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		A Primer for the Transdimensions

		 

		Dimensional anomalies first arose in 2010, around when the Large Hadron Collider went into operation. A direct cause-effect has not been proven, but is assumed by many. The number of Dimensional Convergence Zones (DCZs) has increased year after year, suggesting more ruptures of time and space. A federal agency works to keep the existence of these zones in secret. But manpower is little against the might of the universe.

		 

		Dimensional Convergence Zone (DCZ): a region of physical space where two or more dimensions overlap. These dimensions may have temporal relation to each other, or complete spatial incongruity. They may be gateways to different worlds. They may be as large as a lake, or as small as a quarter. There is no observed consistency about their purpose, their manner, or their effects. Often, they are made conspicuous through extreme weather events or geological and biological exoticness. Human interaction without protection is not advisable. Side effects are likely.

		 

		Cosmic Transposition: a phenomenon of interchangeability between dimensions, often unique to each DCZ, manifesting in the physical dimensions as transformation, memory alteration, or even super-dimensional abilities in organic life-forms. Life-forms and inorganic matter may also absorb and transmit this cosmic transpositional energy (CTE) after prolonged exposure inside a DCZ, effectively turning them into mobile DCZs themselves. More information is still being gathered.

		 

		Cosmicite: a mineral of unknown origin that is found in DCZs. Highly radioactive, cosmicite is thought to contain high quantities of CTE. Physical contact may result in significant changes to organic life-forms. The mineral is described as having an oily dark appearance. Cosmicite has also shown compatibility with man-made machinery, and there is evidence suggesting a “programmable” feature of the mineral. Little else is known.
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		I went around the dinner table, lighting candles. The rack of lamb sitting in the oven had me salivating; my wife, Claire, wasn’t an outright meat-lover like me, but that’s what the Caprese salad was for. And with some garlic mashed potatoes and roasted asparagus, I felt like I had done pretty good as house-husband for our three-year anniversary. It didn’t have to be a home run, but it had to be something. And there was some red wine to wash it all down. Claire loved red wine. And I knew I’d be getting cuddles and kisses tonight, and maybe more.

		When six o’clock came around, I was ready. And right on time, I heard the front door open as my wife returned home from work.

		I waited for about thirty seconds, posing next to my supper surprise. The kitchen was usually her first destination. But she didn’t come in.

		“Claire?” I hollered. “In here. I got food ready.”

		No answer.

		A bladder emergency? I thought.

		I went across the house toward the bathroom, where I spied a light on. But the door wasn’t closed. I saw her shadow moving on the wall. And I poked my head in. “Claire, honey, there’s food in—good lord.”

		“It smells wonderful, Ben, but just give me a second,” she said.

		My wife’s pants were down, and she had a cock that was about twelve inches long, with a weird, inhuman crook in the middle of the shaft so that half of it was straightly erect and the other half—the half with the monstrously huge glans and gobs of pre-cum drooling out—was bent at a downward angle. Over time, I’d become accustomed to oddities like this. Once when we were still dating, the base of her spine had kept regrowing a pig tail. And another time, I woke up one morning to find her head rotated backward. Never seen her with a huge dick, though, so, naturally, I was staring. She had massive testicles too. Like tennis balls.

		“What’s with that?” I said.

		“Nothing. Just a dead battery in my PDF. Wasn’t able to disinfect myself at work.”

		The PDF was a handheld, gun-like device: Portable Dimension Fluctuator. Like a self-checkout barcode scanner, but a little bulkier. Claire had one here at home. She turned the knobs on it, setting the DIMENSION display to B-791 and the emitter switch to PURGE. Then she aimed the PDF at her groin, squeezed down on the trigger, and a faint blue light was emitted on her cock. Simultaneously, her new appendage began to withdraw into her body, the shaft and balls shrinking away into her pubic mound. After about a minute of continuous exposure, her womanhood was evident and intact, with no trace of whatever the hell she’d brought back from another dimension.

		My wife worked for a secret government task force, the FBIA—or Federal Bureau of Interdimensional Anomalies. It was so secret that it wasn’t even acknowledged as an official branch of the United States government, and nor did it get funding in the yearly budget. But somehow the taxpayer dollars found their way into this sophisticated and covert agency.

		Claire had explained it all around the time that marriage came into the picture. The FBIA was responsible for tracking and studying rifts in dimensions, which had started appearing around the world soon after the Large Hadron Collider was first tested. These rifts were described as dimensional convergence zones, or DCZs. A DCZ was where two dimensions occupied the same physical space, allowing matter from one dimension to enter another dimension. These DCZs were usually hazardous, and transformations of lifeforms were almost always a risk. So, in whatever dimension Claire had been exploring, there’d been a species with huge cocks, and she’d gotten irradiated with some cosmic transpositional energy, or CTE.

		FBIA. DCZ. CTE. PDF. There were so many acronyms in her line of work.

		But those portable radiation cleansers did wonders.

		Claire used a handheld mirror to inspect herself. I watched with a grin on my face.

		“Looks good to me,” I said, eyeballing her familiar slit.

		“Can’t be too careful,” she said. “Interdimensional radiation is dangerous.”

		She always said that. But so far, the FBIA hadn’t encountered any hostile alien races, so I thought my wife was just being overly cautious. Most of these dimensions were like ours, with minor changes. There was a dimension out there where Earth’s sky was pink. There was also a dimension where Russia had landed on the moon first. Little alterations like that. Sometimes the DCZs led to exotic worlds, and those were what the FBIA primarily focused on.

		These DCZs sometimes gave rise to pseudo-scientific beliefs in our universe. Like the Flat Earth theory. In another dimension, the Earth was flat, and someone had been too close to a DCZ and gotten irradiated with the knowledge.

		Supper was terrific. Claire loved the food, and we watched a movie after. Our lives continued as if she hadn’t had a huge penis shortly ago.

		But I kept thinking about it. More specifically, I kept thinking about the PDF. My wife was more educated than I was. She had a doctorate in science. So, to me, that gun was like holding a weapon of magic. How someone could create a device that could emit dimensional radiation into a small space was beyond my expertise, but it was constantly Claire’s go-to for mending those pesky interdimensional mutations.

		At two in the morning, I was wide awake. My dick was even more awake.

		“No,” I whispered to myself. “Messing with dimensions is dangerous. Claire knows what she’s talking about.”

		On the other hand, her dick had been massive. And her balls like a horse’s.

		I tried to shake the idea out of my head, but it was firmly rooted.

		Fifteen minutes later, I was in the bathroom.

		Claire kept the PDF in the cupboard with everything else. Usually it was fine there—unless we had company over. I retrieved it and toggled the power switch along the side. The display lit up. As a safety feature, its DIMENSION setting reset after a short period of idle, or when it was turned off. But I remembered the code: B-791. And I flipped the emitter switch from PURGE to EMANATE.

		She wouldn’t approve. But she was soundly asleep.

		With my pants down and a raging hard-on persisting, I aimed the PDF at my groin, expecting a little radiation from whatever dimension B-791 was to double the size of my manhood. And, trembling excitedly, I squeezed the trigger.

		The faint blue light engulfed my erection. And my whole crotch started tingling. However, no size increase was observed. Instead, and immediately, my dick began to pull back toward my body, the rigid and throbbing shaft collapsing into my pubic region as if it were deflating; the glans narrowed, but didn’t completely vanish. It became an inch long, like a little pinkie sticking out of my groin. Underneath, the smooth skin of my former scrotum—even my balls had seemingly dissolved—opened into a female slit with thickly protruding lips.

		Shaking, I released the trigger and set the PDF on the countertop.

		Okay, I thought, staring at what was clearly a pussy, but unlike any pussy I’d ever seen. Like Claire’s cock, its features were exaggerated. The vulva bulged and sagged slightly, and the entrance wasn’t tightly sealed; it was gaping. And my glans now seemed to be a super-sized clitoris. That’s definitely not a penis.

		Maybe in B-791, things were reversed. Women had dicks? Men had vaginas?

		Regardless, I was mesmerized.

		And it was ungodly sensitive.

		The folds of the vulva were like wet flower petals. I gently rubbed this protruding flesh, and almost fell over. My eyelids twitched. And while my clitoris was much tinier than my cock had been, its hardness, to my brain, was not less substantial. I grasped it between my thumb and forefinger and started stroking it. At the same time, a gob of wetness squirted out and ran down my thigh. There was so much, and it was so aromatic, filling the entire bathroom with the scent of pussy. I inhaled, and got hornier, my pelvis jerking forward repeatedly while my male brain contended with having this gaping hole between my legs.

		None of this was what I had planned for, but I wasn’t resisting!

		With this new epicenter of arousal calling out to me, I stuck two fingers in myself. It was like inserting them into a bottle of syrup. Ropes of pussy juice oozed out continually. And there was no resistance. I realized that, to handle thick twelve-inch cocks, pussies in this dimension had to be sized accordingly, and two fingers were nothing. So, I upgraded to using my entire fist.

		I bucked forward, my free hand grabbing the countertop for support. My whole body shook and shivered. It almost seemed like too many sensations for my human brain, like my head was just going to explode at any moment.

		“Holy sh—” I exhaled. “I shouldn’t be…doing…oh.”

		My whole hand and about six inches of my forearm disappeared, filling my great gaping pussy. There was a growing puddle beneath me. I thought about grabbing a towel. Or, even better: I could just not grab a towel and keep fucking myself.

		Yeah, I liked that one!

		It was really awkward, but I didn’t need a fast rhythm. Every time I pumped my fist into myself, I nearly blacked out. My clit was raging. I jerked it off while fucking my pussy just below, in the weirdest form of masturbation I’d ever experienced in my life. The primal urges of this freakish thing overwhelmed me. I fucked myself faster, hammering my fist into myself, my feet sliding in my own juices on the tile floor. And although my simple human brain had very little time to adapt, filling myself became the only thing that mattered.

		When the orgasm hit, it was a blessing that I didn’t wake my wife.

		I cried out, my body humping so violently that I thought my spine would surely snap. My loins ignited into a million-degree inferno, and my pussy dumped juice everywhere, gushing down my legs. It drained me so quickly that I was exhausted even before the final twitches were out. And somehow I found my way back to bed.

		When morning came, I had a lot to answer for.

		“Benjamin!” came an angry voice. “Are you serious?”

		I sat up to see my wife in her bra and panties standing over me. What I saw next was my naked body, and a very large damp spot in the sheets underneath my butt and groin—with my interdimensional pussy still present.

		Claire stormed out and returned with the PDF. She purged my changes, although that didn’t remove the rank smell in the bedroom or the wetness of my overnight leaking. My manhood gradually grew back.

		“I thought I would get the twelve-inch cock,” I said. “I guess I was—”

		“You can’t be playing around with dimensions,” she scolded me. “I feel confident at my job, but the FBIA barely understands the magnitude of interdimensional contamination. Ben, you could’ve inadvertently brought in bacteria that’s harmful to humans. Or an incurable virus. Or a cascading…” She rubbed her head. “I remember a team that went to New Mexico. They were exploring a DCZ, and the other dimension turned out to have no solid matter. Just from stepping into it, the radiation turned them into liquid. That’s the danger you’re dealing with. It’s unpredictable. And dangerous.”

		I nodded. “I’m sorry. I guess I had my head in the wrong place.”

		“Well, if you want my trust,” she said, continuing to get around for work, “you need to treat these dimensions with the utmost respect. Next time you pull a stunt like this, I’ll take you in for quarantine. And you won’t like that. The decontamination process will make your skin burn.”

		I reckoned I had misbehaved a little.

		After Claire left, I went into the bathroom to brush my teeth. In there, I saw the PDF, which tempted me. She’s right, I told myself. I needed to be more responsible.
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		Not content with leaving things on a sour note that morning, I decided to take lunch to my wife—and made a prudent pit-stop at her favorite fast-food place, Bingo Burger.

		The southwest regional headquarters of the Federal Bureau of Interdimensional Anomalies was in the old, deserted shopping mall. Before meeting Claire, I’d always wondered why the city hadn’t bulldozed the lot and plopped down a neighborhood. Everything around it was bustling, and it was such a sore sight. Nowadays, the only action it saw was teenagers doing burnouts in its vast parking lots. But now I knew why the old heap was still standing.

		I parked outside the old Sears and walked up to the doors. There were signs: CLOSED INDEFINITELY and CIVILIAN ENTRY FORBIDDEN. But those didn’t apply to me. Way up on the facade was an old security camera straight out of the 1980s—or you were supposed to think so. It angled downward and focused on me.

		I waved the bag of food.

		Something clicked in the doors. They slowly swung open on their own, and I headed inside.

		The inside of the Sears was mostly intact, probably to thwart the suspicions of anyone peering in through the glass. In the back was an EMPLOYEE ONLY door, metal and about six inches thick, but painted to look wood. It slid up, allowing me to go through.

		Richard was working security. He was balding and pushing seventy, but he had a cozy job. When the FBIA experienced threats to security, they weren’t coming in from the parking lot.

		“How’s it going?” I said, standing in the glass vestibule. The door sealed behind me, and the air pressure change caused my ears to pop. “Looks like a good year for the Diamondbacks.”

		He raised a bushy eyebrow. “They didn’t make the playoffs,” he grumbled.

		“Oh,” I said. “Must’ve been an old game I saw.”

		A pink light flickered across me. Then an automated female voice announced that interdimensional radiation was not detected, which meant I was free to pass through.

		Beyond the security checkpoint and the escalator, none of the mall remained. It was like entering an airport, with people and signs everywhere. Hell, the FBIA had their own food court, with a Subway and a Sbarro—but not a Bingo Burger. I dodged little robots cleaning the floor and found my wife’s office in a row with many others. I wasn’t sure how many people worked here, but it was no small amount.

		Claire was at her desk. When she saw what was in my hand, she made a pout. “Already bribing me so I can forget what happened this morning?” she said. “It better be a double.”

		“With extra cheese. And jalapeños.”

		“And their special sauce?”

		“Uh-huh.”

		We sat and ate.

		Sometimes, this place weirded me out. Not only were we underground, but there was a very prominent sign outside which pointed to the nearest bunker. What exactly was the bunker for? Tornadoes? Those happened around here, but not often.

		Or what if it was in case of some dimensional catastrophe?

		Claire chomped into her burger. I didn’t know how she had such an appetite for being one-fifteen on the scale. Maybe she’d swapped with some other version of herself from another dimension who had a high metabolism.

		“It’s been kind of exciting this morning,” she said. “We found a dimension where dinosaurs weren’t wiped out, and they evolved into this planet’s dominant species. Interestingly, they’re about the size of humans. I’ve been working on my initial report.”

		“Well, sounds like you can start a theme park.”

		She set her half-eaten burger down. Her eyes narrowed. “I’m still not happy with your negligence,” she told me, wiping sauce off her lips. “A civilian using FBIA equipment is a violation, and if my bosses found out about what you did, they’d give me a desk job in Antarctica. I really, really need you to trust me when I say that it’s dangerous, Benjamin. There are always unknown consequences from dealing with interdimensional radiation, especially outside controlled environments.”

		“It didn’t look harmless,” I said, thinking back to my middle-of-the-night fisting.

		“It never looks harmless. That’s why it’s dangerous. There’s a small chance that what we’re exploring here could cause the universe to eat itself. But, if we’re cautious, we can learn so much from worlds and dimensions unlike our own. And I think you still need some convincing.”

		After she’d devoured her burger and fries and waited on me to hurry up and finish, we went to a lower level in the complex, toward EXPEDITION BRIEFING & OBSERVATION. Given my civilian status, I’d never gone very far, and I always wondered how expansive this headquarters was. There were probably secret levels, multiple layers of restricted access. There was an armed guard at every corner too—with a rifle and a holstered PDF.

		The black hallway of our destination had rows of long windows on either side, with spacious rooms beyond. The first on the left was vacant. The first on the right—

		“Good afternoon, Kathy,” my wife said, via an intercom with a push-to-talk button. “How are you feeling?”

		“Like I’m gonna have a few more mouths to feed,” Kathy laughed.

		I slowly walked up to the glass. On the other side was a coworker of my wife, but she wasn’t entirely human. Below her chest, her biology was blended with features that could only be described as scaly and reptilian. Weirder, those scales were blue. There were areas of them on her muscular legs. She also had a four-foot-long tail. And her belly was visibly pregnant, which was probably the reason why there was an ostrich egg on the ground between her feet.

		That’s probably not an ostrich, I corrected myself.

		“Kathy volunteered to go into the world with the dinosaur people,” Claire explained to me. “When she came back irradiated and pregnant, we thought this was a good opportunity to examine the creatures’ reproductive cycle some more. She’s such a trooper.”

		“Uh, yeah,” I squeaked.

		Mud had been put down in the cell. There were large twigs that defined a nest of sorts. Above the window, there was a display with a familiar format of code: G-109. That must’ve been the dinosaur world.

		My wife went through a door. A couple of minutes later, she appeared in the cell wearing one of the FBIA’s dark hazmat outfits. The way I understood it, organic matter that was exposed to interdimensional radiation could spread it to other organic matter, even when not around a DCZ, thus the need for protection. If Claire wasn’t suited up, she’d likely start sprouting scales too!

		For the next thirty minutes, I watched Claire assume the role of midwife. Kathy dropped to her knees. After much heaving and panting and grunting—and with my wife’s coaching—her blue genitals spread open, revealing the tip of another pearly white egg, which, through short lurching motions and copious lubrication seeping out, gradually passed through her birthing canal and plopped down in the mud next to the first.

		I stood there, fogging up the glass with my mouth halfway open.

		Understanding that there were other dimensions out there was nothing like seeing the evidence. And all the terminology and acronyms seemed like gibberish until you witnessed a woman who was pregnant with dinosaur babies laying eggs in a containment cell.

		Kathy pushed and huffed, and the twins became quadruplets. I wondered if she was going to stay in there the whole time and incubate them until they hatched. My wife made good money working for the FBIA, so I assumed Kathy was too.

		When her belly was noticeably smaller, and the egg-laying process appeared to have concluded, Claire helped scoop up mud and twigs and bolster the nest. Meanwhile, Kathy laid down to rest, and she held her tail as if it were her source of emotional support. I noticed her feet were more like velociraptor feet, with sharp claws.

		I walked down the hallway.

		In the next room there was a young man dangling from a tree branch. I couldn’t tell if the tree was authentic or just a really good recreation, but the man was covered in dark fur and resembled a six-foot-tall chimpanzee. With more flexibility than I could ever hope to have, he picked up a banana with his foot, peeled it with his other foot, and bit down into it.

		Huh, I thought.

		The room after that featured nothing except for a blow-up sex doll. I recoiled when its painted-on eyes blinked at me.

		This was just one hallway. There could’ve been hundreds more, all for interdimensional experiments and observation. But the fourth room I came up to made me forget about all the rest.

		The inhabitant was a woman. Another eager volunteer, I assumed. And like the others, she had been changed. Her body was long, slender, and completely without legs, her torso going on and on, narrowing to a rounded tip. In between that tip and her collarbone were about twenty pairs of breasts—my best guesstimate. She had shoulder-length pink hair, and was casually flipping through an issue of Cosmopolitan as if her slug-body wasn’t abnormal. And her spine seemed to go the entire length of her figure as well, because at one point she stretched, and the tail end of her long, long body curled up toward her chest, causing nipples to rub across other nipples, and then she relaxed and lengthened herself out again. Not far from her was a tall yellow flower, which looked alien.

		It was all so weird.

		And I had a damn boner over it—which I conspicuously tucked farther back when my wife approached, freshly decontaminated and out of her protective gear.

		“That’s Rose,” she said. “You know the old service station north of town?”

		“The one that’s been closed for over twenty years?” I said.

		“Yep. There’s a DCZ out behind it. One of our agents noticed tumbleweeds vanishing. Turns out there’s a portal to an entirely different world there, where slug women populate a luscious habitat. Rose is heading the case. She’s been kind of obsessed with it.”

		“Slug women?” I laughed.

		“We don’t have an official name yet.” Claire went up to the intercom and pressed the button. “Good afternoon, Rose. How’s your comfort level? We turned the room temperature up to one-twenty.”

		“Still a little chilly,” Rose said. “But I’ll live. The cost of electricity in this place is still one of those bottom line issues.”

		“Hungry?”

		“Sure.”

		Claire pressed a button on a separate panel.

		Inside the room, I watched a section of the wall slide aside, and out came a tall, leafy shrub hoisted by a conveyor belt installed in the ceiling. That’s her food? I thought. But of course I was still in the mindset of a human. Rose turned her head toward the shrub, and her tongue shot out like a frog’s, snapping to those leaves several feet away. She ripped off a bunch, and her tongue yanked it back into her mouth.

		Dear God, I thought.

		There was something so exotic and hot about it. Probably all those tits. With the choices I made last night, it was clear that my perversions were sometimes uncontrollable.

		My dick ached.

		“Research is still under way,” my wife said to me. “Rose is collecting data about their biology, but it’s unclear how they reproduce. Slugs are hermaphrodites, you know.”

		“Oh, uh, yeah.”

		“And if it’s a universe where the DNA of slugs and humans created a new species, it could tell us a lot about our own genetic structure. That’s all this is, Ben. It’s a scientific endeavor. With extreme caution every step of the way. It is not a reason to satisfy your kinks.”

		“Of course, honey,” I said, glancing at the display above the window and memorizing its code: M-547. Which I did not repeat in my head several times to remember it.

		Claire kissed my cheek. “Did you clean up that mess this morning? You do not want a team going to our house and fumigating it.”

		“Obviously,” I said. “Don’t worry.”
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		I spent the early afternoon cleaning up my mess from the night prior. Claire might’ve held strong convictions about the usage of dimension-altering technology, but my dick strained my pants for every second I was wiping up my pussy juice off the bathroom floor. And then I collected the bedding and started a load in the washing machine.

		Never could I get it out of my head.

		The hallway with the rooms. Kathy, who was partly an evolved dinosaur and laying eggs—which, presumably, would hatch and reveal dino offspring that would be studied by the FBIA. The monkey man. The sentient sex doll. And Rose, the slug woman, who had gotten irradiated from a dimension that contained other slug women.

		Sometimes, my hard-on made no logical sense. How the hell was I turned on by a freakish creature like that? But she wasn’t freakish, I told myself. She was still humanlike. She had tits. About three dozen of them! And you like tits, don’t you?

		It became an obsession. When the washing machine finished its cycle, I didn’t move from the couch. The TV was on, but I wasn’t watching it. Recurring through my mind was everything I’d seen in that room, and all those questionable thoughts leading to my never-ending erection.

		Finally, I went into the bathroom. I was seeking a way to discourage myself, and I thought that by holding the PDF, my wife’s warnings would echo louder across my perverted mind. And they did. But only briefly. And then I had switched the PDF on, and my finger was adjusting the on-screen code. M-547. The world of the slug women.

		Sure, there were risks. I believed my wife.

		But also I figured the FBIA, as a government organization, was playing it safe. Avoiding containment breaches and such. They didn’t want another Area 51 situation. And besides, wasn’t science all about exploring the unknown and taking risks? Not that I was a scientist. But it lessened the weight of my guilt.

		I sighed heavily.

		“You can just turn yourself back,” I said aloud. “Everything is right here in your hand. No need to worry.”

		Suspecting that I would need more space, I went into the bedroom and stripped. My boner had not subsided in the slightest. It begged for attention, and I gave it a few strokes—as a farewell, I supposed. Later on, I would give it the satisfaction it craved, but right now I was about to leave it behind.

		I was sweating and shaking.

		Then I turned the PDF upon myself and squeezed the trigger. Initially, I aimed at my chest, waving my hand back and forth slightly so that the blue light shone on the full width of my torso. The consequences of this didn’t take long. My nipples puffed out, and soon they were surging forward atop growing mounds. I let out a short laugh that was like a squeal. It was working! A tight warmth across my chest expanded as my new breasts did, and it felt like this internal pressure was literally pushing them out and inflating them. They became round and firm, larger than my wife’s and just about perfect in every way, with large, puffy areolas.

		Panting, I had to pause. I set the PDF on the bed and just gawked at what I’d created.

		It was impossible to tell that these tits belonged to a slug woman. From my perspective, they looked like the regular human kind, and I shivered intensely as I squeezed them for the first time. Sensitive and soft, they made my head buzz and my dick throb even more. It was so unnatural, having boobs, and fondling them, but it made me so damn horny.

		Then I felt a tingle below them.

		I pulled my new breasts apart. A few inches down, I had a second row of nipples. As I held my breath, these nipples started pushing out like the first, mass and volume creating the easily identifiable shapes of another set of tits.

		The PDF was on the bed.

		I hadn’t used it.

		And yet…

		When this next par finished growing—topping out at what my naked eye measured as a D-cup or thereabouts—two more mounds sprouted underneath.

		Uh oh.

		This was cascading. My chest, by itself being from another dimension, was infecting the rest of my body!

		The way I was involuntarily transforming now made me realize that this might be a power I shouldn’t be fooling around with. I went to grab the PDF from the mattress and purge the interdimensional radiation I’d caused, but I took one step forward and found my lower leg to be as rubbery and flexible as a noodle, and unable to support my weight. I collapsed against the edge of the bed and took a swipe at the damn gun, but then my knees went soft too, and I flopped backward onto the carpet.

		“Oh shit,” I groaned, my hands following the line of eight heavy, jiggling breasts on my torso and finding another rapidly growing pair just above my pelvis. I rotated myself to rest on my side, and my ten fleshy orbs all drooped toward the carpet. The tits were shocking enough—and certainly my male mind was hyper-aware of that continuous valley of cleavage stretching for about two feet from my collarbone to my groin—but my legs received my primary attention. They were contorted impossibly, both of them curved in a crescent shape, which meant that my femurs and other leg bones must’ve been gone entirely. I had no movement in them, but that was changing. I could feel my spine lengthening, and across the front, as discovered by my hands—because all my damn tits were obstructing my perspective—the skin in between my thighs was merging, pulling my two limbs into a single limb.

		Well, you got what you want, I thought.

		But the reality was scarier.

		And my head was changing too. I was surprised to see pink hair falling across my periphery. I wondered if all hair was pink in the slug dimension. Invisible forces also sculpted my jaw, pinched my nose, moved my teeth around, and made my tongue tingle.

		The sight below was truly something.

		As what remained of my legs joined and elongated into what I’d seen in Rose, the tits kept multiplying. Ten, twelve, fourteen—a considerable percentage of my body mass was breasts now. I curled my new lower body forward, seeing where it tapered off about eight feet across the room, the valley in between my legs filling in with skin and flesh, my articulation improving as my backbone tripled in length.

		So many tits. It was mind-numbing.

		Those at the other end of my mutated form were tiny, and it was nearly a linear scale of increasing size all the way up to my collarbone.

		When my transformation was finished, I was afraid to move.

		Actually, I didn’t really understand how to move. I had my arms—girlish arms, albeit. But with a complete absence of legs, I wasn’t going to be traveling great distances in a short amount of time, like most slugs and snails.

		“Okay,” I huffed, ignoring the higher pitch of my voice as I grabbed the mattress for leverage and heaved my limber slug body up off the ground, causing about six or seven rows of tits to hang underneath me. Suddenly, my brain made a connection, and the contracting muscles in my back threw me backward. “Whoa, shit,” I gasped, finding myself upright and wobbling around on my own, my arms flailing around like an inflatable tube man.

		Eventually, I achieved equilibrium.

		Half of me was straight up, the other half was flat on the floor, with many rows of breasts smashed underneath. Astonishingly, it didn’t hurt to be standing on them. In fact…

		I could move them.

		They could move me!

		At a snail’s pace—my best joke of the day—I glided across the room, my lower breasts propelling me along like a centipede’s legs, but nowhere near as gracefully. Whatever. It made no goddamn sense, but it was how these lifeforms in dimension M-547 had adapted.

		Something else: I was freezing my ass off.

		It was seventy-two degrees in the house, but it felt like the North Pole. I slug-walked my way over to the thermostat, a five-minute journey. I cranked it up to eighty-five. Then I returned to the bedroom, still shivering, but taking it all in.

		The skin on my back was bumpier and covered in faint stripes. Interesting. Also, I couldn’t find any sort of genitals on my front. It was just tits. And I had no ass either.

		How do these creatures expel waste? I wondered.

		And even though I was cold, I was sweating. But it wasn’t really sweat. It was thicker, like a mucus. And I realized that by going to adjust the thermostat I’d left a wet trail along the carpet, like—yep—a giant slug.

		I plopped the upper half of my very long body down on the bed, kind of sitting down as a human would. Naturally, my original motivation for experimenting with alternate dimensions took over. I cupped my largest set of tits and started pinching my nipples. They seemed to be similar to my own dimension’s counterparts, because they were wonderfully sensitive and capable of getting hard. The tingles I felt were incredible. Like pulses traveling through the entire length of my slug-body, zapping all my nipples along the way.

		I had no apparent sexual organs, but I could be aroused, it seemed.

		And I continued to be so.

		It was such a lewd sight, all my tits, all the cleavage, and my naughty actions were soon causing me to tremble—resulting in long ripples across my fleshy mounds. I had started out cold, but I quickly warmed up. However, the weirdness was just beginning.

		My upper tits had begun leaking. And the liquid didn’t look like milk. It had a greenish tinge. I had just remembered the capabilities of the slug woman’s tongue when, suddenly, my own tongue shot out, smacked against one of my topmost nipples, and yanked back inside my mouth after obtaining some of that creamy output. It was so delicious! Rich and sweet. So I wondered: was I supposed to drink it? All these tits weren’t just for decoration, were they?

		It somehow got even weirder.

		My tongue flew out again. It was so easy, like it was spring-loaded. The tip attached to one of my nipples, and—this contradicted everything I knew about biology—I began drinking the milk, but through my tongue, as if it were a long, stretchy straw. Different muscles in my throat contracted, sucking the liquid up.

		I had so many questions. But I was suddenly thirsty and horny.

		In a blissful daze, I heartily chugged down my slug-milk while playing with my slug-breasts, the carpet underneath me growing damper as my thick sweat oozed off. My body jerked and writhed, every single nipple calling my name, and my hands flying to one row of breasts after another. It was like I had three dozen dicks all yearning for stimulation, and my damn arms just weren’t long enough.

		After draining the first breast, my tongue snapped back in and shot out to the next one.

		“God, yes,” I moaned, the tail of my body twitching happily, so much milk dribbling out of me, all my skin baking and throbbing and wanting me to drink and pleasure myself relentlessly, for a climax that I couldn’t even imagine but desperately yearned for.

		Perhaps if I hadn’t been consumed by the most intense arousal known to man, I would’ve heard the car pull up. But Claire was a sworn customer of electric sedans, so that wasn’t a guarantee. But I would’ve heard the door close. And even if I had, it would’ve been too late.

		She walked in during one hell of a sluggy scene.

		“Benjamin! Are you fucking serious?!”
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		The two of us sat in the decontamination chamber—like a big black shower stall. There were nozzles set across the ceiling, intermittently squirting us with some kind of liquid that felt like acid whenever it came into contact with my skin. I whimpered as I was doused for the fifth or sixth time. The nipples that had been trying to grow back on my abdomen receded. My primary pair of breasts shrank to a B-cup, but didn’t quite go away.

		Claire was also naked and suffering the same treatment.

		“Is there any way I can be any clearer?” she said. “Or is all of this just a joke to you?”

		“It’s not a joke,” I told her. “I just thought…”

		“Yeah? You thought? Big surprise. What did you think about? You saw Rose and, for some insane reason, you wanted to be like her?”

		I supposed I deserved the scolding.

		She also hadn’t been kidding about the decontamination process. A fumigation team had to be sent to our house to eradicate any traces of interdimensional radiation. Meanwhile, we’d been in this chamber for thirty minutes, naked, and I felt like my skin was going to burn off. That was before a buzzer went off and two dudes in hazmat suits strolled in with long-handled brushes. They started scrubbing our bodies. It took the brushes, the acid bath, and a PDF to finally make my tits go away, leaving me as the human male I was supposed to be in this dimension.

		Then they left us alone, but we weren’t released just yet.

		Claire: “My bosses are already deciding how to react to this. Most of the people who work here don’t even tell their partners, you know? There’s an entire division upstairs whose only purpose is to create cover-ups so our families don’t get suspicious. But I trusted you, Ben. I trusted you to take this seriously, and even after you messed up once, I assumed you were old enough, mentally speaking, to learn from your mistakes. I guess that’s my mistake.”

		Her words cut deep. I guessed that after seeing the repercussions of my choices, I was finally feeling a little sorry. This interdimensional stuff was crazy.

		I reached over to hold her hand, as a way to begin regaining her trust.

		She yanked it away.

		Oh boy.

		Not long after, we had more company. The hazmat-wearing team returned, this time pushing a cart with Rose on it. They offered to help lift her, but she refused the assistance and rolled herself off, her tit-covered slug-body twisting more than once around, so that she began to look like a Twizzler, before the tail end of her long, long frame caught up to her upper body’s orientation. She sat next to my wife.

		Looking at her, my dick didn’t get hard, but it stopped being entirely soft.

		“Well,” she said, eyeing our naked, wet bodies, “looks like we have a crowd in here. What are you two in for?”

		“My husband,” Claire explained. “He had the bright idea of using my PDF to tap into the M-547 dimension, while he was home alone.”

		“My slug dimension?” Rose observed me, and I felt my cheeks reddening. “Why’d he do that?”

		“Because he apparently wanted to be a slug like you.”

		“Get out of here!”

		“And since I walked in on him doing some freaky things to himself, and possibly being contaminated by him, we both need a cleansing.”

		It was funny hearing them gossip like regular coworkers—which, admittedly, they were, but the nature of their work was so, so bizarre. I couldn’t imagine this conversation happening to anyone else anywhere across the planet.

		The nozzles splashed us again. I winced. Over by Claire, Rose’s long titty tail split in half, and there were the faintest hints of feet beginning to form, but her transformation stopped there. Still, I couldn’t resist staring. I didn’t know if I was mesmerized, horny, or my head wasn’t screwed on correctly. There was something so entrancing about that female slug form, and I was willing to get myself in trouble—and my wife in trouble—just to experience it. Hell, I was already wondering how I might get my hands on another PDF in the near future.

		Yeah, even after Claire had rightfully explained how disappointed she was, I was still thinking about slugs. There was no hope for me.

		Thankfully, the conversation turned away from the pervert husband in the room.

		“Any headway on their reproductive methods?” Claire asked.

		“No such,” Rose said, as she was sprayed again. “I—ow, that stings. M-547 is a pain to remove, isn’t it? It’s really mysterious. When I examine my physiology—well, their physiology—I can’t find any sexual organs. I thought it was the flower, because when I’ve observed them, they’ve always been around those yellow flowers. So maybe it’s a certain chemical compound, right?” She shook her head. “Even with that flower in my room, I haven’t felt any different.”

		Claire turned to me. “Honey? Anything to add? You seemed to be busy doing a lot of research earlier today.”

		“Uh. Not really,” I said.

		Rose giggled.

		“Um, I found out that the tongue is like a straw, and maybe I drank some of my own milk,” I said.

		“It’s even more fascinating than that,” Rose went on. “These slug women have two digestive systems. They’re herbivores foremost, and they take in sustenance through their mouths, like your average person here does. But as that food is processed, the body turns it into milk. The second digestive system is through the tongue, through which the milk is drawn. So, their bodies get nutrients from both the leaves and the milk separately.” She smiled, despite another blast of that stinging liquid. “Isn’t alien biology cool?”

		“So, when I walked in on my husband with his tongue attached to one of his nipples, he was actually just having a midday snack?”

		Rose nodded.

		“That is quite fascinating.”

		Each round of that disinfectant gradually reverted Rose’s body back to human, and it was sad to see all those breasts disappear. She didn’t seem to mind being naked in front of us—nor in front of the same hazmat duo who came in to scrub her down. I had the feeling that nudity was a common occurrence around here, and just a side effect of interdimensional research.

		“Hey,” Rose said.

		I looked over and saw she was talking to me. “Yeah?”

		“Did you like being a slug?”

		I shrugged. “It was okay. Movement was kind of weird.”

		“Well, as Claire mentioned, I’m neck deep in studying their reproductive biology, but I’ve hit a wall. And I think that the only way I’m going to learn anything else is by traveling into their dimension. And I would need a partner.”

		Claire jerked up straight. “You cannot be serious, Rose! Expeditions require extensive training. My husband doesn’t even work here.”

		“But he has been a slug.”

		“For like twenty minutes.”

		“And you should come too, Claire. The more people we have, the better the chance of learning. And don’t you want to learn?”

		“I’m happy with one pair of breasts, thank you. And legs. Legs are fantastic.”

		After all that torture, the three of us finally received the all-clear to head out. Part of the decontamination chamber included an adjacent locker room, where we found disinfected jumpsuits. I felt like my equilibrium was slightly off; I had to constantly grab the locker or the wall to regain my balance. It was like my body couldn’t handle having bones again and wanted the slug tail. My dick apparently wanted it too.

		Rose looked so different as a human. She had shoulder-length red hair, and she was five feet tall, if that. Slug women seemed to be around eight feet long.

		When my wife and I returned to her office, she got called away. Her grave expression after reading the notification on her phone meant that it must’ve been from the FBIA boss. Afterward, I had nothing to do but sit in her office and wait.

		She returned about thirty minutes later, with her badge still clipped to the waistband of her pants—which I hoped was a good sign. She sat down, looking like she had weathered a long reprimand.

		“They gave me an ultimatum,” she explained. “It’s either that I take a job in a post office in some rural Iowa town, or I go with you and Rose on the expedition.” She smirked and shook her head. “I’m a damn good writer and researcher, Ben. They know that. And it’s the only reason they’re giving me an opportunity to stay here. So, even after you did your best to ruin everything, they understand the importance of irreplaceable personnel.”

		“As long as you become a slug.”

		“And write probably the longest paper of my career, documenting everything.” She nodded. “But yes, we three spend a little while as slugs. I bet you’re so thrilled to be covered in boobs and slime again. Oh, Rose didn’t even tell you about the slime. It’s their way of expelling waste. It secretes through their skin.”

		“Gross,” I said with a smile. And a boner. After my smile went away, I said: “I’m sorry.”

		Claire didn’t say anything. I wasn’t close to earning her forgiveness.

		Over the three years, our relationship had never hit a rocky spot. I knew it was all my fault. She could tell me wild stories about the exotic adventures she went on and the other dimensions she studied, but nothing compared to the Portable Dimension Fluctuator and being able to control interdimensional radiation. My horizon was so much broader. I looked at Earth and saw nothing exciting.

		Meanwhile, there was a universe out there with slug women.

		Claire said, “To work here, people have to take about a dozen mental exams. Just knowing that DCZs exist is a scary thing. I mean, two dimensions overlapping in the same spot, creating a rift that allows matter from one to travel into the other? It sounds like science fiction. You have to be ready, Ben.”

		“I am,” I said.

		“We’re going into a different world. And since the biology of the slug women is what we’re trying to learn about, we’ll be doing it without protection. I’ve seen photos from a drone. It’s a beautiful, lush place. Very hot and humid. There are rules. You are not to interact with anything, especially other advanced lifeforms. We operate on a rigid schedule. When time’s up, we head back. No dawdling, no messing around. You’re here for research only.”

		“Research about reproduction.”

		“Yes.” She started to smile too. “And the more thorough we are, the better.”

		I shrugged. “I think I can help out.”

		Rose popped in just shy of five o’clock. We had the green light to commence our expedition. Still dressed in our government-issued jumpsuits, we headed to the facility’s motor pool, which was like an underground parking garage filled with vans, buses, and larger armored half-tracked vehicles that looked more suitable in a war zone. I didn’t want to think about what kind of interdimensional situation called for them.

		It was hard not to be excited. My wife’s job had always fascinated me. Now I was on a mission straight out of Star Trek, or something. Claire drove. The van had METRO PARCEL SERVICE written on the side to mask its secret governmental purpose. And in the back were all kinds of suits, more PDFs, tranquilizer guns, and even real rifles—in a locker that required a code.

		“So,” I said, as the city slowly disappeared, replaced with open desert on both sides. “Anyone got a catchphrase for our mission? I was thinking about let’s get sluggy.”

		Claire gave out a sigh like she wanted to murder me.

		“I like it!” Rose said. “Yeah, let’s get sluggy!”

		We fist-bumped.

		I already felt like a member of the team.
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		We rolled up to an old, abandoned gas station while the sun was beginning to set in the west. The place was overrun with weeds and in a sad state of disrepair, but the old name was barely visible: DUSTY TRAIL FILL UP. It looked innocent enough. No roaming slug women or exotic plants to be found. To my human eye—and probably all the other eyes traveling down this remote highway—it had been the only place to top up on gasoline and grab a donut for about twenty miles in any direction, up until a couple of decades ago anyhow.

		Claire parked the van around back, out of sight of passing motorists.

		“This is all it is?” I said, climbing out with Rose. She went toward the back of the vehicle and opened the doors. I gazed at nothing but barren land and tumbleweeds scuttling in the breeze. However, my curiosity was piqued when one aimless tumbleweed vanished out of sight, near a big overturned garbage container with graffiti.

		I glanced at my wife, who, in the shade of the building, had already removed the top of her jumpsuit and was wiggling out of the rest.

		A real professional, I thought, and figured I needed to be doing the same.

		Rose returned with a clunky watch around her wrist.

		“Aren’t clothes and jewelry going to be ruined when we head through?” I asked. That was the reason for undressing, I’d inferred. And also our transformation negating the purpose of pants.

		“Which is why the FBIA invests in tools that are immune to interdimensional radiation,” Rose informed me. “There’s a mineral called cosmicite that appears around DCZs. They found that if you use cosmicite in products, like this watch, it’s protected.”

		I nodded along, pretending like I could understand how all that worked.

		“Today’s a real learning experience for you,” Claire said, now naked. “Strip down, Ben. Get with the program.”

		I took my clothes off. So did Rose. We’d all seen each other naked only hours ago, so it really wasn’t a big deal—other than the ladies having to see my half-hard cock. I was using so much willpower to keep it from growing fully erect. Thankfully, I didn’t have to concentrate for too much longer.

		“So,” Rose said, nudging me in the arm. She had what reminded me of a thrill-seeker mentality. “Ready for your first expedition into an alien world?” My wife, on the other hand, looked like she wanted this to be over with as quickly and as smoothly as possible.

		“Sure,” I said.

		“See you in Slug Town.” Rose jogged toward the overturned garbage container. Right when she appeared to be on a collision course with it, she vanished completely.

		That’s damn freaky, I thought, preferring the convenient power of the PDF over these dimensional convergence zones.

		I looked at my wife, whose bipedal physique would be going away.

		“It’s all for science,” she told me. “Remember that.”

		This time, she took my hand.

		Unlike Rose’s eagerness, the two of us simply walked. The portal remained completely invisible, but I could tell it was there; there was a climate shift, the dry desert air becoming much hotter and more humid, like a jungle on the equator. As we neared the garbage container, the world around me began to stretch, the blue sky and brown dirt bleeding and swirling. At one point, I was surrounded by ten of the same gas stations, like I was entering a kaleidoscope.

		The arid landscape of the American Southwest faded away, and we were suddenly in a dense jungle, with towering green trees, immense ferns, and—a huge pile of tumbleweeds. I looked up, barely able to see a purple sky peeking through the canopy and what looked to be two red moons overhead.

		Holy lord, I thought. I felt like I had walked into the hottest sauna known to man. The moisture in the air was so thick that it seemed to press down on me; sweat was beading off my body instantly. The soil underneath us was completely mud.

		Fortunately, the clearing was large enough for the three of us, while every direction looked like endless jungle. Rose was already on her knees.

		“The beauty of this place is always stunning,” she said, with new breasts sprouting down her torso, and her feet and legs stretching out.

		I felt my skin itching and my bones shifting. I knelt too.

		“Oh I’m going to regret this,” Claire groaned, following the rest of us and getting off her feet before they were incapable of supporting her weight. Her beautiful rack already had two more pairs of tits underneath, giving her a six-pack of breasts, but it was only the beginning. Her hair was changing to pink too. But her face wasn’t changing. It seemed that I only changed in that regard, since this slug race was all female, and my normal body didn’t fit the bill.

		The changes were more fun this time around. I had a huge smile as my lower body joined into a single flexible appendage, stretching out in the mud, with boobs aplenty completely covering my underbelly. The heat and humidity gradually started to feel comfortable. And the soft, squishy ground was so much more relaxing than the carpet in my bedroom.

		Rose, who had been the first explorer to arrive, finished transforming first. She stretched and stood—erected?—underneath a drizzle of water coming off the huge leaves above us. “Oh, yes. I love this place.”

		Meanwhile, on the other side of me: “Oh God.”

		My wife, who was lying on her side, looked horrified by her dozens of tits and sluggy body. I just smiled. I was responsible for her having to be on this expedition, and right now it was worth it. Rose taught her how to balance herself upright, and Claire expressed the expected surprise when she discovered how she was supposed to move.

		There were birdlike sounds in the distance. I had no idea if they were birds.

		I also had no idea where or what this place was, and it was so fucking cool.

		“There’s a stream up this way,” Rose said.

		I could hear the water running, so I knew it wasn’t far—for humans. For us, it took about twenty minutes of inching through the mud, our titty-feet propelling us along.

		At the stream, the canopy opened up. These trees were unbelievable, as tall as the redwoods in California. There were stars in the purple sky. Stars that very few people had ever seen before. Rose went out into the water and giggled.

		Claire didn’t go as far. She stopped by me and crossed her arms in between her first and second pairs of breasts. “Okay, team leader. What’s the plan? Your hypothesis is that the yellow flowers have something to do with reproduction.”

		“There are some over there,” Rose said, pointing.

		The flowers were taller than the three of us, with bell-shaped arrangements of petals that made them look like lamps. And maybe my new eyes were deceiving me—did I have new eyes too?—but I thought they were glowing.

		We slid over to them.

		How do flowers play into this? I wondered. I knew that bees and flowers had a beneficial relationship, but that was for the flowers. But of course that was Earth biology. And as I had learned so far, alien biology in these transdimensions could be just about anything.

		The three of us looked at them.

		Suddenly I felt something familiar. My male mind marveled at a sensation of hardness coming from what had formerly been my groin region. And it wasn’t just me; Rose gasped, and Claire was staring down at her body as if she also was sensing it.

		Down on my underbelly, between about the seventh pair of tits, a pink phallus pushed out. It was emerging through some slit, and good grief was it erect and throbbing and giving me all the same signals that a cock usually did.

		Claire: “Okay, I just grew a slug-penis, Rose. Explain this!”

		Rose: “Um. It must be multiple factors. The flowers produce some kind of chemical compound, or it’s a response triggered in our brains from their beauty, or just their color—but also we need the pheromones of other slug women around us too…I guess?”

		“So, they are hermaphrodites.”

		“I don’t see an appropriate receptacle.”

		“A receptacle? You mean a vagina?”

		As they talked, I just couldn’t help myself. My dick was back. Well, not precisely. But that intensity of hardness and horny energy was emanating from the same location as back on Earth. My hand went down, and I began stroking myself. It was a huge cock, and sort of curved like a banana—but upward, not downward. And it was covered with a slime that made it exceptionally lubricated, giving my hand no resistance at all.

		When I glanced at Rose, she was smiling. “Well,” she said, “this is a new discovery, and we do need to discover everything about it. And Claire, you need all the information you can get for your report, because I don’t want you moving to Iowa.”

		“Me neither,” my wife said.

		So, we slug women started jerking off.

		I was insanely aroused, but it was also confusing. My male mind wanted an outlet for it. But Claire was….also a slug, and also sporting a mammoth erection of her own. Nevertheless, the two of us were drawn together by irrepressible need. We embraced and kissed, with our excess of tits squeezing and rubbing. Her skin was sticky. I recalled that the fluid that oozed from my epidermis was actually bodily waste, but it was hard to care in that moment.

		“This feels incredible,” she said, and in her eyes I saw no anger. Only lust. “Jerk me off, Ben. Since you’re the most experienced.”

		I did even better: I jerked us both off.

		Her slug-cock was as firm and wet as mine, the tip angled almost directly upward. Although it was initially weird, I didn’t mind it so much; the strangeness of her cock’s shape reminded me that we were both aliens. It wasn’t a human cock. And supposedly we were all hermaphrodites anyway, so this was totally normal on this planet.

		When we kissed, she coiled her tongue around mine. She smelled sweet like a fruit, not human at all. And her cock started to leak. Pre-cum?

		Not quite.

		We paused and looked down. Her inhuman rod was squirting out a white substance that looked an awful lot like cum, but so soon? And she wasn’t having an orgasm.

		Rose came over.

		Her tongue flew out and attached to my wife’s cock, causing her to flinch in surprise.

		“Hey,” Claire reacted. “My husband had the honors.”

		Rose’s apologetic eyes took turns looking at each of us. “Sorry,” she said with her tongue still out. “It seemed instinctual.”

		“You don’t think…”

		“The tongue?” I said. “But isn’t that for digestion?”

		Claire shrugged. “We’re aliens. That we even have conventional digestive systems and reproductive organs that kind of look like cocks is pretty lucky.”

		Rose slowly lowered herself, her face following her outstretched tongue. My wife and I both realized what was coming, but neither of us spoke against it. And really, had a threesome not been in the back of our minds? It’d been in mine, anyway.

		Her mouth went around Claire’s erection.

		“Oh, that does feel good,” she remarked. “That must be it.”

		Now I was a little jealous, watching Rose suck my wife’s slug-cock. The rhythm was all human, and my own dick felt like it was going to burst while I imagined Rose drinking down my wife’s cum.

		How much cum did these bodies even produce? This was uncharted territory.

		Seeking anything to satisfy my horniness, I jerked myself off while switching focus to my wife’s tits. Her arousal had caused her to leak more of that green milk. We all were. And there were plenty of dripping taps to satisfy my thirst. I bent down and took a well-engorged nipple into my mouth, using my versatile tongue to simultaneously pleasure her and feed myself.

		Over time, we lost interest in keeping our bodies erected, and we found ourselves in a wriggling pile in the mud, like a trio of titty-worms.

		With this body’s version of a boner, there was no primal instinct to fuck. Rather, Rose had the right idea: I was hungry. Milk, cum, leaves, whatever. I had a grand time just sucking on Claire’s numerous tits, finding each full and eager to supply me with a rich refreshment. She squirmed and moaned constantly, her tail coiling around and almost embracing us, keeping us assigned to the task of providing her with pleasure.

		Rose’s blowjob lasted for about five minutes. When she finally pulled off—gasping—Claire’s slug-rod was still spurting out cum, which filled the valley between her tits.

		Then Rose’s tongue encircled my neck. “You next, Ben. I need a second opinion. Sexual reproduction is always instinctual to a species. Tell me if this feels instinctual to you.”

		“Uh, sure,” I said nervously.

		Rose slid off. Without the tree canopy providing coolness, she rolled around in the mud to reduce her body temperature. It was strange and hot, seeing those three dozen tits flop around. But then I focused on the research.

		“How appropriate,” Claire said between moans. “You giving me a blowjob.”

		“Don’t get any ideas about this becoming a regular occurrence,” I said, slithering over her, creating a sandwich of tits.

		Her cock looked like a pink horn, the flared base curving ninety degrees into a fine point, with a small hole on its tip. Beneath it, the skin was peeled back, like flaps. On the top-ten list of the weirdest things in this universe, it was up there, but my dedication to science—a new name for my arousal—led me onward.

		I angled my face low and scooped my mouth around it, and my tongue latched on accordingly. Her semen was still pouring out, and the new taste buds I had were immediately introduced to its flavor. It wasn’t salty; it was something my innocent human mind couldn’t associate with anything, but it was rich, and it made my body buzz from head to tip. I slid my lips along the curve of her cock, feeling its slimy texture and a deeply embedded kind of throbbing that wasn’t so far off the human version.

		Rose had a point. It did feel right. My mouth should be here, and there was a void that I’d filled by taking my wife’s erection into my oral space. Maybe that’s all it was for the slug women: just a simple insertion. But we humans were freaky.

		I moved my head up and down. Her cock was so wet, and that was tasty too. But it was her cum that satisfied me the most, and I felt it tracking through my tongue and into my abdomen constantly, squirt after squirt leaving her body and entering mine.

		At the other end of my eight-foot-long body, Claire was moving. She grabbed my tail and brought our bodies together—and then I felt her mouth on my newly engorged body part.

		Are we…are we sixty-nining right now? I thought.

		I’d always had that fantasy.

		This was not how I expected it to happen!

		But it was so erotic. I didn’t want to stop sucking her, and she didn’t want to stop jizzing. And it wasn’t long before my cock was returning the favor—although, as I’d seen in my wife previously, there wasn’t a climactic sensation for it, which was kind of disappointing.

		However, that meant there was no finish.

		We just kept going.

		Our long bodies writhed in the mud, curling and flipping around, and the slime on our skin picked it all up until we were absolutely filthy. As on Earth right now, the light in the sky was starting to dissipate, and I just wanted to keep drinking. Claire showed no signs of stopping either. It felt like we went on for thirty minutes, the muscles in my throat growing sore, and my cock aching as my wife drained me relentlessly.

		Look at us. Such horny slug-lovers, cocks hard, titties leaking everywhere, the mud underneath us becoming a muck of so many juices. My love for her suddenly went to celestial heights. We twisted around each other—once, twice, three times, creating a slug-fucking spiral, all our breasts and nipples being squeezed harder by the incredible muscles in our bodies pulling us tighter together.

		Then something happened. I started tingling. And shaking. I felt Claire shaking too. The rush of semen into my tongue-straw became five times as voluminous.

		To half my mind, it was an orgasm. To the other half, it was so much deeper. Like the euphoria of our wedding day. We were coupling, joining, mating, exchanging our fluids for a greater purpose that was ingrained in every cell in my body. So much milk filled the valleys between our tits, leaking out of every row, oozing around our turning bodies.

		When I finally released my lips, I was so satisfied. Cum gurgled somewhere inside me. Claire pulled off too—although we weren’t able to separate just yet because of how we were tangled up.

		Rose was lying on her stomach near the stream, watching us, head propped up on her arms. “That. Was. Amazing. And I’m so sad I couldn’t be in the middle of that. But a married couple was perfect for this expedition.”

		Claire and I looked at each other. “Did we just…?” she started, with my cum dripping off her bottom lip.

		Rose: “You mean, did you guys just impregnate each other?”

		Claire sighed. “I suppose a firsthand account would be better for my research paper. But I am not going to like spending however long it takes inside a damn cell.”

		“It’s okay, honey,” I said. “I’ll be right there beside you. If, uh, I’m pregnant too.”

		Our bodies loved being coiled together so much that we remained that way until it was nearly dark over this world. She was so warm and comfortable, like a cozy blanket, and I must’ve been the same for her. It did start to feel a little chilly as night came along.

		Then Rose’s watch beeped. “Okay, you sluggy lovebirds. We’re still within the tolerable limits of interdimensional radiation, but we need to head back. And it looks like I’ll be calling in a larger truck to haul us.”

		I had certainly been an inconsiderate husband recently, by messing around with the PDF and causing our house to be fumigated. I hoped my slug-wife would forgive me in time.

		On the other hand, my mistakes had led to alien hermaphroditic slug sex.

		I wasn’t too sorry.

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		Once they got the room up to an adequate temperature, it turned out to be quite luxurious. They brought in dirt and created a habitat, with rocks, plants, and even a little pond for us to relax and bathe in. I didn’t sympathize with the FBIA employees who had to come in regularly and clean it out, but the part of the government that was concerned with interdimensional research paid pretty well.

		Claire and I spent our new heaps of free time reading books and having sex. Once we’d discovered that our slug bodies were capable of combining into a tight coil, we usually opted to do so even if we weren’t having hot, cum-swallowing fun. Another slug woman’s warmth was incredibly satisfying. And the pressure on all my tits.

		One day, while we were relaxing in the dirt with our tails in the water, Rose came in—protected from our radioactive bodies by a full hazmat suit, of course.

		“It’s been three weeks,” Claire said. “I like the time off, but Ben and I need a definitive answer. Are we pregnant or not? I don’t really feel any different.”

		“There’s been a small breakthrough,” Rose told us. “On my latest trip into their dimension, I observed a slug woman giving birth. Do you want to know how it happens?”

		“Enough with the mysteries. This isn’t a TV show.”

		“It’s your boobs. Each one is actually an ovary. Which is, like, totally genius from a design standpoint, since they’re also where the milk is stored, so the growing babies have access to it. And when each of your boobs is about the size of a basketball, that’s when they emerge, through the nipples, which become the birthing canals.” She looked absolutely giddy. “Isn’t that so amazing? And I can’t wait to see you two become slug moms!”

		Claire and I had the same reaction. We looked at each other. Then we looked down at the ridiculous amount of tits we both had, which, after Rose’s revelation, did look a little bit larger and swollen, but nowhere near basketball size.

		“How many of our tits are carrying babies?” my wife asked.

		“Well, probably all of them,” Rose said. “So, that’s about three dozen offspring from each of you. Which seems like a lot. But many species of fish have more, so it’s not a record or anything.”

		The panel in the wall slid open, and a conveyor belt hauled in our food. Claire and I yanked off leaves with our tongues and satiated our hunger. We needed five meals a day. It was ridiculous, but our bodies were so long and heavy. And now we’d have more mouths to feed.

		That evening, we stared at each other. She slid her hand gently along my many boobs, and I did the same to her.

		“Well,” she said. “My mom was always asking when we were going to start a family. And I did get pretty bored at my desk. So. Hooray? How are you feeling? Being pregnant.”

		As a man, I likely would’ve been terrified. But there must’ve been slug hormones affecting me, because the prospect of bearing children didn’t feel awful. It filled my body with a warm glow.

		“Kind of horny,” I said, glancing up at the yellow flowers over us. Meanwhile, my cock emerged from its sheath.

		Claire’s did too.

		“Yeah,” she said. “Screw it. Wanna get sluggy?”

		“I’m always down for a sluggy time, honey.”

		Like every room, there were security cameras.

		The team watching us got to see tons of slug sex. Probably a dream job.

		 

		


		 

		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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		The author can be reached on Twitter at https://twitter.com/GregorDaniels.
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