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The Last Four Days of the World: Part 2
Phylum

In a vast and immeasurable vastness that humanity refers to as space lies a brown and red planet orbiting a binary star. This planet has 2 moons, both of which are green and blue and full of water and beaches and all sorts of lovely attractions. They however are not important, as they are secondary to the large red and brown planet. Thus explaining why they are moons. This brown and red planet is a sandy place; there is no water except for underground. It is covered in one huge desert, the entire planet, a sea of sand. This is not to say it is unpleasant. It has a wonderful reputation for soft breezes, surprisingly mild temperatures, and very fine ground sand that feels like silk.

It is an incredibly peaceful place. One can go there and be perfectly certain they would not be disturbed from their whimsical contentment. It is the perfect place for honey-moons, vacations, loners, and hitchhikers looking for free lodging. However it must be said that you can do all those things not for the reason nobody would think of bothering you, but for the reason that no-one with a chance in batting out of hell would ever find you in a desert so god damn huge. 
The planet is slightly farther than 93 million kilometres from its suns. It is slightly bigger than 45 000 km in diameter and orbits its celestial star companions every 389 days. A day on this planet is 24.1 hours long. 
The planet is known as Phylum. It is about 30 000 light years from Earth’s modest solar system near the outer extents of the galaxy. Phylum is directly radial to Earth in the galaxy, meaning that if one were to draw a line on a map of the galaxy between its core and Phylum, Earth would also be along that line, only slightly more towards the centre.

Phylum is home to an intelligent race of beings who recently suffered a major catastrophe. They have gone to great lengths to fix it and in doing so built a very big spaceship to do it. Orbiting high above Phylum at this time is that ship, a ship that looks like a long spear with 5 large fins on the back of it in a pentagonal pattern. This ship is slowly descending to the surface of Phylum carrying what its load manifest refers to as “2 711 309 021 items of fragile cargo. Watch for messes.”

Not including the pilot and the ships crew, there are 2 711 309 021 people on board this vessel in suspended animation. These people all averaged big lips, long hair 1.533 metres long, hourglass figures and 7.6923 breasts. They are 30 000 light years from home. 

The ship made a slow descent to the surface, folded in its fins, and sluggishly plopped itself onto the ground. 

The Desert

A young girl crawled through the sand on the planet Phylum. Behind her, a large cylindrical space vessel lay motionless, half buried, with large gaping holes in its side. Massive cargo doors stood ajar at the side of each opening in the ship. Behind the girl crawled and walked an uncountable number of women. Audible expressions of bewilderment filled the air.
The mutants delighted at the feeling of the silky sand and the warm sun on their naked bodies. They crawled on all fours, rubbing their many rows of tits in the sand. They left streaks of wet sand behind them. Most of them walked, for if they crawled any considerable distance they stepped on their long straight hair. But all of them at least once before deciding where to go next took a turn rolling in the sand and basking in the sunlight. 

Phylum was the perfect place for the mutants. That was why they were brought here. Or was it the other way around? Maybe the mutants were brought for the benefit of Phylum. One cannot tell.
A young dirty blonde girl crawled in the sand among the crowds of moaning and women. She had spent a long time in transit; it had been a long time since someone had relieved her. She crawled on all fours, shaking her torso. She jiggled her own tits and as they bobbed from side to side in pendular motions her rough bumpy nipples struck the sand. She wanted someone to milk her very badly. The infection in her blood burned like passion.
Another woman, with dark black raven hair approached the blonde girl from behind. She rose upon her knees and leaned down on the girls back with a slapping sound. Ser compliment of six boobs were squished like the filling of a sandwich between the two bodies. Milk sputtered out of her engorged nipples all over the blonde girls back, it ran down her flanks and over her tits. It pooled into drops on the tips the blonde’s engorged teats before falling to the sand. The raven haired girl began to stroke the blonde’s tits. Milk ejected in great thick creamy flows that saturated the sand and turned it a dark red in the sun.
The two love buddies changed position, the blonde lay on her back. The raven haired girl crawled away.
The blonde girl squirmed on the sand. She arched her back up towards the warm suns, her four volleyball sized breasts quivering. They began to surge and expand. A lake of cream surrounded her where she lay. She sank into the muddy sand. Milk was covering her entire torso as it was expressed non-stop from her expanding nipples. Her tits grew into basketball proportions. She arched her back more, and as she did this a tidal wave of milk flowed down over her breasts, her neck and onto her face. It drenched her hair and saturated her skin. Her head was cast in shadow as her massive firm tits, in their tightness, rose high on her chest and blocked out the suns rising on the horizon. Even as she tried to look for the sun she couldn’t see it unless she was to get up. Her tits rose like mountains between her eyes and the east where the suns were rising.

The growth was over very quickly. She got back on her knees and began to walk after the raven haired woman she had frolicked with a few moments ago.
Both of these mutants felt a strong connection to each other. They had reason to, for in a former life the blonde had been Krista Fastchild, and the raven haired woman had been Mandy Fastchild. Mother and child were still living together.
Silk Sand
Two siblings crawled through the desert. Behind them trailed about a dozen other multi-breasted women. The river of semi-human figures had divided after leaving the ship, and there were now hundreds of “herds” meandering across the lukewarm sand. A low humming sound could be heard. Joni and Jessica, the two siblings, looked up at the cloudless baby blue sky. A huge space vessel in the shape of a spear with five fins on its rear ascended into the sky and disappeared through the atmosphere. 

The wind blew softly in the faces of the women. Their long hair fluttered in the breeze, stroking their bodies with each motion. The girls tingled as sand was blown against their bodies, and it stuck to their cream drenched tits.

On a dune ahead of them, a group of large thin creatures were moving towards the girls. They were tall and slender, but that was all that could be made out at this distance. But the girls could sense something else about them in their heat. 

On Earth, the mutants had been rabid and crazy, now those traits had died. With each passing minute they became calmer, more suggestible and agreeable. The now docile mutants lay down on the ground; some of them began to sniff the air. Pheromones wafted over the breeze. 

Several of the girls began to pose provocatively, others put on public displays of affection. They licked at each others bodies. Begged for attention, she was under-developed when compared to the other girls. The other women ignored her pleas. She was competition now. 

Palace
A large mountain jutted up from the surface of Phylum’s vast ocean of sand. It was a jagged ugly outcropping with caves, holes and valleys dug through it by the wind of the desert. The top of this mountainous feature was flattened and level like a mesa. On this mesa stood five structures in a semi-circle. They were tall and slender. They had to be for there was not much space up there. They sprouted from the rock like tree trunks and then grew wider the farther up they went. They were built to take up as little space as possible, and to resist the winds of this world. As a result they were rounded, and each building, although all of different sizes, looked like golf balls mounted on their own tees or like tall mushrooms. 
A tall impatient figure paced wildly in front of the largest building. He was not a nice looking man. He had big green scaly feet, green scaly skin, thick armour plates on his back and a heavy jaw and low brow. Mounted in his head were two beady little red eyes. He had no nose. 

He wore a brown garment that was held by his broad shoulders over his whole body. It flapped in the wind. There was a lot of wind on top of the mountain, more than in the desert. The sand ricocheted off his hard skin. 
In spite of his looks, he wasn’t too terrible a person. Of course, he had just destroyed the population of a small blue green planet 30 000 light years away so he did have something to answer for. In doing so however he had saved Phylum and his people who lived on it. The Earth girls would save his race from extinction. His contemporaries were about to find out how this would happen. 
Another figure emerged from one of the other buildings; he took a few paces over the threshold of the door, and then began to curse. He made several rude gestures at the wind and then walked inside. He emerged a few seconds later wearing a hood. He was tall like the man pacing in the middle of the court yard, and had the same scaly green skin and noseless face. He obviously however did not have the same tolerance for the wind.
“Alright then, let me have It.” moaned the approaching alien. “Tell me everything.”
The pacing alien expressed a sly grin, gave a swift hand waving motion to the impatient hooded man and walked to the precipice of the mesa. Down on the desert far below could be seen untold millions of little dots. Each dot represented a former human being. If one looked closely enough, they could see the dots moving.
The hooded alien turned to the big man. “They aren’t going to be happy about this are they?”

The large alien turned to the hooded man and spoke in a deep tenor voice. “I don’t really care. It had to be done, damn them and their rules anyway. They are bureaucrats; they make business out of red tape. They knew it had to be done, I simply pushed the matter.”

“But stealing the population of an entire planet? And manipulating their DNA to match our own? It somehow seems wrong. There must have been another option.”

“There was another option! And you buggered it up. You should have tested our agent before he was placed on the moon. The bastard was colour blind for pity’s sake. Couldn’t tell red from green, and he ended up launching the wrong damn missiles. The end result was a completely retarded loss of life, the near end of my program. Most importantly it nearly meant the end my position and fortune and the end of my plan to get back at my wife.”
The smaller alien looked up at his angry companion. He was about to open his mouth to say something, and was in the process of articulating his first word when the large man decided he didn’t want to hear it.

“Let’s not forget what happened on Pluto. It’s not all your fault. I prematurely released the bug and transformed all of the inhabitants, but they became so maniacal and violent they blew the bloody dome off their own city. What a mess! It took me almost two weeks to modify the bug so that I could correct that.” moaned the large man. He shook his head slightly from side to side. “Still, it’s not as bad as the Earth war with its moon.”

The small alien slowly lowered his head and hid it from view. He respected the large man, and he felt bad for what he did. All he wanted to do was please his master. 

Earth and the Moon

If one were to look up the Earth/Moon war in the history books, one would find an article dripping with disdain and so much contempt that any chance of reading an unbiased account would be impossible. The Earth/Moon war was, for all intents and purposes a stupid war. Therefore, to minimize the frustration people would experience if they were to read a full account of events from this period, it has been recorded in the multi-volume Hampton and Stewart’s Modern History of Mars as the following:

Earth was a backwards planet. 

The Moon was a backwards colony.

In 2136, the Moon scolded Earth for charging too much for air. The Earth responded with all sorts of political rhetoric that, when read between the lines basically said the following. “We Don’t Care.”

In 2139, the Moon decided it would but right fucking fun to fire missiles at Earth, the Earth thought it would be a hoot to return the favour. 

However, the Moon did not have enough missiles to cover the whole surface of the Earth, but because the Moon was small, Earth had enough missiles to destroy the surface of the moon 40 times. 

So they did. The Moon was rendered uninhabitable for the next 10 million years, and the Earth lost 200 years of technology. This is why Earth will probably have no chance of surviving any kind of attack from space or from within, should one occur. Not that anyone is planning anything of course. 
While this little tidbit of information contributes nothing to the story, it does sum up why 22nd century Earth is, or rather was, so much like 20th century earth. It also provided the impetus for humans to leave the Earth and colonize space beyond Mars and the Asteroid belt. Thus, successful colonies can be now be found all the way from Mars to Jupiter and even Pluto. 

Gender Bender

Introductions are in order. The large alien man is named Scurj. The small alien man is not a man, but a boy, a protégé. He is someone who in all respects is in line to inherit the family business. His name is Prug, and while he really does try, he is more or less what the Earthlings would call a fuck-up. 

A history lesson is also in order. One wonders why an entire planet’s population would be transformed into a mass of bimbo’s with huge assets. Well it just so turns out that Phylum is in great need of multi-breasted bimbos.

Phylum has undergone a major cultural disaster that started 100 Earth years before the end of Earth civilization. It seems that like on other worlds, Men and Women just didn’t get along. It also seems that like on other worlds, the inhabitants of Phylum also missed the joke.

The Men and Women on Phylum spent so much time complaining about their own problems and competing with each other for the title of “we have the hardest and worst possible life” that the whole relationship broke down. Both genders eventually became so pig-headed and had stuck their own heads so far up their own asses they forgot for a moment they might actually need each other. 

So one day, the women decided they’d had enough of the men, and the men in their stubbornness decided they’d had enough of women and would let them go. They acted like they didn’t care, though they really did care. The women, to stubborn to offer to stay and stand down on their threat, jumped in a few ships and flew to the moons orbiting Phylum. Although some messages were sent to the moons to bring the women back, they went without reply. This gesture of silence, when read between the lines, basically said “If you don’t know why were made at you, we’re not going to tell you!”

Sarah
Sarah stirred uncomfortably in bed. She lay in a darkened room inside the mountain, underneath the mushroomed shaped buildings. Her room was located in a series of corridors and caverns that made up a city under the mountain. She was asleep in her room. She was dreaming. 

She sat up in bed, her head ached and her body tingled. Everything seemed blurry, another figure stood over her. It was a doctor. A young blonde and thin woman with spectacles was observing her from the far wall. Occasionally she would write something in a note pad she carried. Sarah recognized the woman as a physician. She stared at the side of the room where she was observing from. The wall was Spartan, only a door provided a break in the décor. 

 Sarah was holding a bed sheet against her chest as she sat, but she soon sensed an uneasy feeling in her tits and something pressing against her arm. She turned back to her body to get a look and found her self staring down a huge fleshy crevice. Her tits were way too huge for her body and they were squished against her arm which held the sheet to her body. She let go. The sheet went flying, and two melon sized tits flopped out in front of her. They wobbled orgasmically, enjoying the freedom. They were changing each second. Sarah could feel them growing, her skin stretched and shivers of pleasure crawled through her body. Her breasts plopped into her lap with a dull thud. They were huge now, the size of watermelons. Her tits were gurgling the entire time; their weight forced Sarah on her back. Her pumpkin sized tits smacked her in the jaw as they bounced and jiggled. The gurgling sounded again; her tits were producing milk like a sweatshop on Monday.
“Help! What the hell is happening!” yelped Sarah. The nurse came to her side and placed a cold hand on one of her burgeoning tits. The cold hand gave Sarah goose bumps, and a nipple, formerly just a bump on a dessert plate sized areola, suddenly grew erect. It grew like an extending cylinder until it was the size on an ice cream cone. The nurse hiked up her skirt to reveal wide sexy hips and a bugling ass. She climbed up onto Sarah’s tits, which had stopped at beach ball size and grabbed her nipple. Her ice cold fingers massaged her bumpy brown nipple flesh and penetrated the large open hole for milk on its tip. Then the nurse climbed on and shoved the nipple into her pussy.
Sarah was astonished at how much pleasure she could feel. Her massive boob was compressed under the weight of the other woman. The nurse pounded up and down on Sarah’s hard nipple as the vibration sent ripples through her voluminous breast matter. Sarah’s nipple grew some more, pulsing outward and filling up the nurses cunt with every motion. It stretched the lips of the nurse’s pussy and she screamed for more. Se ripped open her coat to reveal two swelling tits the size of baseballs. But they were rapidly growing.

The forced themselves out from under the nurse’s chest flesh and began to inch closer to Sarah’s face. The nurse, in a matter of seconds was sporting tits that had gone from B-cups to F cups. Suddenly a huge pressure was released, and milk flowed though her nipples and into the nurses cunt. The nurse let off a massive howl of pleasure.
Reality
And then Sarah woke up. It was a dream. She felt her tits under the sheets. She looked too, and noticed she was absolutely naked. Her breasts were big, probably C-cups. They were also aching, and her nipples were dark and swollen. 

The nurse Sarah had seen in her dream was gone; there was no one in the room. All that there could be seen was a window to her left, a hook on the wall facing the foot of the bed, and a door to the right. The walls were a light brown colour, and were roughly hewn. On the hook on the wall in front of her was hung a pink jumpsuit. 

Sarah took one more inspection of herself. Her tits still hurt. They hadn’t hurt yesterday, and they had been smaller. Today they were sore, and they had to be the size of small apples, and her nipples were hard. Sarah had always remembered having small B-cups. 
A loud knock erupted from the door. 

“Get up young girl!” bellowed a tenor voice.

Sarah got up, not knowing what to think. She walked across the warm dirt and pulled on the jump suit. She had difficulty getting it over her hips; she had to tilt them to fit them in one by one. Then she had difficulty getting it over her tits, but she did manage. She looked herself over; she had blazingly noticeable headlights but could do nothing to hide them. They stuck out at least an inch and the fabric was nowhere near being thick or concealing. She shuffled to the door.

In the doorway stood a large tall scaly man, he was nice but did not look it. Sarah was not alarmed. She had been alarmed at him yesterday when she first saw him, but not today. Her tolerance was quite high when it came to surprise. First of all, she had been surprised yesterday to have woken up out of a metal coffin and stumble blindingly into a sea of sand. Then she was surprised again to find she possessed 10 boobs, wide swaying hips, huge lips she could see on her own face by looking down; and long silky hair that scratched at her thighs. Even more surprising, was the arrival of the tall scaly man before her. He had picked her out yesterday and brought her to the mountain. He then sedated her.
She awoke later to a pin prick. Opening her eyes she found herself attached to a table and a needle in her arm. Her body was spasming and as she looked at herself she saw her extra breasts disappear into her tummy, her hips grow slimmer and her lips regress back to a more normal size. 

She had seen it all, as some might say.

The scaly man, who is named Scurj looked her over disapprovingly. 

“Hmmmm, still has long hair, hips havn’t fully returned to normal size, and breasts seem bigger than yesterdays post-trail measurements indicate.” he grumbled. Raising his hand he flicked one of Sarah’s nipples. Sarah jumped back from his antagonism.
“That looks permanent. Not good at all.” bellowed the scaly man.

“It’s only been 24 hours!” said Sarah defensively. “Less than that in fact. You only brought me in last night. You changed me back, fed me a big diner and sent me to bed.” 

“If it only took 5 minutes to change you, it should take about the same to change you back. And it did, except for the permanent stuff. I’m not sure if you’ll ever lose this stuff.” He said this as he waved a hand at her hips and chest. “That suit does become you though.” 

The pink body suit was a stretchy fabric Sarah couldn’t identify. Either way, it presented the appearance of an uncomfortably tight fit without being uncomfortably tight. There was a pop and a snap, and then a button landed on the floor. 

Scurj’s eyebrows rose as he turned away and walked down a long hallway. Sarah examined her suit, the top button had popped off and her bosom was pressing against the fabric with incredible force. The fabric was so stretched it was getting a slight sheen to it. “You should take care of that” said Scurj. “They look eager to please.” He chuckled.
She stumbled after him. “Can I ask a question here?!” she yelled ahead at him. He didn’t turn back, but a mumble travelled down the hallway to her. “What happened to Earth and why did everyone get taken here?”

He mumbled again.

“Who else do I ask then?” she queried.
“Me, and me alone” he said deeply. “You my dear, are here because…” his eyes rolled into the back of his head, literally, as he thought. “A liability is what you are. Yes, that’s It. You are a liability. The one flaw in my plan.” He shook his head and sighed. “Come with me.”

He turned into a stairwell that spiralled upwards through rough brown rock. “Since you have pretty much slept as opposed to doing anything else since I brought you here, I suppose you are entitled to an update.” He continued up the stairs, she followed.

“You and all the other humans from Earth are desperately needed here, and will fulfill an important role. You might have noticed a complete lack of women in my company isn’t that right.”

Sarah thought for a minute. The man who had dragged her to the mountain had been a man, the man who had stuck a needle was of course a man, in fact, when she thought of all the people she had met so far, a whopping 4 people, she realized Scurj was right.

“You are here as a test, a test to see if what has been done here can be undone. You have failed in that, because you have proven the opposite. This has created a liability that I now have to deal with. Neither my allies nor my rivals will appreciate the permanent introduction of a new species to Phylum’s biosphere. He stopped to look at her. 
“Your suit is getting tighter, I think they’re bigger.” 

He was right. Sarah tugged at the tightening fabric. Her tits were still growing somehow, even though the “antidote” had been given to her. Hey had to be as big as coconuts. They were heavily restricted and stood still as stone even as she walked. This, seeming however practical, was making it hard to breath. 

“And what purpose then does humanity serve here?” asked Sarah. She was trying to lead him.
He smiled, it was a sly grin. One that tells the whole world how clever Scurj thinks he is. 

“Because my dear Sarah, the worst thing you can ever say to a woman, is tell her she is replaceable.” 

Aqua
“HE DID WHAT?!?” screamed a large scaly woman. She sat in a throne, wearing a great purple robe, a staff at her side. This was Queen Olonga, queen of Aqua, moon of Phylum. She stood up and paced down a red carpet that led through her royal court. A messenger, a small scaly green woman hobbled after her. Positioned around the walls of the court were various guards, jesters, servants and hired goons. All were female, all had 6 breasts, armoured backs, scaly green skin, and absolutely no hint of anything resembling a nose. While they were like the semi-human women down on Phylum, they were the original female denomination from the planet who they had abandoned to the men a century before.
“It seems my queen” stuttered the hobbling messenger “that the lord of Phylum has (gulp) imported a group of genetically modified females from another world. He plans to use them to carry on the next generation.” She stopped as she uttered those last words. Queen Olonga turned and looked menacingly at the floor. 

“Stubborn!! – Foolish – Insensitive!!” she shook her head wildly at the floor.  “He means to replace us. He was always like this; I knew he’d pull a stunt like this!! He thinks we’ll roll over and come back with our tails between our legs if he shows us he doesn’t need us. He wants to undermine every aspect of leverage we have on those…… those…..”

“Men?” suggested the messenger.

The Queen shuddered “Yes, those brutish things. They had their chance!!” she screamed pointing and stabbing the ground with her finger like an imaginary knife. “Now they think they can insult us by replacing us! Of all the audacity…. The NERVE!”

The Queens ranting eventually degenerated into nonsensical mumbles. She downed her sorrows with a vintage bottle of worm wine and sat in her throne to think. 

“Time for a truce maybe?” asked the messenger. “I can have one by tomorrow ready to be sent.” She glanced nervously at the drunk and infuriated queen.

“The Queen spat on the floor disapprovingly.” It was a fake gesture, a sign of defeat and the messenger sensed this when the Queen leaned back in her throne with an absolutely frazzled expression. The messenger walked away, ready to create the message. She was almost out of the court gates when the Queen motioned her to stop and listen.
“Send it by snail mail!! I don’t want to appear too desperate!” scoffed the queen. She lifted herself off her throne and went upstairs to a round domed room on the roof of her palace. When she was angry she often went there to sit, but it didn’t seem to help. She often came back from the room angrier than before. Many of the palace workers wondered what was in that domed room. No one was allowed in there by order of the queen. Many were curious to know because what was inside seemed to have such an effect on the Queens mood. The queen rose up a staircase to the roof, entered the room and locked the door. She locked the door as loud as possible to emphasize her anger.
Explanation

“It’s not such a bad life, I swear. Had we not brought you back from the changes you would only have known an existence of pure pleasure and complete and total fulfillment. These women from Earth will contribute to something bigger than them or I or anything on this world.”
“What’s that?” asked Sarah. She limped up the stairs now, her body suit was being stretched by her large mammaries and bulging hips. In the 5 minutes it had taken her to climb the stairs she had gained 5 inches on the bust line alone. She panted at the top of the stairs.

Scurj was now walking out of an open cave entrance that let off onto a cliff ledge. Scurj and Sarah stood half way up the mountain. They were high above the ground but far below the mushroom shaped city buildings. The twilight binary suns cast orange and yellow rays over the shadowy rock face. Sarah gazed up at the buildings high over head. She could occasionally see them high on the mesa, but they were mostly obscured from the ground by wisps of dust kicked off the mountain side by wind. 
The evening sky was illuminated by the rims of two massive stars sinking into the horizon, casting ribbons of pink, red, orange and gold across the sky before it turned dark navy blue high up. Stars faintly twinkled and two moons circled in the sky almost directly overhead.
The desert stretched out into infinity. Sarah’s eyes bulged in trying to grasp its vastness. She had never seen anything bigger than this desert before, not even the Pacific on Earth could rival it.

“I must say, while physically you are falling behind, and dare I say from the stretching in your suit that you are also de-evolving back into what you were before when you were changed, you seem incredibly stable on an emotional level.” Scurj pondered out loud. He didn’t turn to her, but gazed with unfocused eyes into the desert. 

Sarah didn’t reply. She was very much upset, because somewhere out there was her daughter and former wife. But being hunted by huge-titted bimbos, changed into a bimbo herself, then changed back after being transported to an Alien word can work wonders when it comes to desensitizing the senses. She too, stared at the endless desert. She was far to atrophied to be upset, and opted to take in the beautiful setting.
The desert was spotted by thousands of dark spots that continued over the horizon. Far below was a gate that entered the mountain. Many dark dots were pouring out of it into the desert. They looked like ants. The other dark dots that Scurj had observed before were the Earth women. Many had stopped moving. Some farther out were still roaming around in small herds. The dots moving out of the base of his mountain were his fellow Phylumian men. They were going into the desert in search of the fertile Earth females to mate. Every so often a dot from the desert would meet a dot from the mountain, they would appear to join for a while and then one dot would move away while the other stayed still. The dot that stayed still appeared afterward to conceal itself partly in the warm sand.
“This desert has been empty for so long” lamented Scurj “but no longer, now, one way or another things will continue on as they always had before they left. Still, the accomplishment seems so empty.” 
Sarah spoke. “Who left?”

“Our women, Phylumian women, they left for Aqua.” replied Scurj.

He stared up at the moons orbiting high overhead. “Maybe this will get your attention.” He peered menacingly at the blue green marbles, called Aqua and Fragalomonduria. Lights twinkled on Aqua, whose dark side was now set towards Phylum. Scurj gazed sadly at them as they twinkled, but his frown soon turned to a mischievous grin, as if he was fully aware of the shit he was disturbing. 
Fragalomonduria hung dark in the sky. It was uninhabited solely for the sake that no-one wanted to have to spell the name of the moon when they filled out government documents. Aqua rolled off the tongue more easily, and people chose to live there instead.
Another pop was heard. A button hit Sarah in the chin. An audible straining of fabric was heard as she stood blue faced on the cliff ledge. Scurj looked concerned, but all he did was observe. Sarah could barely breath as her huge breasts, unable to escape outward were crushed inward against her lungs. She was losing oxygen and felt about ready to faint when her reflexes came into play. Autonomically, her body executed an emergency inhalation. 

In doing so her pink body suit popped like a balloon. The sound reverberated in the distance, its echoes travelled far in the open air. She brought her arms up to hold everything together but it was no use. Her big spherical tits plopped out onto her folded arms and sat like eggs put out on a plate. She removed her arms; her tits wobbled and sank at bit on her chest. She bent over somewhat as they fell an inch or two but quickly regained balance. She sheepishly covered her nipples with her hands. 
Her nipples were extremely sensitive and in her haste she brought her hands up quickly and ended up pushing in on them as she raced to cover them from view. From Scurj’s view she was hopelessly attempting to contain herself. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head and her jaw dropped. She made laboured moaning sounds as her breathing quickened. Her knees went week and shuddered, appearing to strain under her weight. It passed after a minute or two. She had just had a strong orgasm.
“I think the Earth men would have called those cantaloupes.” jabbed Scurj. He leered at Sarah’s engorged orb like mammaries. Sarah, meeting his eyes, suddenly realized her hands had dropped back to her waist. After a moment’s thought all humility left her though and she let him look. She dared not touch her own tits again.

“So where was I?” pondered Scurj as he turned back to the desert. 

“Something about Earthmen and cantaloupes” replied Sarah, shuddering from the bombardment the high altitude winds were reaping on her tits. Then she spoke again “Not that it matters, there are no men left.”

“That’s not true.” countered Scurj. He reached into his clock and revealed a bound newspaper. He handed it to Sarah and unfolded it to the front page. Sarah read the headline:

“Earth Children and Elderly materialize in middle of Martian Ballgame; Ruin play”


The newspaper was the Mars Gazette, it was dated July 16th. The Friday Sarah woke up to a whole world of shit. 

“I designed the bug to only work on a certain age bracket, that way I wouldn’t risk rubbing out the memories of Earth altogether. I just took everyone between 12 to 50 years of age. I skimmed the undesirables off the top and let them off on Mars. Besides, everyone always thinks of the children. No one likes to see them hurt”

“If you ask the council, all of them are fairly undesirable.” said a meek voice from behind. Prug emerged from the stairwell. “I just convened with the council as you instructed. They are rejecting the notion of mating with these creatures. The city’s population is split on what action to take next. The council is whipping up support for themselves and they want to have you punished.”


“Well then Prug, it would seem we should spend as much time as possible to find our next course of action.”

Men of the City

When the women from Earth arrived, fully integrated with Phylum DNA and able to mate with Phylum’s men, some decried the project as blasphemy. Any creature without scales and armour was considered absolutely repulsive and ugly in the extreme. No mention was made of the Earth girls having noses, not because no one noticed, but because the human nose was so repulsive, disgust for it went without saying. These men refused to go along with Scurj’s plan. 

It was after all Scurj’s plan, he was the lord of Phylum, and was responsible for putting the plan into action.


Although he was lord, Phylum culture still maintained an aspect of semi-democratic process. The population had a council who could speak for them and pass judgement on the Lord for his actions. If the lord made too many mistakes, or went against the will of the population too often he could be punished.


That seems democratic however, and as was stated earlier, Phylum culture was only semi-democratic. Punishment did not entail impeachment or loss of power. The lord had absolute power to boot, but if the people did not enjoy his rule they could persuade him to make changes. In individual cases, the lord was punished by having to reward people with gifts, or with leniency from the law. But in the case of offending a whole group of people or the population as a whole, the Lord of Phylum was hit in the crotch with a crochet mallet. This event was normally broadcast publicly. This was certainly sufficient incentive for any ruler to stay behind a line in the dirt of some sort.


Scurj’s hair brained scheme of importing whores from another world was teetering on the edge of that line. 


Scurj did have supporters, for as repulsive as the Earth women were to the Men of Phylum, they represented a hope for the future. Men had no way of procreating without women. While women could be artificially implanted with fertilized eggs, the men of phylum had resigned to an existence without a future. They would choose what ever action necessary to ensure the continuation of the species.
What the Hell Do We Do Next?


Prug explained the situation to Scurj. He told Scurj of the protests against his plan and the council’s efforts to have him punished. He also explained that hope lay in those who supported him. 


“About two thirds of the men support you right now. Many have already travelled into the desert in search of herds of the Earth women.” Prug looked down at the desert; he eyed the black dots that were sprinkled across the landscape. There had to be thousands or possibly hundreds of thousands of them all the way to the horizon. He was well aware of what they were. “And from the looks of things your supporters have been very busy.”

Sarah was trembling uncontrollably. Her tits had grown to massive proportions during the time the two aliens talked. She still stood slack jawed on the cliff edge. She measured her tits by stretching out her arms in front of her. Her tits were so huge her nipples were as far out as the middle of her fore arms. She gazed down at her massive jewels. They wobbled in the wind, which wasn’t helping things by stimulating her tit flesh. Milk sloshed around inside her.


“That is also the problem” said Prug, still addressing Scurj “Your supporters are so busy ‘fucking’ about and ensuring the survival of the race that they have no time to mount rallies or parades in your support. They have emptied their homes and journeyed far away. The city is left filled by your rivals”


Scurj lowered his brow in thought. “Hmmmm, at least those who look to the future have acted. They are leaving scores of women behind to prove to others that my project works.” He motioned an arm at the black dots scattered across the sand. Then his gaze fell on Sarah, who he had been ignoring for the last 20 minutes. He eyed her with concern. Then he reached into his robe and brought out as small whistle. 

“Show her the ropes” he said to Prug. “I have an idea, but I need you to watch her.” He hurried away down the stairs.


Prug stood alone with Sarah holding the whistle. He looked at her. Her breasts were massive, their undersides were wet with milk that was dribbling out of her nipples and clinging to the soft flesh. At the bottom of the rounded underside of each tit the milk pooled and dropped to the ground. 


Prug eyed the whistle again. “This should help, come with me.”

Birth Cycle


Prug and Sarah walked through the desert. Prug hurried along among the patches of hair that were imbedded in the sand. Sarah was a little slower, she often fell down and found she had to crawl to keep up. Her beach ball sized tits dragged on the sand. Her body convulsed in spasms of pleasure but she went on as stalwart as she could manage. 


Prug led her to an empty patch of sand. Tufts of hair were all around Sarah and she looked at them questioningly. These were the black dots in the sand she saw from the cliff ledge.

“Those are your fellow women. They have mated and are incubating their eggs in the sand. The long hair allows them to burrow deeply and keep warm while always leaving something on the surface to mark their place. This way the Wyrms can find them. They will wait and sleep, feeding on the milk stored in their bosoms until uprooted”

“Wyrms?” asked Sarah.


“Large flying reptiles, they are essential to the cycle of birth on Phylum, but normally women don’t need them unless they are pregnant. Soon they will come and uproot these women and help them give birth.”


Prug scanned the sky. He raised the whistle and blew in it. There was no sound.


“Normally they aren’t hungry this time of year, but we have found that in some cases some trained Wyrms can come and prematurely empty distressed females.” 


He blew in the whistle again. There was no sound that Sarah could hear.


“You, Sarah, are a woman in great need of a Wyrm.” He looked at her standing with her great massive orbs rocking in the breeze.  She suddenly orgasmed, and fell on all floors. Her hips suddenly experienced a growth spurt and blasted through the pink fabric left around her hips. Her ass cheeks punched through the suit like it was tissue paper. Pink shards fell from her waist and thighs as the suit was completely destroyed. Juices ejected from her vagina as she ejaculated. She yelped in pleasure. The cries echoed across the desert, and were answered by a deep roar.

Wyrm Fire


Sarah lay panting on the sand. Milk was soaking the sand red and the wind tickled every inch of bare flesh showing through the torn fabric of her bodysuit. Prug smiled at the sky. From his view he saw a large winged creature soaring from the mountain city back from where they had came. It looped around, and descended on the moaning and euphoric girl. 


Sarah was grasped in the tail of the beast. Its skin was soft and leathery. It held her close to its body, her flesh vibrating with each beat of the creature’s mighty wings. It flew for some time, searching for a good spot to land. It soared far and wide until the fields of incubating women thinned. Then it set down and held Sarah above the ground.


It reared its nose at Sarah. It had two small antennae located on the tip of its beak. Sparks flew between them. Sarah gasped as it brought her boobs and its nose into contact.


Her body appeared to light up like a Christmas tree. Her vision went blurry and her body quivered and spasmed. She had just been shocked. Suddenly she felt an incredible feeling of relief. Milk was pouring like rivers out of her tits and onto the sand. The pressure in her tits was subsiding. Suddenly a great popping sound came out of one of her nipples. A small round object squeezed through the milk duct and landed on the sand. It was about the size of a ping pong ball. Sarah’s nipples were suddenly stretched to the thickness of her arm as white pearly spheres squeezed out of her mammaries.

There were more pops. They squeezed through the hole in her nipple quickly one after another; bringing Sarah to a mind rocking climax. She yelped with each passing of the pearly white spheres through the small opening in her teats. After several dozen of these pearl shaped objects were ejected from Sarah’s chest the milk stopped and the Wyrm set her down.


Sarah lay on the ground, shaking her head like a lost kitten trying to get her bearings back. She looked down at her boobs. They were B-Cups again, and they felt good and relieved. She felt them; they were soft instead of engorged and swollen. She picked one of the pearls off the ground. She was about to examine it when the Wyrm suddenly gave a start. It looked off into the distance, pointed its ears as if trying to catch a sound, and then grabbed Sarah and flew off in that direction. 

Shock


The Wyrms are well documented in Phylumian texts. They are above all the most sacred and studied creatures on Phylum. The most famous explanation of their method for extracting milk from Phylumian females was recorded by a famous Phylumian historian called Heroditus. In Heroditus’ Concise History of Phylum Vol.3 he explains the nature of what he coined “Wyrm Fire”.

Wyrm Fire is a negative chemo-electrical discharge on the order of minus 100 – 120 millivolts. It acts as a local muscle stimulant on the cilliary muscles of the torso. When Wyrms come to the desert to feed, they empty the contents of any female they find into their open mouths with the use of Wyrm Fire. 


The cilliary muscles manipulate and control the nipple openings and control the secretion and explusion of materials internal to the breast which is the egg sack of the Phylumian woman. Wyrm Fire puts these muscles in a state of contraction, and thus the breasts are emptied and the Wyrms drink well of the nutrition they extract. Consequently the eyes of the recipient also become unfocused as the Wyrm Fire causes the cilliary muscles controlling the visual lens to go haywire. 


It should be noted that while the victim of Wyrm Fire experiences no more discomfort than as sensuous massage as the voltage crawls across its skin, it appears as though its about to be eaten by a large menacing leathery dragon, and therefore one can forgive it for being even a little bit disheartened. 


The Wyrm returned Sarah to Prug, who still stood in the same spot when she got back. Night was beginning to fall and the suns of Phylum retreated slowly over the horizon. Sarah got up as the Wyrm dropped her and flew away to the city. She opened her palm and revealed a small off-white pearl like object. She asked Prug what it was.

Pearl

Prug looked over Sarah for a moment. He had not seen how pretty she was standing there in her normal proportions. She was slim and athletic, with a tall lean body and slightly flared hips. Her pink body suit was torn to shreds. It formed three bands around her body. One band was clinging to her neck and shoulder, another part of the suit was around her waist, and the rest of the suit that was intact clung around her legs. Around her chest and hips the suit was torn away. 


“That is one of your eggs my dear” said Prug “Your breasts likely held dozens of them waiting to be fertilized by the right man.” He took the pearl from Sarah’s hand and examined it. 


“An egg? Those things came out of my tits!”


“Remember Sarah, you are part alien now. On Phylum, women carry their eggs in their breasts along with their milk” he looked away from the Pearl and at Sarah, who stood wide eyed looking at the still huge nipples on her small boobs. “It is clear now that not all of the changes imposed on you by Scurj’s bug have been removed. You will have to live with them. Every so often you will need a Wyrm to drink your milk and eat your eggs.”

He began to walk back to the citadel on the mountain, Sarah followed him. 


“Could you explain to me how your people go on from generation to generation? How do the eggs hatch if they get eaten by the Wyrms?” asked Sarah. 


Prug was amazed at the curiosity of Sarah. She seemed far more concerned with learning about phylum than dealing with her own problems. She was remarkably stable given the situation, he half expected her to break down at the end of her home world’s existence. Prug wondered if Sarah was aware yet that the collective power of the fusion power plants on her world had, without human supervision, reduced Earth to the size of a grain of rice with a mass of several trillion megatons. 

He decided to answer her question; he might as well be as friendly and accommodating as could be under the circumstances. “Eggs undergo a process of metamorphosis when they get fertilized. They grow a hard outer shell when male Phylumian sperm enters the soft egg skin. This hard shell adheres to the inside of the Wyrm’s stomach lining. Unfertilized or deformed eggs are digested with the milk for nutrients that benefit the Wyrm. The Wyrms rely on us to feed, and we rely on the Wyrms for the warmth of their bellies to nurse the eggs. It is a natural symbiosis.”

“Doesn’t burrowing keep the eggs warm? Why don’t the women just carry them?” asked Sarah. She didn’t understand much about the process of life on this world, but she was doing her best to try. Prug seemed a nice fellow although he normally spent his time talking and nothing else. It occurred to her now that he rarely looked at her directly either. He hurried across the sand in front of her, his back was becoming very familiar to her.  


“The eggs must grow, and hey would become much too large for any woman to carry. Phylumian women normally have 6 breasts, and the largest recorded egg count in a single woman was recorded at 637 eggs. That’s over 100 eggs per breast. One cannot even begin to fathom the impracticality of it all. When the eggs grow to a certain size the Wyrm throws them up and they hatch in the desert.”


“And then what?”


“The eggs are by this time very large, and give birth to Phylumians almost fully grown. The new children naturally tend to travel towards the most imposing object in the area, the mountain on which we live. That is how the life cycle works for us Sarah.”

Prug went on the explain the fact that the women of Phylum were no longer present, and that bringing the humans to Phylum was a plan to restore the life cycle to Phylum’s biosphere. Without the women the Wyrms would have nothing to feed on. Without the Wyrms the animals that relied on them would also be affected, and the animals relying on the animals that relied on the Wyrms would no doubt be affected and so on. Everything would die out, and eventually the last remaining Phylumians would die of old age without having children. When Sarah understood this she had only one more question to ask. 


“Why Earth?”


“All in good time.” said Prug. “When I can show you, you will be the First to know.”
Council


Scurj stood before the council. There were 5 council members, but 2 seats were empty. The council of Phylumian society was composed of 2 men and women at all times to represent the 2 castes of their society. The 5th member could be any gender and spoke for the council as well as adjudicated all the proceedings. The women’s chairs sat empty.

“Lord Scurj” said a tall, skinny white bearded man sitting in the 5th and centre chair “You have been brought before the council to answer for your actions against what is known as, Humanity. On 3 separate occasions you have meddled with the affairs of a blue green world over 30 000 light years away. Such actions must be justified.” 
The white bearded man was Dendrot. He was the oldest living man on Phylum. His scales were more grey now than green; and his armour was soft and malleable with age, but he commanded much respect. His brow furrowed and his chin lifted in disapproval of Scurj. 


Scurj lifted his chin high and spoke “What I did was in the interest of Phylum’s future. That is all the justification I need.” He shut his moth tight and averted his eyes. The council noticed his posture of contempt. It didn’t go over well.


“And what of your justification of the war between Earth and its Moon, how do you justify that? Or what of the implosion of the Pluto colony last year? Can you justify that too?” Dendrot’s eyes pierced Scurj’s scaly armour and burned holes in his head. Dendrot’s grey eyes were famous, and much of his respect came from the fear of his inquisitive gaze. 


“The Earth Moon War was a recruitment error, and the Pluto colony implosion was an error that I fixed before releasing the bug on Earth. The bug made the Pluto colonists go crazy after infection, which I had planned, in order to make it easier to transmit the infection from human to human. However it was not suited to Pluto’s delicate colony environment. The rabid colonists once infected destroyed their environment until it was no longer able to protect them. My guess is that someone in hot lust knocked a switch of some sort while fucking on a desk.” He shrugged his shoulders and looked at the floor in a display of speculation.

“You blame the war on a recruitment error? That is not an adequate description to say the least.” bellowed Dendrot, ignoring the Pluto explanation. Scurj lowered his head in anger. He wanted to say something, but he held his tongue for it would endanger someone dear to him. “Nor is it justification for your actions.” 
Scurj retreated into silent communion while Dendrot droned on. 


“You need to buy some time.” said Scurj’s brain.


“How?”


“Tell them the truth. Or lose everything.” replied his brain.


“That’s not fair! I’m the only one here with something to lose!” yelped Scurj’s gonads. It feared the punishment involved if the Lord was judged.


“Fine, tell them the truth and lose only your balls.” scoffed his Brain.


“We all have something to lose if this doesn’t work.” mumbled Scurj. He looked up at the council and spoke. “I want more time. I think that if another message is sent to Aqua, it will be answered. I want 3 days.” 


Dendrot brought his gavel down on the bench. “Very well, no more than 3 days. The council has judged you Scurj, your punishment will commence on the fourth day.”


Scurj’s brain squirmed in his skull. “You promised me this was a last resort.” it said. “I don’t want to go through this; you could take the punishment and avoid what must be done next.”


“Hey! Don’t make me your lamb!” screamed the part of Scurj in favour of his balls.


To the mind war he had just experienced Scurj replied “To a man, good loyal brain, his mind and his balls are one and the same. It must be done.” 


He walked out of the courtroom and outside into the plaza. He was atop the mesa, among the 5 mushroom shaped buildings. He plotted a course to the largest of the buildings. It stood in the middle of the semi-circle. It was his palace. He entered the palace and walked through the lobby.


At the top of the mushroom shaped Palace was a small domed room. Scurj went there a lot. He had gone there very frequently in the last few days. Coming from the lobby of the palace one had to navigate a series of stair cases, meandering halls, drunken court jesters and sleeping guards to find their way to the dome. Scurj knew the way well and found it easily. 

Inside the room was a large telescope, it was pointed at Aqua. Scurj looked through the lens of the scope, adjusted it and looked through it again. He was staring at a small domed room on top of the palace of Aqua. In the side of this dome was an opening, and in the opening he could see the Queen of Aqua looking back at him through a telescope of her own.


He smiled at her; she crossed her arms, scowled and tapped her foot. 
“It must be done” he thought.

Departure

A large spear shaped metal hull about 3 kilometres long rested on the sand. It was a spaceship. It was dark outside and the wind was stopped over the desert. The spaceship glistened in the aqua moon light cast on it by the aptly named Aqua. A silhouetted figure approached the ship. It laid a scaly palm on the side of the hull and a small hatch popped open. It made a “puthunk” sound as its seal came off. The figure climbed in.


There was a pause.


Suddenly the desert was lit up by bright white light. Tufts of hair sticking out of the sand sheered in the wind as dust was kicked up and air thrust out of the tail end of the spaceship. It rose off the ground with a low humming sound, and then drifted into the sky towards the blue green moon of Aqua. 5 huge fins helped guide it upwards.
Mostly Normal


“They’ve already gotten bigger.” said Sarah tugging at her new undergarments. Prug had given her a robe and a tube dress made of thin cloth that fitted around her chest, torso and hips. It was already tight as her growing tits bulged up at her chin.


“I am afraid that you are still part Phylumian. Once you had been transformed on Earth it seems some of your genes had been permanently altered. At this time of year Phylumian women are normally in heat. Their breasts grow in size as they fill with milk and eggs.” said Prug. 


He and Sarah were in her room under the mountain. Her room overlooked the desert through a hole cut in the rock. A small stone balcony had been built there. She was standing out on it looking at all the other glowing windows above and below and to the side of her in the cliff face. Yelling, laughter and other signs of boisterous activity filled the air. The desert was tinged an Aqua green against a Navy Blue sky. Aqua floated high overhead casting its eerie glow on Phylum. In the breeze Sarah could smell the cold clean scent of the desert, like standing atop a glacier on Earth. This was truly a fascinating world.

Sarah rubbed her toned thighs and felt her bulging hips.


“And these?” she gestured. “Why are my hips growing?”


“That was for aesthetics I wager” guessed Prug. “I am not sure but I think I know my father. It seems like his work.”


Sarah’s clothes groaned in stress. It had been almost 15 hours since her encounter with the Wyrm and her tits were making up for it. Sarah and Prug had been up all night; soon it would be sun up. She was starting to accept she would never be normal again, only mostly normal. She’d look Human, but she would not be so.

“Your father? You mean Scurj?” asked Sarah.


“Yes. He is doing this for me. It’s been a century since the women left, now he means to continue the family dynasty. How can it continue if there is no one for me to mate with?” Prug’s head sunk as he slumped back onto the balcony floor. He leaned against the carved rock guard rails with his back to the desert. Sarah sat down beside him, her clothes ripped at the bottom as she sat. The bottom of the tubular garment ripped along her thighs and her hips came pouring outwards. She didn’t pay attention to it, it wasn’t new. She was still covered under the robe anyway. Prug paid no heed either; he looked up at the cliff towering above them. It made them look very small.

“All these men, the few who are left, are old and weary. I am the youngest man on Phylum, did you know that Sarah?” Sarah shook her head in the negative. Prug motioned to the hundreds of glowing windows above Sarah’s balcony. “Many of those who left to mate with the Earth women in the desert will not return. The desert will reclaim them and take their bodies to the underground. They are too old to live for anything and will die in an act of preserving the future.” 


“Soon I hope, the Wyrms will awake from their starved slumber and those who can manage will fly out and uproot the females. They will empty the women and incubate the eggs. Then, the Earth girls will make their way here. They will come to the only major feature in the desert, this mountain. Then we will know if it all worked. And after that, once the Wyrms throw up the ripe eggs, they will hatch and the newborns will make the journey here as well.”

“Why out in the desert? Why do the women go out there to wait for a man to come and have sex with them? Why can’t you do it here?” asked Sarah.


“We can do it here, but it is tradition to go out into the sand. Either way, the woman must inevitably make the trek into the sand and burrow to keep warm the eggs that have been readied. Scurj encoded the need for the warm desert in the changes he made to your fellow humans. It is a gene the Phylumians have possessed for millions of years. When full of eggs and ready to mate, the women seek the warmth of the desert sand.”

Sarah noticed for the first time that night time felt very cold. She shivered. Her clothes creaked and groaned under the stress of movement. Prug noticed her shivering in the cool night air.


“You too are ready; it is high summer in the desert. That is when mating season begins. If we go away from the equator to cooler climates you will stop changing.” suggested Prug.


Sarah was concentrating on other things at the moment. Her face was wincing, and her eyes were closed. Her teeth were grinding and she was breathing heavily. Suddenly she took a deep breath and a loud ripping sound could be heard. Her robe suddenly ballooned outward as two massive tits freed themselves from their fabric constraints. Sarah looked at Prug as if nothing had happened. “Go on.” she insisted.


“I was saying that the reason you are changing and growing is because it is high summer. In high summer, the bodies of Phylumian women respond to the high heat by producing eggs and getting ready for sex. That is what your body is doing. It won’t stop growing until you mate and burrow or move away from the equator where it is cooler.” continued Prug.

Sarah noticed that high summer of Phylum was not very warm, probably only equivalent to early fall on Earth. Phylum must be a normally cold planet she assumed. Still she felt cold. Her tits were burning.


“What can be found away from the equator?” asked Sarah. “Where could we go?”


“I am not sure, while we have fully explored this planet it doesn’t make much sense for us to live anywhere else. Our reproductive systems only work here, so it is only to be expected that we would evolve to stay here. There is only more sand, except at the poles. There is some vegetation there, but not much. The only thing one would find at the poles are small trees and shrubs. Life on Phylum revolves around the equator. Nothing strays far from the mountains.”


“There are other mountains?” asked Sarah.


“Yes” replied Prug “There are chains of great mountains all across the desert, most are merely small hills. The highest mountain other than this one is about 300 metres. This is the highest and most prominent mountain of Phylum. It is almost 600 metres tall. The Wyrms, desert crawlers, microbes and other forms of life all live in or around these mountains feeding on silicate and minerals and other life giving sustenance. Under the mountains are great aquifers of water. That is why all life revolves around the mountain. It never rains on Phylum and there is water nowhere else.”

“It never rains! How is that possible?” Sarah yelped.


“Technically it does rain. Not in the way it would have on Earth. The water evaporates and is carried by the wind. The caves and fissures of the mountain catch the water as the wind blows through and it seeps into the resevior at its base.”


Sarah suddenly thought about how thirsty she was. She hadn’t eaten since just after she had been changed back into mostly human form. “I’m thirsty.” she said. Prug, without speaking got up and walked back into Sarah’s room, through the door and out into the hall. He was gone for some time.


While he was gone Sarah walked back into her room. She dropped her robe; the ripped shards of her undergarment fell to the floor. Her bulbous breasts bounced out and came to a rest. She touched them. She shivered at the feeling. They were as big as her head and growing each hour. Her nipples stood erect, they were huge and showed off a dark maroon colour. She remembered a 3 ounce shot glass she had back on Earth; they were easily the same size. There were big holes in the tips of them.

There was a clatter, and the door came swinging open. Prug came shuffling in with a cart of food. He was bent over and pushing it and was not looking up as he came over the threshold. Sarah reached down and grabbed her robe, throwing it over her glorious form just as he looked up to see her. She dressed as fast as she could but she was sure he caught a momentary glimpse of her swollen tits. The thought turned her on. She was sweating.


“Sorry, should have alerted you first before I came in. I brought to Molox Fruit. They are juicy and ripe, fresh picked from the underground caverns.” He said as he tossed one in her direction. He took a clear pitcher of water and filled 2 mugs to the brim. Sarah caught the Molox in her hands. It was soft and yellow. She grabbed a mug and drank deeply. She drank so fast that some water spilled from her mouth into her gaping cleavage. The hairs on her body stood on end. Her vagina moistened and burned. She eyed the Molox in her hand and brought it to her face. She bit into it and was totally unprepared for what happened next. It was very juicy; it ran down her face and neck and into her cavernous cleavage. Prug watched it flow.

Sarah winced as she tried to contain her heat. But it was no avail. She dropped her robe and shoved her glorious boobs in Prug’s direction. He stepped back totally shocked at first. She put her hands on the bed without thinking. Running on instinct she spread her legs, raised her posterior in Prug’s direction and presented herself like a common animal. Prug hesitated, took half a step forward, then half a step back. He backed himself against the wall and made some shuffling movements. He was very shocked by the display before him. Sarah arched her head and looked backward. From her view Prug was directly behind her, lined up in the natural aiming sight created by the valley between her ass cheeks. 

Prug looked at Sarah’s face. She looked back at him with mouth gaping and a slack tongue, panting and moaning. She stared into him with a doe eyed look. He couldn’t resist. He had secretly hoped for this. He stepped forward, opened his robe and answered Sarah’s big question. He dropped his undergarments and revealed his penis, which was almost exactly like the human kind. The only difference it seemed was that it was a reddish-brown colour like the sands of the desert. 


“This is why Earth was chosen.” he declared.


Sarah glared at it, hungering for it. She begged him to come inside her and to make her throb. Her tits dangled and wobbled from her bent over body as she panted and her breathing quickened. Prug made his charge and rammed himself inside her moist pussy. He pumped in and out with ferocious intent. She hollered with each thrust. He clutched her sides with a firm grip and pulled on her hips for leverage. Sarah orgasmed as she had the best sex of her life; juices spilled out of her slit and all over Prug’s scaly legs. This only encouraged his sexual bombardment. He pulled out and tossed her on the bed. He was in a lustful frenzy, his eyes burned with passionate fire. He clutched Sarah’s thighs and forced them apart. Sarah begged for more. Again he resumed and brought down on Sarah the full force of his scaly body. He hammered at the human girl like a jack hammer, spreading the lips of her love tunnel with ease. He cummed inside her with a powerful wave that Sarah could feel forcing its way up her vagina and into her body. Te smell of sweat and Molox juice filled Sarah’s nostrils. Molox smelled very much like mango.

Prug kept hammering her with his cock. He jostled and jeered Sarah’s body around while she worshipped his cock in her cunt. “More!” she screamed, as another orgasm rocked her world. The room was spinning as her vision went blurry. Prug rose to his knees on the bed as he continued to fuck her brains out. He thrust downward into her and Sarah found herself half in the air with only her shoulders and head against the bed sheets. Her melon sized tits wobbled wildly. In one direction they slapped her torso, then swaying in the other direction they nearly came close enough to slap her chin. She and Prug spent the rest of the night screaming and wrestling in their passion. When sun came up and all was finished, Sarah had an urge to get outside.

Into the Sand


Sarah, fresh from her love session ran down the hall stark naked. Her tits bobbed up and down with each stride. A sinful wetness and the remnants of Prug’s semen stained the inside of her thighs. She traveled down the winding stairs to the base of the mountain. The underground city was deserted; no one was awake in early morning. Even upstairs in her room Prug lay sleeping on Sarah’s bed. She slowed her pace to a light jaunt. The stairwell opened into a large underground cavern with city streets and shops. High overhead, scaffolding provided access to other levels on the city concealed in the rock. She jogged though the empty streets. Ahead of her a bright light glared through an opening in the rock, the City Gate. The sun was just rising and was visible through the city’s open gate. She ran outside, into the desert and dove into the sand.


Automatically and intuitively she swam into the sand, using her arms to drive her deeper. She felt the warm bathe her, and it put her to sleep. Right outside the gate of the city, was a thick tuff of brown hair that marked her place. 

To Be Continued
