To Gittit with Eternal Love
An Erotic Horrifying Story (or, more accurately: an ultra-sick Horror Story) by Incestual Romance
Chapter Three

Disclaimer: The following Story, its main plot as well as all its sub-plots and absolutely EVERYTHING in it, is a mere sick FANTASY, as my brain has created it. Absolutely NONE of this is real, period. Personally, the main characters make me sick and the main idea of the plot = shiver.
It is NOT for the faint of Heart!!!! You have been warned.
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It had actually been '034 idea, that we should cease, completely, to use the illegal, highly-illegitimate pronoun "i". We are Borg! There is absolutely no place at all, for any kind of such wild, uncivilized, incredibly offensive and totally improper scream of sick, primitive individuality amung us...
We are only allowed, to refer to ourselves as "we", or "this drone" (third person singular).
Of course, all of us have agreed to it immediately. Then, this drone went to '034, kissed him fully on the lips and we hugged tight, our right hand clatching at '034's divine cock and massaging it... massaging it, till he came. Followed by this enjoyable distraction, came '005's suggestion, to adopt Borg-designations, to use at our meetings. Our designation was "one of twelve, tertiary ajax zero-nine, unimatrix four", '001 became "two of twelve", '005 - "three of twelve" and so on.

But then, all of a sudden, i felt sick; not someone else, not '034 or '005: me. '284. 'Oded. I felt sick. All of a sudden, I had become aware, of the horrible crime we had committed against 'Iddith, against 'Iddo, their Love. And the crime I, with the help of Nurith, had committed against our tiny little sister, by intentionally refraining from warning her of the approaching car.
And my Heart felt broken, I wanted to scream - - -

And that's when, right in front of Gittit's and No'a's laughing faces, I had wake up from the afternoon-nap, realized it was all had been, but one terrible, horribly sick dream, shook my head and told my little sisters, "why - you ain't gonna believe, what a terrible nightmare I had had just now"...
THE END
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