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Two men. One in his early thirties. The other one in his mid-fifties. They were both sitting on the dark red couch in the abandoned research station in the depths of the Enchanted Forest.

The tall, blonde, muscular man by the name of Nathan was staring straight ahead. He had come all this way. A few hundred miles from the border of the Layer. He’d come in search of this very man.

In search for Steven. Or rather, of professor Steven. Nathan’s former university professor from over ten years ago. And his former crush.

Even after all this time, Nathan still had feelings for him... Feelings that had been rejected already. And not just once. Twice. One time, right after Nathan’s graduation. And for the second time when Nathan first got this high-paying government job, and wanted to try and set things right.

He’d been rejected. Almost brutally so. And yet, when push came to shove, after the Event, Nathan was the one to set out to find this man. To find him in the Layer. The Layer inside of which a completely different realm dwelled. Whether it was the transformed terrain, or a different world altogether, remained a mystery.

To most, as confused as they all were by its sudden appearance, it quickly became simply the realm of Fae. Full of cruel and deceitful creatures. Ripe with creatures beautiful but smart enough to avoid anything and everything else. And with a plethora of creatures beautiful, but only in order to lure their prey.

There were dryads. Nymphs. Mermaids. Sirens. Centaurs. And unicorns, too. They did not look very human. At least not most of them. The notable exception were the fairies.

This fact was quite important, for, after spending too much time there, most people changed. Changed in a way that made it impossible for them to leave the Layer again if they did not leave immediately. Changed in a way that would have made it impossible for them to lead a normal life again, even if they could come back.

There was no way to prevent or to reverse the transformation once got too far. There were, however, ways to cause it. To provoke it. And there were ways to speed it up, too.

Professor Steven didn’t just leave. He set out on a mission. He was supposed to fix the old station, deep in the Layer. To make it possible to stop the Layer’s original inhabitants from crossing into the human world. He volunteered. Even though he was not the most qualified, not the strongest, definitely not the youngest, and not brave at all.

The middle-aged man volunteered to do this because he did not believe he had anything to lose. He did have two children. Children who were already in college, with one of them about to get a Master’s degree and holding a job already. He was divorced. His own parents were dead. While he was a rather well-liked, kind and peaceful individual, he did not find much joy in being overly social in groups, nor did he have much luck throughout his life while meeting individual people.

He had nothing to stay for at that point. Nothing to lose. And he did not want the Layer to affect his children. This was his reason to leave. And his excuse to leave, too.

So he left. He did know what to avoid. And perhaps that’s what landed him right where he was right now. Perhaps, if he hadn’t known... He wouldn’t have drunk that liquid? That pink liquid, from the tiny stream weaving its glittery threads among the shiny crystals.

Steven did complete his mission. He did patch up the device, and he did redirect the signal. And he did say he was coming home. Because it had been months by that point. And he still hadn’t changed.

He began to think he was immune. But he had repressed things throughout his life. Things that then came to hunt him with a vengeance. So the Layer’s essence affected him in a similar fashion.

When Steven first saw the blonde man. That healthy, slightly rugged yet still somehow elegant man. When, for a moment, Steven remembered the life he had abandoned this man for, the life he still could have... For a moment, Steven was willing to return. And then, it happened. His already slim body slimmed down even more, his hair grew thicker... He stumbled a few steps forward and he almost fell over.

Nathan did not say anything. With a stone face, he rushed to Steven’s side and took him by the arm. He led the older man to the couch. And he stayed silent as Steven twitched and shivered. They spent about three minutes like this, in complete silence. A silence so tense, you could cut it with a knife.

Finally, Steven stopped twitching. He rubbed his arms nervously. The transformation proper was about to begin. He could feel it. There was no going back. The moment the first drop of that pink liquid touched his tongue, his fate was sealed... It seemed like such a great idea back then.

“Oh...” Steven rubbed his knees together, a strange feeling between his legs, almost like an itch.

“You alright?” Nathan asked, his hand gently brushing against Steven’s right shoulder. “You do realize the transformation is going to make you very sensitive, right? What are you becoming, do you know?”

“Y-yeah, I’m- F-fairy-!” Steven looked at the younger man, ready to reassure him all was fine... and then... “NGH!”

Steven had never had an erection like this before. He’d never had his cock shoot up straight and outright stretch his pants, leaving him with a huge, imposing tent. A tent he couldn’t hide sitting down. And a tent he wouldn’t be able to hide standing up.

“Uh... Professor...” Nathan looked down and raised his eyebrows. “You’re... impressive,” he stated with a blank stare, and turned his head away.

“Ugh...!” Steven jumped in his seat, a warm, sticky drop coming out his tip. “Oh, my god, I’m l-leaking-! NGH!”

“Would you like me to leave?” Nathan looked away, as if he was trying to hide his face from the older man.

“N-no,” Steven whimpered through the pleasure. “N-no, not unless... Unless you want to...!” he gasped, fighting himself not to start touching his own tent right then and there. “I... I... it’s real what the journal said...!” but he rubbed his legs together, instead. “I am so... So... Ugh...!”he literally trembled from the next wave of pleasure and desire. “I really want to... h-have sex right now...! H-how absurd!” Steven let out a bittersweet laugh, shaking his head, and buried his face in his hands.

“...me, too,” Nathan looked back at him, just in time for Steven to part his fingers and try to look up again. Somehow, in a moment like this, Steven’s heart froze. Even though his crotch was blissfully hot. “I... I’ve always found you attractive. And... kind. And smart. And beautiful. That’s why I wanted to find you again. To tell you this.”

“Uh...” Steven looked down, past the huge tent, and at his own knees. “You know...” he said slowly. “I... I wish you had told me sooner,” his tip was so tender, he wanted to rub it so, so much. “I wish... I hadn’t told you off.”

“Me, too,” Nathan sighed. “And now... look at us! Stuck in the Forest of Fae...”

“I am s-stuck...!” Steven arched his back as his body spasmed with pleasure as he made the mistake of moving his hips around and his tip rubbed against the fabric of his pants. “Y-you are free to g-go...”

“I am not leaving without you,” Nathan looked at him again... and they both fell silent.

They stared at each other. They stared at each other, and while Steven’s mind began to attune to the state of his body, Nathan’s body began to attune to the state of his mind. Nathan looked down at Steven’s dick. And then back up at Steven’s face. And back down at his dick. And up at his face again.

“Professor...” Nathan began. “You know, if you want to... We could try to do something before you... shrink.”

“H-huh?” Steven blinked a few times, followed Nathan’s gaze to the humongous tent in his own crotch... and then, almost as if he couldn’t help himself, he gazed at the younger man’s crotch.

That dick. That magnificent, thick, girthy sword. The mere outline of its head, starting to push through the fabric. It made Steven squirm in his seat and let out a whimper as the underside of his dick tingled along the whole shaft.

“A-alright...!” he blurted out.

“...seriously?” Nathan blinked, dumbfounded. “Would you really be fine with that? Even if we weren’t... in this situation?”

He looked down at Steven’s crotch. And then again at the older man’s face. At that sweet, blushing face. At that perfectly shaped head. With that beautiful, short yet luscious hair. And those cheekbones. Sharp like a diamond blade. And those cute, cute glasses that always made Steven look so nerdy...

“Y-yes!” Steven felt tension building up in his whole body, the anticipation almost impossible to bear “EEK!” he yelped.

In under two seconds, seamlessly and without any pain, he went from 6’1 to  5’11. He blinked a few times. And he looked at the other man again. The difference was hard, but not impossible to notice.

“Uh...” Steven was about to say something.

But the fabric of his pants creaked. The top of his erect dick brushed against the fabric as his pelvis trembled. Steven bit his lips. And he rubbed his tip through the fabric. Very, very slowly. He began tracing circles on the sensitive, warm, protruding head.

“...Yes,” he said in an unexpectedly calm though breathy voice. “I... I want to change in your arms,” he added. “I want to feel your body against mine all that time. I... I really need to feel I’m not alone right now,” he rubbed his own arms again... and went back to touching his own dick. “And... some sex while we’re at it would be nice, too,” he cracked half of a bittersweet smile. 

And Nathan blushed. And he watched. At first with hesitation
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