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EXCERPT

		
		The more she watched, the more she found herself focusing on Drew’s cock. She’d never seen it before, much less seen it fully-erect. She never knew how big he was, how he trimmed his pubic hair so exactly, allowing so much of his shaft to be seen. And she definitely never knew he wasn’t circumcised.

		
		The sight lit a fire within her, stimulating a now-familiar sensation all over her body. She felt flushed as her heartbeat accelerated, and she could feel a gathering moisture collect between her thighs. She took a bite of her cake, but her free hand was now sliding down the front of her stomach toward her panties. As she did, her tongue slipped inside of the cake, probing inside, gathering a gob of whipped cream on its tip. As the white morsel tumbled through her soaking mouth, permeating the cream with a wash of fresh, hot saliva, her middle finger dipped beneath the vertex of her v-cut panties, pulling apart the tangled pink pubic hair made heavy by the trapped moisture within.
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STORY

		
		It was August 23rd and Drew Johnson was pissed.

		
		The day began with so much promise. Drew’s roommate was working a double-shift across town, so at last the whole day was free to clean his apartment. He was making great progress until the mail came. Once it did, everything became that much more difficult.

		
		It was a task that didn’t need any more challenges. Three weeks into a one-year lease, Drew realized too late that Kendall Smith was the messiest guy he’d ever known. Sure, his roommate had a steady job and was never late with his share of the rent, but Kendall seemed determined to give him several full-time jobs in return. Once Kendall moved in, Drew’s white carpet was always covered in piles of pizza boxes and discarded clothes. His hand-scrubbed sink laid the foundation for a tower of dishes surrounded by a moat of stagnant green dishwater. And his vacuumed couch in the living room picked up more three-inch stains on its blue cushions with each passing night, as if afflicted by some mysterious overnight flu.

		
		All the while, Drew never saw Kendall do much of anything outside of work - he’d dropped out of college before they first met.

		
		Before the two crossed paths, Drew took great pride in maintaining his own apartment. It was a step up from his stepfather’s two-bedroom house in San Diego with eight cats and one litterbox. But it was the most brutal of ironies that an economics major would overlook the constantly-rising rent prices in Los Angeles. So desperate was Drew to keep his apartment that he took on Kendall simply because he was the first roommate who responded to his flyers.
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		Sometime after dark, with a final slam of the dumpster lid outside the two-story complex, Drew finally completed his work. His outfit thick with sweat from the exertions on the late-summer day, he retired to take a shower in his now-sparkling bathroom, locking the door behind him as he turned on the water.

		
		Inside, Drew pulled off his high school cross-country uniform, taking care not to pull the worn fabric too hard. The grey tank top came off first, sliding effortlessly up his lanky, hairless torso and over his head, revealing the lean musculature beneath. As he placed the tank top carefully into an empty hamper, the toxic scent of sweat, stale food, and six different cleaners whisked off his lightly-tanned flesh and burned his nostrils. He hurried a little more in hooking his thumbs under the waistband of his black spandex shorts and twisted out of them. He wasn’t wearing any underwear. As he removed his shorts, his flaccid five-inch cock slapped against the inner thigh on his right leg, then dangled from the freshly-shorn stubble of his trimmed pubic hair. By then, the water was just right. He pulled the brand-new shower curtain back and stepped inside.

		
		As the tepid water raced down his body, Drew retrieved his bar of pure white soap and set his mind to task on the night’s next activity. Tonight, he decided, would be Kendall’s intervention. He was in the mood to tell someone off, and Kendall was the perfect target.

		
		Drew stepped his legs apart and began tracing the bar of soap in figure-eights all over his body. As the lather increased, he breathed deeply, replaying the plan in his mind. In another hour, Kendall would be back from work, and he would be shocked to see how clean the place had become. What would follow would be a do-over of Drew’s disorganized “orientation meeting” months before. This time, he would show Kendall how much easier it was to navigate the narrow hallways without any garbage in the way, and that, yes, the dishwasher worked, so there was no need to leave anything in the sink.

		
		Then, at last, would come the climax - the chance to tell him that all of this could stay this nice if he just helped him with the chores every week. In that perfect moment, Kendall would see the error of his ways and everything would be as it should. The thought made Drew’s cock tingle, so he shook his head and thought of his upcoming midterms to keep from getting hard.

		
		By the time this rehearsal was complete, the last of the soap had slipped from Drew’s body. With a pop of his fist, he shut off the water.

		
		Using a fresh towel, he dried himself in small, rapid circles, then lifted a pale arm to his nose, taking a deep breath of the calming scent his soap left behind. Stepping onto the fluffy cloth bath mat, he crouched down to mop up the water from the glistening linoleum floor, then hung the towel on a nearby rack. Satisfied, he unfurled his red cotton pajama bottoms from the rack near the sink and slid them up his legs, tying the string loosely around his waist. He thought about putting on the top, but the heat of that day made him change his mind. Instead, he opened the door and stepped into his waiting slippers, feeling the warm air sweep around his proud chest. Standing in the short hallway that linked the living room with the bedrooms, he drew a deep breath and forced a smile. At last, he had some time to relax before Kendall came home.

		That’s when the earthquake hit.

		
		It wasn’t a large quake - not like when Northridge shook him out of bed back in grade school - but in those eight seconds, he could only watch in horror as the tremor threatened to undo his work. In the living room, alphabetized books and DVDs rocked perilously close to the edges of bookshelves. In the hallway, framed pictures swayed on their tiny nails, ready to twist free of their wires. In the kitchen, dishes banged against closed cupboard doors, knocking their way toward calamity. They remained only threats, that is, until the shaking stopped, when a glass vase of artificial daffodils tipped sideways on the kitchen counter, rolled in a shallow curve, then fell and smashed to pieces on the floor.

		
		Drew sighed.

		
		He walked back into the kitchen and retrieved his still-wet latex gloves, stretching their yellow lengths over his hands as he walked to the scene. The vase had not so much shattered, but, rather, dissolved into the carpet into countless tiny fragments. He stepped back and retrieved the vacuum cleaner, hooking up the power and pulling the attachment tube before he flicked the switch. He decided right then that the flowers were too much of a nuisance anyway and tossed them in the garbage, letting the vacuum gobble up the rest in noisy snaps and pops. Drew got to his knees, looking closer at the spot, trying to find the piece that would go through his foot and make his day complete.

		
		The old vacuum made so much noise in the tiny apartment that he didn’t even hear the front door open and close, nor sense the presence of the person who walked by - that is, until he heard the sound of one of the kitchen cabinets slamming shut behind him. He shut off the vacuum cleaner and heard the sound of crinkling cellophane. It was Kendall’s calling card.

		
		“Hey, man,” said Drew.

		
		“Hey,” said the visitor, the voice muffled by what was no doubt a snack cake.

		
		The cellophane crinkled again as it was tossed on the floor just behind him. Drew sighed once more. So much for the intervention, he thought. He got back to his feet and turned toward the kitchen.

		
		“Glad you got through that earthqua—”

		
		Drew stopped in mid-speech. It wasn’t Kendall. Instead, there stood a woman about his roommate’s height - a voluptuous one with an hourglass figure. Standing proudly while facing Drew’s right, the woman had a body whose curves were held tightly beneath a thin dark purple robe held fast by one over-burdened pendant between her massive breasts. The robe pulled backward into a tail just past her buttocks, revealing a v-cut pair of purple panties and, below them, the tops of pink stockings held fast by garters above two knee-high pink-and-purple boots. Drew gulped, becoming increasingly aware of how good his pajama bottoms felt against his tingling crotch.

		
		As Drew continued to stare, the strange woman remained focused on the task of opening another chocolate cupcake from its cellophane wrapper, whisking some of her long pink hair aside as her narrow fingers tore at the packaging. Her body language betrayed her frustration. She looked flustered by her hair, flicking it back so hard with a gloved hand that her left breast threatened to pop out of her robe.

		
		At last, the package opened, and she jammed the cake in her mouth, gobbling it in two bites and licking her fingers. She tossed the wrapping over her shoulder and turned toward Drew, smacking her cake-covered lips. She stopped and shrugged, revealing more of her toned midriff, where a small penis-shaped jewel shook from its post pierced through her exposed navel.

		
		“Mwhrat?” she said between chews.

		
		Drew blinked. The woman glanced back down and gulped down the last of the cake, wiping her lips with the back of her gloved right hand. She then perked up and smiled. She spoke in a voice that was sensual and warm, but her words were anything but.

		
		“Dude,” she said, “you’d never believe what happened today.”

		
		Drew blinked. “Do I—Who the hell are you?” he asked.

		
		“Actually, one sec, man,” she said, “I’ve gotta have another of these.”

		
		Drew jumped when he sensed someone behind him, then felt something wet against the back of his neck. Certain that it was Kendall pulling a prank, he turned around, but no one was there. Confused, he brought his hand to the spot, feeling a small amount of dampness on his fingertips, but saw only a small amount of clear spit-like fluid stick a trail between his digits. He lifted his fingers to his face and sniffed them slightly, crinkling his nose at the strong musky scent they now carried.

		
		When he turned around, he was face-to-face with the tip of a floating purple dildo, its fat tip aimed at his face. Its entire four-inch shape glistened with more of the musky lube.

		
		“The fuck!” yelled Drew, stumbling backward as he braced himself against a nearby chair.

		
		The woman laughed.

		
		“Now, hold on there, Richard,” said the woman, her next cake in hand. “Be nice to him; he’s all right.”

		
		“My name’s Drew,” he said sternly, trying to look around the dildo, but finding it was following his every move, blocking his vision. “Who the hell are you? The fuck is this?!”

		
		“Richard’s his name, dude,” said the woman, gesturing toward the dildo. “I know who you are, come on!”

		
		“Kendall?” asked Drew.

		
		“You know what? I don’t know who I am right now. Call me—Vivian. Yeah, Vivian. That’s the shit.”

		
		Drew didn’t take time to dissect the woman’s strange answer. He was too irritated with the dildo known as Richard. He tried to shoo Richard away with his hand, hoping it would move before he had to touch its greasy length.

		
		“Hey—Vivian,” said Drew, “Can you do something about - Richard, here?”

		
		His palm touched the dildo for just a second when it jumped back on its own, then turned and pointed back at the woman, getting her attention by poking the side of her left breast through the robe. Vivian raised her eyebrows and Richard gestured back at Drew, rocking up and to its right like a fishing rod reeling in its catch.

		
		“Wait, so you’re saying we need him to change, too?” Vivian asked Richard. “Well, look, give me a second and I’ll ask him.”

		
		As Vivian turned back toward the cupboard, Richard turned quickly back to Drew. The tiny oscillations of Richard’s hovering ceased. Drew, sensing danger, raised his hands.

		
		“Whoa, whoa, whoa, what is he doing? Lady? Vivian?”

		
		All at once, the dildo dove out of Drew’s view. Drew twitched as he felt more goo flick off its length and onto his bare stomach. The dildo then grazed past his right thigh, leaving a dark mark on his pajama bottoms as the loosened knot came undone. As Drew felt his pajamas begin slide down his legs, he snapped downward and grabbed them just above his knees, hoping Vivian was too preoccupied with her snacks to see the exposed length of his stiffening cock. Covering himself with his hands, Drew began to stand back up, pulling up his pajama bottoms over his lap. But as his parted buttocks squeezed back together, he felt something hard between each cheek. He also felt his the back of his pajamas being held down by someone - or something.

		
		Drew reached back, but it was too late. Richard’s hard, moistened purple shape slipped deeper and pushed against his tight, freshly-wiped asshole, stretching it larger around its glutted tip. His whole body shivered as he fought to keep his hole from stretching, causing a stabbing pain to radiate through his loins. By the time Drew grabbed onto Richard’s hardened rubber balls, the lubricant did its job. In a single thrust, his asshole ripped open and the dildo jammed itself all the way inside.

		
		A searing burning sensation now filled Drew’s aching ass, and he choked back a yell as he grabbed onto the front edge of the kitchen counter with his left hand. His trembling right hand, still holding onto his pajamas, lost hold and the outfit fell down around his ankles. Now naked and violated, a yell finally burst forth from Drew’s mouth. Richard pulled back only half its length, then rammed inside of him again. Drew’s cock throbbed to the thrust, fattening and elongating into the final phase of his undeniable erection. Drew was terrified - he’d never had something inside him before - but his rigid cock throbbed once more, masking some of the alien pain with familiar pleasure.

		
		Vivian, having just unwrapped her third cake, walked slowly out of the kitchen to investigate what was happening. Standing a few feet away when she saw Drew was naked, she flinched, covering her disgusted face, but her curiosity proved too strong. Hearing him make strange noises as Richard continued its slow thrusts, she stood there transfixed by the strange sight. She knew she should have been horrified, but she wasn’t. She didn’t know what she was feeling. She just stood there, cake in hand, and watched Richard fuck the student in the ass.

		
		The more she watched, the more she found herself focusing on Drew’s cock. She’d never seen it before, much less seen it fully-erect. She never knew how big he was, how he trimmed his pubic hair so exactly, allowing so much of his shaft to be seen. And she definitely never knew he wasn’t circumcised.

		
		The sight lit a fire within her, stimulating a now-familiar sensation all over her body. She felt flushed as her heartbeat accelerated, and she could feel a gathering moisture collect between her thighs. She took a bite of her cake, but her free hand was now sliding down the front of her stomach toward her panties. As she did, her tongue slipped inside of the cake, probing inside, gathering a gob of whipped cream on its tip. As the white morsel tumbled through her soaking mouth, permeating the cream with a wash of fresh, hot saliva, her middle finger dipped beneath the vertex of her v-cut panties, pulling apart the tangled pink pubic hair made heavy by the trapped moisture within.

		
		Knowing what would happen next, her cheeks flushed with anticipation, she shoved the rest of her hand inside her panties, squishing two fingers deep inside her throbbing cunt. She moaned, shoving the rest of the cake in her open mouth, letting two fingers in there as well. She then withdrew them slowly from between her pouting lips, sucking them dry of crumbs and cream. As the fingers popped free, her other fingers also slid back. She moaned even louder, her whole body rocking forward as the pleasure took hold. She fell to her knees, stirring her moist snatch with one hand while unhooking her robe’s pendant with the other.

		
		Drew yelled louder as well, his cleaned body once again consumed by the stench of sweat. But even through his tear-filled eyes, Vivian’s pleasuring did not go unnoticed. His pupils widened as Vivian’s unhooked robe parted, revealing the soft inner curves of her massive, tanned breasts. More and more of their shapes were revealed as the garment slid off of her shoulders until, at last, her two massive shapes fell into view, their nipples rock-hard from their giant areolae. As Vivian’s hand continued to stretch the crotch of her panties, revealing the first few strands of her pink pubic hair, she grabbed her right nipple and tugged it hard between her thumb and forefinger.

		
		It was too much. At that moment, Drew yanked off his yellow gloves with his teeth and slid his right hand to his crotch, wrapping it around his throbbing cock. As Richard picked up speed, Drew began vigorously rubbing his stiffened shaft, tugging back his rumpled foreskin on every stroke.

		
		Vivian’s mouth watered as she saw the student touch himself, seeing a dribble of glistening pre bubble from the pulsing tip. With breast and crotch in hand, she licked her lips, panting deeply, stirring her pussy harder and harder until her panties were now halfway down her thighs, her dripping sex covered only by the back of her gloved hand. As Drew’s hand picked up some of his pre and smeared it all over his pounding rod, a new urge quickly took hold.

		
		She had to have it. She had to taste it and make it hers.

		
		Vivian got down on all fours and scrambled over until she was sitting on her knees in front of Drew. She grabbed his hand in mid-stroke and pulled it free of his shaft, letting it twitch upward to the breaths from her panting mouth. Still holding his wrist, she reached out and grabbed it, feeling the fresh juice on her fingertips squish around his piping-hot rod. Feeling it throb inside her grip, she could now taste his powerful musk on her tongue. She brought her mouth closer still, opening her jaws as wide as she could, feeling a trail of spit ooze out over her lower lip.

		
		At the moment the bottom of his tip touched her tongue, she could wait no longer. She released his cock and shoved her face forward until her nose grazed through his pubic stubble and the tip bounced against the back of her throat. Her gag reflex was triggered immediately, so she swallowed as her lips closed around the base of his shaft, and Drew moaned loudly as he felt her throat wrap around him. He clapped his hands against the back of her head.

		
		In that moment, Vivian’s dormant instincts took control. Her tongue danced around the base of his pulsing shaft as she breathed rapidly through her nose, tasting the wondrous saltiness of his pre and the hint of fresh soap that was now almost completely overcome by the rich scent of his sex. She pulled her head back and found herself tracing her tongue around the inside of his foreskin, savoring the strange flavors trapped within. Her hands reached up to cradle his balls, then as she shunted forward once more, her hands slid up his lower body and squeezed handfuls of his ass. When she did, she could feel Drew’s hands tremble against her hair. She knew he liked it, so she did it again - harder.

		
		What she was doing felt so strange, but so natural as well, and it became easy for her to embrace it. She loved the sensation of her mouth being filled with live cock. Without a second thought, she rammed her face back down over his shaft, letting his balls slap against her chin as she sucked him off. Her left hand still grabbing Drew’s ass, her right slipped back between her legs, yanking the crotch of her soaked panties aside so her middle finger could root deep within her exposed, moistened folds.

		
		From there, Richard and Vivian worked together, thrusting simultaneously as the dildo shoved Drew’s cock down Vivian’s throat. As she did, Drew’s mind was hazy with the combined pleasure and pain, and though he tried to make sense of it all, he felt completely helpless in his own body. His hands liked the feeling of Vivian’s soft hair, and now his sweaty fingers were digging troughs through her mane as she pleasured him with her soaking mouth. His own knees were wobbling, but whenever he lost his balance, Vivian’s body was there to hold him upright.

		
		Drew still didn’t like Richard, but he was getting used to it. The more it fucked him, the more he felt a curious pressure grow within his loins, tightening his ass and tugging at his balls with greater intensity. It was a violent, dangerous sensation that made him feel like he was about to burst instead of cum. Not knowing what to do, he stepped his legs out wider and craned his upper body upward, which had the unintended effect of cramming his buttocks together around Richard. The dildo responded by pumping faster and harder still until the strokes were barely indistinguishable from one another, Drew’s mind too overwhelmed to register each cycle.

		
		But when Richard’s rhythm became erratic, Drew felt his cock buck hard up against the roof of Vivian’s mouth. When Vivian’s fingers dug deeper into his fleshy ass, the pressure within him spiked, and the moment was at hand. For a split-second, there was euphoria, and his memory summoned the image of him watching Kendall masturbate in his room last month. But before he could shoo the image away, the orgasm shattered it to pieces.

		
		Drew felt another hard tug at his balls as he pumped his first gob of cum deep inside Vivian’s mouth. Richard responded in kind as it throbbed, releasing goo of its own within his gaping ass. As Vivian discovered the taste of his cum, she shoved two fingers even deeper inside her gushing pussy and let her tongue dance in the milky fluid that filled her mouth. She swallowed in earnest, grabbing his cock with her throat once more before the next burst followed. This time, Richard came harder than Drew, and the pressure within his body continued to rise. Vivian swallowed just the same and she squirted, splashing three throbs of hot juice into a puddle on the carpet below.

		
		The more Richard squirted inside Drew’s ass, the more Vivian noticed his cum turn from salty to sweet, almost like a sour candy. As a thought entered her mind, she popped his member from her mouth and was shocked by what she saw. Drew’s cum was now neon green and was spurting out in greater and greater volumes from his tip. As it came out, however, the goo didn’t squirt out into her face, but instead washed back over Drew’s long cock, spreading back down his length and coating his shaft in a developing spiral.

		
		Drew could feel his whole body swelling as Richard pumped more and more fluid inside of him. The more it filled him, the more Drew’s body took on a strange green glow. His skin was suddenly so sensitive that the goo spreading over his cock made him wince as it spread over his lap and outward in all directions. He tried to squeeze his ass against the pumping Richard, but the dildo refused to budge. Instead, it pumped three more hard strokes, making him ache all over as glowing green freckles appeared all over his glowing body, each growing larger in size and dimension until they, too, unleashed tiny trails of green goo that coalesced with the material spreading from the base of his cock. Only then did Richard withdraw on his own, leaving a trail of excrement and green goo oozing from Drew’s ass.

		
		Woozy, Drew grit his teeth and stumbled away from Vivian, his erect green cock wagging between his legs. The spreading green stuff consumed him quickly, swirling and wrapping him in a thick blanket of mucus-like substance that grew heavier by the second. As the resulting cocoon began to hide his body from view within an expanding tube, the top-heavy Drew tripped over his pajama bottoms and fell backward onto his couch, kicking the bottoms from his ankles as he fell hard on his ass. In that instant, even more goo seemed to explode from every pore on his body, splattering in all directions like a fountain before forming yet another coat, finally covering his face and denying him his screams.

		
		Inside, Drew was consumed by the strange sweet, yet sour green nectar. He saw nothing but darkness, but his body felt like it was being licked by a hundred hungry tongues, every inch of his skin bathed in undulating goo. With each lick, he could feel his body change. He could sense it smoothing out the contours of his torso like a potter’s hands, his nipples growing larger and harder beneath the breasts that formed beneath them. His hips widened gradually, curving outward and inward to complement his smoothing thighs and growing ass. His face, coated in slime, seemed to melt and re-shape itself into a new form, and as his musculature twisted into its new shape, his hair felt longer, curling up against his shoulders. He then felt slightly smaller, save for one part of him that twitched hard against the top of his hardening prison. But the more it pushed, the more he felt nothing more than a slight pressure against his loins.

		
		Outside, Vivian watched as the cocoon stopped moving, followed by a loud hollow thump halfway down its length. A small dent formed at the spot, growing larger and larger until, in a burst of fragments, a thick green dildo shot out of the cocoon and hovered vertically three inches in the air.

		
		Suddenly cognizant of its own existence, the levitating dildo aimed downward and poked at the top of the cocoon, then slid slowly down its length. As it moved, the cocoon unzipped down an invisible boundary, peeling apart and then sublimating into dust, revealing the sweaty body of a young woman inside. Drew’s new nymph-like form was lean and smooth, short lime-green hair resting against her awakening face. As the dildo moved lower, Drew stirred and sat up, causing her hand-sized breasts to shake to a quick stop. Only when the last of the cocoon disappeared could Vivian see her lap, where a patch of bright green pubes shaved into a lightning-bolt pointed to her blushing slit. Seeing Vivian there, Drew clapped her hands over her chest and lap and stared back at her accusingly.

		
		That’s when she heard a deep, but gentle voice.

		
		“Allow me, my lady,” it said.

		
		Drew looked up and saw her red pajama bottoms float in her direction, the legs dangling from a point just beneath the waist. As they neared, they slipped and fell into a pile in front of her knees. Where they once hovered, the bright green un-circumcised dildo aimed back at her, hovering in slow, barely noticeable oscillations. Drew heard more words come from her former manhood.

		
		“My name is Rodney, my lady. And I thank you for freeing me. For your kindness, I shall live only to serve you. I shall start by giving you an outfit befitting of such a sleek and beautiful creature—”

		
		Drew blinked, then saw her pajama bottoms whisk up in front of her body, surrounded by a bright green aura. As Drew held up her hands in defense, the garment then came apart at the seams, forking into more than a dozen ribbons of varying lengths that whisked around Drew’s new body. The first ribbon wrapped around her chest in broad ovals, stretching red fabric over her shoulders and breasts. The ribbons yanked themselves taut, then cinched down and melted together to form a tight-fitting sports bra. The next ribbon dipped down between her legs and came up the other side, tangling with two other ribbons and creating a pair of boyshorts made of matching red spandex. Two more ribbons threaded between her fingers and grabbed her wrists, creating fingerless workout gloves. Another four ribbons tugged green knee-high socks up her legs, each terminating with a bright red low-top tennis shoe with a green sole. As another ribbon encircled her neck, shrinking down to form a narrow red rubber choker, a tiny green jewel dangled down and tapped against the base of her neck. Just like Vivian’s, the jewel was shaped like a cock.

		
		Drew looked over herself, then back at the half-naked Vivian standing by her feet. She was eating yet another snack cake now, her purple dildo bobbing up and down at her side. She offered some of the cake to the dildo, but it only shook back and forth.

		
		“Kendall,” said Drew, slapping her gloved hands over her mouth when a new feminine voice uttered the name. Vivian perked up. “You’re not Vivian, you’re Kendall! Oh my god, what the hell’s happening to us?!”

		
		“My lady, there’s no need to feel that way—” interrupted Rodney. The green dildo started to move toward Drew, but Kendall blocked its path, brushing it aside with a sticky hand. She lifted her robe back over her shoulders and fastened the pendant, but the breasts came apart again as she sat down next to Drew.

		
		“Hey, buddy, don’t worry about it,” said Kendall in her uncharacteristically sexy voice. “Dude, I was trying to tell you this happened to me at work tonight.”

		
		“How—the fuck?” interrupted Drew, her hands on either side of her head.

		
		“Well, I—”

		
		“Never mind, never mind, it doesn’t matter. You know, I’ve got enough to deal with as-is, I didn’t need to turn into a girl on top of everything else.”

		
		“Well—”

		“And you sucked me off, oh fuck me!”

		
		“Hey, I didn’t hear you complaining! And, come on, look on the bright side, we’re both hot!”

		
		“How are you not bothered by this?”

		
		“Man, why are you always so up tight?”

		
		“Me? Why am I—? Goddammit, Kendall, you’re a fucking pig. I spent this whole day cleaning up this place - cleaning up your shit - and not only do you mess it up again, you do this to me.”

		
		“Hey, that wasn’t me, that was Richard. He said—”

		
		“You listen to your cock, but you don’t listen to me, you see, that’s what I’m fucking talking about!”

		
		“Look, your cock’s talking to you too, isn’t it?”

		
		“That’s not the point.”

		
		“No, it is! Look, you can complain all you want, or you can just go with it. This is awesome, man! Do you really want to be a boring asshole or—”

		

	

“An asshole?! Boring?”

		
		“—or, do you want to be a hot chick with powers?”

		
		Drew stared at Kendall.

		
		“—Wait,” said Drew, “what powers?”

		
		“You know, cool shit!” said Kendall. “How do you think I got here without my car? Richard helped me teleport. And I can do this, too.”

		
		Kendall snapped his fingers and Drew’s bra yanked upward, turning inside-out over her mouth. As Drew fumbled to pull it back down, Kendall couldn’t resist cupping Drew’s small breasts, juggling them up and down.

		
		“Very funny,” said Drew flatly, smacking Kendall’s hands away. Drew snapped her fingers, but she was visibly disappointed when nothing happened.

		
		While the two continued to talk, Richard and Rodney moved closer and hovered next to each other a few feet away. Both were now glowing brightly, so much so that the roommates couldn’t help but look at them. They watched as tendrils whipped out from behind each dildo. Some of these strands raced upward while others moved down, each branching outward into a pattern that resembled a circulatory system. By the time the tendrils reached six feet high, they fattened and coalesced, merging, blending, and expanding into two nearly-identical human forms, one purple, one green. The dildos were now their cocks, which now throbbed hard between their muscular legs. They stood as two hairless muscle-bound men, each staring down at the roommates from their white, emotionless eyes.

		
		Then they both got to their knees and lowered their bald heads. They spoke, and this time Kendall and Drew could hear them both.

		
		“My ladies,” said Richard, “it is time for us to leave.” They then extended their hands and got to their feet. “Please come with us.”

		
		Drew looked back up at Kendall, terrified.

		
		“Oh yeah!” said Kendall, “Yeah, we need to go to this place, too.”

		
		“What place?!”

		
		“You know—Oh, I guess you don’t know—This place! Richard said it was awesome. I think the chick I saw at work wanted me to meet her there or something. We better go with them.”

		
		Kendall took Richard’s purple hand and the got to her feet. She followed his lead back down the hallway. As she passed by, Rodney cleared his throat. Drew looked back at him and saw his hand was extended as well, his un-circumcised green cock pulsing a few inches behind. As the reality of the situation dawned on her, Drew then heard a rustling of garbage behind her. Alarmed, Drew got to her feet and scrambled down the hallway, leaving Rodney behind.

		
		She stopped when she saw Richard trying to push open Kendall’s bedroom door. Kendall was supervising, standing there with her hands on her wide hips.

		
		“No, you’ve gotta put your shoulder into it,” said Kendall, gesturing with a slide up her arm. “That’s what I always do.”

		
		Richard obliged and the door popped open, causing a pile of clothes and balled-up tissues to tumble into the entryway. The two laughed and Richard kissed Kendall on the lips, guiding the robe off her shoulders as they walked inside. Richard kicked the door shut with a purple foot, but the debris on the floor kept it half-open. Drew walked over and looked through the gap. She saw Richard’s backside, his tight purple ass groped by Kendall’s right hand as she tugged off her panties with her left. When Richard stooped down to sweep another pile of clothes aside, revealing the bare mattress beneath, Kendall brought her hands around the back of Richard’s neck. Drew then felt two hands sliding up her sides.

		
		Drew jumped and saw Rodney was standing behind her, his glowing green form more than a head taller than hers.

		
		“It’s okay, my lady,” said Rodney, sliding his right hand over the front of her sports bra as the left traced down over the crotch of her shorts. Drew trembled to his hands roamed over her body. She felt flushed, and her loins tingled as she became moist for the first time. She breathed deeply and moaned as his finger found the cleft between her tight pussy lips, causing her hips to back up against his throbbing green cock. This time, she shivered at the sensation of his cock poking her ass, and Rodney caught her before she could fall, kissing her gently on the neck. She then heard the door to her own bedroom open and saw Rodney’s right hand on the knob. “Here, let’s begin.”

		
		Drew walked into her bedroom and turned on the lights, watching Rodney close the door gently behind him. As she watched his powerful body turn toward her, she started rubbing her middle finger against her slit, curious about the building sensations Rodney triggered in her. Her face blushed brighter still when she saw his cock twitching right at her, as if trying to leap off his body and knock her to the floor. It was strange - he reminded him so much of someone she knew, and of a moment she had tried to forget all afternoon. She looked into his white eyes, swallowed, and took a breath.

		
		“Do you really think I’m good enough?” asked Drew.

		
		Rodney looked confused. “What do you mean, my lady?”

		
		“Do you really want me?” said Drew, her voice cracking a little. “Or are you just doing this because someone made you?” She looked away for a moment, but when she saw the balled-up letter in her garbage can, she looked back up at him to keep the memory from coming back.

		
		“My lady, of course I want you,” said Drew, opening his green hands over his lap. “And this is all for you.”

		
		She wiped her nose with the back of her arm. When she heard muffled moans and squeaks from Kendall’s room, she felt even wetter. It felt nice to be wanted this way. She wanted to hear him say it again.

		
		“Is that why you gave me this outfit?” asked Drew.

		
		Rodney walked up to her and placed his big green hands on her shoulders. She felt herself leaning into him.

		
		“Of course, my lady. Don’t forget, I’ve been between your legs for all of your life. And I loved the way we felt in your uniform.” He leaned in and kissed her on the forehead, cradling her chin in his hand.

		
		“We?” asked Drew, looking up into his green face.

		
		“You’re on my team, Drew,” said Rodney. “That’s all that matters.”

		
		A tear welled-up in Drew’s eye, and Rodney made his move. He stooped down and kissed her hard on the lips, feeling her draw a deep breath as their faces collided. Tasting his breath for the first time, Drew’s heart beat faster than ever, the anticipation compromising her balance. His right hand grabbed her right asscheek and she fell backwards onto her freshly-made bed, the covers still warm from the dryer. As Drew sat on the edge of the bed, Rodney got to his knees and pulled down her boyshorts, causing a warm draft to rush against her swollen sex dripping with fresh juice.

		
		As he carefully stepped her feet out of the shorts, Rodney licked his lips and pressed his warm green face between her thighs, letting his tongue slip deep inside her as his hands roamed her thighs. Drew gasped, feeling his chiseled cheeks against her loins, stepping her hands behind her to grab fist-fulls of blankets as he licked her. She moaned, raising her head to the ceiling, feeling her green hair swish against the back of her neck. Rodney’s head popped up for a moment.

		
		“Oh, my lady! You taste so wonderful! For years, I’ve always wanted to make love to you, my sexy speed demon!”

		
		Drew only panted deeper. She grabbed his head with both hands and guided him upward, letting his face fall against hers in another kiss. As she tasted herself on his breath, she hiked up her sports bra and tossed it aside, letting his powerful body mash against her small breasts and tender flesh. Rodney then took control and slid them around until she was lying across the bed and he was on his knees. He raised his head, looking down at the nymph with the lightning-bolt pubes, and grabbed her thighs, pulling her into his lap. Moaning loudly as the thumping next door became louder, Drew grabbed his cock and shoved it into her pussy. Rodney grunted and rammed the entire shaft inside.

		
		Drew’s legs seemed to unhinge as she shunted back against him, her hips rocking back and forth on their own as he filled her for the first time. Her legs then fell against Rodney’s tight green ass, tapping the heels of her loosened tennis shoes against his body. Rodney then started fondling Drew’s small breasts and thrust his hips harder and faster, letting his balls slap against her soaking snatch. As he fucked her, she loved the way he smelled. His musk was the same she carried as a man, though with the hint of sour sweetness that had gushed out of her during her transformation. With his powerful body rubbing against hers, his cock buried deep within her stretching womanhood, she grabbed his bald head eagerly and kissed him deeper, urging him onward with her own adventurous tongue.

		
		As they continued to fuck, the earth began to shake once more. It began as a low rumble, but increased faster and faster into a cacophonous tremor. Drew looked around nervously, watching books tumble from the shelf above his desk as the dusted blinds waved back and forth from the nearby window. She squeaked as a lamp fell across the floor next to the bed, but Rodney just smiled and kissed her again.

		
		“It’s okay, my lady. UNH! Al-most there!”

		
		Drew was frightened, but impressed at the same time. She felt safe under his body, safe to do anything she wanted. Rodney was equally focused - when a couple trophies fell off a shelf above them and bounced off his back, missing her completely, he just shook his head and continued thrusting as if nothing had happened. Drew felt compelled to do the same, shoving her hips up into his, gushing more of her juice all over her fresh coverlet as debris fell about their bodies.

		At that point, the earthquake’s intensity picked up even more, and a strange pink light filled the room, causing Drew to squint. In that moment, every wall around her became translucent. She could see Kendall face-down on the bed in his room, Richard shoving his greasy purple cock inside her doggy-style, spanking her ass with an open hand every couple of strokes. As the walls started to disappear, much of the trappings in the room fell away as well. The objects falling from the ceiling seemed to disappear into the gathering light, and the noise of the tremor felt muted by the swirl of energy that surrounded them, as if their ears were underwater.

		
		Drew stared back at Rodney’s face, straight into his bright white eyes. Over the surrounding din, Drew felt Rodney’s cock twitch inside her pussy. He was close. She saw him panting heavily, beads of sweat dripping from his brow and onto her face.

		
		“Hold on, my lady!” he yelled.

		
		Then, like a flash from a photograph, the light instantly grew brighter still, forcing Drew to pinch her eyes closed and grab onto Rodney’s back even harder. Her pussy twisted up into her like a rubber band, and in that instant she could feel every vein on Rodney’s throbbing rod, every blast of cum that pumped inside her, splashing against her tender walls glutted with blood.

		
		In that moment, Drew felt she no longer existed. There was nothing left but bliss.

		
		
(())

		
		Finally, the trembling subsided, the light dimmed, and Rodney collapsed onto Drew, caressing his hands all over her backside as they rolled to her right. She kissed his right shoulder and let her tongue drag up his muscles, letting her eyes adjust to the darkening environment as she kissed his neck. Right away, however, she realized they were no longer in her apartment.

		
		Drew first noticed that they were on a much larger bed, and that Richard was lying on top of Kendall just a few inches away. Her eyes met first with Kendall, whose face was streaked with sweat, her pink hair glued to her forehead. She gave her a thumbs-up and smiled broadly.

		
		“Way to go there, Drew,” she gasped.

		
		But Drew’s post-coital bliss was already waning to an encroaching fear. She saw that the bed was covered in soft purple sheets laced with intricate gold patterns such that they resembled a dark night sky. Dull candlelight flickered around them, but their view of the dark room was completely obscured by translucent amber fabric that draped down from the four-poster frame of the bed above them, sealing them off in all directions from the mystery beyond.

		“Where the hell are we?” asked Drew tersely, looking behind her, but seeing more of the amber fabric. “How did we get here?”

		
		Kendall shrugged, then giggled as Richard’s cock poked her thigh. Richard smiled, raising his purple eyebrows. He looked back at Rodney and the two nodded.

		
		“It’s okay, my lady,” Rodney said to Drew, kissing her on the neck as he ran a green hand up Drew’s naked right side.

		
		“Yes,” said Richard, “we’re home now.”

		
		As if on cue, a pair of footsteps walked slowly toward them from outside. They were gentle, but hollow steps that sounded like hard soles tapping against stony floors. The echo of each pace indicated the giant size of the room that was still hidden to them. As Richard and Rodney sat up on their knees behind the two women, Drew and Kendall exchanged glances, then watched a feminine shadow materialize before the foot of the bed. Chestnut-colored fingers slipped into view and drew the curtains apart. As the figure revealed itself from the darkness, Drew cringed and covered herself, but Kendall’s eyes widened.

		
		“No fucking way!” said Kendall.

		
		With a loud smack, Drew slapped Kendall on impulse, leaving a red mark on her right breast.

		
		“Goddammit, Kendall—”

		
		“What?”

		
		As Kendall shoved back, Drew opened her eyes and saw another woman standing at the foot of the bed, holding the edge of the fabric with one hand and a lit candle on a golden holder in the other. The tiny light illuminated her soft chestnut-colored skin and the glint of her deep brown eyes. She smiled and unhooked the golden chain that held the bulky purple cape to her body, letting it fall to the ground behind her. As the scent of bubble gum and sex whisked into the confines of the bed, they could see every curve of her body around her black lace underwear. Kendall immediately recognized the sumptuous curves of her breasts held firm by a familiar black bra.

		
		“I’m so glad you could make it, Kendall,” said the woman, tossing back some of her long black hair that now sparkled with golden glitter. “I hope you liked my little birthday present I gave you.”

		
		Kendall sneered at Drew, then smiled back at the woman.

		
		“Uh—yeah, thanks! Do you like your bra, Miss—”

		
		“Alex,” she said gently, setting the candle aside on a table behind her. “And yes, I must say I am a very satisfied customer.”

		
		As Alex brought a knee up to the foot of the bed and climbed inside, Drew leaned in to whisper in Kendall’s ear.

		
		“You know this woman?” asked Drew.

		
		“Yes, he does, Drew,” answered Alex, walking on her knees toward her. “We met earlier tonight.” Alex stopped directly in front of her and slid her slender fingers up and down Drew’s thigh. “And I’m sure you won’t mind getting to know me, too, now, will you?” Drew blushed.

		
		“N-no, Miss Alex,” said Drew. Alex leaned in closer and brought her face to Drew’s right ear.

		
		“Excellent,” said Alex, flicking the tip of her ear with her tongue. Seeing Drew blush, she giggled and sat back on her legs. Kendall glanced at Drew, a hint of jealousy on her face. When she looked back at Alex, she was reaching behind her back, unhooking her bra. “Then let’s get started, shall we?”

		
		Alex leaned forward and let the bra fall from her shoulders, letting her big dark breasts shake into view for the first time. “I hope you aren’t offended, dear Kendall,” said Alex, “I just don’t want my new bra to get dirty.” Kendall shook her head slowly, feeling a gathering moisture between her legs as Alex tugged down her black panties, scissoring her legs to the side in order to pull them off. Her scent intensified as she walked on all fours between the two women, then stood up on her knees once more. Their bodies were as close as they could possibly be without actually touching.

		
		“Now, I know you have a lot of questions,” whispered Alex, letting her hands slide down Drew’s right arm and Kendall’s left, “but I think it’ll satisfy you enough for me to answer just one for now.” Her hands then slid down over Kendall and Drew’s navels, then made a move for their loins. In one motion, she hooked two fingers into each of their waiting wet cunts. The two women moaned. “How is this woman in bed?”

		
		Drew and Kendall shivered to Alex’s practiced hands. Kendall leapt at the opportunity and reached an eager hand between Alex’s thighs, smearing hot juice all over her swollen chestnut clit. Kendall then licked her lips and kissed Alex, letting her hard nipples drag against Alex’s rubbing arm. Drew, reluctant to follow Kendall’s lead, massaged her own small breasts and panted upward. As her right hand slipped down to join Alex’s, Rodney walked forward and held her from behind, kissing Drew deeply with his bright green lips.

		
		Alex then fell backward, her left hand slipping from Drew’s pussy as Kendall climbed on top of her, shoving her head into the mattress with her kisses. As Drew’s own fingers shoved inside her pussy, she fell back into Rodney’s lap and watched Kendall continue to make love to the strange new visitor. Alex pulled her hand from Kendall’s snatch and guided Kendall’s head downward, causing Kendall to walk back on her knees and stick her ass high in the air. With a flick of her pink hair, Kendall buried her face in Alex’s wet pussy and began to rock her head back and forth between her flexing thighs.

		
		At that moment, Richard stepped forward, his hard purple cock in hand, and slipped it up and down Kendall’s exposed sex. Kendall tried to reach back and help him, but Richard shoved it in on his own, causing Kendall to make a muffled cry into Alex’s pussy as the two women were shoved forward.

		Drew felt even wetter in Rodney’s hands, lifting her left hand over her shoulder to pull his face closer. As his right hand grabbed Drew’s right breast, he felt Drew pull his left between her legs, allowing one of his large green fingers to venture inside her womanhood with a loud squish. Drew shivered all over as Rodney’s body enveloped her, grabbing every subtle curve of her form. Eventually, Rodney carefully guided Drew onto all fours, moving her forward as he did so that her face was near Alex’s.

		
		Alex saw Drew and watched her face contort as Rodney carefully pressed his throbbing green cock in her pussy. Drew moaned and Alex grabbed the back of her head with sticky juice-covered fingers, pressing their faces together in a kiss. As Rodney continued his slow, even strokes, his hands slipped up and down Drew’s back like he was finger painting a picture out of her sweat.

		
		Locked together, the five lovers started to pant loudly, breathing together as one.

		
		Another idea popped into Drew’s head and she stood up once more, leaning her back against Rodney’s hard green body. She whispered something in his ear and the two nodded. Alex looked up as Drew walked forward on her knees, then swung her right leg over her face. As a trail of fresh juice slipped onto Alex’s waiting tongue, Drew eased down and smeared her pussy all over Alex’s face. With Alex’s tongue wriggling deep inside her snatch, Drew turned to her side and guided Rodney back her direction, his massive cock pounding near her cheek. Drew then turned her head and plunged his cock inside her mouth, sucking her own moisture off its length. Rodney moaned louder than before, continuing to rub her body while Drew shifted forward and back against Alex’s face.

		
		At that point, Kendall stood up and brushed her hair aside, kissing Richard behind her as his cock shoved balls-deep inside her dripping snatch. The two nodded and Richard pulled out, letting Kendall scoot back and splay her legs apart in front of Alex. Kendall then turned, grabbed Alex’s right leg and shoved her pussy hard against hers, locking their legs together. As she started banging their clits together, Richard tried to straddle Kendall’s face. She tried to suck his purple balls, but very quickly she started shoving herself too quickly for her to do so.

		
		Richard then stepped backward and watched. Ultimately, he couldn’t look away from Rodney and his strong green ass. Rodney looked back over his shoulder and smiled, giving a come-hither finger as Drew continued to fellate him. Richard perked up and walked behind him, kissing him on the shoulder before the two men locked lips. Richard reached between his legs and rubbed Kendall’s juice against his tight green hole with his cock, smearing an even patch between his cheeks. Then, with a small squeak, he shoved the whole length inside in one stroke, causing Rodney to moan loud and deep. Kendall pinched her right nipple as she watched the two men fuck and clapped her pussy even harder.

		
		Consumed by her four house guests, Alex felt one orgasm dangle on the edge of release, only to be shoved off by a second that sped through her faster than she had ever experienced. Volumes of fresh juice squirted out of her cunt and all over Kendall’s burning loins, yanking her swollen innards as their two clits collided. Drew’s juice flowed evenly over her face, and Alex had to rock her head back to keep her nose clear, taking a deep breath of Drew’s tight, freshly-violated ass. With every pump of Richard’s cock in Rodney’s ass, Rodney’s cock banged harder and harder against Drew’s yet-unpracticed mouth, but though she nearly gagged, the sensation of being licked by Alex masked the discomfort completely.

		
		As Kendall moaned, shoving her hips harder and faster against Alex, Kendall came just as Alex’s orgasm finished, their juices commingling into a massive puddle that formed on the purple sheets. Richard came next, flexing his hips forward as he pumped thick violet cum deep inside Rodney’s ass. Drew’s mouth yanked open as she squirted volumes all over Alex’s face, just in time to gulp down Rodney’s cock as it blasted thick, sweet-yet-sour green cum straight down her throat. In that instant, all five of them locked in place, forgetting themselves completely and letting their orgasms have their way with their sex-wracked forms.

		
		At last, the waves of pleasure began to subside. Kendall stood up and pulled Drew’s lips from Rodney’s cock to kiss her passionately. Drew leaned forward off Alex’s face and stuck out her ass, letting Alex slide out and sit back up as well. As Rodney and Richard kissed, Alex rubbed her sticky hands on Rodney’s chest and Drew’s back, admiring the two couples as they each caressed the other’s body.

		
		“Excellent,” Alex panted, licking Drew’s juice from her lips. “This will do. This will do nicely.”

		
		###
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