The halls of the Soul Sanctum still contained the murmurings of those half-malformed aberrations of bastardized science. Ghost swatted at them when they crossed paths, but gone now was that presence, that feeling of suffocating despotism that genius without morals brought. Soul Master could no longer command his presence over this sad relic and there laid nothing here but memories.

 

There laid nothing much here now but the odd Folly which Ghost swatted at passively as they hopped and dashed through ornate halls of dark science. This place was more of an in-between, a shortcut than anything else. It had been ages since they and the Snail Shaman exchanged their odd heart-to-heart, but since then they had gained in weight. An oddity since not only do Vessels not really rely on traditional nourishment but the fact this weight centered around their belly: it had grown swollen and fat, jiggling no matter where they went. They were only grateful most remains of Hallownest were too infected to laugh.

 

Yet they needed to reach out to the Snail Shaman. This oddity was clearly a side effect of his “gift”, one they would demand to undo by force of nail. Shame they had not appeared in the Ancestral Mounds last they checked. It left only a few places Ghost would consider, one being the snail grave in the Resting Grounds.

 

It was a tragedy Snail Shaman was ostensibly the last of his kind. Ghost wanted to know if all snails were gifted in this odd trickster guile or if it was just something he had of his own accord.

 

Soon they traveled past the study to the familiar tower where another snail laid in a lab above. Ghost leaped to the unusually bright lamps of that lab. There was a snail, until Ghost’s habit of hitting things to get answers made it vanish into the ether.

 

When they landed in the lab, what Ghost saw made them search around in confusion. Did the dead snail come back to haunt this place? Ghost sheathed their dream nail.

 

Then the phantom snail spoke in that all-too familiar giddy voice they could recognize from a mile, “Ahhhh my glory-seeking friend! Our paths would meet wouldn’t they? But little surprise in that! A wanderer like yourself would soon find themselves on the familiar path they walked before, ohoho!”

 

Ghost looked blankly at the Snail Shaman. Surprising they were here, but it saved Ghost time. They dug digits into their belly. This. This needed to go.

 

So effortlessly how Snail Shaman regarded that change in their figure, “Ohoho yes yes! You wish to ee rid of that?”

The vessel squeezed their belly for emphasis.

 

“Ohhhoho!” Snail Shaman giggled, “I suppose that would be difficult, yes yes! Beings as you are late in the stages of carrying my brood~”

 

Ghost froze. It was anger, confusion, and shock all in one. Did he really say they were pregnant?

Snail Shaman, “I did say the Shielding Thorn required potent magic! Yes yes, the magic was physically potent it seemed!”

The vessel cared not to bother any further and simply violence a solution out of the snail. With a burst of speed they dashed nail first in an attempt to non-fatally wound Snail Shaman.

 

An inky energy sprung from the Snail Shaman’s hands, protecting himself from the knight’s lunging stab. It didn’t deter from Ghost beating their nail against the barrier as Snail Shaman continued, “Please let me finish, it won’t do to die with everything left unsaid no no. It was a surprise to me that such an intermingling happened! But what pleasant news, to find void and those learned in its arts mingle together as something new~”

 

Ghost slapped their nail against the barrier uselessly. Snail Shaman shook his head, “Ah yes, you must be eager to be relieved of a burden like parenthood. Worry not, once you lay those eggs, they will be with me, no longer your concern to fret! Unless you wish to visit, yes yes?”

 

The knight gripped their gravid belly. Relieved of their burden when? The knight’s attitude seemed more inconvenienced they were being used as an incubator than anything else.

“This place,” Snail Shaman diverted as he touched the table where the other snail had been strapped down. The Shaman continued, “The history in the air it leaves bitter taste, such things would be better left to someone wiser than me. But your concern lies in the present yes yes. You wished to be relieved of this burden, don’t you?”

 

Taking their belly in both hands before letting it bounce and slosh and jiggle. Yes. As if that was somehow a question that really needed much thinking (it didn’t).

 

Snail Shaman closed the distance between the both of them, slowly caressing their engorged baby bump. Ghost wouldn’t lie when they said that feeling was quite...pleasant. As though the massage helped soothe the long lingering irritation they didn’t notice until now. Their legs began to wobble. Snail Shaman must have taken note of this as he chortled, “Ohoho you must need to lay those eggs badly, yes yes. Fortunate for you then I have the right magic to help relieve this pressure.”

Ghost swayed their head back and forth, opening their arms in a lewd expression. Obviously this would include sex magic, right?

“Very perceptive, wandering knight!” chuckled the magician, “A little pleasure to sooth the irritation of birth wouldn’t you say?”

 

The sex thing was nice, like having a little snack—not world-rocking as others would say, but it was a nice little snack. Ghost wobbled a bit. They nodded. If it meant freeing themselves from the burden of these eggs. They laid back, legs spread and ready for whatever to occur next.

 

This brought an amused giggle from Snail Shaman as he cracked open one of the skulls on his necklace, dousing his staff once more, “You’re familiar with this process already, yes yes? Sleep helps with the egg-laying process oh yes! No no, not to worry, you will be perfectly aware of all that will happen, it will just be more...pleasant, ohoho.”

 

Ghost laid back. Yep they’re well familiar with that sort of ‘magic’. They wanted to skip ahead to that part already, impatient with all the uncess--

 

A heavy wooden thwack landed across their hard head.

 

They rubbed their eyes open to find themselves in the Dream again. That thing asleep. The fact bugs had to do it naturally seemed like a hassle. There, below them laid their own unconscious body, sleeping soundly.

 

But as they saw Snail Shaman rub himself to full hardness, there came that familiar tingle between their legs, that dripping wetness. The horny erect snail, his inky stalk between his legs that stretched out like a root widening into a glorious flare at the tip. They watched their own body get hoisted with both arms by Snail Shaman to their feet, their sleeping ass just hanging over his hardon, poking out between their thighs. Snail Shaman said with a giggle of perversion, “Ohoh yes yes, I long remembered the feeling of your body, your pussy of the void. It makes me quite curious to see how a being like you gives birth, ohoho~”

 

Instead of that sweet feeling of hot cock going into their deep leg canyon they felt a slick gently nudging of fingers between their cheeks. They didn’t realize their ass could do that or why they needed two holes for sex, but it proved an interesting feeling to have someone toying around with their ass while the weight in their belly tugged at them.

Snail Shaman giggled, “Ohoho yes yes, I can tell you like that, look at how your body moves. Normally I would choose your first hole, but circumstances require this one yes yes~”

 

Soon wet rubbing turned into a steaming rubbing up between their massive caked up cheeks. They gazed down and saw the Snail Shaman letting his erecting slip and slide between his glutes like a worm between two stones. It steamed their hams, gave them an urge to back up more, scratch an itch they never were quite aware of until now. They needed dick in their ass.

 

“Impatient, aren’t you? Yes yes, I suppose I should not delay the birthing magic, shouldn’t I?” Snail Shaman moaned softly as he directed his flared cock tip at the triangle-like star that marked the truest void of voids, the asshole of their being.

 

Ghost arched their back, in Dream and in sleep as the lance squeezed into that tight corridor. Every inch of that intrusion their anus wanted to linger and squeeze that erection in a perverse hug, but Snail Shaman kissed their neck and aided the journey up their backdoor pipe. Ghost twitched, writhed until they successfully hilted the snail’s massive cock all the way to their base. In the dream Ghost gently took their unnatural head and twisted it around. They gazed at their ass cheeks, delicately parted, but more so they saw their anus. That star had become a gaping black hole, the tunnel widened by cock throbbing with aching love.

 

Snail Shaman panted, almost startled as the head snapped around 360 degrees, “Oh! Ohohoho! You are full of surprises, wandering knight! But the magic must be done yes yes!”

From there the snail muttered an incantation as he slowly wrenched his hips back before thrusting back in. From Dream Ghost’s perspective, it was watching their anus close to normal before widening suddenly like a film aperture. Again and again this happened. They buckled and fell over, the pleasure making them shaky.

 

In the waking world, Snail Shaman moaned the incantation as he fucked the vessel he held in his arms. Ghost was practically firing liquid from between their legs before a wave of pleasure clenched from all the way through their body, much stronger than arousal, not enough to be an orgasm.

 

Snapping their head back to the frontal position, they arched as another rippling wave of pleasure clenched from their stomach all the way to their void vulva. Something was moving in their belly—the realization grew as their anus stretched and closed with greater force. The eggs! The eggs were coming out their pussy.

 

Snail Shaman panted as the contractions began, “Ohoho! Soon you will be rid of your problem, but what a fascinating way to rid yourself of a problem, yes yes!”

 

Now they knew they were giving birth. Something was pushing down their pussy, widening their vulva all the way down, the muscles clenching and pushing with the force of compactor. This should be painful, but the feeling of pushing an egg down their cunt made their body writhe more with bursts of powerful bliss. This must have been a side-effect of the magic the Snail Shaman used.

 

Nonetheless they felt helpless in the throes of overpowering pleasure as the pushing intensified. They looked between their dramatically spread legs to watch as their pussy spread further than they had been spread before.

 

In the waking world, Snail Shaman watched a round black orb squeezed from their struggling vagina and rolled onto the floor. The entire time he was pounding their ass, in fact watching this egg-laying made him much more harder as he cycled through the incantations, “Yes yes yes! You’re doing it, wandering knight!”

Ghost shook, their pussy geysering with overwhelming orgasmic force. It was all too good, it as a feeling that was almost decadent in its taste. Yet that wasn’t the end of that. The full clutch hadn’t been laid yet. Another egg pushed down their cunt, putting them through the cycle again. Both holes stretched by two different forces at once.

Holding them in place, Snail Shaman watched with both the scholar’s eye and the pervert’s fascination as another egg stretched open their pussy and began its live-giving exit from a being who was outside the binary of life and death.

 

By the fourth batch and the third splattering gush of clear squirt, Ghost had turned into an overstimulated mess. This realm faded from their sight fast--

 

They awoke, massive tool of the horny snail stretching out their asshole as the last egg was making its way through their pussy. Snail Shaman groaned softly, “Ohhhh I see you have joined me from your sleep! Just in time! We are almost...finished.”

Ghost gave as good as Snail Shaman threw out. They slapped their ass cheeks against the snails’ thighs and balls, looking down to see their spread out legs squeezing into the world the last obsidian orb. Snail Shaman pounded with a greater ferocity before plumbing deep into their asshole. The quick hard jet of hot cum shooting into their innards jolted Ghost, sparking an orgasmic kegel that made the egg plop from their cunt and into the world.

 

Snail Shaman held them close, plume after plume of slimy boiling cum filling their ass until it spilled over their void cheeks. When Snail Shaman finally tugged his beast out from their asshole, Ghost flopped over, their anus now a gaping fountain of cum unable to close. Ghost didn’t care, they needed to gather health to recuperate from the amazing ordeal.

Tired, Snail Shaman gathered the eggs to him in a delicate cradle-hug before sitting next to the vessel, “You have gone beyond your duties, my silent friend. Snails may survive again thanks to you. Rest assured they are no longer your problem~”

 

Ghost was relieved to hear that at least, they wanted to rest and maybe visit the eggs in another decade.

 

Then Ghost felt a strange painting sensation on their belly. Looking down they noticed in between spacing out and spacing out the Snail Shaman had placed a gray spiral on their stomach.

Now Ghost was annoyed. What was this? They gestured at this stomach.

 

“Oh yes yes that,” Snail Shaman said coyly as he cuddled his eggs, “You could say it is a spell to give...assurances that your womb will not...mingle with anyone else’s ohoho!”

The vessel’s eyes narrowed. They weren’t planning on getting knocked up—they did a panicked finger-in-hole thrusting gesture. Did that mean they were banned from having sex with anyone else?!

 

Snail Shaman scoffed, “No! Is that all you were really worried about? Make love to anyone else, just don’t have their progeny, no no.”

 

This gave a little solace to Ghost. Since that was done (for now) they would be on their way. Snail Shaman called out to Ghost, “You will visit again, yes?”

 

Ghost shrugged.

