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Chapter 1

“Let’s take it from the top, Cassie!”

“Ugh, again!?” she asked.

“Yeah, the inflection’s still off,” said the director. “Just try to remember how you did it back then, okay?” he said condescendingly.

“Excuse me, it’s been nearly seven years since the production of the last film in this series,” Cassie Diamond complained. “Let me just…head back to my trailer and watch ‘em again, okay?”

“Whatever you gotta do,” said the director, giving her a disinterested shrug.

~

Only a few meters away, at the Museum for Strange Artifacts, another professional was having trouble with their craft.

“Fuck,” Bruce spat, as his foot brushed against one of the motion detecting lasers. The blaring of the alarm sounded, and he knew that the coppers would be there in less than four minutes. Not enough time to get everything he came for. Was there even anything of value in this wing of the building, he wondered? He gave a cursory glance to the cases and spotted something called the 'Nevermore Amulet', a bright red ruby surrounded by a spiral of gold.

“Treasured because of legends that it had to power to grant…yadda-yadda-yadda,” Bruce said, skimming through the description to get some indicator of the object’s worth. “Considered priceless—well, how the fuck am I supposed to sell that?”

Bruce could hear footsteps, so he decided that 'priceless' would have to do. He smashed the case, grabbed the amulet, and headed towards the air vent, his pre-planned escape hatch.

It was a tight fit, but Bruce squeezed through, his precious loot clutched eagerly in his greedy hands. He’d thought of everything— everything, except where the air shaft ended. As it approached the side of the building, it sloped downwards sharply, and Bruce slipped and slid his way down.

When the outside hatch opened, Bruce realized he was staring at a 3 story drop. He grabbed the edge with both hands and stayed his fall, but his stolen amulet tumbled out of his grasp.  It fell, landing on the top of a RV trailer. It bounced, rolled, and then fell through the slightly-open moon roof of the trailer.

“Bloody hell!” Bruce screamed, a little too loudly. As he wondered how he was going to hoist himself down, he saw a blonde woman make her way into the trailer.

~

Cassie Diamond shut the door behind her, gingerly sat down on her pullout pink leather couch, and queued up the first Miona film on her iPad. The film hadn’t run for more than a few minutes before she was chuckling.

Watching it felt like a portal in time back to the good old days—and not just because she’d gotten the voice spot-on. Back in 2001, Cassie was a rising starlet whose whole career was ahead of her. Miona was hit animated film about a beautiful princess who transformed into Ogre, and it spawned several sequels.

Now, she was getting older, at risk of being replaced by younger actresses, and what did she have to show for it?  In the past sixteen years, she’d never made a movie that was close to the Miona movies in terms of box office returns. She’d never garnered an Oscar nomination. She’d dated a few times, but those all fizzled.

Romantically, things weren’t much better. After a string of high profile celebrity romances, she’d finally married a minor punk rock star, but they’d informally separated a few months ago, and her lawyers were busy drawing up the divorce papers.

As dreary as it was to look at it that way, Cassie still felt grateful to get to do Miona 5. It was her last chance to relive her glory days. If she didn’t blow it, that was.

“I wish I could just be a convincing Ogre! I did it before, why can’t I do it again?” Cassie murmured to herself. Suddenly, her stomach rumbled. Hungry already? That was unusual. She’d eaten two kale chips for breakfast, hadn’t she? 

Cassie quickly finished off the rest of the bag of kale, but her stomach was still growling for satisfaction. So, reluctantly, she reached for her emergency, to-hell-with-the-diet food: a stash of beef jerky she kept in the glove compartment. She’d barely had a single bite before hearing a knock at the door.

Cassie quickly hid the jerky next to the seat, and then opened the door.

“Hey, I know you,” said the ruddy-faced man in the leather jumpsuit in front of her, looking a little surprised. “Aren’t you that movie star, Cassie Diamond?”

“Yeah, but we’re actually on set right now, so you’ll have to contact my agent about press inquiries…”

“No, no, it’s nothing like that. You see, my son was just playing, and he took my wife’s locket and threw it onto the roof of your trailer. I think it fell through the sun roof. Mind if I check inside?” asked the man. He spoke with a heavy Cockney accent, was a tad on the short side, and his red hair was balding in patches, but he had brilliant eyes and a million-dollar smile. “It’s been in my family for generations, you see, and my son feels just terrible about it…”

“Sure,” said Cassie, letting the man in as her phone buzzed.

“Dangerous, possibly armed burglar in the area,” said the text, complete with a picture of Bruce’s face. “If you see him, please call police.”

“Here it is!” Bruce said, spotting the Nevermore Amulet on the floor, picking it up, and placing it around his neck. “Thanks, I’ll just be taking my leave now…”

“I don’t think so,” said Cassie, holding up her phone.  She locked the door and pulled out a can of pepper spray from her purse.

“You’re threatening a dangerous man,” he growled at her.

“You may be dangerous, but you didn’t threaten your way in here, you’re too smart for that,” said Cassie. “I’ve already texted back, so you know you won’t evade consequences if you attack me.”

“Do…do you have any idea how hard I worked for that little trinket?” Bruce asked, his facade finally crumbling. “This was supposed to be my last big score! You’re a movie star, you’re already rich and famous!”

“Not as rich and famous as I’d like to be,” countered Cassie. “I’ll be a hero for catching a jewel thief, which means the movie will be a huge hit, too. I might even snag a hot new beefcake boy-toy out of all the goodwill I’ll get.”

As Bruce glared at her, he could see something strange happening. Her skin was becoming—greener? It wasn’t a solid green, either. Some splotches were darker green than others, giving her a sickly, uneven look that wasn’t quite human. How? Why?

It didn’t matter in the end, Bruce realized. He could play this off against her vanity.

“Not like that you won’t,” Bruce said, pointing at her skin. “Look at yourself.”

“If this is some kind of trick…”

“Just look at your refection in the glass!”  He pointed.

“What the…fuck!?” she spat. “Oh, my god, what’s happening!” she said, as she saw her signature blonde hair start to become red at the roots, and her nose broaden a little at the base. As she spoke, her voice sounded a little deeper, just like she’d done as Princes Miona—she’d finally got the pitch right.

She could hear the sound of sirens in the distance and knew that cops—and cameras—were on their way.

“If they see you like this, kiss your career and your he-men boy-toys goodbye,” Bruce said, driving the point home.

“I’m hideous! What do I do?” she said, rubbing her hands against the glass in horror.

“Not 'what do I do', what do we do,” said Bruce, thinking quickly. “I need to lay low until I can find a secure way to leave the country. You need to lay low until you can find out what’s going on with you and cure it,” he said. “Let’s just go somewhere we can hide until then.”

“I have a summer cottage. It’s isolated. It’s owned under a separate name. Nobody will ever find us there,” she said. “I’ll drive.” She climbed behind the wheel and pulled out, fast enough that she smashed several other cars and set off their alarms.

“Will they be able to track the phone?” Bruce asked.

“No, I disabled the chip so paparazzi couldn’t get to it,” she said. “Buckle up, it’s going to be a bumpy ride!”

~

“Are we there yet?” Bruce asked, glancing out the window glumly. The first few minutes of their escape had been a heart-pounding, exciting escapade. Who wouldn’t love a road trip with a celebrity while trying to evade capture? But as the hours wound by and it became clear that nobody else was even on the gravelly back roads, much less chasing them, the adrenaline drained away.

“No, not yet,” Cassie said.

“Are we there yet?” Bruce asked again.

“Yes, yes, Bruce, we’re there,” she said. “God, this reminds me of the movie!”

“What movie?”

“Miona 2…wait a minute,” Cassie said, as she caught her reflection in the mirror. Her changes hadn’t progressed much further, but she saw something in her image that she hadn’t noticed in her panicked state earlier. “I kinda look like Princess Miona as an Ogre, but, you know, for real.”

“I guess,” Bruce said with a little shrug.

“We’re here,” said Cassie, pointing towards a clearing. There was a beautiful, Victorian-style large house nestled in between a babbling brook and an herb garden. “It’s not much, but I like to think of it as a home away from home.”

“Are you joking? This is a little slice of paradise!” said Bruce, who’d grown up in dingy council estates.

Cassie allowed herself a little smile, the first since she’d watched Miona in her trailer that morning. It was the first nice thing Bruce had said.

As they headed for the house, though, they felt the earth begin to rumble, and a massive mudslide began to come from upstream. The shockwave knocked both of them to the ground, and when they pulled themselves up and the dust finally cleared, the damage was visible.

The bottom floor of the house had been pushed entirely under the mud, leaving only the much smaller second floor visible. The only way into the place now was through a door that opened onto the second floor deck.

A large layer of grass and a massive, uprooted tree stump completely covered the once-pristine roof. Meanwhile, the direction of the brook in the backyard had been diverted.  Much of the water now poured downhill into the herb garden, which was filling up like a large sinkhole.  It was already starting to look like a murky, swampy lake.

“You!” Cassie screamed. “You did this!”

“What? How!?” Bruce asked.

“Everywhere you go, things go to shit!” said Cassie. “First, you fuck up your jewel-thief thing, then you show up and my body gets all weird, and now my house is destroyed. It’s like you’re a…bad luck charm…” she said.

Bruce glanced down at the amulet. Could that be source of their problems: a literal bad luck charm? He tried to recall the description that he’d foolishly skimmed when he’d stolen the artifact. Something about granting wishes?

“Cassie, did you wish to turn into an Ogre?” Bruce asked.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” she said. “Why in the world would I wish that?”

“Well, just hear me out,” he began. “I think the legend says that Nevermore Amulet grants wishes, so if there’s something that you said that—”

Cassie cut him off with a choppy, sardonic laugh that grew deeper and more booming the longer it lasted, until the sound began to resonate inside Bruce’s spine and give him the willies.

“Granting wishes, eh?” Cassie asked. “And I thought my bad luck theory was stretching it.”

Suddenly, Cassie smashed her hand against the rear view mirror, hard enough to snap the flimsy plastic and cause it to tumble to the ground. Was she angry about something in particular, or were random outbursts of rage just par for the course, now that she was turning into an Ogre?

“I am such an idiot! Letting you threaten me over a picture!? I could have just said that my appearance was some kind of makeup, for the movie!”

“I thought it was a cartoon. Didn’t you tell me you were just doing the voice?” Bruce asked.

“So? I could've said I was just getting into the part, or planning on doing a stage play, or…something!” she said. “Of course. Of course there’s no reception here,” she said, holding up her cell phone. “Now I’m just an accessory after the fact.”

“Well, you could always say I kidnapped you, forced you to come here,” Bruce said. “As long as I’ve got my amulet and I can get safely out of the country, I don’t care what you say.”

“Gonna go fly off to some tropical island, huh? Not a care in the world? You’ve got it easy. You think of everything,” Cassie grumbled.

“Everything except motion detectors, air vent trajectories, and that fact that your stupid film was recording right next to my getaway spot,” Bruce grumbled.

“It’s not a stupid film! The Miona series was the best thing I’ve ever done!” she shot back.

“No argument there. I don’t think the rest of your career offers much competition,” Bruce replied under his breath. Although he didn’t care much for her other movies, Bruce did consider Cassie to be something of a celebrity crush.

“Let me see that amulet thing,” she said, walking up towards him and grabbing at it roughly.

“Hey, be careful!” Bruce protested. “That thing is my ticket out of here!”

“I know,” she said, her voice lower and more fearsome than it had ever sounded. With one smooth, determined motion, she yanked it towards her.  Bruce’s neck jerked forwards and the tiny clasp that held it in place snapped open. Before Bruce had a chance to react, she turned around and hurled it towards the bubbling mud flow next to the ruined cottage.

“No!” Bruce screamed, running ahead to try and save it. But in no time, it had already sunk beneath the surface of the bubbling muck. Bruce took a deep breath and pressed in face first, but no matter how far he reached down, he couldn’t find it.

“You bitch!” Bruce shouted. “You bloody twat! You threw away millions, destroyed a priceless artifact, just to fuck with me!?”

“Look on the bright side, Bruce. I can still afford to charter that private jet for you. But now, if we want to get out of this mess, we’ve got to work together,” said Cassie.

Chapter 2

As Bruce and Cassie stepped out of the trailer to inspect the damage to the house, the wheels began to sink into the mud. By the time they’d turned around and noticed, the truck had sunk most of the way down into it.

“Oh, fuck,” Bruce said when he saw what had happened. “We have no transportation, no electricity, no cell reception, no clean place to sleep…”

But a short time later, it became clear to both of them that there was something far more important that they didn’t have: food.

“Just admit it, Bruce!” Cassie screamed.

“No! It wasn’t me!” he shouted back at her.

“Who else could have finished off the beef jerky?” she asked, smashing her foot down. It was the one snack they’d managed to bring between the two of them, and now…

“Look, we need to get some more food. How far away is the nearest town?”

“35 miles,” she said. “Not walkable.”

“And between my face being everywhere, and you not wanting to have your face everywhere, and the fact that I haven’t seen a single car going by, hitchhiking is out of the question,” Bruce said with a shrug. “Guess we’ll have to get our food the old fashioned way.”

“And that would be?” Cassie asked.

“You know, like our ancestors. Hunting and gathering,” Bruce said. “You stay here and hold down the fort, I’ll go get dinner,” he said, strutting towards the forest before she gave an answer.

Despite the desperate circumstances they were in, Bruce couldn’t deny a little thrill from his current duties. Getting away from Cassie for a moment was good, but it was more than that. He was out, in the forest, seeing nature in all its grandeur, and getting a chance to fulfill a primal, male role. Bored rich guys would probably pay for guided tours of this experience, he thought—might make a good scam in case he ever needed some quick cash.

He pulled up a stick from the bog and started to sharpen the edge. With any luck, he thought, they’d be having venison for dinner.

~

“So, what did you get?” asked an exhausted-looking Cassie when Bruce returned. “Any meat? I’m famished. Really hankering for some meat. Hell, I’ll even eat it raw if I had to!”

“Well, not exactly,” Bruce said, bringing out the branch full of berries.

“Berries! You hunted us berries!” Cassie shouted. Her voice sounded scarier, deeper, and louder than it had just a few hours ago. Bruce stepped back a little in fear. “You can’t just eat berries you find in the forest, how do you know they aren't poisonous?”

“Well, the animals I found were eating them! They just…ran away before I could kill them! I didn’t have any training or proper weapons, you know,” he sputtered. “I’d like to see you do better.”

“Sure thing,” she said. “I bet I’ll have no problem,” she said, and headed out into the woods.

~

Cassie hated the outdoors and she hated the idea of hunting. But her desperate hunger, which had reached a nearly bestial state, drove her to it. The thrill of showing up Bruce only added to the allure. But soon she found herself in the same predicament as Bruce. Rabbits and deer took off as soon as they heard her footsteps.

Worse, her feet were beginning to hurt. Cassie thought it might be because she wasn’t used to walking, but soon realized it was because her sandals were far too tight for her feet, which were swelling up. Was anything else going to go wrong with her?

Cassie didn’t see a low-lying branch in her way, and soon took a tumble face down in the mud. For a moment, she simply lay there, her emotions boiling over with a mixture of futility, shame, and despair. Then, a toad hopped by.

Eating a toad? In Cassie’s mind, totally gross. But her painful hunger and a growing bloodlust combined to force her mind to rationalize it. Didn’t the French eat frog's legs? Maybe that would work, if they were properly seasoned…

She tossed the makeshift spear she’d borrowed from Bruce, but the damn thing hopped out of the way. Cassie dived forwards and grabbed the thing in her hands. It felt wet, slimy, and warty, but she didn’t care. She had to have it.

The toad was still trying hop out of her hands, and Cassie quickly realized that she wouldn’t be able to hold on and grab for the stick at the same time. She felt seized by a sudden impulse, and pulled the toad closer to her lips.

With one firm shove, she pushed it into her mouth, then, without bothering to chew, she swallowed it down. The muscles in her esophagus were somehow strong enough to push it all the way into her waiting gullet, despite the thing kicking and trying to hop its way back up all the way down.

She looked down at her hands, and she could see her skin becoming slightly darker in color. Her skin looked a little rougher, and a couple of warts sprouted up near her wrists. The act she’d just committed, as well as her new changes, made her feel disgusted with herself and nauseated. Cassie thought she might force herself throw up if it weren’t for the possibility of seeing the toad again.

She slowly trudged her way back towards the house, where she saw Bruce munching on the berries.

“Guess you didn’t have much luck either, huh?” he said with a smirk, when he saw that she'd come home empty-handed.

Cassie opened her mouth to shout an insult at him, but instead, and to her surprise, she let out a large belch that felt foul in her mouth.

“Damn, girl, you’re just getting worse and worse, eh?” Bruce asked with a chuckle.

“Fuck off,” Cassie said, but she knew that he was right. Whatever was happening to her, it was getting worse and worse. She glanced into her reflection in the glass windows of her house, and could see that her hair was getting redder, and even her ears were changing shape, losing their human appearance and becoming more conical, rising a little higher up on her head. Her forehead seemed wider and larger, too…

Not wanting to see the reflection’s image taunt her any longer, Cassie roared with frustration and head-butted the window. Several of the panes of glass shattered and fell into the dirt.

“Too bad that amulet of yours doesn't actually grant wishes,” Cassie muttered.

“Amulet?” Bruce said. “I thought you said that stuff about wishes was a load of hogwash! Besides,” he added, “you were the one that chucked it into the quicksand!”

“Shut up, or I’ll chuck you in the quicksand!” she roared. Given her new strength, Bruce knew this wasn’t an idle threat. Still, Bruce’s pride couldn’t let the insult go unanswered.

“I’d like you see you try,” he sneered. Cassie didn’t hesitate for a moment. She lunged towards him, much like she’d lunged for her toad dinner just a short while ago.

Bruce was surprised at both the speed and the ferocity of the actress. Despite whatever changes she was going through, he still expected his strength as a man to win the day. But he was having a hard time just avoiding being pinned. What’s more, the longer they struggled, the stronger she seemed to get. When they first thrashed around, Bruce and Cassie seemed to roll back and forth fairly evenly, but now only a few moments later, her core felt as solid as an oak, and his own wriggling felt increasingly ineffective.

Finally, Cassie grabbed him by the hips and threw him towards the river, where the mud was still bubbling.

The shame of losing the struggle stung Bruce, but as he tried to pull himself back up, he realized that his humiliations were only beginning. Each time he tried to lift a leg out, he floundered. The mud was too thick and his legs were just too weak to escape.

Bruce struggled futilely for a few more moments as he continued to sink, resisting the inevitable realization that he was going to have to ask her for help.

“Ugh, Cassie?” Bruce asked.

“What!?”

“A little help here?”

“I should just let you drown in the mud. You got us both into this,” she said. She blew her reddish, mud-streaked hair out of her face with a sigh.

“Maybe I deserve that,” Bruce asked, his survival instincts causing him to finally give in totally and swallow his pride. “But think about yourself—as much as I might make for poor company, do you really want to be alone out here?”

“I guess not,” she replied. If she could have driven the trailer away, she would have. But the thought of the long slog through the wilderness by herself was unappealing. She pulled him up with a small, but distinctly unladylike grunt. Bruce felt totally helpless as she forcefully pulled him out, and his arm nearly felt wrenched out of its socket.

“Thanks. Guess we’re stuck with each other, for now at least,” Bruce said, trying to wipe as much mud off of himself as he could.

“Yeah, suppose you’re right,” Cassie conceded. “Let’s head inside, it’s getting late,” she said, pointing towards the darkening night sky.

The mud and dirt had erased most of the floors, while the walls were cracked and damaged by the force of the mudslide. Still, there was a bed available for Cassie, and small couch in the other room for Bruce.

Cassie mumbled, “Night,” as she stepped inside the bedroom, her heavy footsteps still audible to Bruce even after she shut the door.

When Bruce tried to sleep, though, he found his thoughts drifting. He couldn’t get his wrestling match with Cassie out of his mind, or his subsequent rescue by her hands. It wasn’t just because she was becoming bigger and stronger than him, was it? Was it because, even after her monstrous transformation at his hands, she’d shown more nobility towards him than he’d ever exhibited towards anyone?

Or was it because her size and her new looks intrigued him?

Bruce didn’t dare answer. As was his custom, he recorded a brief summary of the day’s events in the tiny leather diary he kept inside his boot, and then he shut his eyes and forced himself to sleep.

Chapter 3

The next day, Cassie talked of nothing but their impending escape back to the real world. The plan was to walk, stopping and sleeping in the woods as needed along the way. Once in sight of a town, they’d wait till sundown, then they’d try to get to a payphone and she’d call her agent. A discreet visit to the doctor to find out what had happened to her, and a ticket out of the country for Bruce in exchange for his cooperation and silence—which was fine by him.

Cassie “borrowed” many pages from the back of his diary as she tried to map out where to go, and, ever the actress, wrote out lines to say if someone noticed what she’d become.

While she was hunched over scraps of paper, Bruce could see the broadness of her back had started to create frays in her top. Meanwhile, as she tightly gripped the pen, her biceps were swelling a little larger than he’d ever seen on himself.

Sitting around a campfire they built at dusk, she said, “You know, at least I could be a cute Ogre, you know? Like in the movie.”

“You’re plenty cute,” Bruce replied.

“You’re just trying to make me feel better,” she said, shrugging off the compliment. “Better go get dinner. We have to save up food in case we don’t find any on the way.”

~

This time, she didn’t bother trying to use a spear. Instead, she uprooted a dead tree from the forest, using the log as a crude club. When she saw a deer, she roared and gave the log a massive swing, smashing it the way a human might smash a spider under their boot heel.

Bruce’s jaw dropped when she dragged the broken, bloody deer back to the campfire.

When she took a seat, her pants ripped, exposing her huge, flaring hips.

“No wise cracks,” she said, as she used the growing claws on her fingers and started to skin the deer. “Or you’re next.”

While Bruce patiently waited for his venison to cook on the meager campfire, Cassie lost patience and began tearing into it bone-raw. With each bite, her teeth grew sharper and longer, until two of her lower teeth grew so prominent that they stuck out of her mouth, even when her lips were closed. Bits of blood and sinew spattered everywhere with each hungry bite.

When the grisly meal was finished, she used the heat from the fire to start drying the fur, then fashioned a makeshift loincloth from it.

“How’d you learn how to do that?” Bruce asked.

“Actually…I don’t really know,” she said with a shrug, her broad, powerful shoulders fraying her tank top in the process. “Guess I’ll have to kill something else tomorrow for more fur, unless you think we should head into town topless,” she teased. Her senses of shame and modesty were apparently just as shredded by the transformation as her top was.

~

But when the day of their departure came, so did rain, and both of them thought it wise not to travel in that kind of weather.

Huddling inside the house wasn’t much help. The roof had been badly damaged, and muddy water dribbled in from a thousand little leaks. For a while, Bruce worried that the entire thing might collapse; that they’d be buried under a thousand pounds of mud, in the middle of nowhere. How long would it take, Bruce wondered, for authorities to even find their bodies?

As the lightning struck, Bruce could see Cassie’s face for a brief moment. It looked a little more ferocious than he had remembered; her eyes a little redder, her brows a little more prominent. Each subsequent flash seemed to accentuate another feature—her feet grew a little wider, destroying her shoes. Her hands grew a little larger, her fingernails looking a little more like claws as they dug into the sofa…

Bruce couldn’t tear his eyes away, so he forced himself to get up and ran to the bathroom. It was, of course, no longer functional, but at least gave him a room with a door.

He pulled out his diary, and tried to write down what he was feeling, hoping that if he got it off his chest, he could be rid of the silly infatuation he was experiencing. But writing about her new Ogre features only made him more hot and bothered.

Cassie Diamond had always been a celebrity crush of his, but the more he thought about her as a human, the more he felt repulsed. Then he thought about other celebs he’d fancied – nothing seemed to work. What the hell was wrong with him?

Bruce reluctantly returned to the sofa, his sexual frustration and self-loathing palpable. He slowly drifted off to sleep, admit the twin roars of thunder and Cassie’s occasional snores.

Chapter 4

The roaring was still there before Bruce’s eyes fluttered open, but instead of thunder and snores, Bruce heard the calm, dull roar of…a jet engine?

Yes, he was on an airplane, he realized as he glanced around. Plush seats, silver-encrusted interior; it must be a private jet.

“Ready for your in-flight entertainment?” came a familiar voice. Bruce turned around and saw blonde bombshell Courtney Simpson, another of his favorite celebrity crushes, dressed in a beautiful stewardess uniform. It fit way too snugly around her tits, and her cleavage became accentuated even further when she leaned in towards him.

“Yeah!” Bruce said, enthusiastically. What had happened? Had his experience with Cassie been a bad dream, or a memory? Maybe he’d sold the amulet and retired to a life of travel and debauchery, just as he’d always wanted…

Whatever had happened, Bruce didn’t want to question it – just enjoy it.

“Great, I’ll get us some drinks to start,” she said, pulling out a beverage cart. Booze, too!? How long had it been since he’d wet his whistle?

“Scotch and soda for me,” Bruce said.

“I’ll join you,” she said, mixing the drink.

“What the…” Bruce began, as he read the words ‘Ogre Dew’ on the side of the can of soda. “Wait! Don’t drink that!!” he shouted.

But it was too late. Courtney slammed down the drink in one quick gulp. Bruce’s eyes bulged.  He saw her skin start to turn green as she swallowed it down. Her hair started to become darker and redder, too.

“What’s that, Bruce?” Courtney asked. But already, her voice was much deeper—matching the low, frightening, spine-tingling, enthralling tone that Cassie’s had taken on.

“I…ugh…” Bruce sputtered. Why was this happening!? He looked on helplessly as Courtney’s delicate, feminine beauty was swallowed up by her developing Ogre features. Her forehead grew wider, while her delicately shaped eyebrows became thicker, fuller, and more natural. Sharp canines pressed themselves out from Courtney’s lips, her bigger teeth and gums forcing her into a sadistic-looking grin.

Meanwhile, her tiny back broadened, causing her tank top to stretch and fray, while her toothpick-like arms were quickly vanishing. As she reached towards him, Bruce could see her biceps growing thicker, the veins rising towards the surface, while underneath her new muscle was a layer of jiggling flab. Courtney’s breasts—which had already been quite big—grew larger still, popping out of the bra and flopping over the edge of her poor tank top. The color of her nipples was dark green, and he could see them growing thicker and longer.

“Come give me a kiss, Bruce…” Courtney said, leaning forward. Bruce could feel her stomach, which had swelled into a massive gut in no time, dragging on his thighs. As it passed his crotch, he could feel his arousal pressing into her.

Courtney gave him a wet smack on his lips, then turned his head and started licking at his ear. He could feel her tongue changing shape as she did so, becoming longer, wider, and gaining a sharper edge to it.

“What’s happening to you!?” Bruce shouted.

“What’s the matter, Bruce?” she asked. “Afraid to fuck a real woman?”

He had to get out of here, and quickly. Bruce stood up, and feverishly glanced around for a parachute pack. Once he found it, he threw it on and then pressed the button on the emergency exit door.

The roaring wind nearly convinced him to change his mind, but when he looked back into the cabin and saw Courtney charging towards him, he knew he had to act quickly. Bruce jumped.  He was falling through the clouds, he was pulling the cord. Then, everything went white.

Chapter 5

While Bruce slept tossing and turning all the while, Cassie was still wide awake. Today’s setback had been difficult for her—in her mind, she was just getting uglier and uglier, and there was no way to stop it or even to find out why. Bruce apparently, had difficulty remaining in the same room with her. She could hardly stand to look at herself, so how could she really blame him for that?

From the indentation in Bruce’s pants, she could tell he must be having a fun dream. Probably thinking about sleeping with hot celebrities - women who looked she used to, Cassie thought.

The only thought that consoled her was getting cured, and so she decided to once again look over the sketches they’d made for their hike into town. Cassie carefully pulled out the little notepad Bruce carried in his boot, not wanting to wake him up.

As she flipped through it, she found something other than maps and charts: words. Diary entries?

“Why is she so sexy?” Bruce had written. “She was a celebrity crush as a human, but now like a monster, but everything about her from her muscles to her green skin to her ears drives me wild…Why do I like her so much? I don’t know. It’s possible that whatever caused her change is causing me to like it. Or maybe it’s just what happens when two people are forced to endure desperate circumstances together,” he'd speculated. “But, one thing is for sure. I can’t get enough of her sexy, deep voice or her amazing arms…she’s so strong, so powerful, so determined…”

As she read the endless paragraphs praising her every feature – from her sharpening teeth, to her expanding waistline, to her darkening hair, and even the muddy grittiness that she’d taken on from living here.

The leftover resentment she still harbored towards him for getting her into this mess slowly ebbed away, while her confidence in herself started to swell. It was quite flattering, in its way. Maybe Bruce’s dreams weren’t what she’d thought. If she could inspire feelings like this in a man like Bruce, well, maybe things weren’t so bad after all…

Cassie gingerly stuffed the diary back into Bruce’s boot, careful not to wake him up. He squirmed on the sofa, and lust taking full possession of her mind, Cassie imagined that he was in the throes of passion. She wanted nothing more than to pin him down, to put that squirming to work beneath him.

But that would have to wait until tomorrow. If she was going to do this, she was going to do it right, she thought to herself.

~

“Morning, sleepyhead,” Cassie said, once Bruce had finally pulled himself up from the sofa. “Did you sleep well?”

“Nah, I had some...weird dreams,” Bruce said as he stretched.

“Well, I’m headed out for a bath, later,” Cassie said, and headed outside.

“Wait, what?” he asked. “A bath? Where?”

“In the garden. Haven’t you ever heard of a mud bath?”

It didn’t sound quite so crazy when she put it that way, he thought. He pretended to remain on the sofa, but as soon as she was out of the room, he stood up and headed for the window. After the dream last night, he couldn’t deny it any more. He wanted—he needed—to see her in the buff.

Just a little peek, Bruce told himself. One harmless little glance.

Cassie slowly waded into the swampy mud where her herb garden once stood. She groaned with satisfaction and relaxation as her heavy, thick body slowly slid into the brown, bubbling muck. Then, as if she wasn’t dirty enough, she began grabbing handfuls of the mud and vigorously rubbing it into her thick hide, in some grotesque parody of what she must have looked like applying exfoliating soap as a human. She also rubbed the mud into her face, wearing it like a facial mask, and even took a few globby handfuls and swallowed them down, her gut swelling a little larger with every gulp.

In spite of—or possibly because of—the dirtiness of the situation, Bruce could feel himself getting hard. At first, he tried to dismiss it as pure randiness. How long had it been since he’d had a woman? Hell, how had it been since he’d had a chance to watch porn?

But as his eyes traced the contours of Cassie’s inhuman frame—her round cheeks; thick lips; broad back; muscular, chunky arms; heavy, large breasts; portly potbelly…he couldn’t deny it any longer. He wanted her, warts and all. What he wouldn’t give to have her tackle him in that mud…

Just one little wank, he told himself. One-time relief, and he’d get it out of his system. Hopefully, he wouldn’t ever dream about Ogres again.

As Cassie twisted her body and arched her back, she turned her head and saw him through the window. Bruce wanted to stop, but he couldn’t. As her eyes went wide with shock, she stood up and walked towards him, showing off her full profile. The dripping mud obscured her skin, but also highlighted every curve and ripping muscle on her hulking frame. Seeing it powerfully stride towards him filled Bruce with fear, but that only accentuated his arousal.

“Bruce, did I catch you red-handed?” she asked, trying her best not to smile. This was going even better than expected!

“I…uh,” Bruce sputtered, as he struggled to pull his pants up.

“Thinking about me before I became a monster, right?” she asked, knowing full well that wasn’t true.

“No!” Bruce said.

“Really? I suppose I should be flattered,” she said. “But, still, you had no right to look at me without permission.”

“Of course, of course. I’m terribly sorry…”

“Tell you what, I’ll challenge you to an arm wrestling contest. If you win, I’ll let you look at me whenever you’d like. You can jerk off to your heart’s content,” she proposed.

“Well…” Bruce wasn’t quite sure how to respond. On the one hand, if his goal was to get her permission to look at her, this wasn’t the way to go about it. While he would have trounced her before her change and he might have had a fair fight during the first day, she’d long since surpassed his strength. He knew she’d triumph easily.

On the other hand, the thought of her pinning him was rapidly bringing back his erection. He wasn’t sure why, but he wanted to lose. He wanted to feel her strength, her monstrous prowess, even if it meant denying himself a look at her.

“Sure,” he said, smiling a little. After all, he thought, why look when you can touch?

Cassie walked inside, tracking mud everywhere, and sat down on the floor next to the coffee table. Bruce sat beside her and placed his arm on the table.

Cassie’s hand was still dripping with mud, her claw-like nails filthy and dark, and her bicep bulging and glistening with anticipation. A thin sheen of mud flowed down it.

She grasped his hand, and for a moment, their eyes locked. There was an eager, lusty grin in Cassie’s red-flecked eyes, which he mistook for a prideful, competitive spirit. 

He said he was attracted to her for being strong, powerful, and determined, Cassie thought. She’d give him all he could handle, and then some.

“Go!” she shouted. Bruce, knowing he was doomed, tried to put up a good-faith effort, but it was as though his arm offered her no resistance whatsoever. She pinned his arm so quickly and so powerfully that when the back of his hand smashed against the table, the legs snapped like cheap kindling and the whole thing crashed to the floor.

“Heh, nice one,” Bruce said with a little gulp. “Guess I won’t be sneaking anymore peeks at you…”

“Guess not,” she said. “You’ll just have to learn to control yourself around me,” she teased.

“Yeah…” Bruce said, out of breath from both the physical exertion and the excitement of having her pin him.

“Or we could have a rematch,” Cassie proposed. “Not another arm wrestling contest but…a mud wrestling contest.”

“Mud wrestling?” Bruce asked. He had half a mind to pinch himself—this was too good to be true.

“Yeah,” she said, as they walked outside together. “Unless you’re scared…”

“I’m not scared,” Bruce replied quickly, though his heart was pounding like crazy.

“Get ready, then,” she said with a little wink, before attempting to playfully nudge his shoulder. This caused him to tumble backwards.

“Get…ready?” he asked.

“Get naked!” she roared at him. “Unless you want your clothes to get covered in mud again,” she said.

“Naked mud wrestling?” Bruce repeated.

“You ask a lot of questions,” Cassie said, shaking her head.

Bruce slowly started to remove his clothes, but Cassie quickly lost patience.  She lunged towards him and shoved him into the mud while he was only partially undressed. The sudden motion of both of them landing into the dank bog created a huge splash.  Mud flew everywhere.

The mud which had covered Cassie’s thick skin had just begun to start drying and caking, but it suddenly gained a new coat as she fell inside. Her weight, along with the thickness of the mud, made Bruce start sinking almost immediately. But despite the fact that he was sinking faster than last time, and despite the fact that Cassie was actively pushing him down, the fear left his heart. He knew he was safe in her powerful arms.

Before his head went under, Cassie hooked her arm around the back of his head, preventing him from sinking further. She slowly lifted him up, his cheeks brushing against her large breasts in the process.

Cassie lifted his body up further, pulling him out of the mud completely. He felt even more helpless dangling in her arms than he did sinking into the swamp. He fought against it initially, kicking his legs against her sides to no effect. Then, he let his body go limp. She’d earned her dominance, and surrendering to it was bliss.

Cassie wiped the mud from his eyes with her clawed hand, splaying her fingers carefully to avoid hurting him, then leaned in and nibbled on his face. Her two prominent lower teeth scraped against his lips with a delicious amount of pleasurable pain – a feeling which was only accentuated as she squeezed him tightly. The bones in his back popped a little from the intense pressure, while his erection dug into the side of her heavy gut.

“Guess I win this one, too,” she said.

“Yes,” Bruce admitted, the air squeezing from his lungs.

“So you won’t ogle me any more without my permission?” she asked, squeezing him harder still.

“No, I won't!” Bruce swore.

“Well, I’ve got good news for you, Bruce. You have my permission to look, anytime you want!”

“Wait, what!?” Bruce thought, as Cassie leaned close and their lips locked.

As she sloppily kissed him, he could taste a dried smear of blood on her lips, from the deer she’d killed. It was a vivid reminder of what a vicious monster she really was, which only served to turn him on even more.

Then, she lowered him a little, until her chest was level with his face. Cassie grabbed Bruce’s butt and pulled it towards her, mashing their groins together. Bruce chafed a little as his cock was scraped against the thick skin of her thigh. With the next thrust, they connected. Bruce’s mouth and nose nearly suffocated as Cassie’s strong arm held him tightly against her sweaty, mud-drenched cleavage.

Cassie fell forwards, both of them landing in the mud with a resounding splash. Bruce was incapacitated totally: the weight from her body pinned him down, the strength from her arms and legs pinned held him in place, and the fact that he was slowly sinking semi-solid, mucky mud made it impossible from him to even try to get up.

The feeling of total helplessness intensified as he met Cassie’s gaze, the fire of lust making her eyes grow redder and making the shape of her irises become a little more bestial.

It didn’t take either of them long to reach climax.

Afterwards, when Cassie set him down in the mud, Bruce wasn’t sure if he should feel ashamed of what had happened, or proud. The more he thought about it, the more the latter seemed like the only conclusion. It was easily the best sex of his life—so why should he have to feel bad if it was with a monster?

Chapter 6

“You know, Bruce, I’ve got a confession to make,” Cassie began, as they lay on the ground, staring up at the blue sky. The sun pleasantly soaked into their mud-drenched skin. “I read your little diary. That’s why I was so flirty, ‘cause I knew you got the hots for me.”

“That…explains a few things,” said Bruce.

“I mean, not that I wouldn’t have made a move anyway,” she added. “Lately I’ve been really horny,” said Cassie. “I hope you’re able to keep up with me on that.”

“Well, I’ll certainly try…”

“It was hard to believe at first,” Cassie said. “I mean, it was one thing to turn into a cute Ogre, like Miona, you know? But I’ve become something so much…more than just that.”

“You’re right—you’ve become so much more beautiful than that,” said Bruce. Cassie scooted a little closer to him, spooning against him as her muddy, clawed fingers played with the little hairs on his chest. “It’s like you’ve really started to become yourself since you changed, you know? You seem so comfortable and capable.”

“It sounds like you know me more than I know you. I mean, fighting and fucking, that’s fun and all, but…I want to know you. You knew who I was before we met because I was in the public eye.  All I know about you is that when we met, you were a thief.”

“I’ve always been a thief.”

“Where were you planning on going?” Cassie asked. “After you left the country, I mean.”

“Somewhere without an extradition treaty,” he said with a chuckle.

“I mean, where were you going to go, to live, after you got there?” Cassie asked. “What was your ideal place really like?”

“Someplace quiet, away from the city life,” he said. “I wouldn’t need a mansion to be happy. Just a little cottage somewhere, breathe in nice clean air, relax…”

Cassie and Bruce both had the same thought, and looked into each other’s eyes.

“We don’t have to try to get to town right now, do we?” Cassie asked.

“I suppose an extended vacation here wouldn’t be so bad…” Bruce cautiously agreed.

“Good,” said Cassie. “Glad you helped make this easy on yourself.”

“Easy on myself?” Bruce asked with a chortle. “What'cha mean by that?”

“Well, if you’d told me you weren’t on board, I would have had to tie you to a post so you wouldn’t think of escaping,” she said, her red eye flashing a little as she devilishly winked.

“Haha, good one,” Bruce said. He chose to believe she was only joking.

“Things will go much easier now that you’re compliant. Though treating you like livestock would have had its own rewards,” Cassie said with a shrug.

She added, “Now that I think about it, I’m a little thirsty,” as she started to stand up.

“You want to get some water from the stream?”

“Fuck that,” she said as she plopped back down between his knees, and lowered her head towards his crotch.

“Cassie, I’m not sure I’m quite ready to go again,” he said, but she didn’t move.

“I love a good challenge,” she said.

Bruce felt a little twinge of fear as he imagined those sharp, gnarled teeth closing around his member, but figured that struggling was only going to increase the risk of injury. Instead, he lay as still as he could. Meanwhile, Cassie’s lips enveloped Bruce’s limp cock, gently attempting to massage it back to life.

When this failed to do the trick, Cassie used her thumb and forefinger to slowly circle Bruce’s balls. He could hear a little soft clipping sound as the sharp edge of her talons grazed against a few of his pubic hairs, shearing them off, and his fear became even more palpable.

Next, Cassie used the mud-encrusted, massive knuckle of her other hand to slowly massage the sensitive spot just north of his asshole. Finally, his cock was brought back to full attention.

The mop of messy red hair bobbed up and down quickly. Cassie gave his balls an extra firm squeeze, while the mud on her other hand caused her knuckle to slip just slightly, the tip of it pressing into him. Finally, she let out a bestial noise—something between a purr and the menacing growl of an apex predator.

That did it. Bruce came in hot, quick spurts, which caused Cassie’s cheeks to bulge. She grinned as she swished the splooge around in her mouth for a few moments, before she finally gulped down eagerly. As she did, he could see, before his eyes, her hair becoming a darker shade of red.

“You taste good,” Cassie said, when she pulled her face upwards. Every feature on her visage looked different, somehow. Her cheeks were just a little bit rounder and puffier, as if some small part of the bulge created by his wad was now a permanent feature of her face. Her brows were slightly thicker and the ridges behind them were ever so slightly more pronounced. The cute little double chin that had sprouted earlier was spread just slightly wider, while her nostrils were fuller, and contained a couple of little splotches. Bruce could see little hairs peeking out from the underside of her nose.

When her thicker lips widened to reveal a smile, Bruce could see that her teeth were yellower and sharper, as well.

“That was fun. I should blow you every day,” she said, casually. What would she look like after that, Bruce wondered? As he pictured it, he could start to feel his cock come to life once again.

Chapter 7

Bruce woke up to hear a knock at the door. Who could it be? He and Cassie cautiously tip-toed to the front of the cottage. When the pulled the door open, they found a young girl with a red shawl. She took one look up at the monstrous Cassie, let out a high pitched shriek, and then ran like hell away, leaving a picnic basket behind.

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” Bruce asked.

“Picnic!” they both said.

~

“That way!” said Cassie, pointing towards a hill.

“Cassie, we’ve been hiking for hours!” Bruce complained.

“My nose can smell it; we’re almost there. But if you’re tired, I’ll pick you up and carry you over my shoulder, then,” Cassie said, reaching down towards him.

“Wait, no, you were right! There it is! The ocean!” said Bruce as he reached the hill’s peak.

They made their way down the hill and towards the beach, basking in the crisp, cold wind and the salty air. Bruce sat down near the shore and opened the basket, but before he could check what was in it, Cassie jumped on top of him, smothering him hungry, toothy kisses.

Just then, a wave crashed over them. A few moments later, Bruce felt the kiss changing – becoming softer, lighter, and more feminine. As the water receded, he looked up and saw not Cassie but instead, a strange-looking, slender, pale woman. Where had she come from?

“He’s mine!” Cassie roared. She pulled the woman off of him. Bruce was shocked when he saw the woman’s lower body—she had a mermaid’s tail!

“What should we do with her?” Bruce asked. “Chuck her into the ocean, maybe let her get eaten by sharks?” as soon as he asked the question, he wondered why. It didn’t sound like him, yet, something about this entire day felt strangely familiar…

“Feed her to the sharks? What a waste! I bet whatever’s in that basket, it’s not going to taste as good as she does!” Cassie declared.  She licked her lips as she looked the mermaid up and down. Bruce could feel himself growing hard as he imagined Cassie feasting on her.

“She’s right, I’m delicious!” said the mermaid, wriggling her hips back and forth suggestively. “Open wide!” she said to Cassie, who obliged and started funneling the mermaid’s tail into her gaping maw. Cassie was huge, compared to a human anyway, but swallowing down a small mermaid seemed a task too large, even for her.

The mermaid, sensing that her last moments were upon her, reached out to Bruce to give him a parting kiss. This time, it was far more desperate and powerful, more reminiscent of Cassie’s passionate kisses.

But the force of Cassie’s swallowing eventually pulled them apart, their lips parting with a wet smacking sound. The mermaid pinched her own nipples as she shivered with pleasure, before Cassie grabbed her head with both hands and shoved the rest of her down. She noisily swallowed, and a few tresses of the mermaid’s hair, peeking out though Cassie’s lips, were all that remained of her. One more hard gulp, and even those vanished entirely.

Now, all that was left was a faint outline of the mermaid, still squirming inside Cassie’s impossibly distended gut.

“Hey, I’ve got an idea!” Cassie began, the mermaid still moving around inside her. “Let’s get wedding rings next! We can have them look like the ones from Lord of the Rings!” Cassie proposed. “That is, if you’ll be my bride, little Bruce.”

“Of course I will!” Bruce said eagerly.

The strange sense of familiarity with this bizarre sequence of events finally reached a crescendo. Bruce knew exactly what they were doing, and that could only mean…

~

Bruce pulled himself awake with a yawn. Cassie’s body – that soft, warm mass that had cradled him – was gone, but he spotted her across the room. “Cassie, darling, you’ll never guess the dream I just had!”

“Were we robbing banks together or something?”

“Good one! But no. Remember the honeymoon scene in Miona 2? We were living that out, taking a trip to the beach, like that was our life! Only, you know, even better! You ate a mermaid!”

“Mmm— love seafood,” Cassie said with a throaty groan.

“Much better than my other dream—other celebrities turning into Ogres,” said Bruce. “You’re cuter than them all, of course,” he hastily added.

“This many prophetic dreams...makes you wonder which of my movies we’re really in: Miona, or Vanilla Sky.”

When Bruce’s bleary eyes finally cleared, he saw Cassie leaning over his diary.

“Reading that thing again?” Bruce asked with another little yawn. If so, he didn’t mind. The more familiar she was with his fantasies, the more of them she might fulfill, right?

“Nope, just wanted to borrow some more paper,” said Cassie.

“For…what?”

“To create a list of chores. If we’re going to live out here together on a permanent basis, we’re going to have to create a fair division of labor.”

“Sounds reasonable,” Bruce agreed.

“Here you go!” she said, cheerfully presenting him with a torn notebook sheet.

On the left side of the paper, under, “Bruce,” it read:

Re-dusting, de-cleaning, mossing the roof, tanning hides, gathering kindling, gardening, managing the campfire, masseur, other duties as required.

On the right hand side, under “Miona Cassie,” it read:

Protecting Bruce from scary forest creatures, hunting, relaxing as much as is desired.

“You called yourself Miona?” Bruce asked, raising his eyebrow a little.

“Yeah. I mean, I wrote it down accidentally while listening to you describe the dream,” said Cassie.

“Alright, then, Miona, what this bloody nonsense all about?” Bruce asked, as he attempted to throw the piece of paper down forcefully. Instead, it caught the air, and slowly floated down in a zig-zag pattern.

“What is what all about, Bruce?” Cassie said, rising her to feet and glaring down at him with her determined, blood red eyes. Cassie was nearly seven feet tall now and towered over Bruce, who gulped a little and didn’t reply. “If you have something you want to say, out with it!”

“This…doesn’t seem fair!” Bruce finally sputtered.

“If you disagree, maybe we should arm-wrestle over it. Oh, wait…” Cassie said, rushing forwards and grabbing his hand in her large, clawed one. “I think we settled that yesterday!” she said, slamming it down.

Despite – or, perhaps, because – that action had been an attempt to dominate and humiliate him, Bruce started to become aroused again. He did his best to put it out of his mind and focus on the issue at hand, rather than how she’d pinned his hand.

“Well, what the hell are these chores? 'De-cleaning'? 'Re-dusting'? 'Mossing'?” Bruce asked.

“Glad you asked! The truth is, it’s been looking a little too clean around here,” Cassie explained.

“Too clean!?” said Bruce, feeling increasingly frustrated. “We’ve been living in a smashed-up little cottage next to a muddy swamp! Have you seen the place?”

“Bruce, what was it you said yesterday? That I seem more like myself since I turned into an Ogre? Well, I’ve thought about that, and you’re right. In fact, I’m disgusted with my old self. I don’t want even a trace of that person to exist anymore. That’s why you’re going to help transform this place into a proper Ogre’s den.”

“While you...what, protect me from scary things in the forest? You’re probably the scariest thing in it! I bet what you’ll really do is just sit on your fat arse until you feel hungry enough to go hunting!”

“You got that right, Bruce!” Cassie bellowed, so loudly that she caused the few remaining panes of glass to vibrate. “And watch your tone, or you’ll be licking the mud out of that arse!”

In spite of himself, Bruce could feel himself growing aroused at that thought, too. Is there anything that Cassie could do, either in a dream or in reality, that would fail to arouse him, Bruce wondered?

“You like that, eh?” Cassie said, seeing the growing bulge in Bruce’s pants, and then grabbing it with her hand and squeezing just a little too hard.

“I should have guessed,” she added with a scornful chuckle. “Now, get to work!” she said, swatting his rear end with her other fist, and causing Bruce to topple forwards.

“I guess the honeymoon’s over,” Bruce grumbled as he picked himself up off of the floor.

Chapter 8

“Pack that moss real deep into the crevices of the roof shingles,” said Cassie, as she gazed up at him.

“Sure, sure,” Bruce said. His back and his knees were in pain from being hunched over, and his fingernails felt raw. About the only pleasant thing about this job was the enjoying sound of a songbird in a nearby tree, which was humming a theme that seemed so familiar to Bruce.

Then, suddenly, the bird stopped. He glanced down, and he saw Cassie’s cheeks bulging as she noisily chewed on something, while a single red feather was stuck to hear cheek.

“I want there to be more green than tile, if we can manage it,” she said after a loud gulp.

“Whatever you want, your highness,” Bruce grumbled under his breath.

“I heard that! Did you just refer to me as royalty?” Cassie bellowed. “Well, good! You already said you dream about me as Princess Miona! I look like her—well, better than she ever looked, let’s be honest—so you ought to call me Miona from now on!”

“Cassie, I hardly think that…” Bruce began.

“What was that?” Cassie shouted, loud enough some of the remaining window panes started to rattle. “Didn’t you hear me?”

“Fine. Miona—I hardly think mossing the roof is really necessary…”

“It will make it earthy and gorgeous!”

“If you care about it so much, you do it, Miona!” said Bruce, surprised at how naturally that name rolled off the tongue.

“I can’t! If I’m up there on the roof like you are, I’ll crash right through it!”

That Bruce couldn’t argue with. Miona’s weight had continued to increase, that much was obvious. She wasn’t even bothering with clothes anymore, since nothing would fit, leaving her distractingly naked. This afforded Bruce a chance to see just how much her figure had changed. Miona’s pot belly was now so large that when she stood up, it fell far enough to obscure a direct view of her crotch.

She was hairier around there, too—and the hairs were thick, dark, and long. Miona’s breasts had swollen even larger than yesterday, but with no bra, corset, or control top to hold them in, they started to sag downwards, their youthful shape deteriorating a little. Miona’s big shoulders held a massive amount of bone and muscle behind a layer of soft chub, which only made her look wider still.

Before he’d met Cassie, Bruce had never considered himself a chubby chaser. But staring at Miona’s big, beautiful girth, he found it astonishing that he’d ever been aroused by a skinny chick.

“Don’t spend all day up there ogling me,” said Miona. “You’ve got to gather kindling so we can cook!”

~

Bruce scowled as he scoured the woods for pieces of driftwood. He wasn’t sure what bothered him more about the chores: that being ordered to do them while Miona did nothing made him feel like a servant, or that the nature of the chores themselves—essentially, homemaking tasks—made him feel like a housewife. Sure, being Miona’s wife was fun enough in a dream, but the reality of it certainly had its downsides.

He’d been in on enough con jobs to know that every relationship has a power dynamic to it. You’re either the boss, or you’re not. And if you think you’re in an equal partnership, you’re the one getting conned. Romantic relationships were like that, too: each person scheming to get their way, or to get a little something extra on the side if things got boring. Bruce had never allowed himself to be really, truly in love for that very reason. If he betrayed them first, then he’d never be the one left holding the bag.

As Bruce gathered more wood into a pile near their cabin, he became angrier and angrier, with himself more than with Miona. After all, she was turning into a monster right before his very eyes.  How could she be held responsible for her actions?

Bruce, on the other hand, had no good reason for agreeing to stay here with someone like that. Just because he was horny? Hell, he was always horny, but he’d never let it get him into this type of trouble.

Maybe, he thought, he could escape. How long would it take Miona to even notice if he just slipped away into the woods?

“Bruce, look out!” Miona screamed.

Lost in his own thoughts, Bruce hadn’t heard the soft rustling behind him. When he turned around, he saw a giant bear, snarling and baring its teeth.

Bruce froze, his heart pounding a mile a minute. The mighty monstrosity reared up, and then took a downwards swipe at him. Bruce cringed, closed his eyes, and prepared for the inevitable.

But the blow didn’t come. Instead, Bruce heard a dull whimper. He opened his eyes and saw the bear slumped forwards at his feet. The culprit was Miona, standing behind the bear, her clawed hand stabbing into its back. She wrenched it in further still, and then pulled out a huge, red, bloody mass.

“My God! What is that?” Bruce asked.

“The heart! Practically still beating,” said Miona, before tearing into it with her sharp teeth. Blood sprayed everywhere as she tore into the fibrous organ, landing on the bear’s fur in little red specks. A few droplets even went far enough to land on Bruce’s arms and legs. Strangely enough, however, the display of bestial brutality and bloodlust didn’t bother him at all.

“You…you saved my life,” Bruce said, practically blubbering. The strain of machismo which had propelled him to challenge or bristle at Miona’s strength, in spite of her appeal to him, had finally been broken.

“Protect you from...scary forest creatures, it’s my job…right?” she said between bites as she finished up the heart.

Bruce remembered the list of duties she’d handed him earlier that day. He’d tossed it away in anger and done all of his chores with a whine and a sneer. Just minutes ago, he’d contemplated running away, escaping from her. Now this woman—this big, beautiful, powerful Ogre—had just saved him from certain death. How could he have been so ungrateful? So disloyal? So selfish? It was his own foolish greed which had propelled him into his ill-fated life of crime, Bruce realized. Never again, he vowed.

Bruce ran up to Miona, tears streaming down his cheeks.

“I’m so sorry I complained about doing everything…” he sobbed, burying his face against her blood-spattered, sweat-soaked, mud-caked, green, muscular arm.

“Hey, hey, hey, no tears. You should be glad you got all that wood, eh? Now we can cook this thing!”

They built the fire pit together and watched it slowly cook. “How can I ever repay you?”

“I can think of a way…” said Miona.

Chapter 9

“Yeah, yeah, that’s it,” said Miona, as she lay face down in the mud. “Harder,” she commanded. Bruce was already going as hard as he could, and the resulting efforts meant his strokes were messy and uneven. Being a masseur was hard work!

Lacking any proper massage oil, Miona suggested they use some of the warm bear fat that had begun to spill out of the carcass as it cooked. The stuff was thick and slippery, and had a strange, musky odor.

“Use your elbow,” Miona instructed, when his hands proved insufficient to the task of getting the knots out of her back muscles.

“Sure,” he said, leaning into her back with gusto. Just a few short days ago, Bruce knew that a back like hers would have inspired only disgust, not arousal. After all, not only was her back broad and wide, with puffy, heavy shoulders, but her skin wasn’t exactly feminine either. It was dark green, thick and leathery, with many rough and wrinkled patches. It had sprouted its fair share of moles, including a couple with little hairs on them.

Even though her frame was coated with fat and muscle, her bone structure seemed to have more than compensated. The indentations of her spine were still quite visible, with each little bump nearly as big as his fist.

When he moved up, Bruce tried to massage her neck – at least, what remained of it, since the distinction between her neck and shoulders had rapidly blurred. Her ears stuck out further than normal as well, and had an irregular, inhuman shape to them.

Feeling Miona’s arms was fascinating. When Bruce was twelve, his father had taken him hunting, and he’d been struck with a sense of reverence when he first held the deadly, all-powerful rifle in his hands. Having seen firsthand that Miona’s arms could be every bit as deadly on a hunt as any firearm, he felt a similar sense of awe. Her arms rippled with strength, and Bruce could feel the definition of muscles he didn’t know even existed as his hands handled her.

Her lower body was no less interesting. Miona’s bare bottom was a wonder to behold. Impossibly large and moon shaped, its beautiful contours were reminiscent of a Rubens painting he once stole. When Bruce slapped it, her flesh shook and quivered violently. Yet, when he tried to squeeze it, he found the flesh to be firm and unmalleable.

Bruce rubbed her thighs with more of the bear fat.  He positioned himself on top of her ass and then slid down the slope of her shapely thighs towards her large feet like a child eagerly trying out a playground slide. Miona’s feet, which, like the rest of her, had once been dainty and petite, were now the largest he’d ever seen, with big claws protruding where toenails had once stood.

“Pretty good,” Miona said, as she slowly pulled herself up.

“Just…pretty good?” Bruce asked, the disappointment palpable.

“Not bad for a first attempt. You’ve never given a massage before, have you?” she asked.

“No…” Bruce confessed.

“Alright, let me show you how it’s done,” she said. “Lay down.”

Bruce didn’t need to be told twice. He eagerly disrobed and lay in the mud.  His body looked absurdly tiny laying in the big indentation that hers had left.

“You’re really tense,” Miona said as she kneaded his shoulders. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to accidentally slice you up,” she added. He had indeed been tensing due to that fear—though, given what he’d seen her do to that bear just a short while ago, it certainly seemed like a justified concern. Still, hearing her state it out loud helped ameliorate his worries. He slowly exhaled, the tension beginning to fade.

As Miona skillfully manipulated his muscles, Bruce felt relief wash into him through sighs and waves of pleasurable spasms. When she dug her knuckle into a knot in his lower back, his left leg shook like a puppy getting his belly rubbed. When her thumbs dug under his shoulder blades, he felt as though he was floating. His arms jumped forwards and his fingers hooked into the supple mud, as though he ought to anchor himself to the Earth just in case.

“So cute,” Miona whispered, as she lapped at the inside of his ear. Bruce remembered how Courtney Simpson had once done the same thing during his dream, but Miona’s tongue was far more adept at it. It slithered inside his ear, pressing itself into every nook and cranny of his lobe, and Bruce relished in the intimate connection to the hot, wet, bestial hunger that Miona’s tongue emanated.

When Miona massaged his ass, the oily fat they’d been using dribbled down past his crack and onto his taint and balls, warming him but producing a shiver nonetheless. He felt himself growing aroused, and grinded himself against the mud in a desperate bid to create friction.

“Oh, anxious, are we?” Miona asked, when she turned him over and saw his arousal. “We should take care of that…”

“Yeah?” Bruce asked, his eyes full of lust.

“But first, let’s eat! The meat smells ready to me!”

~

The bear meat was indescribably rich and filling, as well as incredibly stringy and gamey, so Bruce had little reason to eat more than the small hunk of charred leg meat Miona had torn off for him. Because the fire they’d built wasn’t nearly large enough for such a big animal, the meat was crispy on the outside but nearly raw inside, providing yet another reason for Bruce not to have seconds.

Miona, on the other hand, seemed like she couldn’t get enough. She relished every bite, groaning and moaning in satisfaction with each swallow. Her thick, powerful jaw and the sharp, predatory teeth which lined it made short work of the tough muscles, tendons, and even bones in the bear.

“Thanks so much for letting me have the lion’s share,” she said through a full mouth.

“Ah, sure,” Bruce mumbled, more than willing to let his lack of appetite for more bear meat be misinterpreted as generosity.

Her matted, tangled, filthy hair kept falling in front of her face and even wound up in her mouth a few times. To stop this, she pulled it up into a few rough knots, then tied it together with one of the sinewy, bloody bones from the bear.

While the bear had been roasting on the fire pit they’d built, Miona’s tummy had growled with anticipation. But as she forced more and more of the bear meat down, it started to groan in protest. Even a woman as big as Miona had her limits, after all.

And Bruce was getting a front-row seat to what happened when Miona challenged those limits. Her gut, which had impressed Bruce with its size a few hours ago, had grown in size dramatically to store all that meat. Now beach-ball like in its proportions, it stuck out in front of her proudly as she sat and ate.

Bruce leaned down, rubbing his hand against her rough skin, feeling the tautness of the growing sphere in the center of her big tummy and how it contrasted to the soft flab that surrounded it. His thumb explored the deep cavern of her belly button, feeling how hot it was down there.

Bruce placed his ear against her tummy, and could hear the complex gurgling of her digestion and could feel the vibrations as her stomach expanded to create more space. The sensation resonated against his entire face, and he grinned from ear to ear.

“You like my big belly, little man?” Miona teased him, as she rubbed his hair affectionately with one hand while she tore off another hunk of flesh from the ass of the bear carcass.

“Oh yeah,” Bruce said.

“Good,” Miona said. “I hate myself for all the times I had to starve myself to look good for the cameras or to land a role.”

“Well, it’s not your fault,” Bruce said.

“I was a skinny, emaciated, gross skeleton! I’m going to eat my heart out from now on, and I’ll be proud if I have a big belly to show for it!” she declared.

Hearing that she was proud of her fat, rather than passively accepting it, only made Bruce more enamored with her. He unleashed a flurry of tiny, pecking kisses against the rough flesh of her tummy dome. He dragged his tongue across the taut surface, enjoying the salty tanginess of her skin, and then gently chewed on the softness of her chubby love handles.

He reached downwards as he did so, and started touching himself as he eagerly gnawed at her. The bear’s meat had given her pleasure as it slid down into her belly, and now her belly was giving him pleasure. It felt as though a blissful cycle had completed itself.

“That tickles,” said Miona, playfully swatting him away. It was a little more forceful than she intended, but the slight pain on Bruce’s backside only served to provide him with a masochistic thrill. Rather than deter him, Bruce dove forwards again, raking her sides with his fingers to tickle her.

Miona roared with deep throated laughter, causing the gooey flab that coated her torso to jiggle madly and causing her giant, bear-meat-stuffed gut to wobble back and forth.

“Stop, stop!” she begged in between breaths, but Bruce didn’t want to let up. Whatever punishment she had in mind for him if he pushed her over the line, somehow, he knew he’d love it.

Finally, Miona reached out and grabbed Bruce’s arms. She pulled him close. Bruce snuggled against her warm softness and reached out to squeeze her huge, somewhat sagging breasts. Far larger than his hand could ever hope to reach around, they skimmed the top of her giant gut; her large, dark green nipples pointed slightly south. Bruce leaned closer and placed one of them into his mouth. It grew firmer and longer as he slowly suckled and Miona sighed with appreciation.

“Bruce, how’d you get to be so sweet?”

“Mmmph,” Bruce replied, not wanting to take a break for even a moment.

Miona picked up and repositioned Bruce’s arms and legs, moving his body around as easily as if he was a ragdoll, until he was lying on top of her. Bruce’s mouth remained firmly attached to Miona’s nipple all the while. The motions caused by her pulling and dragging him only added to her pleasure.

Bruce finally let her nipple go, leaving a thin trail of saliva down Miona’s torso in the process. He slid down a little further so that his crotch could meet her own. Bruce gripped the soft sides of her huge gut as he slid into her, slamming into her huge tummy face-first as he rocked back and forth.

Miona was still finishing off the last few bites of bear meat, so her tummy was still growing as they made love. With each thrust, her huge belly beat back against him with increased size and force. Meanwhile, Miona’s strong, thick thighs were wrapping themselves around his back, holding him in place.

Finally, Miona sucked the last morsel of meat off of the bear’s skull, then let out a loud, wet, body-quaking belch. That was all it took. Bruce was cumming, feeling nearly every drop drain out of him. Miona slammed the ground next to her with her arms and legs as she was rocked by the force of her own climax; the effect was, to Bruce, reminiscent of an earthquake.

Bruce slowly crawled his way back up Miona’s body. He nestled himself in the crook of her arm, then rested his head in between her shoulder and her breast. He fell asleep in an instant. Miona picked him up and carried him, princess-style, back inside.  She had to stoop over a little to fit through the door. She gently laid him on the bed, before joining him herself. This time, their weight was just too much for the box-spring, which collapsed as the mattress fell through it. But through it all, Bruce was still sound asleep.

The sheets—which, once upon a time, Cassie had insisted be laundered after every visit—now served as a repository for blood, sweat, bear fat, mud, and their comingling sexual juices. Or, as Miona would describe it, “smelling just right.”

Chapter 10

Bruce and Miona woke up to a persistent knock at the door.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck!” Miona said in a hushed whisper. “They’ve found us! What are we gonna do!?”

“It’s just Little Red Riding Hood,” said Bruce, totally unbothered. “I had this same dream last night…”

“Cassie Diamond, this is the police. Are you in there?” shouted a man’s voice.

“What’s that strange smell?” asked another man, as he sniffed the air.

“This isn’t a dream!” Miona said. “We’ve got to do…something! You go out there!”

“I can’t go out there! I’m a wanted fugitive!” Bruce said.

“I can’t go out there! I’m a freaking monster!” Miona said. “They’ll turn me into a science project!”

“Shit shit shit…” Bruce said, burying his head in his hands. “You’ve got to say something to them!”

“I can’t say anything, I sound like an Ogre!” Miona said. “Wait…that’s it!”

“We hear voices, Cassie! We’re coming in!”

“Yes, I’m here!” she shouted back, doing her best to sound like the original Cassie Diamond. “But this is private property, so unless you’ve got a warrant…”

Bruce grinned ear to ear. She really was a fantastic voice actress.

“Terribly sorry about this intrusion, but nobody’s seem you for quite a while. We had to get a court order just to find this address…you disappeared on the day your phone recorded seeing that fleeing burglar and all…” the officer rambled.

“Yeah, saw him scamper through the parking lot, that’s all,” she called out. “Now, if that’s all, I’m a bit busy…”

“We’ve got orders—we’ve got to come in make sure you’re OK,” he said. A few seconds later, he kicked the door down.

“Time for plan B,” she said, charging into the living room. The officers screamed and drew their weapons, but before they could shoot, she grabbed each man with a single hand. Then, she swiftly brought their bodies together as she swung her arms inwards. The motion caused her breasts to squeeze together, creating a huge line of delicious cleavage. Meanwhile, the heads of the two officers clunked against each other noisily.  The men crumpled to the floor, knocked out cold.

“This area’s compromised,” said Cassie. “We’ve got to head into the woods, find a cave to hide in…”

“An Ogre in a cave, eh?” Bruce remarked. “How original. You really think they’ll stop looking? They already know you’re an Ogre!”

“You want me to eat ‘em before we head out?” Miona asked.

“No, no, no, let’s just go!” Bruce said.

“Thought so,” Miona said, pulling up the cushions of the sofa.

Bruce was astonished at what was there: the Nevermore Amulet.

“But…but…I thought you tossed it into the quicksand!” Bruce said, flabbergasted as he reached out and grabbed it.

“Yeah, that was just my phone. But from your angle, it looked like it was the amulet. I’d never destroy something so beautiful. Now, let’s go! We don’t know when more of them will be back!”

“You just pretended to throw it away so I wouldn’t leave here without you, huh? So I’d be your only ticket out of here,” Bruce asked, as they made their way out of the cottage. “Even when you hated me, you still wanted me around.”

“I never really hated you,” Miona deflected.

“So, what if this thing could grant wishes? What would you wish for?”

“Oh, no chance of that. That first night, after you feel asleep, I pulled it out and wished to be a human again about a million times,” she said, as they passed by the little stream.

“Is that what you’d wish for now? To go back to being human, to pretend this all never happened?”

“I don’t want to go back,” Miona said. They stopped walking. “I mean, let’s just say they could turn me back into my old self. Who wants that stressful Hollywood lifestyle? Trying to get attention all the time, trying to pretend I’m not getting older, starving myself, and then being relegated to voice-acting anyway. I can’t believe I put up with it for as long as I did. I mean, I could have moved out here at any time.” Miona said, taking a glance back at the empty squad car in front of the house.

“Maybe, but I bet it’s not as fun here, all by yourself,” Bruce said, giving her hand a little squeeze and slightly cutting his finger on her claw in the process. “And you wouldn’t have gotten transformed into an Ogre, of course.”

“Yeah,” she said with a chuckle. “If I had another wish, Bruce, I’d wish to do it all over again. I wouldn’t change a thing.”

“I wouldn’t want anything to change, either. I wish we could stay right here forever, and never be bothered by anyone,” said Bruce.

The earth rumbled as he spoke those words. When it stopped, Bruce pointed towards the cottage.

“The squad car!” Bruce said. “It’s gone!”

He and Miona ran back into the cottage. She forgot to lower her head far enough, and the top of it smashed through the top of the door. But now the unconscious police officers were gone, too.

“You don’t think that…” Bruce began.

“What else could it be?” said Miona. “Your wish was granted!”

“I don’t see why they’d grant my wish but deny you yours…” Bruce ruminated. “Unless, maybe, it’s one wish per person, or something?”

“Who cares how it happened?” said Miona. “We can stay here forever! We’ll never have to worry about anything or anyone! Let’s get married and take that honeymoon you dreamed about, for real this time!”

“I can’t think of a more wonderful happily-ever-after,” agreed Bruce.

Epilogue

The Nevermore Amulet vanished later that day—as soon as it was clear that neither of them had any need of it. They never saw it again.

Bruce and Miona's relationship was even better than Bruce’s had dreamed, and they did indeed have a happily ever after. They had six kids—all Ogres, of course. “You take after their mother,” was how Bruce explained it to his Ogre children, once they were old enough to ask about it.

Miona found her old iPad while digging through the mud one day, and despite having no power and being water damaged, it still played movies just fine. The Miona movies are a favorite with their kids; they watch at least one of them every day.

Dreamer Studios turned to Courtney Simpson to fill in for Princess Miona for Miona 5. Her voice acting was called “unfamiliar and uninspired” by critics, and the film flopped.

The End

If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out other books by T.F. Wright, including…

Going Bananas (Female Ape Transformation, Female Muscle Growth, Weight Gain)

Georgie Simmons is the first human being to be sent to explore another planet. But when she lands, she finds she's stranded, and something is causing her to change. Can Georgie learn the truth before she loses what's left of her humanity, or will she lose her mind and "Go Bananas?"

﻿The Naga Binge (Naga Transformation, Vore)
Three women, having discovered a lost temple hidden in the jungle, find themselves transformed by ancient magic into Nagas - giant monsters who are half-human and half snake, and who lust for the flesh of females. Will they resist their new desires, or embrace them and go on a binge? This is an erotic tale with vore, transformation, and lesbian themes.  It's more of a "soft vore," with all of the "prey" very eager and willing.

Transformation Park (Various, including weight gain and monster)

In Transformation Park, every ride and concession stand can transform reality. Transform into a monster in the haunted house, turn into a cavewoman inside a forbidden grotto, get fattened up on the Hansel and Gretel Ride, attend a gender-bending ball, or watch your crush steal your muscles in the "Test Your Strength" booth. Over a dozen erotic transformation tales of all kinds await you inside...
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