
Cursed Desires

The ancient ruins exhaled a musty breath, thick with the weight of forgotten centuries and veiled
secrets. The air clung to the skin, clammy, close, and choked with the scent of wet earth and 
something older, something long dead. A chill slithered through the passageways like a 
phantom, brushing the backs of necks and stirring the fine hairs on arms. Somewhere in the 
darkness, a droplet fell into unseen depths, the plink echoing like the tick of a cursed clock.  

  

Each step the party took resonated through the narrow stone corridors, their boots tapping in 
rhythm with the groans of sagging beams overhead. The walls, once carved with elegance, now
bore the cracks of neglect, their surfaces veined with moss and flaking plaster. Cobwebs 
stretched across the archways like curtains of decay, parting reluctantly as the adventurers 
pushed through. The torn threads clung to their armor and hair, clutching at them like unseen 
hands that have waited centuries to be noticed.  

  

A damp, earthy scent, thick and oppressive, curled through the air, laced with a sour tang of rot 
that teased at ancient horrors buried deep in the stone. The deeper they descended, the more 
alive the place seemed, as though the dungeon itself breathed with uneasy dreams. The 
labyrinth writhed in design, folding in on itself in ways that defied architecture. Tight passages 
twisted unexpectedly into yawning chambers, their resounding voids swallowing light and sound
alike.  

  

Torchlight flickered against the walls, their flames casting long, writhing shadows that seemed to
claw and crawl with spectral life. The corridor walls whispered of forgotten wealth, tarnished 
gold inlays, shattered crystal sconces, and the skeletal remains of once-opulent furnishings 
strewn like the bones of a fallen kingdom. Rusted suits of armor slumped against the walls, their
empty visors staring blindly. Faded tapestries hung in limp surrender, their threads once vibrant 
with depictions of lust, war, and sorcery, now dulled to ashen grays, pooling on the cold floor 
like blood turned to dust. 

 

At the vanguard strode Asher, his gait confident, every motion purposeful. His sword and shield 
caught the torchlight with a ghostly gleam, ever ready for any danger. The dull steel of his 
medium armor clinked softly with each step, hugging the toned frame of a man forged by battle. 
His brown eyes, sharp and alert, scanned every crevice of the shadowed path ahead. Each 
twitch of his muscles demonstrating that he was a man in tune with the threat of the unknown. 
He was a warrior, yes, but also a leader shouldering the weight of those who followed him.  

  

Behind him moved Dimar, the half-orc barbarian’s broad shoulders nearly brushing both sides of
the corridor. His breath steamed in the cold air, measured but restless. His two-handed axe at 
the ready, the haft worn smooth by time and use, as his hands flexed around it with anticipation.



His black eyes glittered with something primal. The deeper they went, the more the silence 
scratched at his nerves. He didn't like silence, it meant something waited.  

  

Cora darted ahead of them in bursts of motion, her halfling frame weaving effortlessly between 
the group’s larger bodies. Her thick thighs flexed beneath her snug leather armor with each 
graceful crouch or leap, muscles honed from years of trap work and nimble footwork. Her 
fingers danced across flagstones, brushed along seams in the wall, always searching for the 
subtle telltale signs of snares or mechanisms. Her blonde hair bounced with every step, 
catching flickers of torchlight as her keen eyes narrowed with concentration. She didn’t trust old 
places like this, countless narrow corridors with little to no exits if things go sideways.  

  

At the rear glided Venra, serene and ghostlike in her motion. Her long silver hair shimmered 
with a quiet glow, flowing behind her like the moonlight’s reflection casted on a waterfall. Her 
elven robes, a pale Saphire, ornate, barely rustled as she walked, the arcane threads within 
them catching the light in faint pulses. In her hands she held an intricate elven staff etched with 
glowing runes, the magic within it humming softly, reacting to the latent energies in the ruins. 
Her blue eyes were wide, alight with curiosity and reverence as her fingers traced faded 
symbols carved into the stone walls. Where others saw decay, she saw echoes of power, 
hidden truths awaiting translation. 

 

The passage widened abruptly, yawning open into a cavernous chamber that swallowed the 
torchlight in a vast, creeping darkness. The ceiling was lost to shadow, far above, as if the stone
had melted into the sky. Ancient mosaics adorned the walls, images of forgotten gods with too 
many limbs, beasts born of nightmare, and ritualistic sacrifices lost to time. Though faded and 
crumbling, the artistry pulsated faintly, as if imbued with a slumbering vitality. Each tile, each 
fragment of pigment, seemed to watch the adventurers. 

 

The air changed. A scent hung heavy in the chamber, strange, electric, and primal. It carried the
sharp tang of ozone, like the moment before a thunderstorm, twisted with the heady sweetness 
of something overripe and dangerously inviting. It raised goosebumps on the adventurers’ arms,
tightening the skin over muscle and bone. 

 

At the chamber’s heart rose a pedestal of black stone, gnarled as though twisted by hands too 
cruel or cunning. It cradled a grotesque idol no more than two feet tall, yet its presence filled the 
room, its visage a twisted amalgamation of monstrous features. Carved with a precision that 
bordered on obsession, the figure was a hybrid of mystery and menace. Its hollow eyes 
tunneled into inky voids, sockets so deep they seemed to drink the light. A slit-like nose barely 
marred the smoothness of its face, while thick lips curled into a smirk so cruel it seemed to 
murmur threats without sound. 

 



The idol’s limbs were skeletal, almost insectoid in form, frail, but somehow exuding unyielding 
power. Claw-like hands ended in viciously pointed fingers, as if ready to tear the throat off 
anyone foolish to linger too closely. Its compact torso was covered in writhing tendrils that coiled
and curled across its chest and belly, etched in a pattern too complex to decipher at a glance. 
The stone glowed faintly, pounding with an organic, sickly rhythm, an illusion of breath or 
heartbeat, though no life could possibly exist within it. 

 

Asher stepped forward slowly, breath shallow, cautiously scanning the area around the idol for 
any potential dangers. Something in it called to him. Not in words, but in promises, power, 
wealth, purpose. It was a pull that drifted not to his ears but directly to his core, dark and 
seductive. 

 

Then Venra’s voice, gentle, urgent, cut through the fog in Asher’s mind. “Beloved, this is no 
mere trinket,” she said, stepping to his side, her tone low and reverent. Her eyes gleamed with 
scholarly awe. “The runes at its base… they match fragments I’ve seen in forbidden texts, 
tomes that speak of gods long buried and magic no mortal was meant to wield.” 

 

Dimar let out a low, gravelly chuckle behind them. “Power or not, it’s worth a king’s ransom,” he 
said, licking his lips. “This'll make us rich beyond our wildest dreams, and I'll have the gold to 
buy that tavern I always wanted!” His mind was already racing with countless possibilities, and 
of endless ale. 

 

Cora watched the scene unfold with a mixture of curiosity and apprehension. She had her own 
suspicions about the idol's power. The traps and defenses the party had encountered up to this 
point were no trifling matter. She crept forward with catlike grace, eyes fixed on the idol but her 
movements wary. “What do you think this idol is capable of?” she inquired, voice tight with the 
kind of fear only rogues understood, danger hidden beneath beauty. 

 

Venra hesitated for a moment, her brow furrowing in thought. She had spent hours pouring over
ancient tomes, trying to unravel the mysteries of various ruins and their inhabitants. Her 
understanding of arcane lore was vast, yet the idol's power seemed to defy her grasp. She 
shook her head, her hand tightening around her staff. “I don’t know. The symbols… they shift. 
They resist translation. It’s not just magic, it’s alive, or it thinks it is.”  

  

A hush fell over the room. The idol pulsed once, as if hearing her words. 

 



Driven by a hunger for answers, Asher reached for the idol, his fingers trembling with 
anticipation. The instant his fingers grazed the idol, the air snapped taut like the pull of a 
bowstring. A blinding surge of eldritch energy erupted from the stone, shooting up his arm like 
dragon’s fire. He convulsed, gasping as every nerve in his body screamed. His knees buckled, 
armor clanging against stone as arcs of magic flickered over him, flaring in violet sparks of 
energy that danced like fireflies. 

 

“ASHER!” Venra screamed, the words tearing through her throat as if it were the last time he’d 
hear them. She rushed to his side, robes brushing the stone as she knelt, her hands catching 
his head before it struck the ground. His skin burned beneath her fingers, flushed with heat, 
eyes unfocused and wild. 

 

“Asher! Asher, stay with me!” she pleaded, panic fraying the edges of her voice, blue eyes 
searching his for signs of life. Her silver hair spilled over his face as she cradled him, her staff 
abandoned beside her. 

 

Dimar stormed forward, axe raised, assuming Asher had sprung an unseen trap and that more 
trouble was on the way. His frown deepened. “What in the gods’ name was that?” he growled, 
eyeing the idol as if it might lash out again. 

 

“I’m... fine,” Asher croaked, the words brittle in his throat. He forced a weak smile and placed his
hand over Venra’s. “Just a shock. I’ll manage.” Pushing himself upright with a grunt, he felt his 
limbs shake slightly with residual energy. “Let’s move. We’ve got what we came for.” 

 

Cora carefully scooped up the idol with a fine cloth, making sure that her skin didn’t make direct 
contact with the stone monstrosity. It felt unnaturally heavier in her grip, but she managed to 
keep hold of it. She tucked it into her pack, as the party headed back from where they came. 

 

The hike was silent, save for the shuffling of armor and crackle of torchlight. Dimar led at the 
front, Cora flitting just behind him, eyes surveying the path ahead. Venra moved at the center, 
her staff glowingly faintly once more, while Asher brought up the rear, his steps slower, heavier 
with unease. The balance of his gear felt off, as if it were crafted for someone a size or two 
larger, unaware that he was dwindling inch by inch with every passing moment. 

 

Asher rolled his shoulders, the armor that had once hugged his toned muscles like a second 
skin now sagged, breastplate and pauldrons rattling with each step. The leather straps, meant 



to cinch tightly, slipped loose, along with the shield’s band that dangled uselessly around his 
forearm, it’s buckle slapping his wrist. 

 

The air remained thick with the scent of damp stone and ancient dust. Shadows loomed in 
unnatural shapes along the carved walls, torchlight dancing like nervous spirits. The ruins 
seemed deeper than before, the path longer, darker. 

 

Discomfort gnawed at Asher, his body feeling strange, smaller, softer, as if the idol’s power still 
wormed through his bones. His fingers flexed around the grip of his sword. It sat oddly in his 
palm, heavier, perhaps, or his calloused strength melted away. Glancing down, his heart 
thudded with a maelstrom of dread and fascination, the once-toned muscles of his arms looked 
sleeker, his frame narrowing beneath the ill-fitting armor. 

 

The others pressed forward, lost in their own thoughts. Venra’s silver hair swayed as she kept a 
watchful eye on the walls for more runes, her staff glowing faintly. Dimar’s massive shoulders 
shifted, axe at the ready, while Cora darted ahead, her thick thighs propelling her lithe form as 
she checked for traps. Asher’s mind churned, the idol’s dark aura haunting his thoughts. Was its
magic still reshaping him? Emerging out of the ruins and into the cool night, he welcomed the 
darkness, hoping it hid the changes creeping over his body. 

 

The trail back to camp stretched long and winding, stars piercing the velvet sky. A sheen of 
sweat clung to Asher's brow despite the chill. He lifted a hand to swipe it away and paused. His 
hair. His fingers had sunk into something soft and thick, far too thick. He yanked his hand back 
in alarm, then reached up again. 

 

Asher’s hair, once short, messy, now fell in long, dark waves past his shoulders. Silken strands 
clung to his hands and armor, already beginning to tangle at his collar. It was impossibly 
voluminous, each step making it sway across his back and catch on his pauldrons. 

 

Pulse quickening, Asher dug into his pack with urgency and retrieved his helmet, jamming it 
onto his head in the hopes of concealing the change. It caught, his hair tangled beneath it, and 
he hissed. When he finally forced it on, long black locks spilled from beneath the edges like 
spilled ink, curling down around his cheeks and neck, with a few rogue strands making their way
down his back. 

 

There was a prickling sensation, an itch across his skin, that just wouldn’t go away. Asher 
watched, slack-jawed as his sun-kissed tan complexion darkened, taking on a deep hue of 



green, like the woods around him. The color was subtle at first, but undeniable under the 
moonlight. His mind scrambled for answers, knowing the idol was involved, but questioned how 
it was able to slowly rewrite his very essence in such a way. 

 

Still, no one had noticed beyond Asher. Good. He kept walking, still adjusting his armor as he 
worried about how is party would receive him and his sudden changes. 

 

From the front of the group, Cora’s voice piped up in gloom. “Something’s following us. I told 
you I heard something earlier, and there it was again, just now.” 

 

Dimar grunted, “You always hear something. Wind, bugs, your own shadow.” 

 

“No,” she shot back. “A clicking. Like... claws, or chitin. I know that sound.” 

 

“You also said that last time, and it was a raccoon,” Dimar chuckled. 

 

A twitch of annoyance splashed across Cora’s face, “It had fangs, Dimar!” 

 

“Fine, fine. I shouldn’t be so hard on you. After all, your hearing did save as from those giant 
ants that one time,” Dimar conceded. 

 

The back and forth between Cora and Dimar made Asher smile, momentarily taking his mind off
what was happening to him, but then his ears twitched. The sound of their voices had grown 
sharper, crisper. He heard their words more clearly, even from the back of the formation. Then a
sudden pressure behind his ears flared hot. 

 

Asher stopped walking, biting back a grunt. His helmet shifted as something pushed beneath it, 
stretching, reshaping. The cartilage beneath his skin tingled, then ached, pushing outward. His 
ear elongated, curving up beneath the metal. 

 

Wincing, Asher yanked the helmet off, clutching at the sides of his head. His fingertips found 
points, sharpened tips rising past where his ears had ever reached before. They quivered with 



sensation, picking up the tiniest rustle of distant wind, the brush of a moth’s wings, the soft 
scraping of stone beneath their boots. 

 

“I still don’t get why Asher had to touch it,” Cora grumbled, her tone disapproving. 

 

Dimar rumbled, “Maybe it was the thrill of the unknown. If he wouldn’t have, I would’ve” 

 

Cora punched Dimar in the arm, playfully, “Of course you would, ya big oaf!” 

 

The duo’s laughter was cut short, rustling and snarls catching Cora’s ears, “There it is again. 
Left flank.” 

 

A malicious grin curled Dimar’s lip. It was his time to shine again, as the crescendo of growls 
and snarls through the night became loud enough for the rest of the party to hear. His muscles 
twitched, eager, ready to fell any foe foolish enough to face him. 

 

From the shadows ahead burst a pack of kobolds, eyes gleaming, teeth flashing in the 
torchlight. They shrieked as they charged, weapons raised, jagged blades, crude spears, rusty 
hooks. Weapons flashed as the party sprang into action. 

 

Dimar met the charge with a roar, his axe cleaving through the first pair with ease. Cora 
vanished in a blur, emerging vehind the pack with a flash of steel as multiple kobolds dropped to
the ground. Venra raised her staff, chanting in Elvish, arcane energy coiling at the top like 
lightning swimming in the night’s sky. 

 

Thrown by the shift in his center of gravity, Asher stumbled. His arms felt weaker, his stance 
unsure. His sword swung slower than expected, the shield tugging his balance, leaving him 
tilted. His strength had ebbed, not vanished, but softened. Every swing came with a slight delay,
every step requiring adjustment. He gritted his teeth and kept moving, letting instinct guide him 
where muscle no longer obeyed quite the same. 

 

Still, Asher fought, despite how his oversized armor hindered his movements. Two kobolds 
lunged at him, he parried one with his shield, caught the second’s spear shaft on his sword, and



twisted. The motion was smoother than expected, too smooth. His body moved differently, with 
unnatural grace, precise but foreign. Every motion felt like a dance learned in a dream. 

 

During the heat of the battle, Dimar, charging to take down the commander, was pushed back 
by a well-timed counter. His massive frame collided with Asher, who stumbled, armor clanking 
as he toppled backward. The fall should’ve hurt, but his rear, plusher and more rounded than it 
was before, cushioned the impact, sending a flush of heat to his cheeks. Scrambling to stand, 
he felt the unfamiliar weight of his body, hips swaying slightly as he rose. 

 

Asher’s biceps, once sinewy and defined from years of wielding a sword, had given way to 
softer, rounder curves. Placing a hand over his chest, once broad and flat, he instead felt two 
firm, albeit still tender, mounds that rose with each labored breath. In a panic, Asher reached 
down in his pants, a sense of both bewilderment and relief washed over him as he discovered 
that, while his body had become softer and more feminine, his member remained, though 
slightly more sensitive. 

 

The kobold’s battle cry broke through his introspection, snapping him back into the present. 
Dimar slammed into the kobold’s leader with his shoulder, nearly knocking the wind out of the 
creature and sending it far enough away from the party for Venra to safely cast another spell, 
encasing them in an icy tomb. The remaining kobolds fled into the shadows, claws scrabbling 
against stone. 

 

Asher exhaled slowly, his back pressed to the rough bark of a nearby tree. His sword arm 
ached, not from injury, but from unfamiliar strain. His sword had grown heavy in his hands 
during the fight, as though it no longer belongs to him. His muscles, once taut and reliable, now 
felt pliant beneath the weight of armor. His chest rose and fell with shallow breaths, not out of 
exhaustion but disorientation. 

 

Peeling off his helmet, Asher’s long, black hair spilled out, tumbling around his face in thick 
waves. It gleamed in the moonlight, impossibly smooth, framing a face that felt odd in its 
softness. His features had subtly shifted further during battle, his jaw slimmer, eyes larger 
beneath thick lashes. Still him, but changed, as it progressed more and more with each passing 
hour. 

 

Sweat beading on his brow, Dimar scanned the fray for Asher, who was uncharacteristically 
missing from the frontline of battle. His heart lurched when he spotted the transformed figure. 
“Asher, mate... is that you?” His voice rumbled with shock, eyes tracing the forest-green skin 
and delicate features that vaguely resembled his old friend. 



 

Asher’s transformation had crept over him slowly, each change a private struggle until now, 
exposed by Dimar’s gaze. His long, wavy black hair framed a face both alien and familiar, 
yellow eyes wide with vulnerability. “It’s... me,” he whispered, voice softer, laced with a tremor 
as he braced for rejection. 

 

Dimar’s blunt features softened, a rare, heartfelt grin breaking through. “Don’t care what you 
look like, you’re still our Asher. We’ve got your back, always.” His words, gruff yet warm, melted 
the knot of fear in his chest. 

 

Upon rejoining the party, Venra and Cora felt similar waves of panic and awe. In two long 
strides, Venra closed the distance between her and Asher. She didn’t speak, just looked. Her 
gaze traced the length of him and his delicate features, his height now nearly as short as Cora. 

 

“Asher... beloved,” Venra said, but the name faltered on her tongue. She gently cupped Asher’s 
face, her touch comforting and gentle. 

 

Asher stared back, eyes brimming with guilt. “It’s been like this since we left the idol’s chamber. 
I didn’t want to worry any of you, thought I could hide it, but it’s happening faster now,” he said 
softly, voice quieter than usual. It hadn’t shifted pitch yet, but it was close. He turned his hands 
over in front of him, studying the length of his fingers. “I feel it in my bones. In my skin. Every 
second.” 

 

Venra leaned in, tenderly pressing her lips to Asher’s. She felt him push into it, before pulling 
away. “Don’t worry, beloved. I will find a way to undo this,” She vowed, her scholar’s resolve 
shining through. “The guild archives will have answers. You’re still you, and I will always be at 
your side.” 

 

Dimar turned away to give Asher and Venra space, muttering something about his eagerness to
return to camp and just pass out. Cora grinned and followed, but not without casting another 
glance over her shoulder. 

 

The silence around Asher and Venra stretched long and still, as the two remained in the 
clearing while Dimar and Cora moved on ahead of them. 

 



“My love,” Asher said quietly. 

 

Venra’s attention turned to Asher. 

 

Asher’s voice trembled, “If I become someone else... If I lose everything-” 

 

“You won’t,” Venra interrupted, words full of certainty. 

 

“But if I do... promise me you’ll find me in here.” Asher pleaded. 

 

Venra cupped Asher’s cheek again, bending over to lean her forehead to his. “I won’t have to,” 
she whispered. “Because we’ll always be together. Even if your identity changes. Even if your 
shape changes. You’re still my heart and soul.” 

 

Asher breathed in deeply. For the first time since touching the idol, he allowed himself to feel at 
peace, to believe Venra’s words. Fingers entwining, he took Venra by the hand as they both 
tried to catch up with the rest of the party. 

 

The flickering flame of the familiar firepit was a welcoming sight, as the adventurers finally made
it back to camp. Each of them felt spent, having exhausted all their energy from the long, 
chaotic, day that was nearly behind them. Asher broke away from the rest of the party, 
wandering towards the nearby stream. He knelt beside it, staring at his reflection. 

The moonlight caught the dark silk of his hair, now impossibly long and tangled from battle. His 
green skin looked almost luminous in the water’s surface, the sharp points of his ears barely 
breaching through the thick strands that refused to stay tucked behind them. His face, he barely 
recognized it. The bones beneath had softened, his nose was more refined, his chin narrow. Yet
the reflection stared back with the same weariness. The same weight behind the eyes, his. 

 

Stepping back into the center of camp, Asher addressed his friends, “Thank you for your 
support, everyone. Let’s get some well-earned rest tonight. We’ll head to the nearest guild 
shortly after dawn.” Asher announced, the party nodding in agreement. As the others drifted 
towards their tents, Cora stopped Asher. 

 



“You know,” the Cora started, nudging Asher with a toe, “We’re about the same size now.” 

 

Asher groaned, “Don’t remind me.” 

 

Cora smirked, stepping aside and jerking her thumb towards her tent. “Come on. I’ve got a few 
spare sets that should fit much better than those drapes you’re currently wearing. Might even 
find something that fits.” 

 

Asher followed, grateful for Cora’s practicality. The halfling’s tent was cramped, lit by a flickering
lantern that cast soft shadows. Cora rummaged through her gear, producing a tan tunic and 
brown pants, their cut simple yet snug. “Try these. Shouldn’t ride too high if you tuck the waist,” 
she explained, handing them over with a shy smile. 

 

Asher nodded, pleased. “Thanks, Cora. Seriously.” 

 

“No problem,” Cora replied, heading to the tent’s entrance. “Go ahead and change. I’ll be just 
outside.” 

 

Asher stripped off the ill-fitting armor and tunic with a soft grunt, trying not to tangle his hair in 
the process. Laid bare, his back was to Cora, but the flicker of firelight outside the tent wall cast 
just enough silhouette to display the contours of his altered form, slim waist, narrow shoulders, 
faint hints of muscle softening under his green skin. 

 

Cora couldn’t help but peak into the tent, just once, just enough. A flicker of heat stirred in her 
chest, unexpected and sharp. She looked away immediately, scolding herself inwardly. He’s 
your friend. This is Asher. Don’t be weird. 

 

Tugging the halfling-sized tunic down over his head, Asher was surprised that it fit so snuggly. It
wasn’t perfect, but close enough that he didn’t feel like a child playing dress-up anymore. He 
chuckled to himself, “Feels way better than swimming in cloth and plate.” 

 

Stepping out, Cora admired Asher’s new attire. “Told you. Goblin size has its perks.” 

 



Asher laughed, the tension in his shoulders finally loosening. He stepped forward and offered 
his hand. “Thanks again, for the clothes and for not freaking out.” 

 

Cora took it. Asher’s hand was warm. “You’re still you,” she said simply. “Just with better hair. 
Now get some sleep already!” 

 

With a final grin, Asher slipped away toward the larger tent that he still shared with Venra. The 
flap was already open. Venra stood just inside, brushing her hair out with long, patient strokes. 
He ducked in, closing the flap behind him. She turned, eyes drifting over his new outfit as he 
entered, taking in the snug fit, the bare green feet peeking out from beneath the borrowed 
trousers. 

 

“Better?” she asked. 

 

Asher nodded. “Much.” 

 

Venra set the brush aside and stepped closer, placing her hands gently on Asher’s shoulders. 
“You look... peaceful.” 

 

“I feel lighter,” Asher admitted. “Still strange. Still unsure, but lighter.” 

 

Venra pulled Asher in close, her arms enveloping Asher. Her warmth, scented with lavender 
and magic, soothed the chaos in his mind. Embracing one another, their tent became a 
sanctuary, the night’s uncertainties fading as love and trust held them close. She placed a 
tender kiss on his forehead, as the two curled up on their shared bedroll, Asher’s smaller form 
pressing easily into Venra’s side as sleep came slowly but surely. 

 

Night clung to the camp like a velvet curtain, the world still and silent outside the canvas of 
Asher and Venra’s shared tent. Inside, their bodies lay tangled beneath a shared blanket, the air
warm from breath and proximity. His head rested against her shoulder, her steady breathing a 
quiet lullaby in the dark. 

 



Sleep, however, didn’t last, as Asher’s body began to feel increasingly restless. It began with a 
low, burning heat deep in his core. He shifted under the blanket, groggy, sweat slicking his 
back. The warmth intensified, radiating out from his spine, up his neck, down into his hips. 

 

Asher groaned softly, blinking up into darkness. The sensation wasn't pain, it was pressure, 
pulsing, alive, like something beneath his skin wanted out. Then the change began, bones 
crackling and shifting, as if they were breaking and mending instantaneously. His hips, 
previously narrow, now flared outward, becoming a wider, more inviting vision. His hands 
worked their way down to touch his once-lean waist as it vanished, replaced by a curvaceous 
and seductive outline. 

 

The mystical forces that were morphing and shaping Asher became more intense, aggressive. 
His muscles rearranged, growing more supple as they receded to make way for feminine 
curves. His ribcage began to flatten, molding itself into a more delicate shape. Shifting his once 
narrow shoulders, they gave way to gentle slopes that beckoned the touch of others. The 
transition was as much a rebirth as it was a transformation, forging a new being from the ashes 
of the old. 

 

As if summoned by an unseen hand, Asher’s once-firm chest descended. The two modest 
mounds began to swell, pushing against the soft fabric of the tunic, filling roughly a handful each
in size. The nipples that adorned each breast became erect, sensitive to even the slightest 
graze. His hands instinctively traveled up to his chest, cupping the newfound flesh with a 
mixture of wonder and disbelief. With a light squeeze, the jolt of pleasure caused a low, needy 
moan to brush past his lips. 

 

Asher clutched the bedroll, trembling as his face pulled forward into further unfamiliar softness. 
His face was already delicate from his previous change, but the latest shift only made his 
features even more alluringly feminine. His nose reshaped, smaller and pert. His lips tingled, 
then plumped, full and kissable, swelling with every erratic breath. His jaw fully rounded, erasing
the last hint of masculinity from his appearance. 

 

Beneath the tent, the air grew thick with a potent, arousing scent. The idol’s magic wasn’t just 
altering Asher’s physicality, it was also causing him to release a potent pheromone that seeped 
into the unconscious minds of the camp. He writhed in his bedroll, moaning louder as the 
pleasure and pressure became too much to bear. The heat that had been building within him 
grew into an all-consuming inferno. Trickles of sweat rolled down his face as the changes drew 
ever closer to making him a full-bodied woman. 

 



Organs deep in Asher's groin began to twist and shift, a strange tension building as muscle and 
tissue reconfigured with fluid, alien intent. The firm sac of his testicles, once taut and masculine,
drew inward, melting into his core with a heated pulse. As they vanished into his body, they 
reshaped into a womb, while his testicles stretched and reformed, blooming into a pair of 
delicate ovaries. 

 

At the same time, his cock, once proud and twitching, quivered as it began to shrink, the skin 
softening, drawing inward with each rhythmic throb. The tip of it dulled, then puckered, until 
what remained was a tender, pearl-like nub, shimmering slightly with moisture. Around it, the 
flesh rose and rounded into a smooth, feminine mound, supple and warm. From its center, two 
fleshy folds unfurled like petals kissed by spring rain, peeling open slowly, revealing the 
glistening pearl beneath, now the focus of an entirely new kind of pleasure. 

 

Asher screamed, thighs clamping together as her first orgasm hit, sharp and overwhelming, 
nothing like she’d ever known. She writhed, hips bucking against the air. The transformation 
was complete. 

 

No longer the man she had been, Asher now breathed as a goblin woman, small, lean, and 
flushed with heat. Her chest heaved, each frantic inhale paired with a soft, needy whimper that 
cut through the silence of the night like a song of yearning. The wet ache between her thighs 
continued to pulse with an almost unbearable need, her body tingling from head to toe with the 
aftershocks of ecstasy and change. 

 

The symphony of sinful sounds shattered the stillness of the night, rousing Venra from her 
peaceful slumber. Her eyes blinked open, shaking off the haze of sleep as she sat up swiftly in 
her bedroll. Disoriented at first, the dreamlike moans echoed again, tugging her attention toward
the other side of the bedroll. Her gaze landed on the figure writhing in candlelight, and in an 
instant, the realization struck, Asher had changed yet again. 

 

The form before Venra was undeniably feminine, small, with smooth curves that glistened with 
arousal in the fire’s flicker. Her breath hitched, caught between shock and desire as the scent of
pheromones hit her nose and engulfed her senses. Her mind, usually calm, analytic, scholarly, 
was clouded by the raw, primal allure of the moment. Without a word, she crawled forward, her 
loose robes falling open, exposing the soft swell of her own luscious slopes and the delicate 
skin beneath. 

 

Asher’s eyes met hers, wide, glowing, filled with awe and aching lust. Her body quivered, still 
overwhelmed by the hypersensitive storm it had become. She sees me… she wants me, Asher 



thought, her heart pounding, heavy with newfound hunger and something deeper, something 
tender. 

 

Venra moved with slow, deliberate grace, like a priestess approaching a sacred flame as the 
firelight danced along her skin. Venra and Asher’s eyes remained locked, a silent conversation 
blooming in the space between them. A small smile tugged at Venra’s lips, gentle and inviting. 

 

Asher’s hand drifted toward her aching mound, hesitant, shaky with need. Before she could 
make contact, Venra reached out, placing her hand atop Asher’s, her touch firm but supportive. 
Without a word, she guided Asher’s fingers downward, until they grazed the swollen pearl at the
heart of her new sex. 

 

A gasp escaped Asher, her lips parting as the jolt of pleasure lit up her spine. Her moan was 
low, breathy, the sound of a body discovering itself for the first time. Venra leaned in, her lips 
meeting Asher’s in a kiss that began soft but quickly deepened. Their mouths opened in 
tandem, tongues intertwining in a dance of shared hunger. Venra’s hand slipped away, allowing 
Asher to explore freely, each delicate stroke of her fingers drawing fresh waves of bliss. 

 

As Asher writhed beneath the touch of her own hand, Venra reached beneath the loose hem of 
Asher’s tunic. The elf's palm found the curve of the goblin’s breast, soft, supple, still in the midst 
of blooming. The sensation was breathtaking. Asher arched against her lover, fingers dipping 
into the slick folds of her own honeypot, mapping its every ridge and tremble with blissful awe. 

 

Venra’s thumb brushed the nipple as her fingers enveloped Asher’s breast. Beneath the elf’s 
touch, the flesh responded. It swelled, mounding fuller with each passing heartbeat. The areola 
widened, darkening slightly as if kissed by shadow. Venra’s fingers splayed, adjusting to the 
new size, spreading her grip as she cupped the plumping breast more fully. 

 

Asher’s breath quickened, her chest rising and falling in rapid rhythm. Each brush of Venra’s 
fingertips across the growing peak made her shudder. The goblin’s other hand continued its 
exploration between her legs, coaxing more slickness from her sex as moans spilled freely from 
her parted lips. The rhythm of the lovers’ passion fed the magic in the air, the unseen energy of 
the idol pulsing stronger with every beat of their joined desire. 

 

Venra slowly pulled away from Asher’s greedy, trembling lips, a glistening thread of saliva 
connecting them before it broke. She leaned back onto her knees, her breath coming in soft, 
shallow waves, emerald eyes fixed with fascination on the transformation still unfolding. The 



flickering candlelight danced across Asher’s chest, casting fleeting glimpses of gold over her 
tightening tunic. 

 

Beneath the straining fabric, Asher’s breasts expanded, inch by inch, pushing outward, filling 
her tunic until they nearly doubled in size. The soft rise of her chest swelled into full, glorious 
mounds, the gentle curves deepening with each heartbeat. Her cleavage became a canyon of 
taut flesh, the tunic creaking audibly under the tension. The outline of her stiffening nipples was 
clearly visible now, straining against the cloth like they were pleading to be touched. 

 

The pressure built, unbearable, until finally the seams of the tunic began to surrender. First a 
stitch popped, then another. A jagged line tore open over her chest, thread snapping and curling
like frayed nerves. With a sudden rip, the fabric burst apart, splitting wide to expose the full, 
glorious swell of Asher’s breasts. They spilled free, heavy and pendulous, swaying slightly from 
the force of their release, each bounce a reminder of their undeniable presence. 

 

Asher cried out, sharp and hungry, the sight and feel of her own body was too much. Her new 
breasts jiggled with every shuddering breath, the nipples a deep dark moss green and achingly 
hard, glistening slightly in the warm air. She reached for them, planning to add to her growing 
pleasure, only to pause, captivated by the gleam in Venra’s eyes. 

 

Venra’s lips parted in a breathy, involuntary squeal of delight, her elven features shimmering 
with heat. Without waiting another moment, she leaned down, her eyes fixated on the tense bud
of Asher’s left nipple. Venra kissed it first, a slow, devoted brush of lips against sensitive flesh, 
then took it into her mouth, warm, wet, and incredibly soft. She suckled gently at first, teasing it 
with the tip of her tongue, then deeper, with growing fervor, drawing sharp cries from Asher with 
each flick and pull. 

 

Asher’s hand drifted up, fingers threading through the elf’s silver hair, gently stroking the silken 
strands. Her other hand moved to the small of Venra’s back, gripping it firmly, feeling the flex of 
muscle and the delicious heat radiating from where their bodies touched. She pressed her palm 
flat, urging Venra closer, needing to feel her fully, mouth, breath, weight, everything. 

 

Every tug of Venra’s lips around her nipple sent fresh waves of bliss spiraling through Asher’s 
new body. Her nerves lit up with every suck, every swirl of tongue. Her back arched on its own, 
chest thrusting forward into that eager mouth, hips grinding against nothing, chasing the building
ache between her thighs. The pleasure was more than physical, it was primal, rooted in her 
rebirth, in the intoxicating thrill of being wanted so completely in her new skin. 

 



Asher’s breathing came faster, each shallow draw desperate with need. The sounds of her 
pleasure, soft moans, sharp cries, trembling whimpers, mingled with Venra’s low, throaty sighs. 
The magic pulsed around Asher, invisible but undeniable, curling around her limbs like warm 
silk. 

 

Thighs thickened beneath Asher, softening and swelling with sensual promise. Each moment 
added fresh curves, sculpting her into a voluptuous shape. The flesh plumped, supple and 
smooth, thighs brushing together with every twitch of pleasure. They spread outward in lush 
arcs, gaining a decadent, enticing fullness that warranted worship. 

 

Asher let out a sharp huff as her body raised slightly from her bedroll, her hips bowing with the 
force building behind her. Her rear billowed outward, a slow, sensual blossoming of flesh. Her 
ass expanded with lush, pliant mass, rounding and lifting as the curve of her hips deepened. 
Her waist narrowed by contrast, carving out the full, tempting shape of an hourglass figure. 

 

Venra's scholarly mind momentarily short-circuited, overwhelmed by the sheer sensuality of her 
lover’s metamorphosis. It was a sight both divine and obscene, like watching sordid fantasies 
take shape in real time. Heat coiled low in her belly, and a flush crept up her neck as she 
realized she was biting her lip, utterly captivated. Goddess help me, she thought. 

 

The transformation had no mercy on Asher's clothing. Just as her tunic had failed to contain her 
breasts, her pants now struggled in vain to cling to her newly swollen form. The seams along 
her hips groaned, threads pulling tight as her ass claimed more space. Then, with a sudden rip, 
the fabric surrendered, splitting apart at the sides. The tattered remnants slipped down her 
thighs and pooled uselessly beneath her, leaving Asher gloriously exposed, bare, glistening, 
and glowing with heat. 

  

Asher bellowed a blissful cry, high-pitched, breathless, undeniably feminine. The sound 
resonated in the air, marking the culmination of her transformation. Her entire body quivered in 
anticipation, like an instrument vibrating with unplayed music. The magic of the idol crackled 
along her skin, illuminating her from within. Asher looked up at Venra with wide eyes, wonder 
and lust battling for dominance in her gaze. 

 

Only then did it hit Asher, she was fully exposed. Her clothes were little more than scraps 
scattered across the bedroll, her new body laid bare to the cool kiss of the night air and the 
heated stare of her lover. “Venra,” Asher panted, her voice breathy and sweet, barely rising 
above the rhythm of her ragged breathing. “We should probably… get rid of the rest of this.” She
gestured weakly at the shreds of cloth clinging to her curves, a smile tugging at the corners of 
her lips. 



 

Venra’s eyes glittered with hunger as she drank in the sight of Asher’s delicious form. The elf’s 
smile turned playful, sultry, as she leaned closer. Her fingers moved delicately, brushing aside 
the final bits of Asher’s torn tunic. She dragged her fingertips slowly across the tops of Asher’s 
breasts, sending tremors through the goblin’s spine. 

 

“And these,” Venra whispered, her voice silky, as she tugged gently at the last shreds of cloth 
clinging to Asher’s hips. The fabric gave way easily, falling aside in limp resignation. Asher now 
lay completely bare, her luscious, newly formed body glimmering with a fine sheen of sweat and
candlelight. Her skin looked impossibly soft, glowing with magical vitality, her form a 
masterpiece shaped by carnal passion itself. 

 

Venra took a breath, then began to undress herself, peeling away her robe and letting it fall to 
the earth. In moments, she joined Asher in shared vulnerability, two naked bodies bathed in the 
tent's glow. The air between them shimmered with tension, and Venra’s hands eagerly sought 
the warm invitation of Asher’s skin. 

 

Venra's palms traced the swell of breasts still flushed from earlier pleasure, the narrow curve of 
Asher’s waist, and the generous expanse of her hips. Each touch drew a breathy sigh, each 
caress igniting a trail of goosebumps. Venra leaned in and captured Asher’s lips once more, 
their kiss deep and lingering, tongues dancing in a rhythm older than magic. 

 

As their mouths parted, Venra remained close, her eyes tracing the lines of Asher’s body with 
reverent hunger. Her fingers returned to the perfect roundness of Asher’s breasts, brushing 
against the hardened peaks of her nipples. The magic of the idol responded to the intimacy, its 
energy thick in the air, no longer chaotic, but focused, as if drawn to the connection blooming 
between them. 

 

Venra inhaled sharply as the warmth of that magic poured into her, flowing through her chest 
and down her limbs like heated wine. The mystical energies stirred her fantasies, whispering 
promises she hadn’t dared speak aloud, and in that moment, she realized something powerful, 
the idol wasn’t finished. It had more to offer, and more to take, but this time it was Venra’s turn 
to feel its influence. 

 

A sudden tingling bloomed at the center of Venra’s chest, sharp enough to steal her breath. She
sputtered, eyes wide as the sensation intensified, spreading outward in a warm, pulsing wave. 
The elven sorceress clutched at her breast, her lean frame trembling as her body succumbed to
the unseen force now gripping her. 



 

What’s happening to me? The question barely surfaced in Venra's mind before it was drowned 
in pleasure. The idol’s magic had taken root, and now it twisted through her with unstoppable 
momentum. Her flawless skin blushed and stretched, reshaping beneath the arcane energy that
flowed like wildfire through her veins. 

 

Venra’s breasts, always elegant and alluring in their proportion, began to swell. At first, it was 
subtle, a gentle fullness, a teasing curve, but then the pace quickened. The soft mounds pushed
outward, filling her hands and quickly spilling over them. She whimpered, half in surprise and 
half in raw arousal, as her nipples grew taut and tender, swelling until each one was the size of 
a ripe cherry, deeply pink, painfully stiff. 

 

As the seconds passed, her breasts ballooned with supernatural speed, the magic feeding on 
her buried desires. They jiggled with each shift of her posture, mesmerizing in their weight and 
bounce. When she moved, they slapped softly against her chest, creating a lewd, delicious 
rhythm that left her breathless. She watched, transfixed, as her breasts grew to rival the size of 
melons, then surpassed them. They only stopped when each orb was roughly the size of her 
own head, incredibly heavy, impossibly soft. 

 

Asher, still kneeling beside Venra’s bedroll, could only stare in breathless awe as her lover's 
once-slender frame blossomed into a living embodiment of fertility. The elf’s ass increased with 
decadent fullness, rounding into a plush, heart-shaped swell. Her thighs thickened to match, 
pillowy and strong, framing her sex as her outer lips plumped up, fleshy, flushed, and visibly 
engorged with arousal. A subtle softness from a slight increase in weight spread across her 
whole body, every curve exaggerated with divine intent, as if sculpted by some carnal goddess’s
hand. She was no longer just an elf, she was an icon of sensual power, ripe and radiant. 

 

The night around them grew thick with heat, their shared passion tangling with the magic like 
vines in bloom. The moment Venra’s transformation reached its climax, Asher surged forward, a
burst of energy rising from the depths of her need. She rose from the bedroll, hips swaying, her 
figure bouncing with each step. 

 

Asher’s breath hitched. “Gods… you’re divine,” she purred, her voice dripping with carnal 
craving. “I want to sink into those breasts and never come up.” 

 

Venra’s smile curved wickedly, her face burning, radiant. “Then don’t,” she cooed. “I want you 
wrapped around me. I want to feel you dripping all over my skin.” 



 

As Asher closed the distance, Venra’s heart pounded in her chest like a drum. She didn’t even 
have time to react before Asher’s hands were on her shoulders, firm and commanding, pushing 
her down onto the bedroll. Venra let out a startled breath as she landed, her massive breasts 
bouncing and swaying in waves. She barely had time to inhale before Asher climbed atop her, 
straddling her hips with thick, muscular thighs. 

 

Asher lifted one of Venra’s legs over the goblin’s shoulder, spreading the elf wide. Then, with no
hesitation, Asher pressed her slick, dripping pussy against Venra’s own. The contact was 
electric, soft, hot, wet flesh meeting with perfect pressure. The slickness of their arousal mingled
instantly, creating a lewd, intoxicating friction that made both women wail in unison. 

 

Venra curled off the ground, her spine bowing as pleasure crashed through her like lightning. 
Their clits rubbed, ground together with each delicious movement. Every grind, every thrust was
answered by a breathless gasp or a broken moan. They moved like tide and moon, inevitable, 
natural, perfect. 

 

“Feels like old times, doesn’t it, my love?” Asher panted, voice husky with hunger, her hips 
rolling in deep, steady circles. Her words dripped with heat and affection. 

 

Venra’s head rolled back, silver hair fanned out around her face. Her mouth opened on a 
ragged moan before she managed to whisper, “It’s… different, beloved. More… intense. Your 
curves, our forms... Gods, it’s like our bodies were made to fit together now.” She clutched at 
Asher’s ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh, urging her to move harder, deeper. “We’re more 
connected than ever before.” 

 

Asher and Venra lost themselves in rhythm. Skin slapped against skin, as wetness smeared 
across thighs. The atmosphere was blanketed with the scent of sweat, magic, and musk. The 
two lovers moved in a primal dance, experiencing pleasures they never thought possible. 

 

Euphoria crested on the horizon, tightening in Asher’s core like a diamond pressed. Her grinding
became frantic, more desperate, her hips slapping wetly against Venra’s with every needy 
thrust. Their soaked folds met in rhythmic friction, each movement sending a fresh bolt of 
pleasure through both women. Venra’s breath hitched with every grind, her moans sharp, 
uncontrolled, her back arching off the bedroll as she cried out in bliss. 

 



Asher’s thighs trembled with effort and longing, her face twisted in ecstasy as she gasped, 
“Venra… I can feel it... I’m so close,” her voice ragged, soaked in aching need. 

 

Venra’s mind was a haze of white-hot pleasure, her senses overwhelmed by the slick slap of 
their bodies, the heated press of Asher’s weight, and the pulsing swell of her own orgasm 
gathering in her core. “Cum with me,” she whispered, voice trembling as her hips rose to meet 
Asher’s. “Let’s fall apart together.” The words clung in the air like a spell, and then it broke. 

 

Asher let out a guttural, breathless cry as the final thrust sent her over the edge. Her body 
bucked wildly, her back arching, hips grinding in frenzied pulses. Her clit throbbed, swollen and 
slick, as waves of orgasm tore through her with almost painful intensity. Her nipples scraped 
against Venra’s abdomen, taut and hypersensitive, and her breath came in choked sobs of 
release. 

 

Venra’s body tensed beneath Asher, her own climax crashing in seconds after. The elf’s pussy 
spasmed against Asher’s grinding sex, the contraction of muscles pulling them closer together 
as if their bodies refused to part. Venra’s thighs clamped tightly around the goblin’s hips, 
trembling as her orgasm sent her spiraling. “Ahh... fuck, yes, gods, Asher!” she cried, her fingers
digging into Asher’s back, leaving crescents on damp skin. 

 

Their shared pleasure reached its zenith, wet, wild, consuming. Asher rode the high as her 
pussy clenched around Venra’s in fluttering waves, both lost in the fierce magic of it all. For a 
moment, there was no world beyond the friction, the moans, the heat, and the sacred collision of
two transformed bodies. 

 

At last, Asher collapsed atop Venra, spent and gasping, their sweat-slicked skin sticking 
deliciously together. Their breasts pressed close, their legs entangled, trembling from exertion. 
The final tremors of orgasm faded slowly, leaving only the thundering of hearts and the soft hum
of arcane energy still lingering in the air. 

 

Asher lifted her head with effort, her eyes locking with Venra’s. In them, she saw everything, 
desire, awe, joy, and something deeper still. Their lips met in a soft, slow kiss, all fire now turned
to glowing embers, tender and full of unspoken promises. 

 

When they parted, Venra reached up to brush a damp lock of hair from Asher’s cheek. Her 
voice was quiet, reverent. “You’re so… so beautiful, beloved.” The words trembled on her lips, 
fragile and real. She wasn’t sure how this moment had come to be, but she knew, without a 



shadow of doubt, she’d never been so full, so satisfied. Not just from magic or lust, but from 
something richer, connection, completion. 

 

With a contented sigh, Asher curled against the elf’s side. Their bodies fit perfectly now, their 
new curves complementing each other like puzzle pieces long separated. Asher’s arm slid 
around Venra’s waist, possessive in gesture but gentle in touch, pulling her close, a quiet claim 
of comfort and intimacy rather than dominance. 

 

The night wind whispered through the gaps in the tent’s fold, carrying the scent of pine and 
damp earth. It cooled their flushed skin, kissing the places their bodies didn’t touch. Asher’s 
sensitive ears twitched at each rustle of leaves and creak of tree limbs, but for once, she didn’t 
feel the need to flee or fight. Venra lay still beneath her, body relaxed, and though her elven 
reflexes remained sharp, they too surrendered to the safety of the moment as they drifted off to 
sleep. 

 

The first rays of dawn slipped through the seams of the tent, painting golden lines across bare 
skin and tangled bedding. Heat, sweat, and the fading scent of raw passion still lingered within 
the space. Asher stirred first, blinking slowly, her cheek resting against flesh too plush to belong 
to the elven scholar she’d known the day before. Her legs pressed against Venra’s thighs, 
basking in their shared warmth and earthy scent. 

 

Asher’s body curved in strange, delicious ways. Her thighs throbbed, her hips tingled, and her 
newly awakened center still pulsed softly with memory. A low, satisfied hum slipped from her 
throat. 

 

Venra shifted, murmuring something in Elvish, her arm pulling Asher tighter before her eyes 
fluttered open. When they met her lover’s, she smiled, not with surprise, but certainty. 

 

“Still here?” Venra asked, voice scratchy with sleep. 

 

Asher nodded, brushing her nose against Venra’s. “In more ways than one.”  

 

Venra kissed her softly. “Good.” 

 



They lay like that for a few minutes, wordless, breathing each other in. Then reality began to 
seep back in, cold as the morning dew.  

 

“What do we say to the others?” Asher inquired. 

 

Venra’s fingers traced circles across Asher’s bare back. “The truth. Or a version of it. Whatever 
you need.”  

 

Asher hesitated, then sat up, letting the blanket fall. Her green skin glowed in the dim morning 
light, hair wild, breasts full and heavy, thighs parted and gleaming. “I’m not hiding.”  

 

Reaching for her old human clothes, Asher found that they were now humorously inadequate for
her transformed form. The once-loose shirt now clung stubbornly to her ample bosom, the fabric
stretched taut across her full, generous curves. She slipped it over her head with some effort, 
gasping softly as the cotton skimmed her hypersensitive nipples. The sensation drew a shiver 
down her spine, a quiet delight flickering in her eyes. 

 

Asher’s trousers were no better. What had once sagged comfortably now clung desperately to 
her widened hips and plush thighs. She gave them a firm tug, grunting as she worked the 
waistband past the swell of her rear. The effort left her panting slightly, but victorious. Still, the 
legs bunched awkwardly at her ankles, far too long now for her goblin stature. 

 

Venra chuckled softly, watching the struggle with fond amusement. “Give me those,” she said, 
kneeling beside Asher. With practiced fingers and a few clever folds, she rolled and secured the
hems just above Asher’s ankles with a bit of twine from her pack. “Not perfect, but at least now 
you won’t trip over yourself.” 

 

Asher looked down at herself, her shirt pulling at the buttons, her pants snug in all the wrong 
places, and laughed. “It will have to do, for now,” she muttered, smirking. 

 

Venra’s smile lingered as she rose to dress herself. Her own robes, while more forgiving, now 
clung to her in places that hadn’t existed yesterday. Her once-slender figure had blossomed into
a sensuous, hourglass shape. The loose fabric now hugged her ample breasts, the curve of her 
waist, and the gentle sway of her hips as she moved. Every motion felt foreign, yet thrilling. 

 



Once dressed, the two lovers exchanged a lingering glance, soft, full of affection, and stepped 
out of the tent together. The morning sun cast golden light across the forest clearing, dappling 
their skin with warmth. 

 

At the fire, Dimar sat cross-legged, humming tunelessly as he stirred a pot filled with venison 
and vegetables. The smell of roasted meat mixed with the pine of the forest lingered in the air. 
He didn’t notice Asher and Venra at first, until his eyes caught a hint of movement and turned. 
He froze. 

 

Dimar’s jaw dropped, his tusks slightly parted as he gawked at the pair. Without taking his eyes 
off them, he reached for the nearest object, a small onion, and chucked it at the table where 
Cora sat scribbling notes. 

 

“Hey,” he hissed. “You need to see this.” 

 

Cora jolted, catching the onion as it bounced into her lap. She scowled up at Dimar, then 
followed his gaze. Her eyes landed on the duo, and stayed there. The book in her hands slipped
from her fingers, pages fluttering like startled birds. Her breath hitched. She raised a hand to her
mouth, eyes wide, cheeks burning crimson. 

 

Venra’s robes outlined every inch of her newly lush figure, her bosom rising like proud peaks 
beneath the fabric. Asher, meanwhile, looked like someone had stuffed twice the woman into 
half the clothes. Their hair tousled, lips still slightly kiss-bruised, they exuded an unmistakable 
air of recently-sated passion, and something more primal, radiant. 

 

Dimar blinked, then rubbed his eyes. “That’s... not how you looked yesterday.” 

 

“No shit,” Cora muttered, her voice unsteady as she bent to retrieve her book. She clutched it to 
her chest like a shield. “The idol. It did this, didn’t it?” She muttered to herself, then turned to 
Dimar, their eyes locking in a moment of quiet alarm, awe, and overwhelming curiosity. 

 

Venra and Asher approached the fire slowly, hand in hand, their steps casual but confident. The
morning breeze kissed their cheeks, rustling leaves overhead. Dimar rose to greet them, his 
usual stoic expression faltering as his gaze dropped immediately to the ground, then flicked up, 
then back down again. His ears turned a deeper shade of green, betraying his embarrassment. 



 

Cora stood as well, still clutching her book. She opened her mouth as if to speak, then stopped. 
She looked between them, at the way they moved in sync, at the way their bodies had been 
transformed, perfected, enchanted, and simply shook her head, overwhelmed. 

 

Venra stepped forward, her newfound confidence a stark contrast to her usual reserved 
demeanor. She greeted the two with a warm smile, "Good morning. I hope you both slept well." 

 

Cora’s eyes widened further as they drifted downward, landing on the bundle of torn, stretched 
fabric clutched in Asher’s hand, what remained of the clothes the halfling lent her friend only 
yesterday. The sight of it seemed to anchor the surreal moment in reality. Her lips parted, but no
words came. 

 

With a sheepish grin, Asher held the ruined garments out toward Cora. “Sorry about these,” the 
goblin said with a light chuckle, motioning vaguely to her dramatically altered body. “Things got 
a little… intense. I didn’t exactly mean to explode out of them.” 

 

Cora blinked, color rising swiftly in her cheeks as she accepted the remnants. “Don’t… don’t 
worry about it,” she murmured, carefully folding the scraps as if they might still be salvageable. 
Her eyes kept flicking over Asher’s new form, shorter, curvier, undoubtably goblin, and yet still 
carrying the essence of someone she had trusted for years. 

 

“Are you still… Asher?” Cora asked at last, even though she already knew the answer. The 
question wasn’t about confirmation, it was about comprehension. 

 

Asher’s gaze softened. She met Cora’s eyes and nodded slowly. “Yes,” the goblin began, her 
voice quiet but steady. Then she paused, a name hovering on the edge of her thoughts, 
repeated over and over again. Liana. It echoed with unexpected warmth, like a whisper from the
part of her soul that had already accepted the change. 

 

“…But please, call me Liana,” she said at last, her tone turning resolute. “I’ve made peace with 
this, for now. It’s strange, but it feels… right. At least until we learn how to reverse it.” 

 



Cora’s brows lifted, surprise flitting across her face, but then her expression softened into 
something more tender. “Liana,” she repeated gently, as if testing the sound. “All right. Well 
then, we’ll figure this out. Together.” 

 

Liana smiled, the tension in her shoulders easing. “Thanks, Cora. That means more than I can 
say.” 

 

Before the moment could settle too deeply into sentiment, Dimar wandered over with a swagger
in his step and a grin tugging at the corners of his mouth. He looked Liana up and down with 
theatrical exaggeration, then turned to the rest of the group. 

 

“Yeah! After all, you'll still be that same fearless leader we've come to rely on!” he shouted 
cheerfully. “Only difference now is, you’ve got melons the size of...” He paused dramatically. 
“well... melons.” 

 

Liana groaned, covering her face with one hand as a laugh slipped from her lips. “Really, 
Dimar?” 

 

Dimar only laughed harder, his booming voice startling a nearby flock of birds into flight. “What? 
I’m just stating the obvious!” With a grin, he gave Liana a friendly clap on the back, though his 
enthusiastic strength sent a ripple through her new curves. Her ample breasts bounced against 
her shirt, drawing a chorus of stifled chuckles from around the campfire. 

 

“I swear,” Liana muttered, shaking her head. “One day you’re going to smack me straight into a 
tree.” 

 

“But you’d bounce right off it now,” Dimar quipped without missing a beat, his grin widening. 

 

Cora choked on a laugh, and even Venra let out a soft snort, trying to hide her smirk behind her 
fingers. Liana rolled her eyes, but her cheeks were flushed with laughter more than 
embarrassment now. 

 



Dimar finally gestured toward the sizzling pan over the fire, its savory aroma wafting between 
them. “Anyway, breakfast’s ready. Venison, roasted roots, and some wild mushrooms,” he said 
proudly. “We’ll need full bellies for whatever comes next.” 

 

Venra nodded, stepping up beside Liana and slipping her hand into hers. “He’s right. We have a
lot to discuss… but first, we eat.” 

 

As the group gathered around the fire, a sense of balance slowly returned to the clearing. There
was still uncertainty, still questions left unanswered, but in the warmth of companionship and 
shared laughter, something unspoken solidified. Whatever the idol had changed, it hadn’t 
broken them... and it certainly hadn’t dulled their appetites. 

 

After finishing their meal, the group remained huddled near the campfire, keeping them warm 
during the chilly morning. The air was heavy with anticipation, lingering questions hung between
them like smoke. Then, without warning, a faint hum and soft vibration cut through the stillness. 

 

Venra’s sending stone buzzed to life inside her satchel, making everyone flinch. Liana and Cora
exchanged glances, curious and alert, while Dimar’s brow furrowed in quiet concern. Venra 
reached into her pouch, her fingers fumbling slightly as she drew the smooth stone and read the
brief but urgent message. 

 

Venra’s expression shifted, first surprise, then thoughtful focus. “A colleague. A friend,” she said
softly, glancing up. “Farren, one of the few scholars I trust with something this dangerous. He 
may have answers about the idol, and he’s asked us to bring it to him in Vanadar.” 

 

There was a flicker of cautious hope in Venra’s eyes as she continued, “I believe it’s our best 
chance at understanding what we’re dealing with. He might even help us undo the changes… if 
that’s what we want.” She turned to Dimar, her tone firm but laced with trust. “Your strength, 
your instincts, they’ll be invaluable. Would you mind accompanying me on this journey?” 

 

Dimar stood, no hesitation in his movements. He stepped beside her, towering over the elf with 
a reassuring smile. “You didn’t have to ask. Of course I’m coming. Nobody’s messing with you, 
not while I’m around.” 

 

Venra reached out and squeezed his forearm, her touch brief but full of meaning. “Thank you,” 
she said, her voice low. “We leave shortly. The sooner we get to Vanadar, the sooner we find 



answers.” Her gaze then shifted to Liana. The warmth in her eyes softened into something more
protective. “Liana… I need you to stay here, with Cora. Your body is still adjusting, and the road 
ahead might be dangerous.” Her voice dropped to a near whisper. “I couldn’t bear it if anything 
happened to you...” 

  

Liana opened her mouth to protest, but stopped, the words caught behind the knot in her throat. 
She could see it in Venra’s eyes, not doubt, but love. A desire to shield, not dismiss. She drew a
breath, then nodded, voice thick with emotion. “I understand, my love,” she lamented. “I’ll be 
here. Waiting for you.” 

 

As Venra and Dimar gathered their gear and began preparations, Liana turned to Cora. Her 
hand found the halfling’s arm, her touch gentle but sure. “We’ll make the most of this time,” she 
said. Her voice held a quiet strength now, underlined by vulnerability. “Would probably be a 
good idea to learn this body, as well. Own it.” 

 

Cora nodded, her expression softening. “Of course. I’ll help however I can.” 

 

As the sun beamed directly overhead, Liana watched the treeline as Venra and Dimar 
disappeared into the forest path. Then, with a breath to steady herself, she turned back toward 
the camp. Cora sat near the fire, eyes beaming with excitement, eager to show Liana some 
sketches from previous adventures, in hopes of lifting her spirit. 

 

Several hours pass, the sun beginning its descent, but still no sign of Venra or Dimar. Liana 
repeated to herself that everything was fine, that they just needed more time. She needed 
something to distract herself in the meantime, deciding that this moment was perfect for training.

 

Steadying her mind, trying to get it in tune with her body, Liana decided to practice combat 
maneuvers, hoping to regain some level of normalcy, to readjust her movement and skills 
accordingly. Despite her luscious appearance, Liana was still a warrior and a leader who would 
do anything to protect her friends. That much has remained exactly the same. 

 

Sword in hand, shield on her arm, Liana began to train. Each swing, each step, was a study in 
contrast. The weight of her blade felt different now, not weaker, just redistributed. Her breasts 
bounced against her chest piece with every movement, the friction making her nipples stiffen 
against the fabric despite the worn leather padding. Her hips rolled with each pivot, wider now, 
powerful but distracting. Her rear jiggled with every step, round and full and impossible to 
ignore. 



 

Unbeknownst to Liana, a faint trail of pheromones drifted on the warm breeze, subtle, heady, 
inviting. The scent reached Cora, entering her body and slowly, subtly began to claim her mind. 
She tried to keep her focus on her notes, eyes on the runes she’d been sketching, but her 
concentration faltered the longer she watched Liana. The goblin’s glistening skin, taut across 
her lush curves, shone with sweat. Each flex, each graceful twist, sent ripples through her full 
thighs and rear. Her presence demanded attention. 

 

Cora’s pulse quickened as heat built in her chest, spreading like wildfire. Her fingers 
absentmindedly traced her collarbone, lips slightly parted as thoughts she’d normally suppress 
took root. She’s beautiful. Commanding. Sensual in every move. The logical part of her brain 
screamed for control, but it was drowned out by the rhythm of Liana’s body, the sway of her 
hips, the bounce of her bosom. 

 

With a soft sigh, Cora closed her book, the crack of the spine startlingly loud. She stood, feet 
moving before thought could stop them, drawn toward the woman who now haunted her every 
breath. “Liana…” she called gently. 

 

Liana paused mid-swing, her breathing was short, sharp from exertion. She turned, her eyes 
catching the way Cora approached, slower than usual, her expression unreadable but intense. 
“Yes?” she asked, lowering her blade. 

 

Cora’s voice was low, a shiver of curiosity and want. “Will you tell me what it felt like?” She took 
another step, her eyes dropping briefly to Liana’s full lips. “Becoming... you?” 

 

Liana blinked, caught off-guard by the sudden intimacy in the question. She swallowed and 
leaned slightly on her sword, catching her breath. Her answer came slow, breathy, and layered 
in memory. 

 

“It was… overwhelming. Pain, yes, but not only that. It was like every nerve in my body was 
waking up. Everything was raw. Alive. My skin… burned and begged to be touched. When the 
change took hold, it wasn’t just physical, it was pleasure threaded through every inch of me.” 
Liana shook at the memory. “It was like being undone, then rebuilt into something new, and 
somehow… more.” 

 



Cora swallowed nervously, with a hint of need. She was now only inches away, close enough to
feel the heat radiating off Liana’s sweat-drenched skin. She couldn't stop leering, locked onto 
Liana’s form, dark with curiosity and growing hunger. 

 

“Can you describe the pleasure?” she whispered, her voice like silk drawn over bare skin. 

 

Liana’s fingers tightened around her sword hilt, her breath deepened. Her gaze flicked to Cora’s
lips, then back to her eyes. The question pulsed between them, as much invitation as inquiry. 

 

Cora’s lips inched closer, the charged air between was electric, excitedly awaiting whatever was
to come. Liana’s breath dwelled in her throat, her heart thundering in her chest. She felt the 
fluttering of nerves mingling with a rising urge, but made no move to stop the halfling. She 
opened her mouth to speak, “W-well, the one th-” 

 

But the rest of Liana’s words were lost as Cora’s lips met hers in a fervent, breath-stealing kiss. 

 

The full, tender curves of Liana’s mouth molded against Cora’s with eager heat. The passion 
ignited between them like dry tinder catching flame. Cora’s hands slid to Liana’s waist, pulling 
her close until their bodies pressed flush. Her other hand rose to comb through Liana’s thick, 
wavy locks, fingers curling around the silken strands. 

 

Liana yelped softly against Cora’s mouth as her painfully stiff nipples rubbed against the leather 
of her chestpiece, the pressure only heightening her arousal. The kiss deepened, Cora’s tongue
brushing against the goblin’s lips in a silent question, and Liana parted them willingly. Their 
tongues met in a slow, hungry dance, tasting, exploring, learning from one another. 

 

Cora’s hands drifted behind Liana, fumbling for the straps of her armor with practiced urgency. 
Liana, breathless and tingling from the kiss, let her sword and shield fall to the ground in a loud 
clatter, echoing through the hushed campsite. Her gaze never left Cora’s, pupils dilated, her 
expression openly aching with thirst. 

 

With care and reverence, Cora eased the chestpiece from Liana’s body, letting it fall aside. 
What lay beneath stole her breath. Liana’s tunic clung to her skin, soaked with sweat and 
stretched across her bountiful breasts, now clearly too full for the thin, overworked fabric. Cora’s
touch traced the outline of those swollen mounds, fingertips grazing the tender curve and 
coaxing a trembling gasp from Liana. 



 

Cora leaned in, her breath brushing across the damp fabric stretched tight over Liana’s chest. 
Her hands moved with slow intent, palms gliding over the heat of the goblin’s swollen breasts, 
savoring their weight and the way they responded to every touch. Her thumbs teased the stiff 
peaks through the fabric, drawing a trembling moan from Liana’s lips as her back arched in 
invitation. 

 

Pressing a kiss lightly against Liana’s collarbone, Cora let her tongue trace a path towards the 
valley between the goblin’s breasts. Then she paused, fingers slipping beneath the hem of 
Liana’s sweat-soaked tunic. With gentle purpose, she lifted it, inch by inch, until the bountiful 
mounds spilled free, the nipples dark and tempting, glistening slightly with perspiration. 

 

Cora didn’t hesitate, her lips closing around one aching peak, her tongue flicking softly before 
she suckled, slow and steady. Liana gasped, her fingers tightening in Cora’s hair, hips shifting 
beneath her as pleasure surged through her. Cora drank in the reaction, the taste, the heat, 
pulling away only when her breath ran short, her mouth slick, her eyes smoldering. 

 

Cora's hands roamed, ravenous, over Liana’s altered body, wanting to feel every inch of her, 
caressing thighs, squeezing ass, pressing kisses against Liana’s hips as she shuddered with 
barely contained need. Her muscles strained from the tension, her skin humming beneath every
brush of contact. 

 

Liana’s hips bucked forward as Cora’s palms spread across her backside, her plush lips parting 
in a moan so thick with pleasure it bordered on a cry. 

 

“I-I can’t hold still,” Liana sputtered. “It’s too much.” 

 

Cora looked up, her eyes half-lidded, her expression fevered. “Then don’t,” she whispered, 
fingers already trailing down Liana’s swollen thighs. Her hands found the buckle of the trousers 
and undid it with practiced ease, fabric sliding to the ground. 

 

What was revealed beneath made Cora’s breath stick audibly. A dripping mound greeted her, 
bare, slick, and pulsing with heat. The warmth radiating from the goblin’s skin felt primal, 
intoxicating. Cora licked her lips, her voice dropping to a reverent whisper. “Beautiful.” 

 



With slow, deliberate care, Cora’s tongue slid along Liana’s labia, tasting the heat of her elation.
The goblin’s hood pulled back in response, revealing her engorged clit. Liana’s fingers tangled 
in Cora’s hair, her grip tight, wordless. 

Cora’s tongue circled the swollen nub, teasing it, savoring the trembling reactions she drew from
Liana’s body. The halfling closed her lips around it and sucked gently, then harder, her rhythm 
steady but insistent. The goblin's hips jerked, body quaking with every flick and curl of Cora’s 
tongue, each motion pushing Liana higher. 

  

“C-Cora... gods-” Liana’s voice cracked, stifling, nearly broken by the building wave of ecstasy. 

  

Sensing how close she was, Cora suddenly paused, her lips parting from Liana’s soaked sex 
with a teasing grin. Liana whimpered, body quivering, her climax held at the edge like a 
tinderbox ready to explode. Her chest rose and fell in shallow, desperate breaths, nipples rigid 
below the bunched fabric of her tunic, still pushed just underneath her chin. 

 

With deliberate hands, Cora reached up and grasped the hem. She dragged the tunic the rest of
the way off, fully exposing Liana’s glittering body. The heat she was experiencing was nearly 
unbearable, her hips twitching beneath the weight of anticipation. 

 

Without a word, Cora stood just long enough to strip herself bare, shedding each piece of 
clothing until her own skin radiated with arousal. She returned to Liana, with playful purpose, 
and pushed the goblin gently onto her back, her body sinking into the soft earth. The halfling 
climbed atop Liana’s tremulous form, straddling her waist, Cora’s thighs slick and warm. Liana’s 
breath hitched as Cora’s folds pressed against her own, two soaked, swollen sexes meeting 
with slippery heat. The friction was instant, electric. 

 

Their hips began to roll, slow at first, grinding, rubbing, their clits stroking against each other in a
primal cadence. Each movement drew a gasp, a moan, a whispered plea. They moved together
as if following each other’s lead, bodies singing in harmony, each seeking release through the 
other’s touch. 

 

Liana’s eyes rolled back, her body tensing as her climax slammed into her like a crashing tide. 
She cried out, her back arching, every muscle tensing as waves of euphoria wracked her from 
head to toe. Her thighs clenched around Cora, her sex pulsing wildly. 

 



Cora’s own orgasm followed soon after, Liana’s shuddering, convulsing form beneath her was 
too much to resist. The halfling’s hips rocked as a guttural moan tore from her lips. Her body 
locked in place, wracked with aftershocks, her climax spilling through her in hot, overwhelming 
tremors. 

 

They collapsed together, bodies tangled, slick and shaking. Cora lay atop Liana, the halfling 
finding it hard to breathe, heartrate faster than even the quickest steed in the land. Liana’s arms 
wrapped around Cora, cradling her close, their bodies pressed tightly, sharing each other’s 
warmth. 

 

The world felt far away. Only the quiet, rhythmic breathing of two women remained, wrapped 
around each other in delightful bliss. Cora nestled her face into the goblin’s soft chest, rising and
falling with each breath, still warm from exertion. The halfling’s cheeks were pinkish, not from 
exertion now, but from reflection. The things she’d done, the need that had overtaken her, she 
hadn’t planned any of it. It had felt like someone else was also in control. 

 

Liana, sensing the halfling’s hesitance, threaded her fingers gently through Cora’s hair. “It’s 
okay,” she whispered, voice husky but soothing. “This body… it’s changed a lot of things. It’s 
like a charm spell, only stronger. It doesn’t control you, but it does seem to draw others in, 
making them feel very... Well, you get the picture.” 

 

Cora let out a stuffy laugh, both relieved and still burning with residual desire. “Well, whatever it 
is… it’s very effective.” She looked up, her breath still unsteady, but the sincerity in Liana’s eyes
anchored her like a tether in a storm. “It’s just so sudden… and I never thought of you that way 
before,” she admitted softly, cheeks flushed, voice heavy with something between confusion 
and longing. 

 

Liana’s hand traced gentle circles along Cora's back, each motion slow and soothing. “It’s new 
for both of us,” she murmured. “And it’s not just physical. This body, what the idol’s done, it pulls
at my emotions too. I lose control more easily… but maybe that’s not a bad thing.” 

 

Cora felt her guard begin to crumble under the warmth of Liana’s words. She buried her face in 
the goblin’s pillowy chest, and for a moment she simply allowed herself to be held. Her thoughts
quieted. Then a strange pressure stirred low in her abdomen. 

  



It started as a subtle tension, like the twinge of a muscle, but it grew, fast. A slight swell just 
beneath her navel. But it pulsed again, visibly, and with each shallow breath, the curve of her 
belly grew. Her skin flushed pink, her breaths growing shorter, more erratic. 

 

Cora blinked in confusion. “Wh-what do you-” She gasped, clutching at her sides as another 
wave rolled through her. “Oh gods... fuck-”  

 

Liana watched, transfixed, as Cora’s belly swelled outward, slow and sensual, toned stomach 
rounded beneath the halfling’s hands, pushing outward as life itself unfurled from within. Her 
waistband strained, then popped open with a sharp snap, as her shirt began to ride up, 
exposing pale, trembling skin. 

 

Cora’s voice trembled. “I can feel it… inside me. Growing.” 

 

The curve of Cora's belly deepened, pressing against the confines of her clothing with a force 
that seemed almost sentient. Within moments, she looked five months along, then six. The 
outline of a gravid dome claimed her midsection, her breathing quickening with every pulse of 
growth. 

  

Tears prickled at the corners of her eyes as panic and awe warred within her. “I didn’t… we 
didn’t... Liana, what is this?” 

 

Liana scooted closer, her hand now splayed over Cora’s distended belly, the other rising to 
brush the damp fabric clinging to the halfling’s chest. “You’re okay,” she whispered. “I’ve got 
you. Just breathe.” 

 

Cora whimpered, squirming. Her belly now resembled that of a halfling eight months into term, 
round, firm, impossibly fertile. Her thighs spread instinctively wider to accommodate the new 
shape, her body radiating life and raw, physical need. 

 

Surging forward with each heartbeat, Cora’s breasts followed, the flesh soft and heavy, nipples 
darkening and puffing as they fattened. Veins rose just beneath the skin, sensitive and aching. 
The pink tips stiffened, then began to glisten with tiny beads of white. Milk. 

 



Cora cried out, her back arching. “I-I feel full... Liana I feel s-so full...” 

 

“You’re pregnant,” Liana whispered, awestruck. “The magic… it’s still changing you.” 

 

Cora's breasts swelled again, now fully engorged, milk leaking freely, trailing down the supple 
curves. Her nipples throbbed, desperate for relief. Her thighs trembled beneath her as she 
clutched at Liana, eyes wide, chest heaving. “It feels… it feels good, but I don’t understand 
why,” she said, a tear spilling down her cheek. “I’m so full, and it aches, and gods, I want you... 
need you.” 

 

Liana’s heart raced, torn between wonder and protective instinct. She cupped one of Cora’s 
swollen breasts, warm and soft in her hand, milk already dampening her palm. With a gentle, 
reverent kiss, she brought her lips to the aching nipple, her tongue circling the tip before taking it
between her lips. 

 

Cora let out a long, shuddering moan. 

 

The sound sent Liana into a frenzy. She suckled greedily, her mouth wrapping around the thick, 
dripping nipple, her tongue lashing the sensitive flesh as she drank. Warm, rich milk flooded her 
mouth, sweet and decadent. Her fingers dug into Cora’s waist, holding her close, as she nursed 
from the halfling’s altered body. 

 

Cora cradled Liana, fighting to get a word out. “Don’t stop... gods, don’t you dare stop!”  

 

Liana moaned around the nipple, her hips grinding against Cora’s thigh as she fed, drunk on the
taste, the smell, the feel of skin and milk, the swollen fullness. The warmth between her legs 
grew unbearable again, slick and insistent. 

 

Milk dripped from the corner of her mouth. She pulled back only long enough to move to the 
other breast, latching on with equal fervor, suckling hard enough to make Cora tremble with 
another climax. Her body shook violently, her belly jumping with the force of it, and the milk 
came in heavier bursts. 

They were lost again. Not in passion alone, but in something more primal, fertility, lust, 
metamorphosis. Liana licked the milk from Cora’s nipples with devoted care, her fingers 
brushing the stretched dome of her belly. “You’re so beautiful,” she whispered.  



 

Cora was too dazed to answer. 

 

There was a rustle, footsteps, followed by the sharp gasp of someone seeing too much too fast. 
“What in the hells?” Dimar’s voice cut through the trees like an axe. 

 

The voice startled both Cora and Liana, causing them to jerk apart, the goblin's lips freeing from
Cora's breast, coated in her saliva. Cora's hand flew to her engorged breast, covering her now-
empty nipple, while Liana scrambled to her feet, her face flushed with embarrassment. 

 

Venra stood at the edge of the clearing, robes clinging to her curvaceous form, silver hair 
tousled from travel. Her wide, stunned eyes locked on the sight before her, of Liana, nude and 
glistening, perched atop a heavily pregnant, milk-leaking, blissed-out Cora, with both soaked in 
sweat, flushed with recent climax. The elven sorceress’ mouth opened, closed, her expression 
darkened with fury. 

 

Liana scrambled to shield Cora, “Venra, I-”  

  

“You fucked her?” Venra hissed. “While I was gone, while we were risking our lives, you were 
here, screwing your way through the forest like some oversexed wood sprite?!”  

 

Dimar awkwardly looked away, one hand rubbing the back of his neck. “Uh. Should I…?”  

 

“Stay,” Venra snapped.  

 

Liana stood, trembling. “It wasn’t planned,” she said, voice low. “We didn’t mean for it to happen
like this.” 

 

Venra’s eyes blazed. “You didn’t mean to-” She was cut off, mid-sentence, the familiar scent of 
Liana’s pheromones wafting into her nose, the warmth, the ache that bloomed in her core just 
from standing near Liana. Everything clicked in her mind, as her anger wavered. 

 



Venra remembered the night under the tent. How her own restraint had burned away under the 
weight of Liana’s body, the flood of scent and sensation. Her prickling skin, the overwhelming 
need. 

 

She took a slow breath. “Your essence... the pheromones,” she said softly. “They’re not just 
passive, they… pull.” 

 

Liana looked down, ashamed. “I have no control over it. I’m not even aware that I’m releasing 
them until... well....” 

 

Venra sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose, the tension of recent events catching up to her. 
“The idol’s power has made all of us vulnerable,” she said, her tone even but firm. “Our actions 
may not have been entirely our own, and I understand that… but we must be more mindful from 
this point on.” Though her voice carried a note of reprimand, it was softened by unmistakable 
compassion. 

 

Cora exhaled shakily, relief flashing across her flushed features, while Liana’s posture 
slackened as if a great weight had lifted from her back. Venra stepped closer, placing one 
steady hand on Liana’s shoulder, the other resting gently against the round, swell of Cora’s 
magically grown belly. Her eyes moved between them, full of quiet understanding. 

 

“Now,” she said softly, but with authority, “both of you, get dressed. We still have much to 
discuss.” 

 

The two women nodded, subdued and solemn, before slipping away to gather their scattered 
garments. Their movements were quick but cautious, each of them newly aware of the 
generous weight and sway of their altered bodies. Venra and Dimar moved to sit near the fire, 
their faces lit by flickering orange as silence settled between them. 

 

When Liana and Cora returned, clothed once more, they looked both relieved and self-
conscious. Their eyes flicked downward, avoiding each other’s gazes at first. As they took their 
seats, the expressions that greeted them were unreadable, Venra’s steady and pensive, 
Dimar’s shadowed by something more like resignation. 

 

Venra’s voice broke the quiet, weighted now with something heavier than judgment. “Farren had
a great deal to say about the idol,” she began, her eyes resting briefly on each woman. “It’s far 



older than any recorded history. Some saw it as divine, others called it cursed, but what is 
certain is this... once its magic has taken root and the... um... release is triggered, the 
transformation becomes permanent.” 

 

Cora’s breath caught in her throat. Her hand slid instinctively to her belly, cradling the firm, 
unnatural swell there. Beside her, Liana was silent, though her stare burned with a quiet mix of 
apprehension and strange anticipation. Her new body, unfamiliar as it was, had brought her a 
newfound freedom, and she was eager to explore it. 

 

Dimar’s deep voice cut through the silence. “So, that’s it, then? You’re all changed, for good?” 

 

Venra gave a small, solemn nod. “Yes. For Liana, for Cora... and for me. The magic has bound 
us to these forms.” 

 

There was a pause, unspoken emotions lingering in the air. Liana rose and crossed the space 
to Venra, her eyes shining with something more than affection. She reached up and cupped the 
elf’s cheek, her thumb brushing softly across her lover’s skin. Without a word, she leaned in and
pressed her lips to Venra’s. 

 

The kiss was slow, tender, more than comfort, more than passion, it was a promise. 

 

When they parted, Liana kept her focus steady. “Whatever we’ve become,” she said, voice 
steadfast and warm, “we’ll face it together. I’ve accepted this form, it’s mine now, and I’m 
learning to fight just fine in it.” Her hand found Venra’s, squeezing gently. “We’ll brave this 
journey together, like we always have.” 

 

Venra held her gaze, heart swelling as emotion overtook her restraint. She saw it in Liana’s 
eyes, the same fierce love, the same unshakable loyalty. Their bodies had changed, but their 
bond? That was untouched, stronger, if anything, made new again. 

 

Cora nodded solemnly, her eyes still lowered, voice fragile but sincere. “I know this wasn’t 
something any of us expected,” she murmured, fingers brushing gently over her rounded belly, 
feeling a kick in response. “But… I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be a mother. 
Who knows, maybe Dimar can be the fun uncle, taking the little one on adventures when we’re 
not on dangerous ones ourselves.” A soft smile curved her lips, and Dimar let out a chuckle, 
eyes lighting with pride as he nodded in approval. 



 

Venra shifted her attention downward for a moment, taking in the unfamiliar weight of her new 
body. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath, far fuller than they’d ever been, while her hips 
had widened into a soft, sensual flare. She rested a hand gently on one of her swollen breasts, 
her thumb brushing the edge of her tunic as if confirming this new reality. The sensation drew a 
shiver, foreign, yet undeniably her own. When she looked up, Liana had already caught the 
glance and was grinning. 

 

Without warning, Liana leaned in and gave Venra’s now-ample ass a playful squeeze. Venra 
gasped, more startled than scandalized, her eyes going wide as a breathy laugh escaped her 
lips. Her cheeks flushed with color, but there was no anger, only amusement and delight shining
in her gaze as she swatted at Liana’s hand. 

 

Liana winked, full of teasing charm, before turning back to the others. “Alright,” she said brightly,
her tone shifting to something more resolute, “let’s pack up and move out. The nearest guild 
isn’t far, and we can’t risk leaving this idol unchecked. Maybe someone out there knows more 
than Farren did. And if not, well... we’ve faced worse.” Her confident smile lifted the group’s 
spirits, and the others nodded in agreement, the energy in the camp shifting toward purpose. 

 

As Dimar and Cora began tidying the remnants of their makeshift camp, Liana lingered near 
Venra. The setting sun filtered through the canopy above, bathing them both in warm gold. She 
reached for Venra’s hand and gave it a gentle squeeze, drawing close with a tenderness that 
cut through the chaos of the past days. 

 

“My love,” Liana whispered, her voice faithful and full, “there’s nothing I want more than to be at 
your side through all of this. No magic, no change, nothing will shake what we are. I don’t care 
what form I take, or how the world sees us, you are my path, Venra. I love you.” 

 

Venra’s breath clung to her throat, tears welling in her eyes as she turned to fully face Liana. 
She gripped her hand more tightly, her voice trembling with emotion but sure in her words. 
“Liana,” she murmured, “you are my strength, my reason to keep moving forward. In every 
body, in every life, you’re the one I choose. I will always be proud to stand at your side.” 

 

Cora, still reeling from the revelation of her sudden, magical pregnancy, shot the idol a dark 
glare as she carefully tucked it into her pack. The object sat innocently among her supplies, 
belying the chaos it had wrought. Her lips pursed into a deep frown, its magic had upended 
everything, and yet, as she zipped the pack closed, she couldn’t deny the strange comfort that 



had taken root between them all. Somehow, in the wake of change, they had grown closer, 
bound not just by survival, but by trust and love. 

 

Dimar cinched the straps of his own pack with practiced ease, though his thoughts were 
anything but routine. He witnessed Liana’s transformation, seen the swell of Cora’s belly, and 
marveled at the soft, full grace of Venra’s new form. It was a lot to take in, but as he looked over
the group, now laughing and teasing as if they'd always been this way, he felt nothing but pride. 
They were shaken but not broken. 

 

“Everybody ready?,” he rumbled, his voice filled with familiar, grounding certainty. Then, with a 
grin tugging at his tusked mouth, he added, “It’s mead o’clock, and I’m already late.” He 
hesitated, glancing at them with mock seriousness. “We are stopping at a tavern, right?” 

 

Liana, Venra, and Cora exchanged glances, amusement glittering in their eyes. Liana smirked 
and tipped her chin proudly. “I don’t see why not. After all, I’m still pretty sure that I can drink 
you under the table.” 

 

Dimar snorted, his grin widening. “Bring it on, Liana. I won't let you forget who's the strongest of 
this group, even if you're all prettied up now.” 

 

Venra and Cora burst into laughter, the playful energy lifting the group’s spirits as they began 
their next leg of the journey. The sun filtered through the trees above, casting dappled light on 
the well-worn path ahead. Their boots crunched softly along the trail, each step steady, each 
breath filled with quiet anticipation. 

 

Venra and Liana walked close, their fingers laced together, a silent but powerful show of 
affection. Behind them, Cora and Dimar led the way, their conversation lively and punctuated by
laughter. As Cora spoke animatedly about guild prospects and artifact protocols, Dimar 
scratched the back of his head, oblivious to the slow, subtle shift unfolding above his shoulders. 

 

His hair, once cropped and unremarkable, grew past his ears in lazy waves, softening the blunt 
angles of his face. His brow furrowed slightly, sensing something strange, but he kept walking, 
unaware. The party’s story, so full of twists and turns, was just beginning...


