Once upon a time, in the heart of the forgotten kingdom of Hyrenia, there dwelled a young Bard named Orana. Orana was known throughout the land for his quick wit and even quicker fingers upon the strings of his lute.

Yet, for all his charm and talent, Orana had a flaw that often led him astray – his pride. He believed himself invincible, untouchable, a master of melody and words. But fate had a curious way of humbling even the most arrogant souls.

One fateful morning, as the sun cast its golden rays upon the cobblestone streets of Hyrenia, Orana received a summons from the court. The king, troubled by reports of strange disturbances on the outskirts of the kingdom, entrusted Orana with a task: to investigate and, if necessary, quell the source of the disturbances.
Orana, being the overconfident bard he was, accepted this quest and headed off beyond the kingdom's walls in search of this so-called disturbance. He treaded through the dangerous forest, but like always, his pride overcame any worry he had.

As he reached a clearing, Orana stopped in his tracks when he heard a noise: A rustling from the shrubbery. "Who goes there?!" He exclaimed. Readying himself to face the threat that came his way.

After some more rustling, a creature made its appearance: It was a harmless-looking slime with two black eyes and red blush marks where its cheeks would be. Was that it? THIS was the disturbance the king was worried about? Orana couldn't help himself and began laughing. Mocking the slime.
"Oh, PLEASE!" Orana laughed, staring at the slime in disbelief, "THIS is the disturbance the King warned me about? You've got to be joking!" The bard couldn't hold back his chuckles as he picked up the slime, much to its annoyance. "Oh, what could a useless blob like you POSSIBLY do against a magnificent bard such as myself?" It was crystal clear: Orana, blinded by his own arrogance, had all but dismissed them as mere nuisances, unworthy of his attention.

However, as he would find out in a moment... appearances can be deceiving.
The slime's color turned from green to yellow and shocked Orana. The bard screamed and tripped the slime as he felt the electrify through his body. While he was distracted, the slime lunged at Orana and tackled him to the ground.

"Ugh!" Orana grunted as he hit the forest floor. When he saw the slime on top of him, he tried to shove it off. …Only to be shocked again. "GAH! Get off of me, dammit!"

The slime didn't listen and began moving down the bard's body. What was it doing? Orana soon got his answer as it slowly removed his pants. Was it seriously…? No, that would be absurd!
The bard tried once again to shove the slime off, "Get OFF me, damn it!" This time, the slime's response was to go from yellow to red, and latch itself onto Orana's head. Orana shouted, "Agh! What in the name of--?" Suddenly, before he could say anything else, something happened. Something... unexpected.

A rush of unmistakable pleasure suddenly coursed throughout his body, and before he even realized what was happening... he suddenly let out a string of jizz. He gasped, "Wha... What the hell is--?" But he was interrupted again by another course of pleasure, and cumming once again.

Orana couldn't believe it. What the hell was happening to him?!
Orana tried. Really tried to fight it. However, it felt… Good. Really good! Why would he shove this slime off if he knew it could make him cum like this? Slowly, Orana's mind became blank as he came yet again.

"This feels… Good~" Orana moaned as the slime practically took control over the bard's mind.

"I bet it does~" A voice replied. Who said that? Looking around, Orana couldn't see anyone besides him and the slime.

Wait, was the slime talking to him?

"Go on, Orana." It continued. "Tell me what you really want~"

In any other situation, Orana would've said something like 'Fame and fortune'. However, he replied with something far more different. "I… I need more of this! It feels too good to ever stop!!" He confessed. All signs of overconfidence and cockiness were thrown straight out the window.
As soon as he said those words, he let out another string of cum, moaning as he did so. "That's right," the voice in his head said, "Let go and keep cumming for me~ Over and over... you'll be feeding the Collective soon enough~" As the voice spoke, more slimes emerged from the darkness and shambled over to tbe lowly bard.

This must've been the Collective the voice was referring to.
Orana did a quick head count. There must've been fifteen or sixteen of them. (Not counting the one on his head) After a bit of silence, the voice spoke again. "Slime Number 7, please go first."

One of the slimes, presumably Number 7 shambled to Orana and moved over his cock. It began vibrating and making slurping sounds. And holy shit, it felt so good! Orana moaned as Number 7 gave him immeasurable amounts of pleasure. Admittedly, he never had sex before. So this first time was surly one for the history books!
Orana never even knew it was possible to feel so much pleasure... How had he been so stupid?! It didn't take too long; it was only a manner of moments before Orana was already cumming into the slime, watching as the slime's insides were filled with white. The slime then hopped off, but the voice made it clear that Orana wasn't close to done yet.

"Slime Number 2, your turn~"

The next slime took the previous slime's place as everything started again. Over and over, Orana would cum into a slime, and another one would take its place. This went on for several minutes.
Orana just let it all happen. Feeling nothing but pleasure as he came in slime after slime. How much time had passed? He didn't know, nor did he care. Strangely, he didn't feel worn out or dehydrated or anything of that sort! What did he feel? Good~ He felt good~

Once all the slimes had been filled with Orana's cum, the voice spoke up again. "Thank you, Orana." It said. "The Collective appreciates your kind services."

As the slime on his head moved off Orana's head, it began sliding away with the rest of the Collective. "W-WAIT!" He called. Making the slimes stop and turn towards the hard. "This… This feels amazing! Please, don't leave me like this! I feel like nothing without this pleasure!!"

The red slime turned to the rest of the Collective and got into a huddle with them. They were making indistinct noises, probably their own language, and when the broke away, the red slime got back on Orana's head and the voice returned.

"If it's more you want, it's more you'll get~" It said. Orana smiled lewdly hearing this. He had found something much better than… Whatever he was doing earlier.

[…]

Since that fateful night, Orana had abandoned the kingdom and was now with the Collective.
Orana had lost track of time. How long had it been? Weeks? Months? Years? He didn't know, nor did he care anymore. The only thing he cared about... was how GOOD he always felt since that fateful day~

Over and over again, he gave himself to the Collective, filling them and feeding them with his seed, and causing more slimes to be born. Overtime, the Slimes began to take over other kingdoms and spread themselves unchecked, gathering more victims to join in their breeding stock. But did Orana care about any of this? FUCK NO!

He was just happy to be where he was. Forever serving the Collective, until the end of time...~

