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		Tucker’s fishing line gave a twitch, but it was just the pull of the current again. He sighed and downed another swig of warm Bud Light, his pale legs splayed across the sun-baked, splintery boards of his uncle’s private pier. Playa Guapa was a washed-up, out-of-the-way pocket of California that nobody visited on purpose. No real attractions, no girls worth hitting on, and clearly no fish today either. He was angling for halibut—what he and his uncle used to haul in when the tides were right—but it was just a way to kill time.

		The upcoming party had been Johnny’s bright idea: booze, beach, and a blast of friends packed into the house for one last summer hurrah. Tucker still had two weeks left of house-sitting before his uncle returned from upstate. What else was he going to do? Read through the dusty stack of hunting magazines? Try to stream porn over a prehistoric internet connection? At least he was getting paid to babysit the overpriced result of his uncle’s third or fourth midlife crisis. As for Johnny, he was off fetching ice, condoms, and probably snacks. Meanwhile, Tucker was silently hoping some of the girls from Santa Cruz would swing by, especially that redhead from the smoothie shack. What was her name again? He scratched himself absentmindedly, remembering her body far better than her face.

		He adjusted his rod, shifted forward on the wood, and thought about how fishing might be the single most boring pastime in human history.

		The surf hissed and lapped against the pier.

		Then, something glinted in the water.

		Tucker squinted, lifting his hand to block the glare. “Hello?” he called out, a vestige of his one summer of lifeguard training kicking into gear. A head, or something like it, bobbed in the swells about fifty feet off the end of the pier. It dipped under again, only to reappear with a neck, then shoulders.

		He dropped the fishing rod and stood.

		“Hey!” he called louder. “Are you okay?”

		And then the one became three. Three women.

		The trio weren’t flailing or drowning. Instead, they calmly strode ashore—as if the chest-deep water was no impediment whatsoever. How they moved so fluidly and easily was beyond Tucker. As they reached the shallows, more of their figures emerged, statuesque and gorgeous. All three were unnervingly beautiful, their glossy one-piece suits clinging to generous, high-sitting breasts that jiggled incessantly.

		Tucker stood, mouth slightly open, as they waded past the pier.

		“Uh,” he gulped. “Can I…help you? Did your boat capsize or something?”

		He found himself pacing them as they walked, the tide breaking against their hips without even a wobble in their gait.

		The one in silver—clearly the tallest—moved with the grace of a runway model. Her body was long and willowy, limbs lean and smooth, and her straight platinum hair looked like silk sheets rippling down her back. Her eyes shimmered with a metallic gleam, and her tan skin seemed to repel the water completely. Not even a single drop glistened on her ample cleavage, which Tucker’s eyes kept drifting back to like a magnet.

		The gold-clad one, curvier and more striking in contrast, looked like she’d been sculpted from dark chocolate. Her hips swayed outrageously, and her breasts were in the size spectrum of planetary bodies. A fat curl of golden hair fell from her voluminous crown as she looked around the beach while sucking on her pinkie.

		And then there was the third—shortest of the bunch, petite and perky in a pink-lavender unitard. Her twin-bunned hair looked like two cinnamon rolls, and her giant eyes sparkled as she gave Tucker a gleeful wave, like they were already best friends.

		He blinked and waved dumbly back. As they reached the beginning of the pier, they paused and surveyed the shoreline. Despite their recent swim, they were somehow already dry. Only the wet sand beneath their feet gave any evidence that they'd come from the ocean at all.

		The tallest one in the silver unitard zeroed in on him, raising her hand in a stiff, robotic wave—like an animatronic greeter from a forgotten theme park.

		“Hiiiiee babeee!” she called out in a wildly exaggerated accent, thick and theatrical. “Ve are, like, totally comink to zee partee. Your vibin' waves were, like, sooo sparkly—we picked 'em up from da orbit, yah?”

		“Uh,” Tucker said, frozen in place. “The party? But, um…”

		The voluptuous woman in the gold unitard was preoccupied, squatting low to inspect a folding beach chair. With a dreamy moan, she began caressing the seat and suggestively grinding on the armrest.

		They’re clearly foreigners, Tucker thought, trying to process the surreal scene. Should he call the police? The Coast Guard? Then again, the party could definitely use more babes—especially ones built like this. Johnny knew girls, but most could be considered anorexic.

		“I mean, you can hang out, I guess,” Tucker went on. “But the party’s not for a couple of days…”

		The smallest one, with the pink-lavender unitard and hair buns, skipped over to him like an overexcited groupie. “You are, like, Tuckeeer, yah? Yuh-huh! I’m Lilix, and dat’s Zyrza—she does, like, smartie beam-stuff and fixies. And dat curvy snack over dere humpin' zee chair? Vulpia! She finds zee sexy objects. We are zee bimbo trinity, comink from far, far away.”

		Tucker blinked. “Right. Uh… nice to meet you.”

		“We loooove party boys,” Lilix squealed, bouncing with excitement. “Yahs, we know dis! You are da hostin' boy with zee tiny...dock. So excite!”

		He nearly choked trying not to laugh. There was no way these girls were serious. The accents were so ridiculous they felt like a joke. But as he glanced around, he realized they were alone. No Johnny. No one. Just an empty, gull-covered beach with the faint smell of seaweed and sewage.

		Lilix twirled her fingers near her temple. "I ask ze super deep qvestions for, like, cultural immersion or whatevaa. May I do ze interview nowzies?"

		“Interview? I, uh—”

		“K, soooo, like...how big is your dinky wink?”

		He choked on air. “What?”

		“You know, zee peeny-weeny? Da lil' floppy noodle? Do you, like, use it for zee bonkin', or just da tinkle sprinkle?”

		“What the fuck—” Tucker raised his hands in protest. “Okay, ma’am. Er, Lilix. You’re free to hang out, but that’s pretty inappropriate for, um, American culture.” He gestured to the stars and stripes and bald eagle printed on his tank top. “You do know you’re in America, right? Like, the actual United States?”

		“Eees okay, sugarbug! I gotta know for our culture! Are you, like, a big boom-boom sex man? Or a lil’ bashful squirty boy, mhmm?" She leaned into him, voice melting into syrup. “Do you touch it lots? Do girls touch it? Or iz it just you an’ your lonely handie-hand?”

		Behind her, Vulpia was still grinding against the folding chair, looking like she might marry it. Meanwhile, Zyrza—tall and unbothered—was already striding confidently toward the beach house, where he’d left the door open.

		“Wait, hey—that’s private property, ladies. You can’t just…”

		Zyrza made a sharp clicking sound with her tongue, and Vulpia obediently abandoned the chair, sashaying after her with that golden ass bouncing in rhythm. Lilix gave Tucker a final wink and scampered after them.

		Tucker just stood there, hands on hips, increasingly convinced he was hallucinating from sunstroke or possibly just going insane.

		A crunch of gravel behind him snapped him out of his trance. Johnny returned, arms full of ice and grocery bags. He saw the chicks heading toward the house.

		“Dude,” Johnny said. “Who the hell are they?”

		“I think they’re from Switzerland,” Tucker told his shirtless, ponytailed friend.

		“Like tourists?”

		Tucker shrugged. “I guess. They’d apparently heard about the party, and they wanted to come.” He scratched his chin and wondered if he’d smoked a little too much pot this morning.

		“Rad. Uh, do they have somewhere to stay?”

		“Beats me. They talk funny. I barely understood what they were saying.”

		They both headed up toward the house.

		Inside, the girls were already busy. Zyrza was rearranging the furniture and handling an object that looked like one of those cheap party disco balls. It didn’t belong to Tucker. And seeing as none of the girls was wearing anything except a unitard, he had no idea where she’d gotten it from. “Is perfect! Will project zee ultra vibes!” Someone had already tied sequined streamers to the ceiling fan.

		In the kitchen, Vulpia was messing around with his uncle’s electric mixer. She was pinching its beaters between her thick thighs, giggling as it rattled. Other utensils were laid out on the countertop: a ladle, a whisk, and a spatula. “Ooohhh yahhh! Zis vone has zee power-twirl.” She picked up the spatula and smacked it against her cheeks and lips repeatedly.

		Lilix was doing somersaults across the carpet, some kind of VR headset strapped over her head, narrating her moves like a gymnastic commentator. “And now vee engage zee triple twirl and pop ze booty twisty! Five stars for da cheeks!” she announced mid-spin, ending in a dramatic split and giving the boys a double peace sign.

		The two guys stood frozen in the entryway.

		“Who the fuck are these people?” Johnny asked, setting down his bags of beer and chips.

		“I told you,” Tucker said. “Foreigners.”

		“Why are they dressed like that?”

		“Look, I don’t question people’s cultures, okay? You know how Europeans are. And maybe they can help with the party. Or maybe they want some experience with American men.”

		Johnny chuckled. “They got names?”

		Tucker pointed them out. “Zyzra, Vulpia, and Lilix.”

		“You made those up.”

		“I swear I didn’t, dude.”

		Lilix raised her headset and noticed them. She giggled excessively. “Sooooooo, do all Earth boys have, like, zee same kind of down-there dinglies? Or is dere, like, a rankink system?” She suddenly paused, putting a finger to her lips. “Oh! I am sozzy if dat is rude. I am still learnink zee human biology stuffs. For real, yah! We don't got so many boy-bits where I come from.”

		Tucker: “Uh…what?”

		Johnny whispered in his ear, “Is she asking about our dicks?”

		“Yas!” Lilix nodded happily. “I am da official chronicler of human peepees for science!”

		Tucker scratched the back of his neck. “Well…”

		Zyrza clapped her hands like a delighted game show host. “Okey-dokey, boys! Clothing removals time! For scientifics, yah?”

		“Wait—what?” Johnny stammered.

		“You must expose zee pleasure poles!” Lilix chirped, bouncing on her toes, her breasts jiggling with gleeful anticipation.

		“Ve must evaluate!” Zyrza added. “Do not vorry, is all part of zee mission.”

		Despite the absurdity of it all, there was something hypnotic about their commanding presence. Each of them radiated a bizarre charisma. And they were hot as hell, regardless of their ridiculous accents.

		“Whatever, man. I’ve done worse dares,” Johnny said, unbuttoning his shorts.

		Tucker hesitated. He looked at Lilix, who had tilted her head and was staring at him with those huge glittering eyes, her expression somewhere between fascinated and hungry. His heart pounded. Blood began to gather where he didn’t want it to. Grumbling under his breath, he peeled off his athletic shorts, revealing his thin boxers.

		“Zee boxies must come off,” Zyrza insisted, wagging her finger. “For ze accurate compare-a-noodle!”

		“W-what?!” Tucker balked, clutching his waistband.

		But Johnny just laughed, ever the confident jock to show off his body to chicks. “Bro, I’ve mooned half the rival football team before. Whatever.” With no shame at all, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband and dropped his briefs in one smooth motion. His cock flopped out, thick and heavy and proudly swinging.

		Tucker groaned. “Jesus.”

		He turned away slightly, his cheeks flushing, and lowered his own boxers. His cock hung there, shivering slightly. Nowhere near Johnny’s size. And he avoided looking directly at his friend’s junk to remind him of that.

		Lilix stepped close, gasping. “Ohhh, zee Earth boys are sooo shy-cute. Dis vun even got zee lil’ turtle peekin’ out.”

		“Yah yah yah,” Zyrza announced, waving what looked like a fancy hairbrush covered in LEDs. Where had she pulled that from? “Zis one—” she pointed dramatically to Tucker “—has zee smaller schmeckie. Is best choice for ze procedure.”

		“Hey!” Tucker barked. “It’s not that small. It’s kind of cold…” But as he glanced down, his pride deflated further. Johnny’s cock, half-chubbed and glistening in the warm light, looked…well, superior. Thicker, longer, with a heavy, meaty presence. Tucker couldn’t stop comparing it to his own—especially how his looked like a pale slug next to a snake. His cheeks burned hot with shame. Goddammit.

		Zyzra raised her device dramatically. The lights on it flashed.

		Aimed at Tucker, it didn’t quite look like a hairbrush anymore. It looked more like some kind of gun.

		“Activating zee ray,” Zyzra announced.

		Tucker didn’t even have time to step back before a shimmering violet beam burst from the muzzle and blasted him in the chest. His whole body tensed from a sudden infusion of warmth and tingles. He yelped and winced, raising his arms and feeling his nipples stiffening involuntarily. And then the beam vanished.

		Nothing seemed to happen.

		Zyrza frowned and smacked the device against her palm. “Ehhh…is not vorking? Vhy is not vorking?” She spun a dial with an irritated pout, muttering something sharp and foreign under her breath, then sniffed the barrel with disapproval. “Hmph. Maybe is ze stupid calibration bug again. Ve fix.”

		Tucker crossed his arms over his chest, deeply unsettled and oddly turned on enough to start getting an erection—although it had nothing on Johnny, who had clearly gotten spoiled in the dick-gene department. What the hell had that gun-thing done to him? What was it supposed to do?

		Johnny, still the picture of cool, got dressed again. “So, ladies, anyone want a beer? And if you girls plan on staying, you’re free to sleep in my bed. In America, it’s considered culturally insensitive if female guests don’t sleep in their host’s bed.”
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		Tucker awoke to the sound of soft moaning.

		His eyes cracked open, letting in the dusty California morning light as he expected the sound to fade with his dreams. It didn’t; it got louder.

		Vulpia was in his bed.

		Correction: Vulpia was straddling the pillow next to him with her thick thighs, hips rocking in slow, deliberate figure-eights. Her golden unitard had ridden up between her cheeks, and from this angle, Tucker could see a pronounced damp spot soaking through the fabric. The depth of her huge ass could smother a man.

		“Mmmmm...zis vone has zee fluff,” she purred, grinding down harder, her fingernails digging into the headboard. The bed rocked back and forth. “Like floating on a puff-bun of marshmallow...but no vibratey.”

		Tucker sat up, half furious and half confused about the unwanted company in his uncle’s bedroom. “What the hell are you doing?”

		Vulpia looked over her shoulder with a dreamy smile, her eyelids twitching with lust. “Testing. Is my mission, sweetie-bun. Must scour zee galaxy for da bestest sex-toy sensations. Is very scientific, yah?”

		He stared. Not at her ass—which was still bouncing hypnotically on his spare pillow—but at her face, as if it might crack and reveal the joke if he waited long enough. His tired mind slowly translated her accent. “So, you’re telling me...you’re looking all over the galaxy for the perfect sex toy?”

		She gave a happy little sigh and humped once more before flopping sideways, sprawling across the bed with her arms above her head. “Mmm-hmm.”

		“Which would mean you’re some kind of alien?”

		“Yah yah. Earth has so many objects. So many textures. Is paradise for zee horny explorers. But your things? Most are...how you say...meh. Nothing like da heated grip-cups of Vruxia Prime, or da self-lubing slide-tubes from a Rinnam kitchen drawer.”

		Tucker ran a hand down his face, unsure whether to be turned on or deeply disturbed. Instead of either of those reactions, he started laughing. “That’s quite a crazy story.”

		“Yah yah,” she giggled, drawing lazy circles on her bare thigh. “And you are zee soft-skin squishy boy who shares his pillow. Such gentleman. Next time, maybe I try da pop-top can of your fizz-drink—so tingly! Or da spin-cycle chair in your laundry cavern. Or maybe...hmmm...your electric toothscrubee? So mysterious, like da twiddle-wand of pleasure back home.”

		“So what about the other two?” Tucker asked. “What are they doing here?”

		Vulpia rolled onto her side, propping her head up on her palm. In that posture, the wideness of her hips was ridiculous. “Ohhh, Zyzra does zee zap-zappies. She zaps zee boys who are...how you say...most eligible. And Lilix? She do da talky-talks. Like little nosy bunny girl with zee question time. Science!”

		“Eligible for what?”

		“For zee recruitment, sillyhead! We are here to find da cute sexies and bring dem home to da mothership. Like da glarnik blossom gathering ritual—but with more lube, yah?”

		He sat up straight, eyebrows high. “Recruitment? I, uh…” He rubbed his temples, trying to massage sense into his brain. They’re just insane, he reminded himself. Insane horny women from Switzerland, who probably have a boat out there somewhere.

		Because they couldn’t have just emerged from the ocean.

		They couldn’t have been goddamn aliens.

		Without warning, Vulpia bounced off the bed and tiptoed across the room. Her hips swayed in slow, syrupy motion, practically taunting him. “Ooooh, what is dis?” she cooed. Her eyes lit up as she plucked the wireless mouse from beside the laptop. “Such little pebble thing! Is shaped like da squish-clutch bug from home.”

		She dropped to her knees beside the desk and pressed the mouse against the front of her unitard, right between her thighs. Holding it in place with both hands, she began to rock her hips in tight, experimental circles, rubbing the smooth plastic in slow, insistent motions.

		“Mmmmmm...is not bad!” she purred. “Not as deep as zee jelly-pod warmer on Zarnath-6, but da clicky-click? Oooh! Makes da clitty go zzzzzz!”

		Tucker shook his head in disbelief.

		Eventually, he rolled out of bed and stumbled toward the bathroom, eager to reclaim even a sliver of normalcy. He flicked on the light and pissed, groaning as the warm stream splashed against the bowl. Afterward, he grabbed his electric toothbrush, slathered on some minty toothpaste, and brought the buzzing shaft to his lips.

		His mind reeled with recent events: foreign babes rising from the ocean, foreign babes humping chairs, foreign babes laughing at his supposedly tiny dick.

		He began brushing in slow, rhythmic circles like always, but something felt different. His lips tingled with every buzz of the brush. They looked odd in the mirror—plumper, kissably soft. Like they’d been freshly injected with some pornstar-grade filler. Not swollen from irritation, but genuinely pouty.

		He leaned closer, frowning.

		The toothbrush buzzed, and instinctively, his hand shifted. He stopped brushing side to side and began easing it in and out of his mouth. Gently at first, just scrubbing his back teeth, but then deeper—slow strokes along his tongue. His cock twitched in his boxers. It felt good. Way too good.

		He started to suck.

		Not brush. Not clean. Just suck.

		His cheeks hollowed, his tongue flicking the buzzing bristles as he eased more of the toothbrush’s handle past his lips. Saliva coated the plastic, and drool leaked down his chin as the whole thing buzzed lewdly in his mouth. He gasped around it, the vibration now echoing through his skull, lighting up parts of his brain he didn't know could feel pleasure while his reflection had the juiciest dick-sucking mouth known to man, sucking the girth of the toothbrush like it was some kind of fat, meaty, throbbing, cum-oozing…

		The toothbrush’s timer shut it off.

		Tucker looked at himself in the mirror again. His lips were…perfectly normal. The puffiness had vanished. But his manhood was still hard.

		Weird weekend, he thought, spitting into the sink and washing his face while he tried to shake off the tingly heat crawling up his spine. Totally batshit weird weekend.

		He shuffled out of the bathroom, still wiping the lingering dampness from his chin with the back of his hand, lips still tingling faintly from his impromptu oral encounter with the toothbrush. But he didn’t make it five steps into the main room before being stopped dead in his tracks. Zyzra stood there in all her glossy, curvaceous glory, grinning like a madwoman and brandishing his uncle’s bicycle pump.

		“Ah-ha! Zere you are, testie-boy!” she squealed. “Hold still now, I haf made zee fix-fix!”

		“Fix wha—” She lunged like a predator, and before he could flinch, the cool plastic nozzle shoved past his lips. “Mmmph!” Tucker gagged, his eyes bulging as she started pumping furiously. The pump hissed with each squeeze, air surging into his mouth and puffing out his cheeks like balloons.

		“Must fill you up wit da air!” Zyzra announced triumphantly. “You see, Earth bimbos, dey are so airheaded, yah? Is in all zee media. So I make da puffy head happen—voila!”

		Tucker flailed and finally managed to rip the hose out, coughing and sputtering, spit trailing down his chin. “Are you out of your goddamn mind?!”

		“Eez field experiment!” she chirped, hugging the pump like a beloved teddy bear. “I thought maybe it fix what zee ray-zap could not. Your form is...how you say...very stubborn. Ray-zap go pew, but no change!”

		“What change?” Tucker asked, still trying to not gag. “Okay, look...I don’t know how you do things wherever you're from, but in America, we don’t shove bicycle pumps into people’s mouths. That’s not how anything works.”

		She looked baffled for a moment, biting her lower lip with innocence. “But how do you get zee air inside? All your Earth media say da bimbos are full of helium thoughts! Like da balloon-heads with da boob jiggles! I am only following zee protocol!”

		Tucker rolled his eyes.

		Sexy or not, his new houseguests were certifiably insane. And maybe a little dangerous. The thought of calling the police surfaced in his mind again, but he ignored that option for now.

		He went on toward the kitchen, hoping to avoid any other interaction, but his hopes were dashed when he glanced into the guest room and saw two pairs of legs poking out of the sheets.

		Lilix was perched on the edge of the bed, straddling Johnny’s hips with casual ownership. Johnny himself was sprawled back, shirtless and smug, his tan skin glowing with post-coital satisfaction. One of his hands lazily cupped her ass, fingers spread across the glossy fabric of her pink unitard, which had been yanked aside just enough to expose the glistening evidence of their earlier activities.

		Tucker's jaw tightened.

		Lilix spotted him and squealed. “Hellooooo, Tucker! You are being da peepin’ one, yah?”

		He turned red. “I didn’t realize…you two—”

		Typical. Some babe walks ashore from Transylvania or Switzerland or wherever the hell, and Johnny’s in her pants within twenty-four hours.

		“Yah, he is verrrry gifted,” she purred, planting a kiss on Johnny’s chest. “Like da triple-stack plunger hose from Karthron Six! Mmm, so much pressure. So many squirts. He filled me like da nectar-bag of da queen larva. But you?” She turned her gaze back to Tucker, eyeing him up and down. “You haf da lil’ teeny-tiny ding-dong, yes? So cute, like da button sprout on da baby toy-bot.”

		Johnny just winked and flexed beneath her.

		Tucker clenched his fists, burning with shame. “Thanks for reminding me about my tiny penis.”

		“Is okay, cutie!”

		As the day dragged on, Tucker found himself hating his new guests even more. They weren’t guests; they were invaders. Gorgeous, bouncy, annoying invaders.

		After lunch, he wandered into the main room to find Zyzra dancing like a drunk stripper, hauling out dusty decorations from his uncle's garage—tangled Christmas lights, stained curtains, mismatched bedsheets, and faded retro beer signs. She twirled with arms full of baubles, tossing them with manic delight. “Zis vill make da vibe immaculate!” she sang, spinning in place, one of her massive tits nearly spilling free from her gleaming silver unitard.

		Wordlessly, Tucker began scooping up the decorations and hauling them back into the garage.

		Zyzra: “But eez festive! And it makes da pheromone zone feel so tingly—even for zee shy lil’ pee-pees!”

		Tucker returned the boxes of junk to where they belonged, muttering darkly under his breath: “My dick isn’t small. It’s just average. Totally normal. Fucking textbook.”

		A tickle crawled across his hands. For a split second, he flinched, imagining spiders spilling from the dusty boxes. But when he looked down, there were no bugs. Just his fingers. Sort of. They looked different. Slender. Delicate. The knuckles no longer jutted out. The skin seemed smoother. His wrists were thin, almost fragile-looking—feminine in a way he’d never noticed before. He blinked rapidly, rubbing his eyes and wondering if the dust was screwing with his contacts.

		No, there was nothing wrong with his hands. They looked totally normal.

		What second-hand drug fumes was he inhaling?

		Leaving the girls for a moment, Tucker found Johnny out back lifting weights. The ocean breeze was warm against his skin, the sun casting a golden sheen over the sand. With the beach deserted and the weather always perfect, his uncle had left a lot of his workout equipment outside. A rusted bench press sat near the patio, surrounded by weeds and beer bottles. Johnny made it look like a gym ad—veins bulging, biceps flexing, sweat dripping off his bronzed torso as he finished a flawless set.

		Tucker's masculine pride throbbed like a wound. He was still angry from all the tiny dick comments. And now this—Johnny flexing like the main character, while Tucker stood there like some wiry sidekick.

		“Man, this morning was insane,” Johnny said, casually cracking open a beer like it was post-practice. “Lilix did this thing with her tongue—I swear, she wrapped it around my dick. Like some kind of fucking tentacle. Never had a chick do that before.”

		Tucker managed a hollow chuckle. “Nice.” He stooped, grabbed the dumbbells, and started curling. One rep. Two. By ten, his arms were shaking. A bead of sweat rolled down his temple. Why did these feel so heavy?

		He’d lifted plenty of times before. He wasn’t that out of shape. But his arms felt so weak.

		He glanced up and spotted Lilix watching from the house, chin in hands, eyes sparkling with wicked amusement. His gut twisted. He gritted his teeth and kept going. Maybe if he looked strong enough, manly enough, she’d finally shut up about his dick!

		Johnny: “Lilix said my dick’s, like, one of the best in the galaxy. No joke. She compared it to a triple-tier hypersquirt cannon or something. Bro, she was a total animal in bed. I came so hard I saw god.”

		Tucker winced—and then he heard it. A faint rip.

		The dumbbell slipped from his grip, thudding into the sand.

		His hands flew to his rear. His shorts were tight. Too tight. The fabric was hugging something huge. Something soft. Something jiggling. His ass felt beyond massive, as if it were about to destroy his shorts if he even so much as thought about moving a muscle. His hands nervously probed the fleshy expanse of his wide backside in horror, every seam stretched to the limit.

		“What the—”

		“Dude, you okay?” Johnny asked.

		“My…”

		“Your what? You got ants in your pants?”

		Tucker thought his friend was blind. How could he not see a butt doubled in size for no apparent reason? But as Tucker looked down, his lower body seemed to be normally proportioned. Had he just imagined he had a fat ass? Was he getting ill or something?

		He stood there, dazed, breathing hard.

		All he’d wanted was a chill weekend watching over the beach house, lifting weights, and throwing a party. Now he was hallucinating fat asses and getting mocked by weird tourists.

		“I’m fine,” he muttered, stalking back inside.

		He collapsed onto his bed, barely having time to breathe before there was a knock at the door. The wood creaked open, and Lilix slipped in, her pink unitard hugging every obscene curve, her eyes sparkling like she wanted to humiliate him even more.

		“I haf more questions, yah?”

		He groaned. “Can it wait? I'm not really feeling—”

		She plopped down beside him with a bounce that jiggled her cleavage right in his peripheral. “I promise is very quick. I just vant to know more about your teeny-tiny penis.”

		Tucker sat upright. “What the hell is your obsession with my dick?”

		She giggled like a schoolgirl on helium. “So I vanted to know how you use it! Do you tickle it? Rub it like da belly-nub of a Gwank plushie? Maybe slap it around like da jello-stick? Or maybe, do you stare in mirror and vant it as big as Johnny’s?”

		“None of what you’re saying makes sense.”

		But Lilix pressed on, relentless. “Is it true that small cocks make for sad boys? Do you cry when da ladies laugh? Or maybe is cute and squeaky like da play-thing for tiny mouthlings?”

		He stammered, unable to formulate words. His fists clenched the sheets. His entire body flushed hot, overwhelmed by a deep sense of humiliation.

		“It’s. Not. Small.”

		She kept going, her accent comically thick: “Do you ever look down and whisper, ‘Do not worry, lil ding-dong, today we make da honk-honk anyway’? Yah? Yah?”

		Tucker opened his mouth to respond—but something deep within him pulsed.

		Hot. Sharp. Electric. A powerful contraction straight through his groin. He shuddered violently, his breath hitching as an unfamiliar tightness gripped his lower body. The blood drained from his face as his cock—

		It all suddenly went numb.

		His hand shot into his shorts. But what he found beneath his fingers wasn’t the familiar firmness of his manhood. It was soft. Malformed. Deflating. His shaft was receding, the skin smoothing, the structure beneath collapsing in on itself like it was being absorbed into his body. His balls tightened next, then began to draw inward, tugged by some invisible force. They shriveled in his palm, crawling up into his pelvis until all that remained was a tender, empty space.

		Lilix was still babbling about Johnny’s “big-boy war cannon,” completely oblivious to the transformation unfolding beside her.

		Tucker’s hand trembled as he pressed against the changing anatomy. Something was shifting, folding. There was a new wetness—not just sweat, but a silky slickness. A slit was forming down the middle.

		“No,” he whispered. “No. No no no—”

		He fumbled for the waistband of his boxers and yanked them down in one swift, terrified motion. Between his thighs, his manhood was gone. In its place was a smooth, glistening cleft—a tight, delicate gash of warm pink folds that flexed softly with every breath.

		It was an honest-to-fuck pussy. The labia were full and flushed, the clit just barely visible as a twitching nub nestled at the top. A faint trail of liquid slipped out and ran down his trembling thigh. The air against it made him gasp—everything felt so raw and sensitive like his whole groin was one patch of exposed nerve endings.

		His thighs snapped together, hiding it.

		Then he shrieked.

		Lilix: “Yay! Pee-pee bye-bye!”
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		Tucker nearly flew off the bed as he backed into the corner of the room, his legs bowed out to minimize the unbearable sensations pulsing from his new, foreign groin. His hands hovered close, trembling and afraid to explore the strange, steaming heat between his legs.

		“Yoo-hoo, girlie-parts!” Lilix sang. “So squishy! So leaky!”

		“Shut up!” he barked, his voice cracking.

		It was really a pussy. A soft, soaked slit. And even without seeing it, he could feel it—the absence of his cock and balls like a gaping emptiness. The fabric of his underwear was bunched up around his new folds, enhancing the warmth and dampness and void between his shaking thighs.

		Just go away, he urged. Go away!

		Zyzra, apparently having heard the commotion, walked in next. “Ohhh! Tucker-boy! Is it da hoo-ha time?”

		He doubled over in shame, trying to shield his crotch with both hands.

		“Hokay, zis is unexpected, yah? Zee ray-zap must be working after all! Soon you will grow da bimbo buns! Maybe even zee uddermilkees!”

		Bimbo buns? Uddermilkees?

		Tucker was in a terrible nightmare. Panting, he scrambled toward the nearby bathroom, leaving his insane guests behind. He twisted the lock with nervous fingers, then slumped against the door, gasping. He turned slowly to the mirror, eyes crawling down to the front of his unbuttoned shorts.

		The heavy heat pooling between his legs pulsed continuously. He sucked in air and slid his shorts down first, then his boxers, revealing the unspeakable once more. The vertical lips looked glossy—fleshy and pink, parted just enough to glisten in the overhead light as if someone had just licked them. The cleft was horrible. He couldn’t stare at the indentation in his new, feminine mound without feeling a cramp deep in his body. And he knew what it led to: a tight hole made for only one thing.

		He clenched his jaw and closed his eyes. One fist trembled at his side while the other hesitated over his new folds, fingertips brushing their slick edges with morbid curiosity.

		I’m a man, he told himself. I’m a man, goddammit! I have a penis. I have erections. I can’t live with this fucking thing!

		And then he felt something shift. A pressure bubbled within.

		The cleft began to swell. The soft lips, still glistening with his unwanted arousal, puffed outward, puckering and thickening until they started to rejoin into a single, fleshy ridge. A deep twitch rippled through his pelvis as the swollen nub at the top—his clit, for god’s sake—stretched, thickened, and slowly unfurled into something more solid, more cylindrical.

		The flesh gurgled. The skin tugged and twisted in slow motion as folds gave way to girth, reshaping into the base of a cock. The forming shaft twitched as it pushed forward—red, raw, overly sensitive—pulsing intensely and dripping pre-cum and the remnants of pussy juice.

		Balls formed next, dropping with a wet plop, heavy and loose in a freshly formed scrotum.

		Tucker grasped his manhood with awe and relief.

		“Oh, thank fuck. It was just temporary…”

		It was rock-hard. Throbbing. Demanding. And he was terrified to let go, as if releasing it might signal its vanishing act all over again. His hand moved instinctively, wrapping around the girthy shaft, savoring every rigid, heat-soaked inch. He stroked upward with desperation, then squeezed on the downstroke, milking a strand of glistening pre-cum from the tip until it leaked out like syrup.

		"Oh fuck…oh god…" he muttered, panting. “Just be normal again. Just please be normal.”

		His body obeyed on cue. His toes curled against the tile. The pressure in his balls mounted with every slick, hasty motion. He picked up speed—pre-cum splattering as his palm glided furiously over his length, the wet slap of flesh echoing in the bathroom.

		He was right on the brink.

		But as his balls began to pleasurably contract, his cock pulsed one final time—and then began to schlorp back into his groin. The shaft, still in his hand, deflated, the head softening, the whole thing curling back as the skin grew hotter, smoother, and wetter. At that point, his climactic groan turned to a choked cry.

		His fingers slipped against the shifting flesh, now damp and splitting down the middle. A wave of liquid heat surged through him as his maleness collapsed back into soft folds, the pressure of release now sinking deep within him as his new hole let out a small gush of feminine cum which dribbled down the insides of his thighs.

		What the fuck?

		That pussy—sensitive, dripping, still fluttering with aftershocks—was back.

		He washed his hands, splashed cold water on his face, and avoided the mirror as he rebuttoned his shorts over the damp cleft. His boxers clung to it, a sticky reminder of the uncomfortable smoothness below.

		Zyzra was still lounging outside in her skintight silver unitard. “Dis means you iz almost ready for zee full bloom,” she chirped. “Ve train da boys to serve da bonk juice to da galaxy elites, yah?”

		Tucker didn’t respond.

		He needed Johnny. He needed an ally against the bimbos from hell.

		Vulpia was sprawled in the main room, her experiments with household gadgets now involving the cordless hand-vac. She lay back on the couch, legs spread, the vacuum roaring as she mashed it against her enormous tits, her nipples visibly swollen and red.

		“Mmm…sucky mode…da turbo slurper of da gods…” she whimpered.

		I’m losing my fucking mind, Tucker thought.

		He stopped outside the guest room and nudged the door ajar.

		Johnny was inside—but he wasn’t alone. Lilix was kneeling between his legs, her massive, wobbling tits wrapped tight around Johnny’s thick, pulsing cock. It looked like it barely fit, but she had more than enough jiggling tit-flesh to engulf it completely. Her cleavage devoured him, the shiny head poking free with each bounce. Her tongue lolled out like a starving animal, cheerleader pigtails swinging with every bouncing motion.

		“Ohhhh, hypersquirt cannon, yah yah yah,” she moaned, squishing her tits tighter around Johnny’s above-average shaft.

		Johnny: “God, I think I love you, babe.”

		Tucker was frozen. He couldn’t look away. Lilix dipped lower to lick the head each time it appeared, her long, flexible tongue dancing across the sensitive glans with expert precision. Her moans were pornographic. “Mmmmmm, make da sticky juice, big cannon,” she purred, curling her tongue like a ribbon around the shaft before giving it a juicy slurp.

		Tucker’s knees buckled. A dull, delightful throb stirred in his groin, and a shameful warmth began blooming across the front of his boxers.

		At the same time, a hot pressure welled up in his chest.

		His shirt pulled tight like shrink wrap around his pecs. He looked down just in time to see them bulging outward—two fat mounds inflating beneath the fabric, rising, rising, rising. The building pressure inside made them feel like they were about to rupture, but the squirming heat pushed them fuller and rounder, his skin prickling as his nipples stiffened into thick, aching points.

		He gasped and grabbed them, palms sinking into warm, yielding softness. Cushiony, overripe flesh squished between his fingers, and the seams of his shirt groaned in protest. The neckline plunged, the sleeves cut into his underarms, the entire garment losing a battle against his expanding tits.

		He could barely breathe.

		They were massive. Soft, pendulous mountains.

		Within seconds, Tucker found himself staring deep into his own cleavage.

		“Oh fuck…” he whispered.

		He gave them a tentative squeeze. A zing of heat sparked from nipple to spine, the stiff buds tensing so hard it hurt. He staggered back into the hallway, tits bouncing like wrecking balls, lightheaded from their extreme heft and the filthy rush of cradling breasts bigger than his head.

		That bimbo bitch was there.

		Tucker felt her presence and spun around, his voice raw with panic. “What the fuck is happening to me?” he growled. “First I’ve got a pussy, now tits? What the hell did you do to me?”

		Zyzra blinked her large, thick-lashed eyes. “I told you, silly-boy! Da ray is working perfectly! You see, Earth boy-males…you tink you are da kings, yah? Big, strong top energy—always stepping on your ladyfriends like dey’re just da squish-holes. So weird! Nowhere else in zee galaxy do da boy-kind act like dey’re better. On most planets, both sexes go fifty-fifty bonk-bonk, yah?”

		Tucker shook his head incredulously.

		“You feel shame now. You see da Johnny—he has da big meat, da girl moans for him, and your boy-brain goes all, ‘Oh nooo, I’m da soft useless noodle!’ So your body says, ‘Okay, fine! Time to be da squish queen!’ and poof! Zee boobies pop!” She giggled, tapping the nozzle of her ray gun. “Is very scientific…but also very sexy, yah?”

		He stumbled back, dizzy with rage, but something was wrong. The hallway warped at the edges, stretching subtly. Zyzra didn’t grow taller—he was shrinking. His limbs compressed, bones crackling quietly as his height ebbed away. The floor rose toward him. His perspective dipped by inches in mere seconds.

		His eye-line dropped to her shoulders. She towered over him now.

		“What the hell—” he said, staring up at her.

		Zyzra let out a squeal of delight. “Oooh! Is working even better now! You are becoming da fun-sized slut! Sooo many species love da tiny jiggly ones—like da Slarnk of Glubbo-5, dey go crazy for da short stack with da wobble-wobble hips! And da Queen-Drones of Veltraxx? Mmm! Dey only pick da girlees who can’t reach zee top shelf without tiptoes! You gonna be sooo popular, sugar-puff! And dat’s before you make zee milkies for da royal sippy cups!”

		Tucker spun around and bolted. His first plan was to get his phone and call the police. The phone was still in his pocket, but the battery was dead. But he didn’t have to call them; the station wasn’t but a few minutes up the beach and across the road.

		“Fuck it,” he muttered, charging out the front door and down the sand-covered path, tits shaking like huge water balloons. Each step made them wobble and slap his chest in chaotic rhythm. He tried to hold them, steady them, but they bounced with a life of their own.

		The farther he got from the house, the more his emotions churned—shame, rage, helpless lust. His bloated tits wobbled mockingly with each stride, nipples jutting like spikes through his shirt. And now, his hips had started to sway with each step, wide and womanly. What the hell was he even going to say to the cops? That he was being transformed into a fuckable, alien plaything? It sounded crazy—even to him—but those buxom, accent-drenched freaks sure weren’t from Switzerland.

		His nipples burned from the friction. His thighs were sticky with juices. His pussy throbbed with wet, needy heat.

		And in his mind, Johnny appeared again—laid back, totally at ease, while Lilix slurped and squeezed every inch of that massive cock. That perfect, thick, glistening cock that could hypnotize girls from other worlds, while those same girls had laughed at Tucker’s cock.

		It made him furious. It made him feel worthless.

		And weirdly, it made him unbearably, achingly horny.

		His pace slowed. One hand slipped to his crotch, palm pressing the slick outline of his mound through his soaked clothes. The other cupped one of his bouncing tits. A few more steps, and his shorts bit into his thickening hips, which now rolled with every motion.

		He spotted someone walking toward him.

		Tucker ducked behind a bush and dropped to his knees.

		He couldn’t wait. Not another second. One hand dove past the waistband, fingers sliding into the humid ache between his thighs. His clit throbbed like it was short-circuiting. The other hand clawed at a breast, fingers sinking into the soft mass with desperate greed.

		“F-fuck me…” he whimpered, biting down on his lip as his hips rutted against the damp sand. His mind screamed protest, but his body had surrendered—shameless and twitching with need.

		His fingers pumped faster. Slick juices coated them as they stuffed inside, brushing against trembling, hypersensitive flesh. The tight squish of it all was unbearable. He cried out and shoved a third finger in, panting like a bitch in heat, his arousal beyond anything he’d ever felt as a man. As a worthless man…

		He pictured Johnny again. That cock. The way Lilix looked so happy to take it.

		His other hand attacked his huge tit, fingers pinching and tugging the stiff nipple. Every jolt made his cunt clench like it was trying to suck his fingers deeper. His whole body spasmed, bucking in a frantic rhythm while he jiggled in more areas than he cared to think about.

		“I’m so fucked up,” he whimpered. “And so…horny…”

		A shadow stopped over him.

		And then there was a voice: “Whoa. Uh…ma’am? This is a public beach.”

		Tucker’s eyes lifted upward. The man was in his mid-thirties maybe, tan, broad-shouldered, wearing board shorts and holding a towel. His face showed concern. But screw that; his minimal attire showed something more important, even if it was just the slightest of bulges. And Tucker drooled like he never had as a man as he launched forward. He reached out, tugged the shorts down, and the cock sprang free—thick, veiny, and already hardening.

		The man groaned. “Jesus Christ…”

		Tucker’s lips sealed around the head, his jaw working feverishly as he slurped with ravenous abandon. His tongue curled around the salty crown, teasing every sensitive ridge as he whimpered and moaned, tits jiggling in wild sync with his bobbing head. Each gagged breath turned into a hot, breathy moan, his cheeks flushed and lips oozing spit.

		One hand stroked the rigid shaft, wrist flicking in tandem with his hungry mouth, while the other frantically rubbed at his soaked slit, grinding against the squelching fabric of his ruined boxers. His body trembled, hips rocking as if his whole body were fucking that cock.

		A fog began to fill his brain.

		The beach didn’t matter. The police didn’t matter. Only this delicious cock did.

		He popped off the tip with a wet gasp. “Mmmf…sucky sucky…give da creamy treat,” he purred, dazed. A gush of wetness burst from his pussy, splattering his thighs. His chest inflated, nipples hardening, while his ass plumped with unstoppable force, almost splitting his shorts at the seams.

		And he paused with that slickly shining dick right in front of his nose. He tried to find his male intelligence obscured through the haze of arousal that had now filled his head.

		No, that’s right, he thought, resuming his oral polishing of the stranger’s erection. Mmm, so gud at da sucky, I love da sucky…
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		Tucker trudged up the beach path, sweat gluing his clothes to his reshaped curves while the taste of that guy’s cum still lingered thick and salty in his mouth. His body hadn’t reverted after the blowjob, and he looked like a complete joke. His unsupported tits bounced around like they were in a sloppy catfight, his soaked shorts suctioned to his oversized ass, and the swampy, slick mess between his thighs was mostly thanks to his boxers, now wetter than a dishrag.

		He returned to his uncle’s house, dreading how everyone would react to his ridiculous new form. Zyzra was mid-decorating—though her style choices were questionably deranged. A basketball hoop was duct-taped sideways to a wall. An empty aquarium sat on the coffee table, overflowing with uncooked spaghetti noodles. Boxes of rusty car parts had been dumped onto the couch and lazily buried in sparkly tinsel. Nearby, toilet paper rolls stood stacked like a weird modern sculpture, the tissue colored in rainbow streaks from marker scribbles.

		Tucker slapped his forehead and dragged his palm down the length of his face.

		Zyzra beamed from atop a step ladder, happily hanging jumper cables from the ceiling like festive streamers. “Tucker-boobie! You iz back! Did you go get zee horny-run? I hear humans go runnin’ for da funsies, but I don’t get it! Why go jiggle-jog with no bonk-bonk or bounce-bounce buddy?”

		He folded his arms beneath his mountainous tits. “Okay, I need answers.”

		She tilted her head with a squeak. “Answers? Yah yah, okay, but make it snappy, I got da jello-mold centerpiece bakin’ in da oven.”

		“So. You’re an alien.”

		Zyzra nodded eagerly. “Me, Vulpia, and Lilix—we from Plorrax Cluster! Is like, da galaxy's sluttiest shopping mall, but for peoples! We help da sad planets get da spicy sluts dey crave! Like sexy delivery service—but with more jiggle and juice! Humans…dey soooo easy. Always horny! Always pokin’, strokin’, moanin’! Da moment we land, we see you already half-slutty! Just needed da right jiggle-boost to hit max plump potential! Makes you perfect for da trade—everybody in da cosmos want a cute, drippy Earthling!”

		A cute, drippy Earthling, Tucker thought, cringing.

		He shifted his weight, knowing that two of those three words were accurate.

		“You can’t be serious,” he said. “People have rights—especially in America! We’ve got, like…constitutional protections! The Fourth Amendment! The Thirteenth! And, you know, others. You can’t just enslave people.”

		Zyzra giggled, unfazed. “Aww, sugar-hunk, you tink da rules on your tiny mud-ball matter out in da stars? That’s adorable! Da universe don’t run on amendments—it run on squishy supply and desperate demand! And right now, errybody want da thick, leaky Earth squishies. You already come pre-loaded with da dirty thoughts!” She finished screwing in a cheap, half-cracked disco ball into a janky hook drilled into the popcorn ceiling. “Dis where da party go boom! Da lights go spinny-spin, da music go thump-thump, and all da brains go gooey-goo! Da party's like a transformation oven—everyone gets hot, horny, and bouncy-bouncy! And when da sun rise, boom again! You wake up as da galaxy’s newest interstellar fucktoy deluxe! Mmm, I really hope da disco ball make da slut-sweat shine extra wet.”

		Again, Tucker needed time to piece her logic together. Everyone from the party—his friends, Johnny’s friends—were going to walk in, sip a cocktail, flirt a little, and end the night as someone's giggling little pleasure pet aboard a spaceship to who-knows-where. Zyzra made it sound so easy. So inevitable. And how? With her ray-gun routed through that cheap disco ball?

		The nipples on his heavy tits suddenly spiked stiff, twin bullets jutting through the thin fabric. A hot, dizzying pulse zipped through his needy slit, flooding his boxers with another spurt of juice.

		Would it really be dat bad? he thought. Bein’ da squishy li'l cum-bunny for some big alien space-hunk? Gettin’ pampered and tongue-kissed while he stuff da peach every night? Bein’ da happy lil’ drip-toy wit’ no thinky-thoughts, just moans, wiggles, and bounce-bounce all da time?

		He groaned and shook his head.

		“No,” he told himself. “Fucking hell, I’m a man.”

		A man with quite a deceptive appearance.

		Tucker wobbled into the kitchen where he found Vulpia. The fluorescent light buzzed overhead, and the curviest of the alien babes was leaning against the counter, her eyelids fluttering in bliss. Between her legs, a bright green dish scrubber was jammed against her gooey crotch, the stiff bristles dragging up and down her slick folds in sloppy, ecstatic strokes.

		“Mmmmmhh...dis Scrub-a-Cleen is, like, da bestest thing in da whole freakin’ universe,” she moaned, rolling her hips as the head rasped her slit. She clutched the plastic handle with a whimper, grinding down harder as her breath caught.

		Tucker lingered longer than he meant to. He couldn’t look away. It was obscenely erotic—and kind of hilarious—how she kept moaning the brand name like she was praising a deity.

		Then he said, “That’s just a dish scrubber, Miss Alien Lady.”

		Vulpia giggled. “Yah-huh! And it’s, like, soooo good. Maybe best toy in da galaxies! Who knew Earth girls got spicy tickle-sticks in da kitchen-box? It got da perfect pokey-pricklies, right on da squish-spot—makes my whole coochie do da jello dance! Every time I scrub-scrub, my brain go all fizzy-wizzy and my titties go zing! I might marry dis thing!”

		Tucker stepped closer, now genuinely disturbed. “Okay, but surely the galaxy has better toys than that. You’re telling me people fly light-years and still end up jilling off with a sponge on a stick?”

		Vulpia grinned. “Try it, silly noodle-boy.”

		“Is that really—”

		Before he could finish, she slammed him against the fridge. The impact knocked over his uncle’s spice rack with a clatter. His massive tits squashed painfully against the cold stainless steel, while his thick, bouncing ass stuck out like a juicy target.

		Vulpia: “Time for a good ol’ scrub-squish test drive!”

		She jammed the stiff-bristled head right between his legs and dragged it with firm, grinding pressure across the pinching seam of his cameltoe. Even through soggy layers of fabric, the sensation was brain-melting. Tucker rose to his tiptoes, his whole body jiggling uncontrollably as Vulpia went to town with her filthy tool.

		“Ooohhh fuck—wait—”

		But she didn’t. She scrubbed relentlessly—back and forth, up, down, in maddening zig-zags. The bristles raked along every hypersensitive nerve in his soaked slit, shooting bolts of pleasure up his spine. His head smacked back. His thighs shook. His hips began thrusting on their own, chasing the dirty friction.

		“Dere she go!” Vulpia crowed. “Dat’s da scrub-squirt face! She gonna squish!”

		Tucker moaned, loud and broken. Across his chest, his stretched-out shirt sagged lower as his tits swelled, yanking the neckline halfway down his front. His nipples dragged against the fridge, burning like fire.

		Something deep in his belly clenched and quaked, a violent contraction that sent hot juices dribbling down his thighs.

		And his brain snapped again.

		“Ohhhhhh fuuuuck, my drippy lil’ peach is gonna popppp...” he wailed. “Scrub dat slut-spot, make da pussy all happy-happy squirties. Nnnnngh—ohh gawd, dis thing—dis scrubby-wubby makin’ my hoo-hoo scream for da cream...”

		He slapped both hands over his mouth in horror.

		Then he backed away from Vulpia, yanking the scrubber from his crotch. “I’m not some bimbo-boobie squish-slut drip dolly...” he sputtered, blinking rapidly as the humiliating words kept tumbling out. “I mean—I’m not some intergalactic concubine, lady. Jeez. And...and I never felt a damn thing from that stupid dish scrubber,” he added weakly, hugging his wobbling tits as they threatened to rip through the front of his shirt.

		Vulpia smiled and resumed scrubbing.

		Tucker needed to rinse the lingering filth and shame from every inch of his altered body. In the bathroom, he closed the door behind him and peeled off his sweat-drenched clothes. His oversized tits bounced free, the cool air instantly hardening his dark, puffy nipples. His thick, jiggling ass wobbled as he stepped out of his shorts, the soaked boxers peeling from his slit with a loud, embarrassing squelch that made his knees buckle.

		He stared at himself in the mirror. From the neck down, he was a walking wet dream—his male body grotesquely stretched into a porno-hourglass, stacked with melon-sized tits and hips so wide he’d probably need to turn sideways to enter some rooms. His normal head looked disturbingly out of place on the curvy form below. His gaze dropped lower. The insides of his thighs were streaked, wetness smeared all the way down to his knees.

		Tucker shivered and stepped into the shower, wincing as hot water cascaded over his hypersensitive curves.

		Then the curtain whipped open. “Yoo-hoo! Tokker-boo, iz ya sudsy-wudsy yet?”

		He turned away from Lilix, grabbing the soap and squeezing a heavy dollop onto his overlong cleavage like she wasn’t standing there watching.

		“I gotz questionz!” she chirped. “I wanna know what category you best fit in, 'kay? Iz very important! You gots da boing-boing tits, da slurpy slit, and da jello-buns—but dat don’t tell da whole snuggle-snack, y’know?”

		The way these alien women talked was starting to make him queasy.

		Lilix: “Like, would you be better in a Yurr’gonn harem? Dey got da long tongues and four peckers, sooo...lotsa snuggle-duties! Or maybe da Vrellax dairy-farm! Dey like Earthies for milky-work—super good pay in cud-snacks! Oooh, or da Broxxa bathhouses! You’d be da bubbly-girl, scrubbin’ big slimy tentacles all day—so slippery-wippy and warm! Or maybe we put you in a Wrafflaz lounge as da wiggle-waitress? They love thick girls who can giggle and squirt soda outta their nipples! They even got da flavor injectors now!”

		He thought the whole idea was deranged and deeply humiliating. He had a life! Of…lounging around, smoking weed, and getting paid to babysit his uncle’s vacation home. Still, it was something. If he vanished into deep space aboard a cosmic fuck-cruise, someone would miss him. Probably. Maybe a few. At least.

		Lilix: “Da Yurr’gonn harem, like I say, dey got da long, slippery tongue-twizzlers and four veiny peckers—one for da mouthy, one for da peachy, one for da tushy, and da last for surprise-squishies! You don’t even gotta thinky-think, just flop back in da glitter-piles while dey twist you up like a slutty pretzel and make ya moan like a star-whistle! And dey feed ya grapes with dey wiggly tongues while you bounce-bounce on da biggest rocket-dick! Mmm, da space-grapes got da aphro-wiggles too!”

		Tucker shuddered, hips twitching. That vivid, filthy image rooted deep in his head—him, naked and gasping in a pile of glowing velvet cushions, tongues sliding up his thighs and curling around his wrists, spreading him wide, lifting him like a ragdoll. His pussy clenched, throbbing wet. Heat raced up his chest and sizzled into his nipples. One trembling hand traced circles over his plump, sticky slit. Filled from every angle...stretch my slut-holes for da harem bois...tongue-fed, knot-packed, fuck-tied, da happiest plushie cuddle-bimbo in da galaxy...

		Lilix: “Vrellax dairy-farms looove Earthy-girls wit’ big moo-bags an’ bubble-butt wagons! You getz plugged into da milkin’ carousels—spinny-wheee and squirt-squish all day! Dey slap da titty-hoses on ya, pump ya full o’ cream-growers. Udders go bouncy-wild! Mmm-hmmm! Every hour da milky-juice gets drained while you moan like a brainless moo-gurl—dumb, sloppy, and proud! Plus dey got cud-massage bots dat knead your belly-butter and make da cream extra dreamy! It's a full-body mooo-gasm, babe, ev’ry shift!”

		His fingers slid faster over his clit. He saw himself mounted on that carousel, milk-hoses tugging at his massive tits while slow vibrations bloomed in his belly, coaxing gush after dumb gush out of his leaking hole. His knees parted wider. His breath stuttered. He imagined the warm suction pulling cream from his tits while a soft AI voice whispered praises. Mmmm, good moo-bimbo…drip it all out for da barn-daddies…squish-squirt fo’ da harvest…me da cream-gurl nowww...

		Lilix: “Broxxa bathhouses iz soooo bubbly! You get da suds-spray gun an’ da belly-chain uniform, and all da big drippy tentacle boiz line up for you to scrub 'em sloooow, all da way down dey long, slippery suck-limbs! You gotta massage in da oils, get da goo-pockets all shiny-shiny. Sometimes dey wrap 'round ya like a cuddle pretzel an’ give tipz if you tongue-buff da suction cups just right! It's like a spa day with, like, a bazillion dicks!”

		Tucker saw himself kneeling on slick tile, his tits swaying like heavy fruit as he leaned forward, hands full of soapy lather, working slow, loving circles into the twitching suckers of a thick Broxxa limb. He whimpered, body rocking instinctively, one hand grinding against his needy slit while the other pumped faster. Me da Broxxa spa-bimbo now…rub-a-dubbin’ all da slimy noodle-cocks…mmm-mmm, make ‘em clean an’ creamy…polishin’ da suck-stick boys ‘til dey squirt fizzy bath-bubbles on my tatas…

		His knees gave out with a desperate cry. He slapped the slick tile wall for balance as his whole body lit up in a blazing orgasm. Heat detonated behind his nipples, swelling his tits in rippling surges—flesh ballooning outward, nipples stretching thick and ruddy, twitching with sensitivity. And down below, his hips flared wide, ass fattening in rhythmic pulses with each wave of pleasure. He trembled as juicy girl-cum splattered between his thighs and washed away in the steaming cascade.

		“But...but me s’posed to be—a big strong man-guy wit’ da ding-dong and da thoughty-thoughts an’ da football-throwzies—not all boingy in da booty wit’ bouncy-milkers an’ tingly-bimbo brain-wiggles!” he gasped, cradling his tits and jiggling ass as his afterglow flushed warm and sweet. “Mmm…mah bounce-floppers…and sugar-snuggle cuddle-plushie...”
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		The music choice was one of the aliens’—electronic chaos that lacked any sense of rhythm, with notes blasting on a spectrum from ear-splitting squeals to something that sounded like a foghorn.

		No one at the party cared, though. Because there was beer.

		Barefoot, Tucker wobbled through the crowd, his ridiculously curvy frame spinning with every jostling step as he struggled to keep the drink tray level. He never stopped jiggling in his tight blue unitard—each motion sending tremors through his tits and ass. The suit hugged every exaggerated curve, pinching and pulling where he bulged most, which was everywhere. He endlessly bounced and swayed, and he was shorter than nearly everyone else.

		But his new height didn’t make him invisible.

		Far from it.

		“Damn,” muttered Diego Thompson, a sophomore Tucker vaguely remembered from Econ. His gaze was locked on Tucker’s massive chest as he grabbed one of the glowing blue cocktails. “Where’d you come from, honey?”

		Tucker’s mouth opened to retort—something clever, something manly—but what spilled out was, “Teehee, slurp slurp, big boyz?” His eyes went wide in horror, and he clamped a hand over his mouth. Too late. The damage was done. His hypersexual tone got him a firm slap on his ass.

		Cole Barger let out a whistle. “This party’s wild. Who is she?”

		Another: “She’d need two seats on the plane!”

		Tucker tried to hold himself together, but every crude comment poured gasoline on the fire between his thighs. His pussy throbbed with every stare, every objectifying glance. One guy brushed past and grazed his thick hip—definitely on purpose. Another slid his hand around Tucker’s waist while grabbing a drink. A third—some frat bro in pastel shorts—palmed one of Tucker’s tits like a stress ball, giving it a playful squeeze.

		I’m not their toy, he insisted to himself. I’m still a man.

		But the more he resisted, the worse it got. The taller the jocks looked, the shorter he felt. The more the girls eyed him like exotic prey, the tighter his unitard seemed to cling. And all the while, his clit throbbed—a swollen knot pressed snug against the slick interior fabric. His thighs were soaked. The tray trembled in his hands as visions danced through his mind: mainly him, being used by everyone in the room at once.

		“Yuhh! Slurpy fizzy-fuck drinkie!” he chirped, his voice higher than any stripper’s on helium. It was so embarrassing, but he couldn’t help it.

		Another cluster of guests drained the tray. A hand brushed his lower back. One grabbed his waist with intention. A girl in a glittery halter top pressed against him, kissed him hard, tongue sliding into his mouth and tasting of cinnamon schnapps.

		“Mmph!” Tucker squealed.

		Then another guy slid beside him. “Damn, you’re built like a porn star,” he murmured, gripping Tucker’s ass with a firm squeeze. “That real?”

		Tucker nodded before he could stop himself. “Uh-huhh! Iz all natural jiggle-wiggle, big boy.” Another gush from his pussy soaked the suit, the fabric grinding against his clenching asshole as his backside swelled even larger—beyond the limits of car seats or dignity.

		All around him, guests danced and kissed. His appearance alone was an invitation.

		A girl in neon pink licked his cheek. A guy pressed against his back, pinning him between their warm, aroused bodies. The guy’s bulge pushed hard into his wobbling ass. The girl’s fingers slipped between his legs, teasing his swollen cameltoe, now far too big for the suit to contain.

		“Oh fuck,” Tucker moaned, nearly dropping the tray.

		“Someone’s wet,” the girl giggled.

		He stumbled away, panting and dazed. Every step felt like it rippled pleasure through his oversized body. That spinning disco ball above flashed chaotic light, reflecting off his glossy unitard, which now struggled to contain the bulge of curves. His tits swelled again, the valley between them deepening into a true canyon. His lips puffed fuller, glossy and kissable. His hair crept longer down his back, turning platinum blonde. Nipples and clit throbbed, desperate to burst.

		“Goddamn, you’re a freak!” someone hollered. “Yeah, baby!”

		Tray empty, Tucker pushed through the crowd, looking for somewhere—anywhere—quiet. He passed two girls admiring the bizarre decor.

		“Oh my god, these are so random! Who hangs underwear from a chandelier?”

		“It’s avant-garde,” the other replied, admiring a wall of pizza boxes, caution tape, and string lights tangled around a mop handle. “I love it!”

		Zyzra pranced through the kitchen, wielding a six-pack like a fire hose. She sprayed beer in wild arcs across the guests. “Baptize zee mortals!” she cried. “Ooooh yahhh, American beer makes da brain all warm and bouncy like titties in zero gravity! Is so fizzy in da belly, makes da panties go pssshhhhh every time I chug!”

		Lilix was grinding on the kitchen island, her suit wedged up her jiggling ass as she twerked with a glow stick in her mouth. “Dis party? Iz only da beginning, cutie-butts! Soon you all be drippy babes like us, yah? Pink brains, juicy titties, and da ultra-happy holes for da galactic breeding exchange!”

		The crowd roared approval. One guy raised his cup and shouted, “Dude, these girls are kinky as fuck! Where’s Tucker at? I want their numbers!”

		Vulpia waved her dish scrubber like a scepter, approaching a girl in a crop top. “Oooohhh, dis one haz da vibe!” she purred, running the stiff bristles slowly up the girl’s bare thigh.

		The girl squealed and giggled. “What is that?”

		“Is da sacred toy!” Vulpia declared. “Cleans da plates and sogs da panties!” She flicked the scrubber between the girl’s legs, drawing a shocked gasp. “Tingles, yah? Don’t worry, iz how we do it on Glarnk-Four!”

		The girl moaned dramatically and let her head fall back. “This party is fucking wild!”

		“Scrubby scrubby! Turn da humans sluuutty!”

		Tucker throbbed. His pussy clenched and spasmed in the suit. His nipples were rock hard against the fabric. Touching them wasn’t enough. He wanted everyone. Everything. He wanted to split into a dozen Tuckers just to be fucked a dozen ways.

		But the depravity was still a little too much.

		He fled to the guest bedroom, slamming the door and locking out the lights, the noise, the temptation. A dwindling part of him still remembered who he used to be.

		“Fuck, fuck, fuck me sideways,” he gasped, then winced. “Ughhh, why iz I talkin’ like dis?”

		“Yo,” came a voice from the bed.

		Tucker jumped. Johnny was lounging shirtless on the mattress, arms behind his head. He looked perfectly relaxed, completely unfazed by the orgy brewing outside. Well, of course. It wasn’t his uncle’s house. He wasn’t going to be the one scrubbing dried alien lube out of the shag carpet.

		If he was still around.

		“Johnny…” Tucker moaned, his body still vibrating like a struck tuning fork from the music and all those greedy, wandering hands. “What da booty-boppin’ hell iz goin’ on? Am I really gettin’ shipped off wit da space titty-goblin horde?”

		Johnny smirked. “Not just you, dude. I’m coming along for the ride. Lilix said they need a prime-grade human stud to keep the new converts stuffed and satisfied.” He looked insufferably proud. “Man, I always knew I had a good-looking cock, but now even intergalactic babes are lining up for it.”

		Tucker’s face crumpled in scandalized disbelief. “Wait…for realzies?! Oh glob…I’z da premium honk-honk pussy, and you da certified sausage-savior.”

		“Hey, could be worse. Think about it. We were nobodies. Community college, half-ass jobs, living for the next blunt. Now? We’re cruising the stars, knee-deep in alien poon. Lilix says you’re perfect for milking stations, tentacle harems, cuddle drones—basically, the deluxe squish-squad. Dude, with that body? You’re gonna have a freakin’ blast.”

		Tucker sighed, flopping down beside his friend. His unitard squeaked against the sheets like latex. “All squish-n-slosh, on call for sucky-duty…I got titty cramps, brain-goo soup, dis clingy cum-sponge outfit, and my pussy won’t stop doing leaky-dribbles…”

		Johnny laughed and rubbed his shoulder. “You’re hot as hell. You get to see a naked babe in every mirror. You get to be everyone’s fantasy. Shit, even I’m jealous. But hey, I’ve got my own mission.”

		Tucker rolled onto his back, one leg flopping out and exposing his puffy, throbbing mound. “Juh-Johnnyyy…don’t say that…it makes mah squish-hole go fluttery-flutter…” He whimpered. “Every time I try ta say sumthin’ brainy, I sound like a sex-crazed clown doll. Like my tongue got replaced wit a dildo.”

		Johnny shrugged. “I mean, it’s cute.”

		“I’z a deluxe intergalactic cum-dumpster, now with ten percent more jiggle-juice.”

		“You’re gonna be rich. You’ll live like a king. Or queen. Or whatever cosmic bimbo royalty title they hand out.”

		“I’z not built for non-stop starship sausage,” Tucker protested, tits heaving dramatically. “I’z built for video games and microwave noodles and couch napping—”

		But he trailed off, eyes locked on the growing tent beneath the sheet. Johnny’s cock was waking up—huge and excited, stretching upward pulse by pulse. And inch by inch, it rose like a monolith, until the flushed, glossy head peeked free, crowned with a glistening bead of pre-cum.

		It pulsed in the open air, easily eight or nine inches long.

		And it seemed so irresistible.

		Tucker stared, his thighs pressing together involuntarily. “O-ohhh glob…it’s da hypersquirt cannon…”

		Johnny: “Lilix said our friendship is important. I can help acclimate you. And while she didn’t go into specifics, I think I know what she meant.”

		Tucker whimpered, crawling closer like a needy pet. “Yuhhh…fuh-field test da cannon-squirt…” He leaned in, drooling openly, his tongue dangling loose before slurping up the fat, glossy head like it was dessert. The musky heat off Johnny’s cock melted what little was left of Tucker’s resistance. “Mmm…treat-stick…” he moaned, lips puckering around the thick head. One long, lewd suck later and Tucker’s spit was trailing down his chin in fat globs, his cleavage mashing tight as he shoved in deeper, compressing himself like he wanted to live in the shadow of this male magnificence.

		Each lick, each gaggy gulp, made the fog in his mind thicker—and filthier. No thoughts about his old life, no room for dignity. Just a growing craving to get his pussy stuffed.

		Gotta suck it good…earn mah creamie-drip…juice up mah tummy tank…

		His mouth pumped faster, his hands rubbing Johnny’s thighs. The room filled with obscenely wet sounds—slop, squelchglurp—as Tucker bounced in rhythm, eyes half-rolled back and tits wobbling beneath him. His whole body twitched with desire, his unitard soaked in cunt-syrup, and his nipples aching more than ever.

		“Uhhh… Johnnyyyy,” he gasped, lips slapping wetly. “I want da man-honey…”

		Johnny groaned, head tilting back. “Fuck, Tuck…”

		“Mmmhm…yuhh…I’z da sucky-slut now!” Tucker chirped proudly, plunging back down. His mouth slurped deeper, wider—then wider still. His throat prickled, then slickened, stretching open as if it suddenly no longer had a gag reflex. He gurgled around the thick shaft, now a perfect flesh tunnel, saliva erupting from the corners of his mouth.

		He massaged the balls reverently, thumbs circling the cum-laden orbs. His face smushed deep into Johnny’s sweaty groin, breathing in the raw scent like it was perfume. Yuhhh mah ball-bros, makin’ da cummies for mah tum-tum…churn it up, gimme da brain-melt milkies…

		Johnny gripped Tucker’s head, guiding the rhythm with smooth thrusts. His cock plunged deeper, stretching out Tucker’s new fuck-throat.

		Glork—gag—gulp. Tucker took it all. He was gone in the pleasure. Just a vessel. A toy. A suck-beast bimbo, drooling out the last of his dignity.

		When he popped off, eyes crossed and tongue lolling, he gasped, “Mmm, so much prezzie-cum…” as a trail of salty froth bubbled past his lips.

		Johnny laughed, running fingers through Tucker’s sweat-matted hair. “You’re like the other babes. I don’t even know what the fuck you’re saying.”

		“Iz da language of da honored suck-beast, duh!”

		“You’re seriously cracked.”

		“Tell me I’z doin’ da throat-glork like a pro bimbo.”

		“You’re glorkin’ like a champion, dude.”

		“Yuhhh, praise da meaty missile!”

		But Johnny wasn’t done givin’ da goodies. He nudged Tucker down, then slithered between his legs all grinny, like he already knew what da Tucker-bimbo needed mostest. “C’mon, my glorkin’ champion,” he purred, lips brushing up against da slippery, cum-clingy unitard stuck to Tucker’s plush, quivering thigh. “Lemme taste that starfruit.”

		Tucker squeaked and flopped back like a slut-puppet, thighs flung open wide, chest heaving like balloons on a bouncy-pad. Da unitard peeled down just enough to unveil da sweet squish-treasure: syrup-slick folds, swollen pink, glistening like candy left out in da sun. “Yuhhh Johnnyyy… eat mah snuggle-pussy…it’s all drippy an’ sparkle-twitchin’ for yaaa!”

		Johnny didn’t need a second invite. His tongue slurped out like a heat-seeking flavor probe, lappin’ at da folds of a bimbo gone blackout-horny. Tucker’s legs snapped tight around his head, locking him in the pleasure trap, and Johnny sucked da clit like it was a sour candy loaded with poppers. His tongue twirled like a motor, and Tucker’s hands flew up to grab his titty zeppelins—desperate for anchor, squishing his milk-blimps like panic buttons.

		“Ohhhh, mah milky udders need da twisties,” he whimpered, doin’ frantic nipple-nibblies with his fingers. “Tit-tweak, tongue-squish, mind-go-zappy-kablooey!”

		Johnny slurped more, moaning into da plush slit as he sucked, swirled, and sucked again, like his mouth was speakin’ da sacred pleasure alphabet. Sheets soaked fast as Tucker’s gooch puddle grew into a full-on fizzy lagoon. His toes curled like hot curly fries, and every moan he let out was a pitchy, chirpy, squeaky melody of slut joy.

		“Yuhhh, mah peachy pod’s gonna exploooodeeee…”

		Tucker’s back arched—but just before he could totally disappear into da glittergasm buildin’ in his gut, a scream shattered da walls. Dozens of them. Male and female. Horrified. Then they started changin’—turnin’ into cries of pleasure. Rising. Softening. Twistin’ into helpless, sexy feminine moans.

		“Dat sounded like…oh glob, Johnny. Dis—dis iz, like, mass bimbo-ification…da whole damn party gettin’ pink-zapped into drippy giggle-bots.”

		Johnny came up and kissed Tucker’s neck. “Yeah. And?”

		Tucker shuddered. “Ain’t that…like…bad? What if Diego and Cole and Lucas are all bein’ turned into suck-happy slutpets right now? What if Julian’s already humping da ottoman with his titz bouncin’?” He wrapped his arms around himself, the thought of the guys he once knew all becoming giggly airheads hitting him harder than expected.

		Johnny's lips brushed his ear. “Tuck…have you ever felt this good in your whole life?”

		“I mean…no. But—”

		“Exactly,” Johnny whispered. “Why fight it? Why worry about them?”

		Tucker bit his lip, tits heaving. “You really dink so?”

		Johnny kissed him again. “Sex is the best thing ever. And now you’re gonna see the galaxy and have constant sex. Most of the world would envy you, dude.”

		Tucker blinked up at him, lips trembling, eyes wide. Their mouths met again and again, slick and sticky, tongues rolling together in a wet tangle. Johnny’s hands slid up Tucker’s sides and found his tits—massive, sensitive, needing to be freed. He popped them out of the suit, thumbs brushing nipples that were as stiff and as large as C batteries.

		Tucker moaned into the kiss. “Yuhhh…mah milky button-buds…”

		Johnny chuckled, twisting them gently. Tucker gasped and writhed, grinding his slick thighs against Johnny’s hip. His tits were so massive—just ridiculously oversized wobble-globes—and Johnny's hands didn’t even come close to covering one fully. He grabbed with both, squeezing and lifting the jiggling orbs, burying his face between them like they were the universe’s softest pillows.

		“Unghh…mah mega melons,” Tucker moaned, arching into the embrace.

		Johnny’s mouth latched onto one stiff, swollen nipple, sucking hard. Tucker let out a high-pitched gasp, arms wrapped around Johnny’s head, pressing him tighter. Slurps and wet kisses followed as Johnny moved between both bouncing breasts, his tongue circling the fat nipples repeatedly, making them throb even harder and Tucker’s pussy to never stop oozing.

		He clung to Johnny, his fingers digging into strong shoulders, heart hammering in his candy-chest. Everyone in the other room was moaning, and he moaned with them, knowing exactly what they were experiencing in their titties and pussies right now.

		Johnny kissed him again—then lifted his hips up, slidin’ that hypersquirt cannon to Tucker’s drooly gate. Da unitard tugged aside, his slit open like a pink portal to da pleasure-world.

		“Oh glob, iz really happenin’,” Tucker moaned, legs openin’ automatic-like. “Mah babymaker port…”

		Johnny drove in. Da thick tip breached those syrupy folds with a sloshy pop, and Tucker squealed, feelin’ himself stretch like tingle-taffy. “Stretchieee…”

		Da first thrust was slow, achingly slow, but it filled every inch of Tucker’s pinky-peach fuck-tunnel—his puffy slit grippin’ da cannon like dey were huggy-buddies. Inch after throbbin’, vein-thick inch disappeared inside, stretching him until his whole body sang with squishy surrender. His back arched so hard his spine popped. His toes curled. Drool spilled past his glossy lips as the hypersquirt cannon bottomed out inside his flutterin’ baby-hole. He could feel it kiss his cervix. His thoughts blinked off like a dead lightbulb.

		Then da rhythm kicked in—hard, deep, full-throttle turbo-thrusties. Johnny’s hips jackhammered with practiced filth, each thrust bouncing Tucker’s waterbed titties skyward. “Yuhhh…stuffin’ mah cream-hatch soooo goooood!” he wailed, his mouth hung open in dumb ecstasy while his arms flopped uselessly beside him. His nipples grazed Johnny’s chest with every slam, tingling with sparks.

		Each slick plunge smashed into da edges of his squish-core, turnin’ every wall into a pleasure zone. His pussy clutched and milked on reflex, greedy and soaked, shlurping around Johnny’s cock like it wanted to never let go. His brain was jiggle-dumb now—only thoughts for moaning. Titties slapped, body trembled, everything leaked.

		“Launch da creamie! Launch da creamie!”

		Da hypersquirt cannon went extra-glorp, veins bulgin', steamy pre-goo dribblin' like space-honey down da shaft. Johnny growled low, hips jerkin’ with brute hornyforce as his cream-chambers tightened. And then it happened: hot man-goop geysered deep into Tucker’s sex-place, stretchin’ his sugar-guts wide as da first mega-blast hit. His thoughts popped like soap-bubbles—no more Tucker, no boy, no thinkythink. Just giggles and wet slaps and rainbowgasm.

		Tucker vanished.

		Candy-Blinka-6 begged for da creamy-stuffy.

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		Candy-Blinka-6 squeaked and tremble-twitched in her sticky seat pod, pouty lips parted in a glurpy, gasping moan as another VR tentacle snuck up and poked her juicy starhole, then slithered in with a sizzly-wiggly twist that made her toes curl and her ass clench around it. Her legs kicked like a startled bunny, and her tongue flopped out in bliss as she suffered yet another helpless oopsie-squirt. Her headset blinked with pink sparkly alert-lights.

		A voice said: “Trainee failure. You have exceeded the maximum orgasm frequency. Please de-squish and reset sim environment.”

		“Gahhh! Iz failin’ da tentaclejob simmy-wimmy ‘cuz I can’t stop makin’ da coochie-cream…”

		With a squishy grunt, she yanked the visor off, groaning as her thick thighs peeled apart with a wet schlorp. Her clingysuit was soaked from belly to booty-crack, the inner lining sloshed with syrupy bimbo nectar. Her nipples poked out like red-alert blaster buttons, and her pussy was gushin’ like da juice processor.

		Johnny stroked her hair. “You’ll get it, Blinks. Eventually. The bimbos wouldn’t have picked you if they didn’t think you were capable of bein’ an elite, top-shelf, platinum-tier sex-pet.”

		Candy-Blinka-6 puffed her cheeks in a big pout, her whole face scrunchin’. The training room glowed in pastel pulses, all plastigel gloss and neon shimmer, but da real drool-worthy view was the giant glass viewport stretchin’ across the front wall. Outside was the cosmic candyland, stars twinklin’ like glitter, rainbow gas-puffs churnin’, and far off was her new home: sex-haven Plorrax Cluster. Her insides fluttered thinkin’ ‘bout da cum palaces with golden jizz-fountains, da milking stations with sparkle-hoses, cuddle fields filled with squish-pits, and rainbow lube-slides spiral-drippin’ into valley-sized gangbang pits.

		Beside her was da holding chamber—filled with squirmy new bimbo-converts. They smushed against the glass, lips and boobs foggin’ up the view, fingers tappin’ like they were beggin’ to get stuffed next. They moaned and drooled like slut-zombies.

		Johnny: “Maybe I just gotta keep fucking you until you desensitize a little.”

		He grabbed her by the hips, thrust her against the glass. Former partygoers like Diego, Cole, and Lucas pressed their tits and giggle-faces to the window. All of them were moaning, groping, squishing to get closer to their bimbo-example, one undulating pile of pink flesh and glossy lips sliding and slithering.

		“She da star-bimbo queen nowww,” Diego moaned, tongue leaving a wet streak.

		“Me so hypnotizzy…can’t stop da booty-jiggles…” Cole whimpered.

		“Ughhh, I want mah cream-hole takin’ da hypersquirt…” Lucas begged.

		Johnny bent Candy-Blinka-6 over and fed her pussy the whole hot cannon in one deep thrust. She squealed like a prize-winning show-milkee, her mega melons pancaking against the glass as steam rose from both sides. The sound of Johnny’s hips slapping her ass echoed through the room, wet and rhythmic.

		“Sowwy, Uncle Roddie!” she gasped, tits squeaking up and down the foggy pane. “I’z da galaxy’s number-one slut-asset…top bimbocow nowww! Mmmm, get da mop-bots ready, ‘cuz dis squirt-wave gonna be crazy!”

		 

		


		 

		The changes don’t stop here! Check out the massive Gregor Daniels catalog and indulge in your wildest fantasies, whether it’s transformations, boys becoming sexy girls, or totally-unorthodox-but-completely-safe pregnancies caused by untested phone apps.
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