
Trick or Treat 

Written and Edited by PgFalcon 

 

Ding-a-ling goes the bell above the shop’s door as I push it open. My two friends Kelly and Matt, as well 

as my very good friend Tania, all follow suit. 

 

“I can’t believe you let your sister destroy your costume dude,” Matt laughs behind me. 

 

“Yea, well I can’t believe it either,” I retort. “All I did was tell her the truth.” 

 

“Aw, come on Jack,” Tania says to me, her voice smooth and sultry. “You should know better than to tell 

a teenage girl the truth.” 

 

“Like hell. She should know better than to ask for an honest opinion from a guy,” I retort, “because 

you’ll actually get one.” 

 

“Well then, how do I look?” Tania asks me mischievously. 

 

“Like Aphrodite’s herself,” I answer. Tania is quite possibly the most beautiful woman I’ve ever had the 

fortune to meet, and somehow me and her are actually dating! I don’t know how it happened, but one 

moment I was just an average kid in college, and the next I find myself with the world’s most amazing 

girlfriend. She taught me the meaning of the word “benefits”, and dressed as she is now she’s the 

hottest I’ve ever seen her. 

 

Tania is wearing a long black dress that hugs tight to her body all the way to her ankles, where it spider-

webs out on the ground, and her naturally black hair hanging straight down and draped over her 

shoulders. Aside from the dress, she’s also wearing black nail-polish, black lipstick and eyeliner, and used 

some sort of base to make her skin look exceedingly pale and soft. To top it all off she’s wearing a tall 

black witch’s hat. 

 

Matt is wearing a Frankenstein get-up that he spent waaaay to much time and money on, and his own 

date for the evening, Kelly, is dressed up like a zombie, but focused almost entirely on wearing realistic 

make-up. Fake blood cakes her already flame-red hair. She’s wearing old discount-bin clothes that she 

tore up and spilled more fake blood on. 

 

Matt rolls his eyes. 

 

“Can we hurry up?” he asks. “We’re going to miss the party.” 

 



“Yea, just buy something real fast Jack,” agrees Kelly. 

 

“Sure sure, don’t get your panties in a bunch,” I laugh, and we all immediately spread out through the 

store. 

 

Dante’s discount party favors, special effects, costumes, and toys is the name of the store, and the small 

shop seems to be packed with crap, but all the costumes seem to have been picked through. All that is 

left hanging from the racks are pieces of costumes, or costumes way to big or small for me to fit into. 

We’re about to leave when the store clerk walks through a door in the back and addresses us. 

 

“Looking for something?” he asks kindly. He looks old, has crazy white hair that sticks straight out from 

his head, and is very thin and wrinkly. His skin looks like old, wet newspaper draped over a human 

skeleton, his eyes are sunken and dark, his ears and nose are disproportionately huge, and he’s dressed 

in a tweed business suit. He sticks out a boney finger, the nail of which is long and chipped, and points at 

all of us in a sweeping manner as he asks the question. 

 

“Cree-py…” Matt says under his breath. The man looks spooky, but somehow I don’t think he’s actually 

dressed up for Halloween. 

 

“Um, yea,” I say, speaking up since all my friends seem to have clammed up. “I’m looking for a costume, 

but you look like you’re fresh out.” 

 

“A costume you say?” he asks, pulling at his sagging turkey-neck. I grimace as his skin stretches. “Well I’ll 

admit that we’re out of anything up front, but if you’re over eighteen you can look in the back.” 

 

“What, you mean you got more costumes?” I ask, relieved. 

 

“Yup, but they’re adult only. Those are picked over too though, so you still might not find anything that 

will fit. Those suits are a bit more tailored than what you’ll find up here. The door’s right over there, so 

go ahead and check out the wares, but I’ll need you see your ID if you’re planning to buy something.” 

 

“Coolio,” I say, and we all walk past the clerk, who’s name-card I only now notice says Damien, and 

through the door into the back. 

 

“Holy crap,” says Tania, and I agree with her sentiments entirely. The door leads into a large walk-in 

closet. 

 

On one wall hangs every sort of sex-toy you can possibly imagine, from enormous vibrators to leather 

suits and studded collars with locks. Nothing we haven’t seen before. 

 

But on the other side of the wall hang a sparse selection of extremely detailed costumes… and by 

extremely detailed I mean that they looked like what Halloween monsters would probably look if they 



were all naked. I reach out to cup the breast of what is apparently a medusa suit, and whatever they 

made these costumes out of feels extremely realistic. The skin is dry, smooth, and scalely. I look down to 

see that between the legs of the costume is a very realistic looking vaginal slit, but it doesn’t look very 

human. Fucking weird. 

 

I glance over to see everyone else looking at costumes as well. Tania is cupping the eggplant sized balls 

of a minotaur, while  Matt and Kelly are both poking at the pussy in the rear of what appears to be a two 

person centaur costume. 

 

“I think these costumes are meant for people to have sex in,” says Matt, sticking his finger inside the 

centaur’s pussy. 

 

“There’s no way you can use any of these things,” agrees Kelly. 

 

“Are you kidding?” asks Tania. “These costumes are amazing! I mean, yea they’re perverted… but just 

look at them! You should totally buy one Jack. Hell… I want to buy one. I wonder how much they cost?” 

 

“Probably way too much,” I mumble, but looking at the level of realism and detail put into these 

costumes, I can’t help but think it’d probably be worth every penny. 

 

“Who the hell makes something like this anyway?” asks Matt. “And who would buy them?” 

 

“Somebody perverted,” Kelly says in echo of Tania, answering both questions at once. 

 

“Or desperate,” I add, my stomach plummeting. I can already feel buyer’s remorse. “But let’s just see if 

any of these are the right size anyway…” 

 

And with that I take one costume down after another, and very quickly realize none of them are my size. 

They’d either all be freakishly huge on me, or waaaaay to small. 

 

I’m putting a rodent costume back on the shelf after unsuccessfully trying to stuff my feet into its skinny 

legs (the suits open up in the back, and the inside feels like it’s lined with silk), when I glance at a blue 

colored once. A sky-blue furry tail hangs down behind it, and a quick glance tells me that of all the suits 

here, this one is the only one even close to being the right size. My hopes leap as I pull it down and turn 

it around. 

 

It has breasts… damn. I’m about to put it back when Tania stops me. 

 

“Did you find something? That looks like it might fit you.” 

 



“Yea, too bad I’m not a cross-dresser,” I answer, showing her the suit. It looks like a blue fox. Most of the 

fox’s body is blue, but a lot of it is white as well, with tattoo-like markings of white fur on her arms and 

thighs. Where have I see this fox before? 

 

“Woah, awesome,” exclaims Matt, looking over to see the costume I’m holding in my hands. “That’s 

totally Krystal!” 

 

“Oh yea!” I exclaim. “I remember now! Star-fox!” 

 

I look at the costume with renewed interest. It’s pretty damn sexy. 

 

“Try it on,” says Tania suddenly. 

 

“There’s no way it will fit,” I laugh. “It’s obviously designed for a chick. You want to buy it and wear it 

instead?” 

 

“I’ll stick with what I’ve got now,” she laughs. “Just put it on. It’ll be funny.” 

 

“Okay…” I say reluctantly, and open up the back of the suit. 

 

And suddenly the clerk Damien shows up again. 

 

“Found something?” he asks, glancing down at the costume I’ve got in my hands with a curious look. 

 

“Um, yea…” I say, blushing. “I was just going to try it on and see if it would fit.” 

 

“Well, in that case please use the changing room, and take off your clothes before you put it on, or you’ll 

damage it. Don’t worry about it being clean, I take good care of all my wares.” 

 

“Oh, alright then,” I answer, and take the suit out of the walk-in, and over to the unisex changing room. 

 

“I’ll be right out,” I call back as I close the door behind me, and sit down on the bench. It doesn’t take 

long for me to take off all my clothes, and I ball them all up into a pile next to me as I take the suit in 

both of my hands. 

 

It’s so light and soft, the fabric incredible. If this thing does fit me, it’ll probably be like wearing a skin-

tight leotard. 

 

I lift up my legs and slide my feet inside, the suit smooth and cool against my bare skin as I pull the legs 

all the way up. 

 



My feet slide into the feet of the costume, even my individual toes going inside the canine toes of the 

suit. I wiggle them, and the toes of the costumes feet wiggle as well, the small black claws clicking on the 

tile floor of the changing room. 

 

The fit, so far, feels perfect. 

 

I quickly stand up to pull the rest of the suit up on me, pulling the butt up over mine and pushing my 

arms into the arms of the costume as well, my fingers finding their way into the gloves at the end. The 

head of the costume is hanging down in from of me, resting against the suits breasts, and pull the head 

up over mine. It fits very snuggly, but also comfortably, and I look at myself with the two opposite facing 

mirrors on the walls. The eyes of the costume, which are right up against my head, in no way impede my 

vision.  

 

Standing there in front of the mirrors, however I can’t help but wonder how I’m going to zip up the back 

of the costume? I didn’t see any zipper- 

 

But before I can finish the thought I watch in the mirror as the opening in the back of the suit pulls 

closed across my back, pulling tight all the parts of the costume that I had yet to snug in the process of 

putting it on and catching me quite by surprise. 

 

The groin of the suit is pulled tight up into the fork of my legs, my dick and balls suddenly being crushed, 

although the feeling is more pleasant than painful, the ass of the suit pulls up in between my buttocks, 

the belly snugs up against my skin so tight that I’m forced to suck in my gut, and the chest and neck of 

the suit are suddenly made tight and snug as well.  

 

For a moment I panic a little, and try to feel around my back for the seam because I can’t find it 

anymore, but I stop when I look back up at the mirror. 

 

Woah. 

 

This suit is, without a doubt, the most realistic costume I have ever seen in my entire life. 

 

I look down at my groin and there is no real bulge, just the disturbingly realistic costume pussy. I cup the 

breasts, and they feel so real. I even tweak the nipples, and they react just like real ones should. This has 

got to be the coolest thing ever, and I don’t care what anybody says or how much it costs I know then 

and there that I’m buying it. 

 

I catch a flicker of motion behind me and spin around only to see that it was the tail. It must be 

motorized or something, but…. is it doing what I want it to? I try to make the tail curl around my waist 

and place it in my open hand, and it does. It’s very soft and fluffy and long… and everything just looks 

and feels so real. I have to keep telling myself that it’s just a costume as I stare at myself. 

 



“What’s taking ya?” shouts Matt through the door. 

 

“I’ll be right out,” I yell back, temporarily distracted to see the costume move its mouth with me as I 

yelled. I open up as wide as I can and see a muzzle full of sharp teeth and a small pink tongue. The 

tongue doesn’t move though, and neither does the rest of the face, although the ears of the costume 

seem to be able to move as well. At the back of the mouth is a black silk screen that my own mouth is 

visibly pressed against, and I realize that the lower jaw of the head is strapped to my own jaw, and that’s 

why it moved. 

 

Very elaborate. 

 

“Well?” they all chorus outside the changing room. “Hurry the hell up!” 

 

“Alright already! Shesh!” I say, and finally step back out of the room with my clothes in my arms. 

 

Jaws drop. 

 

“That is the sexiest thing I have ever seen,” says Matt in amazement. “Nobody’s going to believe it’s 

you.” 

 

“It fits?” asks Kelly in disbelief. 

 

“You gonna buy it?” asks Tania, grinning. 

 

“It fits perfectly, and fuck yea I’m buying it. How much for the suit old-man?” 

 

“Two thousand dollars. Cash only.” 

 

It’s my turn to go slack-jawed. 

 

“And that’s with a 75% discount. It is Halloween after all.” 

 

“Are you kidding me?” I gasp. “I don’t have that kind of money!” 

 

“Then no suit,” says Damien with a shrug. 

 

“But! Can I pay for it in installments? I’m good for it!” 

 

“No, no… I’m no creditor. But if you really want the suit that badly…” 

 

The old man trails off. 

 



“Yes?!?” we all ask him at once, snapping him out of it. 

 

“Oh? Oh yes, I’d be willing for you to work off the debt. If you work weekends in my shop from nine to 

five for the next year you may have the suit.” 

 

“Deal!” I shout, and walk up to shake his hand. For a boney old guy he has a pretty strong grip. 

 

“Very good!” he says, smiling. I smile too. 

 

“Man…” pouts Matt. “I wish I could have suit like that. It’d totally be worth working here on weekends.” 

 

“Oh? I could use some extra help, so if any of you want a costume I can offer you the same deal.” 

 

“Really?” squeal Matt and Kelly. “We want the centaur suit then!” 

 

“Good choice!” says the old man, “Go ahead and get it then, and be here Saturday on the spot.” 

 

Mat and Kelly disappear into the back in a flash. 

 

The old man looks at Tania curiously, and she shrugs. 

 

“The only one I’m interested in is the minotaur one, but there’s no way it’d fit me.” 

 

“Well then, you are in luck my dear! That suit so happens to be built to fit one of slender build like 

yourself. If you fancy it, try it on and see if it fits.” 

 

“Okay then,” says Tania in disbelief. “I’ll see if I can wear it.” 

 

“Great!” 

 

And suddenly I’m alone with the old man. 

 

“Hey,” I say, addressing him as he goes back behind the counter of the register. “Thanks for the suits, 

and for the deal.” 

 

“Think nothing of it,” he says bending over and pulling out a brown box from a shelf under the counter. 

“Now, I imagine you don’t intend to go out looking like that do you?” 

 

I look down at myself and realize what he means. I would totally get arrested for public indecency, suit 

or no suit. 

 

“I guess I could just wear my old clothes out over the suit.” I answer. “I’m pretty sure they’ll still fit.” 



 

“Well, yes, but these things will go with the suit a tad better I would think. Part of the costume.” 

 

And after blowing some dust off the lid he lifts it up to reveal some clothes and… jewelry? Oh yea, 

Krystal wears that tiara and necklace and stuff, doesn’t she? 

 

“Cool, I’ll put it on.” 

 

It wasn’t much, just a loin-cloth thing to cover my ass and “pussy”, as well as a thin, skimpy bra to 

embrace my “tits”. I have to admit I really like playing with them even though I knew they were fake, 

and do so as I take my time putting all the stuff on. The way they move with my body is just so damned 

realistic… 

 

Tania was the first to go into the changing room, and Matt and Kelly are waiting patiently outside the 

door for their turn holding the centaur rig, so I have plenty of time to get to know the suit. 

 

I don’t know how it does it, but somehow the suit gives the illusion of great curves. I feel so graceful 

wearing it; even my fingers and arms look decidedly less mannish. I laugh thinking about the reactions 

on everybody’s faces when they realize I’m really a dude under all of this. 

 

Aside from the head and neck jewelry and the minimal amounts of cloth, I also get to wear arm and leg 

braces, sandals, and two bands that go around my tail, both of which help to keep it’s outrageous 

fluffiness under control. In the end I feel like an amazon warrior, or something. 

 

“Oh, and you’ll be wanting this,” adds Damien after watching me put it all on. He goes back under his 

counter and pulls out an enormous ten-foot spear, ornately decorated and very heavy looking. It has a 

large steel double edged blade on its tip, a metal spike on its bottom, and looks exceedingly realistic.  

 

He hands it to me, and it feels as though it has to weigh at least fifty pounds. 

 

“Dude, very cool,” I say, holding the weapon. I have no doubt that it’s as real as they get, and not some 

cheap imitation that would probably break if you hit something with it. This piece of steel was designed 

with fighting in mind. 

 

“This thing has to be worth a couple thousand bucks all by itself,” I say. 

 

“Like I said, I’m greatly discounting the suits,” says Damien. “But I hope it will be worth it considering all 

the help I’ve been needing lately. These costumes aren’t terribly expensive to make, only expensive to 

buy.” 

 

“Still… I can’t thank you enough.” 

 



“AWESOME!” chorus Matt and Kelly, and I turn around to see a seven foot tall minotaur standing in the 

middle of the shop, naked as a jay-bird. 

 

“My eyes!” I shout, covering my face. My girlfriend should not have balls, as the look totally doesn’t suit 

her. 

 

The minotaur costume is huge, bulging with muscle that has to be fake, but looks 100% real. Common 

sense tells me it must weigh hundreds of pounds, but I know Tania only weighs 120 lbs, and she can’t lift 

much weight either, so I bet I could probably still pick her up in my arms. 

 

“Please for the love of god tell me she gets clothes with the costume too,” I say, shutting my eyes again 

after accidentally staring for half a minute. 

 

“Just a loin-cloth and a battle-axe,” says Damien with a chuckle. “But I think that will be enough.” 

 

Tania walks over to me. Her lower body is too small in comparison to her bulky arms, chest, and 

shoulders. Huge cattle-horns jut out from her head and rake forward like spears, the tips blackened as if 

by fire. A ropy tail swishes behind her. Enormous balls dangle between her legs. Fuuuuuuck. 

 

“This is soooo cool!” she says, towering next to me. I wonder how her feet can possibly fit inside the 

hooves of the animals legs, or even how they can make that shape, but she accidentally answers the 

question for me. 

 

“I feel like I’m wearing the world’s biggest pair of high heeled shoes,” she complains, wobbling a little 

but otherwise staying on her feet. The ears on the side of her face flap. Matt and Kelly have already 

disappeared into the changing room. 

 

“Here’s the clothes that go with the costume,” says Damien, putting a small box on the counter, “and 

here is the axe,” he adds as he hefts a ridiculously huge battle-axe up onto the counter. Curious, I try to 

lift it while Tania opens the lid on the box to find a loin-cloth (similar to mine but a lot less fancy and 

ornate), but find that I can’t budge it. Its blade is easily the size of a tractor tire, and the handle is a stout 

bar of steel wrapped in raw-hide. 

 

Tania, however, reaches down and picks up the instrument as if it weighed hardly nothing, her now 

enormous fingers closing on the handle with undeniable strength. 

 

“Coool,” she cooes, turning the blade over and over in her hands. 

 

“How are you doing that?” I ask in astonishment. 

 



“I think the suit is compensating for my strength. I’m wearing a glove inside the arm that’s connected to 

all sorts of wires and pulleys and stuff, and it’s just makes everything feel effortless. Same thing for my 

legs. Actually, the whole costume is like that.” 

 

“That is totally bad-ass!” I state, awe-struck. Then… “But could you pleeease put the loin-cloth or 

something?” 

 

Since she’s a foot or so taller now, her suit’s dick (nothing more than a long tubular sheath of furry skin), 

and her suits balls are practically right in my face. I can’t help but touch her back as she pulls out the 

incredibly inadequate piece of fabric and tries to figure out how to put it on with her clumsy, thick 

fingers. The suit is covered in course, almost bristly short fur. It feels so damned realistic. It’s even warm 

to the touch. Hell, the “skin” of my suit is warm too: probably due to our body heat. 

 

Tania figures out how the loin-cloth works right when the door to the changing room bursts open, and 

out stumbles a completely uncoordinated centaur. 

 

That suit is even bigger than Tania’s is, and Kelly’s head brushes the ceiling at over eight feet tall. She’s 

wearing her shirt and bra over the suit out of modesty. Matt, presumably, is in the rear end, but I can’t 

imagine how he can comfortably fit inside there. 

 

The suit is 100% realistic as well, and if I didn’t know better I’d swear the lower half was a real horse, 

and a big, well bred horse at that. It’s coat is a lovely chestnut color, and it’s tail and mane are black. The 

mane and chestnut colored fur runs up Kelly’s back and belly, and disappears under her shirt. She holds 

both of their costumes in her arms, but her makeup is still that of a zombie, although it’s a little smeared 

now. 

 

“Matt’s in the back working the rear legs,” explains Kelly. The suit’s tail swishes. 

 

“Yup,” says Matt from inside the suit, his voice muffled. “It’s surprisingly comfortable back here actually, 

and I’ve got an awesome view.” 

 

“How so?” I ask with a grin. I think I know. 

 

“Kelly’s totally not wearing any underwear,” says Matt with a laugh, but earns himself a thump when 

Kelly turns around and wacks him through the back of the suit. 

 

“Hey!” he shouts. “What was that for?!” 

 

“You know what.” Kelly retorts, then slowly starts to walk forward. It’s painfully obvious that she’s in 

control of the suits front legs, and Matt’s got control of the rear. They half stumble, half shuffle over to 

the counter. 

 



“Got any accessories for them too?” I ask the old man. 

 

“Just a few things…  a bow, a quiver, and some arrows…” he say, putting each on the counter. The bow 

is easily seven feet long, and looks very difficult to fire. The quiver and arrows both look medieval in 

design, and old looking too. The arrows are easily four feet long each, and might as well be miniature 

spears. Kelly takes them, slinging the quiver full of arrows across her back and holding onto the big long-

bow. 

 

“And, a bra…” says Damien, holding out a brown leather strapless bra with brass rings holding it all 

together. Kelly puts it on under her shirt after expertly taking her other one off. 

 

“And that’s almost it,” says Damien. “You’re all set. All that’s left are just a few instructions on how to 

take care of the suits…. First off, the longer you wear the suits the harder it will be to take them off, so I 

recommend stepping out of them and getting a breather every two hours or so. Secondly, they’re not 

machine washable. If they get dirty, wear them into the shower and hand wash them. Thirdly, never fall 

asleep in them. And lastly, when you want to get out of the suit, put on your ring.” 

 

Damien takes out another, much more ornate box of carved wood, and opens the lid. Inside are three 

rings, each with a different color gem, and he hands them to us. Mine is blue, Tania’s is brown, and Matt 

and Kelly share a green one. 

 

“So long as you follow those instructions you’ll be fine, and probably have a great time. I expect you all 

to wear the suits when you work off your debt here as well. And that’s it, you’re free to go. Enjoy your 

party.” 

 

And so, thanking the old man over and over for the awesome costumes, and after of course showing 

him our drivers licenses, we leave his shop. 

 

 

 

“Left foot, then right foot moron!” shouts Kelly at her butt. “Shesh, just try to match what I’m doing up 

front.” 

 

“I’m trying, I’m trying!” says Matt, trying to keep time with Kelly. For all intents and purposes they’re 

getting much better at walking together, but only barely. Me and Tania have to slow down for them 

over and over. 

 

It’s a really good thing the party is within walking distance of the store. 

 

I push the costumes breasts together by crossing my arms and let them fall for the hundredth time. 

 



“Like the new accessories?” asks Tania with a grin. Is her costume capable of more facial movement 

than mine? 

 

“Yup,” I answer, smiling. My smile dies as Tania purposefully scratches her balls. 

 

“Me too,” she says, grinning harder still. 

 

“I think I’m going to need to wash off this make-up when we get there,” says Kelly, looking at herself in a 

pocket mirror. “It doesn’t really fit the theme of centaur does it.” 

 

Her bow is slung across her back alongside the quiver of arrows. Both her clothes and Matts are stuffed 

inside of her gargantuan purse, out of which she dug the mirror. 

 

As for me, I’m carrying my spear over my shoulder, attached to which are both Tania’s and my clothes 

inside a rucksack made out of my shirt. My tail, with half a mind of its own, trails out behind me low to 

the ground. 

 

Tania just legs her big battle-axe hang in her hand, swinging it with zero effort as she walks. Both Tania 

and the centaur twins are making loud clopping noises on the road. 

 

People are shouting and pointing as we pass houses, and we were ambushed by a flock of tiny children 

carrying buckets of candy just moments ago.  

 

And before we know it we arrive. 

 

 

 

The party is being held at a frat-house, and while there shouldn’t be any beer present everybody is still 

behaving as such, and it’s only six o’clock. 

 

Before we can even walk up to the door we’re ambushed. 

 

“Duuuuuuuude!” 

 

“Check out the tits on that centaur!” 

 

“Hey fox babe, wanna hang with me tonight?” 

 

“Ohmigod! Look at how big that axe is! What’s it, like, made out of?” 

 

A guy with gel in his hair sneaks up beside me and wraps his hand around my waist. 

 



“Hey there, I’m-aaiiiiiiiieeE!!!!!” 

 

Mr. Suave screams like a soprano after I drop the point of my spear on his foot. Needless to say he lets 

go of me. 

 

“I’m in drag dude,” I tell him unsympathetically. “Seriously.” 

 

He falls over onto his back, clutching his foot, and we move on with a crowd of people growing thicker 

by the minute around us, although now people are paying attention to the big, mean looking weapons 

we’re carrying. 

 

“I say we get inside quick before we’re mobbed!” I shout over the dull roar of the crowd. Everybody 

apparently feels the need to exclaim ‘that’s so cool/awesome/realistic/sexy/scary’ at least five times 

over each. 

 

“Ha!” shouts Kelly. “The kids were far worse. We can just trample these guys.” 

 

And true to her word she moves forward, dragging Matt behind her, dutifully copying her footsteps. She 

doesn’t get far before somebody slaps her, or rather Matt, on the ass with a cat-call. This results in a 

donkey-kick to the chest and one less frat-boy to worry about, but the crowd is only pushing further 

forward with touching hands and grabbing fingers.  

 

“Is there such a thing as too good a costume?” asks Tania, with a grunt as she hefts the battle axe up the 

stairs to the front door. 

 

“Nonsense,” I say, after, grabbing hold of my tail and thwacking the dude that tugged on it. That hurt! 

 

Wait… that hurt? That shouldn’t have hurt! The tail is part of the costume, not part of……me??? 

 

“Woah woah woah, hey guys stop for a minute,” I say, but they don’t hear me. It seems our arrival has 

kick-started what was a previously rather average frat party into a wild mess of screaming and hooting 

as we become separated by the pushing crowd. Everybody wants to get a better look at our costumes. 

Maybe coming to a frat-party in a costume that had boobs wasn’t such a great idea after all, I think right 

before somebody grabs my ass and I bitch slap them, earning whistles and cajoling from the solid mass 

of people gathered around me, all asking questions and talking as once. 

 

I don’t even see the others anymore. This has gotten wildly out of hand and we’ve only just gotten here. 

 

“Fuck,” I cuss, and push through the crowd. “Anybody that touches me is getting this stick shoved right 

up their ass!!” I shout at the top of my lungs while brandishing my spear. I’m blasted by appreciative 

ooo’s from the guys crowded around me. 

 



The costume doesn’t feel right, I think as I move in search of wherever Tania and the others have drifted 

off to, pushing through a crowd of bystanders. I glimpse a few people holding beers, even though this 

party isn’t supposed to have alcohol. Damnit I’m a minor, and we need to get out of this party and 

reassess the situation…. But where did they go? 

 

I need to get away from the crowd of gawking faces, so I push my way towards where I know the 

bathrooms are, and barge in. A dude is pissing in the toilet, and I yell for him to get out, which he quickly 

does, and I lock the door behind him. 

 

My heart is racing so I take time to catch my breath while trying to think. 

 

The costume has changed somehow. It doesn’t feel like it did when I first put it on. The fabric isn’t 

moving anymore, hell I don’t even feel the silky smooth lining of the suit at all. I just feel out of breath 

and overheated. 

 

Time to take a breather, like the old guy said, and I fumble with the back of  my neck in search of a seam 

or something that I can grab hold of and open up the suit. There’s nothing. 

 

Oh damn, I need the ring to unlock the suit don’t I…. and we all left them in Kelly’s purse! Damn!! 

 

I still feel around the back of my neck where I know there must be a seam or something, but I feel only 

skin. This can’t be right? I don’t feel the suit anymore in between my fingers and my skin. Is it open? 

 

I decide to change tact and try to loosen the gloves on my hands and maybe get some wiggle room 

going. 

 

Absolutely nothing. I pull on my fingers, but it’s not like the gloves are stuck. It’s like they’re no longer 

there. These hands are my actual hands right now. 

 

I grab hold of one of my boobs and I feel myself grabbing them as if they were mine. It tweak the nipple, 

and it’s my nipple that I just tweaked. Not some numb fake rubber nipple. My nipple. At some point 

without my noticing my body became the suit. 

 

“Oh my God,” say out loud, looking in the mirror. The face looking back is no longer a mask. It’s a living, 

flesh and blood face. My face. 

 

 

 

Elsewhere in the party, Kelly and Matt are trying to maneuver their large mass amongst all the furniture 

and pushing bodies. 

 

“Where’d Jack and Tania disappear to?” asks Matt, stomping on somebodies foot accidentally. 



 

“Watch where you’re stepping!” cries a big athletic-type dude. 

 

“Sorry!” says Kelly, trying to move but effectively trapped now by sofa’s and people. She’s being backed 

up against the wall. 

 

“Hey Kelly!” shouts Matt. “I think something’s happening back here!” 

 

“What do you mean?” asks Kelly distractedly. 

 

“I don’t know, I just feel… funny? Oh god that tickles!” 

 

“What tickles?” asks Kelly, but Matt doesn’t answer. 

 

His legs have already merged with the suit without him knowing, and so have Kelly’s, but right now 

Matt’s butt is getting bigger, and is stuck to the rear end of the costume like superglue. 

 

Matt only just now notices, as he looks behind himself to watch as the skin of his ass merges with the 

rear of the horse. He glances down, and sees that where his legs should have been inside a metal 

harness that operated the horses rear legs, now instead likes nothing but tissue spreading it’s way 

towards him between the wall of the suit and his body. His legs are gone, only the centaurs now living 

legs remain, though still within his control. 

 

“What the hell?!” he shouts, kicking out and leaving a hole in the wall, but nobody but Kelly hears him. 

 

Matt feels his ass get sucked up against the rear of the suit, finally flush, and his spine merges with the 

back of the horse-part of the suit. He feels the horse’s tail become his own, merging with his tail bone, 

which is quickly followed by his ass puckering as their sphincters connect. 

 

But when Matt feels his balls and penis being dragged backwards, he finally starts to really panic. 

 

“Kelly help me!” he shouts piteously. 

 

“I don’t know what’s going on!” she cries back. She knows Matt’s in trouble, but why? 

 

“Do you need air!?” she asks. 

 

“No! I’m being turned into a fucking horses ass!!” he shouts furiously, then his eyes widen with shock as 

he feels his balls and penis merge with the rear of the suit, connecting to the suits…. Oh god no!!! No no 

no!! 

 



But Matt can’t stop what is happening as he feels the connection finalize, and a new tunnel opens up 

inside his belly. Not his butt. Not his penis. A vagina. 

 

Matt finds himself wanting to scream, but he’s hyperventilating and can’t find his air. The changes 

continue regardless as his waist lengthens, pushing him forward towards Kelly’s ass and pussy. 

 

“Wait,” he breathes, praying. “Please don’t.” 

 

Somehow deep down he knows what is about to happen. He tries to push away from Kelly with his 

hands, but his hands melt into Kelly’s ass and merge with her legs. 

 

“Matt!” shouts Kelly, “What the hell are you doing?!” 

 

“I can’t stop!” he cries, right before his mouth is planted right on her pussy, his jaw spreading her legs 

from behind. 

 

“Eeep!” she cries at the unexpectedness of it, doubling over. Matt’s face is planted between her ass 

checks with his mouth enveloping her pussy from behind and his nose up her crack. “Now is not the 

time to… oh god that feels wonderful…” 

 

Matt is trying to pull his mouth away from Kelly’s pussy and inadvertently eating her out at the same 

time. 

 

“Matt! You’ve got to stop!” she pants, trying to reach inside the costume to push him away from her 

legs and pry him off her. But there’s no possible way she could reach him without tearing apart the 

costume. 

 

Then she feels Matt’s lips merge with her labia, and her eyes widen with fear. This is bad, and an 

expensive suit suddenly became very expendable to her. 

 

Her fingers tear at the hide of the suit, but immediately she yanks back her hands in pain. That hurt! 

That hurt? Oh my God that hurt… but that could only mean… 

 

The hits the costume with her fist, but instead of flimsy fabric and a fake steel skeleton and foam inserts, 

she encounters hard muscle and bone. Her hard muscle and bone. She feels around desperately for the 

seam in the costume, but there is none. The costume looked real before, now it’s actually real. 

 

“Matt you’ve got to try and fight it!” she shouts, crying now. What is happening to them?!? 

 

But Matt’s face has disappeared up in between her legs, his spine merging with hers as their organs 

begin to slide and connect.  Matt’s arms merge fully with her legs. His shoulders become one with her 



hips. And his body grows bigger and bigger until he fills the costume completely, and at last the entire 

costume disappears, leaving behind nothing but flesh and blood. 

 

Kelly realizes immediately that she can’t move her legs…. And then a voice fills her head. 

 

<What in the hell just happened?> asks Matt, looking through Kelly’s eyes. He can feel her moving her 

arms, feel her face filled with worry as if it were his own, and then he notices he can feel her breasts, 

although he can’t make her hands move to touch them. The leather harness actually feels rather nice 

against her soft skin. 

 

<Heh heh, boobies,> he says, for a moment forgetting his panic and anger. 

 

“Matt! You’re okay? I can hear you!” 

 

<I can hear you too. I think I’m now the horse half of the centaur, and you’re just the human half, but I 

can feel everything you feel and see everything you see.> 

 

<And I can feel everything you feel too… but I can’t move my legs! I can feel all four legs now, but I can’t 

move any of them!> she answers him with her mind. 

 

<Oh, you mean these legs?> asks Matt as he stamps a hoof. <Don’t worry about that, but I can’t move 

your body either. I think we’re supposed to share and use teamwork or something. What we should be 

worrying about is that for some fucking reason I’m no longer a guy! I got a fucking pussy Kelly! A fucking 

horse pussy!!> 

 

<I don’t give a crap about that! We have to find the other’s and let them know what happened!> shouts 

Kelly mentally. <This could happen to them too!! Move it!> 

 

<Alright, fine then, ignore the problem at hand… just help me clear a path.> 

 

“Everyone, please move out of our way!” shouts Kelly as Matt pushes through the crowd like a plow 

pushes through dirt. “We’re looking for a blue fox and a minotaur! Has anybody seen them?!” 

 

 

 

Meanwhile Tania is kicking it back on a sofa and talking shit with a throng of dudes watching the game. 

She hardly notices at first as the cheap furniture begins to groan while she gains more and more weight. 

She does notice, however, that the suit is starting to feel funny. The gloves she’s using to manipulate the 

massive arms of the suit don’t feel so remote or clumsy anymore, and she notices curiously that she can 

feel things with her fingers. She picks up a beer can and crushes it, then runs her pointer finger over a 

raised point of sharp aluminum, and she can feel it. Maybe a high-tech adaptation of the suit? 

 



Can’t be. 

 

Tania is becoming infatuated with her fingers when she begins to notice other things. She can feel her 

buttocks resting against the cushion of the seat, were as before she could only feel the soft padding of 

the harness she was sitting in inside the minotaur. 

 

In fact, she tries to move around inside the suit like she was able to do when she first put it on. There 

used to be wiggle room. She used to be able to feel the frame of the suits skeleton. Now all she feels is 

the couch. 

 

Weird, but nothing to be alarmed about. 

 

Out of a habit that hanging with these guys had encouraged, she reaches down to scratch the 

minotaur’s balls. Her breath catches as she feels the scratch, and the relief it brings. 

 

She can feel her testicles and ball-sack. She rubs her hand against her belly and she can feel that vividly 

as well. She touches the face of the mask, and she feels it as if she were touching her own face… but her 

face’s nose isn’t so huge, flat, or wet. She doesn’t have a muzzle. She doesn’t have floppy, flappy ears, or 

a long, sticky tongue. She doesn’t have big bull horns. 

 

Tania gets up off the couch, which had broken in half without her noticing due to her being deep in 

thought, and sets off in search of the others, curious as to whether the suits became real for them as 

well. She doesn’t notice that she isn’t lifting her axe high enough off the ground she’s so lost in thought, 

and as she drags it along it tears a line after her in the carpet. 

 

 

 

Meanwhile I’m in the bathroom. I open wide and look at the back of my mouth. The black mesh is gone, 

replace by my throat. I swallow hard, and feel my tongue inside my muzzle. I lick pointed teeth. 

 

I feel suddenly naked. Before, I was naked but inside a suit. Now I feel as though I’m outside the suit, or 

the suit never existed, and this loin-cloth bikini seems suddenly like too little fabric. I’m just staring at 

myself in the mirror in dumb disbelief when a thought occurs to me. 

 

The pit of my stomach drops out as I bend over and feel around my groin, desperate to find a bulge 

underneath indicative of my penis and testicles underneath the suit, but the suit is gone. There is 

nothing underneath the fur of my groin but a pussy… and I can feel it. I can feel that pussy as clearly as I 

can feel anything. There can be no doubt that it is actually part of my body. Moreover, there can be no 

doubt that it extends deep within my body. 

 

I’ve been transformed inside and out into Krystal, a fictitious female creature from a video game. 

 



And oh-my-god is this not the hottest thing in the world? I immediately begin to strip in front of the 

mirror. 

 

Before, these tits and this body used to be a lie. Fake. Not real. Might as well have been made of rubber, 

and probably were. 

 

But now? 

 

I bathe in ecstasy as I hug myself tight in the nude. I can command my tail as easily as I can command my 

fingers, and wrap it around my body sinuously. I grab my tits in my hands and squeeze them, and oh boy 

does that feel good. They’re real flesh and blood now. How did I ever think they felt “real” before? I rub 

my hands up and down by body joyfully. 

 

Only to have them stop below the belt. 

 

Now I have a girlfriend that is in no way shy about sex, and god love her for that, but that is not the 

same as actually having a pussy between your own legs. I’m sure you agree. Time to experiment! 

 

I dip my fingers inside my flesh, and spread myself wide open in front of the mirror. I can’t get a very 

good look, so I hop up on the sink, sit down, spread my legs, and open ‘er up. 

 

And man is that thing sensitive! Digging around inside it… I never knew this is what I was making Tania 

feel. Oh god, I wonder if I can reach it with my mouth? I do have a muzzle, and my tongue is pretty long 

too, so that’ll give me a few extra inches and Krystal is supposed to be pretty flexible and stuff, so I bend 

over as much as I can and find to my infinite joy that my lips land right on target. 

 

I roll onto my back on the sink, curled up on myself, and proceed to eat my own pussy like there is no 

tomorrow. I can’t even begin to describe how awesome it feels. 

 

I moan with every breath, a steady rhythm of *mmmph-mmmph-Mmmph* escaping my throat as I suck 

and lap at my own honeypot. 

 

*BangBangBang*’ 

 

“Who’s in there? I gotta take a piss!” 

 

“Fuck off!” I shout back, then resume my attentions. I don’t even care that my voice has become silky 

and smooth, much like my furry body. 

 

I push my muzzle deeper into my pussy, blissfully lapping and sucking away and rapidly approaching 

release when the door busts down. 

 



“People saw you come in here, and I wanted to warn ya that…” Tania stops mid-sentence as she looks at 

me frozen with my snout buried deep inside my cooch. 

 

What a buzz-kill. I let go of my ankles and remove my nose from my pussy. 

 

“It’s not what it looks like!” I shout defensively, rolling off the counter and putting my hands in the air. 

 

“Right,” huffs Tania with an all-knowing grin. Her voice is now low and gruff. “Well I guess you know 

what I was going to warn you about. We should find Matt and Kelly now.” 

 

“Sure, just a second,” I say, out of breath and extremely red in the face, although I don’t think she can 

tell because of my fur. I wipe my nose (and groin) off with a towel, put the costume clothes and armor 

back on in a flash, and pick my spear up with our regular clothes tied to it. While it used to feel 

exceedingly heavy, now it feels as light as a feather. 

 

“You alright?” she asks me as we both march out of the rest-room, everyone standing to the side as the 

big monster that punched the door in pushes through. 

 

“Just a little frustrated,” I say without meaning to, still huffing to catch my breath. I smack myself on the 

head. “I mean fine.” 

 

“I’m not gonna judge ya,” she chuckles. “If I were flexible enough to give myself fellatio you’d bet I’d try 

it too. Hell, I bet these big balls would feel good in somebody’s mouth, but I doubt I can do myself like 

you were doing.” 

 

I gag at the thought. 

 

“Well remind me to apologize if I ever left you wanting,” I say, grimacing at the memory of having been 

so close… if only she had waited just a few more seconds! I am so totally going to be up all night tonight 

experimenting… it’ll only keep bugging me otherwise. I feel like there are butterflies in my stomach. 

 

“You never left me wanting,” she grunts, rolling her eyes. “I made sure of that… but right now you got to 

stop thinking with your dick…. or, whatever. We need to find Matt and Kelly before something worse 

happens to them.” 

 

“Tania! Jack! Over here!” shouts Kelly, standing tall over the crowd. We can barely hear her over the 

pounding music we’re standing next to. 

 

“Kelly! You and Matt okay?” she asks, shouldering her way over to them. I follow in her wake. 

 

“Sort of. He can’t talk right now, but we just kinda melted together and became a real centaur. Same 

thing happen to you guys I’m guessing?” 



 

“Yup,” we chorus. 

 

“Yea, well, Matt’s pretty pissed right now, what with him having a real horse puss now and all, not like I 

don’t either…. Yea I know you’re a guy you idiot! So how exactly is that any different? Well I don’t care, 

I’m not putting on the ring. I want to stay at the party-ah!” 

 

We watch in fascination as Kelly rears up and whacks her head on the high ceiling, leaving a dent. 

 

“I said no!” she shouts smacking her horse half and rubbing her cranium. 

 

“What’s going on here?” me and Tania both chorus again. 

 

“Matt controls the horse part, I control the human part, but we can both feel, see, hear, taste, and smell 

the same stuff, so were kind of like one person but not.” 

 

“So… Matt just hit himself on the head?” I ask, picking up quickly. 

 

“Um, yea, I guess so. Also, he wants me to put on the ring so that he’ll get his ‘manhood’ back and we 

can take the suit off, but I want to stay a centaur a little while longer. Tell him he’s being a selfish ass.” 

 

Matt stamps his hoof angrily. 

 

“I think if Matt wants out, you should let him out,” says Tania patiently. 

 

“But!” argues Kelly. 

 

“No butts. Just let him out and at least take a break. He’s your ass for Christ’s sake, let him breathe.” 

 

“Okay, fine,” pouts Kelly, reaching behind her. I face-palm myself because I know what she’s reaching 

for and it’s not there. 

 

“Uh oh, I’ve lost my purse.” 

 

“You didn’t,” we all groan, including Matt although we can’t hear him. 

 

“Alright, everybody spread out and search for Kelly’s purse,” orders Tania. “We can’t turn back to 

normal if we don’t find those rings.” 

 

“Gotcha,” I say with a salute, and am about to turn and start filtering through the crowd when Tania 

grabs my shoulder. Man her hands are huge. 

 



“None of that,” she emphasizes. 

 

Translation: You can diddle yourself later, now is not the time for distractions. I blush again, and once 

more salute her before darting off. She knows me so well… maybe she’ll be willing to experiment with 

me later tonight? I am most definitely not sucking her balls for her… but some lesbian action? Fuck yea. 

 

The hunt is on! 

 

Hehe… balls… 

 

 

 

Tania makes her way through the crowd (which appears to have only gotten thicker with idiots in 

costumes as word spreads that such high-quality costumes are at the party) scanning everybody for the 

large, pink purse. She winds up in the kitchen. 

 

“Hey there, nice costume. Where’d you get it?” asks a half-naked brunette with beer in one hand and 

whipped cream in the other. Her enormous tits jut out into the air, begging to be touched. 

 

Now that’s just cruel and unusual, thinks Tania, but stands strong. She’s not a dude. She doesn’t think 

with her dick. Hell, she doesn’t even like pussy. Not really. That’s just the minotaur’s balls talking is all. 

 

She moves to continue her search in the next room, but the brunette blocks her way. 

 

“Where you going?” she asks, sucking some of the whipped cream from the can. She blocks Tania’s path. 

 

“I need to find a friends purse,” she says, but is distracted by the woman’s breasts. The brunette sees 

her staring, and in a deliberate fashion gives her left nipple a dollop of whipped cream. 

 

“Want to lick me clean?” she asks. 

 

<What the hell is this?> Tania wonders to herself. 

 

“I’m only interested in guys,” she states, and tries again to move past the woman. She moves back into 

Tania’s path. 

 

“Not until you suck my tit clean,” she says matter of factly, her voice cheerful and pleasant. 

 

“I have an axe.” 

 

“And I can scream.” 

 



The woman grins devilishly. 

 

“C’mon, just do it. You know you wanna.” 

 

Tania rolls her eyes and grunts. The things she has to put up with… 

 

She bends over and puts the woman’s entire breast in her enormous mouth, her big lips making an 

airtight seal over it, and sucks it clean with a smack. 

 

“Whoa,” Tania says, suddenly light headed. 

 

“Ooo, would you look at that?” says the brunette, slurring a little. Her left breast slick with Tania’s saliva 

and red from suction. “I think she liked it!” 

 

“Gah!” Tania shouts when the brunette grabs hold of her furry cock-sheath with one hands, and takes 

hold of one of her testicles with the other. Tania looks down to see the tip of a big, red, meaty dick 

sticking out in the air about an inch. 

 

“Hey now!” shouts Tania, but she doesn’t finish the thought because the brunette, after flashing her a 

mischievous smile upwards, puts the head of Tania’s heretofore unexplored and untouched penis in her 

mouth. 

 

Tania makes a choking noise and her hooves slip on the linoleum floor. She lands on her ass with a loud 

thud, and her big axe slips from her fingers and buries itself half a foot into the side of the countertop 

next to her. She immediately scrambles to put distance between herself and the drunken sex-fiend.  

 

“I said no!” she shouts, but the brunette falls down on top of Tania as she backs into a corner. Her dick 

slips a little more out of its sheath as it rubs against her bare belly. She starts unbuckling her pants. 

 

“Your mouth says no,” she laughs, “But your face says yes.” 

 

She pulls down her panties now and displays a red-hot puss begging for attention. She slides up Tania’s 

belly, rubbing herself against Tania’s growing shaft. Tania’s eyes roll up in the back of her head. 

 

“Wait!” she says, trying to stay lucid. She doesn’t want this! Not really! “Don’t-” 

 

“Oooo,” says the brunette, impaling herself on Tania’s shaft right after sliding slowly up its entire length. 

Tania shudders, and all her strength seems to vanish. She reaches up weakly to push the girl off, but 

can’t even manage that. Her brain is getting in the way of her ability to move. 

 

“Don’t what?” she asks, an odd twinkle in her eye as she pushes herself down further on Tania’s dick. It’s 

over a foot long now, with still more of it even now sliding out of her sheath, and the brunette can 



hardly handle its girth. She twists back and forth in an attempt to force herself down further than just a 

few inches, and it works. She giggles. 

 

“Oh God!” Tania cries. “Help me!” 

 

“What?” asks the girl innocently. “Don’t you like it?” She rocks up and down and slides farther and 

farther down on Tania, impaling herself over half a foot now. Tania’s boner is now as hard as stone, and 

has stopped growing at an incredible 18 inches long. 

 

“Please…” Tania says weakly. “Just stop… I’m not gay!” 

 

“I’d say so,” agrees the brunette, straightening her back now and throwing back her head.  She begins to 

use her full bodyweight to force Tania deeper inside her, bouncing up and down, but there’s no way 

she’ll fit it all. It’s simply not humanly possible. Her tits leap up and down with her body. She arcs her 

back as she slides further. 

 

“Oh God, yesssss. You’re so big,” she cries. 

 

And suddenly she feels hot liquid being squirted up inside her. Tania is shuddering violently. 

 

“Mmmm, that quick big fella?” she pouts. “But I’m not done yet!” 

 

But neither is Tania, and like a dam slowly breaking open, what started as a trickle soon becomes a 

flood. Tania’s hot seed erupts inside of the mystery chick like a volcano. 

 

“Ah!” she cries, riding up and down on Tania now, her ass jiggling and her pelicans bouncing joyfully.  

 

“Agggh!” Tania screams softly as her loins let loose a torrent of pleasure as wave after wave of her 

ejaculate fills the brunette’s belly. 

 

“Fuuuuck!” she cries as her balls continue to spasm and pump even after a minute has passed, with no 

end in sight. She’s on the verge of tears. A god-awful mess is being made of the kitchen’s floor. The chick 

just keeps riding her. 

 

Tania begs silently for it to stop. Shouldn’t she have run out of seed by now? Her balls feel like endless 

reservoirs of jizz, and she just keeps piping it into the all-too-willing receptacle riding her. The woman 

appears to be on the verge of her own orgasm as well now, her eyes closed tight, her lips quivering, and 

her movements growing more frantic and desperate by the second. Please let this be it! 

 

And with a ridiculously dainty squeak of “Ah!” she grinds to a halt on top of her, sliding down further 

and further as all strength leaves her legs and her abused and thoroughly loosened pussy opens up for 

the massive intruder farther than it ever has in the woman’s entire life. Tania feels her dick penetrate up 



into the girls womb, she so deeply entrenched in her, and with slow inevitability she finally slides balls 

deep into her. 

 

Final shudders pass through both of them, and the girl lays quietly on top of the minotaur, neither able 

to move anymore, and neither wanting to. 

 

Tania is still rampantly hard and occasionally squirting more spunk inside the brunette’s womb when she 

passes out blissfully, as does the naked woman on top of her. 

 

 

 

Meanwhile, after quickly checking the front rooms and not finding a thing, I decide to look upstairs for 

Kelly’s purse and the rings. I’m incredibly randy, and being hot and bothered definitely isn’t helping my 

concentration, but for the moment my will remains strong and I continue to ignore it. 

 

I’m checking doors and asking people if they’ve seen the purse when I open the last door in the hall and 

what do I find? Two naked women masturbating on a queen sized bed stuffed into a room barely big 

enough to accommodate it. 

 

They’re curvatious, have great big breasts, bikini tan-lines, long purple hair, and appear to be twins. 

They’re both using vibrators on themselves and apparently really enjoying it. 

 

I don’t say anything, but just stand there silently wondering how in the hell I managed to stumble across 

something like this, and how much I suddenly miss my penis right now. The gods of fate are cruel. 

 

I’m practically drooling when one of them looks up, is apparently startled, and hits the shoulder of what 

I assume to be her sister. 

 

“I’m sorry!” I say immediately, and back up. “I was just leaving.” 

 

“Don’t!” they both say together. Creepy? “Would you like to join us?” 

 

Well, duh. Of course I’d like to join you two, but I’ve got a girlfriend, I can’t diddle you with a pussy, and 

moreover I’m looking for something important and I can’t afford to be distracted right now. 

 

“I’d love to, but can’t right now ladies. Besides, I have no experience with threesomes and I’d hate to be 

a third wheel…”  

 

My voice trails off as one of them holds up glistening vibrator, freshly withdrawn from her very own 

pussy, a smile quirking her lips, and I feel my constitution begin to crumble. I would dearly love to find 

out what one of those feels like. 

 



“It’s okay,” they chorus, “If you don’t want to join us. But we don’t mind if you’re inexperienced. We’d 

be happy to teach you!” 

 

Oh fuck it all. 

 

“Okay, but I can’t stay long. I’m supposed to be looking for something.” 

 

I shut the door behind me and start tearing off my clothes for the second time this evening. 

 

“Oh, that’s no fun…” they chorus. “Why can’t you stay a while?” 

 

The get off the bed, sultry as snakes, and both take one of my arms. 

 

“Well, maybe I could stay for half an hour, but I definitely can’t do more than that.” 

 

The twins share a glance, giggle, then throw me on the bed. Both of them have identical black vibrators, 

each of which I estimate to be about six inches long, are perfectly smooth, and have a slight curve 

upwards. I roll over onto my butt and each of them grabs one of my ankles, spreading my legs apart. 

 

Oh fuck I am so damn horny. My pussy is wet as a motherfucker. 

 

I lean back and support myself with my hands as the both simultaneously turn on their dildos. 

 

They’re a lot louder than I remember them being when I walked in. Also a lot more intimidating when 

they’re being held with the intention of being put up inside you. 

 

I cringe, but they’re gentle. In perfect synchronicity they place the buzzing vibrators on my mound and 

rub them around. They’re already slick from being inside the twin’s pussies, but my own vaginal fluid is 

added to the mix as shivers race up and down my spine. One of the vibrators dips in between my labia, 

tingling oh so very pleasantly. The other traces circles around the edge of my mound. I just lay back on 

the bed and let them do what they will with me. It all feels so good. 

 

Then one of the vibrators tips finds my clitorial hood and pushes underneath it, making shocking contact 

with my swollen and aching clit, and let me tell you that really grabs my attention. 

 

“Yaaaaah!” I yell, arcing my back and thrusting my pelvis in the air. The twins maintain a strong grip on 

my ankles, keeping me spread wide. 

 

“Oh my GOD that feels fantastic!” 

 

“We’re glad you like it so far, should we continue?” the ask. 

 



“Fuck yes!” 

 

And now I find myself with a madly vibrating dildo being pushed up my virgin puss-hole. How in the 

world did I even consider turning this down?!? 

 

“OH GOD!” I practically scream, unable to contain myself. I grab handfuls of my breasts and squeeze as 

the dildo slowly skewers me. 

 

“NNNngh,” I moan as I grit my teeth though the shear fantastic sensation of it all. It’s almost too much 

to bear! I’m on the verge of orgasm when the vibrator suddenly hits an obstruction in my pussy. 

 

“Oh my,” the sing, “we have ourselves a virgin!” 

 

“Oh yea, come on baby,” I murmur, hardly paying attention to them. I’m soooo close!!! A female 

orgasm! I can already imagine what it’ll feel like! 

 

And suddenly pain tears through my body out of nowhere, and I scream from the unexpectedness of it. 

 

“Ouch!” I shout, “That hurt!” 

 

“We’re sorry, but that hymen had to go,” they answer, then one continues to impale me on what I had 

previously thought was a small dildo (perspective is everything I suppose), while the other continues to 

play with my clit, and I’m rapidly back to where I was and all is forgiven. 

 

I close my eyes in preparation for the moment that I’ve been waiting for, dying for in fact, when I feel 

metal snap around my wrists and ankles all simultaneously. I look up to see two identical dudes, both 

also with purple hair, both also with tan-lines, and both also naked (with enormous boners), standing 

over me. 

 

I almost wouldn’t have cared about any of that though, but at the same moment that I open my eyes 

the vibrating dildos are removed from me. 

 

I buck and roar in anger. This is twice now that I’ve been on the verge of orgasm and had it taken away 

from me. I find out quickly that I’ve been handcuffed, spread eagle, to the bedposts. 

 

“What’s going on? Why’d you stop?!?” 

 

“Ooo, I think she’s angry,” grin the two men. 

 

“Oh yes,” the girls answer. “Feeling frustrated are we?” 

 

“Just finish the job!” I demand. “I just wanted a quickie!” 



 

“But we want you to stay a while,” all four answer in perfect harmony, pulling out a bunch of things 

from behind their backs. One of those things is a red rubber ball gag, and quickly they tie it around the 

back of my head and force it deep in my mouth, and now I can no longer talk. I stare pointedly at my 

captors. 

 

“I’ll continue to stimulate her clit,” says one of the girls. 

 

“Dibs on the tits,” says one of the guys. 

 

“I guess I’ll see to her anus,” says the other guy. 

 

“And I’ll be right back,” says the other girl. “Don’t let her orgasm before I get back.” 

 

“Duh,” the other three respond. 

 

And suddenly I find an extremely powerful vibrator turn on after digging into my clit. 

 

“FUCK!” I try to scream, but all I can manage is a high-pitched squeal. 

 

I can’t see between my legs anymore, even when I lift my head up as high as I can, but I’d wager that 

vibrator is one that you plug into a wall to turn on. Holy shit, I’m almost immediately brought to 

orgasm… and then it’s taken away. 

 

I scream even louder. What the fuck is wrong with these people? 

 

Then one of the dudes gets up on the bed beside me and starts strapping what look like electrodes to 

my breasts, not before giving them both a good long squeeze of course, and the wires lead to a small 

box. He flips a switch, and my skin suddenly begins to tingle like mad, and my nipples, which I thought 

were erect before, suddenly stiffen to the point where it’s almost painful, jutting out into the air. 

 

The insane vibrator returns to my clit and I buck and writhe in agony, but it disappears once more before 

I can find release. 

 

If I weren’t chained up I’d kill her. 

 

The guy operating the box turns a nob slowly on the panel, and the tingling intensifies on by breasts, but 

it also starts to reach deeper into my breast tissue. 

 

My chest heaves as I try not to hyperventilate, and again I arc and thrust my pelvis as my clit is 

mercilessly stimulated, and when it leaves (quicker than before), I scream into the gag and thrash about, 



but it’s totally useless. I can hardly move at all now, the cuffs seem to have some sort of spring-loaded 

ratchet mechanism, and my struggling is only pulling them tighter.  

The guy at my breasts continues to fiddle with the settings on his instrument. It’s now almost painful, 

my skin has pulled tight, my nipples are extremely erect, and the electricity is reaching deep within my 

breast tissue. After a few more minor adjustments, however, he stops fiddling with it, right in time for 

another buzz from the clit massager. 

 

I furiously try humping the air to achieve orgasm, but it only causes her to remove the stimulation 

faster. 

 

I scream unintelligible insults at my captors. 

 

“Aw, how cute,” says the guy at my breasts. “I love them when they’re spunky.” 

 

He flips a switch on the panel, and suddenly instead of a steady tingly sensation from the electrodes, I’m 

now experiencing deep, penetrating waves of electricity, making my breasts tense up powerfully and 

relax over and over. The dude then leaves my breasts, joining the other two between my legs. 

 

And then I feel the second guy at my back entrance.  

 

Me and Tania of course experimented with ass-play, but she was a girl with a dildo, or a strap-on, or a 

vibrating egg or whatever. It was fun. It was consensual.  

 

A dude putting on a condom and dipping his finger in lube is not my idea of sexy. 

 

He sticks his lubed finger up by ass and swirls it around good. I try to twist away and clench to no effect. 

 

Apparently satisfied with that, he then begins to probe my anus with his penis. 

 

“Uh-uh,” I manage to say with the gag in my mouth. Universal gag-language for no. 

 

“Uh huh!” says the dude back to me sarcastically, and presses his dick into my back entrance. 

 

It starts out kind of nice really, sort of like the ass play me and Tania sometimes do. It quickly starts to 

burn as my sphincter is stretched wider than I’ve ever dared to stretch it before. 

 

“Ahhhhh!” I yell though the gag. 

 

“Damn this bitch is tight!” says the dude anally penetrating me.  

 

“She’s a virgin,” says one of the twins by way of explanation. 

 



“No kiddin?” says the dude, slowly sliding deeper into my bowels until, at long last, he hilts. I thank god 

that they used a high-quality lube, cause it’s slick and cool as hell and helps soothe the pain away. 

 

But not for long, as he begins to pump into me. 

 

And heaven help me I push back against him. It went against everything I thought I knew about myself, 

but dammit I was gonna orgasm one way or another. If this is how it has to happen then so be it; I’m sick 

and tired of these horrible cliff-hangars.  

 

Mr. Anal pounds away at my ass, and I rock back and forth with him, thrusting my pelvis up in the air as 

well. 

 

“Damn, she’s really going at it ain’t she?” says the dude that’s not inside me. He returns to my breasts 

and starts pinching and pulling my nipples. 

 

“Mmmph,” I say by way of general statement. 

 

Oh god, it’s coming. It’s slow, but it’s coming. I try to encourage my partner to speed up, and he does. 

 

We’re both rocking the bed and I’m mere moments away from sweet release when he suddenly grinds 

to a halt, strains, and grunts. 

 

No. Oh no. You did not just cum before me! 

 

I lose it a bit in a fit of sex-crazed rage. I bite down so hard on the rubber ball that it pops, and my teeth 

shear through the leather straps, and I roar in pained frustration as I pull all four chains so tight that I’m 

completely lifted off the bed and the wood groans, threatening to give. 

 

The guy pulls out of me quickly, suddenly scared, and all three of them share nervous glances as I 

scream profanities at them. 

 

“…and if one of you muther fuckers doesn’t get over here right now and fuck me I’m going to kill 

everyone in this room!” I screech. The bed itself is bending in half a little, despite it being a rather 

expensive and sturdy design. I release the tension in the chains and fall back down on the bed, but a low 

growl develops in my throat and doesn’t leave. 

 

“Well then it sounds like I’m just in time!” says the woman that left earlier. I look up to see that she’s 

leading a big Doberman. 

 

“We don’t think she’s human,” say the other three together to the one leading the dog. 

 

“That’s alright,” she responds. “Bruce isn’t human either, are you big fella?” 



 

“RrrrOOOF!” barks Bruce. He pants happily and sits down at her feet, stubby tail wagging. 

 

“But what do you mean not human?” she asks. 

 

“Well,” they answer. “We don’t think her costume is a costume,” they answer, the nearest one pulling 

on my tail by way of demonstration. 

 

“Ouch!” I shout, yanking it out of his hand. 

 

“And she bit through the gag,” they continue, the other chick picking up the remains of the red ball. 

 

“And she nearly broke the bed after we denied her an orgasm,” they continue, all three gesturing to the 

bent bed and cracked wooden posts. The chains attached to my cuffs dug deep gashes into the wood. 

 

“My, that is something,” says the other. 

 

“Woah woah woah,” I say, interrupting. “Any idiot can see where this is going, and I am not fucking a 

dog.” 

 

“Aw,” says the guy who rigged the electric zapper/pulser thing to my breasts. “She’s so cute when she 

thinks she’s in control.” He sounds just like the guy who said he thought I was cute because I was 

spunky. 

 

I strain against the cuffs, but I can’t muster up the strength I had just moments before. 

 

“Look, forget it. I just want to leave. Let me go and I promise not to kill any of you.” 

 

“I wonder,” says the one with the dog. “If you’ll have puppies.” 

 

“Hey now!” I shout, but the bitch gives a whistle and the dog leaps up on the bed. I struggle to get out 

from underneath him. The other three close in around me, and the girl reaches up under Bruce’s belly 

and begins rubbing his cock sheath. 

 

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck,” I say as a massive red boner slides slowly from its furry cave. My pussy throbs, 

my breasts are aching, and I suddenly find myself in a position not unlike a few minutes before when I 

was facing the prospect of being anally raped. 

 

In my lust addled mind his cock looks hot. Tasty even. I find myself fighting to resist… yea I want to 

orgasm, but I can do that later and on my own terms. I do not want my first time to be with a dog. Anal 

doesn’t count as a first time. Everybody knows that. 

 



“Oh just relax dear,” says the other chick. “You’ll love it.” 

 

“And when he’s finished,” the two guys sing, “You have us to look forward to.” 

 

“Bullshit I ain’t fucking no-” 

 

I’m interrupted by the chick as she pops the head of Bruce’s dick in my pussy, and he does the rest by 

lunging forward. 

 

I’m telling you right now that nothing in the world fucks like that dog. 

 

“Ah-Ah-Ah-Ah-Ah!” I shout, my voice warbling like a rumble strip from being thrust up and down rapidly 

by Bruce’s jack-hammering of my pussy. My tits bounce up and down and jiggle like crazy. The bed rocks 

back and forth as if an earthquake were hitting it. The bed actually scoots up against the wall and starts 

a staccato banging against the dry wall. 

 

And oh my sweet baby jesus did it feel good. I nearly piss myself as I orgasm not a minute into the fuck, 

and it was everything I thought it’d be and more. 

 

I have never in my life felt anything that could even remotely compare. I doubt even drugs could take 

me to the places that orgasm took me. I screamed high-pitched for over a minute as my body went 

berserk underneath me. Bruce doesn’t mind, as he continues to stoicly fuck me like a stud. 

 

And when it’s over Bruce is still there, his enormous dick still sliding in and out of me, and the only thing 

that seems to have changed is that everything feels twice as good now… and I feel the now very familiar 

feeling of another impending orgasm tensing my belly. 

 

“Oh wow…” I manage to say. I can’t stop my voice from making a constant ‘uh-uh-uh’ to punctuate 

Bruce’s thrusts as air involuntarily escapes my lungs. 

 

“That feels absolutely wonderful,” I state for no reason in particular. I’m delirious. 

 

One of the dudes takes a firm hold of both of my breasts, and squeezes them. Ohhh, they ache so bad! 

Are they… getting bigger? 

 

“We have achieved lactation,” states the dude, pulling on my nipples and showing the white liquid 

hanging from his fingertips. 

 

What the fuuuuuck? 

 

But I don’t have time to wonder at it as my second orgasm rapidly approaches, and all other things 

become insignificant. It’s even bigger than the first one, if that is even possible. I screech and yell, the 



bed once more almost buckling as I lift myself, as well as Bruce, up into the air. Somehow he manages to 

continue to fuck me. I can hear the sound of cracking and splintering wood. 

 

It seems like forever before I can let myself fall back down onto the bed. The powerful contraction of all 

my muscles was entirely involuntary this time. 

 

“Oh god oh god oh god,” I chant after it’s over. I think I’m about ready for this to be over now, but Bruce 

keeps going. 

 

And oh god I’ve become so sensitive down there. It doesn’t quiet hurt, rather it feels way too good. I 

can’t stand it. I writhe on the bed trying to stem the sensations flooding me from Bruce’s herculean 

fucking. Tears leak from my eyes… it’s all too much! 

 

“I can’t-” I try to say, but I can’t form the words, and I can tell that I’m going to orgasm soon again. I find 

that I don’t want to. Not right now. Not this soon. I try to tell them that I want to stop now, but my voice 

chokes in my throat now. I try to plead with my eyes, but either the message doesn’t get through or 

they don’t care. 

 

And then Bruce starts speeding up. 

 

Wait… Fuck!! No! He’s not wearing a condom!! What if he can get me pregnant!?! 

 

I try to struggle once more, but it’s futile, and I grow weaker as I feel one hell of a climax building up in 

my loins.  

 

Oh sweet baby jesus… 

 

I grab hold of the one thing I can to try and prepare myself, sinking my claws through the now tangled 

bedsheet’s and into the mattress, as if holding on to something might help me. For all I know it might. 

 

I feel a rapid popping sensation between my legs as Bruce’s knot starts to swell. 

 

Blood drains from my face as I realize he intends to knot with me. 

 

But there’s nothing I can do as I feel the ball of hard flesh grow bigger and bigger, slamming through my 

pussy lips and into my body and pulling out over and over until, quite abruptly, he gets stuck inside of 

me and can’t pull back out. 

 

And the strangest sensation floods my groin as I feel even more blood rush my pussy, forcing my mound 

to swell up and close tight around his knot, firmly anchoring him in. My own body betrays me. 

 



Bruce’s knot continues to expand within me, he continues to fuck me, and my pussy continues to grow 

tighter around him for the next several minutes. I can only lie there and moan as my tissue stretches 

tight around him, and Bruce whimpers as his strokes shorten into nearly nothing. He’s long since 

penetrated my cervix, but I didn’t feel hardly anything because it had dilated to allow him easy access. 

 

And with us both on the very pinnacle we lay still for several seconds, waiting for the scales to tip. 

 

And tip they do. 

 

Bruce shudders as semen floods from his balls and into my womb, and I cry out as my own release 

crashes over me like a thousand panes of glass breaking on my back. I scream. He howls. He pumps me 

full of seed. I squeeze his seed from him. And god does he have a lot of seed. 

 

It feels like it would never end, him pumping into me like a bottomless well and me receiving him like a 

good bitch. He fills me good, and I can feel the massive amount of his hot spunk deep within me when 

he finally stops and collapses on top of me, spent. 

 

I’m lying there for who knows how long, soaking in a pool of satisfaction and my own sweat, when 

somebody gives a short whistle. 

 

Bruce perks his ears up, gets shakily to his feet, and twists around. 

 

“Arrrrgh,” I moan as his dick spins like a ball bearing in my pussy. 

 

Finally he turns completely around, then sits down on my groin, his ass resting on my pelvis. We’re still 

joined tightly, and he ain’t going anywhere. His tail wags happily, and I find my own tails tip flipping back 

and forth in imitation of him.  

 

“Oh god that was something,” I murmur. 

 

“Glad you liked it,” all four chorus. Damn that’s still creepy. “But we’re not finished with you by a long 

shot…” 

 

“Aw come on!” I whine. “Haven’t I endured enough?” 

 

“Perhaps you have,” they continue, “But we have yet to slake our appetites.” 

 

“Maaaaan…” I groan… 

 

The rest of my night rushes by like a dream. I remember eating out the twin sisters at the same time 

while they kiss each other and smother my face with their pussies. I remember them using the clit 

stimulator on me while I was still tied to Bruce, and my thighs and pussy clenching over and over on his 



shaft and knot until I achieved orgasm over and over. I remember sucking cock and fingering pussy and 

giving a hand-job all at once. I remember being anally fucked by one of the dudes while still knotted, and 

that he had to effectively crawl underneath me to do it and avoid my claws, because I was tearing 

chunks out of the bed. I remember the two chicks sucking milk from my breasts and drinking it, while I 

orgasm from an ass fuck. I remember, after over an hour, Bruce pulling his shrinking knot from me and 

his cum spilling all over the bed, only for me to discover the wonders of being fucked in my pussy and 

ass at the same time. I remember them remarking on how soft my fur was, and how amazing my body 

was, and what must have been hundreds of ‘toys’ that they all used on me and themselves. At some 

point I broke the bed in half and escaped my chains, but instead of leaving I continued to fuck with all 

four of them long into the night. It was the most amazing thing in the world… I am so going to need to 

introduce these guys to Tania. We all feel asleep as dawn broke in a big pile on the remains of the bed’s 

mattress, it’s stuffing torn out and spread around the room. Claw marks and dents have destroyed the 

walls, and the carpet will need to be replaced. Bodily fluids coat everything and everyone. The dog lays 

in front of the door to the room. He had a long night as well. And we all sleep together. 

 

 

 

But what about Kelly you ask? She had her own adventures that night of course! 

 

<Think Kelly,> says Matt. <Where the hell do you remember last having the purse?> 

 

<I don’t know!> she answers, <I definitely had it when we were all trying to get into the frat-house.> 

 

“Beer?” asks a random stranger, passing Kelly a bottle. She takes it. 

 

<Hey! No drinking! We’re both too young and we can’t afford to get drunk right now!> 

 

<Relax,> she answers. <We’re part horse. I doubt a case of beers could even get us buzzed.> 

 

She snatches a can from a table, pops it open, and drinks that too. 

 

“Ah yea,” she says, “That’s the stuff.” 

 

Both her and Matt make the simultaneous realization that they have two stomachs, and that the beer 

reaches both of those stomachs. They knew for a while that they had two separate sets of lungs and two 

hearts, but this is new information that they store away for later. 

 

Matt snorts, forcing air through Kelly’s nose. 

 

<No more beer,> he demands. 

 

<Oh? Just try and stop me.> 



 

<You forget, I decide where we get to go,> he answers with a laugh, and backs away from the table 

containing the six-pack of beer. 

 

Kelly quickly snatches the plastic handle, and triumphantly pops open another. 

 

“Ha!” she says, and gulps it down. She then crushes the can and goes for another. People around her 

have started talking louder as she pops yet another. 

 

Somebody gets up on a table and jumps onto their back, much to the everyone’s amusement. Matt 

doesn’t know what to do, but Kelly is loving the attention. 

 

The guy on Kelly’s back is passed a keg, and he gives Kelly a plastic tube. The crowd begins the chant of 

“Chug! Chug! Chug!” 

 

The guy raises the keg over his head and releases the flow of beer as Kelly puts the tube in her mouth. 

 

<Kelly! Stop!> 

 

<Aw, don’t be such a downer Matt!> she replies, rapidly filling both of their bellies with beer. <Live a 

little.> 

 

<Oh sure, I’ll live a little after we find your damn purse!> he shouts back. Then he stops, examines 

himself, and a note of panic realizes that he’s already got a good buzz and Kelly’s still guzzling beer. 

 

<I said stop!> he shouts. <You’re going to get us drunk!!> 

 

The crowd is roaring as she drains the keg, then wipes her lips triumphantly. The guy on her back throws 

the empty keg to the ground and then reaches around to grab hold of her tits. 

 

<Hey!> shouts Matt. 

 

“Woo!” shouts Kelly, already tipsy and light-headed. Matt stumbles to the side, suddenly dizzy. He can 

feel the massive amount of beer in his belly sloshing around. 

 

<Aw fuck man,> he says. <If we die of alcohol poisoning I’ll never forgive you,> he says, even his 

thoughts beginning to slur. 

 

“Aw, stick in the mud,” Kelly slurs back, giggling. The guy on her back hasn’t stopped groping her. Kelly 

rips off her t-shirt, and now all that’s left is the strapless cow-hide bra. It looks good on her. 

 



“Okaysh,” she says. “Hash anybody sheen my pursh?” she asks. Matt tries to walk forward but stumbles 

again, and quickly becomes content with just standing in place, swaying from side to side. 

 

“It’sh big… and big…. And pink!” she says, cracking up in laughter. Matt belches, and Kelly releases the 

foamy air in what has to be a world record for longest and loudest belch. More cheers. Kelly follows up 

with her own, smaller, burp. 

 

<We have to keep looking,> says Matt, and forces himself to carefully move forward. <Please keep your 

eyes forwards Kelly so I can see where we’re going.> 

 

<Shure,> she hiccups.  

 

Matt ever so carefully and slowly walks forward one hoof at a time. Kelly giggles uncontrollably as she 

accepts another beer bottle. 

 

<No,> Matt says distractedly. <No more beer.> 

 

“One more can’t hurt,” she says, tipping over to the side suddenly and causing Matt to nearly fall over. 

 

<And get that pervert off my back or I will,> adds Matt. 

 

<Aw, come’n. He’s not hurting anybody.> 

 

<He’s groping my girlfriend!> Matt shouts angrily. 

 

<Aw shush, he’s groping you too. It’s like we’re having a threesome!> 

 

Somebody makes a ear-piercing screech upstairs, followed by a lot of racket and thumping. They ignore 

it, as does everybody else. 

 

<But I don’t want to have a threesome!> Matt says loopily.  

 

<Yes you do you liar!> says Kelly back. <You told me so!> 

 

<But we’re a chick right now!> he says, unable to stop giggling himself now. <I meant a threesome 

where I’m the dude, not one of the chicks.> 

 

<Party-pooper,> she says back at him. 

 

“Dude…” says the guy on top of them. “You’re totally a real centaur aren’t you?” 

 

<Now look what you’ve done!> says Matt. <Now he knows! What do we do about that?> 



 

<Party?> answers Kelly. 

 

“Yup,” she answers the dude with a grin, spilling her beer a little. “I’m, like, totally part horse.” 

 

People around her hear and start talking louder again, voices and people crowding close and touching 

them both all anew. Matt tries to stumble into the next room, dead set to find the stupid purse. He 

ignores the touching…. Or at least he ignores it until somebody touches his pussy. 

 

<Hey!> he shouts, but is unable to kick the offender without threat of falling over. He instead slams is 

butt into a wall in an attempt to turn around. 

 

“Dudes! She’s got a real horse pussy!” says the guy. 

 

“Yup!” says Kelly giddily. 

 

Somebody else touches Matt’s pussy, while another guy lifts his tail to see it better. Somebody snaps a 

picture. 

 

Matt whinnies, forcing Kelly to shut up for a second. Matt can’t get away though, as fingers probe him. 

The guy on Kelly’s back is still massaging her breasts. 

 

“You like that?” he asks Kelly. 

 

“Oh yea,” she says. 

 

<No!> yells Matt, but only Kelly can hear him. It’s a partial lie. It does feel good, and even the people 

gathered around his ass are making him feel aroused, but he is not enjoying this like Kelly apparently is. 

 

“God, it looks so hot and slick. I’d love to fuck that pussy.” says somebody. 

 

“I dare you to stick your arm in there,” says another. 

 

<What?> both Matt and Kelly chorus, finally in agreement on something. 

 

The guy accepts the dare, and pulling up his sleeve pushes his fist into their pussy. 

 

“Hey hey hey!” shouts Kelly, mimicking Matt’s words in her head. 

 

“Damn it’s tight,” says the guy, and pushes harder, and his hand disappears inside the pussy up to his 

wrist. 

 



Matt whinnies again with feeling, and Kelly twists around in an attempt to reach the offending guy. 

She’s short by several feet. 

 

<Aie-aie-aie!> yipps Matt as the guy goes deeper. Is this what a pussy feels like? Matt decides he doesn’t 

like it… even if it does feel good. Kelly is still drunkenly trying to reach behind her, but can’t do much 

else. Matt tries to move forward in hopes that the guy would be pulled out of him. All it accomplishes is 

that the guy follows him while his vagina flexes sensationally around the guys intruding arm, which is 

now elbow deep. He quickly comes to a shuddering halt, and finds that he can barely move now. His 

body is locking up as some primitive instinct or reflex overpowers his will to move and escape. The guy 

inside him starts thrusting with his arm to go deeper. 

 

<Oh god Kelly.> 

 

“Ohhhhh,” she moans back. The guy on her back holding her breasts and rubbing them. She turns back 

around and stops resisting. 

 

<Kelly!?> 

 

“Oh yea…” 

 

<Kelly?! Snap out of it! I can’t move anymore! You’ve got to stop them!> 

 

“But it feels so good…” she moans. “Just relax and enjoy it. I know you’re feeling what I’m feeling.” 

 

<Yes, and that’s the problem!> Matt shouts angrily. 

 

The guy behind him is reaching deeper with his thrusts, and his friends all cheer him on. He’s got a 

raging boner, and pre is leaking through his pants. A wild smile is plastered to his face. Matt shudders, 

and Kelly does too. 

 

<Oh my god Kelly… is this what you feel when we… do it?> he asks, wincing inwardly as the shocks of the 

guy’s thrusts start to really affect him. 

 

<No, it’s a little different,> she answers, <but still nice.> 

 

<What’s happening?> he asks, panicking. 

 

<We’re about to orgasm,> she answers joyfully. 

 

<What?!> but Kelly doesn’t answer him as they climax together in a rush of powerful sensation. 

 

<AHHHHggn!> screams Matt in orgasm. 



 

“HAAAAAAA!” shouts Kelly with the power of a horse’s lungs behind her voice. 

 

“Holy crap!” says the guy with his hand caught inside our pussy as it crushes down on him, and sprays 

him with pussy juice. 

 

“She’s a squirter!” shouts somebody else, laughing.  

 

“Yea, haha,” says the guy in their pussy, and then he tries to pull out. He starts yanking hard when he 

finds he can’t remove his arm. 

 

“Um… I’m stuck,” he says, laughing nervously now. 

 

“Let’s get him out of there,” says his buddies, all having a great time, and they grab hold of him and pull. 

 

“Ouch!” both him and Kelly and Matt shout. 

 

What the? 

 

And then with a spasm that shakes Matt’s body the guys arm is pulled deeper. 

 

“Oh fuck!” he shouts. 

 

“What the fuck is going on?!?” he screams. He’s suddenly pulled deeper into the pussy, and his shoulder 

is buried in it. His friends try desperately to pull him out. 

 

<Ow ow ow!> says Matt. <What the fuck is happening!?> 

 

<I have no idea!!> shouts Kelly back at him, and she gasps in pain as their shared pussy is stretched 

further as the unfortunate guys is pulled deeper. 

 

There’s a flash of light, and suddenly his clothes start dissolving. He’s now standing naked face deep in a 

horses rear. 

 

A rope of tissue snakes out past his arm from the depths of Matt’s pussy and like a striking viper 

attaches itself to his naval. 

 

“Help me!” he shouts, but people are starting to back away. Camera’s flash. 

 

“Arrrgh!” shouts Kelly in pain and the dudes head is forced into their vagina. “Oh my god!” 

 

“What’s happening?” asks the guy in a panic. 



 

<Oh my god he’s being unborn…> says Matt as pain racks his pussy. It’s stretched over half a foot wide 

now, but the dude appears to be shrinking. 

 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” he screams before his head disappears into the gaping pussy. His shoulders soon 

follow suit. It’s become incredibly painful for both Matt and Kelly, but they can’t do anything about it as 

he’s drawn up inside them by some invisible force. Soon only his kicking feet are visible, then those too 

disappear, and then there is silence. 

 

Matt feels the guy finally settle down deep with his belly, curled in the fetal position, and now much 

smaller. He can also feel the guy undergoing rapid change inside his womb, for that is where Matt knows 

the guy has disappeared into. It’s hard to tell… but it feels like he’s becoming a baby centaur. 

 

When he finally stops changing the only evidence left is that Matt’s belly is slightly bigger now. 

Somehow he knows that he’s pregnant now with a stupid frat-boy and that he’s many months away 

from term. 

 

<What. In. The. Hell.> asks Matt, panting heavily. He feels the dude kick inside his bell feebly. 

 

“Holy crap,” agrees Kelly. “What was in that beer?” 

 

“Who spiked the drinks?” asks somebody else to break the silence. 

 

Nobody knows what to make of it, but it quickly becomes common consensus that what they saw 

couldn’t actually have happened. They are all so drunk right now anyway that hardly anybody even 

remembers what they saw in the first place. Two guys start calling out the name of their buddy that 

disappeared into the horse coochie as if he would turn up somewhere else. Apparently his name is/was 

Alex. 

 

Everybody quickly finds an excuse to go do something else though, and a lot of people leave altogether. 

Apparently watching a guy get unborn by a centaur was too much for them. 

 

“What the hell do we do now?” asks Kelly tearfully. 

 

<We find those damned rings like I told you to, and hope that they’ll undo what just happened.> 

 

“But what if they don’t work?” she says, almost crying now. 

 

<Don’t say that. They’ll work, you’ll see. Until then, we don’t speak of what just happened.> 

 

“Okay,” she says. Then… 

 



“Um…” 

 

<Yea, I feel it too. Where’s the bathroom?> 

 

“I think it’s over there…” she says, looking down a hallway. 

 

<Fine,> Matt says grumpily. He’s not in a great mood. 

 

Matt stumbles his way down the hall, slamming his great bulk back and forth between the walls leaving 

large dents as he can’t walk a straight line. Picture frames fall to the floor and break. 

 

The bathroom has a line, but he shoves his way past the people next in line with Kelly apologizing for 

him, turns around, donkey kicks in the door and nearly falls over, then backs up slowly to the toilet. A 

half-naked chick is on the pot, but jumps out of the way and pulls up her pants to avoid being sat on. 

Matt places his ass on the toilet seat, the porcelain creaking dangerously, and goes. 

 

And goes. 

 

And goes. 

 

<Oh my god that feels so much better,> Matt says, even as he continues to relieve himself. 

 

“Oh yea…” agrees Kelly, swooning. 

 

And no sooner than Matt finishes pissing do they both fall over to the side out cold, and the next guy in 

line hurries up and relieves himself, eyeing the unconscious centaur as he does so. 

 

 

 

Dawn breaks, and Tania slowly wakes up. 

 

What happened last night, she wonders. She opens her eyes to see the chick from before still on top of 

her, completely naked, and her dick jumps up in excitement penetrating her again entirely by accident. 

This of course wakes her up. 

 

“Hm, wha.. Oh! You again?” she giggles, rubbing her eyes. “Ohhhhh my head… what did I do last night?” 

 

Then she looks down and realizes Tania’s dick is sliding up into her as it grows ridged against Tania’s 

desire for it to stay soft. 

 

“Oh yea,” she says, blinking. 

 



Tania stands up quickly, her penis spearing the chick and lifting her easily up into the air. 

 

The chick wraps her legs around Tania’s waist and shouts “Wee!” She’s still a little drunk from last night 

apparently. 

 

Tania considers pulling the chick off her, but decides she really does like the way she feels… and decides 

to go looking for the others while carrying the chick. The chick hugs her waist tightly, snuggling up 

against her coarse fur, and goes for the ride. 

 

Tania’s first instinct is to check upstairs since that’s where she last saw Jack heading, so the trudges up 

the staircase dragging her axe behind her, which she wrenched out of the countertop before leaving the 

kitchen, and bearing a loveable sex-crazed chick wrapped around her waist mounted on her dick. She 

scratches her balls passively, enjoying the sensation. She could get used to this. 

 

She starts checking doors, but grows worried when every room seems to be occupied by sleeping 

couples. When she reaches the last door of course she finds Jack. 

 

 

 

I wake up to the sound of the door opening, and instantly alert I look up to see Tania pushing the door 

open, waking Bruce up in the process. He’s immediately on his feet and jumping up and down like a 

puppy, his nose sniffing up into the ass of a naked chick hanging on her.  

 

Wait… not just hanging on her! Most of her body weight appears to be supported by Tania’s mammoth 

Minotaur cock buried deep inside her meat locker. Tania’s jaw drops when she sees the pile of twins 

that I’m buried under. 

 

A steady buzzing sound reminds me that me and one of the female twins fell asleep both speared on 

opposite ends of a double dildo that we left running. I feel a still semi-rigid cock in my ass from one of 

the twins draped across both of us. Me and the chick that I’m attached to are locked together by a pair 

of leather panties designed to be worn by two people, and our pussies and clits are pushed up together 

and rub when I move. Our breasts are mashed together too, milk spilling from mine and making her skin 

slippery. All four of them wake up simultaneously. 

 

“Mmmm,” they all moan. “What time is it?” 

 

“What the hell is this?” demands Tania. 

 

“What the hell is that?” I ask her back. Then hit one of the dudes in the shoulder as he gets up of the 

tattered remains of the bed. “Hey, can you find the key to these panties?” 

 

“Yea, sure,” he says, walking over to a dresser and pulling out a ring of keys. 



 

“Oh my, that feels nice…” says the one underneath me. “Good morning sunshine,” she adds. The dude 

starts trying different keys to find the one that fits. 

 

“Busy night?” Tania asks me with a laugh. 

 

“You could say that,” I say by way of answer, then glancing at her lancing cock that has elevated the girl 

a foot up her body now a question forms in my mind. 

 

“Where’d you find a condom big enough to fit?” I ask, amazed. Tania’s face falls. 

 

“Condom?” she asks. “You don’t think…” 

 

“You are part man right now, I wouldn’t rule out the possibility.” 

 

Click. The panties release me, and I hiss as I slowly slide the foot long vibrating cock out of me, falling 

back on my ass when it pops out. My hand drifts down to rub my poor sore pussy. 

 

“Man, what a hell of a night…” 

 

Tania is still frozen. 

 

“Oh don’t worry about it,” I tell her. “What are the odds you get a girl pregnant on your first day? Hell, 

you’re better off than me. Although I’m pretty sure foxes can’t get pregnant by dogs it still wouldn’t do 

to dwell on the what if’s.” 

 

“Yea,” she says, her eyes unfocused. “Wait, what?” 

 

“You should probably set her down,” I add, “And get her number later too.” 

 

Tania lifts the girl off her cock and sets her down on the floor, and she sits up blearily, leaning against 

the wall.  

 

Tania laughs. 

 

“You know, I actually kind of thought you’d go do something like this when we split up. I just didn’t think 

I’d end up screwing a random stranger too.” 

 

“Heh, yea,” I agree, then glance back at the purple headed sex freaks behind me. One of them continues 

to rummage through the dresser. 

 

“You know, I never learned your guy’s names.” I say. “I’m Jack.” 



 

“Nice to meet you Jack,” they all say, although each of them is busy doing different things. “We like to 

be called Gemini, but our real name is Jessica.” 

 

“Huh?” both me and Tania ask. 

 

“Watch,” they say, then the guy shouts out “Eureka!” and pulls out a ring from the dresser. All four of 

them gather around it, and he slips it onto his finger. It’s a ring just like the ones Damien gave us. 

 

All four of them shimmer and drift together, and then with a small flash of light become one person that 

looks like none of them. 

 

She’s tall and has legs that go on for forever, a bikini than, perfect breasts, and a supermodels face with 

dirty blond hair. But that’s not what we notice most. She’s a hermaphrodite, with a sizable penis, but 

instead of balls she has a vagina slit. It looks very streamlined actually, and she’s totally hairless. She 

then starts getting dressed. 

 

“What?” she asks as we stare slack-jawed. “You two look like you’re wearing some of Damien’s work… 

don’t act so surprised.” 

 

We both shake our heads to snap out of it. 

 

“What the hell kind of costume was that?” I ask. 

 

“Oh, he called it a copy suit. When I bought it, it just looked like me in one suit with three dummy 

puppets behind me that copied my movements. Imagine my face when it became real… I had all kinds of 

fun with myself for a while before I accidentally fell asleep with the costume on. Now I’m stuck like this. 

I’m only me when I wear the ring. Same thing happen to you two?” 

 

“Wait, what?” asks Tania. I interrupt her. 

 

“You’re saying we’re stuck like this?!?” I pipe up. My heart feels like it’s skipping beats. 

 

“Oh.” She says, realization dawning on her. “You guys only just got the costumes tonight didn’t you?” 

 

“Ya,” says Tania. “And now you’re telling us the costumes are permanent if we sleep in them? Why the 

hell didn’t that old geezer tell us that in the first place?!” 

 

“Would you have believed him when you bought the costumes?” asks Jessica pulling a bra over her 

head. “He did warn us, and it’s our fault if we didn’t follow his instructions. Honestly though, you two 

can’t say that you regret the decision?” 

 



“Well, no,” I say. 

 

“Not really,” agrees Tania. 

 

“Good then. If this really is the first time you’ve worn the suit then when you put on the ring the suit will 

come off like it’s supposed to and you’ll return to normal, sort of, although the longer you wait to put 

the ring back on the harder it will become for that to happen. I left the suit on for over forty hours 

straight and I was nearly stuck being four people for the rest of my life. It took everything I had to get it 

off.” 

 

“After you get the suit off though,” she continues, “You need to leave the ring on, or else you’ll just turn 

back into what the suit made you into without any help from the suit at all. The suit itself won’t work 

anymore after that. Leastways, that’s what happened with me.” 

 

She finally gets fully dressed, pulling a white t-shirt over her head and slipping on flip flops. 

 

“Well I got to go. Need to get to work, and wouldn’t you know it: my car only seats two people…” 

 

She’s about to leave when I stop her. 

 

“Wait wait wait… you gotta tell me something first,” I say. “How in the world does that whole splitting 

into four people thing work? Are three of them fake or something?” 

 

“No no, nothing like that,” she says. “Each one of them is me. When I put the ring back on our collective 

memories from our time spent apart comes back together. During last night, the me that had anal sex 

with you didn’t know what was going on from the perspective of the me that you ate out, but now I’m 

one person again I can remember the night from all four perspectives. When I take the ring off again I 

start new separated memories all over again, and those will all become my memories when I put the 

ring back on again. It can be a pain in the ass sometimes keeping dates straight, because I just gained 

almost four days of fresh memories last night in the span of a single day. Sorry, but as much as I’d love 

to stay and try to explain more of this to you guys, I’m gonna be late to work. If you want to hook up 

later here’s my number.” 

 

And with that she hands me a card from her small purse, and leaves the room, whistling for Bruce to 

follow, and he does. 

 

“Freaky,” Tania says. 

 

“You’re telling me?” I ask, laughing. “You have to join us in a six-way sometime. They’re amazing, and 

I’m sure they’d love to have you.” 

 

“As a minotaur or as me?” 



 

“Either? Both? I doubt she cares.” 

 

“Can you imagine her freak out when she found out the costume became real?” asks Tania. 

 

“Actually, yes I can,” I answer, laughing again. “Let’s find Kelly and those damned rings.” 

 

 

 

After I put my clothes and armor bits back on and finding my spear embedded in a wall we head back 

downstairs. Kelly also managed to get the girls name and number so she can check up on her later. After 

some searching we find them on the floor of one of the downstairs bathrooms. It looks like they kicked 

in the door. 

 

“Is it just me,” asks Tania. “Or is their belly a little swollen?” 

 

“Think they’re hurt?” 

 

“Oh God my head. Please stop talking,” groans Kelly. Matt kicks the wall pointedly, and a piece of tile 

breaks and falls off it. 

 

“You had beer last night?” asks Tania in disbelief. 

 

“Only a little,” she mumbles, then Matt huffs. 

 

“Okay, maybe a lot. I drank an entire keg by myself. My head feels like it’s full of white hot needles.” 

 

“Are you okay?” I ask. 

 

“Sort of… we’re pregnant with a frat-boy named Alex. He got sucked into our uterus after he fisted us 

while we were drunk. People took pictures if you don’t believe us.” 

 

Woah. Awkward silence. 

 

“Come again?” I ask. 

 

“You heard me,” she says, propping her head up and squinting at me. She then reaches up and places 

my hand on Matt’s belly. 

 

“What is this?” I start to say, but she shushes me. 

 

“Just wait.” 



 

So I wait, and after a minute feel a kick. 

 

“Oh God,” I say, unable to keep a smile from my face. “That’s insane.” 

 

“Yea, well, Matt ain’t so hot about it. He’s super angry with me.” 

 

“I bet,” I answer. “Any luck finding the purse?” 

 

“Nope.” 

 

“Fuck. Well try and get up and help us search.” 

 

After much stumbling and slipping on the linoleum they manage to get back on their feet. Tania had to 

basically lift them. 

 

 

 

 

After Kelly washes her face and hair off in the sink we all head back to the front of the house, and we all 

see it at the same time. With that crowd before we never noticed it hanging on a coat rack next to the 

door. Someone must have found it and put it there. 

 

And inside we find the rings. We explain the situation to Kelly and Matt as far as Jessica told us. 

 

“What do you think will happen to our frat boy here?” asks Kelly, pointing at the bulge in Matt’s 

midsection. 

 

“No idea,” I say, “But there’s only one way to find out.” 

 

I take my ring, the blue one, and slip it on my finger. Nothing happens. Same story with Tania and Kelly 

and Matt. 

 

Matt visibly begins to panic, and Kelly tries to calm him down. 

 

“It’s okay!” I say, “She said it’d be hard. Just… try and get your costumes off.” 

 

Everybody begins searching for seams in the costume, feeling for any signs that a part of my skin has 

become loose fabric or anything that would indicate that the costumes were coming off. Mine is the first 

to start to loosen as I realize my hands have become human, and are inside the gloves of the costume. 

The ring is somehow still on my now human finger underneath the glove. That’s a good start. 

 



I start tugging on the glove to loosen it up and I can feel the sleeve of the costume slowly release my 

arm up to the shoulder until I can feel the seam down the back start to separate. I immediately dig my 

fingers into the back of the costume and pull the opening apart, then slip my arm out of the sleeve. My 

friends don’t seem to be making similar progress, but I ignore that for now and focus on freeing myself 

first. 

 

I manage to get my upper body out of the suit, the breasts breaking free from my chest only after 

significant effort to pry them off. They were attached with what felt like powerful suction. I then peel 

the suit off down to my legs, and my feet loosen up. My ass puckers and releases the rear end of the 

costume, the tail falling to the floor limp, and the rest of my legs free up as well. All that’s left is the 

costume’s pussy, which is still attached to my groin as if by superglue, and there’s no sign of any bulge 

or nothing resembling my cock and balls forming underneath it. I manage to get my legs out of the 

costume, but the pussy remains stuck. I tug hard on the fabric but it only causes pain, so I dig my fingers 

into underneath it and slowly wiggle enough room to pry it away from my flesh. 

 

I let out a long and grateful sigh when it pops off and drops to the floor, the feeling of the air on my bare 

naked body feels so very wonderful. It’s good to be me again. 

 

But the others are staring wide-eyed at me. 

 

“What?” I ask, then glance down. My body is back to normal, exactly as it was before I put the suit on, 

with one exception. Between my legs no longer resides a cock and balls, but instead a vaginal slit with a 

small triangle of neat, straight pubic hair at the top. My blood turns to ice in my veins as my eyes go 

buggy, and I just stare at it. 

 

“Um…. Jack?” asks Tania softly. 

 

I shake my head stubbornly. I must have done something wrong here. I start putting the suit back on in 

an attempt to maybe reverse what I did and try again, but it hangs limply on my body as I put all back 

on. When nothing happens, I slowly and shakily take it all back off, fold it up neatly, and put my clothes 

back on. 

 

“It’s okay,” I say, my voice shaking. “I can handle this. Right now we need to focus on getting you all back 

to normal.” 

 

Everybody looks at me with such intense sympathy that I have to look away before the reality of what 

just happened actually hits me full on. 

 

“Come on Tania, you gotta get this damned costume off.” 

 



“Yea,” she agrees nervously, and resumes trying to get out of her costume. She manages to get halfway 

out of it, and we’re both reassured when her breasts fall free from the suit. She sits down on the ground 

to get her legs out, and we encounter the same problem I had. The suit won’t let go of her groin. 

 

“No no no,” she says, shaking her head and covering her face with her hands. “This isn’t happening.” 

 

“We don’t know anything yet,” I reassure her half-heartedly. “Let’s try to get your legs out first. We’ll 

worry about that last.” 

 

Tears roll down her face as she nods her head and sniffles. I grimace and all too easily her legs are free… 

but her groin remains attached to the suit. 

 

Together we pry at the edges of the suit with our fingers, when with another pop the suit comes loose… 

and we pull it away…. 

 

No longer does she have that wonderful pussy that I’ve come to love and enjoy… but rather now she has 

a very large set of hairy balls and an oversized cock. She breaks into tears and I hand her her black dress. 

 

Kelly swallows hard as I stand up. 

 

“You’re next,” I say. 

 

“I don’t think I want to,” she says, and Matt backs up for her. His legs are shaking. 

 

“You know you have to. You can’t be a centaur forever.” 

 

“I know,” she says, “but I don’t want that either,” she says with a glance towards Tania. 

 

“It doesn’t matter, try and get the suit off while we’re still young.” 

 

She looks scared, but concedes.  

 

Her costume takes much longer to take off. Halfway through disentangling her from it we hear a gasp of 

air and suddenly Matt’s voice rings out. 

 

“Oh thank the lord I’m free!” he says, panting. 

 

Getting the front legs undone frees both Matt’s arms, as well as Kelly’s entire body, and she springs free. 

At first it’s not readily apparent what happened, but quickly it becomes obvious. Kelly’s still got a pussy, 

but it’s huge. Its lips are black and leathery, and it’s easily two or three times the size of a normal pussy. 

It’s a horse coochie. That’s better than what happened to me and Tania, but still… damn.  

 



She immediately starts getting dressed, her face beet red as she tries to hide her shame. Tania decides 

to do the same, and starts to put her original costume back on. 

 

But that leaves Matt still half of a pregnant horse. 

 

“How do you think the frat guy is gonna get out?” Matt asks idly to pass the time of working the 

costume down his body and to distract his mind from what might happen to him when he gets free of 

the suit. 

 

“I have no idea,” I answer him. 

 

As we work the costume off him it becomes apparent that something is wrong.  His belly is freed, but it’s 

massively swollen still.  

 

“Oh god no,” he breathes, then frantically begins removing the rest of the costume. Very quickly he’s 

kicking it free, and stands up to look at himself with horror written on his face. 

 

He looks about six months pregnant. He doesn’t even care about the fact that he still has his original 

cock and balls. 

 

“Holy shit he’s still inside me!” he practically screams. 

 

“Holy shit,” I agree, staring at a pregnant Matt. It would be hilarious if it weren’t so serious. 

 

Then Tania starts to giggle. It’s so damned infectious that soon I join her. And before we know it we’re 

all laughing at the ridiculousness of our situations.  

 

“I’m guessing I’m gonna need  a caesarian section,” whoops Matt, laughing so hard he can hardly 

breathe. 

 

“I wonder if I’ll go into heat?” giggles Kelly. 

 

“I look like a guy in drag!” chuckles Tania. 

 

“It’s totally gonna suck having to buy my own tampons at the supermarket,” I add to the mix. 

 

We all laugh hysterically, and each find that despite the initial shock of it all we don’t really care all that 

much. Even Matt, whom I would assume would be resentful for sudden onset pregnancy, seems to 

really enjoy running his hand over his belly over and over. 

 



And I find that I really like the free feeling of having a pussy. My balls no longer need constant 

adjustment when I move around or sit down. Tania, on the other hand, seems fond of fidgeting with her 

junk…  

 

And Kelly? Her dad actually owns a horse ranch, and I can practically see her already thinking about 

bestiality. 

 

 

 

We all walk into Dante’s discount party favors, special effects, costumes, and toys again, and who do we 

find working the register? An all-male version of Jessica. 

 

“You might have warned us,” I say to her. She raises an eyebrow at Matt, then glances back to me. 

 

“Okay, what’s the damage?” she asks idly. 

 

“I’m now female, Tania’s now male, Kelly’s equipped to fuck a stallion, and Matt’s pregnant with a frat-

boy who’s name we think is Alex,” say in one breath. 

 

“Damn, bad luck all around huh? I didn’t always used to be a herm either. Now I got the best and worst 

of both worlds, eh?” 

 

A female Jessica comes out of the back of the store leading Damien. 

 

“Oh, and I’ve got a slight psychic connection between all my doppelgangers,” he explains. The female 

Jessica leaves, and the male Jessica, after giving us a sympathetic glance, follows, leaving us with 

Damien.  

 

“I see you all have failed to follow the instructions I left you with?” 

 

“Has anyone ever not failed to follow the instructions?” I retort. 

 

“Yes,” he answers. “Usually those unhappy with the changes the costume makes in them. They take it 

off, and never put it back on again. When you follow the instructions of course the costume will remove 

itself properly without altering your body… but I take it then, that none of you are entirely displeased 

with your current states?” 

 

Matt raises his hand. 

 

“Not that I’m complaining or anything because he totally had it coming, but what happens when Mr. I-

Like-to-Fist-Random-Centaurs dude turns up missing. More to the point, what the hell am I going to do 

about this?” 



 

And Matt slaps his belly to emphasize. 

 

“The centaur was a pregnancy model, designed to give the wearers the experience of having another 

soul inside them, but of course you know that now… if you hadn’t fallen asleep in the costume he would 

have separated from you in a reversal of the unbirthing process and all three of you would have been 

able to leave no worse for wear…. But when you broke the rules you unfortunately trapped him. He is 

still aware, and retains all of his memories, but he will be reborn a centaur, and when the time comes 

you will both be forcibly returned to being a centaur to birth him. As far as him going missing? It is 

unfortunate, but he cannot return to his family and friends until after he is born, and preferably weaned 

off his mother’s milk if you want him to live long enough to see his first birthday.” 

 

“I also understand that pictures were taken of you all, but rest assured that they will not turn out. Magic 

is not an easy thing to photograph.  

 

“So…. No way to undo any of this?” 

 

“I’m afraid not.” 

 

“Want the costumes back?” 

 

“They are no longer of use to me.” 

 

“So… we work weekends?” 

 

“Yes, nine to five. Jessica has Monday’s and Tuesday’s covered all by herself, and you may want to meet 

the rest of my staff. A quick note that you should remember is that my clientele tend to be of the 

magical variety, and the items in the basement are not to be touched without my supervision. 

Otherwise one of you will work the register at the front of the store…” 

 

“I can do that,” I say, raising my hand. 

 

“One of you will unload the truck and restock…” 

 

“I guess I got that one,” says Tania. 

 

“And one of you will clean…” 

 

“We’ll do that one,” says Kelly hugging Matt close. 

 



“And of course you may all rotate jobs, and must all greet and help customers. And, you must also be in 

costume, although they aren’t really costumes anymore are they? Still, wear the costume accessories I 

gave you, and I’ll teach you all the rest when you start Saturday. Don’t be late.” 

 

He then turns and goes back through the door that he came in from, but stops halfway through and 

turns. 

 

“Oh, and I might occasionally ask you to venture into the other realm when I run out of ingredients… so 

don’t forget to bring your weapons. I suggest learning how to use them as well.” And then he disappears 

through the door and out pops out two Jessica’s, both female. 

 

They both then proceed to excitedly shake all of our hands. And we introduce ourselves officially. 

 

“Glad to have you on board!” she says excitedly. “See you around!”  

 

And then, not knowing what else to do, we leave the shop. Tania pulls off her ring and in a blaze of light 

grows in size until she’s a minotaur again, and picks up the axe she left outside in the grass. She’s 

wearing stretchy pants specifically because of this, but her shirt tears to shreds. She bought an entire 

pack of shirts from Wal-Mart, and carries spares in her purse now.. I pick up my own staff, but don’t 

bother changing. I don’t need superhuman strength to carry my weapon. 

 

Kelly picks up her bow and quiver. 

 

“It feels wrong that we’re allowed to carry this stuff around in public,” she says. “I mean, you need a 

license to own and carry a gun, but not for a bow? That’s just ridiculous.” 

 

“Seriously,” agrees Tania, hefting her axe. “It helps though that people think this thing is fake.” 

 

“Yup,” I add. 

 

“Gotcher ring!” shouts Matt as he runs up behind Kelly and pulls her ring off her hand and tosses it to 

me. Immediately he and Kelly go ghostlike, their bodies merge, changes shape, then solidifies. While 

both of them had been wearing street clothes before, how all they’re wearing is the leather bra. 

 

“Man,” gripes Tania. “I wish I could change clothes like that. I’m going through so many t-shirts doing 

this.” 

 

Matt goes galloping off with Kelly held captive yelling for me to throw her the ring. Instead I just pull my 

own off, enjoying the rippling sensation as fur floods across my skin, breasts fill my chest, a tail 

disentangles itself from my body, and I become Krystal.  

 



“Race ya,” I say, still in my street clothes, although I kick my shoes off my feet because they no longer fit. 

I take off, tying a knot in the shoelaces and tossing them over my spear as I run. 

 

“Get back here you three!” bellows Tania, running to catch up to us. “You know I’m not as fast as you 

guys!!” 


