 

His son drooled for a moment, as if considering then question. "Yes," he gurgled. 

GOOD. 

"Augment the penis: one with the father, one with the son! "  

The cultists finished, and the room was once again silent. 

G'naiuok moved forward, positioning his son-penis up between his wife's wide-spread legs. 

"Father, what are we doing?" Noah asked uncomfortably. "Why is Mother naked?" 

"Fill up the mother; fill her with cum!" the cultists whispered in response. 

YOUR MOTHER HAS A PART TO PLAY, TOO, NOAH, G'naiuok said firmly, positioning his son's mouth close to but 
not quite touching her labia. NOW, SPIT INSIDE HER. 

"Eew, no, Father!" Noah protested. "What an icky thing to say!" 

NOAH, IF YOU LOVE YOUR MOTHER, YOU WILL SPIT IN HER VAGINA THIS INSTANT, G'naiuok warned. THIS WILL HURT 

HER FAR MORE THAN IT HURT YOU, AND YOUR SPIT WILL GRANT HER A SLIGHT REPRIEVE. 

Noah, who had been drooling but deliberately using his lips to channel his father's pre away from his 
mother's entrance, considered his father's words. Letting out a whimper of protest, he closed his lips, let 
the pre fill his mouth, and then spat as hard as he could at his mother's folds. The thick, clear substance 
coated her flesh, with some of it seeping inside. 

GOOD, MY SON. NOW, IT IS TIME FOR YOU TO COMPLETE YOUR TRANSITION. 

"Augment the penis: one with the father, one with the son! One with the son! One with the son!" the cultists 
cried. 

G'naiuok took a deep breath and pressed his son's face against his wife's wet labia. Noah tried to protest, 
but his mouth—the last thing to go save for his penis—had at last completed its transformation, leaving him 
mute, yet still able to see, hear, and definitely feel. Silently groaning to himself uncomfortably—there was 
no way he was supposed to know about these parts of his mother, and he certainly shouldn't be touching 
them!—he felt his head pressed roughly against his mother's opening. 

Yet his distaste was quickly overruled by the fantastic sensation of feeling her lips—moistened by his own 
spit—as they rubbed against him. 

Ohh, Mother, he thought to himself, you've never touched me in a way that felt so good as this before! 

JUST WAIT, SON. THERE'S EVEN MORE PLEASURE TO BE HAD. 

G'naiuok was no stranger to the feeling of those lips on him—well, Stephen wasn't—and he sighed in 
pleasure at feeling their caress on him once again. Ten years was far too long. But something was wrong: 
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as he pressed in and felt the luscious caress of her flesh against his, her labia quickly pulled taut and 
wouldn't stretch anymore. The Deep One set his jaw. Noah might have been innocent in all this, but she 
had obstructed his destiny at every turn, and it was her fault that G'naiuok had been forced to treat his son 
so painfully at first. While he had not been a vindictive person as a human, he now felt a deep-seated sense 
of justice as he pulled his hips back. 

Noah let out a disappointed sigh as he felt his mother's lips moving away from him. Their caress against 
him had felt so nice, and he regretted their loss instantly. But before he could dwell too much on it, he 
started as he felt himself being driven rapidly forward. His mother's entrance rushed towards him, and he 
couldn't help but brace for impact. 

The sharp blow to her pussy ripped Agnes from unconsciousness, and she awoke screaming in pain. 

DAGON IS ANGRY WITH YOU, HOST OF HIS PROGENY! G'naiuok bellowed. NOW, YOU SHALL SUFFER HIS WRATH 

AND ATONE FOR YOUR SINS AGAINST HIM, PURIFYING YOURSELF BEFORE BEARING HIS YOUNG! 

Rearing back, he slammed his penis roughly against her opening. Agnes's throat opened wide as she let 
out a shrill wail. Over and over, G'naiuok beat his member against her, forcing her lips open wider and wider 
each time until at last, he was able to jam himself into her. 

Noah rode out his mother's punishment with mixed feelings. He did not understand what it was she had 
done to deserve the punishment, yet to him, the blows against her didn't feel all that bad. A little 
uncomfortable and jarring, perhaps, but he really didn't understand why she was screaming so much. Still, 
he hated to see her in pain, and remembering his father's words, he spat on her pussy every opportunity 
he got. He wasn't convinced it was helping, but he was trying anyway. 

But his ministrations were helping. Deliberately slowed by the will of Dagon Himself, the ichor from Noah's 
mouth was beginning to loosen her flesh the same way it had loosened his own. Each blow of his head 
against his mother forced her body to realign a little bit, and when he at last penetrated—shuddering and 
twitching all over with the most ecstatic sensations he'd ever felt—her internal organs had been adjusted 
to accommodate his far-larger-than-average length and girth. At five inches in diameter and three feet long, 
no ordinary human would have been able to survive such an onslaught, yet by the grace and will of the God 
of the Oceans, her body was made into a receptacle of seed, a wellspring from which a great many 
generations of his followers would emerge. 

All the while, the cultists had begun to rumble with chants of, "Fill up the mother; fill her with cum!" Seeing 
G'naiuok suddenly slip into her, their chanting became hysterical. 

Agnes was exhausted from so much screaming, pain, and mental anguish for her son and even for her lost 
husband. Though she had begun defiant, denouncing the fish-loving thing forcing itself upon her—what god 
would demand that kind of treatment toward others?!—the repeated blows to her sensitive organ with 
absolutely no pleasure to mitigate the pain were wearing her down. Her eyes had long since run dry of 
tears, and she lay there, her body wracking from the force of her former husband and late son impaling her. 
She began to feel numb. She was not angry; she was not sad. She was only tired. 

And "only tired" was good enough for Dagon. 

"Ejaculate!" cried a voice. 

"Inseminate!" demanded another. 

"Impregnate!" the cultists screamed. 

G'naiuok heard their cries and thrust forward hard. Groaning in pleasure, he felt himself slip deep into his 
wife's canal, the incredibly tight fit stroking him in far too many wonderful places to take stock of them 
individually. In the back of his mind, he hoped his son was enjoying the sensations as much as he was. 

Noah, if he could breathe, would have been breathing heavily. He had never dreamed that the inside of his 
mother would feel so delicious everywhere around him. As he slid in for the first time, he felt every fiber of 
his body shudder in ecstasy, from his non-existent nose to his non-existent toes. Until now, only his tapered 
head had felt her against him. But now, her lips were caressing him in places he didn't know he had, let 
alone could have imagined would feel good to caress. And, as his penis slid up towards her for the first time 
and he felt it brush against her clitoris, he silently yelled for joy, feeling both overwhelmed and impossibly 
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ecstatic at how wonderful it felt to be touched there now that he was like this. If this is what his father had 
meant when he said it was all pleasure from here on, then Noah hoped he lived forever. 

The encounter between Agnes's pleasure center and her son's penis was no coincidence. The cultist high 
priests knew that: Dagon would show her the way and convert her before He would let her bear His 
offspring, and after beating her down to nothing, He was finally ready to raise her back up. She gasped on 
feeling the little appendage brush against her, looking like a periscope on the submarine that was her 
husband's penis—and son. Too exhausted to even feel squeamish about the fact that it was, in fact, her 
son's penis bringing her pleasure, she lay back, tried to relax, and focused on the pleasant sensations that 
coursed through her nerves when his member grazed up against her. 

Again and again, G'naiuok thrust his penis into that tight opening. Again and again, Noah's penis rubbed 
against his mother's clitoris. With the cultists chanting frantically, the energy in the room was palpable as 
Noah felt that still-new-yet-familiar feeling building deep inside his penile body. 

O–oh, geez, I—Father, Mother, I–I can feel it! It's happening again! 

The little appendage began spraying into the air. 

"Ejaculate! Ejaculate!" the cultists wailed. 

G'naiuok, nearly to orgasm himself, gasped and thrust his son's penis into Agnes's entrance. Pushing hard, 
he did everything he could to help his son's sperm reach the tiny hole at the end of the passage. 

Agnes's eyes bulged. Was that her—her son cumming inside of her? For a moment, she froze, torn between 
pleasure and the disgust she knew she was supposed to feel. Yet as Noah's penis slid inside her and 
slipped towards her cervix, the threw her head back and spread her legs wide. If Stephen—or whatever his 
name was now—was going to support their son, then so was she! 

"That's it, Noah," she panted. "Yes! Yes!" 

"Inseminate! Inseminate!" 

G'naiuok's pupils constricted, feeling her body submit. Like flipping a switch, he felt his gonads begin to 
pump out their Dagon-blessed essence. 

HANG ON, SON. THIS WILL FEEL...INTENSE. 

Beside himself with pleasure at feeling his third-ever orgasm, Noah had no inkling of what was about to 
come until it was already upon him. He felt himself tingling all over—like the tingling in his penis, but way 
more intense and everywhere—and then he felt his anus (or what used to be his anus) suddenly filling up. 
Yet unlike the discomfort or feeling of fullness that had accompanied that feeling before, it felt truly wonderful 
now, like—like pure, unadulterated bliss distilled into a concentrated, intense feeling. And that feeling was 
spreading. 

Rushing through his body, his father's seed seemed to radiate pleasure as it went, and Noah became giddy 
from the overpowering sensation. It moved into his chest, and he felt so happy that he thought his heart 
would burst (if he had one, that is). His father's cum continued further, up into his neck, yet he felt no fear 
of being unable to breathe. He drew his nutriment from his father's body now; let that liquid pleasure come! 
The fluid rushed into his mouth, and he tasted semen for the first time, slightly bitter and slightly tingly, yet 
nowhere near as tingly as his lips as the semen burst from his mouth, filling his mother's passage.  

"Impregnate! Impregnate! Impregnate!" 

Spurt after spurt of that thick, white, incredible essence coursed through Noah's body. He felt as though he 
had reached such a height of pleasure that he couldn't possibly feel any better, and yet each spurt proved 
him wrong over and over again. What he didn't realize was that with each successive spurt, his penis was 
merging with his body, and the increased sensation it felt was heightening the experience for him. As the 
last vestige of his penis merged with him, he felt a new source of pleasure, one inspired by but independent 
of his father's essence flowing through him. That part of him began to buzz and tingle like his genitals had 
done before. As his father continued to stroke him, he felt the intensity building once again, intermingling 
with the pleasure his father gave him. As with his first orgasm, he felt the sensations and anticipation 
continue well past the point of comfort, bordering on painful in their intensity. 
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A–ahh! he cried silently as he reached his internal climax. 

THAT'S IT, SON. EMBRACE YOUR DESTINY! 

The fluid coming from Noah's mouth turned thin, oily, and tar-colored as his pleasure-center's contribution 
mixed with his father's. The flavor intensified, taking on a slightly metallic note, and as their combined fluids 
flowed into Agnes's body, even she could feel the increase in potency. As Noah basked in the unbelievable 
sensations of being a penis, of feeling such indescribable pleasure, his mother cried out in a mixture of 
pleasure and pain as the impossible volume of burning, virile seed bloated her belly. 

IT IS DONE! G'naiuok cried.  

Although his spurting ceased, his thrusting did not slow.  

AGNES OF INNSMOUTH, YOU SHALL BEAR A THOUSAND GENERATIONS OF DAGON'S CHILDREN, BEGINNING WITH 

THESE! 

"Deep Ones forever: outnumber the stars!" the cultists began to whisper. 

Agnes gasped, feeling something suddenly swimming around inside of her and bumping into the walls of 
her uterus. The strange sensations should have been terrifying, yet after all she'd been through, she couldn't 
help but bask in the tickling, tantalizing movements of the life inside her.  

All the while, G'naiuok continued to thrust his son-penis into his wife. Spent after his first true full-body 
orgasm, Noah went along for the ride for a little while, unable to process the continued, overwhelming 
pleasure he felt all over his body. Yet as his senses at last began to come back to him, he became aware 
once again of the incredible feelings all along his length, and not only on the outside but also the sensations 
he felt on his insides. The brush of his mother's g-spot against where his belly would be, the feeling of pre 
welling up in an unending spring from his bowels to his mouth, the tickle of his mother's cervix against the 
tip of his head: it all left him feeling too good for words. He was exhausted, yet he didn't want it to stop. He 
was drained, yet he felt like he could go on forever. 

"Deep Ones forever: outnumber the stars!" 

G'naiuok gasped, feeling the kick of one of Dagon's children on his penis through his wife's cervix. 

BRACE YOURSELF, SON: IT IS TIME. he murmured. 

He thrust forward a few times, feeling his wife's anatomy against Noah's head until he could feel the tiny, 
sealed-off opening to her inner sanctum. 

Something clicked in Noah's mind. He didn't understand what his father meant, but something about that 
feeling against the tip of his head felt very right, like it was somewhere he was supposed to be. He felt 
himself pulled back and did his best to remember how to get back to that exact spot as his father shoved 
him forward. Doing his best to twitch the right way, he lined himself up at the last split-second, and his tip 
slammed against that narrow orifice, forcing it open just a tiny bit. That feeling of rightness was even 
stronger now, and as G'naiuok pulled back again, Noah was certain that's where he was supposed to be. 
He lined himself up again, and his tip burrowed into the tiny hole, spreading it just barely wide enough for 
his mouth to taste her innermost recesses. 

Agnes, meanwhile, felt the doors to her keep being struck, the brute above her using her son as a battering 
ram. She grunted with each attack, each one bringing stars to her eyes and excruciating pain to her gut, 
yet time was of the essence, and nothing would stop G'naiuok's campaign to free the Great Old One's 
progeny. Over and over, she felt her defenses put under siege, until at last, with an agonized cry, she felt 
her son's head burst into her womb. 

"Deep Ones forever: outnumber the stars!" 

The prolonged assault and exquisitely tight passage had made Noah's head swim, and had he still had a 
penis of his own, it would have erupted six times over. Although G'naiuok certainly shared his son's 
sentiment, he knew that for his god's offspring to survive, he must hold back, and so he had gritted his 
teeth, groaned as pleasure sent wave after wave of goosebumps down his spine, and kept at it. But now, 
with a cry of triumph, he at last allowed his testes to empty their pent-up contents. 
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ENTER THE WORLD, MY SONS! JOIN US IN OUR QUEST! he cried, his voice becoming a roar as his orgasm ripped 
through his body. 

Noah felt the rush of bliss this time and braced for it, yet he could never have predicted how intense it would 
feel. Burning liquid ecstasy flooded into his anus, raced through his body, and burst from his lips into his 
mother's uterus, flooding it with life-giving essence and signaling to his as-yet unborn brothers that the time 
was nigh. But Noah couldn't focus on that. He felt like his whole body and mind were alight with pleasure.  

It's too intense! 

He began to scream, his voice becoming shrill and hoarse. Yet even screaming was not enough to dissipate 
the overwhelming sense of joy he felt. He began to shudder, to rack forward and backward, every muscle 
in his body contracting rhythmically and doubling the force of his father's spurts. 

IT'S OKAY, SON; I'M HERE! GIVE INTO THE PLEASURE! BASK IN IT! 

Yet despite the encouragement he offered his son, the Deep One was taken aback by the intensity of his 
son's reaction, and his voice, too, became shrill as his gonads' spurting and his son's ping-ponged off each 
other, intensifying the sensations the other felt. 

"Outnumber the stars! Outnumber the stars! Outnumber the stars!" cried the frantic cultists. 

G'naiuok screamed and pulled out, his son silently screaming with him as their seed erupted into the air, 
raining down in heavy jets. With the massive blockage removed from her passage, Agnes felt her womb 
begin to forcefully empty itself. Several of the cultists rushed forward and knelt below her spurting pussy, 
their eyes wide beneath their cloaks as they watched intently for the first of their new, tiny lords to appear. 

As the fluid drained from her body, Agnes abruptly felt a sharp contraction in her very core. Yelling in 
surprise at the intensity, she felt herself strain against the sweat-covered cuffs that still held her captive. 
Her uterus contracted again, and she felt something slip from her cervix and begin crawling and swimming 
towards her vagina. 

The first of the young Deep Ones poked his head out of the host's vagina, and the first of the cultists 
hurriedly rushed forward and pulled him free. Only about three inches tall and looking exactly like a 
miniature version of G'naiuok—save for his penis, which he was already grasping at and playing with. 

"Huzzah! Outnumber the stars!" the cultists cried as the firstborn was held up for all to see. 

The cultist carrying him rushed to get out of the way as the next cultist took up vigil between Agnes's legs. 
Moving over the woman, the cultist held the firstborn up high and began to stroke his tiny, uncut penis. The 
young offspring babbled incoherently but evidently with pleasure, and within seconds, was forcefully 
spraying a surprising volume of semen from his tiny member. The cultist pointed it down towards Agnes's 
body and face, making sure to rain her son's essence down on her nose and mouth. 

There was another cry of "Huzzah!" as the second-born emerged. He, too, looked just like his father, but 
his penis was canine, a pointed tip and an expanding, bulbous base. As with the firstborn, the cultist rushed 
to begin masturbating him, coaxing his penis from his sheath and stroking it until its base swelled up. Then, 
the cultist began to tug on that small knot and aimed at Agnes. With the steady tension around his knot, the 
young Deep One began to spray over and over again, his spurts not as forceful as his brother's, but his 
orgasm kept going even as his younger brother was born. 

Another "Huzzah!" announced the arrival of the third-born, whose penis was long, slender, and corkscrewed 
at the end. As his cultist nurse began to masturbate him, he began to spray all over, the tip of his penis 
fluttering from its own force. As the cultist aimed him at his mother, he began to cover her all over in pungent, 
thick semen. 

The fourth and final "Huzzah!" brought forth the youngest of the batch, a half-fish, half-human Deep One 
with the penis of a horse, whose force and intensity when he came rivaled that of his father, visibly indenting 
his mother's skin before bouncing off. 

Meanwhile, G'naiuok gently petted his penis. YOU'VE DONE VERY WELL, MY SON, he said proudly. I KNOW THAT 

WAS VERY INTENSE FOR YOU. 

H–how did he know? Can he feel what I feel? Noah wondered to himself. 
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I CAN HEAR YOU, the Deep One replied, giving his son another affectionate stroke. 

Wait, y–you can? 

YES. AND, TO ANSWER YOUR QUESTION, YES, I CAN FEEL YOUR PLEASURE, TOO. THE PLEASURE IS MEANT TO BE 

SHARED BETWEEN US; IT IS DAGON'S WILL. OH, NOAH, he said, his voice choking with emotion, I HAVE SO MUCH 

PLEASURE TO SHARE WITH YOU! 

Like—like what we just did? 

YES. OVER AND OVER, MY SON, UNTIL YOUR BROTHERS AND SISTERS ARE AS COUNTLESS AS THE SAND ON A BEACH. 

"Outnumber the stars!" 

AND, THE MORE PLEASURE YOU EXPERIENCE, THE MORE YOU WILL BE ABLE TO ABSORB. DAGON WILLING, YOU WILL 

COME TO EXPERIENCE PLEASURE YOU CANNOT IMAGINE TIME AND TIME AGAIN. NO MATTER HOW MANY TIMES YOU 

THINK YOU'VE REACHED THE PINNACLE OF ECSTASY, YOU WILL ALWAYS ATTAIN EVEN MORE. HOW DOES THAT 

SOUND, SON? 

Noah hesitated. It...sounds overwhelming, Father, but... I shall rise to the challenge! 

G'naiuok laughed. THAT'S MY BOY. 

With all four of Dagon's children born and welcomed into the world in the customary way, the Deep One 
retook his place between Agnes's legs. 

"But, wait, don't I get a break first?" the exhausted woman cried. 

"Outnumber the stars!" the cultists replied. 

I'M AFRAID YOU'VE STILL GOT A LOT MORE PREGNANCIES AHEAD OF YOU BEFORE YOUR DEBT IS PAID, G'naiuok 
smirked. BESIDES, OUR SON IS READY TO GO AGAIN. 

Lining up, the Deep One slid back in, and within seconds, Noah could feel that familiar, incredible pleasure 
welling up from his anus. As he poured his father's seed into his mother, he thought to himself that he hoped 
it would take a very long time to pay off his mother's debts. A very long time indeed. 


