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  ( Chapter One )


  She could hear it. That low and distant hum. The sound of the ceremony beginning.


  The woman ran up the stairs as fast as her bare feet could carry her. When she reached the top, she could see inside the cathedral. But the door was closing fast. She met eyes with the man on the other side. He was a guard - she knew it from the gold helmet he wore.


  “Wait!” she yelled, her arm waving. The guard stopped, then held a large finger to his dark lips.


  “Keep your voice down, Miss,” he whispered. The woman grabbed the edge of the door. Her naked breasts rose and fell to shallow, hurried breaths.


  “Sorry,” she said as she whisked her long red hair from her face. “I know I’m late.”


  The guard took a step back. Slowly, the door opened. The woman smiled, then turned sideways and scrambled inside. She made just one step before she heard the guard’s voice again.


  “Miss!”


  She turned and looked back at the guard. The helmet was the only thing he had on. He brought a large, ropy arm to his stomach, then pointed at his erection. The woman glanced down. She was still wearing her favorite red thong.


  “Oops!” she said as she hooked her thumbs under the waistband. “I almost forgot.” The thong snapped from her crotch, then slipped down her legs. She stepped out one foot, then shook it off her right ankle. It landed short of the pile of lingerie in the corner of the room.


  The woman tip-toed into the Cathedral of Exhibitionism and down a narrow red carpet. As she did, she glanced at the bed on the elevated altar. The bed curtains were held back, revealing a man and a woman kneeling face-to-face. Both wore matching gold crowns on their heads and purple capes tied around their necks. They kissed as they caressed their otherwise naked bodies.


  Below, the woman reached the first row of pews. Each were stuffed buttock-to-buttock with several naked men and women. All of them looked about twenty-five years old, but of all colors and sizes. And all of them hummed as they stared at the altar.


  Twenty people filled each pew, allowing each to caress the cock or finger the pussy of their neighbor. All except the third row in, where a man with a black goatee sat next to an empty aisle seat. He stared daggers at the woman until she sat next to him.


  “It’s about time, Nuh,” he whispered. The woman licked her palm, then grabbed the man’s cock and started rubbing. He sucked back a moan, then slipped his hand between her legs. “You really - unh - you really need to learn to get here early.” He cringed as she rubbed him faster.


  “Un’fuh, weren’t you the one who told me how sexy it is to wait?” Un’fuh closed his eyes, then re-focused on the altar. “So, what’s happening? I thought this week’s revival was about body painting?” Un’fuh bit his lip, then panted. His middle finger dipped inside Nuh’s folds.


  “It’s some kind of new spell King Alex discovered. The Sexymorphosis, I think it’s called.” Nuh squirmed. “He wanted to try it out with the queen.”


  “A spell? What does it do?” Nuh kneaded Un’fuh’s tip in her fingers.


  “Something about splitting two people into four. Masturbating summons the spell.”


  Meanwhile, on the bed, Alex pulled Courtney close. His left hand slipped from between her legs, then slipped beneath her cape, leaving a warm trail down her spine. She hissed and clutched his arm and cock simultaneously.


  “I—I’m scared, husband,” whispered Courtney. “Please—please stop this!” But Alex didn’t answer. He slipped his right hand from her buttock back to her clit, then continued to whisper the incantation.


  “. . .sexyasda lori cum feelus orgasma mun carda reversus herada. . .”


  Courtney moaned, then slowly began to stroke his cock once more. But when she did, her hand didn’t slide over it as easily. It felt colder, heavier, rubbery. She felt a tingle at her chest, the undeniable sensation of another set of hard nipples rubbing against her own. And the pitch of her husband’s voice began to change.


  Courtney felt a pain in her lap, and with it the sensation of being drained. Something heavy was oozing out of her in great amounts, swirling about her knees. Unable to grasp her husband’s cock anymore, she reached both hands behind his neck, only to feel soft, wet fingers wrap around something hard protruding from her crotch. Her long, brown hair retreated, then sprouted about her arms, her chest, her face. She felt herself growing taller, or him smaller, disoriented by their dual change.


  Then, at last, Alex stopped whispering. Soft lips kissed Courtney’s ear.


  The two released each other, then eased back. Courtney felt hands against her broadened shoulders, then looked back and saw a bald woman with pearl-white skin behind her, smiling. Courtney looked across the bed, and for a moment thought she was looking into a reflection. But the woman in the arms of the bald orange man across from her was different. She wasn’t wearing a cape, but instead purple lingerie with embroidered stars and moons. Her skin was a dark, chestnut hue - like her husband’s. She smiled, then took Courtney’s hands in hers.


  “How do you like it, my love?” asked the woman in an unfamiliar voice.


  Courtney looked down. To her surprise, her hands were much larger, and covered with thick amounts of brown hair that had spread over equally-massive arms. Her own cape was gone, replaced by tight black leather straps that gripped her entire body, spreading all the way down to a ring through which a pounding, six-inch cock now swelled.


  Courtney couldn’t believe it. She had transformed into a man, and her husband was now a woman.


  Alex hopped off the bed, standing with arms extended in front of the crowd.


  “Ladies and gentlemen of The Trough,” said the woman, looking out at the crowd. “I give you The Sexymorphosis!” With that, the crowd hummed louder, all of them urging themselves toward the combined orgasm that would complete the ceremony. Alex turned to her wife. “Come on, honey,” he said. “Let everyone see you.”


  “No,” said Courtney, smacking her hand away. He tried to cover his cock, but it wouldn’t stop throbbing.


  “There’s no need to be modest, honey.”


  “No! I don’t want to! Just—just change me back. Please.”


  “You will do as your king commands!” whispered Alex as she grasped Courtney by the wrist. He stumbled from the bed, then stood up, his new hard cock twitching at the crowd. Courtney could feel his new body blush, and he covered his new genitals with his big hands.


  Courtney glared back at him. “You’re not the king now,” he said. Then he stared out over the crowd.


  Down below, Nuh rubbed Un’fuh’s cock with even less enthusiasm. Something was wrong. The people around her kept rubbing each other, but the more the leather-clad Courtney stared over them, the more urgently Alex tugged at his arm, and the more nervous their humming became.


  “What’s she - I mean, he doing?” she whispered in Un’fuh’s ear.


  Just then, Courtney stared straight back at her. He lifted his hand higher. Nuh tensed up, then felt herself being lifted from her seat. She gripped Un’fuh’s dick, trying to stay on her pew, but Courtney lifted her hand higher, and she was aloft. She watched helplessly as Courtney took two steps down the altar. Alex was beside him, still tugging at his other arm. Soon, Nuh could hear the voice of her transformed king.


  “Courtney, stop this nonsense!” she said. “Please, whatever you’re thinking, don’t do it!”


  Soon, Nuh was standing in front of Courtney. Nuh tried to get to her knees, but Courtney stopped her. She looked up at the strange man that was once her queen, then watched wide-eyed as he brought his big hand over her face, playing with her hair. He stooped down and closed his eyes. Then he kissed her. Nuh’s breath quivered. Courtney’s cock throbbed, poking Nuh in the thigh. He smiled, then kissed Nuh once more. Urgently, and vigorously, their lips slipped against each other. The crowd started to hum again.


  Courtney picked up Nuh, hoisted her onto his cock. And, as her legs wrapped around him, he plunged inside.


  “Ohh—my queen—!” cried Nuh, feeling her cunt stretch.


  Courtney glanced to her right. Her husband was leaning against the bedpost, both her hands caressing her curves. Her right hand was now buried between her thighs, her middle finger thrusting in and out of her leaking cunt. The more she rubbed, the more Courtney fucked Nuh, his cock pounding and thrumming inside her wriggling pussy.


  But the more Courtney fucked her, the more Nuh felt a strange tingle over her body. It felt good at first, but gradually, the sensations started to fade like a dimming light. She felt him inside her, but only just. Nuh reached a hand between her legs, trying to stir her clit into action. She felt the swollen lump, but nothing more than its wetness and puffiness. There was no pleasure, only a startling deadness.


  But Courtney kept going. He thrust into her harder and harder. His cock felt even more sensitive the more he fucked her, an overwhelming sensation he had never before experienced. Before long, his balls started to tug, and he knew what it meant. All at once, he came inside Nuh, his seed burrowing deep inside her.


  Nuh felt the splash, then suddenly, something else boiling inside her. She felt anxious, irritated. Courtney looked startled, and she let Nuh down to the floor.


  Out of the nothingness, Nuh felt something again - the feeling of her entire body throbbing. While the sensations had left her, the desires had remained, and the urge to cum consumed her. She cried out, then her whole body begin to bulge and stretch, as if primed to explode. Her muscles locked and bulged larger. But this she could feel - and from her deprivation, she only wanted more. So she urged the change onward, not caring where it would take her.


  Someone in the crowd screamed, and a commotion filled the room.


  Alex shouted next. But Courtney didn’t answer. He just stood there, watching his transforming victim. The larger Nuh became, the closer Courtney walked up to her. He clutched Nuh’s bulging jaw, then smiled.


  Frightened, Nuh tried to look away. She glanced at the mirrored ceiling above her. But when she saw the growing green mass she was becoming, she pinched her eyes shut.


  And, very soon, Nuh forgot herself completely.




  ( Chapter Two )


  Below the sparkling purple sky, a gentle breeze whistled through the steep mountain walls of The Trough. In the valley, thousands of strange trees seemed to come to life. Their branches swayed gently, fluttering their rainbow-hued leaves like fist-fulls of confetti ready to be released. There were many more trees past the Bubbling Lake, creating a canopy that cooled the mud piled about their roots. Through this mud, half-cloaked in shadow, the group of four continued on their journey, walking two-by-two toward the temple.


  Kendall was still naked. She hummed to herself as she felt the mud squish between her toes, the lick of her own sweat running down her exaggerated curves. The jungle had become dense, the trees harder to step between, but every time Kendall did, she welcomed the sensation of their gooey trunks grazing against her sensitive skin.


  After one such squeeze, she felt a breath against her ear.


  “Do you dare me?” It was Richard, her purple genitalman.


  “Dare you to what?” whispered Kendall.


  Richard adjusted Alex’s ruck sack on his shoulder, then gestured ahead of them. There, just out of earshot, Drew and Rodney were looking over the map. Rodney’s bare green buttocks rubbed effortlessly against one another, but Drew’s were firmly strapped beneath her tight red boyshorts. Time after time, Kendall had used her magic to give Drew a wedgie. But Drew was getting angry - angrier than usual, so she decided to stop.


  Richard slipped the rucksack from his shoulder. “Watch this,” he said. “Hey, Rodney, catch!” The green man turned, but his face was immediately blocked by the airborne rucksack. She lost track of Richard, then saw a blur of purple dart toward her roommate.


  “Ack!” cried Drew. Kendall watched as the object squeezed beneath the waistband of Drew’s shorts. Drew flailed wildly as it wriggled inside. “Get it out! Get it out!” Rodney, still carrying the rucksack, tried to grab it with his free hand.


  Kendall couldn’t figure out what was happening. She glanced down, but the jewel on her navel wasn’t glowing.


  “It’s okay,” said Kendall. “I don’t think it’s a monster!”


  Finally, thick purple goo oozed out of the right leg of Drew’s shorts. It flopped into the mud, then re-formed as Richard. He wiped his lips, then stood in front of Drew, hands outstretched.


  “Ta-da!” he said. Drew slapped him.


  “Goddammit!” hissed Drew. She turned, then stared back at Kendall. “What the fuck was that about?!”


  “Calm down, calm down,” said Richard. “It was my idea.”


  “Oh, bullshit, you and Rodney don’t do anything unless we make you.”


  “Well, maybe he does,” said Richard, gesturing at Rodney. “But once we separate from you, we can do whatever the hell we want.”


  Drew grabbed Rodney by the neck and pulled him to his knees.


  “If you ever do that to me, so help me—” Drew started. Kendall snorted. She couldn’t help but giggle. “You think this is funny?!” Kendall shrugged. Drew took a step toward her.


  “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” said Kendall, unable to wipe the smile from her face.


  “My speed demon—” said Rodney, still on his knees.


  “Jesus, will you lighten the fuck up?” said Richard. “It was just a goddamned prank!”


  “Lighten up?” shouted Drew. “How many times do I have to tell you? We’re trying to sneak up on this temple. We need to get there before tomorrow night if we want to get home. Alex was kidnaped, we don’t have a lot of food, and everything out here’s trying to fuck us to death! And, to top it all off, I’m probably gonna give birth to a fucking monster baby! Shit!”


  “Oh come on, Drew,” said Kendall. “Just look at the bright side!”


  “What?” Kendall put her hands on her hips, then struck a pose.


  “We’re hot!”


  Drew pointed a finger at Kendall and took a deep breath. She was just about to say something when something rustled in the tree above her. Drew looked up, just in time for something small and wet to flop on her face.


  Drew panicked, then grabbed at the object. When she pulled it free, Richard and Rodney laughed. Kendall squealed, then took the pink-and-white striped pair of panties from her roommate.


  “Alright! Free panties!” said Kendall. Without batting an eye, she lifted her right foot, then her left, and hoisted the moist garment up her sweaty legs. The damp fabric caressed her buttocks, then clapped over her heart-shaped batch of pubes. She shook her body, and the panties settled at her hips. “And they fit perfect!”


  More lingerie flopped into the mud. A white lace garter belt. A pink satin teddy. A black silk bra. Kendall grabbed up each of them, then looked up at the tree from which they all came. High in the canopy more than forty feet up, she could see more of the garments dangling from the branches.


  “It’s a pan-tree!” snickered Kendall. She scrambled to the slippery trunk, then clawed into it with her long pink nails.


  “Wait!” said Drew. “What the hell are you doing?”


  “What does it look like I’m doing?” said Kendall as she squirmed up the trunk like a worm.


  “We don’t have time for this.” Kendall slipped, then landed in the mud. She immediately started climbing again.


  “How many times are you gonna say that?” asked Kendall. “You said yourself we’re making great time, and the attack’s not happening until tomorrow!”


  Drew glared at Richard and Rodney. Both stood perfectly still, watching as Kendall worked her way up the trunk. “Well, don’t just stand there!” said Drew. “Help me out here!”


  Just then, something bright made Drew wince. She looked down, then held the glowing cock-shaped jewel dangling from her red collar. It was already burning brighter than she had ever seen - and getting brighter still. Her heart skipped a beat.


  “Kendall! Get down from there!” yelled Drew. “Something’s coming!”


  Drew scrambled to the base of the tree, but Kendall kept climbing. She was already ten feet above the mud.


  “Kendall!”


  Her pink hair swished aside, and she glanced down.


  “I told you, I’m just—!” said Kendall.


  Then, out of nowhere, Kendall disappeared into a giant green mouth that snapped the tree in half.




  ( Chapter Three )


  “Kendall!”


  The tree splintered, then crashed down away from the group in a flurry of discarded lingerie. As light poured through the canopy, they saw the monster. It was several times their own size, its green vine-like tentacles wrapped around the stump of the tree. It gurgled and roared from a large saucer-shaped mouth that aimed toward the sky, then lurched back down at them.


  Drew backed up against Richard and Rodney, none of them daring to move from its eyeless gaze. They watched as its foul, slime-covered lips peeled back, and its mouth opened, revealing rows of what looked like teeth, but weren’t. They were erect penises - and Kendall was straddling them, cramming one into her pussy. The entire inside of the monster’s mouth was alight, its scrotum-shaped tongue leaping from the shadows and into the glow from Kendall’s navel piercing.


  “Don’t just stand there!” said Kendall, covered in ooze. “Help me fuck this thing!” She sucked another cock-tooth in her mouth, then began grinding her hips. More of the cocks wrapped around her middle, holding her in place. A large scrotum-shaped tongue then clapped down on her back, sliding this way and that.


  “Jesus Christ!” spat Drew. She ran back, then closed her eyes. I only need to make it cum, she told herself, remembering the horror of the other monster tearing at her womanhood. I don’t need it inside me. I just need to make it cum.


  Drew flashed open her eyes and grabbed Rodney by the cock. Instantly, Rodney’s body liquefied, then extended, re-forming into a large bludgeoning dildo. She tightened the grip of her fingerless gloves, then looked for a mark, a wound, a hole - anything that could accommodate her weapon of choice. Soon, she found it - puckering hole between three of the tentacles.


  Drew grunted, then whipped Rodney’s length toward the hole. Three tentacles grabbed it, then shoved it aside. Drew slipped in the mud, then was dragged closer to the creature’s foul-smelling mouth. She dug in the heels of her sneakers, then yanked Rodney free. She then hopped back, letting Rodney’s tip thump into the mud. By the time she fell, the lubricated tip then curved up again, ripping apart the monster’s hole in one stroke.


  Drew started rocking the dildo back and forth. Her arms burned from the exertion, and she glared back at Richard, who was sitting calmly against another tree.


  “Fuck, Richard, help me!” shouted Drew. But Richard merely picked up a green pair of satin panties and gave them a good whiff.


  The monster roared, louder than before. Something hot and wet splattered against Drew’s cheek, and he turned to see torrents of white cum ooze from the creature’s mouth. Like a perverted version of Venus on a clamshell, Kendall stood prostrate on the biggest of the monster’s cock-teeth, her curves gripped by tentacles and covered in cum. She spat out a tentacle and cried out loud, savoring the sensation of the monster unloading inside of her.


  “Ohhhh—”


  The monster convulsed, then spat Kendall onto the ground. She landed in the mud, then laughed as she got to her feet.


  Behind her, the monster started to shrink, its cum-filled mouth resembling a hamburger with too much mayonnaise. From the melting mass, Drew saw the body of a woman with long red hair. She got to her knees, then looked at Drew. She looked around, then in a panic, ran back into the jungle.


  “Goddammit, not again - wait!” yelled Drew. As Rodney reverted into a smaller dildo, she looked over to Kendall. “Kendall, help me—” But Kendall was in Richard’s arms, watching as the purple man began to turn to soap, his fattening tongue protruding from his open mouth. “Never fucking mind.”


  With that, she slid Rodney into the holster on her thigh, then ran after the woman into the jungle.




  ( Chapter Four )


  The further Drew ran, the thicker the mud became. Soon, her legs ached to the weight of mud-covered sneakers, and her lungs burned with each breath. The woman with the red hair was just a few feet in front of her, but starting to get away.


  “Goddammit!” Drew yelled, “Wait up!”


  Exasperated, Drew grabbed Rodney from the holster and threw it as hard as she could. The green dildo grew larger as it flew, then stretched into a man who stood directly in the woman’s path. Drew stopped, then clapped her hands on her thighs.


  “Rodney! Grab her!”


  Rodney stumbled, then reached out his arms. He caught her hand with his, then pulled her to his chest. Drew could see her struggling as she walked up to her. She wiggled against Rodney’s body, then stopped.


  “Let me go! Let me go!” yelled the red-head. But when her thigh nudged against Rodney’s erection, she stopped. “Wait a minute. I can—I can feel again.” But when she met eyes with Drew, her expression changed. “No! No! Get away!” yelled the woman. “Don’t change me back! Please, I’ll do anything!”


  “Relax,” said Drew. “I just want to talk to you.”


  “No you don’t! You’re one of them! The sexymorphosis spell - it’s evil!”


  “Hey, sweetheart, I helped save your ass, okay? So just relax.” The woman stomped on Rodney’s foot. He didn’t budge. Drew grabbed the woman’s jaw, and the woman stopped fidgeting. “Now, look, Alex sent us here.”


  “King Alex?” Drew let her go.


  “Well, more like Queen Alex - forget it. Look, she sent me and my roommate here to stop his wife, or I guess, husband - Courtney - so she used the same spell on us.”


  “I’ve never seen you here before.” She looked back up at the green man. “Neither of you.”


  “That’s because we’re not from here. We’re from earth.”


  “Earth?” Drew nodded. “You’re here to save us?”


  “Yes. Yes, we are.” The woman looked past Drew’s shoulder.


  “Where’s your friend?” Drew turned around, then shrugged.


  “She’s coming. Look, let’s start over.” She glanced up at Rodney. “Rodney, let her go.” The green man obeyed. Drew extended her hand. “My name’s Drew. What’s yours?” The woman looked at the wrist she was rubbing, then back at her.


  “Nuh,” she said.


  “Nuh?” said Drew.


  “So, where were you running to, Nuh?” Nuh sniffed.


  “I just needed to get away. I didn’t want him to find me.”


  “You mean Courtney?”


  “Yes.” Drew stood up.


  “Now, look, it’s not safe for you out here,” said Drew. “You should probably come with us.”


  The trio heard footsteps. Drew turned and saw a still-naked Kendall step between the trees, her body clean and glistening. An exhausted Richard followed her, the ruck-sack slung over his shoulder. The scent of fresh soap hung heavy over their naked bodies.


  “It’s about fucking time you two showed up!” said Drew.


  “Who’s that?” asked Kendall, pointing.


  “This is Nuh. She was that monster we fought earlier.”


  “No way!” said Kendall with a laugh. “Dude, I was in your mouth!” Drew shook her head.


  “All right, now look,” said Drew. “Nuh is coming with us, but we should get going. Give me the map.” Kendall and Richard looked at each other. “The map! Give me the map!”


  “Well—” said Kendall, rubbing her forearm. “About that—”


  Drew grabbed the pack from Richard’s shoulder. It thumped onto the mud. She ripped open the top and peered inside.


  It was filled with panties.


  “What?” yelled Drew. She reached her hand through the wet lingerie, but felt only more clothing. Nothing else. “Are you fucking kidding me? Where’s the map? The food? The rest of Alex’s stuff?”


  “Come on, we didn’t need any of that crap,” said Richard.


  “I’m not fucking talking to you,” said Drew through gritted teeth. She looked back at Kendall.


  “I’m not gonna lie to you,” said Kendall as she held up her hands. “It all fell in the mud. We couldn’t get it out. So I figured—”


  “Are you fucking kidding me? We needed that to find our way to the temple!” said Drew. “What the fuck are we gonna do now?” Nuh raised her hand.


  “Actually,” said Nuh, “I know how to—”


  “Hey, it’s not all bad!” interrupted Kendall. “You said it yourself, it’s not far from here. I’m sure Rodney knows where we are.” Drew glared at Rodney. Rodney shrugged.


  “I’m sorry, my spee—” started Rodney.


  “Fucking shit, Kendall!” shouted Drew. “You know what? Fuck it. You and Richard do whatever the hell you want.”


  “Drew,” said Nuh. Kendall started to cry. “I can get us to—”


  “No, no, no. Fuck it. We’re not gonna get anywhere if Kendall keeps fucking sabotaging us. You don’t know, Nuh, she’s been up to this the whole time. I’m not putting up with it anymore. Nuh, you come with me and Rodney. We’ll figure it out. Kendall, Richard - you fucking do whatever the hell you want. Stay here for all I care. You want time to screw around? You’ve got it, buddy.” Richard stepped forward and pointed a purple finger back at her.


  “Fine by us, you bossy little cunt,” spat Richard, taking Kendall’s hand in his. Drew took Nuh and Rodney’s hands.


  “Fine,” said Drew. And the three of them marched on through the jungle.




  ( Chapter Five )


  Back in the temple, Alex could feel it happening again. The change that happened to anyone who’d had sex with his wife in her male form. Deprived of sexual pleasure, the energy of The Trough spiraled out of control inside her. Her muscles surged to life again, trying to devour her humanity from the inside. Again, she concentrated, trying to will them back down. And slowly, reluctantly, they obeyed. Alex panted, her forehead slick with sweat, her resolve all but gone.


  For hours, Alex had tried to suppress it, but deep down, she knew it was just a matter of time until she became just another of her wife’s monsters.


  “Now, Alex,” said Courtney as he strutted up to her. “You know you shouldn’t fight it. It hurts more if you do.” He knelt down in front of her, then caressed Alex’s cheek. The white jewel on the ring of his middle finger glowed brightly, matching the light from his own. Alex trembled, her wrists still chained to a column behind her.


  “Why are you—doing this?” asked Alex. Courtney grabbed her cheeks tighter, his eyes filled with rage.


  “Why?” he spat. “Look at me! Look at what you’ve done!”


  “I keep telling you! You can change back!” yelled Alex. “All you have to do is—” Courtney slapped Alex across the face.


  “Shut up!” Courtney yelled. “How many times do I have to tell you? I know I can change back whenever I want! That’s not what this is about!”


  “Alright, alright. I get it.”


  “No. You don’t.” Courtney stood up. “But you’re going to.”


  The throbbing returned.


  “Aaa—aaugh!”


  “I took your pleasure from you,” said Courney. He wrapped his hand around his pounding cock, then started rubbing. “You’re gonna have to earn it back - just like everyone else!”


  Alex’s arms rippled, then started to grow. Courtney gasped, then stroked himself even harder, enjoying her husband’s anguish. He leaned back, cock aimed in Alex’s face. He licked his lips, felt his cock begin to thrum toward his next orgasm. His whole body tingled, preparing to unload all over his husband’s face.


  “Yes—yesss!” Courtney hissed. Then, suddenly, Courtney felt a tap on his shoulder. His body shivered, and the fog of pleasure left his body. He spun around, dick in hand, and saw Vulva standing there. “Goddammit! What is it?” The hairless white woman pointed to the floor behind them.


  Courtney stood up, then watched in the mirrored floor the image of Kendall and Drew parting ways. She laughed to herself, then turned back to Alex, who was again struggling to revert.


  “Some guardians,” said Courtney with a sneer. “It appears those two humans you brought split up.” He bit his lip, then nodded. “I have an idea. Vulva!” The woman nodded. “I’m going to leave you here with my husband. Make sure she doesn’t get away.”


  Courtney then unbuttoned the leather sheath strapped to his hip. He pulled out a bright orange dildo, then shook it in front of him like the handle of an umbrella. In one flick, the orange shape stretched, and the feet of a naked orange man slapped the stony floor. The man stooped down to one knee.


  “Turn into a dragon, slave,” said Courtney, caressing his cock once more. “And do it slowly. I want to enjoy it.”


  Roger nodded, then slowly stretched several times his own size. His neck uncoiled like a snake, then eased across the floor of the temple. A tail sprung from his spine, then slithered over the floor. With each pointed scale rising from his back, Courtney rubbed his throbbing cock, and soon felt the pleasing thrums of an orgasm. When Roger’s jaws opened, then roared to the sky, Courtney cried with him, and he released his dick, letting it spit streaks of white on the floor.


  “Lick that up,” said Courtney. The big orange dragon lowered its head, stuck out its long, slimy tongue, and obeyed.




  ( Chapter Six )


  Hours after the group split up, Nuh led the way, her naked buttocks jiggling as she trudged through the mud. Behind her, Rodney helped Drew fight her way through the muck, his big green hands warm against her shoulders. It was staring to get dark, the purple sky starting to dim and twinkle.


  Just then, Nuh stopped. “Wait!” she said, extending her arm to stop the group’s advance. Drew’s heart skipped a beat.


  “What is it?” Nuh hushed her, then gestured toward a disturbance in the mud in front of them. It looked like a bubble at first, but one that wouldn’t pop. Instead it grew larger, wider, and began to change shape. Drew felt over the jewel dangling from her collar, then looked down. It wasn’t glowing. “What’s happening?” she whispered.


  Nuh didn’t answer. She knelt in front of the disturbance, then got on her knees, giving Drew and Rodney a clear view of something - someone climbing out of the mud. There was a head, then a small pair of arms reaching out. They were the arms of a child, both of them slapping the wet mud, trying to find a way out. Nuh reached out, then took the hand in hers.


  “That’s it. Come on out.” She leaned back, and out climbed a young boy. He was naked, maybe about seven years of age, with thin black hair atop his head. As the mud shrank into slugs that fell from his body, the child didn’t cry. He muttered to himself, then fell to his side, his head in Nuh’s lap.


  “Oh my God,” whispered Drew. The boy was shivering, at least that’s what it seemed at first. Then she noticed his arm was the only thing moving. His hips were thrusting. And his body was growing. “What’s happening to him?”


  Nuh hushed Drew again, then put her hands on the child’s head. “It’s okay, my dear,” she said. “I’m here for you.” The boy kept rubbing. The more he rubbed, the more his body grew. His limbs stretched longer, his torso taller, and he grew rapidly into the size of an adult man. Now completely free of mud, the man’s naked skin started to sprout hair, his muscles becoming more defined. His raspy breaths grew louder, deeper.


  “Fuh—huh—” he muttered in a deep voice.


  “That’s it,” said Nuh. “Fuh-huh. That shall be your name.”


  The man rolled onto all fours, only to reveal the stubble on his cheeks and his hand stroking his cock. He looked up at Nuh, then kissed her. The two eased back, and Nuh welcomed the transformed man between her thighs. He grunted, and slipped inside. In just a few strokes, he came inside her. She kissed the top of his head, then held him close. Drew couldn’t stay quiet any longer.


  “What the hell was that?” she blurted. “Did he—did you—?”


  “Yes,” purred Nuh as she sat up. “This is tremendous! We haven’t had a live birth in The Trough in years!”


  “And you—had sex with him?” Nuh nodded, then helped the strange man to his feet. He looked at them with bewildered eyes.


  “We are all but children of The Trough,” said Nuh, rubbing Fuh-huh’s back. “But we don’t stay that way for long. When we’re born, the energy of The Trough fills us, and we turn into what you on earth are called adults.” Drew glanced at Rodney, who nodded. “Don’t look so shocked,” she continued. “I’m only four years older than him.”


  “Ugh!” cried Drew. Nuh ignored her, then looked over her shoulder.


  “We’re not far now. A Trough birth can only happen when two of its citizens have sex nearby. Whoever they are, they must be close.” With that, Nuh took the man’s hand, then pushed aside another bush. Drew and Rodney stumbled after them.


  “How did you not warn me about that?” Drew asked Rodney tersely. “For chrissakes, I’m probably the oldest person on this entire planet!”


  “I thought you knew, my speed demon,” he said. “I remember when I made you grow.” Drew shook her head. Then a man’s voice rang out.


  “Who goes there?” Up ahead, Nuh pushed aside a fern, revealing the roof of a small cottage.


  “Un’fuh?” shouted Nuh. “Is that you?” The group then walked into a clearing, where two more naked people ran up to them. Walking hand-in-hand with a young woman with long blue hair was a naked man with a thick goatee on his face. He and Nuh hugged.


  “Nuh! You’re back! That’s incredible!” he says, hugging her. “And Ruh-ha, you’re safe, too!” The two women hugged. Just then, Ruh-ha tapped Un’fuh on the shoulder, tears in her eyes.


  “Un’fuh, look!” She walked up to Fuh-huh, then put her hand on his cheek. She looked at Nuh. “Is he—” Nuh nodded. The woman hugged the man. “Un’fuh, it worked! This man is our spawn!” She slid her arms down the man’s arms. “What is his name, Nuh?”


  “Fuh-huh,” said Nuh. “I was there for his first words.” Drew walked into the clearing, Rodney alongside. Just then, the red-headed woman’s expression changed.


  “Wait a second,” said Drew. “I’ve seen you somewhere. Both of you.”


  “Yes,” said Un’fuh. “You are one of the guardians sent by King Alex. You saved us. I am in your debt, stranger.”


  “Thank you so much!” said Ruh-ha. “This is Un’fuh, and I am Ruh-ha. What is your name?”


  “Drew.” She pat her green man on the shoulder. “And this is Rodney. My, uh, genitalman.”


  “Where is the other one?” asked Ruh-ha. Drew bit her lip. “The one with the pink hair? I would like to thank her, too.”


  “She’s—” said Drew. Nuh stepped in.


  “We should probably get inside,” said Nuh. “It will be dark soon, and we have news from the King.”


  “Absolutely, yes,” said Un’fuh. As the group walked inside the cottage, Ruh-ha took Nuh aside.


  


  


  “Have you seen any of the others?” asked Ruh-ha. “Any one else from the congregation? Gruh? Suh? Boose?”


  Boose? Drew said to herself. The name sounded familiar to her, but she couldn’t figure out why.




  ( Chapter Seven )


  As darkness fell over The Trough, the world began to change. The purple sky dimmed, then sparkled as the stars twirled gently on a strange celestial sea. Their motions called attention to the horizon, where two smooth green-white orbs, one covering half the other, rose into view. The twin moons cast a shimmering glow over The Trough, and the tops of the trees came alive with thousands of tiny creatures rustling in their multi-colored leaves.


  The moons’ energy filled the trees, and their trunks began to glow dimly, throbbing from inside as they lit the shadows with red, blue, or golden light. Their phosphorescent roots then sent the energy into the mud, which softened and loosened, then flowed as well. Soon, Kendall and Richard felt the embrace of soft sheets between their toes, as if both were walking across a large bed. But neither cared to notice.


  “We’re not lost!” Kendall objected. She shivered, then adjusted the layers of lingerie she now wore.


  “I’m just saying,” said Richard. “Maybe we should set up camp. It’ll be easier to find our way in the morning.” Kendall peeked inside the bag Richard carried and reached inside, but it was empty.


  “Is that all of them? I thought we had more!”


  “That’s all,” said Richard. “Now, look, let’s just take a break, okay? The Trough is too difficult to cross at night without a light or anything.”


  “But we’ve got a light,” said Kendall, pointing at the jewel on her navel. “See? It’s getting brighter!” Richard dropped the bag. The jewel now shone so bright that he couldn’t look at it.


  “How long has it been doing that?” he asked. Kendall shrugged.


  Just then came a deafening screech from above. Both saw a shadow cut through the moonlight, then swoop away. Then came a thud just behind them. The two turned, and there, crouched on one knee, stood a man in a black leather outfit. He stood up, then holstered the bright orange dildo in his right hand.


  “Who are you?” asked Kendall.


  “Jesus, that’s Courtney!” said Richard. Kendall looked at the purple man. “Alex’s wife! The one he changed!” Courtney laughed.


  “That’s enough out of you, Dick,” he said.


  “Stay away from her, you—” But Richard couldn’t get out another word. Courtney extended her hand, and Richard promptly shrank back into a dildo. Kendall watched in stunned silence as the motionless purple object floated the man’s direction, then landed in his hand. He put it in another holster on his thigh.


  “H-how did you do that? What do you want from me?” asked Kendall, fists raised, but uncertain what to do with them. Courtney just kept walking her direction.


  “Now, what are you doing out here by yourself?” asked Courtney. He placed his index finger on her neck, then walked behind her, letting the digit slide across her throat. “It’s not safe out here, you know.”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Kendall blushed. He smelled really good - manly, even. With authority, Courtney traced her finger down the small of her back, then hooked it down the back of her panties.


  “You can’t hide anything from me,” said Courtney. “Where’s your partner?” Kendall licked her lips.


  “He—I mean, she—she left me here,” said Kendall.


  “She did?” said Courtney with a gasp. “That wasn’t very nice of her.” Courtney nudged the tree to his left. A small brown object fell into his hand. She held it to Kendall’s nose. When she drank in the scent, she knew it was chocolate. She grabbed it, then chomped up the squishy snack cake.


  “No. It wasn’t,” said Kendall between bites. “I just made a mistake. Drew always gets like that, I don’t know why!” Kendall devoured the last of the treat, then licked her fingers. Courtney kissed Kendall’s shoulder. The tension oozed out of her.


  “Poor baby,” said Courtney.


  “He doesn’t even realize how good we have it here. I don’t get that.” said Kendall. Her pussy thrummed. “Say, you got any more of those cakes?” Courtney smiled.


  “You know, if you help me, I can get you all the cakes you want.” He kissed the back of her neck, then slid his hand down her stomach, making the little navel jewel dance. “And you can stay here forever.”


  “Like this? You mean—as a woman?” Courtney’s middle finger found its way inside her panties. Kendall moaned.


  “Yes.” He kissed her neck again. “I’ll make you my queen.” Her cheek. “And I’ll show you pleasure like you’ve never experienced.” He stuck out his tongue, then teased the inside of her ear. “Do we have a deal?” Kendall bit her lip, then nodded.


  “Yes. Yes, I’ll do it.” Courtney giggled.


  “Good,” said Courtney. He stood up, then slid his hands over his outfit. “Now undress me.”


  Kendall didn’t need clarification this time. She nodded, then looked at Courtney’s outfit. With some effort, she used her powers to untangle the leather straps across her lover’s chest. They then unwound like ribbon, unhooking and slithering apart, then fell from his naked body. He walked toward her, his dick throbbing at her loins. When Kendall’s multi-layered bra began to budge to her magic, Courtney clutched her chin.


  “No,” he said. “I get to do you.” He kissed her, then rammed her body against a red-trunked tree. His body felt hot and hard against her skin, and his fingers tore into her clothes with animal passion. Her breasts flopped out of her top, then shoved against his chest, her rock-hard nipples ticklish against his chest hair. He then kissed his way down the front of her. To her breasts, her navel, then where his hands jerked at her panties. Kendall panted, then twisted her body to help him. When he licked her, she cried out, raised a leg, then started to slide down the tree. The stump throbbed around her, growing brighter still.


  Courtney guided her naked body into the sheets below, then flipped her over. Kendall’s nails dug into the tree as she fell onto all fours. She didn’t have time to realize how big Courtney was. By the time she had, he was already balls-deep inside her pussy, thrusting like mad.


  But, as her cream ran down his balls, she felt less and less of him, and instead something else. Something building inside her.




  ( Chapter Eight )


  “This is a nice house you have here,” said Drew. Kneeling next to Rodney in the candle-lit room of the cottage, she cuddled up to the pillow to her right. The four citizens sat within reach, all of them forming a ring among the dozens of other pillows scattered over the floor.


  “Why thank you,” said Ruh-ha. “In truth, it belongs to all of us. These houses are all over The Trough. Places where we can meet up and be intimate in different ways.” She lowered her eyes. “That is, before Queen Courtney changed.”


  “I don’t know what happened to the Queen that day,” said Nuh. “But whatever it was, he’s more powerful than ever. He’s manipulated sex itself. Made it his power. Used it to turn us all into his monsters. His army.”


  “I remember - you were the first,” said Un’fuh. Nuh nodded. “He did the same to the rest of us. Held us prisoner in the cathedral until all of us were changed. He took the feeling away. He said it was only temporary. He said after we served him, we’d have the biggest orgy The Trough had ever seen. But then the change happened. Before I knew it, I wasn’t myself anymore. Nobody was.”


  Ruh-ha put her hand on Un’fuh’s shoulder. “Thank heaven you and your friend saved us,” he said. “You gave us our first orgasm in an eternity. Changed us back. We are in your debt.” She twizzled the chest hair on the newborn Fuh-huh, still sitting silently to her left. “All of us.”


  “That’s no trouble, really,” said Drew. “But you said there’s more of you out there. Hundreds, even?”


  “Yes,” said Ruh-ha. “To our knowledge, we are the first three who have been returned to their birth-form. We have no idea where the others are.”


  “It’s that ‘sexymorphosis’ spell,” said Un’fuh. “It was foolish for King Alex to release that upon this world. Until you and your friend came, we had no idea it could also be used for good.”


  “Un’fuh, please!” says Ruh-ha. “I’m sure he didn’t want any of this for us. And he summoned our friend here to help.”


  “That’s right,” said Nuh. “That means you have power. What is your power, Drew?”


  “Power?”


  “Yes,” said Ruh-ha. “All of the sexymorphosed have power. What is yours?”


  “I—” Drew looked at her hands. “I don’t know.” The group looked disappointed.


  “You must have some power,” said Un’fah. “After all, you changed us back.”


  “To be honest, I still don’t understand that myself,” said Drew. “Wait, are you sure I can’t get pregnant?”


  “We keep telling you, we don’t know what this ‘pregnant’ is,” said Ruh-ha. “We are all born of The Trough to have sex. In sex, we receive pleasure.” She brushed the shoulder of Fuh-huh, kneeling next to her. “Just like our newest one here.” She kissed Fuh-huh, who kissed her back, his adult cock throbbing to attention. Drew cringed.


  “Are you sure you don’t wish to join us?” asked Nuh as she started to rub Fuh-huh’s dick. “It is customary to make love to our newest citizens on their growthday.”


  “With your son?” asked Drew.


  “Like I said, we are all children of The Trough,” said Nuh. “We are all born each other’s equals, granted with the gift - the responsibility - to give and receive pleasure. The destiny we all share, that you’ve returned to us.” Nuh turned and looked at Drew.


  “Please, let us thank you the only way we know how,” said Ruh-ha. “Maybe we can help you discover your power.” Drew’s pussy tingled beneath her red boyshorts. She blushed with embarrassment.


  “That’s very—kind of you,” said Drew. She stood up, then covered her lap with her hands. “But I think Rodney and I will rest upstairs if it’s all the same to you.”


  “If you wish,” said Un’fuh, rubbing his own cock as he slid behind Nuh. “If you change your mind, we are at your disposal, Drew.” Drew blushed, then took Rodney by the hand. He followed her up the squeaking stairwell that led to the darkened upstairs bedroom.


  Near the top of the stairs, they peered between the banisters. Fuh-huh was still on his knees, wrapped in the burly arms of Un’fuh. As the two men kissed, Ruh-ha took Fuh-huh’s erection in her hand, then slipped it into her mouth. Her blue hair swung past her head as it bobbed up and down, revealing another hand that slid up and down her backside. It was Nuh, standing behind Fuh-huh, her large breasts squished against his bald head. Nuh panted, then stared straight up at Drew. She blushed, then finished going upstairs.


  The two made their way into the first of two small rooms. A lantern sat on the bedside table, illuminating a corner of the bare wood walls. There was a small bed with what looked like a large pillow in the frame, the shape half-covered by a few dusty sheets. Drew walked in first, then glanced out the picture-frame window at the jungle. She saw the glowing trunks of the trees, no two of their shapes exactly alike. Rodney stood behind her, then kissed her cheek.


  “Did I make a mistake?” asked Drew as she placed her hand on the glass.


  “My speed demon?”


  “Leaving Kendall and Richard like that. He’s still out there, you know.” Below them, both could hear the moaning of the four citizens downstairs, all of them approaching an orgasm. Rodney kissed the back of her neck, then slid his big green hand down her chest.


  “I don’t know,” he said. Drew put her hand over his. “But I think I know what will help.” His other hand found the crotch of Drew’s boyshorts. His big middle finger squished against her wetness. Drew whimpered, then felt her whole body tingle. This time, she welcomed it.


  Drew turned, then kissed Rodney, let her hands slide over his broad shoulders. He carefully slid off her top, then squeezed her body against his. Still kissing, Drew slid the shorts down her legs, then grasped Rodney’s dick in her hands. He hunched forward, then guided her backward toward the bed. Dust kicked up around them as they landed, and the bed creaked when Rodney made his way on top of her. Drew’s legs slid open, but Rodney inched his way down instead.


  “Unnnhh—” cried Drew. Rodney plunged his thick green tongue inside her, then teased her clit with his nose. She moaned, then writhed across the bed. “Give it to me—” she whispered. “Your dick—give it to me!” Rodney sat up.


  “If I cum inside you, we’d leave The Trough,” said Rodney. Drew wanted to protest, but soon, his leg stepped over her head, his big green balls dangling over her face. “But we could always do this.”


  Drew didn’t need any instruction. She licked her lips, then took Rodney’s dick in her hand. She sucked it down, and soon, his face was again burrowed between her thighs. The bed squeaked louder. Downstairs, the group of four moaned in unison. They could hear. They were trying to compete. But Drew didn’t care. Not this time. She sucked harder.


  Rodney came. Drew swallowed, and a wave crested inside her, then splashed out the other end. Rodney drank her, his cock twitched, and the cycle continued. Drew gasped, Rodney’s glistening green cum on her lips, then batted his tight buttocks with her gloved hand.


  “Let me—on top—” she said. Her partner obeyed, letting her spoon up against him. His powerful arms wrapped around her slender body, and she kissed his hand. His dick jumped behind her. Drew giggled. “Let me get the light, baby,” she said as she pulled off her gloves, “I want to feel all of you!”


  Drew reached out and touched a lever on the lantern. But when she did, the lantern rattled. The flickering light pulled taller, then seemed to freeze. Startled, Drew pulled back her hand. The shape seemed to pulse, to throb. Then the light flickered, as if nothing had happened.


  “What is it?” asked Rodney.


  “Did you see that?” said Drew. She reached out again and this time grasped the lever. The flame froze faster this time, then stretched wider, its tip rounding off into a blunt shape. The rest of the lantern squeaked, then began to stretch as well, forming the same shape as it, too, grew taller. Still glowing, the entire object trembled on the table, then began to throb. Cracks showed on the distorted glass, but then pulsed on their own, becoming veins. And when Drew brought both hands to touch it, she felt only skin. Hot, tight skin. “Holy shit! It’s a dick!”


  Drew stood up, then moved her hands up and down, watching the glowing glass object flex to her movements, stretching longer and winding about the room. She giggled, then let the tip float near her face, feeling the heat against her body. Rodney was behind her again, his arms on her shoulders.


  “My power!” said Drew. She turned, then reached out a hand to touch the bedside table. It, too, began to stretch and distort, growing into an even larger penis that lifted her from the floor. As its rough wedge poked against her naked buttocks, she began to turn the lantern-dick toward her pussy.


  “You have Rosy Palms, my speed demon!” he said, sliding his hands up and down her arms. “Incredi—”


  Suddenly, Rodney’s hand slipped from her arm. In a flash, Rodney turned back into a floating dildo, which smashed through the window. Drew hopped down from her perch, then ran to the sill.


  “Rodney!” she cried. But the rustling of the trees was her only answer. She noticed a light out of the corner of her eye. When she looked down to her sweaty chest, her jewel was glowing, brighter than ever.




  ( Chapter Nine )


  Courtney extended his hand, then felt the green dildo thump against his palm. He smiled, then stuck it into the final holster on his outfit.


  “There we go,” he said. “Your so-called partner won’t need this anymore.” He clasped the holster shut, then pat it twice, letting it bump against the orange and purple dicks that now adorned his outfit.


  Beneath her, Kendall grumbled, unable to speak. Her body had grown several times larger - big enough for Courtney to sit atop her back, legs dangling over her shoulders. She still retained her humanity, but just barely. She was already on all fours, and her growing muscles and cracking bones conspired to turn her into a beast. She tried to think of something else, tried to escape from what she was becoming, but Courtney wouldn’t let her.


  “Change for me,” said Courtney, rubbing sweat into Kendall’s thick neck. “Come on, baby. It’s time for you to fly.”


  The final word seemed to trigger something inside her. Kendall screamed as two leathery wings tore from her shoulders, then stretched into the air. The wings flapped once, and Courtney gripped her neck, letting her feel the rough scales spreading up her throat. A few feet above the ground, Kendall’s hair felt heavy, and it flopped across her chin, cheeks and forehead, closing over her throbbing face. Inside the bulb-like shape, her nose and jaw buckled, then shot forward, and the shape peeled back, letting her massive pointed head pierce the darkness.


  Kendall looked down, and her wings pulled back, letting her sink toward the cottage below. The rushing wind made her aware of every new contour of her body, all the way down to the claws from her hands and feet. Like a bird of prey, her feet grasped the roof of the cottage, then crushed it in half. She turned and ripped it free, releasing from it the screams of the occupants inside.


  “That’s it, Kendall!” shouted Courtney. “Capture them! All of them!”


  At that moment, something curled inside Kendall’s mouth, and with it came the urge to spit it out. And when she opened her jaws, a half-dozen green vines spat from her mouth, then wrapped around the group, forming a large net. She closed her jaws, and the net snapped tight, collecting the group of them. Courtney gripped his steed even tighter, then slipped his hand over his scaly neck.


  “Excellent,” said Courtney. “Now, to the temple! We’re not waiting a moment longer. We attack Earth tonight!”


  Kendall flapped her wings, then followed the direction Courtney pointed, toward a light in the distance. Her new passengers screamed, still unable to free themselves.


  Suddenly, Kendall didn’t hurt anymore. In fact, she was wetter than ever.


  (())


  Drew didn’t have enough time to reach Fuh-ha and the others. By the time she got to the top of the stairs, the roof tore away, burying her in a large pile of debris.


  Too late, thought Drew. Even in this body, in this place, I’m still too late—


  In the darkness, Drew remembered the last time she felt this way. When she was in her male body, trying to make the college’s cross-country team. He’d sprinted early to stay with the pack, but by the fifteenth mile, his legs began to cramp. Soon, he heard footsteps, and the two teammates he’d been holding off began to inch by. His lungs burning, Drew tried to sprint down the final hill, but there was nothing left. When he was within sight of the finish line, the coach blew the whistle.


  By the slimmest of margins, Drew had missed the cut. He knew it. The letter he received from the coach yesterday was just a formality.


  Now, here he was. Too late to save anyone. Too late to find Kendall. Too late to get back to earth.


  “Help!”


  Drew opened his eyes. There was someone out there. He couldn’t figure out who it was.


  “Someone—anyone—help me!”


  No. It’s not too late. Someone needs me!


  Drew looked around, then grasped the beam that pinned her lap. It didn’t budge, but then began to grow instead, softening as it stretched wider. Only then did she remember her powers again, that there really was a way to escape. So she looked around, reached up and found two vertical pieces of wood. She gripped one in each hand, then concentrated as hard as she could, letting them stretch higher and higher. Soon, the rubble above started to shift, and the twin dicks in her hands pushed it away, knocking the beam from her lap. She sprung up, then looked over the rubble around her.


  “Is somebody out there?” she yelled.


  “Yes!” said a man’s voice to her right. “Please, help me!”


  Drew tracked down the sound, then noticed some movement beneath a pile of shattered wood. “Hang on!” she said, squatting down. She reached out, then grasped the rubble. Each piece throbbed and slithered apart, uncoiling like a pile of snakes. As the last of the shapes slumped aside, she found a naked Fuh-huh.


  “They took them!” he yelled. “My family! They took them!”


  “It’s okay,” said Drew. “Calm down. Did you see where they went?”


  “No! I don’t know!” He shook her. “Please! You’ve gotta help me find them before it’s too late!”


  Drew bit her lip, then noticed a light out of the corner of her eye. She grasped the jewel on her collar, then noticed it was still glowing. Not as brightly as before, but just enough. “They’re not far,” said Drew. She looked around, then noticed a particularly large tree at the edge of the clearing. “Come on, I’ve got an idea.”


  Fuh-huh followed Drew to the tree, which the woman grasped with both hands. She looked up at the top, watching the branches retract, the tip flaring into the wedge of a penis. She concentrated on its shape, willing it to coil their direction. Eventually, it turned, groaning as it lowered their direction like the head of a brontosaurus. When the head was close, Drew ran over, then straddled the glutted shaft just beneath the tip.


  “Hop on, Fuh-huh,” she said, waving her hand. “There’s still time!”




  ( Chapter Ten )


  Kendall bit down on his vines, and the net flopped next to one of the temple’s columns. She flapped her wings once, then crouched down as she landed. Straddling her neck, Courtney glared over the grumbling mass of foul-smelling monsters who sat idly on the temple grounds. The beasts bumped into each other, snapping their gooey mouths at dick-nosed creatures, all of them cast in the same yellow glow from the undulating light that flowed from the mirror they surrounded.


  At the far end of the grounds, Courtney noticed two women crouching together. She immediately recognized the pearl-white skin of Vulva, who was holding a sweaty Alex in her arms. Courtney sneered, then hopped from Kendall’s neck.


  “What are you going to do to us?” asked Ruh-ha. Courtney turned to the net, visibly irritated.


  “Don’t worry,” said Courtney. “I’ll get to you soon enough.” He looked up at Kendall. “Watch the prisoners for me, Kendall. I need to handle something.”


  Courtney turned, then walked across the temple grounds. With each step, the monsters hobbled, rolled, or crawled out of his way. At the end of the resulting aisle, Alex clutched Vulva’s arms, trying to push her away.


  “Run, Vulva!” shouted Alex. “Run while you still can!”


  There was no time. Courtney clenched his fist, and the white woman instantly shrank into a small box-like shape. The box fell at Courtney’s feet, her vagina staring up at him from the sex toy she’d become. He kicked it aside, then grabbed Alex’s face.


  “There’s no hope for you now,” said Courtney, feeling Alex’s skin harden into scales under his fingers. “We’re beginning the attack tonight, so I need you to change.” Alex cried out as her sides bulged, bones popping under the burden of mammoth muscles. Courtney stood up, then wrapped a hand around his dick, one finger at a time. “And just to make sure, I’m gonna watch!”


  Alex hunched forward, and her breaths became deeper. Her nostrils flared, and her skin shattered into hard, angular scales. Horns ruptured from her tortured spine, and she roared, succumbing to the energy wreaking havoc inside her. Courtney licked his lips, then took a step back, stroking his cock and kneading the tip.


  “Yes! Yes!” moaned Courtney, the monsters around him becoming excited. “Now no one can stop me!”


  “Not so fast,” said another voice. Courtney turned, dick in hand, just in time to see a tall shadow plummet into view. The monsters shrieked, scrambling away just in time for a mammoth cock to come crashing down in front of her. As the dust settled, Courtney stood face-to-face with the glutted tip, a thin trail of precum oozing from the foot-long hole. A sparkling jewel brought attention to two figures climbing off the shaft. There stood a naked Drew with Fuh-huh huddled behind her. “Heh,” said Drew, her arms at her sides. “You know, I’ve always wanted to say that.”


  “You don’t know when to give up, do you, guardian?” asked Courtney, patting her dildo-sheath. “No matter. I still have your little toy.” Drew looked up, then grasped the column to her left. It grew rapidly, coiled back, then leapt at Courtney like a cobra. “What the—?”


  The tip of the dick zipped by Courtney, and she followed it’s path into the sky. There, it wrapped around the lizard body of Alex, who had just leapt into the air. Alex hissed in its grasp, then fought it as the wedge coiled around her scaly thighs, then plunged into her armored cunt. The creature bellowed, then stopped resisting. The wedge thrust on its own, faster and faster, and soon a human voice prevailed over the beast’s cries, ringing out in orgasm.


  “No! It can’t be!” Courtney watched in disbelief as the monster shrunk back down to size, returning into the female body of her husband. Like a kid on a playground slide, she slid down the coils and landed at Drew’s side.


  “Thank you,” gasped Alex, her body sticky with sex. Courtney looked around him. All the other monsters stood dumbfounded, staring at the dick-coil that danced merrily in the moonlight.


  “Don’t just stand there!” yelled Courtney. “Attack them!”


  Drew crouched down, then planted her palms on the temple floor. The rocks began to shift and twist between Drew’s fingers, splitting into several mushroom-like tips. The shapes then shot toward Courtney, then wrapped around his arms and legs, holding him fast to where he stood.


  “No! No!” yelled Courtney, struggling to get out of Drew’s dick grasp. The coils tightened. The monsters around her roared, then surrounded Drew and Alex. Drew hopped, then planted her palms against two more spots, sprouting out another series of dicks. This time, they shot like missiles in all directions, growing wider as fast as they lengthened. Then they fell to earth in steep curves, where they strived for the loins of each creature. Some coiled around the cocks of their targets while others plunged inside juicy cunts, all of them wriggling and thrusting like the limbs of an agitated octopus. One by one, the creatures burst with demon seed, then shriveled into sticky humanoids.


  “Get them back to the jungle!” yelled Drew to Fuh-huh. The man nodded, then rushed the disoriented mass out of the temple.


  Suddenly, vines whipped around Drew’s legs, knocking her to the ground and dragging her back. Drew grabbed another column, which twisted, reared-up and banged against Kendall’s angular face. The tendril loosened, and Drew got to her feet. Alex ran to her side.


  “You’ve done enough,” said Alex. “Please, let me hold off this one. Save my wife.” Drew shook her head, trying to make sense of what she was looking at. Then she noticed Kendall’s jewel - now much tinier than the rest of her body - still twinkling from her monstrous navel.


  “I’ll leave that to you,” said Drew. “This one is mine.” Alex sighed, then looked toward the man still struggling in his dick prison. Kendall roared, then started to clamor toward Drew.


  As it happened, time seemed to slow down. Drew took a deep breath, then extended her arms. She stared down the creature, then closed her eyes.


  There’s no avoiding it anymore, Drew thought to herself. I have to do this.


  Kendall’s mammoth jaw yanked open, and out shot more vines. The first two slapped around her wrists, dragging her forward, while another found her middle, then lifted her from the ground. She felt herself plummet toward Kendall’s face, then crouched to let her legs swing apart. She bent her knees, welcoming another pair of vines across her thighs, then spread her legs over Kendall’s mouth.


  “You want it, roomie?” she said, shunting her hips across Kendall’s lips. “You’ve got it!”


  Drew gasped as Kendall’s sticky tongue jammed inside her pussy, then proceeded to fucking her face. Drew shoved her body against her, then welcomed another vine inside her mouth. She sucked the acrid stench from the length, and let her tongue trace around the forked edge, bearing the sting of the tiny thorns that scraped her tongue. Kendall thrust into her even harder, but Drew kept up, urging her to go faster, harder. She felt more vines tickle her ears, yank her hair, probe her navel, but still kept fucking, kept grinding. And, very quickly, she felt an orgasm coming on.


  “What are you doing?!” yelled Courtney, fighting even harder to free herself. “Destroy her!”


  But there was no stopping it. The vines inside Drew bucked and twitched, and suddenly, the creature was melting. Shrinking. Carrying Drew down with it. Drew fell to her knees just in time to see the last of the vines disappear into Kendall’s skin, her curvy female body bruised and sticky with slime. She lay on her back, gasping for air. Drew shuffled up to her.


  “I’m so sorry, Kendall,” said Drew, brushing her long pink hair. “I shouldn’t have left you behind like that.” Kendall laughed.


  “Hell, man, don’t worry about that,” said Kendall, coughing up a gob of semen. “I was being a dick.”


  “No, man. No.”


  Just then, there came a loud noise, then a rumbling that rattled the loose rocks around the two roommates. Drew looked back, then saw Courtney tear himself free the dicks, yelling at the twinkling sky. With one hit, he knocked Alex to the ground, then glared back at the two roommates.


  “Jesus Christ!” yelled Drew. “What the hell did you say to her, Alex?”


  The man stood alone, then retrieved the three dildos, one by one.


  “You,” seethed Courtney. “You’re all gonna fucking pay!” Courtney grasped the three dildos together, then held them over his head. The objects glowed, then started to melt, drizzling all over Courtney’s body. The technicolor pile grew larger and taller, and soon he disappeared into a pile that grew so tall that no one could see the top. The pile then stretched wider, and the upper half took the shape of a man who was climbing out the top of a volcano. The base of the shape stopped at his waist, where the colors retreated to finish his lower half, forming legs, feet, then the beginnings of a tremendous multi-hued cock. Two swollen balls dangled from the giant, and the dick cast a shadow over the two roommates. Complete, Courtney stretched out his multi-colored arms and roared to the heavens.


  “I guess this is it, roomie,” said Kendall. “I’ve gotta say, man - you’re a freak!” Drew looked back at her, then put her hand on Kendall’s cheek.


  “No,” said Drew with a tear in his eye. “You bastard - you got us into this. You’re gonna help us get out of it!”


  Tears welled up in her eyes as Kendall leaned in to kiss her on the lips. But, as she did, something salty and hard poked her lips instead. She opened her eyes and saw mushroom shapes sprouting from Kendall’s face, coiling and sliding around Drew’s neck and head. The shapes grew taller and longer, sliding around her body as well, lifting her from the ground. Drew knew her powers were doing this, but she couldn’t move her hand anymore. She couldn’t move anything. A cocoon of turgid flesh was forming around them - out of them. And, suddenly, it was all there was.


  Drew felt herself growing taller, stretching thinner like a rubber band. As she stretched, she felt Kendall press against her, her own body elongating with hers. In their sweaty oblivion, their forms began to merge, to intertwine, and together grew as one. Drew couldn’t tell what she was anymore, or even where she was. She started to see herself from the outside, in the past. Moments in the apartment, the look in her own eyes as a man, watching Kendall masturbate. Watching it as himself, and also as Kendall. Experiencing his roommate’s pleasure in the bathroom of the Clothing Depot. On the couch. In the shower. Comparing Kendall’s sexymorphosis to his own. Every moment of their lives in scene after scene. Thoughts. Experiences. Everything. And the more she saw, the more they grew.


  The images blurred into pink and green light, oscillating faster and faster between each, then the colors settled into nothing.


  And, just like that, Drew and Kendall awoke in one body. One large, female body. They both looked over their hands, their breasts, and the tiny temple below. Then they looked up. Looked into the face of Courtney, the gooey giant they now stood eye-to-eye with.


  “What is that?” asked Nuh, leaned against a tree near the temple.


  “The Great Woman!” gasped Alex.


  Kendall and Drew closed their eyes, letting The Trough’s energy fill their new form as never before. Their hands caressed their glowing body, feeling over the dangling jewels from its red collar and pierced navel. Then her slick fingers touched her mammoth cunt. She moaned, and the world trembled. Still, Courtney charged at them, his feet crashing through the trees, every fiber of his being primed to strike a final blow.


  But Kendall and Drew didn’t resist. They opened their eyes, raised their arms, and received him with open arms. Courtney’s face looked perplexed. At the last instant, he tripped over the temple, then fell into the roommates’ giant arms.


  “Everyone, get back!” yelled Alex, guiding the crowd away from the temple.


  Above them, the two giants fell together, then flopped into the unoccupied jungle beyond. Trees crashed and the earth shook as the two rolled around. Above the cloud of dust, illuminated by the trees and moonlight, the glistening body of Kendall and Drew towered over the citizens, as high as the curved mountain walls. She leaned her head to the sky, shaking her long pink-and-green hair free, and began to hop. The Trough trembled to the first thrust, then shivered to her moans.


  Thump.


  Thump.


  Thump.


  Thump.


  Louder and harder, faster and faster, the woman continued to fuck Courtney into a fury, her heavy breasts bouncing with every thrust. She cried out, clutched her right breast, then slid her hand over Courtney’s greasy chest. She shook her head, and drops of sweat fell from her body, then crashed among the trees, scattering panty-leaves everywhere. Courtney groaned next, and his tremendous hand reached out, then clutched the mud-turned-sheets, tugging them into his grasp and knocking many of the citizens to their knees.


  “Un–aaah—!” cried the two giants. There was a loud splash, the stench of colliding sex.


  And, in a flash of light, they were gone.


  (())


  It took some time for Alex and the group to find them. Walking over the fallen timbers and scattered rainbow-hued leaves, they came upon Rodney and Richard, both climbing down from the trees where they landed. The two genitalmen led them to the center of the blast zone where a woman with short green hair stood up, then bent down to grab something. The genitalmen ran to the scene and watched Drew help Kendall to her feet.


  “My speed demon!” shouted Rodney as he wrapped his arms around her. “You were incredible out there!” Drew’s legs quivered, her body weakened by the experience. She pat his arms to loosen his grip.


  “Thanks—Rodney—” gasped Drew. Kendall walked up to her and extended her hand. Drew shook her head, then hugged her.


  Not far away, Alex crouched down at Courtney’s side, clutching her hand. Tears streamed down her face. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m so sorry. You were right. I shouldn’t have cast that spell.” Courtney smiled, then wiped the tear from his cheek. The jewels on their matching rings stopped glowing.


  “That’s all I wanted to hear,” said Courtney.




  ( Chapter Eleven )


  “Unbelievable,” said Un’fuh, scooting over on his pew. “You’re late again?”


  “Sorry!” whispered Nuh. She plopped down, then started rubbing her neighbor’s dick, joining in the muttering noise of the crowd of naked citizens who filled the Cathedral of Exhibitionism. The two looked up, seeing Kendall and Drew get to their knees at the foot of the gilded bed. Behind them, they saw Alex and Courtney kneeling side-by-side, their naked bodies covered by matching robes and adorned with sparkling crowns. “They changed back!” whispered Nuh. Sure enough, Alex was male and Courtney female.


  “Yes, but only for the ceremony,” said Un’fuh. “They’re going on a second honeymoon as the opposite sex after this.”


  Alex and Courtney both held up a dildo in their hands - Alex’s purple and Courtney’s green. Together, they gently lowered them on Kendall and Drew’s shoulders, reciting the words together.


  “In the presence of the populace of The Trough, and by authority of the sexual realm, we anoint you, Kendall Smith, and you, Drew Johnson with the greatest honor we can bestow.” Nuh rubbed Un’fuh harder, then felt his finger root deeper inside her. Their orgasm was close at hand. “Arise, Sir Kendall and Sir Drew - Knights of The Trough!” Nuh moaned, her pussy splashing against the wood of her seat. A ribbon of Un’fuh’s cum followed, thwacking against the back of the pew in front.


  The two roommates stood, then turned to the crowd, watching one after the other orgasm in salute. Drew inched her gloved hand toward Kendall’s, and Kendall took it eagerly. At that moment, Kendall felt a tongue lick its way up her neck.


  “Congratulations, babe,” said Richard. Rodney stood at Drew’s side.


  “Come, my speed demon,” said Rodney. “Let’s celebrate.”


  Alex and Courtney climbed off the bed together, then held open the fabric curtain. The roommates and their genitalmen climbed inside, then knelt facing each other. Richard lay at Kendall’s side while Rodney climbed behind Drew.


  “Ladies and gentlemen of The Trough,” said Alex.


  “It is time for the ceremonial orgasm,” said Courtney.


  The roommates didn’t need any instructions. Kendall stared down at Drew, and her magic flipped the clothes off her body. Then she turned it on herself. Kendall fell onto Drew, kissing her breasts, and welcoming her gloved hands in her hair. Drew kissed the back of her head, then moaned, feeling Rodney kiss her shoulder. Richard joined in as well, cuddling behind Kendall, caressing her back. Both could see Alex and Courtney watch them, rubbing their own genitals. For a moment, Kendall wondered if the two would join them, but soon, she felt Richard’s dick inside her pussy. Drew moaned, feeling her own cunt filled. The two slapped together, then hugged as one, their bodies caressing against one another’s, their genitalmen grinding even harder.


  There was a faint rumbling sensation through the mattress, then a gathering light, as if someone were shining a spotlight from above. The roommates felt close to orgasm, Drew closer than Kendall, and the genitalmen continued to pound away.


  The two felt something twist inside their wombs. Then the sensation of something splashing against their backs.


  Only then did they cum. Only then did the light fade away.


  All the sounds of the cathedral disappeared, leaving only the squeak of the mattress. Drew’s eyes blinked open, finding their naked bodies still wrapped in each other’s arms. Right away, Drew noticed they were the only two people in the room. And, with a twitch of his cock, the only two men.


  Gone were the genitalmen, the king and queen, and the extravagant bed. They were in Drew’s bedroom now, back at their apartment, back in their old bodies. The early morning sun glinted off the walls.


  “Kendall!” said Drew, clearing his throat as his old voice returned. “We’re back!” But Kendall’s eyes were still closed. “Come on, dude, we’re back!” Drew hopped off the bed, then jumped over to his computer, still set up on his desk. He wiggled the mouse, and the date came up.


  August 24.


  “It’s tomorrow!” said Drew. “It all happened in one night!” But Kendall remained on the bed, masturbating furiously. “Hey, don’t do that on my bed!” Kendall grunted, then came on his leg. Drew was about to yell at him, but then noticed Kendall crying. “What’s wrong?” Kendall opened his eyes.


  “Well, I guess that’s over,” said Kendall as he got up from the bed.


  “Well—” Drew’s alarm clock shrieked, and he slapped the snooze button. Kendall found his work clothes on the floor and held them over his lap.


  “I guess I couldn’t stay a girl, either,” said Kendall. “You were right - that body wasn’t me after all, I guess.” Drew walked up behind him.


  “Kendall, it was you,” said Drew. “Come on, man, you were amazing out there! You saved my ass with all those dick-monsters and stuff!” Kendall sniffed, then laughed. “Besides,” said Drew, gently rubbing Kendall’s dick. “You can still be my girl if you like.” Drew closed his eyes, then kissed his roommate. His own dick twitched.


  “You mean it?” asked Kendall. Drew nodded.


  Drew climbed onto the bed and kissed Kendall’s back, walking on his knees behind Kendall’s soft body. Drew’s own dick thrummed to life, and he got to his knees, greasing his hole with the pre oozing from his sweaty wedge. The two kissed again.


  “Are you ready?” whispered Drew. Kendall nodded.


  Slowly, Drew guided his dick inside Kendall’s ass. Kendall moaned, then let the rest of him inside. Drew reached around his roommate’s waist, then started stroking his sticky dick. He thrust one long, slow stroke, feeling his foreskin pull back, then stretch once more. He pinched Kendall’s wedge in his thumb and forefinger, and his roommate hissed.


  The two continued their slow, labored pace, their lips locked in a kiss. Then Kendall’s ass tightened, squeezing Drew’s dick - his Rodney - to its first pulse of cum. Kendall released with him, unloading a sticky puddle on his sheets. They eased into each other, then lay on their sides, spooning.


  For once, Drew didn’t mind the mess. Or being late for class.


  At last, he had all the time in the world.


  ###
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