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  ( Chapter One )


 

  As Drew eased into consciousness, he smiled at the familiarity of it all.


 

  He was sure he was cuddled up in the bed in his apartment. Certain his face was warmed by the light coming through his window that overlooked the parking lot. Positive that at any minute, his alarm clock would beep, summoning him to his 9 A.M. course on sub-Saharan economics.


 

  I knew it, he thought to himself. I knew it was all a dream.


 

  Still, Drew couldn’t get over how real the dream felt. He remembered being turned into a woman, and of his new body being groped, fingered, and fucked by apparitions of the night. He’d been devoured, his quaking body melted into nothingness beneath heaps of undulating bodies. It was overwhelming. Even as he stretched and drew a deep breath, he could practically smell the scent of sex in the air.


 

  His legs slid against each other. His crotch felt damp.


 

  Drew’s smile grew. He didn’t know how long it had been since he’d last had a wet dream. Those were stains he didn’t mind washing. He reached down the front of him, expecting his fingertips to slide beneath the waist of his pajama bottoms. Instead, her fingers only felt skin, a tuft of tiny hairs, then a soaking cleft of flesh. She moaned as her middle finger slipped inside her oozing sex.


  She blinked open her eyes and looked down. She gazed upon her naked body, the pale flesh glowing in the yellowish light of a diffused sunbeam. Her carefully-shaved lightning bolt of neon green pubes glistened in the direction of her hidden genitals. She lifted her hand and smelled the peculiar musk on her sticky fingertips.


 

  She was a woman.


 

  But that means, Drew thought. No. There’s no way in hell—


 

  She curled into the bed and pinched her eyes shut. She grasped for any kind of explanation, and picked the first one that came to mind: Kendall had summoned some kind of elaborate illusion, and that if Drew willed herself back into her old body and her old life, both would be there when she opened her eyes.


 

  She tried to concentrate, but a tan arm fell limp across her middle.


 

  Drew opened her eyes and watched a hand, sweaty and warm, slip up over her right breast, holding her shape in a claw of long, pink nails. The arm pulled her back gently, and the breasts of another woman pressed into her back. Her lips kissed Drew’s right shoulder, and she tingled as the lips stuck, then gently pulled away. In that position, Drew felt warm, even safe. For a moment, she was soothed into ignoring the strangeness of her new reality.


 

  Then the person behind her began to snore.


 

  Startled, Drew looked over her shoulder, then slowly got on all fours. Looking down, she stared into the sleeping face of another woman, her long pink hair spilled like paint over the pillows. From her navel dangled a purple stone shaped like a penis, one that matched the green stone that tapped Drew’s collarbone from beneath a tight red rubber choker. For a moment, she still didn’t recognize who this woman was.


 

  But when her mouth yawed open, unleashing the same grinding snore that had reverberated through her apartment walls, she knew it had to be Kendall, her roommate. The one she’d had sex with. Twice.


 

  Drew didn’t have time to freak out about that. Her surroundings were even stranger.


 

  “Kendall!” Drew whispered, nudging her roommate’s shoulder. “Kendall, wake up!”


 

  The two of them were alone on a massive bed, one surrounded on all sides by translucent amber fabric that hung down from above. The bed was massive. The mattress was big enough to sleep at least another three with room to spare, and the satin sea of ruffled purple coverlets and crimson sheets seemed to go on forever.


 

  “Where the fuck are we–eep!” Something touched Drew’s thigh. Startled, she watched the sleeping Kendall reach for her. Drew shuffled back on the squeaking bed, watching her roommate capsize onto her face. Her bountiful ass on full display, her hand gave up, and she mumbled something into the pillows.


 

  Drew looked toward the foot of the bed, where she saw the hint of something through the fabric. She crawled on all fours and climbed over heaps of pillows scattered about her like rocks on the moon. The closer she got to each pillow, the more she realized they were shaped like penises, each five feet long and tipped downward on a pair of stitched spheres. Golden tassels dangled from each, and the fabric was worn in several places where the stains were the darkest.


 

  She stopped when one of the pillows tumbled off the edge. The curtains fluffed apart, revealing the hint of a far larger room beyond. Drew caught the edge of the curtain with her hand and peeked out. She looked just in time to see the pillow tumble down the last of a half-dozen golden steps.


 

  That’s when Drew noticed the empty pews.


 

  This wasn’t a bedroom. It was a chapel. No, a cathedral. A cathedral with a mirrored ceiling, a bed, and her naked in the middle of it.


 

  “Wh-what is this place?” she asked.


 

  The mirrored ceiling made the room’s narrow stained-glass windows seem eight stories tall, the naked men and women depicted in each admiring their own reflection as their heavily-outlined hands remained frozen over carefully-detailed genitals. In the middle of the cathedral hung a strange chrome chandelier with at least a half-dozen conical shapes aiming in all directions. Somehow, it looked even more out-of-place than the ceiling - too modern for such a place.


 

  Drew looked behind her. Over the top of the bed’s canopy, she could see two towering gold statues standing on either side of the frame - one a man, the other a woman. Both were naked, each with every intimate curve of their bodies on full display, both with their genitals in their shiny hands.


 

  Somehow, the room felt too big to be empty for long. Drew knew someone would walk in and see her like this at any moment. The thought of it terrified her. She shrank back inside the bed. Looking this way and that, she found some familiar red clothes. She grabbed them up and was immediately surprised by how small they were.


 

  She pulled the sports bra over her head. Forgetting it wasn’t a shirt, she tugged the bottom down so far that her nipples were uncomfortably close to the top. She grunted as she snapped and yanked the outfit into its proper position. The boyshorts came next. She spun her legs over the edge of the bed, threaded her feet through, and hiked them up her legs. They felt much tighter than Drew remembered them. Without a second thought, she hopped out of the bed and pulled the bottom of the shorts over her buttocks. She noticed her red sneakers were right next to her feet, green socks stuffed inside.


 

  That’s when the mattress started squeaking.


 



  ( Chapter Two )


 

  Drew turned around. Kendall was masturbating.


 

  Drew flinched, but she couldn’t look away. Her roommate was lying on her back, her knees knocking together, then splaying apart. Both Kendall’s hands were over her crotch, her long fingers thrusting inside her wanting cunt.


 

  Kendall lifted her right hand to her face and hummed as she licked her juice from her fingertips, then let her tongue trace its way across her pouting lips. She bit one of her fingers to try and stay quiet, then gasped when her other hand reached up and grabbed her right breast a little too hard. The excess only made her become even more aggressive with her new body. She seemed to kiss the air as her body rolled in a wave, shunting her head into the mountain of pillows.


 

  Drew didn’t realize she was staring until Kendall’s eyes opened.


 

  “It’s okay,” Kendall purred. “You can watch this time.” Drew blushed, then began to feel over the moistened crotch of her boyshorts.


 

  She remembered the last time she felt this way. When she was a guy - when they both were. It was a few days after Kendall moved in. The night Drew stood behind a half-opened door in the apartment, watching Kendall undress as he masturbated on their couch. Drew remembered getting naked in the darkness, caressing his pounding cock, and sharing his roommate’s pleasure. He remembered the noises he made. The noises that startled Kendall and made him cum too soon, causing him to catch Drew in the act.


 

  The moment that became known as The Incident.


 

  A hand grabbed Drew’s right shoulder. Just like that, she was face-to-face with a tall naked man with purple skin. It was Richard, the man who, as a dildo, had violated her in their apartment just hours earlier, ultimately causing her to change sexes. He stood tall, taking a moment to smile at his creation before he looked inside the bed.


 

  “Good girl, Kendall,” said Richard. Drew had never heard Richard’s voice before. It was rougher, more crude than she imagined. Richard turned to Drew. “Isn’t she beautiful?” Drew felt nervous. All she could do was stare, waiting for the purple man, the man with Kendall’s beautiful cock, to make his move. Richard bit his purple lip, then gripped her shoulder tighter. “Hey, Ken-doll. Would you mind coming here?”


 

  Both watched the pink-haired woman approach. Kendall looked as calm as ever. She crawled forward on all fours with a smile on her face. Her breasts swung with each pace, smacking against her tanned arms. Long pink hair swung into view, each strand so long that she had to take care not to accidentally put her hands there. When she saw the cathedral, her eyes widened. She stepped out of the bed and stood entranced, brushing away a few strands of pink hair, not caring in the slightest that she was presenting herself to some alien place of worship.


 

  “Oh wow,” said Kendall. “So this is the castle, huh?”


 

  “You better believe it, babe,” said Richard. “The Cathedral of Exhibitionism.”


 

  “Wait, what the hell are you guys talking about?” asked Drew, fidgeting in Richard’s grasp. “And let go of me, dammit!”


 

  “Hey, babe,” said Richard, grabbing Kendall’s other shoulder. “Your friend Drew’s been a naughty little girl, getting dressed before her shower.” His dark hands slid down Drew’s arms. “Would you mind helping her out of her clothes?”


 

  “What?! Wait!” started Drew. Kendall smiled and reached her wet fingers toward Drew’s top. Richard waved a large purple finger at her.


 

  “No, no, not like that.” said Richard, wagging a large purple finger. “I want you to use your powers. Like I showed you, remember?”


 

  “No!” said Drew. But it was too late.


 

  The moment she felt invisible fingers dig beneath the bottom of her bra, Drew’s garment turned itself inside-out over her head, throwing her arms upward. As the clothing fell to the floor, Richard guided Drew’s arms down and held her closer, grasping her wrists, letting her feel his erect cock poke her butt. By then, she felt a draft between her legs as the fingers tugged down her boyshorts. There was nothing she could do. Nothing but step out of them, exposing her body once more. Her whole body burned with embarrassment.


 

  “Good,” whispered Richard, his lips close enough to tickle Drew’s ear. He kissed her there, and Drew shivered all over. He then took his place between the two naked women and escorted them down the stairs. When they reached the bottom, they stepped onto the stony aisle between the pews. Two rows in, they stopped beneath the chandelier. “Okay, here we go.”


  Richard grasped his cock and shook it. Hot water rushed down from the chandelier’s conical shapes. They were showerheads after all.


 

  As the spray cascaded over their three naked bodies, it splashed off of them and onto the pews, soaking the sticky floor below. A tiny drain opened up beneath Drew’s feet, and she looked down to watch the water swirl around her toes.


 

  Drew then noticed her skin was turning color, brightening into a light pink. She smelled a new scent, one that muted her own. It smelled like bubble gum. The more the pink spread up her body, the harder her flesh felt, and the stronger the smell became. Her skin began to change consistency, strange tongue-like protrusions slipping out of her flesh like leaves on a vine. The pink tongues seemed to throb as the spread, and as they tangled between her legs, Drew’s pussy tingled even more. She moaned, feeling her change accelerate, and Richard held her closer. When he did, the tongues sprouting on her back licked his rubbery purple skin.


 

  Kendall stood face-to-face with Drew. Her roommate clutched her breasts, then shoved them against hers. Drew trembled, feeling her pink tongues flick her new skin, her hard nipples. Drew prepared herself for a kiss, but Richard’s face suddenly appeared, shoving its way over her shoulder. He kissed Kendall and pulled her close, pinning Drew between their two bodies. When Kendall took Drew’s head in her hands, Richard’s pulled them away.


 

  “Nuh-uh-uh,” said Richard. “Keep rubbing against her.”


 

  The two lovers slid against both sides of Drew’s transformed body, building a heavy pink lather between them. Drew struggled more and more to move her arms until she surrendered to her new form, letting her hands hang at her hips. Rich bubble-gum lather oozed off them and onto the floor of the chapel, Drew’s body a grotesque statue of soap. The tongues were the most sensitive part of Drew’s body, yet her body was so rigid that she could hardly respond to the pleasure. It was being squeezed from her, like juice from an orange.


 

  “Hey, I’ve got an idea,” said Richard. As the purple man grabbed her, Drew discovered that they could move her body. They posed her like a mannequin, both holding her steady as they sat her down on the pew, arms limp at her sides. “How about you give our friend a little lap dance?”


 

  Kendall giggled and began to sway her direction. Down came her full, round ass, which squished against Drew’s soapy lap. She purred as she slid around on her strange body, resting progressively more weight on her lap as she did.


 

  Drew had just resigned herself to her helplessness, comforted only by the reality that she was cleaning her roommate, when a heavy wooden door slammed open. The water shut off. Looking to her right, but unable to move her head, Drew could see Rodney’s naked green body in the doorway.


 

  “Oh no! My speed demon!” he yelled. Then he squinted his eyes at the pink-bodied Drew. Kendall jumped away, but slipped on the floor and on top of Richard.


 

  As he scrambled toward her, Drew slowly felt her body obey her commands. She cracked a smile - literally - feeling some of her heavy soapy skin begin to dry and break away from her body. Rodney helped brush away the pieces as they shattered on the floor. Then she fell into his arms, coughing, her tongue as dry as the last of the soap that flaked off her pallette.


 

  “Hey, buddy, we were only having a little fun,” said Richard. “We all take turns being the soap. You know that.” Rodney ignored him. He picked her up in his strong green arms and carried her back to the bottom of the stairs beneath the bed. He set her down, then ran back to retrieve one of the many towels that hung from rods behind each pew.


 

  “I’m so sorry, my speed demon,” said Rodney, kneeling in front of Drew as he draped the towel over her shoulders. “I shouldn’t have left you with those two. Are you okay?”


 

  “Y-yes,” said Drew, blushing. Her slender fingers rubbed the edges of the towel as he helped dry her. “I mean, I think so. Thanks, Rodney.” The green man smiled.


 

  “Anything for you, my speed demon,” he said. “Here, let me get your clothes. Then, if you like, Alex is making breakfast downstairs.”


  Alex? Drew thought to herself. Oh, yeah, the woman who—um—


 

  Huddled in her towel, Drew blushed as more memories of the previous night came trickling back. Across the room, Richard shook his cock once more, sending more water cascading over he and Kendall. They were still groping each other when she and Rodney left the room.


 



  ( Chapter Three )


 

  Beneath the shower chandelier, Richard kissed Kendall with practiced lips, as though he’d spent a lifetime perfecting his moves. She wanted to be touched, wanted to be groped by him. She felt her mind arrange the words, but her body urged actions instead. She started to grab Richard. Grab his buttocks the way she wanted hers grabbed. He obliged.


 

  “Ohhh,” whispered Kendall. “What are you doing to me?” She did her best to feign fear, but her tone couldn’t hide her true feelings. She hoped this would never end.


 

  “Don’t be afraid of it, babe,” said Richard, spinning her around. His purple cock poked between her moist buttocks. “There’s no need to hide it anymore.” With both hands, he guided her hips back against his, then slid his big purple fingers down between her thighs.


 

  “It’s so intense! Unh!” The tip of his wedge poked her tight asshole. “Oh, yes, put it in my ass! Put it in!” Richard kissed her shoulder as she canted her head back, her wet pink hair flowing across his bald head. Her hands slipped over his, guiding his middle digit over her clit. As she did, Richard began to push.


 

  “That’s it,” whispered Richard, the girth of his cock slowly stretching her. Finally, the wedge popped inside.


 

  “Unh!”


 

  In one shove, Richard rammed his entire length inside her ass. He gnawed on her right earlobe, then stuck his purple tongue inside.


 

  “You’re the only woman for me, Kendall. My beautiful guardian.”


 

  Richard sucked her lips into his, then began to piston in and out of her gaping ass. She squeezed his hand tighter, slipping his middle finger inside her cunt. He thrust into her faster and faster.


 

  “I won’t let you have anyone else. Not your roommate. Not Alex. Not anybody.”


 

  Kendall could barely hear Richard anymore. She fell forward, her trembling hands barely able to keep hold of the edge of a wet pew. She rocked her ass back against his hot hips, anxious for him to fill her once more.


 

  “You and me. We’re unstoppable!”


  Kendall moaned louder, her cries echoing through the cathedral and rattling the windows. His cock began to buck inside her, threatening to unload.


 

  “Unnhh! Yess! Cum! Cum inside my ass! Yes!”


 

  Richard spanked her right ass cheek, then groped it, kneading it between his purple fingertips.


 

  “What’s your cock’s name? Say my name, baby!”


 

  “Unnnnnnn—fffuck!”


 

  “Ohh—Kendall—!”


 

  They came together. She shoved his finger even deeper inside her pussy as he unloaded inside her ass. Kendall felt weak in the knees, falling flat across the damp wood of the pew, letting Richard lower himself on top of her. With a squeak of wood, he grabbed the edge of the pew and thrust his chest up, grabbing the top edge with his other hand. His hips swung forward once more, causing his heavy purple balls to smack against her taint.


 

  Richard’s cock twitched once more, then slowly began to slither back out. He loosened his grip on the pew and eased the rest of his weight on top of her. The two slid on the damp wood and rolled to their sides, him grasping her tightly from behind. He kissed her shoulder, then licked it, sampling the saltiness of her sweat. Slowly, Kendall’s body began to calm down, though her loins tingled when the tip of his cock popped out of her ass.


 

  Richard shook his shaft. The shower stopped. His arms wrapped around her once more. Kendall closed her eyes and hummed under her breath, rubbing her head under his chin


 

  “I love you,” said Richard.


 

  The words caught Kendall off-guard. Snapped out of a trance, a sudden fear took hold. She had to return to the status quo, and fast.


 

  “Yeah, that’s great, buddy, thanks,” said Kendall. She pat her hands against his forearms. “How ‘bout you let me go, huh? I need to towel off.” Richard tightened his grip.


 

  “Say it.”


 

  “Yeah, yeah, whatever, I love you too, buddy.”


 

  “Richard. Call me Richard.” Kendall sighed.


 

  “Alright, alright! Fine! I-love-you-Richard. There. Now, can you let me go? Please?” Richard grabbed her tighter.


 

  “Do you think this is some kind of joke?”


  “You’re hurting me!”


 

  “If you and I don’t commit to each other, we won’t survive our mission.” Kendall yanked her arm away.


 

  “Now, you listen to me, Dick,” she said. “I know you changed me into this ‘guardian’ or whatever, but this body is mine, you got that? And I’ll do what I fucking feel like.” A thrill ran through Kendall’s body. She’d never felt this confident about anything in her life.


 

  “Like sucking your roommate’s cock?” Kendall slapped Richard in the face. She felt a tear in her eye.


 

  “That’s not fair,” she said, pointing her finger.


 

  “No. That wasn’t fair. That wasn’t fair to me. I didn’t need your help changing Drew. That was your decision. A really stupid one. You compromised our bond. We almost weren’t strong enough to teleport together after that.”


 

  “Fuck you,” said Kendall. “Fuck you for making me feel like this. I’ve never been as happy as when I got this body. You’re ruining it.” Kendall retrieved the first dry pew towel she could find. It had rough patches on it, and it smelled musky, but neither of these stopped her from drying herself with it as quickly as possible. Richard walked up behind her.


 

  “I know you’ve always hated me,” said Richard quietly. “Every genitalman knows their host’s fantasies. But this body - this form of yours - it’s just a tool.”


 

  “Shut up.” Kendall buried her face in her towel.


 

  “You can’t stay this way, Kendall. You can’t deny a part of yourself!”


 

  “Shut up!”


 

  “It’s just temporary - for our mission!”


 

  “Shut up!” yelled Kendall, throwing her towel on the ground. Richard grabbed her shoulders, then stared into her eyes.


 

  “I love you, Kendall,” said Richard, sliding his hands down to her waist. “And goddammit, even if you don’t love me, I’m gonna fight for you.” Kendall shook her head, then looked up at him, tears in her eyes. Richard took her chin in his fingers. Her hands slipped around his back. “Because if you die out there, I die, too.”


 

  Quivering, Kendall closed her eyes and kissed him. He felt even warmer up close.


 

  Suddenly, Kendall felt something squish beneath her hands. Something heavy pushed against her face. She opened her eyes just in time to see the horror of Richard’s face melting over hers, his body drooping over her face. The goo consumed her quickly, smothering every hair, every inch of skin. She felt herself becoming heavier, felt body parts rearrange. She wanted to scream, but the goo stuck her lips shut.


 

  She then felt the world beyond her coating, the altered sensitivity of a man’s body. Kendall gasped, then looked over himself. He had transformed back into a man, his body just as round as ever. He trembled, looking over his sticky hands, his hairy body, his smelly cock.


 

  Then he fell to his knees, sobbing.


 



  ( Chapter Four )


 

  For several minutes, Drew stood in front of a large floor-to-ceiling window, her skin warmed by the light from a cloudless purple sky. Her gloved hand on her forehead, Drew thought about asking Alex another question. She couldn’t. The half-dozen answers she’d received just didn’t add up. So, with the fragments she collected, Drew struggled to make sense of the world on the other side of the glass.


 

  She started with the basics. She was inside a large stone castle, one built into a lush oasis atop an indistinguishable mountain range. Her window was at least sixty feet above the ground below, and the mountains that flanked it were taller still, their jagged peaks curved inward like walls of a giant exploded tube. The sides of the great tube were covered with thick green vegetation. The valley floor was a carpet of every color imaginable. The floor was actually a jungle which stretched from just beyond the castle entrance to a spot somewhere on the horizon.


 

  The Trough.


 

  That’s what Alex called it. She told her it’s not in Los Angeles. It’s not on Earth.


 

  “It is in a parallel dimension where all sexual energy is created,” said Alex. “Then that energy gets channeled back to your world.”


 

  Drew turned and saw Alex carrying a pair of shiny metal dishes from a stone counter to a worn wooden table. She was even more beautiful than Drew remembered. She had small, puffy lips and a tiny beauty mark near the corner of her mouth. Her eyes were perpetually half-lidded in a knowing expression, gold makeup on her eyelids to match the glitter in her black hair. Her outfit left little to the imagination. Beneath her parted dark purple cape from the night before, her chestnut breasts jiggled beneath her black lace bra while her matching black panties hugged her feminine hips. On the middle finger of her right hand was a ring with a shimmering orange jewel shaped like a cock.


 

  Drew still couldn’t believe she was a guy, just like him. Roger, her bright orange genitalman, was the one who had cooked breakfast.


 

  Alex set the dishes on one side of a large wooden table with a glistening triangular top, each side with a pair of identical overstuffed chairs shoved against it. The food smelled delicious. The aroma was a combination of french toast, bacon, and an omelette, but what sat on the large plate on the middle of the table looked like none of those things. It was instead a massive stack of pancakes, but like the jungle outside, each cake was a different color - red, yellow, blue, and every shade between.


 

  Alex sat down and placed some of the cakes on a plate. She poured syrup from a pewter mug, a translucent pink goo, then placed the plate on the side closest to Drew. The two women met eyes.


 

  “We shall continue our discussion after breakfast. Please, come eat.”


 

  “I’m sorry,” said Drew, turning back to the window. “I’m not hungry.” Her mouth was watering. The pink syrup made it smell even better. She felt a presence behind her, and Rodney’s green hands slid over her shoulders. She touched his rubbery fingers, then grasped them as if trying to keep herself from falling through the glass.


 

  “Please, my speed demon,” he said, kissing her short green hair. “You have to eat.” Drew sniffed, then nodded, and the two followed hand-in-hand to the table.


 

  Suddenly, someone thumped their way down the stairs. Alex set down another plate to face that direction with a smile.


 

  “Ah, Kendall,” said Alex. “I see you have already changed back. How wonderful!” Drew turned to the stairwell. Sure enough, there stood Kendall. He was a man again, and back in his Clothing Depot outfit.


 

  “What the hell happened?!” Kendall asked Alex. “Huh?”


 

  “Wait, how did he do that?” asked Drew.


 

  “Oh, it is really quite simple,” said Alex, taking Roger by his orange hand. “Here, let me show you.” She turned and faced Roger, brushing away a few strands of black hair. She reached her arms around the back of Roger’s neck as his slipped around her waist. The two pulled closer together.


 

  “All it takes is a hug,” she said, turning her head to the side. “And a kiss.” The moment their lips met, Roger’s body began to glow brightly. In that position, Roger’s body began to melt. His body lost its shape and flowed slowly over hers, coating everything in shimmering goo. Soon, Roger’s body had disappeared, covering Alex completely, allowing her growing hands to lower over an expanding cock between bulking thighs.


 

  The rest of the orange body changed shape, breasts retreating as shoulders broadened, the hands never letting go of the fierce orange protuberance. The creature’s head tilted back, its skin darkening from orange back into a familiar chestnut hue. As the color disappeared, the two saw muscles, small patches of black hair, and the undeniable form of a man, his body naked but for a tattered loincloth held around his waist by a length of rope.


 

  Drew knew this shouldn’t have surprised her, but it did. She couldn’t help but blush at how handsome he was, all the way down to the short black stubble over his chiseled chin. He looked just as strong as any of the genitalmen, his body bulky like a prize fighter.


 

  “And there you have it,” said Alex, his voice low and deep.


 

  Drew didn’t hesitate. He turned and grabbed Rodney, jamming her face into his.


 

  “Mrr sprrd drmn,” the green man mumbled into her mouth. She tugged his hands around her waist and his body started glowing. He melted even faster, swamping her female body in a hot green coating. In no time, Drew emerged as a half-naked man once more, still wearing his red pajama bottoms and fluffy white slippers. Drew grinned, now one of only three people in the room.


 

  “Ha-ha!” he said. “All right! I’m back!” Kendall sighed, slouching as he entered the kitchen.


 

  “That figures,” said Kendall. “Another sausage fest.” He sat at the table as Alex and Drew followed suit. “At least this food smells good.” He ignored his fork and started eating his cakes barehanded.


 

  “I am glad you like it,” said the suddenly-male Alex. “Please, eat all you want.”


 

  While Drew savored his first bite, Kendall’s hand, fingers smeared with pink syrup, snagged another two pancakes from the pile in the middle of the table. He left a pink pubic hair on the top of the pile. Drew tossed down his fork and crossed his arms.


 

  “So, I guess you weren’t kidding when you said you were king of The Trough,” said Drew. “But I still don’t understand all the empty rooms. Do you live here by yourself?” Alex glanced out the window, then back at her plate.


 

  “Not always,” said Alex. “My wife and I ruled The Trough together. We lived together in this castle and ruled for centuries.”


 

  “Centuries?”


 

  “Yes. Myself, my wife, my people - we all stay young because of this place. We were all born in this world, spawned into existence by The Trough. Legend has it that this land was created by the orgasm of the Great Giant whose orgasm blasted a channel through the mountains. Everything grew from His seed, including us. That is why we celebrate pleasure here, to pay respect to the Climax that created us, and to share that joy with other beings in the universe - like on your Earth.”


 

  Alex leaned over and retrieved a book on the shelf near his seat.


 

  “For years, I have pondered the meaning of our existence,” said Alex, setting the heavy leather-bound volume on the table. “I sought answers anywhere I could find them. Then, one day, I discovered an ancient secret hidden away in our archives.”


 

  Alex opened the book to a sequence of three drawings depicting a man transforming into a woman, each image layered on top of the other. The illustrations were surrounded by indecipherable shorthand, all of it scrawled in red ink.


 

  “Written in this book is the secret of The Sexymorphosis, the most powerful spell known to our realm. Every creature has the opposite gender inside them. This person is the guardian of their sexual energy. The Sexymorphosis allows us to turn into that guardian, bringing with it all the powers our sexual energy gives us.”


 

  “Powers?” asked Drew. “You mean like how Kendall can undress me with his eyes when she’s a girl?”


 

  “Precisely. I did not believe it - until I tried it on myself. One night, I read the incantation while masturbating, just as the book instructed. I changed. And when I did, I had Roger. Then, in the cathedral - the room where we slept last night - I made love to my wife as both man and woman. I discovered I had the power to find every erogenous zone on my wife’s body. I could literally see them all as little red marks. Her first orgasm came as I kissed her earlobe, right here two centimeters from her head, while Roger put my cock inside her. We made love all night in front of a full audience. It was incredible.”


 

  Kendall, still eating, was rubbing his crotch through the front of his khakis.


 

  “Then what happened?” asked Drew.


 

  “I found out how to change back and forth, but I spent longer and longer in my female form. Living like that made me look differently at history. I concluded that this spell was the reason behind the Climax, and that the Great Giant was not a man at all, but a sexymorphosed woman who unlocked an unbelievable power as the First Guardian. And my wife—” Alex paused for a second, then glanced down at the book.


 

  “What about your wife?” asked Drew. Alex closed the book with a thump.


 

  “My wife wanted me to try it on her. So I did. But something went wrong.”


 

  Alex took a drink of water.


 

  “I do not know if I was supposed to give her a different spell,” he continued, “or if it was the wrong day, but after she changed, she was a completely different person. She had always been so kind and beautiful. But her male form was dark, violent. Her powers were much greater than my own. Our people scattered into The Trough. She transformed them into beasts.”


 

  “You couldn’t change her back? Or your people?” asked Drew.


  “No. I tried. I fought her. I slowed her down. But I could not stop her. I barely escaped to earth with Roger. Ever since, I have been searching to find warriors. People stronger than myself. Strong enough to defeat her.”


 

  “And you think we’re these warriors?” asked Drew. “What made you pick us?”


 

  “Because you and your friend here have high levels of sexual energy.” Drew laughed. “What is funny about that?”


 

  “Come on. I’m nothing like Kendall over there,” said Drew, pointing at his roommate, his face still covered with rainbow-hued pancake crumbs. “That guy’s the horniest person I’ve ever known. We’re like exact opposites.” Kendall swallowed another bite, then stared at him.


 

  “Clearly, that cannot be the case,” said Alex.


 

  “Oh really?” said Drew. “And why’s that?”


 

  “Because if it were, you would not be here,” said Alex. Drew blushed. “Anyone can sexymorphose, whether they read the spell while touching themselves or come in contact with someone who has. But only humans with the highest levels of sexual energy can cross dimensions.”


 

  Alex picked up Drew’s right hand, then traced his fingers across his palm. Drew shivered, feeling his cock begin to bulge.


 

  “How fascinating that I did not even have to touch you, Drew. You only needed Kendall’s touch to make you change. You must be a very horny—” Drew pulled his hand away from Alex.


 

  “Now, let’s get one thing straight,” said Drew, pointing a finger at his roommate. “I am nothing like him. I don’t even like him. He’s a slob, he’s selfish, and the only reason he was even in my place is because I can’t pay the rent myself!”


 

  “Dude, not cool,” said Kendall.


 

  “Don’t—don’t speak to me,” said Drew, raising a hand.


 

  “There is nothing to be ashamed about,” said Alex. “You have a gift, my dear.”


 

  “Oh, really? So, what are my powers?” asked Drew. Kendall snorted. “I mean, if Kendall can undress me with his eyes and you can touch people the right way, then what the hell can I do?” Alex shook his head.


 

  “I do not know. That is something for you to discuss with your genitalman.” Drew stared at his crotch.


 

  “Well?” asked Drew, palms outstretched. His cock twitched. “Well, that figures.” Drew turned to Alex. “I want to go home. You hear me? This is insane.”


 

  “If you do not stop my wife, there will not be a home for you to go back to, I can guarantee you that.” said Alex. The room fell silent.


 

  “What did you say?” asked Drew.


 

  “The monsters she turned our people into,” said Alex. “It is an army. Tomorrow night, she is going to use the power of The Sexymorphosis to bring them to Earth, using a portal on the other side of The Trough. She will enslave all of humanity, just as she did our people. And, by then, she will be unstoppable. We need to confront her head-on.”


 

  “My God,” said Drew, sliding his hands over his face.


 

  “I know you did not ask for this,” said Alex. “But I cannot do it on my own. Please. Please help me. And when it is over, I shall send you both back to Earth just as you were.”


 

  “You mean that?” asked Drew. “You’ll send us back when this is over? With our dicks?”


 

  “You have my word,” said Alex.


 

  “And you really think we can help?” asked Drew, his voice quaking. “That I can help?”


 

  “I know you can,” said Alex, patting his shoulder. “You will.” He stood up from his seat. “All you need are the right tools.”


 



  ( Chapter Five )


 

  Kendall and Drew followed Alex out of the kitchen and down a tight stairwell. They entered a small blacksmith’s shop with flat stony walls, like a cell. Heavy iron chains hung from the grey ceiling while other pieces of hammered steel hung from the walls. A simmering fire still burned from the coals in a sturdy bunker, thin trails of smoke channeled through a narrow stone chimney that disappeared into the ceiling. A tiny barred window let in a slight breeze, but it was humid inside, and it reeked even more of fresh sex.


 

  Alex untied the rope around his waist and pulled off his loincloth, uncovering his two tight buttocks.


 

  “Dude,” said Kendall, turning away. Drew couldn’t stop watching as Alex turned around, revealing his long flaccid cock dangling from a bush of coiled black pubes. He blushed as the two met eyes.


 

  “Sorry,” said Drew. Alex laughed.


 

  “It is quite alright,” said Alex. “I would have thought you would be over your inhibitions, given what the three of us did last night.” Alex retrieved a pair of steel plates from a nearby table. He placed them on either side of his hips, then slipped a lock through the loop on one side. He pushed it shut.


 

  “Wait, is that a chastity belt?” asked Kendall.


 

  “Exactly,” said Alex, bolting the lock on the other side. “The Trough is a world of raw sexual energy. A naked body in the jungle experiences sexual urges that no human can resist—”


 

  “Shouldn’t we jerk off first?” interrupted Kendall. “You know, to change back into women?”


 

  “Absolutely not.” The roommates looked at each other.


 

  “I don’t understand,” said Drew. “I thought you brought us here to fight your wife as guardians.”


 

  “I did,” said Alex. “But our birth-forms hide our sexual energy, so my wife will not be able to detect us. We cannot lose the element of surprise.” Alex slipped a length of black string around his neck, a small brass key dangling from the bottom of it.


 

  “Oh,” said Drew, shrugging. “Well, I guess that makes sense.”


 

  “But what can we do as guys?” asked Kendall. “I mean, we won’t have any powers or anything!”


 

  “We will not need them,” said Alex, tying a leather scabbard around his waist. “Not until we face my wife. I will train you on the way. When we reach the temple, I will unlock us and we will transform back into guardians.”


 

  “That’s still an awfully big risk,” said Kendall. “Are you sure this is going to work?”


 

  “Jesus, Kendall. Relax,” said Drew. “Alex knows more about this place than we do. Just accept it.”


 

  “Your friend is right,” said Alex, strapping a leather scabbard around his waist, the handle of a sword in plain view. “My wife is not expecting me to return - much less with help. If we catch her off-guard, there is no chance she will be able to mount a defense in time.”


 

  “So, let me get this straight,” said Kendall. “We have to stay as guys, give up our powers, lock up ourselves so we can’t change back, sneak through a jungle on foot, and somehow be prepared to fight your wife when we get there? All in two days?”


 

  “Enough!” said Alex firmly. “Believe me, I have thought this through. There is no other way.” He placed his hand on his chest. “I will be there to help you every step of the way. Just follow my lead and I promise we will all get through this.”


 

  “But what if something happens to you?” asked Kendall. Alex swallowed, then raised his eyebrows.


 

  “Let us hope it does not come to that.”


 

  Kendall covered his mouth. Alex gestured over to the other belts and locks on the counter.


 

  “Now take off your clothes,” he continued. “And remember, Kendall, you will have to do that by hand.”


 

  “No,” said Kendall. Alex’s eyes widened.


 

  “No what?” Kendall unbuttoned his khakis. He slid his hand down the front of his briefs.


 

  “The hell are you doing?” asked Drew.


 

  “I won’t let you lock me up,” said Kendall, wide-eyed. Alex scrambled over to him.


 

  “Drew!” yelled Alex. “Hold his arms!”


 

  “What?!” asked Drew. Alex grabbed Kendall’s legs, his work shoes already kicking at her face.


 

  “Hold his arms! Now!” Drew yanked his roommate’s arm out of his pants and pulled it behind him with the other. He held his wrists, bumping against his back as Kendall continued to struggle. As he did, Alex pulled down Kendall’s pants. Alex blocked a kick as he dumped his shoes, then grabbed for his underwear, still pulled taut by his erection.


 

  “No!” yelled Kendall.


  


  But it was too late. The moment Kendall’s erect cock was in view, Alex had already pressed a cold steel plate against his buttocks. The other plate followed suit, bending his hard-on in an uncomfortable angle.


 

  “Aah!” yelled Kendall. Slowly, his cock shrank beneath its steel cage. Alex guided the locks onto his belt, then shoved them shut. He stood up, gasping for air.


 

  “I need you to cooperate,” said Alex. “Both of you.” Drew swallowed. “Now, you put on your belt, Drew. Right now.”


 

  Drew nodded. He untied his pajama bottoms and kicked off his slippers, revealing a cock that was quickly losing its firmness. He clasped together the cold metal sheets and shut the locks. Alex bent down to test them both. He nodded.


 

  “Good,” said Alex. “Now, I need to go get us some provisions for our journey. You two grab your swords and head downstairs to the entrance. I will meet you there in a few minutes.”


 

  Alex left the room, headed back upstairs to the kitchen. Once his footsteps were gone, Drew shoved Kendall in the shoulder.


 

  “What the hell was that about?” asked Drew. Kendall shrugged him off. “What the hell’s your problem?” Kendall shook his head.


 

  “Look at me,” he said, pointing to his pudgy stomach. “Do you think I’m happy looking like this?” Drew sighed, then lowered his voice.


 

  “Well, come on, man, you could always work out or something.”


 

  “That’s really easy for you to say.”


 

  “The hell’s that supposed to mean?”


 

  “You know, being a hot-shot athlete and all that,” said Kendall. Drew bit his lip. “I mean, I can’t look like you.”


 

  “Kendall, come on, man—”


 

  “But, you know something? That didn’t bother me when I was her. When I changed, I kind of felt—more like myself.”


 

  “That wasn’t you, buddy,” said Drew.


 

  “No, no,” said Kendall, gesturing at himself. “This—this isn’t me. This right here. I’m supposed to be her.”


 

  “Listen to what you’re saying, man!”


 

  “Have you ever wanted to be pretty? Or cute?” asked Kendall. The question caught Drew off-guard. “You ever thought about being a girl? I mean, I have to say, you made a pretty cute looking one.” Drew blushed.


 

  “I—no. No, man.”


 

  “Well, I did.”


 

  “The hell are you talking about?”


 

  “See? I knew you wouldn’t understand. You don’t know what it’s like.”


 

  “Alright, alright. Jesus.”


 

  “You pick up girls all the time with your teammates. You don’t need to fantasize. But I have to. I work at a fucking clothing store. The girls there, they won’t give me the time of day. So, you know what I do?”


 

  “What?” Drew saw a tear in Kendall’s eye.


 

  “I listen to them changing their clothes, putting all those pretty things on. All those things I can’t even wear. So I imagine I’m a woman. And I—I touch myself.”


 

  “Well, hell, Kendall, there’s nothing wrong with a little fantasizing.”


 

  “It is when one of your fantasies is real,” said Kendall. “I am a woman. She’s inside me. I know that now. She wants to come out.” He glanced behind him, then whispered to Drew. “And, you know what? When we go out there, the first chance I get to change back, I’m gonna take it.”


 

  “But you heard what Alex said,” said Drew. “If his wife catches us—”


 

  “Don’t try to convince me,” said Kendall. “I’ve made up my mind. You can do whatever you want.”


 

  “What I want—” started Drew. He stopped when he heard metal footsteps heading back down their direction. Alex re-opened the door, a large brown sack slung over his shoulder.


 

  “Are you two still in here?” asked Alex. “Come on, we need to get going. Follow me down to the foyer.”


 



  ( Chapter Six )


 

  The main foyer to Alex’s castle was an architectural wonder.


 

  The staircase spilled into a soaring atrium made of glistening marble and heavily-oiled woods. Far above the tops of a dozen white columns riddled with veins of gold, the terraced ceiling gave way to an ornate dome so large that, looking up at it, a viewer would feel as though he were falling into it.


 

  The red carpet upon which the three men walked formed a narrow fabric road across the cold marble floor. It ended at the bottom of a towering stained-glass window of a naked woman masturbating, legs splayed apart. The window reached all the way to the floor, and when the men reached the base, all three were dwarfed by the ten-foot sliver of pink glass that formed the woman’s fingered cunt.


  Drew was amazed. But all Kendall noticed was that his chastity belt was an uncomfortable piece of shit.


 

  The unforgiving metal garment chafed against Kendall’s skin, shoved down by the weight of both his sword and his round stomach. The scabbard thumped against his lower legs, agitating the bruise that was already there.


  “Fucking shit,” hissed Kendall. He struggled to slide the belt up to his hips. Drew sighed.


 

  “Is there a problem, Kendall?” asked Alex, his voice echoing through the cavernous room. Kendall sighed, then shook his head.


 

  “Just this damned belt,” muttered Kendall. “You sure there’s no way to adjust this thing?” Alex clutched the key dangling from his necklace. “Never mind.”


 

  “This is a serious mission,” said Alex. But it will go by much easier if you follow my directions without question, do you understand?”


 

  “Okay,” said Drew. Kendall sighed, then nodded.


 

  “Good. Now stay close, you two,” said Alex, “and follow me through this portal.”


 

  “Through—the window?” asked Drew.


 

  “Yes,” said Alex. “Now I am not going to lie to you. This is going to be a little weird.”


 

  Alex drew a deep breath, then continued forward into the pink. The glass started to crack around his body, a light shining around his broad shoulders. The pink glass cracked louder, but the window remained intact. The roommates followed Alex into the light, feeling themselves drawn in to the portal. They felt a momentary resistance, the sense of walking into a wall of soft rubber. The boundary flexed around all three, then sprung back, turning light into dark, and splattering thick goo all over the three of them.


 

  For a moment, the three felt disoriented, feeling the world drop away, then tighten around them, pulsing, throbbing, holding their arms at their sides. First Kendall, then Drew felt something hard against their faces - the metal bottoms of the boots of the person in front of them. Back in a row, the three now lay on their stomachs, all of them being squeezed by the convulsions of the squishy flesh that enveloped them.


 

  Kendall saw light around Alex’s boots, and the convulsions quickened, making the light grow brighter. Suddenly, Alex dropped from view, and the roommates followed in quick succession. With a wet thwack, the three fell onto each other on a muddy floor, all of them covered in thick translucent goo.


 

  Alex stood up first. As he did, the world trembled once more. They were outside now, and the massive stone walls on either side of them were coming closer, piling up the mud beneath their feet.


 

  “Run! Follow me! Now!” yelled Alex. Drew helped Kendall to his feet and the two ran after him. Kendall glanced behind, seeing the soft pink lips of a massive pussy begin to retreat into a stony mound from where the walls spread outward in a “V.” The walls extended nearly a full city block, and the thick mud made it difficult for the three to run as fast as the situation required.


  At last, the walls suddenly gave way to trees, and the three men turned just in time to see the two rounded stones smash to a stop in a cloud of dust. The men caught their breath. The musky scent they had smelled inside the castle was even more overpowering outside, held at nose level by the sheer weight of moisture in the air.


 

  For a moment, Kendall and Drew stood stunned, watching the dust settle. The castle they were just in towered above them, its medieval structure as traditional as they come, but for one significant difference - the foundation gave way to the now-closed legs of an equally-massive stone woman. On either side, they could see the hint of shins just above the mud, giving the viewer the impression that they could scissor apart and lift the entire castle from the mud.


 

  Drew started to wipe the goo from his eyes. Alex grabbed his arm.


 

  “Do not wipe it off,” said Alex, his arms held at his sides. “The mud of this world is self-cleaning.”


 

  Drew looked down. To his horror, the brown mud had shrunk into more than a dozen slugs, each with tiny antennae protruding from their heads. Shivering, he felt their tiny mouths suck against his skin, watching as more of the translucent goo from the entrance slipped beneath their brown shapes.


 

  “Aw, man, that’s so gross!” said Drew, hunched forward with arms extended. When the last of the goo had gone, the slugs melted back into mud once more. Drew grit his teeth as the creatures coalesced, then slid down his legs and onto the ground, leaving behind tiny slimy trails.


 

  Kendall didn’t seem to mind the slugs. Instead, he took a step toward the castle entrance and placed a hand on one of the giant stone knees.


 

  “It is no use,” said Alex with a smile. “She only opens for me.” Kendall looked back up at the sky. “Now, come along. We will set up camp at nightfall. But until then, we need to keep moving.”


 



  ( Chapter Seven )


 

  As their shiny boots splashed through puddles on the uneven muddy ground, Kendall and Drew felt overwhelmed by the sheer scale of the jungle.


 

  Beneath the multi-hued canopy, the trunks of massive trees soared above them, their twisted branches letting just a few slivers of light from the purple sky. The trees were not as inflexible as they first appeared. With a slight breeze, their entire lengths swayed in a wave, causing drips of a slick substance to dribble into their hair and onto their shoulders.


 

  Drew slid his fingers through his increasingly-sticky hair, then shook off the greenish goo from his fingertips. It took several tries to get rid of it all.


 

  “The Trough lives on sexual energy,” said Alex. “We are walking through the excretions of thousands of years of lovers. The pleasures of my people, the ones whose pleasure could be felt on earth.” Drew wrinkled his nose, disgusted by what was oozing around his boots. “With their lovemaking, they fed these trees, this world, and kept it lush, and in return they exude the most potent pheromones known to all of existence, keeping the cycle going for all eternity.”


 

  Kendall examined one of the trees. From a distance, it looked ordinary. The stump was dark and tall, but as he passed it, the more he noticed it was not made of wood, but skin. The light from the canopy made the shapes glisten, revealing smooth scales glistening with goo. He was about to get a closer look when he noticed a light glowing from just below his navel.


 

  “Kendall! Drew!” said Alex. “Stay close!” Kendall turned around. Alex had drawn his sword. Both men had similar lights glowing on their bodies. Drew’s was between his collar bones. Alex’s was barely visible on the lowest knuckle of his middle finger. All three lights were shaped like penises.


 

  “What does this light mean?” asked Drew. Alex drew his sword.


 

  “It means something is coming,” said Alex. “Remember those jewels on your body? The ones from your guardian form? They do the same thing.” Drew remembered the stone from her collar being in the same spot as his light.


 

  “What’s coming?” asked Kendall. Alex looked at his finger.


 

  “It is not glowing very bright, so probably something small. I can handle it myself.”


 

  There was a rustling from the trees in front of them, then the sight of something flying their direction, wings fluttering. The creature made little sound as it revealed itself in a clearing. It was a butterfly, but one unlike any the roommates had ever seen. As it hovered in front of them, they could see it was nearly three feet long. Its thorax was bright pink, its wings dark red, both heavy with moisture. As it landed in front of Kendall, the men saw that its body was riddled with veins, its wings curved into four rounded edges, like tongues.


 

  “What the shit is that thing?” asked Drew as he took a step back.


 

  “It is a cockerfly,” said Alex, his hands gripping his sword. “My wife uses them as scouts.”


 

  The cockerfly crept forward on its small pink legs, then prodded them at Kendall’s boots. Slowly, it lifted itself up, its wings twitching as it fell against Kendall’s hairy leg. The creature felt warm and soft against his skin. It purred as it caressed its tongues around his calf, leaving a pleasing wetness as it rubbed its shaft against Kendall’s hairy leg.


 

  “Aww, look at that!” said Kendall. “I think he likes me!”


 

  “Yes,” whispered Alex, raising his sword. “Just distract him for me—”


 

  In a flash, Alex dropped his sword, slicing off one of the creature’s wings in one bloody spurt. Kendall leapt back as the creature screamed, writhing in the mud. The more it wriggled, the more the wings withdrew into its body, its cock reshaping itself into the backside of a naked man. Crying in agony from the large laceration across his back, the man clawed forward on all fours. He looked about the same age as Kendall, if not a couple years younger.


 

  “Holy shit!” yelled Drew.


 

  Then came Alex’s sword once more, spearing him through the heart. The man stopped moving, then slowly began to sink into the mud. Alex braced a boot on his back and pulled out his sword. When he did, the mud closed around the man’s body, and he was gone. The lights faded on the three men’s bodies.


 

  Kendall, aghast, stood pale, the victim’s dark red blood splattered across his hairy leg. He stared at Alex.


 

  “What did you do that for?” said Kendall. “He wasn’t gonna hurt anyone!”


 

  “Like I said,” said Alex. “He was a scout. He would have given up our position.”


 

  “You didn’t have to kill him!”


 

  “Yes I did!” Alex shouted, still clutching his sword. “There is no saving these people once they become monsters! Killing them is the only way to free them from my wife’s magic!”


 

  “No!” said Kendall. “No, you didn’t!”


 

  “Do you not think I have tried everything else?” yelled Alex. “Do you think this is easy for me? Knowing I am responsible for all this?”


 

  “He just wanted a little love,” said Kendall. “That’s all.”


 

  “Jesus, Kendall, what’s wrong with you?” said Drew. Kendall stepped up to Alex, his hand extended.


 

  “Give me the key,” said Kendall. Alex gripped it in his hand.


 

  “No,” said Alex.


 

  “Give me the key,” said Kendall. “I want to try something.” Alex raised his sword, blood dripping from the tip of the blade.


 

  “Do not make me do this,” said Alex.


 

  “Come on, Kendall, just drop it, man!” said Drew.


 

  “I won’t!” said Kendall. “That guy’s name was Bruce. I could hear his thoughts as he touched me. He said if we have sex with them in our female forms, we can save them!”


 

  “Don’t listen to him, Alex!” yelled Drew. “He doesn’t care if your wife finds us! He just wants to turn into a girl again !” Alex looked back at Drew.


 

  “What did you say?” said Alex.


 

  All of a sudden, Kendall grabbed Alex’s necklace, ripping it off his neck. By the time he realized what had happened, Kendall was scrambling between the trees, trying to unlock his belt in mid-stride.


 

  “No!” yelled Alex, already in hot pursuit. Drew tried to keep up, but his boots kept getting stuck.


 

  The first lock came off Kendall’s belt and fell into the mud. Alex passed it just a few steps behind. He raised his bloody sword once more over Kendall, who was now struggling with the second lock.


 

  Alex didn’t see Drew coming until his shoulder shoved into his side, knocking them both into the mud. The sword fell from Alex’s grasp. Drew tried to keep Alex down, but the bigger of the two men punched the roommate in the face, giving him just enough time to get back to his feet. He grabbed his sword, then shook away the mud. Kendall was already naked, his wet hand rubbing his cock.


 

  Alex raised his sword, then felt something burn against his hip.


 

  “Aaugh—” he stammered, lowering his sword. Drew felt the same thing and looked down.


 

  Both their locks had turned bright white, causing them to melt off like heated snow. The chunks of useless metal hissed into the muddy puddles below, causing both their belts to fall from their hips. Suddenly overwhelmed by the pheromones, both their cocks pulled erect in an instant, matching the erection of an equally-stimulated Kendall. The three looked at each other. The lights on their bodies were glowing again, brighter than ever.


 

  Alex’s face turned white. He looked at Kendall, who stopped masturbating.


 

  “Do you have any idea what you have done?” asked Alex, his face white. He looked at Kendall, who stopped masturbating.


 

  Then came a screech that turned their eyes upward. Alex raised his sword, then walked into the clearing. He looked to his left, then right, the point of his blade following disturbances in the bushes, his erect cock still waggling between his legs. Kendall released his cock. He followed Alex’s gaze, but saw nothing.


 

  The next screech was louder, closer.


 

  Then silence.


 

  Suddenly, with a crash, two large white claws dove through the canopy.


 

  Alex hardly had time to react. The claws snatched him, revealing the body of a large white dragon that screeched a deafening cry. With a single flap of its leathery wings, the creature ripped Alex through the treetops and into the sky, causing multi-colored leaves and goo to crash down into the mud. Kendall stumbled into the clearing.


 

  The dragon had already gone, but the lights on the roommates’ bodies continued to glow.


 

  “Kendall!” said Drew, his own sword now drawn. “Look out!”


 

  Suddenly, a large red sphere rolled toward Kendall, churning up mud and pulling apart every tree in its path. Kendall walked backward only to end up buttock-to-buttock with Drew’s, who saw another red sphere roll his direction. In the clearing, the two shapes decelerated, then stopped. On the face of each was a large rubbery slit which swelled and began to leak.


 

  “Jesus Christ,” said Drew. “What the fuck are these things?”


 

  At that moment, the spheres began to rumble and swell. Their slits squeezed shut as their bodies distorted, willing themselves to an unknown climax. Drew twisted his hands against the handle of his sword, then watched in horror as the skin on each sphere burst open. Out spilled dozens of twisting green tentacles, all of them covered with a foul-smelling goo. A roar bellowed from the parted lips of each slit.


 

  “Augh!” cried Drew, swishing blindly at the creature in front of him.


 

  The monster would have nothing of it. A tentacle swiped back at him, knocking the sword out of his hands. It landed in a puddle well out of reach.


 

  “Christ,” said Drew. “What the fuck do we do now?”


 

  Head bowed, Kendall loosened his scabbard and tossed it aside, sword and all.


 

  “I told you,” said Kendall, grasping his cock. “The first chance I get, I’m gonna take it!”


 

  “No—you—you can’t!” yelled Drew, suddenly overwhelmed by the pheromones. In his blurred vision, he could see the monsters were just standing there, as if waiting for something. Kendall bit his lip and started thrusting into his hand, his entire body starting to glow bright purple.


 

  “Ohh—fffuck—it’s happening!” said Kendall, the pitch of his voice changing.


 

  Drew’s cock twitched. The next time it did, it was in his hand.


 



  ( Chapter Eight )


 

  Kendall and Drew transformed much faster this time. And it felt better, too.


 

  Inside the cocoon of light their bodies created, the two roommates felt their bodies melt into feminine shapes. Beneath their narrowing shoulders, breasts spilled away from their chests, and buttocks filled out behind widening hips. Their hair loosened as it changed hue - Drew’s tickling her neck, Kendall’s spilling down over her shoulders. A tuft of green hair puffed up beneath Drew’s grip, matching the color his now-rubbery cock had become. Kendall’s purple cock bucked in her grip.


 

  The more they rubbed, the more they felt something whisk over their skin, tickling them. It was the caress from several glowing ribbons that appeared from nowhere, each in one of two colors. The purple ones slipped between Kendall’s glistening thighs, then hiked up between her buttocks. The red ones embraced Drew’s hand-sized breasts, then squished them down. As they rubbed faster, both felt the ribbons slip inside their metal boots. Pressure pushed against their feet as the boots failed, shattering into pieces on the jungle floor. Mud splashed on Kendall’s knee-high boots and Drew’s sneakers.


 

  Kendall was closest to orgasm, but Drew caught up quickly. Both of them moaned to the treetops, feeling their cocks begin to tug against their laps. Sweat dripping beneath their outfits, they climaxed together, and with both hands pulled off their cocks. As they did, they felt something more slip out of their bodies, their hands lifted higher to pull it out the rest of the way. In one synchronized maneuver, both switched their grip, hoisting a heavy weight into the air.


 

  Kendall’s panties smacked her crotch. Drew’s boyshorts clapped over her lap. The cocoon disappeared.


 

  Both looked the same as they did after their first sexymorphosis. Kendall was back in her dark purple jacket buttoned over her breasts, the garment pulled back at her waist to reveal the v-cut panties that pointed to her knee-high pink and purple boots. Drew found herself in her red two-piece jogger’s outfit, her lycra boyshorts as tight around her waist as the matching bra over her breasts and the sneakers on her feet.


 

  But this time, they were gripping the handles of new swords. Swords whose blades were, in fact, mammoth cocks. Kendall’s was purple. Drew’s was green, its tip still not circumcised. Their testicles, themselves much larger, now marked the base of each phallic blade, flopping down over their hands such that each felt their warmth as they held onto smaller leathery grips. Then Drew heard a voice.


 

  “It’s me, my speed demon,” came Rodney’s voice from her sword.


 

  “What the—nnnnuhh—” Drew started. Her whole body tingled, causing her to cringe into herself. Her tight runner’s outfit felt even better than it did on earth, slipping easily against her damp breasts. She felt droplets creep down each cheek of her ass. She couldn’t tell if she was sweating this much or if she had somehow summoned the moisture of this world to lick their flesh. Either way, she felt flushed, every breath causing her outfit to caress her awakened body, summoning more dampness in her boyshorts. Such was the power of The Trough.


 

  “You’d better know what you’re doing,” said Richard.


 

  Kendall watched her pendant slide itself out of its button hole. She tossed her purple sword from one hand to the other, letting her exposed breasts clap against one another, nipples buzzing in the moist air. The jacket fell into the mud behind her, puffing up a small breeze that tickled her buttocks. She drew a deep breath, taking in more of the jungle’s rank essence, letting the pheromones flow through her. She shivered, and a huge grin crept across her face. Drew glanced back at Kendall, then at the monsters, suddenly unsure which posed the greater threat.


 

  The monsters were closing, their menacing tentacles primed to strike. Neither woman knew what to do. But Kendall knew what to say.


 

  “Don’t stop ‘til you make ‘em cum!” she shouted.


 

  Stunned, Drew watched Kendall run toward the first monster, her fearsome purple cock in her hands. Holding it in front of her, it looked like she was going to stab the creature with Richard’s tip. Instead, she shoved him in the mud, then leapt into the air like a pole vaulter. She let go. The monster didn’t give her time to fall. Its tentacles whipped around her extended arms and legs, stopping her in mid-air, pulling her limbs apart in a large “X.”


 

  “Kendall!” yelled Drew. She wanted to help her, but the other monster wouldn’t allow it. A tentacle whizzed by her face, then whipped around her throbbing green sword. Drew gripped the handle tighter, surprised she had stopped the creature’s movements so easily. Slowly, she got the upper hand.


 

  “Fuck off, you goddamned—” In one twist, Drew wrenched the cock away from its grip, but in doing so missed another tentacle that grabbed her right leg. She stumbled, swiping the clumsy weapon that direction, and slipped the tip inside the monster’s massive slit. The beast roared around it, and the handle vibrated in her hands. The leg tentacle pulled harder. She leaned into Rodney, ramming more of him inside the monster’s cunt, yanking apart its lips.


 

  Suddenly, the world inverted, and Drew felt herself dangling upside-down several feet above the jungle floor. Her hands gripped the handle of her weapon for dear life, fingers squeaking over the rubbery handle as some of his length slipped out. Rodney’s tip was still inside the monster, but only just. Then she saw her roommate. One of the other monster’s tentacles was rubbing between her breasts, and Kendall was licking the slime off its tip. The two met eyes.


 

  “That’s it! Keep going!” yelled Kendall. Drew couldn’t tell who she was talking to, but she stopped saying anything when she guided the tentacle inside her mouth. She closed her eyes and made a humming noise, then watched as something began to push its way out of the monster’s slit.


 

  Beneath Drew’s roommate, the monster’s wound turned inside-out, revealing a tremendous red cock that curved its way up toward Kendall’s buttocks. Richard, having reverted back into his human form, was crawling up the protrusion, trying to give the pink-haired woman a hand. He managed to straddle the cock with his purple body, but couldn’t stop it from making contact.


 

  At that moment, Drew felt something tug at the crotch of her boyshorts. A tentacle wriggled its way between her legs, sliding in the goo that now leaked up her thighs. The ooze on its tip dribbled over her slit, making her twitch in the creature’s embrace. She felt a burning, then throbbing sensation as the tentacle slithered over her curves, then found its way to her cunt.


 

  “No! No!” cried Drew. She shoved Rodney back inside the monster. But the monster shoved harder. Her hips ached as the greasy tentacle rammed inside her. One hand slipped from Rodney’s handle as she cried, feeling the monster wrench her innards to its will. The pain arrived immediately, but pleasure gradually took its place. The monster’s slime felt like it was licking her all over, a million tongues lapping at her delicate flesh.


 

  Drew caught a glimpse of her roommate’s pleasure. The monster had freed her arms, letting her guide the tentacle out of her mouth. She still clutched it against her soft bosom, and was licking the slime from its tips. Her legs were almost perpendicular to her sides, the tip of the monster’s cock wedged inside her ass. Still, she looked far less uncomfortable than expected.


 

  Drew turned down and shoved Rodney even harder inside her monster’s cunt. She tried her best to ignore the desires of her sex, and instead set to work rooting through the dripping folds of the horror beneath her. But the monster was on to her. Its tentacle thrummed inside her with greater intensity, then began to squeeze more tentacles over her body. One of them found its way beneath the bottom of her bra. Another was lubricating her asshole. Her orgasm was near. She had to act fast.


 

  Sweat dripping over her eyes, dizzy from the blood rushing to her head, Drew grit her teeth and continued pounding the monster’s slit. Her arms felt weak, but and she felt her body begin to lock and twist around the tentacle rooting around inside her. She moaned from both exertions, and soon saw the monster twitch uncontrollably. Gasping, she threw her whole body into the motion, wagging herself in mid-air to get extra leverage. The tentacles lost their rhythm, and the one in her pussy slipped out.


 

  Finally, a massive gush of green ooze burst from around Rodney’s shape, splattering all over the mud. The tentacle in her pussy twitched erratically, then ripped out, squirting hot goo all over her back. The monster groaned and roared, suddenly unable to hold its prisoner. Drew lost her grip on Rodney’s handle and tumbled through the air, landing hard on her backside in the mud. Aching all over, she stumbled to her feet just in time to see Rodney fall out of the monster’s slit.


 

  Then another splash of goo to hit her from behind.


 

  Above and behind her, the monster carrying Kendall spurted a volcanic blast of light purple cum from its cock that crashed down to the muddy floor. Richard leapt down from his perch and onto the ground just in time to catch Kendall in his big arms. As Rodney reappeared from the slippery green weapon that landed in the mud, the four watched as the two monsters shrank, their tentacles receding into their melting bodies.


 

  Kendall and Drew coughed, then watched as the two monsters disappeared, leaving only two beige forms in the mud. Kendall hopped out of Richard’s arms to take a closer look. When she got there, those forms stood to their feet, revealing two naked people - one male, the other female. Both looked frightened, clutching each other’s gooey bodies. When they saw Kendall and Drew, the two ran into the jungle and disappeared.


 

  “Hey! Wait!” yelled Drew. Kendall swallowed a mouthful of monster cum, then smiled.


 

  “It worked!” she cheered.


 



  ( Chapter Nine )


 

  At the far end of The Trough, in an abandoned temple, Alex lay on his knees on a cold stone floor beneath a vine-encrusted ceiling. In front of him, a large mirror covered most of the open space. In its reflection, he had moments earlier seen Kendall and Drew defeat the two monsters, watching in amazement as the fearsome creatures did, in fact, turn back into humans. A tear came to his eye.


 

  “You little fools,” Alex muttered.


 

  Behind him, his kidnapper purred under its breath. The dragon was still clutching his naked body in its pearly-white claws, holding his body between two smooth thighs of bright white scales. He didn’t want to look the creature in the eye, but the longer he sat there, the harder it became to resist - especially when the dragon began to shrink back into the form of a young woman.


 

  The dragon’s claws smoothed gently into human fingers, allowing narrower forearms to embrace Alex’s body. The resulting hands began to caress his broad chest, taking care not to irritate the shallow wounds her claws had left on him. Soon, the dragon’s right hand slid down over his cock, then slowly began to pump. Alex panted, backing into the woman’s body, feeling her breasts against his back as his own pair began to grow.


 

  The woman rubbed him harder, faster, and the Alex’s change accelerated in kind. He felt the dragon’s snout retreat into human lips that kissed his neck, a long serpent’s tongue slithering back inside her smaller jaws. She hugged him tighter, rubbed faster still, and Alex’s black lingerie reappeared over her curves. By the time her long black hair tickled her face, Alex could no longer stop the orgasm.


 

  And when it came, the woman pulled off his orange cock.


 

  The presence behind Alex moved, then got to her feet, taking the warmth with her. The snow-white creature had reverted into the shape of a hairless woman with a familiar figure. She looked over her shoulder, a hint of sadness in her eyes. Then she walked around the edge of the mirror toward the massive throne on the other end of the temple. Alex quivered, feeling her juice trickle down the insides of her thighs, watching the woman hand his orange cock to a spot in the shadows.


 

  “Thank you, Vulva,” said a man’s voice. The white woman nodded, then sat on the floor, voluntarily clasping a metal collar around her neck that was attached by chain to the base of the throne. Alex looked back into the mirror. Her reflection was but a shadow, partially obscuring the images of Drew and Kendall being led out of the clearing by Richard and Rodney.


 

  Footsteps approached. Alex looked up. From the darkness, a single hand was revealed, holding the orange dildo in its grip. Then came a mountain of sweaty muscle, all of it wrapped in black leather straps. A man’s chest, his feet, his legs, all wrapped in glistening debauchery. Finally, his cock, more than seven inches long, his balls dangling from an elaborate stirrup. Only then did Alex see the face of his wife - cruel, disinterested, and male.


 

  “Courtney,” said Alex. The man took her cock and slipped it into a custom-made black leather pouch on his hip. It fit perfectly.


 

  “You were able to escape, and yet you returned,” he said in a deep voice. “Did you really think I would not notice?”


 

  Alex didn’t say anything. She looked at the mirror again, watching Richard and Rodney lead the two roommates through the jungle.


 

  “And for what? To bring two untrained guardians? Do you really think they have a chance against me? Against the jungle?” Alex stared back up at Courtney. He was standing over her, his balls so close she could smell them and count each twisted hair.


 

  “Why not?” asked Alex. “They just defeated two of your monsters,” said Alex. Courtney grabbed Alex’s hair, then gave it a sharp tug, bringing her face up to his.


 

  “Beginner’s luck,” said Courtney. He let go. Alex fell to her knees in a heap. As much as she felt herself agreeing with her transformed spouse, she still chose to bluff.


 

  “You are wrong,” said Alex, breathing deeply. “These two are strong. They will learn. And when they get here, you will be sorry you ever underestimated them - ah!” Alex winced as her entire outfit became white-hot, melting off her body, leaving bruises on her skin. Naked, she clutched her hands around her body, still feeling the heat of Courtney’s dark magic. Courtney closed her opened palm, then strutted around her.


 

  “Damn you, Courtney!”


 

  “Why, that’s no way to talk to your wife,” he answered, shoving Alex forward. She looked back. He was kneeling behind her, grasping his leather-bound cock in his hand.


 

  “No!” cried Alex. It was no use. He knocked her hands away, then held them behind her back. He eased forward and whispered in her ear.


 

  “I’m going to have fun with these new toys of yours,” he said. His big palm shoved her back down, slapping her face against the mirror. “I’ll make you watch as I break them.”


 

  Without warning, Courtney shoved his cock inside Alex’s ass.


 

  Alex couldn’t scream. All she could do is look across the temple at Vulva. Still lying on the ground, Courtney’s genitalwoman closed her eyes and turned away. Alex trembled, tears falling from her cheeks and onto the mirror. She could barely make out the image of Drew and Kendall looking out over a massive lake, Kendall’s magic yanking the messy clothes from their bodies.


 

  “Please,” she whispered to the reflection. “Please hurry!”


 

  (())


 

  “Yes—please—” moaned Kendall, clutching her breasts, still smeared with a mix of cum and monster slime.


 

  “I want to hear you say it,” said Richard. Kendall sighed.


 

  “Lick me,” she whispered.


 

  “What was that?”


 

  “Lick me—Richard—please! Don’t make me say it again!” she cried out, hands near her mouth. Richard smiled, then kissed her on the lips. She gasped when he kissed her on the neck, then the collarbone. She shoved a palm against his bald head, and he picked up the pace, letting his purple hands slide down her hips. “Yess—make me cum—”


 

  Drew, also naked, was sitting just a few feet away, huddled in a ball. Richard and Rodney had brought the pair to a strange lagoon. She glanced up at the waterfall on the other end of the large clear-water pond. The rocks appeared to be made of the same red plastic that now squeaked beneath her bare feet.


 

  Rodney sat next to her. He brought his arm to her side, but she brushed it away.


 

  “Don’t!” yelled Drew, her eyes shut. “Don’t—don’t touch me.”


 

  “My speed demon,” said Rodney. “What’s wrong?” The green man looked back at Richard, who now hoisted Kendall’s legs over his purple shoulders.


 

  “I just got raped by a monster,” said Drew, sniffing. “Jesus Christ, am I gonna get pregnant off that thing?” Rodney shrugged. “You’re no fucking help.”


 

  Kendall screamed. “Yes! Oh, yes! Lick me, you fucker!” Drew glared over at her, then got to her feet. Richard was shaking his face back and forth, mumbling as he did. With some effort, she pushed Richard away, then grabbed Kendall by the shoulders. “Aw, come on!”


 

  “And you!” yelled Drew, pointing a finger. “You couldn’t just keep it in your pants a little while longer?”


 

  “What are you talking about?” said a squinting Kendall. “We won that fight!”


 

  “We shouldn’t have had to fight it! Now we’re marooned, you asshole! We’re gonna die out here!” Richard grabbed Drew’s shoulder. She shook him off, but he still yanked Drew to her feet.


 

  “Get off her!” he yelled. Drew elbowed him in the ribs. Richard squeezed tighter. Kendall stood up, then got out of the way. Drew and Richard slipped on the plastic beach, then fell into the lukewarm water. Just then, Rodney shouted.


 

  “Look at this, my speed demon!” said the green man. Drew saw Rodney was holding Alex’s bag in one hand, a large scroll in the other. Drew shoved Richard off her and walked his direction.


 

  “Is that a map?” asked Drew, scrambling faster with every step.


 

  The two rolled the scroll on the plastic beach. It was written in the exact same language as Alex’s book. Rodney pointed at a large rectangular mark.


 

  “It looks like this is where we are,” said Rodney. “It says ‘The Bubbling Lake.’” Drew squinted, looking over the placid water.


 

  “Bubbling?”


 

  At that moment, the four of them felt something click beneath the surface, then a low vibration. The water in the lake began to bubble and hiss, as if something was going to break the surface. But when the Drew looked at her chest, her phallic jewel wasn’t glowing. She shook her head, then looked back at Rodney.


 

  “So, you can read this?” asked Drew. Rodney nodded. Drew smiled. “Then can you use this to get us to this - this temple place?” Rodney nodded again.


 

  “Yes, my speed demon. It’s—right here.” He pointed to a spot a few inches from the lake. Drew laughed, then pat Rodney on the back.


 

  “That’s not far from here. We can make it!” Drew looked up. His smile melted when he saw Kendall standing several feet into the lake, the water up just past her knees.


 

  “Holy crap, it’s a hot tub!” said Kendall. She made her way under the falls, then lifted her head, letting her long pink hair spill down her back. She spat some of the water out, then looked back at the group. “Come on in!”


  “We don’t have time for this,” said Drew. “We have to go find Alex. Now.” Kendall lowered her arms, then trudged out from under the waterfall. After one step, however, she stopped. Drew sighed. “Oh for chrissakes, don’t give me the silent treatment.”


 

  But then Drew noticed a sudden stiffness take hold of Kendall’s skin. Her body began to turn pink, and tongues squished out of her flesh. As the smell of bubble gum overwhelmed her, Drew shook her head. Richard walked into the lake, his cock at full mast.


 

  “Like I said, babe,” said Richard. “We all take turns being the soap.”


 

  Drew sniffed her arm. Repulsed by the stench of monster cum and mud, she spat onto the red plastic. Rodney touched her shoulder. This time, she did not flinch.


 

  “Fuck it,” said Drew, “I guess I could use another shower before we go.”


 

  Rodney’s cock twitched.


 

  ###
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