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   “Are we there yet?” asked Razeal, flipping her bright green hair behind her and tucking it back into her leather jumpsuit.
 
    
 
   “No,” said her sister-in-arms, Ralune. She was the spitting image of Razeal, except her hair was dark blue, and she wore rumpled wizard’s robes. 
 
    
 
   “If we weren’t there the last 6 times you asked, why would we be there this time? We’re just traversing this seemingly endless jungle…” Ralune reminded her.
 
    
 
   “Still, I’ve got to know when we are there, so I can be prepared to leap into action at any moment,” said Razeal as she shadowboxed the air, which caused the scabbard on her belt to fall to the ground. “Oops,” she said, as she retrieved it.
 
    
 
   “When will you ever learn?” said Ralune with a sigh as she shook her head. 
 
    
 
   “Are we there yet?” Razeal asked again, less than a minute later.
 
    
 
   “Yes, we are,” said Sera, as she parted the leaves in front of her and stared into the distance.
 
    
 
   Razeal and Ralune rushed towards where Sera was standing, and then the three of them stared slack-jawed at the temple before. The cobblestones holding it together were aged and decayed, covered in peat moss and crumbling at the edges. A massive tree had sprouted in the middle of one of the walls, the roots slinking down around it like serpentine coils.
 
    
 
   “The lost temple of Nagalious,” said Sera, their leader. The smallest of the three, with blonde hair and pink streaks and a jumpsuit spun from white silk, she confidently pointed towards the temple with her gloved hand. “It’s eluded us for so long…”
 
    
 
   “And to think they told us it was just a legend,” said Ralune. “How foolish those so-called wise men have proven themselves to be.”
 
    
 
   “I always knew we’d find it,” asserted Razeal confidently. “Those ‘Enduring Champions’ bitches didn’t stand a chance,” she said, her face turning into a snarl when she mentioned the name of their explorer rivals.
 
    
 
   “More importantly,” said Sera, “we’re going to be the first ones to explore the secrets of the temple. Come on, let’s go inside.”
 
    
 
   The three of them trudged towards the ancient structure, and the first thing that surprised them was its size. The archway over their heads towered over them, and the halls seemed wide enough to allow an army to comfortably pass through it. 
 
    
 
   Pitted, half-destroyed statues were scattered all over the courtyard in a seemingly haphazard fashion. The few statues which were mostly intact seemed to be of people, running towards the entrance or attempting to climb the walls.
 
    
 
   “I bet they were an athletic people,” said Razeal. “That’s why they were doing all these workout poses. Perhaps they were even training to be ninjas, like myself.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, please,” said Ralune said softly, shaking her head. “It’s obvious. These people were trying to escape! They must have been commemorating a great battle that took place here, and these statues were their vanquished foes.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe,” said Sera. “Or perhaps they were trying to scare away outsiders who might defile their sacred temple.” Outsiders just like them, the three explorers thought at once, which lulled them into what they hoped was a respectful silence.
 
    
 
   A series of steps led progressively towards a large enclosure in the center of the structure. When they stepped inside, there was near-total darkness. Only scattered shafts of light crept in through the cracks in the crumbling walls. 
 
    
 
   As their eyes slowly adjusted, they could see a small pedestal in the center of the room. They walked towards it, their feet creating echoing footsteps that seemed impossibly loud. Where they alone in here, Sera wondered?
 
    
 
   “What is that?” Razeal asked. “Ralune, give us a lighting spell.”
 
    
 
   “Spectar Illiminatus,” she said, but nothing happened. “These ancient rocks must be dampening my magic somehow,” she said. “It means if a fight breaks out, I’ll be useless!”
 
    
 
   “With my dagger and Sera’s bow, we’re more than a match for any who dares cross us!” shouted Razeal. “Besides, we’re all alone here, right?”
 
    
 
   “I hope so,” said Sera, who had continued to walk steadily towards the pedestal. Despite the fact that she sensed danger, something was inextricably drawing her towards it. 
 
    
 
   “What is that thing?” Razeal asked her, once Sera had reached it. 
 
    
 
   “It’s a statue,” Sera said. “Of a little Naga, a snake-woman. Perhaps the Goddess Nagalious? There’s an inscription under it…”
 
    
 
   “Are you certain it’s safe to read?” warned Ralune. “If these rocks still contain dampening magic, there’s no telling what effect reading the inscription will engender.”
 
    
 
   But Sera wasn’t listening. The sound of her friends talking had all but vanished from her mind, becoming a dull, far away hum. All she could do was look at the words at the bottom of the statue, which she was now cradling in her hands like a kitten.
 
    
 
   The letters, written in some ancient, dead language, reformed and rearranged themselves before her eyes and began to glow. Soon, they were not only clearly visible, but read in her common tongue. She felt compelled to read it, and the words left her mouth in a cooing, sing-song voice.
 
    
 
   Forked tongues and serpent tales,
 
   An unquenchable lust for females,
 
   Giant size and immortality,
 
   At the cost of your humanity.
 
    
 
   “What...was that?” Razeal asked. 
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” Sera confessed. “I just...had to read it!” The strange feeling of compulsion that had gripped her earlier had vanished, leaving her feeling confused and foolish.
 
    
 
   “My skin...it’s so itchy, it’s burning,” said Ralune, falling to her knees and rubbing her fingers up and down her the skin of her legs under her robes. 
 
    
 
   “Mine, too!” said Razeal, as she desperately tried to tear off the leather armor plating. “Are there insects biting us or...something?”
 
    
 
   The pedestal where the statue once stood began to shake a little and glow. Sera quickly put the Naga figurine back, but that didn’t stop whatever was happening. Instead, the shaking grew stronger and the light grew brighter, illuminating the decayed chamber completely in a blue glow.
 
    
 
   The itching finally claimed her, too, and Sera fell to the ground, trying to pull off her silk gear. She cast her eyes around, expecting see her crew besieged by a legion of beetles. But she didn’t spot any insects anywhere. 
 
    
 
   Instead, Sera’s legs seemed to be bathed in a yellow light. Her pants seemed to be sloughing off and disintegrating, like skin shedding from a reptile. What in the name of Goddess was happening to her?
 
    
 
   Sera tried to rise to her feet and run out, but instead she fell forwards, as though her legs were full of lead. She tried to crawl, but she couldn’t even get her legs to manage that. In fact, she was having trouble even moving them independently from each other.
 
    
 
   Sera spotted a coil of teal scales, like a snakeskin belt, begin to form around her waist. As she watched with horror, it grew longer and longer, until it began to resemble an actual snake, its yawning mouth swallowing her legs. She tried her best to kick her way out, but saw the skin on her legs melting together, fusing as though her legs were becoming one. 
 
    
 
   Sera hooked her fingers around the growing snakeskin around her legs, trying her best to pull it back, but to no avail. She craned her head around, and saw the same thing happening to her comrades. Ralune’s tail was dark blue, while Razeal’s was bright green, matching their hair color. 
 
    
 
   Ralune was busy shouting magical incantations and waving her hands at her tail, but to no visible effect. She kept trying again and again to activate her magic, pushing on even when her lungs with constricted with exhaustion.
 
    
 
   Sera saw the wave of scales enveloped Razeal’s legs, and then it ended in a long serpentine tail. This was just too much for Razeal, who pulled out a dagger from her belt and sliced off the tip of the tail, hoping to find her feet underneath.
 
    
 
   Instead, she screamed, her body in as much pain as if she’d cut off one of her own extremities. The tip of the tail she’d sliced off flopped around on its own for a few moments, and then was still. A few seconds later, the tip of her tail regrew and the wound healed, as though the injury had never happened.
 
    
 
   Sera turned back to her own body, and watched with resignation as the teal scales and pink underbelly consumed her lower half as well. The tail appendage that had replaced her legs looked like it belonged on a monster, and certainly not a part of Sera’s body. But she swished it back and forth with ease - it really did belong to her. 
 
    
 
   Supple, strong, and thick, she felt muscles she’d never known before contract and constrict as Sera wriggled her tail around. But despite the strangeness of the sensations, moving her tail felt as natural as cracking a whip, or drawing a bow.
 
    
 
   “What’s happened to us?” Razeal asked.
 
    
 
   “Whatever it is, let’s get out of here,” Sera said, and they all slithered their way towards the exit. Sera accidentally bumped into Ralune as she moved in her direction, the scales on their tails creating a pleasant little tingle as they brushed against each other.
 
    
 
   Suddenly, the walls appeared to be closing in on them. Was the ancient temple collapsing, they wondered? Sera tried her best to slither away, but found herself bumping right into her companions. For a moment, the three of them were a wriggling mess of tangled limbs and serpentine tails.
 
    
 
   The friction and grinding motion created by the struggle was undeniably causing Sera to become a little aroused. It felt wrong to become excited a time like this, but somehow her body seemed to have a mind of its own. 
 
    
 
   She looked around, seeing the ceiling inching towards her. Sera reached out at Ralune, but wasn’t sure why. Was it to push her out of the way so she could slither towards the exit, or was it to rub her hands all over her friend’s body? 
 
    
 
   Whatever had happened to her pants was now happening to her top. It stretched frayed, and decayed, until just a thin strip of fabric remained, barely covering her breasts. 
 
    
 
   Sera couldn’t help but notice the same thing happening to Ralune and Razeal, their bustlines becoming more visible as their clothes evaporated, and their breasts growing larger and more luscious looking. 
 
    
 
   Their hair grew longer, their lips puffier, their cheeks rounder. It was as if divine beauty was being bestowed upon them by some angelic force. Was the same thing also happening to her, Sera wondered?
 
    
 
   Sera could feel her mouth start to water as she looked from Razeal to Ralune. She wanted desperately to kiss them, to hold them...
 
    
 
   Sera knew that these new feelings must be caused by whatever had changed her, and she tried to fight it. Ralune and Razeal were her friends, her comrades. They were other women. They certainly weren’t suitable targets for lusty glances. It felt so uncomfortable, so inappropriate, so wrong...so forbidden, so taboo, so naughty.
 
    
 
   She tried to remind herself that she was attracted to men, thinking about her past liaisons. But the more Sera thought about her past, the more she seemed to remember her history of having secret crushes on women, a history that she was sure didn’t exist before a few moments ago.
 
    
 
   Her train of thought was derailing as she continued to gaze at her friends, so Sera decided the best thing to do was simply close her eyes.
 
    
 
   Just as her eyelids were about to slam shut, Sera saw Ralune and Razeal’s faces moving closer together. Were they about to kiss? Were they feeling it, too? 
 
    
 
   She opened her eyes again, and Ralune and Razeal were lip-locked in a passionate embrace. The kiss was quiet and gentle - at least, it was at first. Razeal nibbled on Ralune’s lip, while Ralune stroked the sides of Razeal’s face and started running her fingers through her hair.
 
    
 
   Then, the kiss began to grow more impassioned. Ralune grabbed fistfuls of Razeal’s newly lengthened hair and yanked it hard, pulling her body closer. Razeal slipped Ralune her tongue, which was longer, thicker, and now sported a forked tip. She bit Ralune’s lip so hard a little trickle of blood fell down the side of her cheek, which Razeal lapped up. 
 
    
 
   Their two tails entangled with one another, forming a giant writhing, wriggling, pulsing knot. Ralune wrapped her arms around Razeal’s shoulders, hugging her tightly while she dug her fingernails into her back. 
 
    
 
   Razeal dragged her hands across Ralune’s waist, enjoying the smoothness of her skin. Their nearly nude breasts were mashed together, creating a little spark every time the edges of their nipples touched.
 
    
 
   Sera’s own lips trembled with excitement. She’d never felt so turned on in her life. She quickly slithered towards them, eager to join in. Ralune and Razeal heard Sera approach, and their lips parted as they turned to stare at her. They launched themselves towards her, pouncing and holding her down. Razeal leaned in to kiss Sera on the lips, while Ralune dropped little kisses across Sera’s forehead and half-closed eyes. 
 
    
 
   Both of them moved their heads downwards in unison, latching the mouths onto Sera’s nipples. Sera could see the ceiling continuing to grow closer, and it was also spinning now that she was lost in rapturous pleasure. 
 
    
 
   What none of them realized was that the room wasn’t shrinking at all - they were growing. With each wave of pleasure, their bodies were becoming larger. Their arms grew longer, their torsos elongated, and every other feature grew in proportion, including their long, serpentine tails. 
 
    
 
   Soon, the ceiling was now so low that their heads were scraping against it. They stopped their sexual mingling and looked around. The three of them quickly realized that the walls had not collapsed.
 
    
 
   “What’s happened to this place?” Sera asked. “Why was it shrinking like that?”
 
    
 
   Razeal quickly disabused them of that notion when she leaned down to pick up her bloody dagger from the floor. The item was now so tiny that her fingers couldn’t get a grip on the hilt. 
 
    
 
   “What’s going on?” she asked, her voice shaking. “Why did my blade shrink, too?”
 
    
 
   “Your gear didn’t shrink, you ignoramus,” said Ralune. “We’ve grown.” 
 
    
 
   “Let’s head outside, just to be sure,” Sera suggested, and the three of them slithered outside, one at a time. It was obvious that they’d grown, as the huge temple now looked like it was constructed for beings of their size. 
 
    
 
   “We’re huge…” said Sera. How large had they grown? Three, maybe four times the size of normal human being? Larger than that? Sera wasn’t sure.
 
    
 
   “More, importantly, we’re Nagas,” said Ralune.
 
    
 
   “Much more importantly, apparently I’m a lesbian now,” said Razeal. 
 
    
 
   “I hardly think that’s the most important change,” said Ralune.
 
    
 
   “For someone who doesn’t think it’s so important, you sure are a good kisser,” Razeal shot back, and Ralune blushed.
 
    
 
   “It doesn’t really matter which change is more consequential,” said Sera. “What matters is figuring out why we changed, and how we can change back.”
 
    
 
   Her two partners nodded silently, but then their conversation was interrupted by the sound of footsteps.
 
    
 
   “Hear that?” Ralune said.
 
    
 
   “Someone is coming,” said Razeal. 
 
    
 
   “What should we do?” Serra asked. “Should we warn them to leave, before they see us?”
 
    
 
   Sera didn’t get the chance to. The newcomers walked under the arch, and into their view. Sera recognized them immediately: they were the Enduring Champions, their rival exploration squad.
 
    
 
   “Nagas…” gasped Lillian, the lithe woman who served as their team’s scout and archer, as she trembled in her boots.
 
    
 
   “I thought they were extinct?” asked Marigold, the cherubic, plump woman who specialized in magic, as she stroked her round, doubled chin.
 
    
 
   “If they’re the last three left alive, I saw we make ‘em extinct,” shouted Hilda, raising her axe towards the sky. An amazonian berserker with a shock of fiery red hair and steely blue eyes, Hilda grinned as she anticipated the battle.
 
    
 
   “Run! Please!” Razeal shouted. “It’s not safe here.”
 
    
 
   “If that’s your way of trying to intimidate us, it’s not going to work,” said Lillian, as she notched an arrow in her bow.
 
    
 
   “You don’t understand what this temple is capable of,” Ralune warned them.
 
    
 
   “That’s why we’re here exploring it, so we will understand,” said Marigold. “But we aren’t afraid to fight for that knowledge.”
 
    
 
   “For Goddess’s sake, it’s us! Sera, Ralune, Razeal? The Brave Brigade? We’ve been turned into monsters, and if you don’t leave, you could be, too!” Sera said.
 
    
 
   The six of them were silent for a moment.
 
    
 
   “Think it’s really them?” Lillian asked.
 
    
 
   “Come to think of it, they did look kind of familiar…” said Marigold.
 
    
 
   “It doesn’t matter if it’s them or not,” said Hilda. “Either we die or they die. Monsters have never received quarter from the Enduring Champions. These...beings...whoever they are, will be no exception. To battle!”
 
    
 
   Hilda charged up the steps towards the three women and ferociously swung her axe at Razeal. The green-haired Naga leaned to the left to avoid the blow, then swung her oversized arm towards Hilda’s shoulder. Hilda’s iron grip wasn’t enough to hold onto her weapon, as the force of the blow made it go flying from her hands and clear over the wall of the temple.
 
    
 
   Marigold pointed her staff at Ralune, and a few blasts of frost issued forth, encasing her in a tomb of ice. Then, Ralune’s eyes began to glow red, and the ice shattered in a shower of fragments. 
 
    
 
   Ralune made a grasping motion in the air with her hand, and Marigold began to levitate into the air, her limbs flailing against an invisible grip. She remained helplessly suspended off the ground, her futile efforts to free herself making her look like a ragdoll. 
 
    
 
   Lillian launched a barrage of arrows at Sera. She instinctively raised her serpent tail in front of her, and the arrows bounced off of her scales harmlessly. 
 
    
 
   Lillian glanced to the left and to the right, and upon surveying what had happened to her friends, decided to turn tail and run. She didn’t get too far before Sera pounced on her, pinning her to the ground. 
 
    
 
   “What should we do with them?” Sera said with a grin, a little amused at how easy it had been to defeat their rivals.
 
    
 
   “I’ll tell you what you should do,” came a voice from off in the distance. “To the victor go the spoils. I say, eat them. Swallow them whole.”
 
    
 
   Sera, Razeal, and Ralune turned their heads, and saw another Naga winding her way down the giant tree near the center of the temple. Her huge mane of wavy black hair, streaked with white, gave her the look of a cartoon villainess. Her full tail had glittering black scales, with a rattle on the end that provided her entrance with a proverbial drum roll. She was about twice as large as Razeal, Ralune or Sera, and three times as fearsome looking.
 
    
 
   “Who...are you?” Sera asked, feeling confused. “Did you find this place and get changed, too?”
 
    
 
   “My name is Mal, and that I did,” she said. “Nearly five hundred years ago. I’ve been waiting for some company ever since.”
 
    
 
   “Wait, company? You were expecting this...transformation...to happen to us?” Ralune asked incredulously.
 
    
 
   “Of course. Nagas are an all-female species. This temple is how we reproduce,” explained Mal. “Now that you’ve finally arrived, I can mentor you in our ways.”
 
    
 
   “Five hundred years?” Razeal asked. “You must have been pretty bored…”
 
    
 
   “Wait a minute,” said Hilda. “Didn’t you just tell them to eat us?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course,” said Mal.
 
    
 
   “Over my dead body!” Hilda snarled as flexed her impressive, vein-encrusted biceps. Even though she was held firmly in Razeal’s grasp, she still was trying to do her best to keep up her tough-girl persona.
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s right, pretend you don’t want it,” Mal hissed at her. Hilda said nothing in response.
 
    
 
   “Come on, Razeal, Ralune, I know you must be hungry,” Mal said encouragingly.
 
    
 
   At the mention of the word “hungry,” both Razeal and Ralune’s stomachs began to growl. Hungry wasn’t a strong enough word. They were famished, starving so badly they’d kill for a meal. 
 
    
 
   Which was, of course, what they’d just been instructed by Mal to do. The Nagas could feel their reptilian instincts taking over, and they started to see the women they held in their grasp as prey.
 
    
 
   “Ralune, call me crazy, but...I really think we should do it,” Razeal said breathlessly, giving into the hunger.
 
    
 
   “We’re already monsters, why not embrace our innate natures?” Ralune agreed. She would have said just about anything to quell the powerful emptiness within her ribs.
 
    
 
   Sera wanted to shout out to her friends to stop this madness, but she couldn’t deny the hunger, the desperate thirst for flesh that was brewing in her own belly. It was all she could do to stop herself from succumbing her to desires. She didn’t have the energy to speak up, she only looked up at them, meekly.
 
    
 
   “First things first,” Mal said. “Take off their clothes.”
 
    
 
   “What? Why?” Razeal asked.
 
    
 
   “Do you want to eat a breastplate?” Mal asked with a sigh. “Strip ‘em.”
 
    
 
   Razeal dutifully complied. As Hilda continued to struggle to free herself from the Naga’s grasp, Razeal plucked each piece of armor off of Hilda and casually tossed it over her shoulder, as though she was shelling peanuts. Each removal revealed more of Hilda’s solid form: her firm breasts and washboard tummy, her rippling back, her hard thighs. When all that was left was her bra and underwear, she ripped those off, too.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile, Ralune used her magic to pull away Marigold’s robes, exposing the plumpness of her body, which to Ralune looked positively delicious. Her big breasts sagged a little onto her roll-filled tummy, her husky thighs met near her knees, and her big butt quivered a little. Marigold tried to grab her garments as they floated away, desperate to cover herself, but they fluttered out of her hands. 
 
    
 
   Razeal and Ralune froze, and gazed up at Mal expectantly. Like baby birds waiting for food from their mothers, Mal thought, they were totally reliant on her for feeding. 
 
    
 
   “Go on, play with your food,” Mal said.
 
    
 
   “When do we...you know,” Ralune said, unwilling to say aloud that which she was planning to do.
 
    
 
   “Trust your instincts,” said Mal. “When the time comes, you will know.”
 
    
 
   “Are you really going to listen to her?” Marigold said to Ralune. Ironically, though, Ralune wasn’t listening to Marigold. She crept forwards, and poked Marigold’s gut playfully, causing the fat to ripple a little. 
 
    
 
   “Hey, don’t touch me!” Marigold protested, trying to bat away Ralune’s hand. But Ralune still wasn’t listening, or if she was, she didn’t care. 
 
    
 
   Marigold was a human doll in her hands, and now that she’d been given permission from an authority figure of sorts, she was dead set on having as much fun with her as possible. Razeal grabbed Marigold by her round shoulders and shook her up and down, causing her soft breasts to flop around and her belly to jiggle violently. 
 
    
 
   “Let me go now, and I’ll have mercy on you later,” Hilda said to Razeal, still trying intimidate her way out of her captivity. But Razeal had had enough of her tough-girl act. She brought her tail around and used the tip to tickle her under her armpits. 
 
    
 
   Hilda, much to her embarrassment, immediately burst into a series of high pitched, squealing girly giggles. Her abs seemed grow firmer as her muscles tensed up from the gales of laughter. Razeal raked her hands across that bulging tummy, causing Hilda to laugh even harder. Tears rolled down her cheeks as Razeal continued her tickling torture.
 
    
 
   Ralune noticed how soft and succulent Marigold’s dangling calves looked, and she placed them in her mouth, her jaw stretching easily to accommodate the limbs. She licked her skin, which tasted salty and sweet. 
 
    
 
   The sensation caused a chill to travel up Marigold’s spine. Before she started swallowing, Ralune pulled her back out and then placing her on the ground. Both of them started breathing heavily; they knew what was coming.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile, Razeal was stroking Hilda’s hair with one hand and tickling her with the other. She leaned down and placed her mouth around one of her breasts, letting her, long, forked tongue rake over it for a while until her nipple grew stiff as iron. Something clicked inside Razeal’s brain, and she opened her mouth wider, preparing to swallow her.
 
    
 
   “Wait!” Hilda shouted, and Razeal paused, and pulled back. She expected to Hilda to cry, or to beg for her life. But Hilda had something else in mind. “I have to say something to Marigold,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Yes?” Marigold said eagerly, crawling towards her on her hands and knees. 
 
    
 
   “Before we...you know,” Hilda said softly. “I wanted...I needed...to say I’ve always loved you.”
 
    
 
   “I feel the same way,” Marigold gushed. Did those feelings always exist, Sera wondered, or had they been brought about by the magic of the temple, as they had been for her crew? 
 
    
 
   She thought about saying something, but decided to hold her forked tongue. For two women about to be eaten, she supposed it didn’t matter if the feelings were real or not. If they felt real in that moment, that was enough.
 
    
 
   The two women rushed into each other’s arms. Marigold’s chubbiness collided with and was slightly dented by Hilda’s hard musculature as the warrior squeezed her tightly, hints of her breasts and back fat oozing out of the massive hug. 
 
    
 
   They kissed passionately as they grinded together on the temple floor, loving each other with the passion that comes from knowing that these were their last moments.
 
    
 
   Razeal and Ralune positioned themselves behind their prey, and then picked up their feet and placed them into their mouths. Their jaws and throat expanded to allow their legs to vanish easily, too. 
 
    
 
   Their huge, forked tongues danced around the area between their legs, causing their prey to moan. These ministrations didn’t last long enough to grant Hilda or Marigold satisfaction; the Nagas were too hungry and impatient for that. 
 
    
 
   Soon, they had slid in up to their bellies. Hilda and Marigold held onto each other’s arms, trying to make their kiss last as long as it could. But it couldn’t last forever, and their lips parted with wet smacks as their bodies slid in opposite directions. 
 
    
 
   Razeal relished the feeling of Hilda’s rough muscles rubbing against her gums, while Ralune savored how Marigold’s soft, blubbery belly seemed to take up her entire mouth and throat. Then their arms and shoulders disappeared, too. 
 
    
 
   Sera watched as all that was left was their heads, visible inside the huge maws of Razeal and Ralune. When their lips closed, the girls vanished forever.
 
    
 
   “How did that feel?” Mal asked. 
 
    
 
   “It really hit the spot,” Razeal said, as she gazed down at the big human shaped lump in her stomach. 
 
    
 
   “But even though I’m full, somehow I feel more energized than ever…” said Ralune. 
 
    
 
   “Watching that display between the two of them kinda turned me on,” Razeal confessed. Mal nodded approvingly, as though she was expecting that reaction. 
 
    
 
   Ralune slithered towards Razeal, and the two started kissing. Along with their breasts, their bulging bellies mashed together, and Sera thought she could see the outsides of the two women of the two women they’d just swallowed shifting, moving around so that they could touch each other through Ralune and Razeal’s bellies, and experience passion one more time.
 
    
 
   Ralune and Razeal quickly fell to the floor of the courtyard, their tales intertwining and coiling together as their hands wrapped around each others backs. 
 
    
 
   They rolled back and forth, the passionate thrashing of their tails smashing many of the already-disfigured statues they’d noticed earlier. Perhaps, Sera surmised, this scene had played out in this temple before.
 
    
 
   The top of their snake skin retraced enough to expose their womanhood, and they ground against each other with wanton abandon. Ralune pulled on Razeal’s hair and raked her fingers against her back. 
 
    
 
   Razeal tongued Ralune’s ear and for a moment, even wondered if her comrade's entire head would fit in her mouth. Their cries of passion were so loud that they shook the foundations of the stone and caused birds to take flight from nearby trees. 
 
    
 
   When their climax had finished, they curled up next to each other and were still, their eyes closed. The wriggling motions in their tummies slowed and ceased, too, and Sera wondered if all four women had come at once.
 
    
 
   “So, that just leaves you,” Mal said as she made her way towards Sera and Lillian. “You haven’t touched your food.”
 
    
 
   “I...I…” Sera stammered.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I don’t blame you for watching the show,” Mal said. “I couldn’t keep my eyes off of them either. But it’s your turn, child.”
 
    
 
   Sera couldn’t deny that she’d felt aroused inside the temple, and she certainly couldn’t deny that Ralune and Razeal’s show had been the most erotic experience of her life. But could she really follow in their footsteps?
 
    
 
   “What’s wrong?” Mal asked, stroking her across her cheek in a motherly way. “You nervous?”
 
    
 
   “I...I don’t think I can do this,” Sera said. “I can’t just...eat someone.” Sera glanced down at Lillian, expecting her to say something, anything to save her life. But instead, she just looked up at her, eyes wide, lips trembling. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, but she’s not just anyone,” Mal explained. “She’s a chosen one.”
 
    
 
   “Chosen one? What’s that supposed to mean?” Lillian finally spoke up.
 
    
 
   “Why do you think this temple has gone so long without being discovered?” Mal asked. “It’s enchanted. Only the right kind of person can see it. Someone who longs to become a predator, or...prey.”
 
    
 
   “That can’t be right,” said Sera, shaking her head.
 
    
 
   “Why do you think Marigold and Hilda didn’t put up more of a fight? Why do you think they didn’t beg to be released? Because, deep down, they wanted to be eaten,” Mal said. 
 
    
 
   “Why?” Sera asked, dumbfounded.
 
    
 
   “It’s only natural. We all want to be a part of the cycle of life,” Mal explained. “Especially when confronted by a powerful, sexy creature such as yourself. You’ve had those feelings, too, haven’t you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she confessed, her facing burning red. Ever since they’d started hunting for the temple, she’d fantasized both about what it would be like to eat, and to be eaten.
 
    
 
   “I knew it,” Mal said. “You know, the magic of the temple can be temporary. Let it wear off, stick around, and I’ll be happy to gobble you up.”
 
    
 
   Sera could feel herself growing wet as she heard those words. A thousand impulses and desires seemed to be pulling her in every direction. She wanted to eat Lillian, to wake up Ralune and Razeal and start kissing them, to beg Mal to swallow her. 
 
    
 
   But her steely resolve tempered her. Sera couldn’t let herself succumb to her desires until she understood all of the secrets of the temple. That was what she was here for, wasn’t it? And Mal had just said something very important…
 
    
 
   “What do you mean, the magic can be temporary?” Sera said, raising her eyebrow.
 
    
 
   “You’ll only be a Naga for a couple of hours,” said Mal. “Before sundown tonight, you could shrink back to your old human self again, walking out of here, or be making your way down my throat. Your choice. Unless you make the transformation permanent, of course, then there’s no going back.” 
 
    
 
   “How would I make it permanent?”
 
    
 
   “An orgasm with a full belly does the trick,” said Mal.
 
    
 
   “Then...that means…”
 
    
 
   “Yes, your friends have already sealed their fates,” Mal said casually.
 
    
 
   “Why didn’t you warn them?” Sera demanded.
 
    
 
   “They didn’t ask,” Mal said. “Besides, I told you. Everyone who comes here wants this. Everyone.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure I believe that,” said Sera. “Maybe I should eat her, maybe I should help her escape from this place. I just...I don’t know what to think anymore.”
 
    
 
   “You’re not really thinking about doing it, are you?” Lillian asked, looking fearful as she gazed up at Sera.
 
    
 
   Sera actually felt relieved to hear those words. The world was starting to make sense again. What was she thinking? She couldn’t just eat another human being. It didn’t matter that Ralune and Razeal and succumbed, she was better than that. She’d pick up Lillian and high-tail it out of there.
 
    
 
   “You’re not really thinking about...letting me go, right?” Lillian asked.
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” Sera asked.
 
    
 
   “Told you,” Mal said. “I always know.”
 
    
 
   “She’s right, about everything,” Lillian confessed, glancing towards Mal. “I do want you to...you know, do it. Oh, what you must think of me!” she said, bursting into sobs.
 
    
 
   “Hey, hey, no tears,” Sera, said, picking her up and letting her rest her head on her giant shoulder. She stroked the back of her head affectionately. “Nobody is judging anyone. Not after today’s craziness, anyway.”
 
    
 
   “Kiss me,” Lillian begged. Sera opened her mouth, and her long, forked tongue snaked out, caressing the side of her face affectionately. Lillian braced her feet on Sera’s shoulder, and then shoved her head inside Sera’s mouth.
 
    
 
   She’s really doing it, Sera realized. She tried to push her back out, but Lillian was using Sera’s tongue as a rope to pull herself further inside Sera’s mouth. As the girl’s skin ran across her tongue, Sera realized Lillian was the tastiest thing she’d ever eaten. Soon, Sera felt Lillian’s mane of hair start to tickle her throat, and involuntarily, she started to swallow. 
 
    
 
   That was all it took. Lillian’s body began to effortlessly slide down, into Sera’s waiting gullet. Sera’s body pulsed with fiery pleasure as she saw Lillian’s hips, legs, and finally her feet vanish. Lillian closed her eyes, feeling the radiant heat from Sera’s innards, and curled into a fetal position. 
 
    
 
   The warm, wet, sticky walls of Sera’s stomach contracted a little, giving Lillian one final embrace, one strong enough to knock the air from her lungs and squeeze her into unconsciousness. She closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep with a smile on her face.
 
    
 
   “Oh, my Goddess,” Sera said. “She’s...she’s…”
 
    
 
   “Yes, she’s inside you. She’s a part of you, forever,” said Mal. “It’s quite romantic, actually. Don’t you agree?
 
    
 
   “Romantic? You’re crazy. What have I done?” Sera cried. “I’m a monster!”
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course you are. We are Nagas, after all. What did you expect?”
 
    
 
   “I can’t go on like this,” Sera sobbed. “I don’t care how good it feels. I have a conscience!”
 
    
 
   “Well, what’s done is done, darling, now you have two options,” Mal said, slithering closer to her. “Let me touch you, while you’re still full - we can complete your change. That which you call your conscience will eventually fade away. We can enjoy a thousand lifetimes of full bellies, together.”
 
    
 
   “What’s my second option?” asked Sera.
 
    
 
   “If you’re so wracked by guilt that you cannot fulfill your destiny, wait until you’ve changed back, and offer yourself up as a sacrifice to me. Either way, you won’t have to worry about the guilt much longer - either because you won’t have any need of it, or you’ll be digesting in my stomach.”
 
    
 
   Sera knew she had no choice but to endorse the second option. Where she came from, the proper punishment for murder was execution, preferably by the same method as the murder. This, then, was a fitting end for her. She could die content that she did the honorable thing. 
 
    
 
   The more she thought about it, the more aroused she became. She relished the thought of shrinking back down a human’s size, just perfect to fit into Mal’s lips. She could imagine Mal growing bigger as she grew smaller, yielding herself to her, entering that beautiful mouth…
 
    
 
   She imagined dancing her way across Mal’s beautiful skin, climbing her silky hair, and being grasped by her powerful hands. She thought about what it would be like to try to get away, and then have that powerful tail coil around her, constricting her, bending and squeezing her into accepting her fate...
 
    
 
   “I’ve reached a decision: take me, I’m yours,” Sera said.
 
    
 
   “That could be interpreted either way either way,” Mal replied coyly.
 
    
 
   “Make me your partner in crime,” Sera. “I’m ready to live as one of you.” 
 
    
 
   If picking the second option was just a surrender to her submissive desires, then why not surrender to her dominant desires? Eating Lillian felt so good, so right. How could anything that delicious, so pleasurable, be wrong?
 
    
 
   Mal slithered towards Sera, and coiled her much larger tail around Sera’s. The construction felt like being hugged by a blanket on a cold day, and Sera closed her eyes. Mal leaned down, and her forked tongue started lapping at Sera. She didn’t last thirty seconds before she was screaming and flailing her arms, creating mini-craters in the stone where her fists landed.
 
    
 
   ~
 
    
 
   Sera woke up a few hours later, her vision groggy and her eyes blurry. She tried to stretch her legs, but felt as though they were asleep. 
 
    
 
   “Hey, Razeal, Ralune, I had the strangest dream…” she began. But one glance downwards was all it took her to realize it wasn’t a dream.
 
    
 
   “Oh, my, it’s real…” she said, staring at her tail, and those of her friends, who were just waking up themselves. 
 
    
 
   “We didn’t really, you know...eat them did we?” Sera began, glancing around at the pieces of armor, bits of cloth, and weapons that had belonged to her former rivals. 
 
    
 
   “I’m afraid we may indeed have done so,” Ralune said. 
 
    
 
   “You sure did,” Mal said. “And there’s no going back for any of you, now.” 
 
    
 
   Sera noticed that Mal used to tower over them, yet now she only seemed just slightly bigger. Had they grown to her size during their slumber? She glanced around as saw that the smashed statues looked as small as dolls. Over the side of the temple’s wall, the trees seemed like little shrubs. The world-shrinking consequences of her further growth gave rise to a troubling question: Would they need to eat more people now to feel full? 
 
    
 
   “Worse, there aren’t any more people left to eat! And I’m already hungry again,” complained Razeal.
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe that’s what you're concerned with!” scolded Sera. “We’re monsters! Killing machines. I can’t believe I allowed myself to get drunk with lust and actually eat someone.”
 
    
 
   “We wanted to find a way to change back, remember, Razeal?” Ralune asked. “There’s got to be some way to do it. That’s what we should spend our time on, not eating more people!”
 
    
 
   “No, my little darlings,” Mal said. “Like I said, there is no going back for any of us. Don’t feel bad about what you’ve done. We exist for a reason. Our bodies are permission from Nagalious herself to indulge in our desires. Otherwise, why would we be allowed to exist in the first place?”
 
    
 
   “She has a point,” Ralune conceded. “Maybe we shouldn’t keep fighting what comes naturally. Our concerns might be...misplaced.” 
 
    
 
   Sera, though, wasn’t convinced.
 
    
 
   “Actually, Razeal did raise a valid and practical concern, regarding the source of your next meal, that is” said Mal. “As I mentioned, I waited hundreds of years for you and your friends to pay this temple a visit.”
 
    
 
   “Hundreds of years without more food?” Razeal said, her voice growing panicky. “I can’t wait that long!”
 
    
 
   “I would never expect you to,” said Mal. “You three are explorers by nature - you can’t simply wait around in a place like this.”
 
    
 
   “Then, what’s the alternative?” Sera asked. “Eat something other than humans?”
 
    
 
   Mal’s only reply to this idea was a scornful laugh.
 
    
 
   “Or try to enchant people so they develop the desire for us to consume them?” Ralune suggested.
 
    
 
   “Or hide in the woods and attack unsuspecting merchants?” Razeal asked.
 
    
 
   “I appreciate your enthusiasm, but I have a much simpler solution. There’s a village - the Lost Village of the Chosen. All those who live there are women who are...specially attenuated to the temple,” Mal explained.
 
    
 
   “Specially attenuated?” Sera asked.
 
    
 
   “They worship Nagalious as their Goddess,” Mal explained. “They wear her likeness around their necks. They dream of a visit from Nagas, dream of a chance to offer themselves to us.”
 
    
 
   “You can’t be serious,” said Ralune. “They all want to be eaten?”
 
    
 
   “Their expression for good luck is ‘may you make a snake full,” Mal explained. “Their wedding ceremonies all involve placing food on high pillars, hoping to attract our attention, so we’ll show up and eat everyone in attendance.”
 
    
 
   “All of their pornography consists of crudely drawn likenesses of us,” Mal continued, “swallowing down humans, or making love to each other, or both…What they wouldn’t have given to be spectators to the show you put on just a few hours ago.”
 
    
 
   “Wait a minute,” Sera said. “If these women really are so willing, why haven’t they already made their way to this temple? Isn’t that how you explained this place, revealing itself to those who seek it?”
 
    
 
   “That’s true, it does. But the village is on an island. They’ve been cut off from the temple since an earthquake separated the land masses millennia ago,” said Mal. 
 
    
 
   “Well, good luck finding a boat that will transport us,” said Sera. “With our size and our monstrous appearance, we’d be lucky if…”
 
    
 
   “Forget about boats. That’s your vestigial humanity talking. Who’s up for a swim?” proposed Mal.
 
    
 
   ~
 
    
 
   Mal, Sera, Ralune and Razeal stood on the edge of a long cliff, looking out towards the ocean. Behind them, a path broken trees and flattened greenery, as though it has been the location of some mass stampede. Their new size meant that wherever they travelled, they’d leave devastation in their wake.
 
    
 
   “Let’s go, girls!” Mal said, and propelled herself off of the cliff and towards the water. The impact was so powerful it shook the stone, and caused a splash so large that a mini tidal wave made its way back towards the beach. 
 
    
 
   The Brave Brigade decided to hold hands as they jumped in after Mal. The impact was powerful, but they were unhurt. 
 
    
 
   “And I thought swimming without legs would be difficult,” Sera said as she surfaced easily. “It’s never been easier!”
 
    
 
   “I know,” Razeal agreed .“This thing is like a mermaid’s tail!”
 
    
 
   “Speaking of that,” Ralune said, pointing towards Razeal’s head. “You’ve got something, there…”
 
    
 
   A web of seaweed had caught on Razeal’s ear as she surfaced, and in it, she saw a figure squirming. Razeal plucked the figure out and saw it was indeed a mermaid, with curly red hair and a beautiful, glittering green tail.
 
    
 
   Razeal re-wrapped the mermaid in the seaweed, and then shoved her inside her mouth, as though she was slucking down a roll of sushi. 
 
    
 
   “Delicious,” she said after she gulped, and Sera could see the outline of her making its way down her throat. “I love seafood.”
 
    
 
   “You can’t just…” Sera sputtered. 
 
    
 
   “She can’t what?” Mal said, as the three of them started swimming towards her. “Mermaids are very nutritious, you know.”
 
    
 
   “So you’re telling me that all mermaids want to be eaten by us, too?” Sera asked, her voice full of skepticism.
 
    
 
   “Look at how sexy we are,” Mal began. “Who wouldn’t want to be eaten by us?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know…” Sera said. “I’m just saying that we…” Sera stopped mid-sentence as the wave from her swimming smashed into a ship near them. She’s been so intently focused on reasoning with Mal that she hadn’t even noticed the boat until it was too late.
 
    
 
   The ship teetered, and then toppled into the sea. Sera heard little sounds of panic, and could see several women pouring out the side of the ship, desperate to escape their doomed vessel. As soon as they were into the water, however, they seemed to be pulled into a whirlpool of some kind, a spinning vortex that sucked them down, one after another.
 
    
 
   When the last one vanished under the sea, Ralune popped her head up, and let out a roaring burp, one so loud it caused flocks of seagulls to crow and fly away.
 
    
 
   “Now, now, save some room for the island girls” Mal chided her. 
 
    
 
   “Relax, they were just an appetizer,” Ralune countered.
 
    
 
   “Enough!” Sera shouted. “I’m starting to have doubts about this whole thing. We’re at the point where we are just capsizing people and...eating them!?”
 
    
 
   “What did you want me to do? Let them drown?” Ralune replied. 
 
    
 
   “What a waste of perfectly delicious flesh that would have been,” said Razeal.
 
    
 
   “Sera, dear, I’m sure your concerns will start to abate once we arrive at the island,” Mal said.
 
    
 
   ~
 
    
 
   “No, that doesn’t go there!” said leggy, blonde-haired Cindy, trying to protect her sand castle. “We still have to do the edging!”
 
    
 
   “The edging is fine,” said Candy, who had a heart-shaped face, an enormous bust, and red hair set in pigtails. “We’ve got to move onto to the sixth floor,” she countered.
 
    
 
   “Girls, girls,” said Carmen. Older than the rest and with kinky hair and olive skin, she narrowed her eyes at her bickering friends. “We’ve been working on this for nine hours now, but that’s no reason to let our nerves start to fray. As the Goddess Nagalious as my witness, I just know we’re going to win that contest.”
 
    
 
   “You really think when the Nagas return one day, they will care who built the best sand castle?” Cindy asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I’m sure of it,” said Carmen. “It takes smarts to build a good castle, and I’ll bet smart people taste the best.”
 
    
 
   “Smart people taste the best?” Candy countered. “Please. Everyone knows people with the biggest boobs taste the best,” she said, arching her back and wiggling her impressive chest at her two teammates. 
 
    
 
   At that very moment, a huge, onrushing tide appeared, and smashed the castle. Candy, Cindy, and Carmen all ran inland, trying their best to escape the water.
 
    
 
   Suddenly, Cindy found herself airborne, ascending into the sky as something grabbed onto one of her long legs. She helplessly watched the waterlogged sand become more and more distant as she rose, her friends starting to look like scrambling ants. 
 
    
 
   Cindy turned from the beach towards whatever had grabbed her, and saw the huge face of a beautiful woman with bright green hair. Her mouth opened wide as Cindy grew nearer. Was it really a Naga, as prophesized? Her heart pounded as her feet touched the being’s lips. 
 
    
 
   The giant mouth felt warm and wet, and when the lips closed around her, they applied a pleasant pressure to her nearly-nude body. When the lips had closed completely, all light was extinguished, and she rode the thrashing tongue into her mouth like a surfer would ride a wave. Once she had descended down her throat and into her stomach, she closed her eyes. It felt so calm, dark, warm and peaceful, it was like returning to the womb.
 
    
 
   “Ugh,” Razeal said, coughing a little. “So sandy!”
 
    
 
   Carmen and Candy hadn’t turned around to see the Nagas arrive on shore, they only heard the coughing, which sounded like roaring thunder.
 
    
 
   Candy was the next to rise through the air, but as soon as she was off of the beach, she was lowered again. She nearly choked when she was dunked in the water, after which Ralune placed her inside her mouth. 
 
    
 
   Candy sputtered for air as she gasped at giant mouth enveloping her. It seemed almost too wonderful to be real. Was it happening, or was the best wet dream she’d never had? Either way, she wanted to enjoy it to its fullest.
 
    
 
   Candy purposefully ground herself against Ralune’s sharp teeth, relishing in masochistic pleasure as the sharp incisors gave her little scratches across her puffy cheeks and buxom breasts, before she too was swallowed down.
 
    
 
   “I knew they’d come!” Carmen shouted, as she saw Candy being devoured. She turned to another group of women huddled nearby in the trees. “You see that, Tanya! They went for us first! That means we win the contest!”
 
    
 
   A giant hand reached down and picked her up. “In your face!” Carmen said, as she rose into the sky.
 
    
 
   “For you, Sera?” Mal said, raising Carmen towards Sera’s lips.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know if I’m really all that hungry,” Sera said, although in truth her stomach was growling like a pack of rabid wolves. 
 
    
 
   “I understand, take your time. You’ll learn to be yourself eventually,” Mal said, giving Sera a little pat on the head. Sera felt a little perturbed - how dare Mal treat abandoning her own conscience like some teenage quest for self confidence?
 
    
 
   Mal swirled Carmen in the water for a while, then swallowed her. Carmen felt nothing but contentment and pride as she went down the hatch.
 
    
 
   The rest of the girls, who had ran into the trees when they saw the wave, now could clearly see that Nagas were on the beach. All at once, they streamed back onto the sand. Sera tensed herself - were they preparing to attack them? To cry out for vengeance against the terrible monsters who had just consumed their friends?
 
    
 
   Instead, the gathering crowd bowed down onto the sand and began to cry out to the Nagas.
 
    
 
   “You’re not full, are you?” 
 
    
 
   “I rubbed myself with coconut oil! I’m delicious!”
 
    
 
   “I’m worthy! I’m worthy! I pray to you every night!”
 
    
 
   “Did you see my sand castle? Before you came and destroyed it, it was much better than Carmen’s!”
 
    
 
   Thanks to their colossal height, all that Mal, Ralune, Razeal, and Sera could hear was a cacophony of high-pitched buzzing.
 
    
 
   “Stop it, stop it!” Razeal roared, and the crowd fell silent. “You’re getting yourselves all sandy. Go swim in the water and clean yourself!” she commanded.
 
    
 
   For a moment, the crowd merely looked up at her, stunned into silence by receiving a message by their Goddesses. Then, they all ran towards the water, tripping over each other to obey the command. Once the crowd was more or less submerged, they returned to being still, the only motion among them being the slow push and pull of the tides.
 
    
 
   “Much better,” said Razeal, and she leaned down, her hand sliding into the water to grab another girl. The crowd pushed and shoved each other out of the way, desperate to latch onto one of Razeal’s huge fingers.
 
    
 
   Sera watched with fascination as their pushing and shoving slowly turned into squeezing and groping, just as it had when she, Ralune and Razeal had tried to escape from the temple. 
 
    
 
   The shallow water was quickly becoming the site of an orgy, the women rutting with desperate frenzy as they realized this could be their last chance to experience this kind of pleasure.
 
    
 
   Razeal grinned and playfully flicked at the water, creating splashes that revealed little glimpses of the women’s gyrating bodies. Then, she started grabbing them by the handful, and started swallowing them down.
 
    
 
   “Razeal, stop and think about this!” Sera said.
 
    
 
   “Yeah! At the rate you’re going, the sea will be bereft of girls in no time. There’ll be none left for us!” Ralune complained.
 
    
 
   “Come,” Mal said to Ralune and Sera. “This beach is just one way they hope to catch our attention. There are many more souls waiting for us ahead.”
 
    
 
   The three of them slithered onto the land, and soon they came across a large village. At the center, there appeared to be a long table, with rows of women sitting still.
 
    
 
   ~
 
    
 
   “Think this time we’ll actually get to eat the pies?” Sonya asked, looking dejectedly in front of her at the still-warm blueberry pie. “I’m so hungry,” she said, rubbing her big belly. 
 
    
 
   “I’m sure our patience will be rewarded eventually,” said her friend Trina, who despite her sweet tooth was slender and spindly.
 
    
 
   “Not eventually. Now! They’re here! They’ve really come!” Nisha, who had a classic hourglass figure, shouted as she pointed up towards the horizon.
 
    
 
   “That’s the signal! Begin!” said Trina, the three of them, along with the rest of the women at the table, leaned forwards. Their faces noshed away eagerly at the giant pies placed in front of them. They ate with wanton abandon, barely bothering to chew and certainly not stopping to wipe their faces clean.
 
    
 
   “Can you explain this one?” Ralune asked.
 
    
 
   “They’re trying to fill up on sweets, to show us how delicious they’ll be. And of course, they’re trying to gorge themselves to show how deliciously large and succulent-looking their bodies can become,” Mal explained.
 
    
 
   “Marvelous,” said Ralune, remembering how delicious she found Marigold yesterday. 
 
    
 
   “Ralune, you’re really going to let these girls gorge themselves silly, just so you’ll eat them?” Sera asked. “
 
    
 
   “I think there are worse ways to spend one’s last moments than binging on pie,” Mal replied, winking a little.
 
    
 
   Ralune squinted as she leaned down to observe the results of the contest. Many of the girls had slowed down or stopped eating altogether, their bodies clearly not used to this kind of consumption. Despite their fervent desire to attract the attention of the Nagas, their poor, overstuffed tummies were at their limits.
 
    
 
   “Sera, you’re right,” Ralune said. “It would be indecorous for me to let this spectacle go on without interfering.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you!” Sera said, feeling relieved. Finally, someone else was recognizing this insanity for what it was. “Let’s let them know we won’t be eating them, so they can stop this.”
 
    
 
   “That’s not...precisely my contingency plan,” Ralune replied. 
 
    
 
   “Fine, do what you think is right,” Sera said. “I’ve always trusted you.”
 
    
 
   “Stomach nearing maximum capacity? Feeling full?” Ralune shouted to the crowd. “Let me help you with that.” 
 
    
 
   She snapped her fingers, and a wave of magical blue mist descended on the women. Immediately, the fullness in their tummies evaporated. Trina, Nisha, and Sonya returned to their pies with gusto.
 
    
 
   Where was the food going, Sera asked silently. She didn’t have to wonder for long, as it clearly became obvious what was happening. Skinny Trina was ballooning at the table, her back widening, her shoulders growing rounder, and her stomach swelling into a pot belly. 
 
    
 
   Nisha’s hourglass became even more exaggerated, her breasts growing so large that they flopped out of her top and onto the table, where they became covered with crust crumbs and bits of blueberry. Sonya’s cheeks, already naturally round and inflated further from pie she was eating, grew larger still. Her already immense belly grew to beach-ball like proportions, and then beyond.
 
    
 
   The magic spell Ralune cast was causing all of the calories being consumed by the women to be converted directly into fat, instead of being digested, Sera realized. Ralune licked her lips as she watched the remaining pies start to vanish and the women in front of her swell up, like a baker might watch hot buns rising in the oven.
 
    
 
   Sonya finished her pie first, and Ralune grabbed her massive, distended body, needing two hands to pick her up. She could barely fit her lips around Sonya’s impossibly huge waist, though the salty-sweet flavor she was rewarded with made it all worth it. She could feel her throat strain as she gulped her down. The rest of the table cheered and resumed eating their pies, hoping that they might be next.
 
    
 
   “I can’t watch,” Sera said, turning her head away. In truth, Sera couldn’t watch because she found the spectacle a little too enticing. She knew if she lingered here, she’d quickly join in.
 
    
 
   “Perhaps the contests aren’t for you,” said Mal. “But there’s always other ways of finding food on this island. It’s everywhere you look.” 
 
    
 
   Sera turned her head back and saw Razeal on the beach, pulling women from the water. She turned again, and saw giant statues of Nagas adoring the town buildings. She turned yet again, and saw Ralune eating the rest of the contest winners two at a time, eagerly squeezing their newly-ripened bodies with her hands before she scarfed them down. Everywhere she looked, what remained of her morality was under assault by temptation.
 
    
 
   Sera felt dizzy from the turning, and felt faint from the stress. She collapsed, her head smashing against a large temple near the center of town, and fell into unconsciousness.
 
    
 
   After they’d recovered from the shock of a giant monster smashing through the temple, the attendees were naturally curious about seeing one of their sacred Goddesses in the flesh. 
 
    
 
   The women cautiously crept forwards, a few of them pulling themselves up onto Sera’s face by climbing up her blonde hair. Others scaled her chest and then slid down her sloping breast like kids at a playground. A few traversed her flat stomach, and one girl had her leg fall into Sera’s bellybutton.
 
    
 
   When she woke up, Sera saw dozens of leering faces inches away from her. “So smooth,” they cooed. “So beautiful.” When they saw her eyelids flutter open, they started shouting excitedly. “She awakens! The Goddess awakens!”
 
    
 
   “I’ve got to get you out of here,” Sera murmured. “This place just isn’t safe.”
 
    
 
   “Let’s hope not,” said the girl closest to her eyes. She could see her reflection as she stared down into Sera’s massive pupils. 
 
    
 
   “Why would you want us to leave? I don’t want to go anywhere but inside your belly,” said another who, who started bouncing her butt against Sera’s lips like a trampoline, while using her arms to try to try Sera’s lips open.
 
    
 
   “Oh, what the hell,” Sera thought, her resolve collapsing. “Go ahead, embrace your desires. I will, too. I’ll eat you all up.”
 
    
 
   Sera opened mouth to passively receive the worshippers, who made their way towards her mouth frantically.
 
    
 
   Nobody wanted to be second in line, so whenever they saw another woman coming, they pushed her off of Sera’s body and onto the floor. One woman tried to slide her way into Sera’s mouth, but Sera felt another woman yank her back out. 
 
    
 
   She felt women wrestling for position in line on top of her breasts, with one woman smashing another’s head against Sera’s hardening nipple.
 
    
 
   “Enough!” Sera shouted, with frustration. She was hungry, horny, and she wasn’t going to let these petty rivalries get in the way of enjoying a full belly. Her forked tongue snaked out and grabbed the woman nearest to her mouth, wrapping around her ankle like a rope. She reeled her in, and then swallowed. 
 
    
 
   The satisfaction she felt was indescribable. Sera glanced around and grabbed as many others as she could, stuffing them into her mouth two at a time. She could feel them squirming against each other all the way down her throat. 
 
    
 
   Sera continued until she’d eaten them all, dozens of women, too many to count. Her huge stomach was comically ballooned outwards, stretched far beyond the limits of what a human body could do. 
 
    
 
   The large, vertical crease on the front of her tummy highlighted just how tightly stretched her skin was, and the size of her belly bulge was larger than the rest of the flesh on her torso combined. Sera stared at the giant thing, mentally comparing it to how she might have looked had she eaten a thousand thanksgiving dinners or been pregnant with a hundred babies at once.
 
    
 
   “Look at you,” Mal said, as she slithered into view and gazed down at the fallen, stuffed Sera. “I’m so proud.”
 
    
 
   “So you finally did it, eh?” Razeal asked, as she joined them.
 
    
 
    “I assume you’ve finally conquered your moralistic concerns,” said Ralune. All three of them had big belly bulges, but none was as large as Sera’s. 
 
    
 
   “Actually...yes,” Sera said. “Ralune, Razeal, we’ve had the time of our lives. And so have our prey.”
 
    
 
   “Well said, my dear,” Mal said, leaning down and giving her a kiss on the cheek. “Well said.”
 
    
 
   ~~~
 
    
 
   THE END
 
    
 
   Thanks for reading this story! You can check out my website to hear more about my writing and learn more about my upcoming stories and other projects.
 
    
 
   Also consider checking out more of my stories, including…
 
    
 
   Going Bananas (Ape Transformation)
 
   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?"
 
    
 
   PunkerBell (Punk Transformation, Lesbian)
 
   Marion Falls is a conservative small town, where everyone is the same - at least, until PunkerBell grants the wish of a frustrated teenager named Cynthia, who just wanted to have a smoke without her mom nagging her. Cynthia wakes up as a goth punk, her body, her wardrobe, and her personality completely changed. And whenever Cynthia smokes, those around her begin to change, too... 
 
    
 
   The Transformation Mall (Various Changes)
 
   The first ever crowdfunded transformation ebook, The Transformation Mall contains 11 vignettes and short stories, brimming with all manner of transformations as fantasy meets reality. Visit a fattening sandwich shop, a gym with a "Role Reversal" special, a clothing store with a gender-swap surprise, a comic book store that turns cheerleaders into nerds, and much, much more.
 
    
 
   Destiny of the Huntress (Werewolf Romance)
 
   The Elves of Talvion are in the grips of a deadly conflict with the werewolves of the woods. But the elves have a secret weapon - Elanai, the master huntress, who can slay wolves with ease. Things quickly change when an orphaned wolf pup has the potential to melt Elanai's heart. Becoming the adopted mother to a werewolf boy has its challenges, and Elanai will soon learn that her destiny is to find lust and love in the most unlikely of circumstances. 
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