The Pure Vessel was grateful to be able to lie in bed next to their Nailmaster. Being with them in general granted a sense of purpose. Sleep was a fancy that wouldn’t come to a vessel like them, but they liked to keep in close company with Oro as he fell asleep next to them and let the sound of his slumber fill their mind. That kind of meditation in a shared cot, that was something like sleep. They could tell when his dreams began to bother him, how he turned and muttered to himself. It wasn’t like the whispering corruption coming from that hidden searing sunlit god. No, this was something from his own past that even with their close proximity Oro hadn’t been able to indulge. All they knew was it involved his brother far off in the howling cliffs. They left it at that.

On the other side, the silent one was all Oro needed in company. Oro appreciated their silent strength, more so with their lost arm and eye. But even their nail prowess aside, Oro found a partner who could sooth his ails, reach him in a way that both physically and mentally distracted him from his own, however momentarily. It was a way for Oro to find a path now that his life felt ultimately empty. Yet Oro knew a hurt lingered within the Vessel, a hurt that appeared as deep as from the beginning point of Hallownest to the very bottom.

Oro shook himself awake, disturbed by another dream. He didn’t need bothering to remember to know it was about his brother. He sat up on the bed, hunched over. He sighed, “I know you’re awake.”

The vessel instantly stretched out their one hand to grasp their Nailmaster’s. Oro accepted it with a grunt. He still felt raw, generally surly, even as his thumb ran over those delicately long fingers. He spoke where Pure’s questions obviously lingered, “My brother still sees me as an enemy...how else can he so silent after sharing a pupil between the three of us?”

He felt a nudge in his shoulder. Oro turned to find the head of the vessel nudging him. Oro huffed, “Are you telling me to find him? I’ve never heard such a stupid idea. What would make even seeing me change his mind?!” He fell back into bed, “It’d be better if you help me forget.” He shed his cloak, showing off his thick carapace and limbs, “All this talk gets me heated...you know how to cool that heat at least.”

Normally Pure Vessel would be all for giving a ‘handout’ or a ‘free ride’, but as Oro said that Pure Vessel realized that Oro mainly got into late night delight moods after ranting about his brother. Oro was using his brother as an aphrodisiac, whether he consciously knew it or not.

The decision was made. Pure Vessel rose, grabbing the obstinate Nailmaster. For a lithe bug, the vessel was surprisingly strong. They managed to grab Oro and drag him like one of his own nails. Oro took this about as well as expected: “Obstinate beast, let me go! You’re deluding yourself if you think you can drag me all the way to my brother’s!”

Dropping him in the ash, the vessel towered over him, even in a hunched position. Oro wiped the white flakes off himself, “You have no right to interfere in business between Nailmasters.”

The vessel dropped to their knees, taking Oro’s hand and directing it to their chest before taking the Nailmaster’s other hand for the same act. The horned beetle tilted their head, “...you’re saying you will come as a peace offering to my brother, to speak for me?”

Pure Vessel nodded before getting up to walk.

Oro groaned, “You’ll come as a peace offering even if I refuse to follow, won’t you?”

Pure Vessel nodded again.

Oro huffed, “You’re just as obstinate as me.”

The howling cliffs lived up to their name. Only the insects of the toughest resolve could brave the needle-threaded paths to reach the very top of those lonely sheer cliffs. It’s what brought Mato to practice his art alone in these desolate heights. Anyone worthy would seek him out, a bug he would welcome as gladly as his last pupil...unlike his brother Oro. A bitter air of remembrance held him down in his hut today, as though the thought of Oro imprisoned him alone. How thankful he was when he heard the crunch of limbs on the rocks outside.

Mato had his nail ready (just in case) but he hoped for another pupil to pass on his arts. His pupils widened seeing the tall one-armed insect with a wrapping on one side of their face. He murmured to the figure, “My pupil…? You got big so fast! What happened to you? Who did this to you?”

Pure Vessel awkwardly raised their one arm and shook their head to dispel the notion they’re his pupil.

The beetle nodded, a bit more sad, “A shame. Are you here to seek my tutelage, then?”

The tall vessel shook their head once again.

Mato’s disappointment deepened, “A shame...but from looking at you, you have weathered many battles haven’t you?” He leaned against his own massive nail, “Very well then. How can I help you?”

They pointed to the Nailmaster, then back to themselves before signing two with their fingers.

The Nailmaster had patience to ponder this out, “Two...two...I’m sorry but it’s not clear what you mean.”

Pure Vessel pointed to him for emphasis.

Mato pressed a digit to himself, “Two of me...you must mean my brother! But which...”

Looking over their shoulder, the vessel nudged at the Nailmaster hiding behind them. Disgruntled he couldn’t hide anymore, Oro stomped before Mato, “That’s right, I’ve finally come.”

The other Nailmaster’s demeanor went from friendly to standoffish, cold, “Hm. Oro. I suppose it is this tall one that brought you here.”

Oro took the haughty route, “I see you’re jealous. I found a true warrior my equal, one who desires my company!”

“Sheo found an equal too, you’re not special,” countered Mato, sitting upon the bench before his hut, “I can’t imagine they know what it is you owe me. You’ve never been generous. Can’t imagine that has changed, even as a lover.”

Seeing the both of them would soon delve deeper into a fight, Pure Vessel merely pressed the both of them closer together, much to Oro’s frustrated thrashing until he tumbled onto the bench.

Mato laughed, “Your efforts are appreciated, tall one, but I know Oro. He’s stubborn and would not come here on his own.”

The vessel’s own Nailmaster huffed, “Difficult and unpleasant as always! I knew you wouldn’t bear listening to my own reasons or anything I have to say.”

“It’s clear what your reasoning is from here and here alone,” said Mato.

The vessel flopped in the bench bench between them, making it an extremely tight squeeze for all three. Pure Vessel wasn’t quite sure what to expect, only to somehow cut at the heart of Oro’s anger. All three of them sat together, quiet and refusing to budge.

Only when Mato took notice of Pure did he speak up again, “...your companion does look nice. You’re lucky to have found each other. Both of you.”

Oro issued a single breath laugh, “Heh.”

“...that isn’t me admitting jealously.” countered Mato.

This only gave Pure Vessel an idea. Grabbing the other Nailmaster’s hand, they took Mato’s limb and let it rest on their thigh. Nothing more.

“What are you doing,” Oro wasn’t sure which one he was directing that to.

Mato stared at where his hand rested, the smooth curvature of the thigh, how rounded and shapely. It was like looking at at a statue. If Mato ran his hand up it only once...what would it feel like? He had to know. He slowly ran his hand over their leg, surprised by the vessel’s stillness. Mato got breathy. It felt remarkably smooth, squishy yet durable. He groped at the very inner bit of the thigh. Just a little.

Rather than enrage Oro (because he also wanted to made his brother mad), the surly Nailmaster’s expression grew devious, “Hmmm you like the feel of that, don’t you?”

Mato sunk his head, a mockery of his brother’s signature sulk, “Your companion put my hand there, you should ask them.”

Oro leaned back, his own hand wandering to the other leg, “For a quiet one they would have much more to say than me. Yes Mato, warriors like them and I are lucky. The cold where we live...” he idly rubbed, “One has to warm up. My companion keeps me warm often. Would you know about that, Mato? The passing of strength between two bodies...”

The other Nailmaster did everything he could to look passive, calm.

But Oro continued, climbing to hook his leg over the vessel’s thigh, “The moments where you both battle against each other, legs around legs.” He leaned to nestle into the crook of Pure’s neck, “Technique and arts don’t matter there. It’s about power for power, proving who doesn’t buckle first until...” Pure Vessel gently traced their finger down the curvature of their frontal carapace, “The burst, the victory of defeat...the gushing...”

Mato felt flushed, nearly as hot as those under the infection from before. He was an adult, of course those fancies had crossed his mind. Mato didn’t actively pursue a companion because such things just fell from his mind. He never expected Sheo to find companionship so soon! He definitely didn’t think anyone would be drawn to Oro. He had such a boorish personality, everything with his was geo or his warrior ways. Anyone who found such a Nailmaster attractive must be a block of ice or as boorish as he.

Yet Oro showed off such a beautiful insect, almost unnatural in their beauty. They looked like a sculpture Sheo made with his own hands. And they were with Oro. It was just like Oro to make a cruel design against him. But Mato wouldn’t accept Oro just exchanging displays of affection right before him. Oro owed him. And if Oro would not give him his dues, he would take it back.

Mato grasped Pure Vessel’s shoulder, kneeling up to them, “Come with me, silent one. Inside my hut, you will see I am a much more tender, sensitive lover than you could ever find in my brother...”

Oro scoffed, “Now you admit it.”

“It’s what you owe me.” said Mato plain and simple, “You flaunt your lover, expecting I would not say anything?”


“Yes,” Oro said bluntly, rubbing circles into Pure Vessel’s stomach, “That is why you are here.”

“And it is why you are in the kingdom’s edge,” Mato countered. He leaned up to kiss the vessel’s neck, “You’re secure in each other’s passion, aren’t you? Then why should one encounter with anyone else ruin that passion?”

Neither brother knew it, but Pure Vessel’s bait had been perfectly set. Getting some fun with Oro was a given, but blowing off steam with Mato was a plus.

Oro broke the hanky panky, musing quietly on the bench. “Hmm.” He found a good compromise of his own, “You know what the master said right?”

Together both brothers said, “’Those who do not share their strength never learn’.”

Oro continued, “Share your strength in the from of Geo, brother.”

Though the conclusion hung implicitly in his mind, Mato wasn’t saying it until he got confirmation, “...are you saying I barter money for a chance with your lover?”

“No,” Oro grinned, “I want you to barter yourself for a chance with both of us.”

There Mato felt undignified, red hot, “You mean to sell myself like a charm!”

“Exactly Mato!” Oro chuffed, spreading his lover’s legs—a dangling grub of temptation, “You think so lowly of me, sink to the depths of my methods. Become like the goods our master would have sold.”

Mato would have refused...but being in the presence of this being, he felt the need to hold onto a bit of physical intimacy, just once. He didn’t want to be the only celibate in the family. But he wouldn’t make it easy for Oro, either. “3000 geo.”

Oro and Pure Vessel exchanged glances before Oro replied, “Is that for everything?”

“..yes.” Mato replied.

“I want to hear you say it,” Oro delighted in pulling the strings this way, “What are we spending 3000 geo for?”

Mato took forever dragging it out, “….3000 geo…for full access to my body. Anything you want to do, it’s yours.”

Oro snorted, “You may have found a different calling if being a Nailmaster becomes too much, brother!”

“Do you delight in calling your brother a whore?” Mato snarled.

“Nonsense,” the other Nailmaster produced a hefty bag of geo, letting it set in his brother’s palm, “Whores I respect.”

Pure Vessel rose, escorting the both of them. They were anxious to have a taste of both of them. Oro had a similar idea, following close as he gently groped their crotch, “I’m eager for my turn with you love.”

In Mato’s hut, he undressed privately as Oro and Mato had already cast aside their clothes and laid on his floor, nuzzling and exploring with their hands. As he stepped from behind his dressing booth he saw Oro sitting atop the long massive black insect. There was a segment where arm was missing, with bubble-like scars over their chest. None of it ruined Mato’s attraction to them. Even with his brother there, he couldn’t stop the vent between his legs opening, that pink soft appendage growing like a shy tentacle.

The couple stopped their touching to observe the shaking virgin standing before them. Oro commanded to Pure Vessel, My companion, you should do that technique with your hand...since Mato’s never coupled...” he got back to splaying over that long chest, “...I doubt he’ll last long the first time...”

Mato stepped forward, now indignant, “We’re both masters of the nail, you have no right to judge my stam--” His heart dropped a canyon when he felt those nimble inky fingertips touch his base. Mato gasped, muttering deeply as they traced upward slowly before touching his tip. Mato closed his eyes, the intensity hitting a sudden peak that even surprised him. Before he could react, Pure drew away their hands, watching fascinated as Mato panted and fucked the air, “Uh-uh-uh-uh!!!” His appendage helplessly squirted an arc of sticky white material into the air before splattering onto the ground.

Oro mocked his brother, “See? Sloppy.” He returned to grinding and cuddling with his vessel, “You can get in the mood again watching us.”

Mato was busy catching his breath from the intensity of his climax. He still had a bit of the shakes from the intensity of the experience.

Oro got a rise out of it, he grunted as he kissed Pure’s neck, grinding atop them. But Pure Vessel had other plans. Gently nudging aside, they welcomed Mato over to their unoccupied side. Oro grumbled, “He’s not even back to speed yet.”

The vessel placated their lover by nuzzling against their chest, offering their thick round thigh. Oro gladly cuddled around their leg, planting kisses against their stomach.

Meanwhile Mato laid back, their flaccid member still dripping. Pure Vessel’s hand slipped right back down to their legs, gently playing in that area around the base of their member. Occasionally a digit would give a wandering stroke, lighting up the Nailmaster’s super sensitive root, but Mato laid back and loved it. On the opposite side, Oro got busy kissing his lover’s torso, idly humping their leg as they felt themselves get hard. They were big boys, but Pure Vessel was tall enough to keep both of them happy.

While Oro was distracted, the vessel guided one of Mato’s idle hands between their own legs. Mato gave a nervous laugh, feeling the wet softness between there. His hands sensually patted and rubbed there for a second or two, watching as their hips squirmed. There from that flat plain there bloomed a long black tentacle, its consistency like goop. Mato shuddered as he felt the organ wrap around his hand. It was prehensile! Oro was an unfairly lucky bug.

How sweetly that phallic organ twisted and played with his hand. So good it felt Mato didn’t realize he already gotten hard. But Oro was ready to roll over their leg, placing their head first before the organ. Oro grunted, “Show me your full strength, don’t hold back...”

Mato watched, turned on and fascinated as Oro knelt before their spreading legs, the prehensile genitalia slithering around their head like a living vine. As soon as it got full coverage, the member began to squeeze the bug’s head like finger squeezing a delicious candy. It was a sight for Mato: watching his brother rear his ass to the sky full spread, groaning and wheezing as their lover’s appendage put his head in a vice. Without thinking Mato reached down to idly rub at his erection.

Oro tapped the ground urgently. Pure Vessel released his noggin, leaving Oro free to gasp and shudder, “Mmm...that’s good...” He glanced over his shoulder, “That’s what I mean brother...challenging each other, exchanging your strengths...”

“Your bond is a strange one, Oro,” the other Nailmaster said.

Oro simply gave an eye sneer before he noticed the vessel lifting their legs, revealing two rubbery hills that showed an ass, “I see love. You want me to show my strength now...I can do that...”

Pure Vessel stopped them, pointing to Mato.

The surly Nailmaster grumbled, “Him?”

They shook their head, pointing to both Oro and Mato. Now Oro understood, “You want both of us at the same time, don’t you?”

Pure Vessel nodded again, showing off the puckered center of their cheeks.

Oro continued with a deeper sensual tone, “Both of us...in the same place.”

Pure Vessel gave a fantastically ready nod. Oro took the lead to slip right under the vessel, his hard-on rubbing between the rubbery cheeks. From the squirming of the Pure Vessel’s hips, they were eager receive Oro’s fat knob.

Mato however was in shock at the connotations, “Both of us!? There’s no way we’ll fit...that will break them!”

“Don’t be so afraid, brother. They can take it. Can you my warrior?” Oro punctuated his sentence with a straightforward thrust into the big vessel’s hole, going right to his beetle hilt.

Pure Vessel arched their back, their member writhing at the sensation. Their lover knew how to hit that sweet spot...but the idea, the promise of two beetles like him inside them? What a sweet idea to taste! How could they not want that? The vessel spread their legs wider, showing the graphic sight of deep crimson trunk pumping into a literal black hole.

Mato crawled on his hands and knees, overcome by a sweet lust. He wanted to taste them, have what his brother had so bad...he brought his nervous erection to that meeting point of hole and dick. Mato shivered, “Tell me if it becomes too intense...”

Their flexible member reached to kiss his own hard on with a gently brush, the vessel obviously soothing him. Mato redoubled on his determination. Slowly, he took position and allowed his hips to guide him.

The first thought when he finally entered was he was actually touching cocks with his own brother. Mato voiced this thought, “O-oro! Our...I can feel them! Are you alright with this?!”

“We provided you payment for your services. Your fault for not being prepared.” said Oro, thrusting as though there wasn’t another dick with him, “Besides, it isn’t bad, is it?”

“It is...” Mato trailed off, his ass wiggling to get all the way in there. Pure Vessel gave long pets across their back plates as encouragement.

Oro grunted, teasing, “Well? How does it feel brother?”

Mato grunted, working his hips with the competing hard-on in this tight organic container, “It’s tight! But it’s...ugh...massaging me...like a kiss….”

His brother chuckled, “Yes good to push your nail into a good hole isn’t it? This is what I get to experience every night!” He paused to kiss Pure Vessel’s arching back, “You’ll love it more when you work your hips in and out.”

Mato grunted, struggling to hold onto his stamina as he got to building a rhythm, “Stop...instructing me! This isn’t—uh—the nail arts!”

“Everything is nail arts!” Huffed Oro as he pounded into his lover’s tight pit with surprising ferocity.

Pure Vessel loved this: the working of their tensions, the sublime feeling of two stalks thrusting inside them...not to mention that both dicks were related! They wouldn’t admit it, but they loved the Nailmaster’s indirect taboo.

Mato got to a good sensual rhythm, hugging his first partner’s stomach close. Pure Vessel rewarded them by wrapping their legs over their body, their massive crotch tentacle lovingly stroking their face. Mato was all to eager to make out with their appendage, their kissing getting sloppy in the rhythm of Mato’s romantic fucking.

Oro grunted, “Stop going so slow...don’t be afraid to show your skill in mating, brother. Fuck them harder, they can take it,” he turned to his lover, “You can, can you?”

Pure Vessel nodded eagerly.

“I’ll go at the pace I want!” huffed Mato, his ass humped at the rhythm of bobbing tides.

Meanwhile Oro fucked as though he would die immediately after. Oro huffed, “A surprise that the throbbing of your brother’s cock doesn’t bother you. The feeling of our tools wrapped so tightly together, would disturb a lesser bug.”

Pure Vessel was living for the dirty talk, living for the two different penises frotting inside them. They dug their hind-limbs into Mato’s backside.

Mato groaned, “You’re the one bringing it up!”

“You’re close,” shuddered Oro, his thrusts now long dramatic shoves into that stretched out hole, “I can feel how excited your nail is getting.”

“Enough!” panted Mato, his own pace increasing, “You-you’re the one getting close! So pull out!”

“You pull out first,” groaned Oro, “I have a right to seed my companion.”

“No you pull out,” his brother huffed, “They’re my first!”

“No--” Oro gave one final impact thrust before groaning, “Uuuuuuuuuuuugh.”

“Curse you!!!” Mato wanted desperately to pull out, but with the feeling of the legs on his backside, the warm proximity of Oro’s cock, and Pure Vessel’s tightness, it was too late, “Ooh! Ah! Hhah!!”

Both excited nails, two Nailsmiths throbbed in harmony before releasing jets of warm genetic cream, going upwards and deeper into their system. Pure Vessel squeezed their one eye shut as they placed their hand over they belly. They felt the combined love offerings inflate their belly with warm genetic chowder.

Both brothers quickly withdrew, leaving the Pure Vessel’s hole the width of a fist. It visibly throbbed as cum seeped from its opening between their cheeks. They squirmed, loving the sensation of cream oozing from them.

Oro and Mato caught their breaths, staring at each other with flaccid wet dicks. Mato was the first to speak, “We need a truce.”

“On what terms,” said Oro.

Mato moved over to Pure Vessel, “Bring your companion every now and then...and we can start moving past bygones...”

Oro grunted, “You pay us next time.”

As much as Mato wished to grit and argue, he simply said, “That would make you the whore, brother.”

Oro leaned down to kiss the Pure Vessel’s massive writhing tentacle cock, “I respect whores, brother.”

Mato took the Nailmaster’s lead, kissing the other side with a grin in his eyes. Pure Vessel reared their head back, their cock slithering back and forth as brothers exchanged wet sloppy kisses with their long prehensile member. They peered downward, charged by this odd teamwork at play. Their legs writhed faster. Their cock wriggled with greater urgency between two sloppy faces before it ultimately straightened once to spew a fountain of sticky oil-black cum. The two brothers shuddered as it rained on the both of them, splattering on their bone-white faces.

Pure Vessel laid back, basking in that glow of post coital bliss.

