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Ever since the Lust Bug epidemic began those who could run scared did just that. Those with enough money or power to attempt an escape dropped completely off the radar.

That included famous celebrities, important business people and world leaders.

Underneath The White House there is an emergency bunker for the President of the United States of America to use in times of need. A mind warping and body changing bug spreading across the entire world is definitely counted as a time of need.

While the entire world was going mad up above the president was safe and sound in her underground bunker, protected by guards from the secret service.

President Sarah Holt had only just reached her first year in office when the virus struck. The second year has been spent underground.

The bunker had enough space to house all those who had been brought along, enough food to feed them for years and access to communications from the outside world which meant the president and her aides could see all the chaos which was going on up above. Every day they sat and watched as society went crazy, everyone simply spending their time screwing each other openly and passionately.

“Look at them,” Sarah’s head of staff said, “do you think there is anybody left out there who hasn’t been changed Miss. President? Miss. President?”

He turned around as there was no response. Sarah was lounging back in her seat, breathing heavily as her heavy eyes remained latched onto the vast array of screens in front of her, like she was in some sort of daze.

“Miss. President,” he yelled, standing up sharply between her and the screens, snapping her out of her daydream.

“Oh, sorry,” she groaned, rubbing her head, “I’m just feeling a little tired today is all.”

“You’re not sick are you Miss. President?”

“Sick, no. Just a little exhausted. I think it may be better if I go and take a lie down. Hold down the fort for me here and let me have some privacy.”

She didn’t hang around once she’d made her excuses to leave the room and return to her bedroom. It wasn’t actually exhaustion which was the problem. The actual issue, one that had been plaguing her for the past few weeks and only growing stronger every day, was horniness.

Today she had found herself getting hooked onto the screens that were showing all that sex, her mind wandering off to fantasies as her pussy grew hot. She couldn’t bear to be in that room anymore, she had to escape to take care of herself.

When she sensed the eyes of any of her guards locked onto her she walked briskly but once she thought she’d entered a blind spot she began to dash. She had an itch she needed to scratch desperately.


Sarah flung herself onto her bed as soon as she reached the privacy of her own room. With so many guards around the bunker this was pretty much the only place she could get some alone time.

“Finally alone,” she groaned, twisting around onto her back as she began to wiggle her way out of her clothing.

Her lust had been growing recently. Every day she seemed to be more excited and aroused than the last. It had been a long time since she’d last had sex and watching all of those videos from the outside world of bimbos and studs breeding together was feeding her body desires. It was no wonder she’d been getting so horny.

Once she was down to her underwear she began her fun. Sarah slid one of her hands down her own front, fingers slipping into the waistband of her panties, creeping lower until her soft touch caressed across her sensitive button.

She pushed her other hand upwards, brushing her fingers across her own chest, applying pressure down when she grazed across one of her nipples.

Softly she began to play with herself, small moans slipping free of her parted lips. It felt wonderful to be able to cut loose and satisfy her needs, her body's sensitivity only increasing as she caressed over herself.

The more her body reacted the firmer her touches got. She allowed her moans to get a little bit louder, not wishing to test the sound resistance of her room, grinding her hips up into her fingers as she rubbed up and down the length of her dampening slit.

“Stop getting in the way,” she said to her clothing as she put her masturbation session on a temporary hiatus so that she could finish the job of undressing and slip straight down to her birthday suit.

Once naked she went back to work, not having nothing to restrict her touches on her stiff, sensible, nipples and with no fabric to get in the way of her pussy rubbing pleasure.

Louder and louder her moans became as she lifted her hips up from the bed, rubbing her thumb around her clit as she began to sink a finger into her own wetness.

The finger inside of her felt good but she couldn’t help but think that whoever designed this bunker made an oversight when they didn’t include any emergency sex toys into the plans. Her finger was good but it wasn’t thick or long enough to really itch the spots which she needed scratching. She needed something big; she needed a cock.

Sarah began to wonder whenever she should call a guard to come and fuck her. There were plenty of men there to look after her, plenty of cocks she could use to satisfy her desires.

She shook her head sharply from side to side. No she couldn’t do that. She was still the president, she couldn’t go around screwing around with her own bodyguards no matter how horny she got.

The fantasies of cock didn’t leave her mind however.

As she dreamed of dick she rolled over onto her front, starting to shake her hips up and down, almost bouncing herself on her own hand. She was riding her fingers as she moaned into the sheets, starting to chant out a mantra for her desire.

“Cock, cock, cock,” she began, starting soft at almost a mumble but growing louder with every moan, “cock, cock, cock, cock!”

By the time she reached the end she had risen her volume up into a loud scream, a scream which drew the attention of her guards.

“Is everything okay Miss. President!?” her posted guard yelled as he suddenly barged into an empty room.

Peeking her head out from her bathroom door Sarah answered calmly, “Yes everything is just fine. Sorry I just stumbled on my way to the bathroom and startled myself. You can return to your post.”

“Right away Miss. President, tell me if there is anything you need.”

Once he left she released a big sigh of relief. That was too close, she was almost caught masturbating in the flesh. If she hadn’t acted quickly and dashed off as soon as she heard the door handle turn she’d have been exposed.

Relieved, at not being caught at least, Sarah turned to the sink to splash herself with a mask of cold water in a bid to calm herself down. However when she caught sight of her reflection in the mirror she froze.

Sarah noticed that her usually modest chest was larger than normal; her breasts seemed swollen.

If it was just that she could have relaxed but she also noticed that her lips seemed puffier than usual and her shortish hair was suddenly brushing down against her shoulders.

“No this can’t be…” she began, twisting sharply to take a look at her behind, grasping her hands down on her buns to see how they looked and felt. She couldn’t be certain but her backside felt bigger than normal.

As she looked at herself she felt a throb of need from down within her loins. Sharply she shook her head from side to side, trying to deny what this seemed to be.

She’d remained locked in her bunker since the start of the epidemic. She hadn’t had any contact with anybody from the outside. There was no way any airborne diseases could slip into this shelter. So how could she possibly have the Lust Bug?


What Sarah should have done when she started noticing her body going through these weird changes was quickly call for assistance. That would have been the smart and sensible move.

The move she actually made was to hide it and to stay secluded in her room, panicking to herself about it.

“What am I going to do?” she asked herself, ruffling her hair in meltdown, “If they think I have the Lust Bug they’ll lock me up. Or they’ll throw me out. Or what if they k-k-kill… no that can’t be an option.”

She had no idea how she could possibly have the Lust Bug. What she did know was that no scientific or medical organization had yet discovered any sort of cure for the condition. Those who developed the Lust Bug would be transformed; there was no way to stop it.

Sarah was going to become a bimbo.

Of course a part of her tried to deny it but that was quite hard as every time she looked down her chest seemed to be a little bit bigger than it had been the last time.

“Okay don’t panic, don’t panic,” she began to say to herself as she chewed on her thumbnail, trying to remain calm.

It was working. She felt herself getting more and more relaxed, more at ease. Slowly her troubles were melting away. That was until she noticed that the reason her thoughts were slipping away was become she was starting to absent mindedly suck on her thumb like she was nursing on a dick.

Sharply she withdrew her hand away from her fat lips. That was horrifying, how could she start doing something like that without realizing it?

Of course while she was thinking this her other hand was down between her legs, thumb rolling over her stiff clit while her fingers brushed up and down the length of her wet slit.

If it took an annoyingly large amount of time for her to figure out she was seductively sucking her thumb it took a dangerously large amount of time for her to realize the reason that she was feeling so good was because she was masturbating.

When she realized what she was doing she whined, “No Sarah, stop this,” and forcefully dragged her touch away. Yet as soon as the rubbing stopped her body began to miss the feeling.

She’d been feeling horny before she’d started touching herself but now that she’s teased only to withdraw it’d made things even worse. Her pussy was bubbling up in lust; she was feeling unbearably hot.

Sarah squirmed as she sat on her bed, looking more like a stripper than a president, trying to control her hands from wandering as her lust grew.

The first minute was easy. The second minute remained that way. The third was still simple.

By the time she reached ten minutes she was in for a real struggle.

Her breathing was heavy. Her hands were trembling. Her cheeks were bright red. Her pussy was soaked. It was a battle of the wills just to stop herself from reaching down to touch her firm clit or her wet slit.

She tried to weigh through her options, what to do, what to do. However she was so horny she couldn’t think straight. That bubbling need was getting in the way of her concentration. As long as she was hot and horny she wouldn’t be able to properly think of a solution.

Sarah didn’t want to become a bimbo but as long as she denied her needs her brain wouldn’t help her focus on an answer to her problem. Her crumbling resistance latched onto this train of thought.

“If I just cum once,” she told herself, “then I’ll finally be able to think about the best thing to do.”

Why was she saying this to herself? Because she knew she was just doing it to be greedy of course. Sarah was simply trying to rationalize and convince herself her decision was the right one.

She dropped back onto the bed and let her hands wander again, fingers rubbing against her sensitive button and firm nipples. The touches were even more electrically charged than earlier. Each rub sent a little shockwave of pleasure coursing through her veins. It felt so good.

The hot moaning returned as she began to masturbate her growing body silly, flicking her fingers across her pussy, working the lust out of her system. However in fact all she was doing was allowing herself to be consumed more by her sexual desires.

Rationality and reasoning slipped away as she rocked her hips into her molesting fingers, those slippery digits slipping into her loins, plundering her needy insides.

Her body began to change again as she indulged in the pleasure. The growth in her chest, her ass, her lips, her hair, all it increased as she began to take the shape of all the other women affected by the Lust Bug; busty, bouncy and curvy.

Sarah’s moans echoed around the room as she was transformed in both body and mind. Her short hair had grown to cascading locks that engulfed across the surface of the bed and her large, natural, breasts jiggled with every rocking motion. Now she didn’t even look like a stripper, she looked like a living fantasy of male desire.

Finally she was getting what she wanted. Not the changes but the relief as her orgasm was building up, being coaxed to the surface by every rub across her sensitive erogenous points.

“Almost, almost,” she squealed to herself as her hips jerked upwards into the confines of her masturbating hand. Then with a shudder her orgasm arrived.

Her entire body arched, shook and trembled as her body spasmed, shooting out messy sprays of hot, orgasmic, heaven. Her juices squirted out in a glistening arch across the room, making the bedroom stink with the scent of feminine lust.

Sarah’s squeal was so loud she alerted her guard again who came barging back into the room.

“Miss. President do you--” he began but before he could finish he was slapped across the face by a stream of her squirting pussy juices, coating him with a glistening layer of her strong, sexual, desire.

He dropped down onto his knees as the scent, in just a second, had burned up into his nostrils and began to intoxicate his mind. His eyes locked onto that unbelievably sexy, curvaceous, body of the squirming president, assisting the dramatic rise in his arousal levels.

It took Sarah a few moments to realize she’d been disturbed, her amazing orgasm had kept her ditzy mind occupied throughout the entire body shuddering experience. It was only once she’d came down off the high and dropped back onto the bed that she peeked over to spy the groaning serviceman.

“Like hi there!” she giggled, her commanding tone replaced with the bubbly sounds of a ditzy bimbo, “I’m like still so super horny and stuff so it’d be like totes awesome of you if you could like fuck me and stuff.”

The Lust Bug was powerful and it was already too late for the president, she’d already been transformed into a bimbo. Already it had set its eyes on its next victim, that poor guard who was watching Sarah expose her pink, juicy, pussy; alluring him in.

He was well aware what she had become, after all they’d been watching bimbos from the bunker for a long time. However with the sight of such a beautifully sexy woman in front of him and that mind numbing aura penetrating his nostrils he couldn’t contain himself.

Feeling incredible lust he set himself onto her body, groaning in need as he eagerly stripped out of his clothing and joined her on the bed, climbing between her legs so he could slid himself into her greedy slit.

She moaned out a loud, hissing, squeal of joy as she was finally given what she’d been missing during her confinement underground, “Cock!”

Her body quaked in pleasure as he plunged his cock deep into her loins, sinking into the tight wetness of her sexually charged body. Her pussy was uncomparable to any he’d fucked before, she was absolutely heavenly.

His worries were nowhere to be found as he pounded his hips down into her juicy warmth, stirring up her dripping honeypot with every lurch of his snarling body.

As his cock was thrust through her bimbo loins the Lust Bug spread to him. His well toned body began to change from the maintained into the showing off, muscles pulsing as they started to grow.

His height increased to help support his newly expanding frame, all of his muscles growing much larger with every thrust down into her wetness. That included the muscle which joined them together, his hard dick growing in both size and girth as it spread her twat open and only put more pressure on her insides.

The volume of her moans and squeals increased as he pounded into her with a growing need and ferocity. As the Lust Bug began to gobble on his brain it gave him more primal desires and encouraged him to use his strength to roughly pound into her like a beast. Her ass started to glow from the force of impact of his strong muscles slapping against her jiggling behind.

“Miss. Presi,” he groaned, his voice growing deeper and deeper as the seconds passed, “I’m sorry but I can’t help myself. You’re too hot, I need to pound you and breed you here.”

She squealed out, latching her soft legs around his strong hips, grasping hard as she looked up to him with a lust drunk expression dominating her red hue face.

“Like it totes kay I want you to do this, I want you to breed me good! I want you to knock me up with your huge breeder cock!”

Her encouragement certainly didn’t hinder as he began to think less and less with his brain and more with his throbbing package, his cock now exceptionally hung and his balls swollen, filled to the brim with hot seed that he needed to unleash within a fertile pussy. Luckily he just happened to have one under him.

Veins pulsed over his impressive specimen of a form, his herculean body tensing as he mustered all of his strength for one, final, aggressive rut down into her breeding center. He was right on the verge of release, he couldn’t hold back anymore even if he wanted to and he clearly didn’t want to.

“Here it comes, cumming!” he grunted as he dropped his weight down and buried into her pussy to the hilt, trapping her around his slab of cock. With his breeding meat firmly in place he began to release his explosive orgasm.

He was a Lust Bug transformed stud now which meant when he came he really erupted inside of her. Within just a few shots her womb was completely swollen with virile seed and the cum had to backflow around his hard dick just to relieve the sudden pressure on her insides. She was being flooded.

It took minutes for his flow to actually ease up, for his orgasm to end and for him to pull out of her body. Thick jizz oozed out of her loins as she panted heavily, feeling total ecstasy.

“That was like so good,” she moaned out, waiting for the strength to return to her legs.

“Miss. Presi...  Preso…”

“Silly,” she giggled, planting a kiss onto his chin, “you can just call me Sarah.”

Finally she felt a bit of satisfaction. Her fingers just weren’t going to cut it anymore. To feel relieved in the future she was going to need to get bred by big cocks. Luckily for her she just happened to have a bunker filled with men who she could gobble up whenever she felt like it.

And with a year of pent up lust to satisfy it wouldn’t be long until she needed to feed her sexual needs again.


It was late and Sarah’s head of staff was one of the last ones awake in the bunker’s main room. He was observing the screens showing the outside world like on any normal occasion when he felt his nostrils tingling as they were brushed over by a powerful, strange, aroma.

He didn’t need to ponder at what the source could be as a few seconds after he first caught a whiff of the fragrance he heard a voice giggle behind him.

“Hiya Shawn,” Sarah said as she approached, completely naked, jiggling her bouncy, bimbo, assets.

Shawn almost stumbled off his chair in panic as he saw the bubbly girl approaching. It took him a couple of moments to actually register who she was.

“Miss. President?” he asked, voice shaking.

“Like totes yeah, but just call me Sarah,” she insisted as she pushed her way onto his lap, straddling onto him.

“W-what happened to you?” he muttered as he tried to reach over to the panic button to activate the bunker’s alarm system.

“Like I don’t know I guess I got the Lust Bug or something?” she said, shrugging her shoulders, “I don’t know, hey let’s fuck!”

She grasped his outstretched hand and dragged it back to her, forcing it into her front and against her soft, oversized, tits, sinking his hand down into the doughy texture of her natural mounds.

“I can’t,” he complained as he tried to drag himself away but he found the strength fading from his body at the rich scent flowed into his brain. She was too close and her fragrance was so powerful; already he felt his body buckling.

“Please!” she begged, moving in close to wrap her breasts around his head, hugging him tightly into her bust as her hips ground below.

His cock sprung into life as it rubbed against her exposed pussy and those wobbling buns. It throbbed in excitement and anticipation, it was begging to fuck her.

Shawn knew he couldn’t give in to her. Somehow she had became a bimbo. She must have had the Lust Bug before coming to the bunker and it had remained dormant in her system until now. If he didn’t stop her here the entire safe haven would be contaminated. He had to ignore his throbbing erection and the brain melting smell drilling into him and act to stop her.

“Please,” she continued to beg, moaning into his ear, “I’ll let you breed my pussy with your big, black, cock.”

His resistance snapped right there. Just like everybody else in that crazy world outside he’d allowed himself to fall under the spell and indulged himself with her body.

He freed his large, hard, black dick and pressed it into her juicy pussy, packing her to the hilt with a single thrust, making her squeal out in hot bliss.

The Lust Bug spread to him, making another victim as he pounded his erection into that hot slit, getting bigger, stronger and dumber with every thrust of his increasingly muscular hips. She was going to make every person just like her or a big dumb stud for her to play with.

“So good!” she squealed out as her euphoria spread through the bunker, her body driven towards another messy orgasm, “Breed me, breed me good!”

He did just that. He unleashed, he exploded, he unloaded shot after shot of his virile seed into her cum bloated pussy, making the backed up jizz gush from her squirting loins in a messy and vivid display.

That marked the end of him as being a so-called normal person. He was bigger, broader, more muscular and down right dumb. So easily she’d managed to transform him as well, Shawn was just another bodybuilder looking stud.

With trembling bodies the two remained connected tightly together, Shawn groaning out, “That was amazing.”

“I know like? All those other people don’t know what they’re missing out on. We totes gotta show them too!”

“Yeah, it wouldn’t be fair if they couldn’t breed either.”

Slowly she drew her hips back and slid her juicy, cum marked insides off his big, black, dick, seed dripping down her inner thighs as she looked across the bunker.

“Okay. Let’s go show everyone else how good this feels too!”

On that day the Lust Bug first infiltrated the president’s underground bunker. The day after every agent within had been turned into a sex loving moron just like her. A week later the bunker was opened and the president returned to her role as a new leader for a new age. A fertile, breeder, dummy after all the sex she could handle.
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