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It all started when I was six years old. Something changed in me. My 

mom and I were shopping at the mall and she decided to treat me to one of 

those warm big pretzels they serve, you know the kind… I began eating it, 

and the salt started cutting the roof of my mouth. Next thing I knew, I had 

this intense fear, almost a panic when I saw the little crystals dotted along 

the crust. I threw the pretzel with all my might and couldn’t stop screaming. 

The next day, I found myself in a psychiatrist’s office. The shrink asked me 

questions that I just didn’t understand, and they told my mother that it was 

all in my head… I was prescribed medication, and sent home. Fast forward 

ten years. I finally got my first girlfriend, a girl named Rebecca. She was 

beautiful, popular, and nice enough to take pity on a sad case like me. That 

night changed my life forever.  

My mom had left town on business, and I had the house to myself. I 

invited Rebecca over, hoping that maybe I could work up the courage to 

finally kiss her. I remember the moon appearing massive, like it hung close 

to the ground. Staring at it gave me this feeling I had never felt before, a 

surge of adrenaline. It gave me courage. For the first time in my life, I had a 

pair of balls, and I was going to use them. I didn’t just reach in for a kiss, I 

went for it all. I slid my hand right up her thigh, squeezing her ass under her 

tiny skirt. To my utter shock, she kissed me back, and her hand found its 

way into my pants… What happened next… Well, you’ll have to take my 

word for it. 

A tingling sensation coursed through my body and I felt tight all over, 

like my skin was vacuum sealing me from the outside. I began panicking. 

The look of shear horror on her face let me know that I was in more trouble 

than I could ever imagine. My arms and legs began shrinking, pulling 

themselves inside of me. My skin started getting MOIST. My eyes came out 

of my skull and grew out over my head. Next thing I knew, I was on my 

belly, and Rebecca shot out of the room so fast that she knocked my mirror 

over… In its reflection I saw what I had become. I was a slug. A wereslug. 

 

Now, I am twenty-five years old and I finally have control. I can 

change into a slug at will. There are other weres in the world, you know, 

your standard werewolves, wereleopards, and werebears. However, I am the 

only one of my kind. As it turns out, there is a market for it. I used to think 

that this thing was my curse, but there is a whole community of fucked up 



people that are very interested in fucking weres, and I am a rarity. To them, 

I am in high demand, and these people will pay good money for a shot in 

the sheets.  

Some of my clients just like to feed me lettuce, some just want to see 

me transform. So, it’s not all bad. My favorite customers, though, want to 

suck my cock. Want to feel my slug form wrap over their body like a warm 

blanket. Those are the people that pay the big bucks, and I get to fuck 

women that are hotter than what I can come up with in my imagination, so, 

the whole slug thing is a gift and a curse.  

Tonight, I have to go meet one of my regulars, Anibet. She is 

gorgeous, and her beauty is only rivaled by her wallet. Chick has some deep 

pockets and knows exactly what she wants. She has had werewolf, vampire, 

even mummy… But nothing satisfies her like my slug cock. We always have 

to be discreet because she is married to a very influential Swamp Thing, and 

the guy has even had his own TV show. If he were to find out about us, we’d 

both be dead. You might ask yourself, “Why even risk it? Dude has an army 

of creatures from the black lagoon on his payroll, are you nuts?” To that I’d 

have to say yes. Perhaps a little, but Anibet makes me feel like a slugling 

again.  

Shit, I just got a text from her. I am sitting here babbling to you, the 

audience, like an asshole as my lady awaits. You don’t keep a girl like that 

waiting.  

I hop into my car, and head to the pin she dropped on google maps. 

Looks like she wants to meet up at one of our old spots. A swanky little 

swingers club, very off the beaten path. It requires a membership, but my 

lady pays my dues to give us a place to hide out.  

As I cruise down the interstate, I pass by people in their cars, people 

that don’t realize that an entire world exists outside of their narrow 

perceptions. A world of mind blowing tantric sex that only a slug can 

provide, and I feel sorry for them. Though, you can’t miss what you don’t 

know, so it’s not all bad.  

Pulling up to the spot, I see her leaning against a wall just under the 

light of a flickering street lamp. She is as beautiful as ever, wearing a long 

flowing red gown. Her long dark hair done perfectly, in a way that only the 

very rich can maintain. I step out of the car and she walks over to greet me 

with a kiss.  

“I’ve missed you,” She says grabbing both of my hands.  



“The feeling is mutual, love,” I say smiling down at her.  

“Let’s head inside, we don’t need prying eyes watching what we’re 

about to do,” she says leading me inside.  

Walking in, your senses are bombarded. The smell of sex hangs in the 

air with a heavy musk, and the sound of music is deafening. Bright colors on 

the walls and the impromptu laser show is meant to disorient, and get the 

adrenaline pumping. Nothing helps making a bad decision like constant 

excitement attached to the act. Once the adrenaline is pumping through 

your body, you just want to fuck something, and Anibet’s ass swaying in 

front of me looks like a prime target. 

She leads me down a flashing hallway, to our reserved room. As she 

opens the door, the table along with the pulley system sits in the middle of 

the room, surrounded by racks of toys and what some would call medieval 

torture devices. Don’t worry, we’re safe.  

Without so much as a word, Anibet throws me against the wall, and 

slides her tongue into my mouth. The warmth from her tongue writhing 

against mine sends the blood from my brain, straight to my cock. She pulls 

away briefly.  

“I have a surprise for you,” she says.  

“Oh yeah? What’s that?” I ask trying my best to control myself.  

“I brought a friend. I want to try something new this time,” she smiles. 

“That’s gonna cost you extra,” I wink.  

“Worth every penny,” she says as she knocks on the wall.  

In walks a beautiful woman with dark hair and glasses. She says her 

name is Janneke in a thick Dutch accent. I am immediately turned on. I 

have never tried a Dutch broad.  

The two ladies push me back against the steel table in the center of 

the room and begin tearing at my clothes. With every article that falls, I see 

excitement building on their faces. Janneke drags her tongue along my 

chiseled abs, creating a trail of wetness that the air hits and sends chills 

down my spine.  

While I stand there naked with my ass against the cool table, the two 

girls begin undressing each other. Their bodies are immaculate. Janneke’s 

ass, Anibet’s tits… It’s all I can do to keep from slugfucking them both right 

here and now.  



Anibet gets on her knees and gently puts my cock in her mouth as 

Janneke starts kissing my neck. I slide two fingers inside of her and feel her 

moan against my neck. I feel like I just hit the lottery. Anibet picks up 

speed, sucking me into her, cupping my balls and squeezing my ass with her 

free hand. Janneke slides her tongue in my mouth, whimpering every time I 

force my fingers up into her. She is so wet and I feel her running down my 

hand and forearm.  

I pull anibet to her feet and walk her over to the table, having her lay 

on her back. I pull her legs apart, revealing her gorgeous pussy, and gesture 

for Janneke to come around. I guide Janneke’s head in between Anibet’s legs 

and without prompting, she begins licking her swollen clit.  

With Jannke’s ass facing me, I slide my thick cock inside of her and 

hear her gasp against Anibet. I begin thrusting hard, watching her ass 

bounce against me as I stare into Anibet’s eyes. She has a mischievous grin 

and I know she is up to something.  

“I want you to change now…” She says gripping Janneke’s head and 

pulling her down onto her clit harder. 

Without hesitation, I transform. My body begins to quiver as the 

transformation takes hold. My eyes slide out of my head and I watch the 

girls from above as my body wraps over Janneke. I can feel all of her curves 

and wrap my gastropod intensely around them, holding her into place.  

All at once, six of my snail dicks form along my belly like a cow’s 

utters, along with my human dick just below. I refuse to change that; I love 

her pussy feels on my human cock. As I fuck her, I bend my eyes down to 

watch the expression on her face as my snail dicks flop against her back, 

moving in sync with the rest of my body, painting a picture of pleasure along 

her skin.  

Anibet climbs over her back and begins sucking my six green snail 

cocks, one after the other, and using her two free hands to work a couple. 

As I thrust into her, harder and harder, I use my gastropod to pull her in 

tightly, not allowing her to move. This angle is perfect, and what Anibet is 

doing to my snail cocks is blowing my mind. She is running her face through 

all six like a car wash.  

All at once, my snail cock start shooting green sludge on Anibet’s face 

and I feel Janneke tighten around me. I begin pumping thick warm cum 

inside of her as her fingers go white gripping the outer edge of the table.  



As I finish and do a few more thrusts, color returns to Janneke’s 

fingers, and Anibet is collecting my slugspunk from her face and sucking it 

off of her fingers. 

As I sit in my post coital bliss, the door bursts open and Swamp Thing, 

along with two creatures from the black lagon are standing there and they 

look pissed. I immediately back against the wall, with nowhere to run. 

“Baby, it’s not what you think!” Anibet shouts, but Swamp Thing wants 

no part of it.  

He reaches out with his vines and ensnares me in a vice grip. What he 

didn’t count on, was how slippery slugs are. Score! I slide out of his grip 

onto the floor and begin slithering away. The two other creatures jump onto 

my back and pin me to the floor.  

“You think you can get away with fucking my wife??!” Swamp Thing 

shouts. 

“Look, I’m sorry. I can’t refuse the kind of money she is paying me, 

I’m sure you understand!” I scream, but he already has his gun out.  

“You’re paying him!! That’s it!” He says taking aim at my face.  

Immediately, something awakens inside of me. A power like I have 

never felt before.  

My body begins growing and I rotate my eyes to see shock and fear on 

the face of everyone in the room. Suddenly, my body expands like an 

airbag, and I smash everyone in the room against the walls, then through 

them. All that is left is sludge, blood, and bones once I shrink back down.  

“I have to get the fuck out of here.” I say out loud and grab my 

clothes.  

Good thing slugs don’t have fingerprints, but I will miss Anibet, poor 

girl. 

 As I leave the scene, I receive another text, this time it’s Ginni…  

“Well, here we go again.” I say as I get into my car to head her way. 

A slugs got to eat. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


