Dark Dorumon entered the building, in which his actual goal was... But once he was now in it, he then had to find out, how someone else was still in it... But this someone didn't stand in front of him like any of the other village elders did: In front of him on the floor he saw all the clothes they actually had to wear. And a little further in front of that, right in the middle of the room, there was a completely naked and exposed Dorumon... "Welcome back, Dorumon, my friend..." Black Dorumon froze as he began to see as well as recognize him: he was actually his childhood friend at the time, the only other someone he had had fun with. He just stood there in front of him and did nothing else. More or less, he did it to show his former friend that he wasn’t his enemy. At least he wasn't unlike the others. Both just continued to stare at each other. And as they did so, the atmosphere around them even changed more and more. At first, it felt stifling. But now, together with the incoming interference of the blackness from outside, it became more and more comfortable as well as much more exciting.... And he got to feel that from Dark Dorumon as well, "You haven't changed one bit, if not improved..." Dark Dorumon had heard it before....

Back when he was still a normal Dorumon, they were actually normal playmates. The problem was, however, that his friend was a child from one of the village elders. Actually, he was only allowed to play it with others like himself. But he always broke this norm quite secretly and even in moments when he could do it without any problems. Dorumon saw nothing in it, which was why his friend had to hide so much and could only play with him secretly. However, it was starting to get into why they should have a good reason when it came to the said book: his friend said that his dad had found something and was researching whether it was good or not. In his eyes, at least the respective feeling told him whenever he even began to glimpse it, it seemed to be about something definitely fun. That's why, the next day, he had planned to secretly take it to school and actual do some potential real fun together with it just about one hour before school.... Actually, as a child of a village elder, he should have known why his daddy was doing this. But apparently, he had not only been way too innocent, but also ignorant about what his daddy was actually doing with it.... And because of this, it was the very beginning of how Dorumon had come to his black and perverted form:

The next day they met behind the school in a particularly dark corner, where no one else went voluntarily, and began to research the black book independently. However, after some time they noticed the peculiarity of the book more than clearly: Dorumon's friend, who had brought it to them both here, suddenly seemed a little bit darker than before. However, at first it was Dorumon himself who noticed it clearly, despite the darkness around him. But as soon as his friend handed him the book, it also began to happen to him. However, it happened much more rapidly. The reason of it: Dorumon was the one who opened the book. And as soon as he did so, some of the blackness came towards him. What before had only come out of it like an invisible aura and had nested in his friend just a little bit, it now became much clearer, since it could now unfold itself completely and now began to attack Dorumon. Externally, it almost looked like as if something black and partly invisible was gripping the little Dorumon. But that wasn’t the case: Dorumon himself not only felt comfortably touched by the blackness, but began to like its scent so much that he took all of it onto as well as into himself as he could.... And that was how he had come to his blackness....

His friend found it at first frightening, what suddenly happened to his friend. But as soon as he saw how calm the now black Dorumon became, he calmed down himself as well. Even more so when he noticed the grinning smile and the sensual moans from the now changed Dorumon, it seemed that he had been right all along: This book really seemed to bring them a lot of fun. But just as he was about to do something with the book, he heard the school bell ringing for the first lesson. Only here he came not only out of the respective thought, but noticed how his friend had changed now completely. He could never, ever go back to school like that. Not only would they both definitely get into trouble by letting them being seen like this, but they wouldn't be able to play together again as quickly as they had been up until now... But the black Dorumon then took these worries from him by skipping school for a very good reason, while his friend could continue it normally. It had already been clear to him that sooner or later they would get into trouble for it anyway. And this was the only way he could protect his friend from it and let it only bring all the trouble to him instead. And even if his friend agreed, he would definitely check on him again during the breaks as well as after school....

Once he went to school to maintain their plan, Dark Dorumon now used more of the time to more or less acquire the book. What he didn’t know, however, was the fact that the book now marked him as the sole owner. No one else had opened the book before and no one else will be able to do so without him from now on. He went page by page and read through just about everything he got in front of his eyes. But even this inward reading in his mind burned just about all of it deep into his senses. However, this also caused something else to happen to him: He was aroused by what was happening to him, but hardly got anything out of it himself. He had been much too busy with the reading itself to notice it fully either way. However, it could only truly get itself noticed as soon as his friend came back to him during the first break. And when that happened, the black Dorumon only noticed how his returned friend looked at him with an astonished look and a red face, but didn’t look him directly in the eyes. The real reason for this was right behind the book, which he continued to hold in his hands. But it didn't take long for him to not only see it, but also to feel it, which really made him behave so strangely. And that started when he began to approach it....

He saw his friend going towards and down on him. At first, he didn't quite know why he was doing this. But as soon as he felt something on himself, he took his black book from him and saw it now directly in front of his very eyes: Not only had he become hard himself, but was then able to watch his friend beginning to downright blowing him one. This was his first sexual foreplay, which he instinctively began to enjoy immensely. And not only did he do that, but he let his friend know how much he liked what he was doing to him: He put his paws onto his head and caressed him a bit there. Of course, he then got a distinct moan from his cocksucker of a friend, which only made him go even more in the depraved direction he was literally being pushed into. He himself knew that this was something that was happening to him for the first time. Somehow it seemed natural to him, even if it was more than clear to him that it actually wasn’t.... But, as he clearly liked the particular feeling, he began not only to accept it, but only went into it more: He began to hump into his friend's mouth and fucked him gently in front of him. However, this ended with something that could already be expected: Dark Dorumon gushed out one great load not only into the mouth, but also through the throat of his friend.

At least it brought them both down from their lust-filled high.... Well, that was the case for the black Dorumon. But his friend was still halfway caught up in it.... More or less, after swallowing down the cum and taking his friend's member out of his mouth, he somehow couldn't do anything but hold his nose as well as his muzzle onto it. The influence of the book now seemed to have an effect on the both of them now together as well. Dark Dorumon was still not aware of this, but saw it in his friend's face how much he liked it and even let him do it to him.... And even with and after all of this, they had been able to converse with each other despite them both becoming even much more depraved then when they first started. However, they were getting pretty much nowhere here. More or less, it was like Dark Dorumon hadn't even begun to read through the book in front of him. He was still at the beginning pages and didn’t even understand what was really written in it himself. But what they were supposed to know was right between them: his friend continued to feast on his now blackened friend’s member, as if he wanted to have its smell not only in his nose, but also all over him, especially his own face. What was happening to them was more than clear, but it continued to go unnoticed by them because everything that was happening seemed so natural to them....

When the break was over again, the still somewhat normal Dorumon went back to his class. Actually, even that would be an impossible task, since he had also become agitated during the whole thing. But as soon as he went away from the black Dorumon, he suddenly became normal again.... At least, that's what he became on the outside. He still had the action as well as the smell from earlier in his mind.... Meanwhile Dark Dorumon continued to take the book in front of him... But even here it went on unchanged: He saw more of the book's content, but still didn't understand much of it... But somehow it seemed to do something with him: Something began to stir as well as accumulate in his subconscious. It was a similar feeling to what he had previously dismissed as "natural". But this feeling became stronger and stronger the more he began to read from the book. And even if he didn't know exactly what it triggered in him, he seemed to enjoy it much more. But at the same time, he noticed how his body began to react to something else additionally to that. He put the book aside again once he noticed as well as looked over to his member which now seemed to have become excited again as well as significantly more so than it was before. It was just twitching as well as throbbing away.... At first, he didn't know exactly why it was doing that. But as soon as he looked forward, he knew it now:

Dark Dorumon saw his friend come to him again from what was now the second break. This time he noticed how he could see the excitement of the normal Dorumon in front of him. After everything that had gone on between them during their first break, he couldn't help but grin dirtily and naughtily to himself in response: not only did he know exactly what they were going to do to each other now and what it was going to get them, but they were both starting to want it more than anything else. This could even be seen in the way the now very eager Dorumon made his way towards his black friend. However, he stopped halfway, which didn't please the black Dorumon as well as his highly excited member. But not even a second later he got to see the reason: The normal Dorumon now turned around and stretched his fluffy rump towards him. And not only did he stretch his tail upwards as well as out of the way, but he even started to swing his butt seductively back and forth. This now caused an only dirtier and naughtier grin to appear on the black Dorumon's face. And even though it was also a thing which he will now do for the first time, he also found this more than "natural". So much even, that he went to it, mounted his friend and began to fuck him on that very instant....

Here they got to feel it now, what the perverted side brought them. And not only did it only make them want to go down this road even more, but it only made them want to have more of it still as well, whether for fucking or to be fucked. But just as quickly as the time passed between all the breaks, it was the same during their break: they both had to separate from each other again. However, it happened exactly when their first round with each other ended and the normal Dorumon now got the very seed of the black Dorumon injected into him. At least it brought them something good. More or less, it now started all over again: one went back to class while the other continued to go through the book. Even the re-normalized Dorumon’s vanishing excitement disappeared when they separated. However, there was a certain difference with him: not only did the arousing feeling of the injected cum remain deep within him, but the black influence of it now seemed to be doing its work on him as well. Not only did he begin to crave it orally as well as anally, but he could think of nothing else. He wanted to continue to stay with his black friend and enjoy the respective feeling together with him so much more now. However, he held back as much as he could, because he knew that he still had to wait for his school day will end properly for him to get it for real....

Meanwhile, when Dark Dorumon again appropriated the book and began to read further into it, he began to understand literally everything of what he saw on what happened before him all at once. And not only that: as soon as he went back to the beginning of the book and continued reading it from then on, he got exactly the information that he not only wanted, but also instinctively had already acquired and already learned through his very actions on his friend. The book was in truth the most corrupted thing he ever got to see. But the more he began to read of it again, the deeper it only went into it. It went into every last detail and explained everything from the ground up. More or less, it not only gave him all the thoughts and information to become what he was now, but now gave him a reason to not only actively use it, but also spread it. He smiled as he began to not only experience this, but to want it all to happen as well… But what he still hadn’t realized: he had actually already started doing this. He remembered quite well how much his friend had liked what he had done to him with the help of the book. That's why he continued to do it... But as soon as he reached the place where he had left off last time, he had to realize that there are indeed more ways and means to make it even better...

"Dark Dorumon..." He blinked and then found himself in the building of the village elders. He knew what he had done to his friend and what his friend's father had done to him back then. His pitch-black hyper cock throbbed, which brought out a smirk from his old friend. "I see you haven't forgotten me.... That's good..." Suddenly, he saw him turn around in front of him, get down on all fours, and stick his fluffy rump out at him. "I haven't forgotten you either..." Instinctively, the black Dorumon now went all the way up to him and began to mount him, thrusting his entire pitch-black length deep into his ass. Of course, he got back one very sensual moan to hear. "Finally... After what felt like an eternity, I feel it again.... Your blackness..." And he got considerably more than what he had gotten from him back then. However, it wasn’t the difference in size that was meant.... "It was more than worth the wait.... And how..." Apparently, he really couldn't wait to see his black friend again, in front of as well as inside himself. But not only he felt like this: Dark Dorumon also came to the respective pleasure. And as soon as he was fully inside him, he suddenly stopped and didn't move one bit.... "Come on, my friend... Fuck me like in the good old days..."

He didn't have to be told twice: the pitch-black Dorumon not only did what his friend wanted him to do, but went right into the very part that made them both love each other as well as the resulting blackness: he began to ram him properly as well as extensively. Even though he preferred certain other and way younger Dorus, he still couldn't help but really enjoy giving his old friend the one good fucking he properly deserved. Not only was he the one who had given him the insight to the other side, but he had even given him his black book. However, he fucked him not only in gratitude for that, but also out of nostalgia: it was his very first time. Not only did he still know exactly how he had felt, but it made doing it with him that much better. And all of this also happened to his partner: he felt the clear difference between then and now. But his respective withdrawal from the blackness only made him want it that much more. And what he was getting off now was exactly what he needed as well as wanted. He even saw it on him: his belly neatly bulging from the hyper cock deep inside him, and how wonderful it just felt. He just couldn't get enough of it, which was why he then brought his paws onto it and began to hold it against him....

However, that now made it evoke all the more: Dark Dorumon's orgasm. As soon as he felt something that had happened between them back then, when the exact same thing happened here now, he couldn't help but revel in this nostalgia as well as inject into him properly, only on a much larger scale. And the normal Dorumon also felt this clearly: he felt the power and splendor from the orgasm, as well as the neat heaviness and fullness in his belly that it triggered and then left behind deep inside of him. And then he came too, as he got exactly what he had been getting from him since the last time. "Yeaahhhh, my friend.... This is exactly what I had been waiting for since ages.... This fullness... This pleasure... It feels unimaginably good.... You don't know how boring it's been since they took us apart from each other.... Such a perpetual emptiness.... Nothing and no one could help me regain what I once got from you.... Only you, my friend... Your blackness was what I wanted to have, to feel, to sense.... The same blackness that they all wanted to keep away from us..." And that was exactly why the black Dorumon had been here. And not only did he feel vindicated, but he only began to want it that much more, to take over the entire village so that just about everyone could get their respective enjoyment out of it....

"...Dark Dorumon?" There was one difference between their real first time from back then and their first time after a long time: the black Dorumon went straight into the second round after a short break. More or less, he did it not for himself, but for his friend. He had more than internalized what he had heard from him. He had been on his side from the very beginning and still was even now. But as the upcoming head of the village, once he was completely done with his thing here, it was his job to make sure everyone in the village could get enough enjoyment from the blackness he had inherited and will regain fully. And since they were both even the first of it, there was quite a large period of time where he would have to make up quite a bit of it for him. That's why he went straight to the next round on him. However, he got to hear something from his friend that he hadn't thought he'd hear from him at first: "Not yet! It's too early for that! I know why you are here. All the other village elders already knew about your arrival.... But I also know where the black book is locked away. Let me lead you to it. Your blackness is not yet one hundred percent complete. And I want, before I can give you my whole body fully and utterly, to let you reach your true form first..."

The pitch-black Dorumon stopped and internalized exactly what he was being told by his dear friend.... His friend was on his side and knew accordingly quite exactly, where what was around here. Therefore, together with him, he will reach the actual goal even much quicker than without him. And that's why he was actually here.... Not a second later he got off of him together with his hyper cock. And even after what had already happened, nothing leaked out of him as a result and just stayed inside him, more in favor of both Dorus. However, there was one more thing: he could see it in his friend's face how much he had been pumped full of his blackness by him. And if he actually went on with his second and possibly other rounds with him, he would very potentially been immobilized because of him, becoming of no more use to him. And before he could change his mind, his friend started to take him by his paw and stopped him. Even if the black Dorumon had more or less only his goal in mind, he could still do justice to his task as the imminent leader once he becomes just that for real. And knowing all of this, his friend pretty much just became like a subordinate to him, almost like his assistant as well as now all the other Dorus present in the village who were under the influence of his blackness. Apparently, holding hands brought his friend not only the necessary support, but also the necessary strength to continue normally despite his current form. Apparently even the first round was enough to almost made him incapable of walking around anymore. But now, they both now walked together along the path towards their final destination, while the cum together with the blackness inside the belly of the normal Dorumon only began to bubble and slosh itself back and forth that much more so...

During the walkthrough around the building towards the underground, he told his black friend about all about the things that were around them. Of course, it concerned things, which brought them in their present form more the opposite of what they actually wanted... But even if Dark Dorumon looked grimly at it and was annoyed about how the village elders wanted to take away everything good from them, something else began to arise in him: What if he could reverse any and all of their very effects? Means to purify became means of even further corruption. Means to contain became means to inflame. Means to annihilate became means to assimilate. White turns to black. Heeding turns to Breeding… One could see it clearly in the black Dorumon's face how he began to get excited and just grinned to himself. His friend, who was still leading the round, could also see it and had to grin to himself as well. He could guess what Dark Dorumon was thinking. And it was even exactly what he himself had always done to keep up his still secretly lingering perversion deep inside himself. However, it had been more the fantasy of it, which made this possible for him. But when he looked into the eyes of the black Dorumon again, he could imagine that it wouldn’t last much longer until it could even become reality. And certainly, exactly that will help them out even further, once they get around to that...
It didn't take long for them to go down one floor at a time and end up in front of the very locked gates where it was now supposed to be behind. Without words, Dark Dorumon went over to it and wanted to open it, but couldn’t. It turned out that this gate was locked twice: once physically with a key which they didn’t possess, and once magically by something that only the actual head of the village elders could unlock. Even though they both knew now that they were close to reaching their goal, they were still just as close to it as they had been after it had been taken from them again.... Dorumon definitely couldn't help out his dear old friend anymore on his own, but Dark Dorumon clearly felt that he didn't need any more help: he knew that the other side was already waiting for him. The attraction of it was more than clearly felt in him. Dorumon could see that too, which was why he now went back and let Dark Dorumon go in first. He himself wasn’t the one who should get the honor of the black book.... And with that, he slowly went back up again... As he did just that, he suddenly heard something from behind him, which became louder and louder... But as soon as he turned around, not only the respective noise disappeared, but also the black Dorumon... However, he only grinned to himself, because he could already guess that he was now truly close to reach their respective goal...

In the meantime, quite a lot was already going on outside: A bunch of Dorus were now all being together on one spot, completely covered from head to toe by the blackness. The reason for this were the pitch-black tentacles of the small Dorus, that came spurting out of them and went all over them as well as the susceptible village elders, corrupting them all one by one via doing one thing they were very good at: fucking. Actually, one could think that they were only younger Dorus, since all of them looked and even acted the same. But occasionally one saw among them somewhat larger Dorus, who didn’t have any tentacles protruding from them but were slowly but surely starting to do it actively together with them all. They had already changed sides and wanted it now instinctively just as much as the smaller Dorus. They were then therefore being very much taken care of my all the tentacles swarming and stuffing them whichever way possible. And while letting all of this happen to them, they let in all the joy and love for this very pleasure to unfold within them even more than they needed to. More or less, they began to want it as much as a certain other Dorumon before them already did. However, there was a certain difference between them: The little ones were still going to town on the village elders just in case, stuffing them all full with what they all had gained so far and giving them no more reason to go on without any of it any longer. They all got such a surplus instilled in them, which definitely made them stay on the other side, on their side, the one of pure darkness.

However, one of them was still not ready as well as willing enough to follow them to the other side: The leader of the village elders, the head of them, continued to vehemently resist being changed. More or less, he wasn’t really letting himself being fucked as much as the other village elders had experienced. He was being handled in a different way by the female Dorumon, Dark Dorumon's assistant as well as partner: She used all the things that the chief wanted to use on her and all the other Dorus influenced by the blackness, and used it on him herself. But she didn't do it just like that, but additionally also soaked it in the blackness, so that it could thus bring him over to the other side permanently as well as greatly.... But all it did was weaken as well as neutralize what he wanted to do with it on them all. However, her blackness wasn't strong enough to directly reverse its effect, so it made him gradually come over to the other side more and more. She noticed this quite late, however, had some of the blackness instilled in him, which still hadn’t been enough. Accordingly, she changed her plans yet again, let his scepter fall to the ground, where it then disappeared in a thick layer of blackness.

"You are more than persistent. Why don't you give up? You're clearly outnumbered and all of your kind have already joined us." At this, he even got to see it as well, how this was not only actually the case, but how much the other village elders were now beginning to want what was happening to them. However, one could still see it on the leader's face how he was still resisting it. "Apparently you really don't want it any other way.... As you wish... Then I guess we'll have to bring out the heavier guns.... Ruuhhh~" Suddenly, it could be seen as the black gangbang of the small as well as the medium Dorus came to a halt. Even if it was a Dorumon-typical sound that she gave off, the leader couldn’t decipher any of it, what she had just done as well as intended and wanted to initiate with it. But this could be clearly seen by the black Dorus, as the former village elders now came out of their turmoil with the others and emerged to stand in a circle under their former chief. "I think it will be a wonderful task for the very ones who had previously sided with you.... Maybe they will make your choice a lot easier as well as even sweeter..." But nothing happened after that.... However, as soon as it actually began, the leader's eyes widened as he now got to see what he thought was impossible:

Out of the bodies of his former followers now came the exact same tentacles as had been the case with the little ones as well as her. But these went straight to work without further ado and began not only to wrap around him for her as well as hold him in the air, but now began to really take him on and sexually violate him much more than anything that had happened here so far. More or less, they did exactly the same on their former leader as what the little ones had done on them, if not a lot wilder: They stuffed his mouth as well as his ass completely full with their tentacles. Each of them had the same idea and did it individually with him, which was why a multitude of tentacles stuffed all his holes and even started to wrap his entire body with them. And even though they only looked up at their work from below, they knew not only what they were doing to him, but also what it brought them as well as him: It gave them enormous pleasure not only to let the blackness come to him as well, but also to let it awaken in them only more out of themselves. Essentially, they felt exactly what their tentacles did to him, which gave them a proper thrill. But this only made their goings-on with him get even wilder, as they only began to want it that much more. At first, they had previously felt it through the little ones, how it felt to be overwhelmed by it and to get more of it. But here they now saw and felt it, how it is like to instill it into others and to have even more of it awakened out of them.

But that wasn’t the only thing that happened: The village elders, influenced by the blackness, now began to masturbate in front of their former leader. More or less, they got themselves majorly aroused by what they were currently doing to their former leader, which only made their goings-on with him even wilder through their tentacles. And not only that: The more excited they became and the more they wanted it, the more sexual energy they seemed to have in them and were able to utilize right back into it all. So much so, in fact, that their tentacles all pumped themselves up and thus became neatly larger and thus only began to let more of themselves into their chosen breeding ground. They all began to experience the complete pleasure of blackness while giving their former boss no more chance to defy it. Not only were they all fucking him just as wildly and overwhelmingly as the little ones had done it to them before, but they were just so generously gushing out their pitch black cum through their tentacles deep inside him.... Actually, they wanted to continue with it until he gave in. But as soon as they noticed something, they dropped to the ground and sank into their blackness more than sullied in it. Something earthquake-like happened and it seemed to come from the respective building, from which they originally came out of. All the mating, breeding and fucking ended and they all looked over to it with a pleasing smile....

Meanwhile, Dark Dorumon came to on the other side of the locked gates. Of course, they were still closed. But at the same time, he had noticed what had happened before, which was why he was now in the more than sacred space for him: Something seemed to have grabbed him from below and pulled him into the ground while he had been on the other side. At that, when he got to see it more clearly, what it really was, he realized that it was the liquid blackness that actually came from where he was now. It had seeped itself through from underneath the more than just closed doors through the small slit to get itself towards him, so that he himself could enter the room through all the protective measures that prevented him entry. And even though everything here was supposed to be pitch black, he could still see everything in front of him. The room seemed like an underground altar, whereupon he even got to see in the center of it exactly what he was here for: The black book... For some reason, very much around it was also the very actual darkness, which only further signaled to the black Dorumon that he would get the perfect blackness here once he gets towards it.... He remembered well how much of the book itself he had read, what it had done to him, and how much of it he had yet to read through. He couldn't help but grin to himself at that....

Slowly but surely, he walked over to the altar. He knew exactly that the time had come, which was why he took his time and approached everything calmly. The book already belonged to him and he didn’t even have to hurry. Nevertheless, he acted as if automatically, because he could hardly wait to see what else was in store for him. Touching the book itself gave him not only some very nostalgic feelings, but also a very surprising orgasm from it. But he didn’t react to his body and was just fully and utterly in on opening it and reading its contents until completion… Of course, he started from the very beginning and read everything carefully. Every little bit will surely help him to his actual final form. What he didn't realize, however, was how quickly he was actually reading through the pages. It almost seemed like he was just skimming through them. But he really read it all from top to bottom, word for word, letter by letter, taking it all in one symbol at a time. More or less, it was the blackness in him as well as around him, which made him absorb all the information directly and spread it all the way around his body. However, with the already read pages he wasn’t getting as much as he had once been given in feelings than when he did the first time around. But still, he enjoyed it all that much more after everything else he went through already… But as soon as it went over to the new pages, it already happened to him: His pleasure as well as joy became bigger and greater with every further page. He saw exactly what he had thought before in his inner eye, but now got to see it presented.

From the outside, one could just see him reading through one page after the other and rapidly starting to flip through the book. But from the inside, it was something completely different: For him it seemed as if time passed more and more slowly. The more of the perverted content he began to read and imagine, the more he got of the blackness inside him. With each successive page, it became more and more powerful. It even went so far that his entire body began to seethe more and more from the inside out. More or less, it was his blackness that was now inside of him unfolding itself ever so much more with each further page read. He had so much of it inside of him that his simple form as a black Dorumon was actually no longer enough. But even at that, it seemed to continue to go beyond that. So much so that there was now a tremor.... However, it wasn't all the blackness that came out of the book with each successive page, surrounding the pitch-black Dorumon and entering his tiny body that caused all this. It was Dark Dorumon himself, how omnipotent it only made him and he more than pulled himself together to first call the entire contents of his book his own. But not only his body began to exert proper pressure on him, but his head as well as his thoughts droned on him so much that he actually couldn’t continue reading.... And even with all of this happening to him, he still went on page through page, focusing his very being onto as well as into it all...

And as soon as he had finally finished and closed the book, he not only closed his eyes and tried to calm down, but also tried to recollect himself completely. All pressure on and around him disappeared when he did this. Now he was completely occupied with himself. He saw it in front of him, what he had now become. But he himself also knew how his current form just wasn’t at all fit and made for all of this. Relaxed, he breathed deeply in and out. And with each time he did exactly that, his body seemed to pump up as well as transform. The entire blackness in him now took hold of his body and reshaped it into a form that was much more like his current form. And this happened even no matter if he had his eyes open or not: His form literally melted into each other, so that it could deform a lot more as well as more clearly and faster. Dark Dorumon's body shape became entirely larger. His tail stretched out of him a lot more, as did his claws. His wings did the same and finally took on a shape that matched his power. He just growled to himself as it began to happen to him.... His widening form accordingly only made him seem even that much more powerful than he already was.... So much even, that now his growl alone caused the tremor.  But at the same time, he again got pressure exerted onto his entire body.... He became too big for the space in which he was currently residing... But this was only temporary... Because it didn’t take long until he was free again.

Meanwhile, not so very far from the sacred and still locked room, the normal Dorumon continued to walk slowly up the stairs to exit the underground area of the very building that opposed his old as well as invigorated new believes... And even he got to feel the tremor that occurred mere seconds before. However, he stopped and just grinned to himself. Because he knew exactly what it was really about: A short time later he heard a loud bang behind himself and was seized by something powerful. It was the viscous blackness, which came out of Dark Dorumon’s body during his transformation as well as his growth in abundance. Not only was he now completely encased in it, but he could no longer perceive anything but it or what even had been around him not even a moment before. His entire being from the inside as well as outside was now being invaded by the blackness. It felt almost the same as it had felt during the first as well as last mating with his black friend, only four times infinitely more powerful as well as better as ever before: He felt it clearly all around himself, going into his ass, his mouth as well as cock. And this repeated itself steadily as well as second by second again and again, while now also his form began to change permanently. If it had already felt this wonderful to be violated again by the blackness of his previous and clearly more than self-empowered black friend, everything was only going to be that much more so. And he knew it even completely exactly, from whom he had gotten it now most personally. It was only a side effect of the actual transformation of Dark Dorumon...

Meanwhile completely outside, everyone could now see how the perfect blackness in viscous form began to ooze out of the building just about everywhere. However, it was clearly noticed how it rapidly became a flood, which the building could no longer contain within itself. This resulted in an only more violent explosion of pure blackness. The building was thereupon no longer existent. Instead, not only did more of the pitch-black liquid come out of the ground, but also a huge shape protruding from it. However, everyone got to see it directly as well as were even getting to feel who it was: Dark Dorumon... At least they thought so. But his form was not only much bigger than normal, but also different from what was usual for them. And it didn’t take long until it became more than clear to them what had happened now as well as who was really in front of them: Dark Dorugamon. His fusion with the blackness had triggered his digivolution, if not even more than that: All Dorus looking up to him saw it directly, what he had become now. His power was clearly palpable. But this also gave them one boost after the other in many ways: their excitement, their own power as well as their lust knew no bounds anymore when they looked at him and when his splendor started to rub off on them...

Dark Dorugamon, when he had now come to himself again, saw it not only directly in front of him, how gigantic and powerful he was now, but how all his people in front of him looked up to him and indirectly began to feast on him. Exactly that was it, which he wanted to see as well as actually have: Boundless power, which could let him do everything and anything he had ever wanted to do. But this wasn’t only useful for himself. He could also let it spread to his people and also give them the possibility to let their perversions give no more borders. This already happened indirectly. But he himself also wanted to let it happen actively. That's why he bent himself back, spread his wings and tightened his arms, so that he could only let some more of his power rub off on all of them. And even when he did this, it seemed to him more or less as if he was doing nothing at all. He was so powerful now that it seemed like an ease to him. But the only thing he could notice was what was happening to his people. He felt it on each and every single Doru quite clearly as his power swept over them all. One might think that their old forms no longer existed. But as soon as it happened to them, they now also became true pitch-black Dorus with the perfect blackness in their own disposal....

More or less, the exact same thing happened to them that a Dorumon before them all had already felt: All of their bodies were now encased in the perfect blackness internally as well as externally. But in contrast to before, it happened only more violently as well as more rapidly. The power that fell upon them was so tremendous that it should have rendered them all unconscious the very instant it happened. But because of the blackness, they all felt every little bit of their transformation. They were all literally being fucked by the blackness in such an absurd way that it was a miracle how they were able to experience it all in its entirety. Their excitement, power and lust also knew no bounds anymore and with each passing second, they were only more taken over by the blackness of their new leader, their master, their deity. But unlike Dark Dorugamon, they all remained in their rookie form. More or less, they didn’t want to surrender to the one who infinitely provided them with so much. And even no matter how much of it they got pumped into them now, they by no means crossed over to the vast quantities of their black deity despite that. However, they still remained true to their old form. They knew what they had to do and that's exactly what they intended to do: To spread it all around even further...

Dark Dorugamon, having completed his work, saw a veritable flood of pitch-black Dorus before him, as more of them now left their native village, only to spread their influence elsewhere. He grinned dirtily to himself. Not only did he see and feel all the Dorus corrupted from the ground up, but he felt the lingering sensation from earlier of what he had done to them all with his action. It was the only thing he could feel. He himself was no longer aware of how powerful he now was. However, he saw it quite clearly as he began to corrupt everything and everyone around him with it. This bottomless perversion was what he had longed for. And this was now the only thing that gave him pleasure. But not only that: he saw it in his little Dorus, how they all began to act for him. And what they were all up to was even exactly what he himself wanted from the very beginning. Actually, he himself could do it all in no time flat. But where's the fun of doing it, when everything was then being over this quickly? Why not let his Dorus do all the work. And thus, he always had something to long for. Because his goal was namely also their goal. And no matter how much they will get on it, he will always be there for them to reward them richly for it....
