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TRANSFORMED BY TENTACLES

It was meant to be a romantic camping trip for Liam and Emma, but when a shooting star crashes to earth their quiet weekend is suddenly far more exciting.

When the pair discover a strange alien creature everything changes, and all too soon they’re both transformed by their encounter with tentacles.

Liam had organized the camping trip as a perfect weekend away, a chance to share one of his favourite places with the love of his life, Emma, and was excited for the weekend. Especially the romantic proposal he was planning on making as the sun set.

Everything was arranged. The backpacks, the tents, the food, even the ring, and as they both settled down to watch that first magical sunset over the wilderness, Liam got ready to make his move. Only… he never got his chance.

As the stars begin to emerge they both spot a shooting star, and Liam encourages Emma to make a wish. Only it’s far more than just a shooting star.

When the strange object crashes to earth the pair’s weekend is suddenly derailed, and as they set out to explore neither of them is aware of what waits for them, lurking at the crash site.

A strange, alien creature, an amorphous mass of creeping shimmering-black tentacles. Liam tries to defend Emma, but she’s insistent it means no harm. All too soon however Liam finds himself overpowered.

And then the true reality of their situation sinks in. Emma is delighted as she becomes a goddess, a powerful, sensual woman, while Liam finds himself not quite able to believe what is happening as he becoming smaller, prettier, softer, and he struggles resits the changes.

That is until Emma shows him the pleasure in being her pretty toy. And in the face of such pleasure, can the pair resist being slowly transformed by tentacles?


One

Liam and Emma set out with the sun high in the sky, not a cloud in sight, and the trail ahead of them distorted by heat haze. There was the drone of insects in the dense undergrowth, and they were both already sweating before they even hoisted their heavy packs up onto their backs.

“How far is it again?” Emma asked, already grumbling.

The car was less than five hundred metres back, and already she was ready to give up. Liam chuckled, shaking his head.

“I’m not telling you how far, because no matter what answer I give it’ll be too far. Just trust me. we’ll get there before dark and we can set up camp, and this way it’ll be a surprise when we turn a corner and stop and I say ‘we’re here’.”

Emma grumbled again. Liam knew this trip was not her idea of fun, but she’d agree to try it just the once for him. Yet, she seemed determined not to enjoy it, but rather to endure it. He was sure he could change her mind though.

“We can take breaks though right?” She asked. “Because I’m going to need to take breaks if you’re making me carry all this stuff. And are you sure you’ve not given me your pack because this feels really heavy?”

“We can switch if you want, but mine’s definitely the heavier of the two.” Liam said, still smiling.

Emma glared at him, shaking her head. Liam smiled. He knew his pack was heavier—far heavier—but he didn’t mind. He’d packed her bag light deliberately so that she’d have an easier time of it. She wasn’t used to long hikes after all, and he was big enough and strong enough to carry most of the load anyway.

He’d have carried all of it, but he figured a small pack would give her a sense of contributing, and a sense of achievement once they finally reached the campsite and got all set up.

There was nothing quite like that sense of exhausted satisfaction at carrying everything you need to a remote side then setting up for several nights in nature. That was what Liam wanted to share. That and the views… and the quiet nights alone in the tent together, bodies huddled close for warmth and comfort.

As he turned to look at his girlfriend he grinned. The dark, cold nights huddled together were the bit he was looking forward to most.

“But yeah, we can take breaks, but not too many and not for too long. We’ve got a site to get to. It’ll be worth it though.” Liam said.

He knew that camping wasn’t Emma’s idea of a good time but it also meant a lot to him that she was willing to try it. She was always pretty adventurous and that was one of the many things he loved about her.

That she was grumbling now was understandable. They’d been stuck in traffic for close to two hours in the sweltering heat, and now they had to trek through the midday heat of late summer for several more, loaded down with camping gear. It wasn’t like this was Liam’s favourite part either, but he knew it was worth the labour, and he knew Emma would see it that way too.

Especially once she saw the views, and once he got down on one knee as the sun set over the mountains.

He smiled as he thought about it, imagining the moment for the umpteenth time. He patted his pocket, checking the ring box was still there. It was, tucked away safe. That was the point of the whole trip after all.

To share one of his favourite things with his girlfriend, and to propose.

“Fine but… if I get sore feet from all this walking you need to massage them, and no complaints.” Emma said, smirking.

Liam looked at her and his smile just widened. It wasn’t like he’d ever turn down a chance to give his girlfriend a massage, even if it was just her feet.

As cute as she was, as hot as she was, any chance to spend time with her, his hand on her, was a win in his book.

“Deal.” Liam said. “Now come on, the sooner we get under some tree cover and into some shade the better.”

Emma nodded. The pair looked ahead along the trail, to the dense forests and mountains ahead of them.

There shadows lurked, cool shade, a reprieve from the intensity of the midday sun. Together they set off, feet crunching in the dirt, and the car they’d left behind got smaller and smaller and smaller.
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Liam made Emma walk in front of him as they made their way up the steep incline. He said it was so he could catch her if she slipped, but mostly it was so he could stare at her ass.

She was dressed in short shorts, tight, in thick socks and heavy walking books, a slim-fitting tank t-shirt that clung to her chest, long red hair falling down her back in loose curls, and she looked amazing. But then Emma always looked amazing.

She was short and slim, but curvy, with wide hips and a round ass, small perky tits that seemed to constantly demand his attention—and the fact that she wasn’t wearing a bra under her vest, so that her thick, long nipples poked at the stretchy cloth definitely helped. But it was her face that had grabbed his attention first.

It was her big green eyes, her full pink lips, and her freckle-flecked cheeks, skin like porcelain, that had dazzled him when they’d first met in their first year at college. She was beautiful. The very definition of dainty, feminine grace.

Yet it was her personality he’d fallen in love with.

Emma was funny and charming and intelligent. She was generous, and kind, sweet, thoughtful, but also… she was fierce. Emma had a spark. At times she could be cunning and ruthless, stubborn, even a little mean, and he loved that about her.

She challenged him. She teased him and goaded him. She was playful, mischievous, and she kept him on his toes, because the moment he relaxed his guard she would pounce, sometimes literally, but more often figuratively.

He liked it when she pounced literally the most, because that was when he had the best chance of coming out on top, of winning. Emma might have been smarter and more guileful than Liam, but when it came to a test of physical abilities, he was the clear winner.

Liam was tall and broad, muscular, a bear of a man, with short sandy blonde hair and a neatly trimmed beard. He had broad shoulders, a wide chest, and thick legs.

He’d always been sporty and outdoorsy. He loved hiking, running, cycling, team games, and he wanted to share that with his girlfriend, yet she’d always been reluctant. She was more of a bookworm. Though they would go to the gym together sometimes, that was always more of a social thing.

Liam had been trying to persuade her to come on an adventure with him for months. She’d been reluctant, but he’d worn her down eventually.

One trip is what she’d agreed to. If she didn’t enjoy it then he’d stop asking.

But all he needed was one trip. One perfect weekend of camping.

He had it all panned out. A short hike to make her work for it—Emma he knew was someone who loved to earn her reward—and then camping at one of his favourite spots, views of the valley and the trees and the mountains and the river nearby for the sound of running water. It’d be perfect.

And if she didn’t love that, he knew she’d love the surprise he had planned for her. Or at least, he hoped she’d love the surprise he had planned for her.

The ring. And the proposal.

They’d been dating for three years now, and though they’d had their ups and downs, their fair share of arguments and disagreements, they had been the best three years of Liam’s life. Three magical years, and he wanted more. He wanted to spend his life with the woman in front of him.

He wanted to share everything with her. He wanted to share in the adventure of life with her. And maybe even… have a family?

“Are we nearly there yet?” Emma asked.

Liam could hear the smile in her voice, even though he couldn’t see her face. She’d been grumbling and complaining the entire walk, asking ‘are we there yet’ often to be deliberately annoying, but Liam knew she was playing a game, teasing him. If she’d been truly miserable she’d have been silent.

So, while he knew she wasn’t enjoying the hike as much as him, he also knew she didn’t hate it, which was enough for him. That he was getting to enjoy a romantic camping weekend away with the love of his life, enjoying nature, relishing the cool shade under the trees, was enough for him.

And the view, of Emma’s ass and legs, was phenomenal too. Liam smiled, taking in the sight of her. She was so cute and adorable and sexy and it made his heart swell.

“Just carry on up his hill. You know I’m not going to answer you.” He said.

Emma grumbled again, but he could hear her reluctant smile. Liam smirked.

They were nearly there, and he couldn’t wait to see her reaction.
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It was just after the peak of the hill, and down a narrow path, through a dense tangle of trees, and then they were there. A clearing in the woods looking out over the valley full of forests and the mountains crowned with clouds.

“Holy shit.” Emma said, standing in awe. “You really weren’t lying. The view is amazing.”

Liam smiled at her. The look on her face was everything he’d hoped for, her wide eyes dazzling in the low sun, her smile a picture he would remember forever. He loved making her smile.

He was looking forward to making her smile later. In more ways than one. The ring was still sitting heavy in his pocket.

“I know right? I told you it’d be worth it.” Liam said, his smile wide.

Emma giggled, and as she stared out at the vast expanse of untouched wilderness Liam shifted his pack off his shoulders, dropping it to the floor. He then helped Emma with hers leaving her to stand in awe of the vista.

“Now, why don’t you sit down and just enjoy the view and the last of the sun? I’m happy to set up camp on my own.” He said.

Emma turned to face him, a curious look on her face. The way the sun caught in her wild red hair made it look like she was glowing with a bright internal fire. Her green eyes shimmering.

“You sure?”

Liam nodded.

“Certain. You helped carry stuff here. I’ll set up. If you want though you could make me a drink. A hot coffee would be lovely. The stove and everything is in your bag so…”

“Yeah, I can do that.” Emma said.

She was happier given they had stopped hiking, and the view had clearly cheered her up. As Liam began to get the tent out of his pack Emma made herself busy with getting the stove and the kettle organised, getting coffee on.

The clearing was only in partial shade, so it was warmer setting the tent up than it had been hiking through the dense shadows of the forest, but Liam didn’t mind. He’d never minded getting sweaty and dirty, and he always quite liked being out in nature, getting dirty. It was one of the things he loved about camping.

By the time the coffee was finished brewing, he was almost done with getting the tent fully set up—the tent was up and all he needed to do now was sort the sleeping mat and sleeping bags, get the lanterns out and the bags stowed.

After that, he’d just need to gather wood for a small fire so they could huddle and watch the sunset. As the sun was setting they could eat, and when the moment was perfect he could get the ring out and surprise Emma. With the perfect view, the perfect sunset, he’d ask her to marry him, and he just hoped she’d say ‘yes’.

“Coffee’s done.” Emma said, startling Liam from his daydreams.

Liam looked up from his work getting their tent sorted and organised, and saw Emma standing over him with a mug of steaming black coffee in her hands.

Normally he’d not drink coffee this late—the sun was just beginning to sink down towards the horizon and the sky was becoming water colour shades of orange and purple—but he figured he could just stay up late with Emma by the fire and watch the stars, the pair basking in the moment after his proposal.

They had three nights out in nature, and though the sun would be up early tomorrow morning, they had nothing else to do other than explore the surroundings, and each other, for the next two full days. So, one late in the day coffee couldn’t hurt he figured.

“Thanks.” He said.

Liam took the coffee and rose to stand beside Emma. She was calmer now the long hike was over, smiling as she enjoyed the heat of the late summer day, basking in the moment. He stood beside her, a good head and shoulders taller than her, and she looked up at him with a big, cheesy grin on her face.

“Enjoying it yet?” He asked, teasing.

She chuckled. Nodded, then shrugged.

“Maybe.” Emma said. “I mean… it’s not awful.”

That was good enough for Liam for now. Hopefully later would make it a trip she’d remember fondly.

As the pair stood together, sipping their coffee, they savoured the quiet and the isolation. This was one of Liam’s favourite spots, remote and pristine and unspoilt. And he was glad to finally be able to share it with his favourite person.
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With the tent set up and the camp organised, Liam set off to gather wood while Emma prepared their evening meal. Once Liam had the fire started and roaring, the pair set about cooking it together.

Open fires were one of the best bits about camping in Liam’s opinion, sitting close to a source of light and heat and watching the flames slowly consume the fuel as night closed in around you, and he was glad to be able, finally, to share that experience with Emma. They sat, snuggled up together, full after a dense and hearty meal, and watched the sun sink lower and lower towards the far mountains, the deepening chill of the late evening kept at bay by the flickering flames.

Emma snuggled in close, and Liam wrapped his arm around her, the pair sharing their body heat. It was almost perfect.

Stars were beginning to emerge in the darkening sky, and the moon was a pale crescent, rising slowly higher as the sun sank lower. Where they were, miles from civilization, from light pollution, the night would be black, and the night sky would be breathtaking. Liam could not wait to share it.

But first came sunset, and his planned proposal. Less than an hour until the moment was just right. He had it all mapped out in his head, what he was going to say, where he was going to kneel. He just needed to wait.

And as he waited the pair sat and watched. Stars began to multiply. The moon grew brighter. The sun sank lower.

Liam began to count the minutes until the moment was perfect. He felt himself getting nervous, tense, rehearsing his speech in his head. His hand moved to his pocket, felt the lump of the ring box.

He smiled. It was almost time. Time to…

“Look there.” Emma said, suddenly.

She raised her hand and pointed. Liam looked up, into the darkening sky—shades of purple and black and deepest pink—and squinted.

“What am I…”

“The shooting star. Look.” Emma said. “I’ve never seen one before.”

Liam smiled. He knew Emma had grown up in the city, had never seen truly dark skies. He was glad to be able to gift her this moment. Maybe the memory of the night sky, and their hopefully magical weekend, would be enough to make her want to come camping again.

“Make a wish.” Liam said.

Emma chuckled, shaking her head. She was not the superstitious kind, but still, Liam saw her close her eyes, saw her lips move, whispering something under her breath.

He tried not to listen. Instead, he watched the star and made his own wish.

“What did you wish for?” He asked.

“I can’t say, because if I do it won’t come true.” Emma said.

“Well, mine’s already come true.” He said, smiling.

The moment was perfect. Sunset and a shooting star. It was now or never.

Liam put his hand into his pocket, turned to face Emma, her face lit by the light of the cracking fire and the subtle hues of the setting sun. She stared at the sky, not seeming to notice him focusing on her.

“Because I wished…”

“Aren’t shooting stars supposed to get dimmer as they burn up in the atmosphere?” Emma asked, cutting Liam off.

He frowned. There was a catch in her voice, a note of something that caught his attention.

Shooting stars did get dimmer as they burnt up. Which meant maybe it was a satellite or an aircraft or something. Liam turned to look and saw…

The star was getting brighter, larger. He blinked.

That wasn’t supposed to happen.

“It’s getting bigger. Is that… are they… are shooting stars supposed to loom like that?”

Liam shook his head. Shooting stars did not loom. They didn’t get brighter, larger, and they certainly didn’t look like they were about to crash down on top of you, which meant…

“That’s not a shooting star.” Liam said.

He grabbed Emma and he threw them both to the ground as whatever it was that was filling the sky grew bright, more intense than the setting sun and the fire, and large. He put his body on top of hers out of instinct, a desire to protect what was most precious to him.

And then there was crash and boom, the sound of wood splintering, rock breaking, and the pair held their breath, both of them tense and still.


Two

It didn’t take Liam and Emma long to find what they were looking for. The crash and boom had been close, and the strange glow was becoming more and more obvious as the day got darker.

After the thunderous noise of the not-a-shooting star had settled Liam had moved, sat up to check around. The noise had been almost deafening, but the campsite and the surrounding trees were all intact, so it hadn’t hit in the immediate vicinity.

Reassured they were safe for the immediate future, Liam moved to check on Emma. She was still and silent and for a moment his heart caught in his throat. He didn’t know what he’d do if anything had happened to her.

This was meant to be a romantic weekend, a camping trip they’d both remember for the rest of their lives, the magical moment when Liam would propose and they’d commit themselves to each other. But they’d never quite got to the proposal.

Liam had been about to, and then the star had fallen, or whatever it was had fallen. If Emma was hurt, then…

“Now I know shooting stars don’t do that.” Emma said.

She shifted, sat up, turned to face Liam, a worried smile on her face and a collection of leaves and sticks in her wild red hair. She chuckled, but Liam could tell she was nervous.

“Yeah, that was… that was no shooting star. I don’t know what it was, but it must have been close from the sound of it.” Liam said.

Emma nodded. The pair fell quiet, then both of them turned to look around. After the boom and crash the forest was deathly silent, an eery silence hanging over the trees and the campsite, the only sound the crackle of firewood, the noise of their breathing, and the drumming of their hearts, beating hard and fast.

“What do you think it was?” Emma asked, whispering.

Liam shrugged.

“A plane maybe? Or a satellite? Could be a meteor?”

Emma nodded. She was still for a moment, then her smile widened.

“Want to go see if we can find where it hit? I mean, it has to be close from that noise, right?” Emma said. “We should go look. It’s not every day you get a chance like this. Who knows what we might find?”

Liam could tell from her expression that her fear and shock had transformed into excitement. She was almost buzzing with it. This was definitely one of the things he loved about her. Emma loved adventure, and she had a wild streak that kept even him on his toes.

“I mean, we have torches, but it’s getting dark and…”

Liam could feel the ring box in his pocket still. The moment had gone, shattered. Proposing now would seem like an anti-climax after the excitement of a shooting star crashing to earth and almost killing them both.

Plus, there was always tomorrow night.

“Please…” Emma whined.

She pouted, fluttering her eyelashes, and wiggling her body in the way she knew would help convince Liam. She was so damn pretty and cute and sexy and smart that he knew it was pointless to try to resist her.

Liam took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh, chuckling, shaking his head.

“Fine, but only for a short while. If we don’t find it quickly we head back to camp. It’s going to be properly dark in a couple of hours and I do not want to get lost and have to sleep in the forest without a tent or sleeping bag or fire.”

Emma’s smile grew even wider.

“Thank you!” Emma said. “Now come on… the sooner we get moving the longer we’ve got to look.”

And with that Emma was on her feet, rummaging in her bag for her high-powered torch. Liam felt a weight of disappointment. The moment had been so perfect, and then it had been ruined.

There was tomorrow evening though. And Emma looked so thrilled and happy and excited, bustling around, her cute ass wiggling as she looked through her bag.

He really did love seeing her happy.
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They wove deeper into the trees, heading in the direction that they thought they’d heard the boom, and soon enough they were proved correct.

“Are shooting stars supposed to glow like that?” Emma asked.

The light had grown brighter and brighter as they’d moved closer and the day had grown darker. It had Liam on edge, and he wasn’t quite sure why.

The light and the creepy stillness had Liam very on edge. Forests at night were never this silent. It was as though the insects and the animals and the birds all knew something was wrong, and only the two humans were too stupid to realise or sense it.

“I mean, it could have started a small fire?” Liam said.

But that didn’t seem right. The light was all wrong, too steady, unwavering where flames flickered and pulsed, the wrong colour, and too quiet and too cold.

They moved deeper into the trees, certain they were heading in the right direction now. The sun set, and more stars emerged, but neither Liam nor Emma noticed. They were too focused on what was ahead of them.

They made their way to the top of a steep slope, scrambling, and when they reached the peak they stopped and looked down and froze. The crash site was just below them, a crater of dirt and rock, fallen trees and splintered wood, a small clearing where the… thing had fallen.

“Wow.” Emma said. “That’s… smaller than I was expecting from the noise.”

“It must have been falling fast.” Liam said. “And we don’t know how dense it is I suppose.”

The rock—it looked like a simple rock, dark black and round, the surface rough and pitted—sat still in the middle of the crater, glowing. The entire clearing was filled with a strange, dull light, pale green, almost ominous. The forest was completely still, not a sound. Liam had never experienced anything like it in all his years of camping, and something did not feel right.

“I think we should head back to camp and let someone know about this. There are probably people who’ll want to study it or…”

“We can do that later. Let’s go have a better look first. I mean, if people come to collect it we’ll never see it again. We found it, so we should at least get a proper look.”

Liam opened his mouth to object, to protest, but it was too late. Emma was already making her way down the slope, a hurried clamber that was almost a slide, loose dirt and rocks shifting under her feet as she got closer to the rock.

Liam was still for a moment, watching her. Emma was always adventurous, brave and bold and exciting, it was one of the things he loved about her, but this seemed almost foolhardy, dangerous, and Emma wasn’t one to take needless risks. Her eyes were wide, fixed on the rock, and her face looked almost manic with excited glee.

“Wait…” Liam said, calling out to her.

Emma didn’t listen. Liam was still. What if the light was radiation, what if…

And then he decided he didn’t care. Whatever the risk, whatever the danger, he was not about to let Emma face it alone. He was the big strong man and it was his job to protect her, whether he like it or not.

So, before doubt could kick in, Liam scrambled down the slope after Emma, moving as fast as he dared to catch up with her. The earth was slippery with splinters of wood and fragments of shattered rock, loose dirt.

“Wait, let me go first.” Liam called.

But Emma was almost hypnotised by the rock, staring at it, quiet, fixated, moving closer. The light flickered.

The pair reached the bottom of the crater, almost at the same time, and Emma stepped forward, reached out to touch the fallen star. Her face looked almost blank.

“Emma!” Liam called out.

He grabbed her arm and pulled her back, sharply. She resisted him for a moment, pulled against his grip hard, but he was bigger and stronger by quite a margin. Emma grumbled and then… she softened.

She turned to face him and she blinked, her expression clearing.

“What… what happened. I… where… the rock. Where is it?” She asked.

“It’s just behind you. I think you got fixated on it. You tried to touch it but… I stopped you. It’s probably hot and this light… we don’t know what it is. It could be dangerous. We should leave and call someone before…”

And then the light began to pulse.
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Liam reacted first.

He stepped back, pulled Emma with him, moved away from the rock, put himself in front of her.

“What are you…”

“Quiet!” Liam hissed.

The light pulsed, throbbed, and there was a sudden hiss as steam—or what looked like steam—escaped from the rock in the middle of the crater.

“What’s happening?” Emma asked.

She sounded more curious than scared. Liam could feel her behind him trying to wiggle out of his grip and get a better look at what was going on.

“I don’t know. Just… stay there. I’m not sure it’s safe.” Liam said.

He held Emma firmly, even as she tried to wiggle. The rock seemed to crack, though there was no sound, only the hiss of venting steam or gas.

The light pulsed faster, faster, brighter and dimmer in turn, and then it stopped. Everything was still again. Only… the rock was moving.

Or something was moving out from inside the rock.

Liam frowned, stared at it, blinking. It looked like liquid, ink, only thick and viscous, vibrant in colour, shimmering, black and pink and purple. It was like the night sky, filled with stars and the light of strange galaxies. It was…

“What is that?” Emma said.

Her voice was soft, a note of almost awe in it. Liam felt her shift, trying to get around him to get a closer look at the rock and the thing that was oozing out of it.

“I don’t know. Probably something thawed out from the heat and now leaking out after the crash. But best we stay back. We don’t know anything about it and it could be dangerous or…”

“It’s not dangerous.” Emma said, cutting Liam off.

He was quiet for a moment, caught off guard. She sounded so certain.

The light pulsed again.

Liam turned to look at his girlfriend. Her gaze was fixed on the rock, watching it, and she was still struggling gently but insistently to get free of his grasp.

“What do you… how do you know that?” He asked.

There was something about how sure she was, how curious and at ease, that was making him nervous. Emma smiled, still staring at the fallen star.

“I just… I just do. I mean… look at it.”

Her voice was soft. Her eyes were wide.

Liam turned and he felt his heart skip a beat.
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The thing oozing from the rock was larger than it had been only a moment before and it was getting even larger.

At first, it had been like a trickle of oil, a puddle, but now it was moving. It had gone from the size of a small rodent, a mouse, or perhaps a rat, to the size of a small dog, and it was shifting and swaying and creeping towards them both.

The lights in it were flickering, bright pulses, stars of many colours with the blackness of its form. And it was still growing.

“Get back.” Liam said.

He moved to step away, wanting to maintain the distance between the two of them and the thing that was oozing out of the crashed rock. The thing seemed to follow them though, trying to creep closer.

Liam stepped to the side, and it followed. He tried to circle back around, out of its path, but the ooze seemed to track them, as though it could see or sense them.

Liam tried to move but it was difficult with Emma struggling against him. He had a tight grip on her, was holding her back, but it was clear she wanted to get closer, wanted to see whatever it was better, wanted to investigate.

He needed to protect her though.

He was the big strong man. It was his job. He’d brought her on this camping trip to propose, to ask her to marry him. If anything was to happen to her…

But he wasn’t going to let anything happen to her.

As the thing crept forward, growing larger still, beginning to undulate and shift and alter, Liam stepped back again, forcing Emma to retreat even as she struggled.

“It doesn’t want to hurt us. I can tell. It just…”

“We need to get away from here!” Liam snapped.

The thing creeping out from the rock stalled at the sharpness of his tone, rippled, then… moved even faster, as though drawn by his voice, the emotion, by the scent of his fear or the heat of his body.

It swelled, rose up, and the amorphous shape of it seemed almost to form tentacles. It was alive.

“Shit.”

Liam ducked, dragging Emma with him, and he threw them both to the side as the thing leapt at them. It missed them, but only just. As he turned to look back to where they had been he saw it shifting as though to face them.

Liam reached out on instinct, searching for anything he could use as a weapon, and his hand fell upon a broken tree branch. He gripped it, wielded it like a club.

“Stay back. I… I’ll…”

But Liam did not have time to finish. The thing leapt again.

Liam swung the branch, hitting the thing, but it was like hitting jelly, a thick, living, sentient, agile jelly.

The black shimmering mass split into two and then reformed, and before Liam could react it was on him, on his arms, chest, throat, and thin tendrils were reaching for his face.

He struggled, but its grip was tight, firm, his skin tingling under its touch as though it were poisonous. He began to really panic.

“Emma, run. Run now…” He said.

But Emma didn’t run. She was watching. The pale green light shimmered, making her eyes sparkle.

“Emma! Run!” Liam called out, but it was as though she couldn’t hear him.

She was watching the creature attacking her boyfriend like it was a cute puppy. Her green eyes were wide, shimmering, and she was smiling.

He took a deep breath, struggling against the thing’s tentacles. The grip tightened. It crept up over his skin, tendrils reaching for his face.

He opened his mouth to scream at Emma, to tell her to run, but the words never came. The tendrils found his face, his mouth and nose, and they gripped him, became thicker, tentacles engulfing him, silencing him, and within moments Liam was overpowered.

He had lost.

He was the big strong man. He was supposed to protect Emma. And he had failed her.


Three

Liam could do nothing but struggle in vain as the creature rapidly overpowered him, wrapping first thin tendrils around his face, then the tendrils becoming thick tentacles as they continued to grow larger.

Its grip on his arms tightened, forcing him to drop the club, and it wrapped around his chest, squeezing the breath from his lungs. Its grip was painful, and Liam collapsed as his head became dizzy.

The light of it shimmered, like a vast infinity of stars and galaxies, strange colours. The only thing he cared about though was Emma.

Yet Emma remained unharmed. She just stood there, watching.

Liam wanted to scream at her to run but he could not. The thing had gagged him. He wanted her to help, but she just stood, watching, smiling.

Liam did his best to fight it but it was all in vain. It was too strong, too durable. He was only exhausting himself, running out of breath.

Fatigued, broken, defeated, Liam collapsed and gave in, surrendered. He had wanted his camping trip to be something special, memorable, and it was he supposed, just not in the way he had been planning, not in the way he had hoped.

He looked up at Emma and he just wished he could have protected her, saved her, looked after her like he was supposed to. But he’d failed. He…

And then the creature's grip softened.

It drew back from his face, away from his mouth and nose, slackened around his chest, and Liam gasped for breath. Air had never tasted so sweet.

It was letting go?

He made to move, to pull away, but the moment he did so it stiffened again and its grip tightened. He relaxed, and the thing relaxed.

His mind spun.

He just needed to stay still. If he stayed still, relaxed, then it wouldn’t hurt him. Was that why it hadn’t gone for Emma? Why it hadn’t attacked her? Because she had just watched?

But how had she known it wasn’t a threat?

“I told you it wasn’t dangerous. If you’d listened you’d have been fine.” Emma said.

Her voice was soft and she was smiling. She just stood there, watching Liam laid out on the ground, the thing gripping him, pinning him. He kept still, relaxed, and its grip softened, but the moment he made any move to escape or struggle against it it would tighten threateningly.

He was trapped.

“I… how did you know?” He asked.

Emma smiled, eyes hazy.

“I just… I just know. I can tell. It’s like… I know why it’s here. You need to trust me, and trust it. It’s not here to hurt us. It’s here to help.”

Liam frowned.

“Help how? I don’t think this is helping.” Liam said, almost snapping.

Emma just smiled at him though, then she giggled. The tentacle creature that was pinning Liam to the ground seemed almost to shimmer and shiver in reaction to the sound of Emma’s laughter.

“Just… trust me.” She said.

Liam blinked.

“I do trust you. I just don’t… I just don’t know what’s going on or what this thing is. Maybe if you help get it off me we can get away and…”

“We don’t need to get away.” Emma said.

Liam stared at her. Emma shifted, staring at him and the thing that was clinging to him.

It was clear she was breathing hard, her face pink. She was shifting on her feet, squirming, and as he watched her she moved closer, knelt down beside his side, reached out to stroke his face.

“Everything is going to be okay.” She said.

“But…”

Before Liam could speak further Emma leaned in close to kiss him, hard, on the lips, silencing him. Her kiss was deep, passionate, and hot.

Despite the situation, Liam felt his body begin to heat up, reacting to his girlfriend’s touch the way it always did.

The creature had engulfed him, enveloped him, and as he felt himself tense in reaction to Emma’s kiss, his cock throbbing, swelling, he felt it react.

The reaction was not unpleasant.

Liam whimpered. Emma pulled back and smiled at him.

“Just relax.” She said. “It’ll be more fun if you relax.”

And then Emma began to strip.
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Liam could only watch as Emma began to peel her clothes off. She tugged off her boots and socks, then stripped off her vest, then her shorts, stood before him in just her panties.

She looked magnificent, as always, her body full and lush and curvy. Liam felt his cock respond despite the terrifying situation. It grew harder, thicker, throbbing, and the thing that was wrapped around his body reacted, squeezing, clenching.

Liam moaned quietly, the pleasure undeniable. What was happening?

“You next.” Emma said.

“What do you…”

But before he could finish Emma had moved. Her hands were on him, and the thing clinging to him shifted, allowing her to touch him, undress him. She began to peel off his t-shirt.

“Emma! What are you doing? You have to stop…”

But Emma did not stop. She pulled his shirt off, and when Liam tried to resist the tentacled thing clinging to him reacted, squeezing, compelling him to let Emma work.

She stripped off his t-shirt, then his boots, socks, his shorts. The way she looked at him, touched him, only made his cock harder, and the thick tentacles wrapped around him began to caress over his bared flesh, softer now he had surrendered and relaxed, almost sensual, and Liam could not deny that it felt good.

“Emma you need to stop. Help me…” He said.

Emma smiled.

“I am helping you. I’m helping us.” She said. “This is a gift.”

Her voice was soft and soothing, mesmerizing, and then she began to peel off his underwear.

It was a strange sensation, feeling so powerless, unable to resist. Before, whenever they’d been intimate, Liam had always been the one in charge, the man, but now all he could do was lie back and let Emma do whatever she wanted, stripping him, touching him, because whenever he tried to struggle or to resist the thing would tighten his grip and squeeze.

Emma seemed to realise this, and she smiled, took full advantage, touching him, caressing him, teasing him. It was as though she were enjoying it all.

Emma reached down, to his naked, hard cock, and stroked, caressing. Liam gasped, squirming, and the tentacles wrapped around him began to undulate, as though teasing him in time with Emma’s touch. They caressed over his skin, over his legs and chest and belly.

Her hand slicked up and down, and Liam was forced to lie back and let his girlfriend wank his cock. His mind spun.

The whole situation seemed impossible and unreal. Why was she doing this?

But he couldn’t think clearly. It felt so good.

“You like my hand?” Emma asked.

Liam nodded. The tentacles shimmered, teasing over his nipples, down his thighs, caressing his ass and his neck, enveloping his whole body like a thin layer of shifting lotion or gel.

“Fuck… Emma… you need… you need to stop before I cum. We have to get out of here. We can’t…”

Emma pressed her other hand to Liam’s lips to silence him.

“I think you’re ready.” She said.

And with that Emma pulled her hands off Liam, letting go of his cock, taking her finger off his lips.

She shifted, her perfect tits jiggling, barely more than a handful, with large, thick, puffy nipples. She peeled off her panties next, stripped naked, the trimmed thatch of her red pubic hair over her swollen, dripping cunt. She was so turned on Liam could smell her arousal.

His body throbbed at the sight of her, despite his predicament. If he’d been free he’d have leapt on her, taken her there and then, fucked her like an animal.

As it was though he was pinned, unable to move, and it felt strange to be so powerless before his small, slim, pretty girlfriend. It felt strange, yet also arousing, and she clearly was enjoying it.

“And I’m definitely ready.” Emma said.

And then, without another word, she moved to straddle Liam.
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Emma put one leg on either side of Liam, her cunt over his hard cock, her body bare and naked and perfect.

He could only lie there and look up at her. If he even tried to move his arms to touch her the tentacles restraining him would tighten again, pinning him, hurting him. She shifted and lowered herself down to grind her sopping hole against his cock, her dripping lips caressing his throbbing shaft.

He couldn’t even thrust or grind against her. He was utterly at her mercy.

Normally when they were having sex Liam was the one in charge. He was the man. He was the one on top, taking what he wanted, fucking Emma hard, and she loved it, but this… this was something new, and it was something hot.

Even as scared and anxious as he was he couldn’t deny how turned on he was. He wanted to bury his cock inside Emma’s sopping cunt. He couldn’t remember a time when she’d been so wet or so eager. Was it the fear, or had something happened to her?

What was going on?

“Fuck your cock feels even bigger than usual. Do you like this?” Emma asked.

Liam nodded. He couldn’t deny it. Being powerless, overwhelmed, defeated, having his cute, hot, sexy girlfriend take what she wanted from him felt amazing. Her pussy was so wet, and he was so turned on his cock hurt. He wanted to be inside her.

“Yes…” Liam whispered.

Emma smiled.

“Good. Because I like this too. And I want more of this.”

There was a note of hunger in her voice, an urgency Liam had never heard before. Emma shifted, grinding her hips, and he could only lie there, letting her use him, grinding her sopping cunt lips over his shaft.

He could see her breathing hard, the flush in her cheeks. And then the tentacles enveloping his body began to move too, caressing, covering more of him. They wrapped down around his legs and feet, up over his arms and hand, over his neck, face, allowing him to breathe but covering his mouth, his nose, even his eyes, blinding him.

He began to panic.

“Relax. Just enjoy it.”

Her voice was soft and soporific, almost drunk. What had happened to her? It was like another side to her Liam had never known. Was it the light, the rock, or something about the tentacle creature, or was Emma just taking advantage of the strange situation?

She seemed so relaxed about the whole thing though, oddly calm and aroused. He could feel her pussy on his cock, the tentacles caressing over his belly chest, teasing his nipples.

His whole body felt so alive and teased. Emma shifted, and Liam felt the thing engulf his cock, squeezing. His whole body was encased by undulating tentacles, and yet… he could still feel Emma’s cunt, the warmth and wetness, though it was like feeling her through a filter or a barrier, the sensation dulled slightly, but with the addition of the tentacles teasing.

It was strange and alien, yet thrilling, exciting, being so powerless, so turned on, Emma grinding down on him, pinned down, blind and gagged. He felt fingers wrap around his enveloped prick, felt Emma move, rising up, and then he felt his cock pointed up.

Wet lips touched the tip. Her sopping cunt kissing the tip of his prick.

Emma pressed down, and her pussy gaped, swallowing his cock, devouring his prick hungrily, eagerly. Liam had no choice but to let her fuck him.

He lay there, still and silent, blind, while Emma took his tentacle-encased cock into her sopping cunt. She sat her weight down, took all of him, and began to ride him.

“Fuck… that’s so good. You never let me… let me take charge.” She said. “You’re always the big strong man. But… I like this. I like being the one in charge, the one fucking you, you the powerless one while I get to take what I want from you.”

Her cunt squeezed down hard, milking, and Liam could feel the tentacled thing enveloping his body teasing him, reacting as though in time with Emma’s fucking, caressing his nipples, his body, his mouth, even teasing around the entrance to his ass, small tendrils barely entering him, like a small, slippery, wet tongue barely fucking his ass.

It was like nothing he’d felt before. The pleasure was too much. Despite the terror and strangeness of the situation, Liam could feel his pleasure rising.

Emma fucked up and down, riding his cock. He could feel her pussy milking him even through the sheath of tentacles on his body.

All he could do was lie there, still and silent and blind while she used him, riding him like he was a sex toy, a doll, and it felt better than anything he’d experienced before.

The ooze teasing his body only added to the pleasure, the joy of having his sexy, hot, beautiful girlfriend riding him, the thrill of the strange situation, and the caressing of the tentacles was almost too much. He could feel his mind crumbling, and he could do nothing but lie there.

“Fuck… yes… there… just there…”

Emma sat her whole weight down, took the whole of Liam’s cock, took him deep. She ground her hips, working her pussy on his cock, wet tightness.

It was more than Liam could endure. His cock throbbed, growing larger, fatter, longer.

Emma ground down, her sopping cunt squeezing, hot and wet, tight, and even through the layer of tentacles that encased him Liam could feel how amazing her pussy had felt. It was perhaps the best sex of his life.

Why had he never let Emma take control before? Why had they never tried this? He’d always had to be the big strong man, overpowering his girlfriend, taking her. Why had he never let her take him?

It wasn’t like the idea didn’t appeal. It was more… he felt trapped by what he thought he had to be, what he had to do. Yet this felt amazing. Being a toy for Emma to use, laying still, powerless, blindfolded while she rode his cock. Why had he waited until this moment, when he and Emma were both in danger of… whatever it was that had overpowered him?

But then, maybe it was the fear that had heightened everything? Or maybe it was…

As Emma squeezed down, grinding her pussy, Liam felt the tentacles encasing his body begin to squirm with more intensity. Undulating, caressing, teasing, the pleasure increased. His cock was being milked by both Emma’s pussy and the tentacles covering it, and the rest of his body felt… hot.

Tingles ran up his spine, like electricity, as though thousands of tiny needles were piercing his skin, hot and cold, pleasure, pain, Emma grinding down, fucking him, milking his cock with her cunt as he lay there powerless, blind, unable to resist her, bathed in bliss.

“Fuck. Fuck. That’s… that feels so good. You never felt so good. I can feel you getting bigger. I can feel your cock throbbing and… that thing is just making it feel so much better. I can feel it squirming inside me. Cum. Cum in me. Cum as I fuck you. I need you to cum.”

Emma slammed her hips down, and she seemed suddenly almost feral. She wanted Liam to cum, needed him to cum, was going to make him cum, and he was powerless to resist.

As she squeezed with her tight, wet pussy Liam’s cock throbbed, swelling, his balls tightening. His whole body was caressed, teased, and molested by the tentacles covering him. His feet, legs, hips, cock, ass, belly, hands, arms, neck, face, and even his lips and mouth and tongue were encased, the blissful undulating bringing his pleasure to new heights.

It was like the thing was invading his body, his mind, teasing more and more pleasure out of him. His cock swelled, becoming bigger than it ever had before, hard, painful.

Emma squeezed down, grinding. The pleasure rose up through him and then…

“FUCK!”

Emma’s cunt squeezed down hard, milking, and Liam was cumming. He was cumming, hard, but…

He wasn’t cumming inside Emma. His cock was buried deep in her yet his cum was shot into the film of tentacles that encased him and it seemed to react to his cock’s throbbing.

The undulating, teasing, squirming intensified, more pleasure than he could cope with, and pain too. Almost searing.

He could hear Emma’s cries of bliss and ecstasy, but he was bound, gagged, still, cumming as she milked him while the thing that bound him squeezed and rippled, devouring his cum, devouring him.

Liam began to panic even as he came, hard, cumming as Emma rode his cock, milking him of pleasure with her sopping cunt, her cries of ecstasy filling his head as fear rose.

Was that what it was doing? Was it eating him? What would it do to Emma once it was done with him?

The pleasure and the pain melded into one overwhelming sensation as the tentacles squeezed, rippled, and the sense of needles piercing him intensified. Something was happening. Something strange and new and mind-shattering.

Liam’s whole body thrummed and throbbed, teased, and he came, hard, cock swelling and pulsing as the tentacles milked it dry.

“Fuck… fuck… fuck…”

He could hear Emma’s moans of pleasure becoming louder and more vigorous, but also more distant. The pleasure, the pain, the potent cocktail of fear and bliss, causing his mind to give in.

It was all too much. Too overwhelming.

As Liam came inside his girlfriend's wet cunt, body encased by the tentacled thing, the world spun. As his cock throbbed its last, cumming, cumming, cumming, he passed out, and all he could think was that he had failed to protect Emma.


Four

Light roused Liam from a dreamless sleep. He shifted, groaned, his body aching, stiff and sore and sensitive, as though he had just run several marathons. His mind was a fog, and it took him a moment to come to his senses even as he blinked against the harsh glare that seemed too intense.

He’d been camping, with Emma, and then…

Liam stiffened, his heart beginning to race and it all came flooding back—the shooting star, the crash, the crater, the rock, the thing, the struggle, being overwhelmed by tentacles, then Emma fucking him, riding him, making him cum inside her as the creature encased his whole body, teasing and torturing him. Yet… he was fine.

He was whole and hale, even if a little sore, but nothing more than a hard hike and a bad night’s sleep could explain. He blinked, and shifted again, moving tentatively.

There was no pain, no stiffness. He was free to move.

Then maybe…

Maybe it had all been a bad dream?

Liam moved and opened his eyes, rolling over and sitting up to look around. The morning was far too bright and it took him for a moment to get his bearings.

He wasn’t in the tent. He was on the hard forest floor. Around him were broken trees, loose dirt, shattered rock. He was in the bottom of a crater, and in the centre of it, near his feet, was a small rough-looking rock, round, split neatly in half, like a cracked egg.

The…

“It wasn’t a dream?” Liam said.

His voice sounded strange. And… he felt strange.

Not only was he sore, but his skin was oddly sensitive, as though sunburnt, and he felt too heavy. He was still naked, but his skin was bare, with no sign of the tentacled thing, and as he checked himself over he began to relax. He couldn’t see any sign of injuries or harm.

He looked well enough, and he was glad for that after the night before, but… something was different. He couldn’t quite put his finger on what though.

Yet he was just glad that the thing had gone. He looked around and he felt a chill run down his spine as he saw no sign of Emma.

She was gone. What if the thing had taken her? What if, after it was done with him, it had moved onto her?

It had been on his cock while she had been fucking him, had been inside her. What if it had decided she were a better meal, or host, or whatever it wanted, than him? What if he never saw her again?

He could feel fear and terror and sadness, too many emotions to easily name, crashing over him. The camping trip had been meant to be a romantic getaway, his perfect proposal, the start of their life together, but instead, it had all gone wrong.

He had lost her. Lost his girlfriend, the love of his life. He had failed to protect her and…

“Oh, you’re awake. Good. I was beginning to think you’d sleep for most of the day. But then, you must be tired after last night.”

It was Emma’s voice, coming from behind, soft, like a purr, and it was like music. Liam felt his heart swell, joy and relief, and he turned to face her, then froze.

Emma was still naked, like him, but seeing her in the bright morning light it was obvious that she had changed.
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Emma had always been small, slim and petite, but with enough curve to be alluring and sexy. Yet now… now she was obviously taller, heavier, with thicker, wider, fuller curves, and she looked stronger too, though still undeniably feminine.

She walked with grace and poise as she made her way down the crater’s slope, steady on her bare feet, hips rolling, ass wiggling. She stood tall and proud, like a cat, prowling, a glimmer in her big, green, dazzling eyes.

For as long as Liam had known her Emma had always been cute and sweet, but now there was something almost intimidating about her. The set of her shoulders, the soft ripple of muscles under her belly, her thick, long legs, even the swell of her arms, made her look almost threatening.

Liam could only watch her as she approached him, stopped close, looming over him. Even her hair looked longer, and her face… her face was perfect, her lips fuller, eyes bright, thick dark lashes, skin flawless, flecked with freckles and there was a quality about her that was almost ethereal.

“Feeling better for your sleep?” Emma asked. “I know I am. I think camping agrees with me. All this fresh air… I feel amazing.”

She looked amazing. Liam shifted.

As naked as Emma was he couldn’t help but look over her body. She was close enough that he could clearly make out every detail of her exquisite form.

Her thighs were thick and strong, her hips wide, with a round, luscious, full ass that jiggled as she shifted on her feet. Her belly was toned, and her breasts… her breasts were larger now, easily several cup sizes bigger than they were just the day before, and even her nipples looked thicker and longer, swollen.

But it was her pussy that caught Liam’s attention. It was practically dripping, the lips parted, swollen, and the air reeked of the scent of her arousal. He’d never seen a sight so exciting.

As impossible as it all was, and unnerving as the whole situation was, he couldn’t deny that the new Emma was gorgeous, and his cock, throbbing, growing slightly hard, agreed.

“Well?”

Liam realised Emma had been waiting for an answer. Her tone was almost stern, but amused, and he blushed. He’d never blushed around her before.

“I… what happened? Last night? That thing, me and you? I blacked out. Where is it? What happened to us?”

Emma smiled.

“As I said, you don’t need to worry about any of that. You just need to trust me. I’ll take good care of you. I’ll take very good care of you.”

There was something unsettling yet soothing about Emma’s tone of voice. Liam shifted.

The ache in his limbs had settled a little, but he still felt tired and drained, fatigued. His head was fuzzy, thoughts like cotton wool.

“I… I think I need coffee and food. We should get dressed and head back to the tent.” He said.

Emma looked at him for a moment, then her smile widened.

“I think food and coffee sounds wonderful, but… do we really need to get dressed? I mean, we’re all alone out here, right? And you look so cute naked. Unless… do you not like looking at me?”

She shifted, posing, parting her legs slightly, her wet cunt opening like a flower blossoming. The scent of her intensified.

Emma shifted, wiggling her hips and ass, and he caressed her body with her hands, teasing her palms up over her smooth, long legs, over her hips, her taut belly, to her tits, hefting them, squeezing them, pinching her nipples to make them hard.

Liam could tell from the pinkness in her cheeks that Emma was getting turned on, her breathing becoming harder, and his cock responded. She really did look amazing, but this was like a whole new woman.

His girlfriend had always been so demure and quiet in bed, she’d never been so brazen and wild before, so… feral. His head spun. What had happened to her?

Yet he could not deny that he really did like looking at her.

“Well? Do you not like what you see? Would you rather I hide my body so you can’t see me in all my glory?”

Liam shifted, squirming. As tall as Emma was now, looming over him, fuller figured, she was oddly intimidating, and he quite liked how that felt. He shook his head. Emma smiled, chuckled.

“I… you look amazing.” He managed to whisper, feeling strangely shy and timid around his girlfriend.

She stopped her teasing and reached out her hand, offering it to Liam.

He was still for only a moment before taking her palm. Her grip was firm, and as she pulled she lifted him almost effortlessly, and Liam felt strangely light and agile.

On his feet Liam was able to fully appreciate how much Emma had grown. She was now almost as tall as he was, the top of her head coming almost level with his eyes. Only the day before she’d been much shorter than him. And she seemed more imposing too, her fuller figure and her increased muscle mass, the long mane of her fiery red curly hair.

She smiled, as though reading his thoughts. Liam felt his cock twitch.

The way she looked at him stirred feelings that were new and strange, a hot need and hunger in him that was almost enough to make him forget their situation. Yet, he still couldn’t forget the night before, the thing that had overpowered him and pinned him.

Where was it?

“We should still gather our clothes though, even if we’re going to… going to stay naked.” He said.

Emma just nodded.

“Good idea. Why don’t you pick them up.” She said.

And she stood there, waiting, and she watched as Liam moved off to gather up their fallen clothes—the memory of how Emma had stripped him the night before was still bright, the memory of how she had ridden his cock, grinding on him as he was powerless to resist, milking him until he had cum inside her, and his body couldn’t help but respond as he recalled it all, his cock throbbing.

And it didn’t help that as he picked up the clothes he could feel Emma watching him, eyeing him like a piece of meat. His heart skipped.

He still felt subtly wrong since waking up. His movements were just slightly different, and he stumbled a few times as he rummaged around for the scattered garments, doing his best to avoid the rock in the middle of the crater. Why was he so clumsy today? Why did he feel so wrong?

It was only as he picked up his shorts and his t-shirt that it occurred to him.

“Fuck.” Liam said, his voice catching in his throat.
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The shorts and t-shirt were new, bought for this trip, and they fit him perfectly. Or rather, they had fit him perfectly. Picking them up now it was clear they were several sizes too big.

While Emma had obviously grown taller, and curvier, Liam too had changed. He’d gotten smaller. He’d shrunk, become thinner and daintier. His t-shirt and shorts would swamp him now.

“What’s wrong?” Emma asked.

Her voice was soft and guileful, sweet like honey. Liam turned to face her and held his clothes up to show her what was wrong.

“I… these fit me perfectly. Now… now look at them.” He said.

His head was spinning. How was any of this possible?

“They’re too big on you. But… I don’t see the problem. I think you look cute.” Emma said.

Liam blinked, stared at her. Then… she had noticed the change in him? She could tell something was different.

A more intense sense of panic hit him and for the first time since waking up, he had a good look at himself, checking himself over fully, rather than just looking for obvious injuries. He realised why he had missed it at first.

It was subtle, very subtle, but it was also real. With his head foggy after last night, he hadn’t noticed the changes, but now, looking for them, he couldn’t deny they were there, and very real.

He was shorter and thinner, but that wasn’t all. His body was less hairy, with finer, thinner, soft hair where hair remained, and his hands and feet were smaller. His arms were less muscular, and his legs and ass were bigger, but plump instead of muscly. His hips too seemed wider, but it was the final change that disturbed him the most.

His cock was smaller.

He’d always been proud of his cock. Large and thick, he’d always known he was lucky, but now it was average at best.

“What happened to us?” Liam said.

And his voice… that too was different. It was softer, not as deep, not as powerful.

Trembling, Liam lifted his hands to his face and felt his features. A cold chill ran down his spine.

His face too was transformed. His jaw felt softer, his nose finer, and his stubble was gone. His hair felt thicker, longer, and his cheekbones were more stark. Even his eyebrows felt altered.

He felt more… feminine.

“Don’t you like it?” Emma asked.

She was still smiling at him as he panicked. How did she seem so nonplussed?

It was one thing for her… her changes had made her even more impressive.

She’d always been stunningly beautiful and cute, but now she was wantonly sexy too, with a figure to die for, full curves and a more powerful, graceful body. She’d improved, but Liam…

Liam had always been big and strong, sporty. He was an impressive man, tall and bulky and muscular. Yet now that had been stripped away like it was only ever an illusion.

How?

“That… that thing did this. It did this to us. We have to find it so we can capture it and have it studied so people can reverse this and fix us and…”

“You need to calm down.” Emma said.

Her voice was hard, almost stern. Liam couldn’t help but respond to it. She’d never spoken to him in that kind of tone before.

“We don’t need to be fixed. We are perfectly fine. Better even. This is… this is good for us. It’s an improvement, or at least it will be once it’s all finished.”

Liam blinked. She seemed so calm.

“You… how do you know that?” He asked.

Emma chuckled.

“Simple. I made a wish, and it came true. This, all of this, it's to give me my wish.”

Liam stared at her. She looked utterly serious.

“Emma I think… I think you need help. This whole thing, it’s… it’s not right. We need to find that thing and trap it and get back to civilization before things get worse. That creature did this to us. Those tentacles… we need to find it and capture it and get out of here.”

Emma was still smiling.

“Why would we want to leave before everything is finished? Don’t you want me to get my wish?”

Emma stepped towards him, and Liam stepped back, retreating.

“What… what did you wish for?”

Emma chuckled.

“I can’t tell you that silly, or it wouldn’t come true. But you trust me, don’t you? And you love me?”

Liam nodded. He really did love her. He could still see the shape of the ring box in his short’s pocket.

“Then relax, and let me look after you.”

“Emma, you need to listen to me. We need to find that thing and…”

“We don’t need to find it.” Emma said. “Because I know exactly where it is.”

She stepped closer. Her hips swayed and her ass jiggled. She was so hot now, and the bounce of her tits was almost enough to make Liam forget the situation they were both in.

“Where? If we can get it and trap it then maybe…”

“We don’t need to trap it.” Emma said. “Just trust me.”

It was clear she wasn’t going to listen to Liam. Whatever had happened to Emma had affected her mind too. He just had to hope that all of it could be undone. But first…

“Fine, I trust you, but will you show me where it is?” He said.

Emma smiled. She giggled.

“It's right here.” She said.

And with that, she pounced.


Five

Emma was on top of Liam before he even knew what was happening. It was like last night all over again, except this time it was his girlfriend instead of the tentacled creature.

Liam fought back, wrestling, but he didn’t want to hurt Emma. Normally that wouldn’t have been a problem—they had play fought often enough, wrestling in bed, and Liam had always easily overpowered her, he was bigger and stronger and faster after all—but now it was different.

Emma was bigger than she’d been before, and stronger, while Liam had gotten smaller, weaker, slower. Slowly Emma began to overpower him.

He needed to stop worrying about hurting her. He needed to fight if he wanted to get out of the situation they were in, if he wanted to save them both.

Liam stopped holding back, stopped caring about hurting Emma. If he wanted to get away he needed to give it everything he had. And he did.

Yet… it was not enough. Emma wrestled him, her naked body on top of his, and he could feel her weight pinning him down, her strength overpowering him. His cock throbbed, as though she were excited by it all.

Emma grabbed his wrists, pulled his arms out to either side and pinned his wrists up by his head. She sat on his stomach. Liam had lost.

Emma had beaten him.

“I told you to trust me. You were supposed to trust me.”

“I do.” Liam said. “But… you’re not yourself. You have to let me help you. Whatever happened last night, that thing, it’s in your head too. It’s changing the way you think, not just your body. You need to let me go so we can find it and…”

“I already told you we don’t need to find it. I know exactly where it is.” Emma’s voice was smooth and sweet.

There was no anger or annoyance, just amusement. Her grip was like steel and Liam could not get over the change in her. How much stronger she was, how much bigger.

Pinned beneath her he couldn’t help but admire her improved body, the rippling muscle, her thick thighs and ass, her wide hips, her massive, perky tits, her fat hard nipples. She was like a goddess, her hair like fire, eyes like shimmering emeralds.

“Will you show me?” Liam asked.

He would plead if he had to. Whatever it took, he’d try anything. He had to save them. He had to save Emma.

Emma looked down at him and smirked.

“I’ll show you, but first… I think I need to make sure you’re going to be more obedient. I can’t have you trying things like that again. After all, it’s not part of my wish.”

Emma shifted her hips, grinding her sopping cunt over Liam’s body, a trail of slickness working down over his belly to his cock, her parted lips teasing over his cock, hard and throbbing, though smaller than it had been only yesterday.

His heart skipped. He couldn’t help himself. In spite of the situation his hips thrust, and he tried to hilt his prick inside Emma’s tight, hot, wetness.

But she was too fast.

She moved away, giggling.

“Oh no. You’ve not behaved enough to have earned that. I have something else in mind for you. Something that’ll help you learn to be more compliant.”

Liam stared up at his girlfriend, the beautiful, brazen, wanton goddess she had become, and he shivered. Slowly she edged forward, grinding her cunt over his body, marking him with her scent, until her parted, dripping lips hung over his face. Just the scent of her was enough to make his head spin.

“Now, eat up.” Emma said.

And she sat her weight down on Liam’s face.
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Emma’s pussy practically engulfed Liam’s mouth, her wet, sodden, hot lips sitting down over his lips as she pressed her hips, grinding, and though Liam tried to struggle against her he could do nothing.

Worse… even his will to resist her seemed to evaporate as the scent and the taste of her cunt washed over him. His body went limp, and as he stopped struggling Emma released her grip on his hands, content to let her weight on his head pin him down.

“Fuck… you feel so good and you look so adorable. Use your tongue though.” Emma said.

She was fucking his face, grinding down on his lips, mouth. Liam struggled against her but his strength and his will to resist was fading fast. She smelled so good, tasted so good.

He kept his lips sealed, knowing that the moment he put his tongue to the swollen, sodden flesh of her cunt he’d be lost. The moment he fully embraced her, tasted her, he’d be captured by whatever force had transformed her into the wanton, dazzling, lascivious woman she was now.

Emma ground down harder, and Liam’s will faded further.

“Tongue!” Emma snarled. “Fuck me with your tongue!”

Emma moved her grip to Liam’s hair, holding handfuls of it, pulling to make him gasp in pain. That was his mistake.

His pained exhale was muffled by Emma’s pussy, and with his lips parted her juices filled his mouth. He tasted, swallowed on instinct, and his mind spun as his body reacted.

“Yes… that’s it.” Emma hissed in delight.

Liam’s tongue moved practically on its own, burying itself in Emma’s slick folds. She worked her hips to feel more, and Liam began to lick and lap and kiss at her pussy.

He was rewarded for his efforts with more of her juices, sweet and rich and intoxicating, like nothing he’d tasted before, swallowing over and over, the hot wetness smeared over his lips and chin and face.

His tongue worked into her hole, fucking her cunt, then out, licking her folds, up to her clit, circling. He knew he should stop, try to resist, to struggle, but he couldn’t.

He was powerless, again, but this time it was more intense. It was Emma who had overpowered him. His small, slim, petite pretty girlfriend was stronger than him now, faster, and she was ferocious. She was feral, and she wanted him to make her cum.

And worse… not only had she physically overpowered him, but the strange new musk and taste of her cunt was eroding his will to struggle. It was like he was becoming addicted to her, drunk on her, and his tongue was working to get more as she fucked his face with abandon.

“Fuck, don’t stop, don’t you dare stop. Make me cum. Show me you can be a good slut and make me cum with your pretty mouth.”

It was Emma’s voice, but it was like a whole new person was speaking. The ferocity, the hunger, the need, the tone and the words… it made Liam’s body throb with desire.

Just the sight of her new body had been enough to excite him. The way she had overpowered him, the way she was using him, had only deepened his lust. But the words… the words drove him close to the edge.

He worked his tongue deeper, kissing and sucking and licking, and his cock throbbed as his whole body shivered in delight. His mouth was flooded with hot, sweet, musky wetness, and he swallowed over and over and over as he worked to make Emma cum.

Her grip in his hair tightened. She rode his face, guiding his tongue into the deepest, most sensitive parts of her pussy.

“Fuck… there… just there. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop you pretty little slut.”

Liam worked. Licking, kissing, lapping, drinking her juices. He was Emma’s pretty little slut, and he wanted to make her cum.

As he tasted her his cock throbbed, and then he felt it. Her thighs tensed, quivering, and she pressed down, grinding her pussy onto his tongue and lips.

“FUCK!”

Her pussy squeezed down, clenching, and she was shaking, cumming, cumming hard. Her pussy flooded Liam’s mouth with her thick, sweet juices, and it was all Liam could do to keep swallowing to avoid drowning since there was no way he was getting up and out of the flood.

Emma ground down, squeezing his head between her thighs, hard, and his mouth was filled over and over with the juices of her sopping cunt. He swallowed and swallowed and swallowed, but it was an unending torrent.

Emma had never been this wet before, had never cum like this, and she’d never tasted so sweet and delicious, but Liam liked it, and his body liked it, was responding to it.

As he drank deeply from his girlfriend’s cunt, he could feel the warmth of her cum radiating out from his belly. There was a tingle, a throb, pleasure, almost burning, a fire spreading through him.

“Good slut. Learn to be more eager to please. Suck on my cunt and submit. Become my slut.”

Emma ground down hard, and Liam felt his cock swell, becoming harder, throbbing. The heat of her cum filled his belly, his body almost seeming to shimmer, and then he felt it. He was cumming, cumming from the pleasure of making Emma cum, the thrill of worshipping her cunt, licking and tasting and drinking from her juices, his body full of heat and pleasure.

He was cumming, hard, and he could almost feel the heat and the pleasure pulsing through him. He was utterly addicted.

“Fuck!” Emma moved, rose up, lifted her cunt off Liam’s face.

She was breathing hard, heavy, and her cheeks were pink. She looked gorgeous.

“Did you like that?” She asked.

Liam nodded without hesitation, unable to lie. Despite the situation, he was still buzzing with the thrill of making her cum, drinking from her sopping cunt, and cumming himself.

Emma smiled.

“Good, because there’s a lot more where that came from. For now, though, I think that should be enough to keep you under control.”

Liam blushed. He nodded.

Already he could feel it. Her cum was inside him, hot and addictive, a pulsing energy radiating out from his belly, and the scent of her musk had invaded his mind. There was no will to resist let.

“First though… I need food. And lots of it. Why don’t we go back to the tent and you can make us both breakfast.”

Liam wanted to shake his head, to argue. He needed to get away, to save himself even if he could not save Emma, but… he couldn’t.

He could only nod.

“I… yes. I can do that.” He said, voice soft and quiet and meek.

Emma smiled at him.

“Good slut.” She said.

And with that, she leaned down and kissed him, hard, tasting her own juices on his lips. Liam melted into the kiss, let Emma take what she wanted from him. His head swam.

Maybe he didn’t need to escape just yet?
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Emma led Liam back to their tent, walking with poise and purpose, striding with confidence through the forest. He couldn’t help but stare at her, watching the sway of her hips and ass as she walked in front of him, just expecting him to follow her like a lost puppy.

And he did. He had no other choice. He craved her as he had never craved her before.

Emma had always been so small and shy before, timid, and Liam had always been the one to take charge, the one looking after her. Now though it felt as though things were different, as though things were changing.

She had grown even taller since the morning, or perhaps he was continuing to shrink. She was slightly broader too, with more muscle, heavier, but it was muscle like a lioness or a panther, agile and graceful and sensual. The way her legs moved, her hips rolling, her massive ass swaying, was like nothing Liam had seen before.

He’d always considered Emma gorgeous and pretty, but now she was that and more. She was sexual, brazen, a divine feminine hunter who had captured him. Her bubble butt jiggled with each step, and yet she remained lithe, and even from behind he could make out the sway and jiggle and bounce of her tits. He could still almost see her fat, thick nipples.

Her mane of long, red, fiery curls flowed behind her almost like a cape of flames. Even having just cum Liam could not deny how turned on he was as he followed her—and it didn’t help that they were both still naked, Liam compelled to carry their clothes at Emma’s request.

But it wasn’t just the changes to Emma that were affecting Liam. He was changing too. And it wasn’t just that he was shrinking.

Though he was shorter now, and slimmer, lighter, with much less muscle, weaker and slower, more vulnerable—as evidenced by just how easily Emma had overpowered him and used him—he was also changing in other ways. His body hair had continued to lessen, diminishing until it was completely gone, leaving him utterly smooth and soft.

It was the strangest sensation and it left Liam feeling so much more alert, his skin so much more sensitive to even the slighted caress. He’d been hairy ever since his early teenage years, hitting puberty and flourishing into a big, strong, hairy boy, growing into a big, strong, hairy, handsome man.

Now though… now he was more like a girl, or a woman. He was smooth, soft, silky, sensual. As he walked he could feel his hairless thighs brushing against each other, the caress of skin against skin sending shivers up his spine.

And it didn’t help that his thighs were thicker now too, but not with muscle. They were plumper, fat and soft and jiggly. As he walked he could feel them, his thighs, and… his ass too, the bounce and sway, his hips rolling in a way they never had before, his whole gait changing, becoming more of a strut.

His whole body felt new, and as he followed behind Emma, captivated by her, he couldn’t help but look down at himself again.

His waist was trimmer, his arms thinner, hands small and dainty, and even his shoulders felt narrower. But it wasn’t just shrinking. He was only getting smaller in some places.

In others, he was larger. His thighs and butt were the obvious ones, along with the widening of his hips, but his… his chest too was growing. The muscle there had vanished, but his chest had only gotten larger, a pair of cute, perky tits beginning to bud and grow, even his nipples getting wider and fatter.

He could no longer deny it. He was transforming. While Emma was turning into a divine goddess, a queen, a being of feminine glory, an amazon, he was becoming something smaller, weaker, and prettier. Liam could feel it.

The way his hair now caressed his shoulders, the way his thicker lashes fluttered when he blinked, even the pout of his fatter, more sensitive lips. He was becoming pretty. He was becoming cute.

Part of him was horrified, appalled, but another part, the part that had relished worshipping Emma’s cunt, the part that had only grown stronger and brighter after drinking her juices, was almost excited and eager for it, keen to see how far the transformation would go.

It all seemed so impossible, so strange, but it was very real. He could see it, feel it, and he’d even smelt and tasted it in the case of Emma’s cunt.

It had to be the rock, and that strange tentacled creature. Part of his brain was still clinging to the idea of capturing it and taking it back to civilization so it could be studied and they could be saved, made normal again, but the rest of him was no longer able to resist. Emma had seen to that. Emma and her cunt.
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So it was that by the time they reached their tent, Liam had come to accept the stark reality of their situation. There was still the glimmer of hope in the back of his mind, clinging to the idea of saving himself, saving Emma, but the rest of him had given himself over to his girlfriend and what was happening to them.

“Food first.” Emma said. “I’m hungry, and we both need the energy.”

She looked at Liam with a smile. He blushed, feeling oddly shy and timid around her. She was taller than him now, only by an inch or so, but after being so easily overpowered by her when she was still shorter than him, and having spent so much time being taller than her, the change made him feel very aware of the power she held over him, the threat that she could take what she wanted from him at any time.

And worse, he could feel his body craving her, his mind unable to resist her. She was so hot now. She’d always been beautiful and cute and pretty, but now she was more than that.

She was a goddess, a being of feminine perfection. Her face was breathtakingly beautiful, her body full and lush, naked, bared beneath the sun, and her confidence and surety only made her even more attractive, only made Liam more eager to obey.

“I… yes.” He whispered, unable to deny just how much even his voice had changed now.

So, as Emma made herself comfortable, watching him as she lounged completely naked on the grass, sunning herself, he set to making food. That he too was naked was an oddly thrilling experience, especially given how pretty and dainty he was now.

He was light, more graceful, and more sensual. He could feel his body jiggling, wiggling, and it was exciting him, the way his small, perky tits sat on his chest, nipples hard in the light breeze, felt so new and strange and exhilarating.

In his belly he could still feel the warm liquor of Emma’s pussy juice, spreading through him, body throbbing. And he couldn’t help but notice how different his cock felt.

Normally, when naked, Liam would have felt his cock swaying, the weight of it between his legs obvious, but now… now he could barely feel anything. It was noticeably smaller, almost hairless, and cute, a pretty little girl-cock. It was all so stark that he couldn’t ignore it or avoid thinking about it no matter how hard he tried.

He tried to focus on the task of cooking, making food for the pair of them, but every movement was just a constant reminder of what had happened to him, to them, of the situation they were in. Each moment was just one more moment sending him deeper into despair.

Only… he wasn’t despairing. Despite everything, Liam was actually… happy.

With Emma’s cum in his belly keeping him warm, his new body throbbing with strange new pleasure and desires, the aching, tingling bliss radiating through him, and the sense of satisfaction knowing that he was doing what Emma wanted, he was filled with a bliss that was addictive and hot and bright. He was smiling, actually smiling despite what was going on, and he could feel the last threads of sanity, of fear and doubt and resistance, fading.

And it didn’t help that as he worked Emma made a point of sitting, watching him, commenting on how he looked, how he was moving, her gaze lascivious and greedy, her movements languorous, everything about her now reeking of sex.

Liam was beginning to accept that maybe there really was no escape. And worse, he was beginning to enjoy that realisation.


Six

The pair ate in silence, both of the ravenous for the food, though Emma’s appetite vastly outpaced Liam’s so that she ate easily triple what he did. She’s always been so delicate when eating, but now… now she ate with abandon, and he was oddly thrilled to watch her indulging her primal needs.

Something about the way she fed stirred feelings in him.

Emma thanked Liam for the food with a kind word and an even kinder touch—she called him over to her and then kissed him, greedily, hungrily, and Liam melted into her.

Her hands groped his body as thanks, squeezing and molesting, and Liam couldn’t help but squeal in delight and surprise when Emma felt up his ass with such force and hunger, her hands roaming up over his waist and hips, to his chest, feeling his barely there tits, pinching his nipples. Her attention left Liam weak and breathless, her hands ravaging his body as her tongue ravaged his mouth.

His heart beat hard, head spinning, and yet… his cock remained small and limp and soft. He shifted, pressing into Emma, eager to feel more of her new, powerful, wanton body, and eager for her to feel more of him. He’d never felt anything like it before and he wanted more.

Emma pulled back and looked down at him, smiling.

“I see a taste of my pussy helped tame you.” She said.

Liam blushed, squirming. He nodded.

It really had helped. He saw that now. It had helped him surrender to Emma, had helped him change. He felt a fluttering in his belly.

In the back of his mind, a small voice seemed almost to scream and rebel, but it was getting quiet with every moment.

The new voice, the louder and stronger one was only eager for more. It wanted to go further. It didn’t care about what had happened, or how, it only wanted to please Emma, to submit to her divine feminine perfection.

“I think maybe, since you’ve been so well-behaved since drinking from my cunt, that I should reward you. What do you say?” Emma asked.

Liam felt his heart skip. A reward?

Maybe he’d get to worship her cunt again, would get to lick her pussy, drink from it? If swallowing her juices just once had enhanced his changes, then what effect would a second time have, or a third, a fourth, a fifth… just how far could they both go. Who would he become?

Liam didn’t know, but… he was keen to find out.

“Please… yes.” He whispered, his voice so soft now, so coy and submissive.

He was pleading with Emma, practically begging. He’d never felt like this before, but it felt right now.

She was taller than him, stronger, more powerful. She could take him if she wanted, use him, or she could deny him. But… he wanted more, wanted to drink from her, worship her, be transformed by her.

“Oh my, you ask so prettily, but I expect no less from such a slutty, eager girl.” Emma said.

That word, girl, made Liam shiver. He was a boy, a man, wasn’t he? But then he realised… that was what he once was. Now he was changed, transformed, was someone new, and he wanted to go even further. He was a girl now. But he wanted to become a woman. He wanted Emma to make him a woman.

“But… since you asked so nicely, I’ll be extra generous. Get on your knees.” Emma said.

Liam obeyed eagerly, willing, fell to the floor and knelt in front of Emma, and looked up at her. She loomed over him, her perfect body glorious to behold, full hips, thick thighs, fat ass, massive tits, and… the swollen, wet lips of her cunt.

“Are you willing to serve me, to earn your reward and my thanks?”

Liam nodded, eager. He wanted more of Emma, wanted her to transform him fully, make him into her slut, her toy, her object.

“Please.” He whispered.

Emma smiled.

“Good girl.” She said. “Now, watch closely.”

And Liam sat on his knees and watched as Emma shifted to part her legs, her cunt opening, and she reached between her thighs to touch herself. The smell and the sight of her wet, sopping folds made his whole body thrum with need, like an addiction that needed a fix. He needed more of his girlfriend, and he knew he’d do anything to get it.
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Emma caressed her cunt, fingering herself. Her fold shimmered, wet and swollen, glistening. There was a slick sound, and her fingers became quickly lubricated with her juices, the copious amounts of slippery fluid running down the back of Emma’s hand and over her palm, over her wrist.

Liam’s body throbbed as he stared at her. She was so sexy now, so obscenely hot, her massive tits heaving as she took deep heavy breaths, her body writhing, wiggling her hips and ass to feel more of her fingers.

She worked one hand on her clit, the other pressing deep into her cunt, first one finger, then two, then three and four, grinding her hips to feel more, fucking herself like some lurid private porn show.

Liam shuddered, head spinning. Just the scent of her was enough to make his body throb, an aching need, but still his cock remained limp, small and cute and pretty. He didn’t care though. He just wanted to taste her, wanted to drink from her, wanted to worship his goddess.

“Fuck my body feels so good now. So powerful and hungry, so wanton, so much pleasure. You can feel it too can’t you?” Emma asked.

Liam was still for a moment. Feel what?

He considered the question, but he could feel something new. He’d felt it before, when worshipping her pussy back at the crater, cumming just from drinking her pussy juice, had felt the warmth, the pleasure, the joy of it.

And that feeling had only been growing more intense too as time passed. He’d changed, been transformed, but… he felt better than he ever had. He felt pretty and cute, small and weak, but there was a deep core of pleasure and need and arousal in him that was brighter and hotter than anything he’d ever felt before.

Liam smiled, nodded.

“I… I can feel it. Yes.” He whispered, voice so soft and pretty. “What… what is it?”

Emma smiled at him, fucking herself harder and harder, panting, enjoying making her pretty little boyfriend, her good girl, her slut, watch her.

“It’s my wish.” She said. “And now… for the best part.”

Emma shifted. She pulled her hands away from her cunt, slipping her fingers out of her dripping hole, but as she did the slick liquid seemed to almost defy gravity. It became dark, like night, filled with stars, and she seemed almost to sculpt it.

Emma moaned in bliss, her body shaking as though she were cumming, and something emerged from her beautiful cunt. Liam could only stare, bewildered, and then it clicked.

The creature. The tentacled thing. It was inside Emma. It was… it was part of her. She had accepted it and a series of dark, thick, undulating tentacles emerged from her pussy, growing thicker and longer, prominent heads, almost like…

“You like my cocks?” Emma asked.

Liam blinked. Cocks, plural. There were three of them, thick and long and hard, pulsing.

“My wish. Or at least… one small part of my wish. Aren’t we lucky it heard me?” She said.

Liam stared at Emma’s cocks. Her tentacle cocks. Hard and throbbing, thicker and longer than his, even before his cock had been shrunk. They looked…

“Fuck…” Liam whispered.

His whole body was alive with need, hunger, desire. They were beautiful, the slits on their heads oozing precum. Obscene tentacle cock, Emma’s tentacle cocks. What had she become?

He giggled as he realised he knew the answer. She had become a goddess. She was beautiful and radiant. Powerful and glorious. Sexy, wanton, brazen, curvaceous, dazzling, and he wanted to serve her, wanted to taste her.

“Is that a yes?” Emma asked, giggling.

Liam nodded.

Her cocks were obscene and perfect. Three fat, long, throbbing tentacle cocks.

“Yes. I… I like your cocks. And… we are lucky.” Liam said.

And he felt lucky.

Not only for the changes that had happened to Emma, but also for the transformation he had undergone, that he was undergoing. He had changed so much, had become small and weak, pretty, cute, but the way Emma looked at him now, with such obvious desire and lust and want, it was like nothing he’d felt before.

And he wanted more.

“May I… may I worship you?” Liam asked, voice soft, coy, flirtatious.

He could feel his belly fluttering. He squirmed as he waited for a reply.

“If you hadn’t asked, I’d have insisted.” Emma said. “After that delicious meal, I’m feeling quite renewed and invigorated, and ready to continue our transformations.”

Liam blinked, staring up into Emma’s bright green eyes. She was so radiant now, so beautiful, that it almost hurt to look at her.

She knew… she knew they had changed. She was still rational and sane. The thing hadn’t taken her mind, wasn't controlling her, which meant… she really had wished for all of this. This was what she wanted.

She wanted to be tall and powerful and sexy, wanted to be brazen, a goddess, with cocks. And she wanted Liam to be pretty, wanted him to be cute and small and weak, wanted him to be feminine, coy, a good girl, her slut.

The thought made him throb. A small, faint, distant part of him railed at that knowledge, wanted to rebel, but the major part of him was just happy. Happy and eager to serve.

“Now, be a good girl, and come worship my cocks. I’ve been so eager to see how this feels.” Emma said. “And I know your going to love how my cum tastes, and what it does to you.”

With that Liam blushed, wiggling his hips, and he crawled forwards.
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As Liam reached Emma he wasted no time in getting to work.

On his knees in front of her, looking up at her—her curves, her hips and ass, her heaving breasts, and her three magnificent cocks—he couldn’t believe it was all real. But the smell of her was enough to confirm it.

Grinning, Liam reached out with both hands to grab two of Emma’s magnificent cocks. He gripped the one on the left, and the one on the right.

They throbbed, hard, warm to the touch, like flesh and blood, like part of Emma’s body, but alien too, three tentacle cocks that hung over him like the threat of the things to come, all the debauchery and the pleasure and the lust.

Liam giggled, and he began to stroke.

The cocks swelled, smooth in his hands, growing fatter and longer. Emma moaned, thrusting into his grip. The third cock hung over his face, the head fat and pulsing.

“Fuck your hands feel so good. But… one of my cock’s is feeling very lonely.” Emma said.

Liam’s heart skipped, his belly fluttering. The scent of his girlfriend was changed subtly, heavier, more musk, the rich odour of cock and precum, and he was craving the taste of her pussy. Would her cocks suffice? Would her cum be like the juices of her cunt?

He didn’t know, but he knew he needed something to satisfy his growing addiction. Yet, he’d never sucked a cock before. He’d never even touched another cock before besides his own.

And here he was on his knees in front of Emma stroking two of her perfect tentacle cocks while he eyed up the third, his mouth watering, belly craving something thick and creamy and delicious.

He’d always considered himself a straight man, but… was that true any more?

With the way he looked was he a man? He looked so pretty and cute, so feminine, smooth, with a sexy, weak body and a small, pretty, useless cock.

And did any of that matter? They were just words in the end. And he knew he loved Emma. He loved her deeply, had wanted to ask her to marry him, and in that moment, if anything had changed, it was that he loved her even more.

She was even more beautiful and sexy, and his desire and craving for her had only grown. He still wanted to marry her, wanted her to be his wife, wanted to be her…

Liam giggled, blushing as he realised the truth. He wanted to be her wife too. And with that, it was like his fate was sealed. In one quick move, he shifted, opening his mouth slightly, extending just the tip of his tongue, and he licked the tip of Emma’s middle cock, tasting the precum oozing from her slit.

His whole body lit up with pleasure and hunger. His addiction flared. Her precum was… delicious. Liam felt his mouth, his lips and his tongue, tingle. He could almost feel them changing after the tiny amount of precum, his lips swelling, tongue becoming more dextrous, and they both seemed more sensitive. They pulsed with a pleasure that was new and bright, and he knew he wanted to feel more. Nothing else mattered.

That Emma’s precum and cum might only further his transformation didn’t bother him. He only wanted to worship her cocks, to taste her cum, to swallow her thick, creamy, hot, sticky, delicious load.

Liam pressed his lips to the head of Emma’s cock, and he forced his head down as he began to suck. His hands worked her other two cocks, their pulsing hot and urgent, fingers slick with precum.

Emma moaned in delight, thrusting. His mouth was forced open, lips stretching, forced impossibly wide. Her cock pressed against the seal of his lips and then popped in, slipped deep into his mouth.

Liam began to work his tongue, sucking, and he was rewarded for his efforts by more of Emma’s precum, her tentacle cock pulsing, oozing, fucking deeper.

Hands gripped the back of his head, and Emma began to fuck Liam’s face, thrusting her cock in, pulling it out until just the tip was between his lips, fucking it deeper. It throbbed, swelling, more precum, and Liam swallowed eagerly.

The tingle in his lips and his tongue grew worse, more intense, pleasure growing all-consuming. His head became fuzzy. All he could think about was pleasing Emma, serving her tentacle cocks, being her good girl, being her slut.

He sucked harder, deeper, swallowing the river of precum that was beginning to flow. Emma’s tentacle cocks swelled, growing even fatter, stretching Liam’s mouth, but… there was no pain. The change in his lips and tongue let him take the increased girth easily, a bright pleasure in having his mouth forced wide, stuffed full.

“Fuck! You make such a pretty slut. I’ve always dreamed of this, but… I never thought it would be possible. Yet here we are, and you’re an even better cock slut than I imagined.”

Emma gripped Liam’s hair tight, thrust deep, hard, and he worked his mouth up and down her middle tentacle cock while his hands worked the other two. It was heaven, a bliss greater than any he’d ever known, and he could have as much of this as he wanted.

He just needed to submit. He just needed to submit to Emma, and to the power of her strange, amazing, tentacle cock. And he really wanted to submit.

With that realization, that acceptance, Liam threw himself into his task. He began to worship Emma’s tentacle cocks with renewed vigour and eagerness. He stroked faster, teasing, and worked his mouth and throat up and down her fat middle cock, his whole body heating up as he struggled to swallow all of her precum, a radiating heat and he felt himself changing, drooling a mix of spit and precum as his mouth overflowed.

“Fuck, that’s it. Suck my cock. Show me you can be a good cum slut for me.” Emma said.

Liam moaned in bliss, accepting his place, on his knees at her feet, worshipping his goddess, her cunt, her cocks, anything she wished of him. His head spun with what he was doing… worshipping three alien cocks that now belonged to his girlfriend, allowing her to change him, transform him, into her perfect slut as she became his goddess, a divine beauty. But.. it felt right.

Emma thrust her cock deeper, pressing Liam’s head down. The fat tip of her cock pressed at the back of his throat, slick with her precum. He could feel it pulsing, and he swallowed even as she forced him down further.

“Take all of it. Show me you’re a good slut.” She said.

Her cock was massive, impossibly large now, thick and long, slick with spit and precum. Had he seen it he would never have thought it even possible to fit into his mouth, but he could feel it. His mouth was stretched wide, and it felt good, his lips forced into a tight seal around Emma’s tentacle cock. So maybe…

Liam’s head was spinning, and he opened his throat, forced his head down. He felt Emma’s cock stretch his throat, wider and wider, there was pain, but mostly pleasure. Her precum lubricated his throat, transforming it, allowing it to stretch, making it a hot source of pleasure.

Liam swallowed, and Emma thrust and her cock sank into his throat, fucking deep in one smooth movement, and he took all of Emma’s tentacle cock. He choked, couldn’t breathe, but it felt better than anything he’d felt before.

Her cock pulsed, fucking barely in and out of his throat and Emma held it there. He could feel it swelling, growing fatter, and he had no choice but to swallow the copious stream of precum that was pouring into his belly, only adding fuel to his transformation.

“Fuck… your throat is so tight and hot. The way you're squeezing down on my cock as you choke and swallow, it's like… it's like you’re milking my cock. Don’t you dare stop!”

Emma held her cock deep, fucking in and out of Liam’s throat. He choked, head giddy, and he worked his hands on her other two pricks. He could feel her grip in his hair, tight, almost painful, but he enjoyed it too, knowing she was in charge, that she was taller than him, stronger, more powerful, that she can and would take what she wanted from him, use him like her slut.

He was small, pretty, sexy, had been transformed into her cum-slut, and he was happy with it. Liam swallowed, body throbbing, his pretty little dick limp, drooling, and then he felt it. He felt Emma’s cock get even fatter, throbbing harder in his throat, bright pulses of pleasure. And then…

“FUCK!”

She thrust hard, deep, held her cock there, holding his head down. Her cock throbbed and Liam felt a hot, thick, sticky jet of cum shoot right down his throat into his belly.

He felt Emma cum down his throat. She was cumming, and it was all he could do to swallow, her tentacle cock in his throat, milking her prick as she forced him to drink all of it.

She came over and over and over. Jet after jet of her cum shot right down Liam’s throat into his belly. He could feel himself bloating, swelling with her load, and the warmth of it radiated through him, fuelling more transformations.

As Emma’s thrusting subsided, her climax slowing, she pulled back, slipping her cock out of Liam’s throat. He choked, gasping for air, and the last few spurts of cum filled his mouth. He sucked hard, swallowed, wanting as much of her cum as possible, and the taste was delicious. He kept his lips sealed tight and used his tongue to lap up all of Emma’s thick, warm, sticky seed. He could feel her tentacle cock throbbing its last as it began to shrink.

“Fuck… so sensitive. But I’m glad to see you’re an eager cum-slut.”

Emma pulled her cock back, slipped it out of Liam’s mouth, and it left his lips with an audible pop. He whined, already wanting more.

“Still thirsty?” Emma said, chuckling.

Liam nodded. His belly was so full, but he yearned for more.

“Please.” We whined.

He could feel his body craving more, desperate for more fuel for his change. The tingling heat was radiating out from his mouth and belly, filling him, and it was like his whole body was shifting.

Yet he didn’t care about that. He only cared about cock, and cum.

“Well, lucky for you I have two more.” Emma said.

Liam giggled. He was still stroking her other two cocks, one in each hand, both of them still hard.

“May I?” He asked, sweetly.

Emma nodded.

“Help yourself, slut.” She said.

And Liam did.


Seven

Liam spent the next three hours worshipping Emma’s cocks. After making her middle cock cum for the first time, swallowing her load, he turned his attention to the one on the left, taking it between his lips and sucking, licking, deep-throating it.

It was easier the second time, and it felt almost natural, like embracing an instinct that was newly awoken within him. Liam worshipped, taking it all the way down his throat, sucking and letting Emma fuck his throat with her fat, long, throbbing tentacle cock.

When she came, hard, he pulled back, slipping it out of his throat so he could feel his girlfriend fill his mouth with her thick, sticky cream. Each throbbing pulse of her fat tentacle cock filled his mouth almost to bursting and he struggled to swallow fast enough to keep up with her.

It was delicious, and he knew then he’d never be able to get enough of her cum. He swallowed, and just that was almost enough to make him cum, the taste, the sensation, the joy, the radiating pleasure filling his already bloated belly, the heat spreading through him.

He could feel the changes, the transformation progressing, but he didn’t care about that. He was focused instead solely on Emma’s cocks.

He’d made two cum, which left her third and final cock. He could not move fast enough, and within seconds of her second cock leaving his mouth he was already sucking on her third, his lips still smeared with cum, mouth sticky with it, and he lapped and sucked and worshipped, glad to feel the throb and pulse of it, the girth stretching his mouth wide, the way Emma fucked deep, slipping her cock into his eager, willing, tight throat.

It felt so good now, so easy, so natural. It was like he’d been made for this, for sucking cock, and he realised, blushing, that in a way, he had. Only it was Emma and her strange alien tentacle cocks who had made him. He was a cum-slut now, pretty and submissive, and he loved it.

As he made the third cock cum, drinking deep, he eased back, satisfied and bloated with cum, but still wanting more—he knew he’d never be able to get enough. Yet he knew he’d made Emma’s three cocks cum so…

“What’s wrong?” Emma asked as Liam’s eyes went wide.

He blushed and giggled. Her middle cock was getting hard again. Despite having cum recently Emma was already getting hard again.

“One of the benefits of three cocks.” She said giggling. “Now, are you going to get to work? And don’t be surprised if I take longer this time, so… feel free to really enjoy yourself.”

And with that, Liam set to really enjoying himself.

He sucked cock, stroked, and he swallowed more cum than he thought humanly possible. When he was full, and Emma was still wanting more of his mouth, he sucked her, deep-throated her, and let her cum over his face, his body, bathing in her cum, sometimes two or all three of her cocks cumming over him at once.

And he realised that too felt amazing. Her seed was warm and sticky on his skin, absorbed quickly, the heat it left behind radiating out, speeding up his changes, his transformation. Who was he becoming? What was he becoming?

He was excited to find out, but he had more important things to worry about. Emma, and her cocks, and worshipping her.

It was only when she’d cum for the twelfth time that Liam realised she wasn’t getting hard again. She was finally satisfied… for now.

He felt almost disappointed, part of him hoping his worship would go on forever, but he was also exhausted—it was late evening, and he had been working hard to pleasure his girlfriend, to satisfy her, and he was so bloated with cum he could barely move.

He was aching too, body sore and in need of rest. He could feel the changes occurring in him, the strange sense of transformation, and he knew that he needed sleep to allow the strange magic of it all to occur.

“Come, sleep while I make myself some more food. For some strange reason, I’m suddenly ravenous, while I imagine you’re feeling quite full.”

Liam blushed, nodded, giggling. The massive amounts of Emma’s cum in his belly felt heavy and warm, digesting slowly, changing him.

He was glad to accept her offer, and as she cooked herself a massive meal, Liam fell into a deep, restful sleep. He couldn’t wait to see what transformations the morning brought.
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The sound of birdsong and the light of an early dawn woke Liam from sleep. He shifted, aching, feeling heavy and foggy with the last vapours of sleep, and sat up.

There was the smell of fresh coffee, frying meat and potatoes, toasting bread, stewed beans, a massive breakfast being cooked up. He turned and saw Emma toiling over the gas stove and a wood fire, looking like the archetypal wild woman, a huntress, queen of the forest.

She looked radiant, her flowing mane of red curls catching the morning's sun, her eyes shimmering green. She was taller still today, and visibly strong, with obvious muscle, though in a soft, feminine, graceful way, like an amazon from myth. Her legs were full, with wide hips, and a round ass that wiggled as she worked over the pan.

She was naked, and her breasts were even fuller than the day before, jiggling as she moved, nipples hard in the early chill. Yet it was her face that truly captivated. It was the same Emma that Liam had fallen in love with, but like the perfect idealised version of her. He felt his body fill with love and joy and lust even as he watched her. It was only when he realised how hungry and thirsty he was that he made to move.

And it was only when he moved that he felt the changes in him. His body felt heavier than yesterday, almost cumbersome.

Had he got larger again? Was he returned to his former self, big and strong? Or maybe it had been a dream?

There was a tide of disappointment at both thoughts, but as he looked down at himself he couldn’t help but smile. He was definitely not disappointed by what he saw.

He could see why he felt heavier. He blushed, giggled, and Emma turned to face him, smiling.

“Morning cutie.” She said. “You like what you see? Because I know I do.”

Liam giggled. He really did like what he could see.

He was even shorter than yesterday, and smaller, but it was also starkly clear why he felt heavier.

Yesterday he had been lithe and petite, with subtle feminine curves. Today there was nothing subtle about him. After all the cum he’d swallowed he had been utterly transformed.

He was completely smooth now, sensual soft skin that felt so sensitive even to the smallest caress of the morning breeze, and his legs were long and plump, shapely, full.

His hips were wide—perfect handles as he and his friends would have said, or good birthing hips as he’d heard others refer to them—and his ass was a thick, luscious, jiggly cushion of flesh, succulent and juicy.

His waist was thinner, and his arms were dainty, with delicate hands, all strength gone from him—he shivered as he realised how easy it would be for Emma to overpower him, and how easy it would be for most people to overpower him. And he realised just why people would want to overpower him.

He looked hot. He had a cute, sexy, girl body that was built for one thing. Sex.

He moved, squirming as he looked down at himself, and the main cause for his increase in weight jiggled. His tits. His massive, round, perky tits, big fat swollen nipples, his breasts easily larger than Emma’s.

They had blossomed overnight, becoming enormous, juicy, luscious tits. He’d never be able to return to his earlier life. Even if he were to wear the most conservative outfit possible people would notice him. As if his legs and hips and ass weren’t bad enough, his tits would always be on display, drawing lascivious attention, people greedily eyeing him up, the small cute girl who could be easily overpowered, who could be taken, used.

He blushed at the thought, growing hot. His cute little useless dick throbbed, but didn’t grow hard, a pretty nub of flesh that no longer had a use. His body was now built for other pleasures.

“I look… I look so hot.” Liam said.

Even his voice was softer, girlier, flirty and cute.

Emma nodded.

“You do. Like the perfect cum-slut I wished for. I’ve been looking forward to you waking up, eyeing your new body.”

As she spoke she took the pans and the coffee off the heat so she could give Liam her full attention. She looked him up and down, and her attention was everything he could want. He didn’t care how other people looked at him, that he could never return to his old life, that he now looked like a porn star or a fetish model.

The way Emma, his goddess looked at him was all he needed and wanted.

“Now, do you want to see all of your changes?” Emma asked.

As Liam nodded she turned to the tent and fished out a small plastic mirror she’d packed, the surface dull and slightly scratched, but it was good enough. She held it up and Liam stared and… froze.

He was…

“You’re beautiful.” Emma said, meaning it.

And she was right. He was breathtaking. He was… he was gone, and instead, there was only a dazzlingly young sexy woman.

His face was so soft, with long bright blonde hair flowing around his shoulders, dainty features, and plush, pillowy, cock sucking lips. His lashes were dark, thick, so that it almost looked like he had make-up on and he couldn’t help but pose and pout, smiling.

On a whim he moved, lifted his hands to stroke his legs, caressing his hips and ass, slipping his palms over his belly and up to his tits, his massive, heavy, heaving tits.

He squeezed, even as he stared into the mirror, and the way his expression changed, becoming a lusty mask of pleasure and delight and hunger, made his body throb. He was so sexy now, such a wanton slut.

He moved his hands up, groping himself, and he pinched his nipples, gently, breathy and drunk on the bliss, then harder, gasping. His eyes looked fogged, and his lips parted. He craved something, an urgent need awakening in him.

“Hey, don’t go hogging all the fun.” Emma said, chuckling.

With that, she dropped the mirror, and Liam looked at her. She moved forward, tall and powerful and graceful, and she almost leapt on him.

Her hands roamed his body, caressing, squeezing, fondling, groping, and her lips met his, kissing him deeply. It was like no kiss he’d experienced before.

The kiss was deep and hungry, ravenous, and he was washed away by the joy of it as Emma took what she wanted from him, feeling him, squeezing and groping and fondling, molesting him, her weak, pretty, sexy, submissive good girl.

Liam collapsed into his girlfriend, timid and coy, shy, but the pleasure was almost too much. Emma broke the kiss for a moment, but only to kiss down, kissing over his neck, to his chest, kissing his tits, kissing down to his nipples, taking one between her lips, sucking, licking, teasing, wet and hot. His whole body seemed to burn with the joy of it.

“Fuck, please… don’t stop. More.”

Liam had never felt anything like it. The joy of being cute and pretty and sexy, being wanted, being weak, submitting to someone stronger, more powerful, someone who would take what they wanted from you if you didn’t offer yourself to them.

But Liam was only too happy to offer himself up to Emma. Was only too happy to offer all of himself up to her. He wanted her to take him, claim him as her slut, remake him completely into her perfect good girl.

“Fuck… yes…” He whimpered, breathy, and he sounded like the hot girls from the movies he used to watch.

Only this was hotter. Because he was the sexy girl being ravaged by the stunning goddess. He was the slut.

Liam squirmed, writhed, begging for more… more of what though he didn’t know. Emma shifted, pulling her lips and tongue off his wet, sloppy, hard nipple, and moved to his other breast, sucking on his other nipple. The pleasure was bright, breasts heaving, jiggling, and he’d never felt anything like it before.

“Fuck, more… please… more…”

Liam was desperate. He never wanted the pleasure to end, but at the same time, he knew if he did not get the more he was craving that his mind might break and shatter.

Emma shifted, lifted her lips away from his fat, swollen, sensitive nipple with an audible pop. She smiled at him.

“I think you’re ready.” She said.

Liam blinked as he stared at her, his radiant goddess, so beautiful it almost hurt to be in her presence.

“Ready for what?” He asked.

She smiled.

“Ready for the final stage in your transformation. Ready to accept your place as my slut.” She said.

Liam blushed, smiling. His belly fluttered with bright joy.

“Please.” He whimpered.


Eight

“The first part is easy.” Emma said.

Liam listened, keen to hear what she had to say. He waited, eager.

“Isn’t it obvious?” Emma asked.

Liam shook his head.

“Your name. Liam is no name for a pretty slut like you. You deserve something fitting.” Emma said.

Liam blushed. His name… it was the last link to his old identity, his old self. Could he really just abandon that so easily?

And then he giggled. He didn’t care about his old life. Not any more. He had Emma, his goddess, and he was happy just to be her slut, her good girl, her pet.

“Please. Name me.” He whispered. “Name me as your slut.”

Emma smiled.

“How about… Lilith.” Emma said.

His head spun, and the word, spoken softly, by his goddess, sank deep. Lilith.

“I… I love it.” Lilith said.

She smiled, giggled. Lilith. It was perfect. It was the perfect new name for her, gifted to her by her girlfriend, hot and sexy and brazen and pretty, just like her.

Her old life was over, and her new life, as Lilith, was only just beginning.

“But… what was the rest?” Lilith asked. “You said the first part, the name, was easy, and… it was. But what about after? What’s the next part?”

Emma beamed.

“I’m so glad you asked.”

And with that Emma moved. She rose, slowly, gracefully, to her feet. She was like a huntress, and Lilith was her prey.

Lilith felt her belly flutter, warm, a deep core of lust and desire and hunger and need. She wanted Emma, her goddess, to claim her fully, wanted her…

And then it clicked. The need, the hunger, the burning lust that was new and unknown.

She wanted Emma to fuck her, wanted her girlfriend, her goddess, to fuck her. Her cock was useless now, small and limp, and she’d sucked her cock, made her cum with her hands, had worshipped her cunt, which left one final thing.

“Please… fuck me.” Lilith whimpered. “Fuck me in my ass. Claim me, breed me, fuck my ass with your fat tentacle cock. Make me your slut, mark me as your property, fill me with your cum.”

The words came almost on their own, summoned by Lilith’s desire and hunger and need, her burning lust. Yet, they spoke of a deep truth, one that she accepted and embraced even as she spoke.

“Well, I see you’ve worked out the next part all on your own. Such a clever girl.” Emma said. “Now, time for your reward.”

And with that Emma dropped her hands to her pussy, and she worked her fingers on her clit, into her hole. She fucked herself for a moment, breathing becoming ragged and hard, breasts heaving, and she worked her hips to fuck down onto her fingers.

Then she pulled her hands away, and as she did she summoned again her strange, beautiful, addictive tentacle cocks. Only this time… the three cocks merged, becoming one, one massive, thick, long, throbbing cock. Lilith’s eyes went wide. It was enormous. There was no way that could fit, could it?

But she knew she would try her best, because she wanted so badly for it to fit. She wanted the massive alien tentacle cock inside her ass, wanted Emma to fuck her, claim her, breed her, make her fully into the slut she had been transformed into.

Emma stroked her cock gently, and it swelled, hardening, its size obscene, the thick, prominent head making Lilith’s hole clench tight. She could feel the fluttering in her belly becoming more urgent, her lust rising. Her body was made for this. She wanted all of her goddess’s cock inside her ass, and she wanted Emma to pump her full of cum as she bred her.

“Now, get up onto all fours.” Emma said. “And spread your legs. Ass up, face down. I want to claim you.”

Lilith giggled. She could not move fast enough.
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Lilith dropped to all fours, on her hands and knees like a bitch in heat, and she faced her ass towards Emma, lifting it high as she lowered her face to the ground, wiggling her ass, spreading her legs.

She could feel the new ache and hunger in her body spreading, ravenous and mind-numbing. She wanted cock. She needed cock. Needed her goddess’s cock inside her ass.

She could feel her ass twitching at the thought. As she looked back over her shoulder, looked up at Emma, the glorious, amazonian form of her, her massive tentacle cock, she felt her lust rise to new heights, and her ass grew wet.

Lilith blushed at that realisation, that new awareness of her body. Yet, it made sense.

She had been transformed after all, made into Emma’s perfect slut, her good girl, and her place was to worship her, to serve her cunt and her cocks with her mouth, to serve her massive prick with her ass, so… so, of course, she would be made for getting fucked. Given the stark transformations to the rest of her, why would her ass have escaped?

That her ass was now more like a wet pussy, a hole for being fucked, used, bred, made sense. As she looked back at that massive cock, looming and threatening as it throbbed and twitched, that realisation calmed and soothed her.

Her wetness was increasing, her hole trembling, so slick and sensitive. She was made to be fucked, so… of course, it would fit.

Lilith giggled.

“Please… please fuck me. I need your cock. I need your cock inside my ass.”

Lilith was delirious, begging. Emma smiled.

“Are you sure? Once we do this, once I cum inside you, that’ll be it. Your transformation will be complete. There’ll be no going back. You’ll be my slut, my good girl forever.”

The words made Lilith tremble. She nodded.

“Yes… please.” She whimpered.

And that was enough for Emma.

Emma stepped forward and she sank to her knees behind Lilith. Her hands moved to Lilith’s fat, plump, jiggly ass, and she groped, caressing. The touch was electric, soft bolts of pleasure. Lilith had never felt so good.

She moaned, pressing back, and as Emma teased, caressing, feeling her soft skin, her virgin hole grew wetter, twitching in eager expectation. Her brain was foggy with lust, and her breast heaved under her.

Her whole body was new, but it was also better, more sensitive and sensual, more erotic, prettier and sexier. She could see the desire in Emma’s eyes, the lust. She could feel the coiled power in her touch, the raw strength. The fact that Emma could easily overpower her now, pin her down and take her thrilled Lilith. She wanted her to ravage her.

“Please… I can’t wait much more. I need you inside me.” Lilith said.

Emma’s smile became a smirk.

“Well, since you asked so prettily.”

She wiggled her hips, making her massive cock sway, and then, with both hands still on Lilith’s ass, Emma’s cock moved.

She pressed forward as her cock moved almost like a prehensile limb, a tentacle, and the thought and the sight made Lilith weak with lust and hunger. It was an impossible, inhuman, tentacle cock. It was her goddess’s cock. And she wanted it inside her.

As Emma’s cock teased up her slick crack Lilith pressed back. Emma gripped her ass tighter, and her tentacle cock pressed at her entrance, pulsing, teasing just barely in.

Lilith moaned out loud, the sensation bright and giddy and hot. Her ass was so wet now, so slippery, so sensitive and hungry. She could not control herself. As the cock pressed in, Lilith pressed back, working her hips, spreading her legs as wide as they would go.

Pleasure throbbed, pulsing, and there was pressure. Her virgin hole was still tight, no matter the changes to her, and the cock pressing at her entrance was still massive.

There was a tremble of fear. Would it fit?

And then Lilith decided that it would fit, no matter what it took. She pressed back, curving her back, and Emma thrust. The cock forced her ass wide, slippery with her natural lubrication and the precum oozing from the slit, and it popped past her outer ring. The sensation was pure bliss.

“Fuck!” Lilith moaned and eased herself back.

She wanted more.

Luckily, Emma had a lot more to give her. Emma thrust her hips forward, and her undulating tentacle cock worked deeper into Lilith’s slippery ass.

As Lilith worked her ass back, Emma fucked her hips forward, and her cock filled Lilith’s tight, hot, wet hole, fucking her deep, stretching her impossibly wide, pressing on every bright spot of pleasure inside of her.

“So tight!” Emma said. “So sexy. You make such a pretty slut.”

Lilith blushed, giggled, and began to work her hips to feel more of her girlfriend’s massive cock inside her. Emma forced it as deep as it could go, the tentacle cock writhing inside Lilith’s hole, teasing, her belly slapping against Lilith’s fat ass.

“Ready for me to fuck you like the toy you were made to be?” Emma asked. “Ready for me to claim you? Breed you?”

Lilith was moaning, delirious with pleasure and lust. She nodded, lost beyond words. The nod though was enough for Emma.

She pulled back, eased her massive cock out, the girth pulsing, rippling, teasing, until just the prominent head was inside Lilith’s slick ass, tugging at her entrance.

She paused for a moment to watch the face of her slut. Lilith pined, aching for more, desperate. She worked her hips, ass, clenching her hole, trying to cram Emma’s cock back inside her ass, but Emma was too strong. She was in control now, and she wanted to tease.

And then she thrust.

She slammed her cock in deep, hard, and she began to fuck Lilith hard, pounding her tight ass. The sudden change of pace was overwhelming, and Lilith’s body pulsed with pleasure and hunger and lust and delight, a tide of sensations that served only to further erase her old identity, and cement her new one.

She was Lilith, a slut, a toy, her goddess’s property. And she was happy.

Emma fucked deep, pounding Lilith’s tight ass, fucking her hard. Lilith’s hole was stretched wide, gaped, the thick, long, undulating, throbbing tentacle cock teasing over the bright spots of pleasure inside her.

The way it fucked deep, throbbing, was more than she could handle. If it hadn’t been for Emma’s strong grip holding her by her fat ass and wide hips she would have collapsed from the sheer delight. As it was, she was held up, kept on her hands and knees, and she was used.

Her hole stretched, became sopping, wet and slippery, pounded. She could feel the throbbing tentacle cock fucking her deeper, finding every spot of pleasure inside her tight hole, remaking her insides to match her outsides, the precum soaking into her ass to make it into a permanent fuck-hole, and… she embraced it. It was what she wanted, what she longed for.

She wanted to be Emma’s slut.

“Fuck… fuck… yes… more… please… more… cum in me… fuck me… breed me… claim me…” Lilith was babbling.

Emma though obliged. She fucked her harder, faster, deeper, and her cock swelled. Lilith did her best to fuck back, working her hips, milking the fat tentacle cock with her hole, but she was so small and weak, her body still new, and Emma was so powerful.

The grip on her hips and ass was tight, and the force of Emma’s fucking was almost enough to knock the air from her lungs and the sense from her head. As Lilith let her girlfriend use her, she felt a core of bright pleasure blossoming within her, swelling, getting larger and brighter as Emma’s cock swelled, stretching her hole further.

“Fuck… I’m going to cum. You’re going to make me cum. I’m going to cum inside you.”

Emma thrust hard, deep, and gripped Lilith hard, pulling her down onto her cock. Emma whimpered as she felt the massive tentacle cock throb, pulse, and swell. Her whole body lit up, her limp, useless cock drooling precum.

And then it happened.

She felt it as a wave, a crashing tide.

Emma was cumming inside her. Her massive cock was cumming inside her ass, her slick fuck-hole, pumping her full of thick, hot, sticky, creamy cum.

Lilith moaned, the heat of it, the pleasure, the thrumming joy radiating out as she felt herself bloating with the sheer quantity. She could feel the final changes, the cum sealing her to her goddess, making her in every way Emma’s perfect slut. There was no going back. She was Lilith, and she was overjoyed.

As Emma fucked her cock deep, grinding, Lilith clenched down, milking, drunk on pleasure, and she felt her body pulse with a brighter joy. She too was cumming, cumming hard as Emma fucked her with her tentacle cock, filling her with cum.

She came hard, her whole body clenching, shuddering, and her small, limp, useless cock drooled a thin stream of cum onto the ground.

“Fuck… such a good girl.” Emma said. “You and I are going to be very happy.”

And Lilith knew it to be true.
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Emma kept her cock inside Lilith’s hole until she had finished cumming, the pleasure of it bright, their shared climax lasting for Lilith knew not how long. Lilith felt boated and stuffed and happy in all the best ways.

As Emma eased her tentacle cock out Lilith did her best to clench down, wanting to keep all of the precious cum inside her, but her hole was gaped too wide, so a trickle leaked out, pooling beneath her. Already she could feel the final changes coming over her, the changes happening inside her.

Emma caressed her back, stroking delicate fingers over Lilith’s skin. If Lilith could have purred, she would have.

“That was fun.” Emma said. “I think we’re going to be very happy together.”

Lilith closed her legs to try to stem the flow of cum leaking from her well-fucked ass, then turned to face Emma, sitting down. Her goddess was radiant, and she could feel the warm glow of contentment at her core, knowing she was hers now, her perfect slut.

The camping trip had been planned as a perfect romantic getaway, and in a weird, perverted, strange, twisted way it had been exactly that. It was the start of their perfect life together. Only…

“I… do you know where my shorts are?” Lilith asked.

Emma frowned.

“Feeling shy lover? Why? You look lovely naked and I’d prefer it if I could see your perfect body. Plus… I don’t think your old clothes are going to fit your new body.”

Lilith blushed. The compliments were nice, the fact that her girlfriend wanted her naked so she could admire her, fuck her, but also the reminder of how much she’d changed. But she didn’t want the clothes to wear.

“No, I just… I need something.” Lilith said, smiling.

Emma watched her for a moment, then nodded. She turned and found the shorts and handed them to Lilith. Lilith was delighted to find the ring box still in her pocket.

As she slipped it out she looked up at her goddess, Emma, the amazonian beauty who now owned her, to whom she now belonged, her slut, her good girl.

Lilith moved to kneel on one knee, held the box out, and opened it. Emma’s eyes went wide as she saw the ring.

“I thought this would go a little differently, but… this is even better than I planned so… will you marry me?” Lilith said.

Emma beamed, then chuckled.

“Yes.” She said. “Absolutely.”

Emma held out her hand and Lilith took the ring from the box to slip onto her fiance's finger. The fit was perfect.

Emma looked from her finger to Lilith, her smile like the sun. Lilith felt the warm glow inside her expanding, the warmth of Emma’s cum remaking her and the joy of true happiness combining to fill her to the brim with a feeling like nothing she’d felt before. She couldn’t wait for their life together, even if it was going to look nothing like the one she’d expected.

“And I think you’re going to make a wonderful mother.” Emma said.

Lilith blinked. Mother?

But then she felt the warmth in her belly, and she understood the truth of it. Her head spun.

She was going to be a mother…

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


PLAYING WITH DOLLS
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Matt is into collectable dolls, but they're only plastic, and there's only so much fun you can have with plastic.

When Conner, Matt's roommate and best friend, complains about his toys Matt decides maybe it's time he showed Conner just how much fun dolls can be, and in the process perhaps he can expand his collection.

Matt is into collectables, figurines from his favourite shows and games, dolls, but his roommate and best friend Conner thinks they're a waste of money. When Conner finds out how much Matt spent on the Sapphire Sorceress, his latest collectable, he can't help but rant at him.

But what Conner doesn't know is that this doll is a rare, prestige collectable. Not only is the figurine a work of art, but she also features working accessories, and the sapphire sorceress is a witch specialising in mind control.

It seems impossible, but his latest doll includes a working hypno-staff, and Matt just can't resist. Soon he had Conner under control, and what starts out as just a way to get Conner to leave him alone with collection peace turns into so much.

When Matt realises just what a soft, pretty, feminine doll Conner makes he can't resist temptation. He always did have a weakness for pretty dolls.

But then things spiral out of control, and Matt's left wondering if maybe it was all too good to be true, but in the end, can he really abandon the pleasure of Playing With Dolls?


THE DAIRY
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When Dillon gets a job working at Gaia Farms dairy he is thrilled at the prospect of discovering just how they make their delicious, creamy milk.

But is Dillon ready to learn the secret behind their milk, and, more importantly, is he willing to do every required of him to help with production?

Dillon and Ben are fresh out of college, and they’re keen to land summer jobs at the cutting-edge Gaia Farms—not only do they pay well, but the company is on the verge of revolutionising agriculture and animal husbandry. Neither of them can contain their excitement as they step into a future brimming with promises of innovation and sustainability.

Only when they arrive the summer jobs are all gone. But they’re in luck…

There are two jobs available, but the work will bit harder and more involved. One vacancy is for a farm labourer, while the other is for a worker in the dairy, Gaia Farms' most secretive and revolutionary department.

Ben, as the stronger. more athletic of the two, takes the position of labourer, while Dillon, much to his delight, gets the job in the dairy—as a fan of Gaia Farms' work he is fascinated by the mystery of the dairy, and maybe this will be his chance to learn just how they make their delicious, creamy milk.

Only, the dairy is unlike any they have seen before, equipped with advanced technologies and state-of-the-art facilities. Immediately Dillon notices something strange—the dairy is staffed only by women, incredibly beautiful and voluptuous women. As days pass, Dillon’s intrigue only grows.

And that’s not all that begins to grow. All too soon Dillon notices changes. His body is transforming, growing.

Dillon becomes softer, prettier, more voluptuous, and then, finally, he’s ready… ready to discover the secret of THE DAIRY.


GET CAGED
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Mitch has had a crush on his friend and roommate, Rose, for years, but there’s one problem. She’s a lesbian.

But When Mitch drunkenly confesses he yearns for a girl just like Rose, Rose offers him a proposition. She thinks she can help him get a woman just like her, but first, he needs to do everything she says.

When Mitch is celebrating landing his dream job with his best friend, Rose, he ends up drunkenly confessing to her that he longs for a girl just like her. Rose, never willing to miss an opportunity to tease her friend, questions him over his confession.

Mitch, begrudgingly, admits to Rose that she’s pretty much his dream girl. She’s cute, funny, and easy to be around. There’s just one problem… she’s a lesbian.

Rose though is adamant she can help Mitch find a girl just like her. Only he needs to agree to her terms if he wants her help. He just needs to do everything she says.

And as an added incentive, if she fails to find him a girl in a month, she’ll give him one night he’ll never forget.

Not believing his luck, Mitch agrees, and so begins a whirlwind adventure of feminization, flirtation, frivolity, and fun as Rose helps Mitch become exactly the kind of person a girl like her wouldwant. And in the end, Mitch discovers more about himself than he had dreamed possible, and he realises that sometimes to be set free, you need to get caged…


ONE WILD WEEKEND
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Tim and Fiona are the perfect newly married couple. They’re young, they’re in love, and they’re happy. Well, except for one thing… one tiny little thing.

Their love life is far from satisfying. But what better way to fix it than with a wild weekend away? Only Fiona’s got plans to make the weekend far wilder and much prettier than Tim is expecting.

Tim loves his wife, Fiona, dearly. She means the world to him. She’s gorgeous, funny, smart, and kind, and he’ll do anything in his power to make her happy. Only, some things aren’t in his power.

Tim’s aware that while his wife might be a stunning example of feminine beauty, he is far from the classic example of masculine perfection. He’s small, thin, far too soft, and he hates it.

He’s always hated it. He hates feeling like he’s not quite good enough for his wife, that he’s not quite the man she deserves, and his creeping insecurities have even started affecting their love life.

There’s hope though. For their one-year wedding anniversary Fiona is planning something special. A weekend away. A weekend for them to reconnect and enjoy each other. Tim is hoping that he can rekindle the spark.

Fiona has planned more than just a weekend away. She’d got a surprise for Tim, something special in mind for their weekend.

Fiona’s always been attracted to Tim, has always found him hot, precisely because he is small and thin and soft. But she thinks he can be softer, and she definitely thinks he can be prettier.

When Fiona explains her surprise and her plan to her husband, Tim is left reeling. He’ll do anything for his wife, but is he really willing to do that? Is he willing to become the hot, pretty, submissive femme of his wife’s fantasies?

Maybe he can, just this once? Maybe it’ll even be fun… maybe what they both need is One Wild Weekend?


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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