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Lust Forever Bundle

––––––––

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free tales!

And if you want to get in touch, guess what? Me too! You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page! 

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!
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Hot Releases
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Gang Lust Virgins

There's too many alpha male studs needing to breed...and not enough hot women for them all to have one for themselves. The solution? They start to share, all at once, whether the women ask them to or not. It's gang loving like you've never seen before, done only the way Nadia Nightside can. 

––––––––

Heir Salon 2

Betty's descent into the life of a giggly bimbo sexpot continues as her new friend Jasmine becomes completely intertwined in the world of Passion Heights. She's desperate to find out the secret of the mysterious town, but she's also desperate for loads of her Man's impregnating cock. 

––––––––

Heir Salon 3

Feminist stalwart Betty finds new meaning in life when her Husband is found to be infertile, and the most alpha of all alphas offers her a premiere place in his spectacular harem. 

Owned: The Secretary

Haughty, vain Maria is turned on by nothing but power. She uses men like toys, but never lets them touch her heavenly body. Then she meets Robert—a shy, essentially normal fellow who can change the thoughts and bodies of others with a touch. He wants to hide his power, but Maria wants to worship him for it...with everything she has. 

––––––––

The Quarterback Forced Me

Hipster beauty Joseline is cornered and trapped by billionaire alpha quarterback stud, Pace. He's brutal, he's ruthless, and he takes what he wants from her no matter what she says. 

––––––––

If you enjoy this hot bundle, please leave a review! They're the best way to make sure I can write more stories and help spread the word of my sexy worlds to other readers just like you.

* * * * *

Hour 20

––––––––

The two had forgotten their names long before. Such knowledge was extinguished before the all-consuming heat of the virus throbbing through their blood, fueling their lust. 

They were in a car somehow. Where they drove to was anyone's guess. They themselves no longer really had the ability to guess. All their brainpower had been rededicated to mindless, endless rutting. 

The woman sucked at the man's cock in fervent bobs as he gripped the wheel and kept them safe on the road. In all truth, she had forgotten more than just her name. She had forgotten that there was ever a time in existence when she hadn't had her mouth mindlessly attached to his cock. She had forgotten that other men existed. She had forgotten there was anything to living other than blindly moaning on a thick, ripped shaft of a masculine being, sucking him down and praying for another glorious spurt of his load down her eager, needy throat. 

And he, in turn, had forgotten that women were ever used for anything else. He had forgotten everything but the need to protect, to provide, and to breed. That's all he was anymore. That's all life was for him—the human brain, once the co-model of life's evolution, had been downgraded to those three simple tasks. 

And for his complete embrace of his true role, nature had rewarded him with a pretty young cocksucking female, whose other half of that model brain in turn only knew two roles of her own: to please and to breed.

* * * * *

“Is it the same as before?” asked Pruitt. “I haven't ducked in here in a couple of months.”

“Of course not.” Martinez shook his head. “We’ve already got the control case. We’re experimenting now.”

“Is it still transferable by contact? Kissing, licking, fucking...?”

“Transferable, totally. They’ll be in a clean room. No contact from the professionals unless there’s trouble. Or until they die from overheating.”

“Overheating?”

Pruitt shrugged. “They fuck too often and they overheat. It’s happened with all of them so far. Within about twenty-four hours of initial contact.”

“And we’re trying to stop that?”

“Well, it’s no use as a weapon if they die too soon to spread it. Ideally, they’d be alive for about a week or so. Even a month.” 

“A month is too long. It would get way out of control if it was a month.”

“Well, three weeks, then. I don’t know. I’m not the tactical guy. I’m just a chemist. They want people to last longer, so it’s going to be longer. Or, that's the idea, anyway.”

“So what else is different? From last time I was here?”

“Smell.”

“Smell?”

“Of emissions. Pheromones. It was in the last batch, but it’ll be more potent this time around. To help with the transfer.”

“How long do you think before they start fucking?”

Martinez shrugged. “Maybe three hours? It was five last time.”

“With a twenty-four hour life expectancy?”

“I’m hoping to bump it up to thirty. But more or less.”

“Twenty-seven hours of fucking.” Pruitt whistled. “What a way to go.”

“Wait till you see the chick. We got a beauty this time.”

* * * * *

Hour -2

––––––––

Frank entered the small room with some trepidation. There was a table in the middle, and a heavyset middle-aged man sitting down on one side of it. He had his arms crossed, a pleasant smile on his face.

“Please, take a seat.” The man spread his hands.

The chair was metal and hard. Frank disliked interviews. One of the perks of running his own handyman business was that he never had to sit through any sort of job interview. Another perk, though, was that he made his own schedule, and this institute was offering five thousand dollars to qualified applicants for three days of their time. 

Frank, a larger man, didn’t fit all the way on the chair beneath him, and shifted uncomfortably, trying to find his seat. He’d had problems with his back for nearly a year now—common in his line of work—but the pain it caused combined with his relatively young age gave him worry.

The man spoke into a small recorder on the table. “Frank Tasset. Thirty-two years old.”

“That’s me.”

“We’ve just got a few questions here, Frank. We want to make sure you’re who we’re looking for.”

“I figured.”

“You’re uncomfortable.” 

It wasn’t a question. 

“I’m all right. It’s a little cold in here, is all. And you got us wearing these jumpsuits.”

He tugged at the paper-thin fabric that they had put him in. The outfit was a light teal. Easy to see in the bright lights of the large complex where they had brought him and several others. It was like the sort of scrubs a doctor might wear, except the material thinner, like what a hospital gown was made from. 

“They’re necessary. Sorry.”

“You’re not wearing one.”

The man wore a lab coat over a collared shirt and slacks. He shrugged. “We have different roles. May we approach the questions at hand?”

“Sure.”

“What do you do, Mister Tasset?”

That was all on the forms Frank had filled out. He figured the question was just to get him talking. That was fine. After four hours of waiting around in a cell, he was happy to gab a little. 

“I run a small handyman business in my hometown. There’s a few other people in town that do it, but I’m the honest one. Of course,” he laughed, “they say that too. So who knows.”

“Are you honest?”

“My word is my bond, I’ll tell you that. That’s why I couldn’t ever get married.”

“How do you mean?”

“I’d cheat on her. I like to fuck around. There’s no getting around it. I don’t believe in sticking with just one person. Doesn’t make any goddamn sense.”

The man shuffled his papers for a few moments, ticking off marks on the paper with his pen.

“What’s your sex life like?”

Frank laughed again. It was a harsh, rough sound that reverberated against the walls of the small room. “Wow. Right into it, huh?”

The man didn’t answer, waiting.

“All right. It’s pretty good. I haven’t been laid in, I don’t know, three days. Today’s Wednesday? So three days. Late Saturday. Or early Sunday. It was okay. She went down...do you want to know all this?”

“Any detail you provide will be helpful.”

“She went down on me and then after a couple of hours we screwed in the back of her car when I drove her home. I’d had too much to drink before then, was why we waited.”

“And before that? Was your sex life regular?”

“Sure. I’d say every other weekend or so. I got money and I spend it, so girls come around. I’m not particular in who I go out with. Sometimes it’s the same lady as some other night. There’s sort of a crowd, if you catch my meaning.”

“What’s your ideal woman?”

“Ideal woman?” he snorted. “I don’t really think there is one.”

“You’re straight, aren’t you? Heterosexual?”

“Of course I am. But you’re talking about ideal woman like I’m supposed to fall in love some day. Get shacked up.” He shook his head. “Not gonna happen. I’ve got a vasectomy. I only ever shoot blanks.”

“The vasectomy,” said the man. “That was your idea?”

“Oh yeah. I don’t like kids. Don’t want any. Never have. It’s just easier this way.”

“I see. But all of that means you don’t have an ideal woman? Don’t you like sex?”

“Hell, I love to screw. But if that’s what you’re looking for, fine. My ideal woman is, I don’t know. Big-breasted. Red hair. Thick red lips. Like that girl from that business show? The one where they're in the fifties or whatever and they sell stuff. That one. I fuck her, I leave her, she doesn’t whine or complain the entire time. She’s got a nice smile on her face for me when I arrive, while we’re together, and when I leave. That’s all.”

“You’d never stay with a woman?”

“I stayed with a girl for a few years once. We got on each other’s nerves after just a couple of months. I don’t see why it would be any different with anyone else.”

The man shuffled his papers again and then stood up. Behind Frank, the door opened. The man held out a hand.

“Thank you very much for your time, Mr. Tasset. I think you’ll be of great use to us here.”

“Yeah, what’s that about? Is it some kind of sex drug? Like the little blue pills? I don’t need that shit. I get hard on my own.” He considered for a moment. “But I’d try it.”

“All will be revealed in time.”

Another man in a lab coat stood at the door, gesturing for Frank to follow him out. Frank, sighing, exited the room and returned back to the holding area. 

* * * * *

Hour -1

––––––––

Rebecca entered the room with a smile on her face. Presenting. Always presenting. They would be interviewing her and she could really use the money, as her new independent law firm wasn’t quite where she wanted it yet. It was tough, gathering clients, and tougher still since those bastards at Locke & Powers had dragged her name through the mud for months now. And for what? Because she’d spoken her mind, because she’d told them that she was quitting because of the way they wouldn’t stop telling her to smile and dress nicer. 

Pigs. She was better without them. 

There was a woman at the table—older than Rebecca by about ten years, into her forties. Her hair was tied in a bun, and she wore a lab coat over a pair of faded slacks. 

She spoke into a recorder on the table. “Rebecca Heberson. Age twenty-nine.” With a small smile, he looked up to Rebecca. “Have a seat.”

Rebecca sat. The chair was hard and uncomfortable. She shifted for a moment, finding her posture. Posture was important. Her shoulder blades flexed together, spreading her shoulders wide. The natural veer of her hands was to come together and cross against her modestly sized chest. She had spent many years convincing herself not to do just that—and instead to sit openly, relaxed but attentive, her body language ready for any discussion.

“I’m ready,” Rebecca said, smiling. “What is it you would like to know?”

The woman raised an eyebrow slightly and then read from the page in front of her. “What do you do, Miss Heberson?”

“I’m a lawyer. I practice law.”

“Civil? Criminal?”

“Real estate, mostly. It’s a growing business. We have a small clientele at the moment, but we’re gaining steam.”

“I see.” The woman ticked a mark or two. “And do you have any romantic involvements?”

“The application said that we had to consider ourselves single.”

She nodded. “Yes, but people lie. We’re offering a lot of money for very little time invested.”

That made sense enough. Rebecca shook her head. “No. I’m not romantically involved.”

“And your sex life? What’s that like?”

“Well, as I said, I’m not romantically involved, so...”

The woman gestured for her to go on. “So...?”

“I’m not the sort to just sleep around.” She laughed, as if the accusation—and that’s what it was, wasn’t it?—was ridiculous. Which it was. “I don’t go to bars and look around for men, if that’s what you’re implying.”

“I didn’t mean to imply anything.” The woman smiled. She set her papers down. “I apologize if I offended. We’re merely trying to get the full shape of you, that’s all. Many people are not romantically involved and still have sex with high frequency, and—”

“And many don’t, thank you very much.”

“Yes. And many don’t.” The woman nodded. “It’s all kosher here. We’re just trying to see what’s what before we move forward.”

They were quiet for a moment. Rebecca felt as if the woman was allowing her to cool down, which immediately she resented. She wasn’t upset. And anyway even if she was it was this horrible woman’s fault, asking her all those classless questions. 

“I couldn’t sleep with someone who I didn’t know intimately already,” she explicated. If she said enough, surely the woman would concede the point and realize Rebecca was right. “I couldn’t possibly. It’s too...I just couldn’t.”

“That’s fine, Miss Heberson. That’s all very fine.”

“Thank you.”

She had won that little battle. She straightened in her chair, wiggling upward and pressing her butt outward so that she could push her chest forward more. Authoritative. In control. This little outfit was so uncomfortable. Why were they dressed in paper, anyway?

“Another question, if that’s all right?”

“Of course.”

“What’s your ideal mate like?”

This was an easy one. She had thought this through many times.

“He is tall. Taller than me. Wiry, though. Not too muscular. Like, not bulky or anything. Thin. Looks good in a suit. Wears a lot of suits. Rich. Funny. Loves commitment. Responsibilities. Wants a family some day—but not too soon! God, I’ve got my own career to worry about. And he should respect that. And love that, in fact. He should be something of a crusader for rights.”

“Whose rights?”

“Who have you got? There’s not enough going around. Anyone in the LGBT community. Minorities. Women. Everyone.”

“So, an outspoken man?”

“Very much so. Except, articulate too. A way with words. No crass language.” Her nose drew up. “I despise men who swear. Women too. It’s so classless.”

“I see. And sexually? Any preferences there?”

“How do you mean? He would be straight, of course.”

“No,” the woman shook her head. “I mean in bed. Is there any particular manner you are fond of there?”

“I’m not sure I understand the question.” She raised an eyebrow. “I mean, you just get in there and do it, and that’s all. To be honest, that’s not all that important to me.”

“I see.”

The woman ticked a few more marks on her sheet and then stood up. The door behind Rebecca opened.

“That’s all?” asked Rebecca. 

She had much more to say. She was a mine of valuable information about every sort of topic. Didn’t they want to know about her cats or her knitting? Wouldn’t they like to hear what she thought of that idiot senator in her home state? What if she had valuable ways of framing her pet peeves?

“Oh yes,” said the woman. “You’ve been very helpful. I think you’re going to be a perfect fit, Miss Heberson.”

Rebecca smiled at that. A little bounce joined her steps as she headed back to her holding area.

* * * * *

“These two? Really?” Pruitt shook his head.

“They’re perfect for each other.”

“What? Didn’t you hear the interviews? They’d hate one another.”

“Oh, they’ll definitely hate one another. That’s why they’re perfect for one another.”

“What do you mean? I thought—”

“How do you suppose, Pruitt, that we test this fuck drug without making sure it really, truly works? That’s what the personality test is for. We put opposites in the same room together. If they truly hate another, and they fuck, then the drug is working. It’s that simple.”

“Is that why the boys bet? Because if that’s why they bet, I want to put money down saying they’ll never fuck.”

Martinez snorted. “Man, you got it all wrong. Nobody makes that bet. Well, one guy did, but he lost all his damn money. They bet on how long it takes for them to start screwing. Smart money is around the three hour mark, like I told you. My bet is on minute one-sixty.”

* * * * * 

Hour 1

––––––––

A few hours after the interview a nurse arrived at his door and escorted Frank down through the hallways of the complex. They follow a bright teal line, the same color as his jumpsuit. 

“What’s this about, now? Can you tell me?”

“Of course,” said the nurse. “You’ve been selected. You’re going to earn your money, Mister Tasset.”

“Oh.” He straightened slightly. “Well, that’s great.”

The nurse was pretty good looking, he thought. Nice red hair. Did they give him a red-haired nurse because he had said how he liked red hair? 

“You know a good place to spend five thousand dollars on?”

She smiled. “I can think of a few.”

“How about I take you there?”

Her laugh was mild—the sort that meant she didn’t really mean it. They stopped in the middle of the hallway. The line had run out. She pressed a panel on the wall, and the wall opened. 
“What’s this?” he asked.
It looked like a cell. As he looked in, the nurse poked him, hard, with some kind of syringe.

“Ah, jeezus, what’s the—” 

Unceremoniously, she shoved him into the cell. He stumbled forward, off-balance. Moments later, the door shut behind him. 

“Hey!”

He banged against the wall panel to no avail. 

What had she stuck him with? He felt...he felt fine. Was that the experiment? They said it wouldn’t be anything dangerous, but how would they know? That’s why they were experimenting, right, to find out everything it did? God, what if he had a condition? What if it wasn’t okay? 

He took a moment, breathing. Calming. Probably the nurse would have told him more if he hadn’t hit on her. Ah, well. Can’t say nothing to a broad these days. 

It took him a few moments more, but he calmed down. They had guaranteed his safety. Everybody here was a professional. He wouldn’t be any good to them if nothing happened. And so, fear assuaged for the moment, he took a look around. 

In every corner of the room was a camera. Two of them slowly whirred, following his movements. Overhead was a distant skylight, except it wasn’t natural light coming in. There was a difference in the frequency of the light waves, somehow. Frank had worked with enough lights to know the difference between almost sunlight and real sunlight. 

At one side of the room, there was a small bed, featureless. It was just a plain white mattress on a plain white slab. It didn’t even have any sheets or pillows. He sat uneasily, waiting.

“Is this it?”

There was a small washbasin in the corner, two bottles, and an extra tap to fill up the bottles of water. At least he wouldn’t be thirsty. He was a little hungry, but not really. There had been a big steak lunch they brought to him. He had finished just before the nurse showed up.

The wall opened up again. A woman stepped inside to the room—the cell, really. She was on the tall side, a little gangly, with breasts that Frank measured at around a handful or so. Maybe a little less. Her body in shape. Not great, but nothing to ignore, neither. She had blond hair—the prettiest thing about her—and blue eyes that quickly scanned the room.

“Thank you,” she said, turning to the door panel—but it was already closed.

She wore the same outfit as him, only hers had shorts instead of the pants he had. Why was that? Did they want him to look at her legs? They were nice enough. Shaved. A nice natural color. 

“Hey there,” said Frank. “Who are you?”

“I’m Rebecca,” she said, holding her arms against herself.

“Frank.”

It seemed like she felt overexposed in the small cell. 

She approached him with a hand out. “I suppose we should tell each other it’s nice to meet one another?”

“Sure.”

Her handshake was firm—really firm. Trying-to-prove-something firm.

“I don’t know what we’re doing in here,” she said, stepping away and wiping her hand on her shorts. “It all seems so mysterious. Do you know?”

Frank was still considering her looks. She was pretty enough, though she looked like a total bitch. Her hair all bunned up like that. Her nose was large—not gross or anything, but prominent. Her skin all freckled and pale. He wanted a tanned woman. A woman who spent real time on herself. Why didn’t this broad get a nose job or something. Didn’t she know what men liked? 

Ah, whatever. No reason to be unpleasant.

“Couldn’t tell you, lady.” He shrugged. “I think it’s sex stuff, though.”

“Sex stuff?”

“They asked me all these questions. Didn’t they ask you questions about sex?”

“They did, yes. But I made it very clear that I only enter into that sort of entanglement with someone I feel very strongly about.”

He shrugged again. “I don’t know what to tell you. They injected you with something, right?”

She rubbed her arm. “Yes. A little roughly, too.”

Tinges of pity pushed onto his heart. “Me too.”

“That doesn’t make us alike, or anything.” She held her nose up. “That doesn’t mean we’re going to sleep together.”

“The hell are you talking about?”

“You may think everything is about sex. Being a man. But I’m a serious woman, all right? Just because we both are here, and there’s a bed, and we’re just stuck together doesn’t mean anything outside of those facts, got it?”

She was in his face now, waving her finger up toward his nose.

“Sure, lady. Whatever. You asked what I thought this about. I told you.”

“Well.” She crossed her arms and walked to the other side of the room, huffing. “I didn’t know you would be so crude, that’s all. ”

Frank rolled his eyes and sat down, leaning slightly on the sink.

A few minutes passed.

“I'm sorry,” she said after a moment. “I was terse there. I can see that. I'm not used to this. Any of this. And it's...I don't talk about sex, often.”

Frank shrugged. “'S'okay.”

Another few moments passed, both of them idly kicking the floor. 

“I’m cold,” she complained.

“You women,” he laughed. “Always cold. You should dress warmer.”

“How can you—that doesn’t even—you’re an idiot!”

“Already? Already, I’m an idiot?”

“I’m dressed in what you’re dressed in!”

“And I’m fine with it. I guess that means I’m winning, huh?”

She glared at him. She looked kinda hot when she was angry, Frank thought. Too bad she didn’t know how to act like a real woman. 

“Listen,” she said finally, straightening up. “I don’t like you very much. I could tell straightaway I didn’t, and that comment just seals it. I tried to be civil to you, and now you've just continued being a dunce. So, for however long this goes on, you just stand over there and I’ll stand over here, and that’s that! We each get our half.”

She had given Frank the side with the bed. Fine by him. He walked over to it and kicked it slightly, as if it were the tire of a car. 

“Do we have to stand? Is sitting allowed, your highness?”

“You know what I mean!” She let out a strangled cry. “You’re impossible.”

Frank didn’t know how much longer he would last in this tiny room with this lady. But it seemed they didn’t have any choice. 

* * * * *

“Now they’re not even talking,” said Pruitt.

“They don’t need to talk out loud. Their bodies are doing all the talking now.”

“Did you see how they acted? They hate each other. Just like I said.”

“Just wait.”

“They hated each other right away, too. I don’t think I’ve seen people react like that.”

“It’s chemical.” Martinez tapped the monitor. “Those two? They’ll be fucking in no time. It’s just chemicals acting up right now. Out there in the real world, their own chemical dislike for one another would have kept them from ever being around each other. The injection accelerated that process. It has to burn them out, you see? So it gets them all out there and then starts its own stuff.”

“That’s the scientific term? ‘Starts its own stuff?’”

Martinez ruffled slightly.“Shut up.”

* * * * *

Hour 2

––––––––

They continued to pass the time on opposite sides of the room. Rebecca had a hard time not pacing. What were they supposed to do here? Was this some kind of psychological experiment? To figure out how long two people could last in a room without killing each other? She wasn't sure it would go on much longer in that case. 

The cold of the room had left her, which surprised her. She felt like they had turned the temperature up quite a bit—maybe she shouldn't have complained. Maybe she should stop pacing? She was sweating. Her entire body felt hot. It was getting hard to think with all the heat sweltering up in the room.

Taking a break, she slid against the wall. The wall was cold, somehow, even with the heat of the room.

Wait, though—if the room felt hot but the walls felt cold, didn't that mean that she was...oh god.

“What. The fuck. Is that?” she pointed to Frank's pants.

He snorted. “What are you, a dyke?”

“A dyke?”

“You don’t know what a boner is, you must be a dyke.”

“How is that...” she shuddered and stamped her foot. “That is not how the world works!”

“Whatever. It’s a boner, all right? Grade A. I’ve had it for like, I don’t know. An hour now.”

He gripped it for a second and shuddered. Then, as if slightly afraid, he let it go.

“From what?”

“What?”

“What did you get a boner from?”

“I don’t know. Where did you get tits from?”

“You were born with a boner, is that what you’re telling me?”

He started laughing, as if he thought it was funny that she kept saying “boner” over and over again. She herself didn't know why the semi-swear came so easily. Normally, she never would have used such a filthy term.

“Yeah,” he said, chuckling. “Sure. Born with it.”

“You weren’t born with a boner, Frank. Come on. Why are you laughing? Stop laughing.”

What an ignoramus. When he had himself back under control, he still had the boner sticking hard out from his pants. What was that all about? Where had it come from? 

She couldn’t remember the last time she had seen a boner up close. Maybe back in school, when men still had a lot of trouble controlling their hormones. The businessmen she saw all week long never really seemed to be all that aroused. 

Which was sort of insulting, wasn’t it? Why weren’t they aroused? Wasn’t she a perfectly attractive young woman? Wasn’t she perfectly sexual? She kept herself in good shape. She was no model, but she was lovely enough. And fertile. Why wouldn’t she inspire a big hard cock now and again?

She shook her head. Her thoughts felt...strange. Fuzzy.

“Come on,” she said, trying to stay on task. “Do you have porn or something?”

“Porn?”

“Your cock. Dick.” She shook her head. “Your penis. Hard penis. Why is it hard?”

“I don’t know. It feels good though. And it’s not going away.”

His hand wrapped again around the shaft, thumbing it slowly through his jumpsuit. A stain started to form at the front end of the paper trousers.

“Can’t you make it go away?”

“Make a boner go away?” he laughed. “Sure. But I’m guessing you would want to turn around if I did.”

“Why would I want to turn—oh.” Her nose wrinkled. “That’s gross.”

“That’s not gross. That’s the most natural thing in the world.”

“Masturbating is the most natural thing in the world for you?” she scoffed. “That explains a lot about...” she waved a hand up and down.

“About what?”

“Well, you’re clearly single.” She gestured. “Look at you.”

“I’m clearly single? Why is that?”

“You obviously don’t take care of yourself.”

“Let me ask you this. Do you take care of yourself, princess?”

She scoffed. “Obviously.”

“And are you single?”

“Well, currently, I am, but—”

“And when’s the last time you were laid?”

“Not that long ago.”

“What does that mean? A week? A couple days? I got laid three days ago. I’m itching for another. Can’t wait to be out of here and rid of you.”

“It was...”

“What? Was it a month? That long? Jesus. You’re not that bitchy. You could get laid more than once a month if you smiled every so often.”

She wanted to protest—that it wasn’t just about sex. That she knew she could get laid whenever she wanted. That she shouldn’t have to smile and look pretty just to fulfill some idiotic standard that this primitive neanderthal laid down. 

But instead what she said was, “...three years.”

“Three years what?”

The admission startled her. Her voice was soft, even deferential as she said it.

“That’s...that’s how long it’s been since I’ve been laid.”

“Three years?”

She gulped and nodded, feeling weirdly ashamed. A hot flush spread across her body, fueling the heat already attending her sweating body. There was real compassion in his eyes. 

“I’m sorry. I had no idea.”

“It’s okay.”

“You’re not like, diseased or nothing, are you?”

“No!” she shook her head. She felt it important to reassure him, for some reason, that her body was clean. “Nothing like that. I’m just—I’ve—you know how it is.”

“I really don’t.”

“I’ve prioritized other things.”

God, it was hot in here. She tugged at the tiny paper shirt. Her sweat had started to make the outfit stick to her breasts. They felt heavy. Itchy. She rubbed them, not aware of how erotic the action was for Frank.

“What could be a priority over sex?” asked Frank.

“Living well? Having a career?”

“God, all that’s going away, lady. You’re gonna die. Don’t you know that?”

“Sure I do.”

“You’re gonna die. We all are. You gotta get all the fucking you can jammed in there.” He laughed. “Poor choice of words. Sorry.”

That he apologized for the double entendre surprised her. He was, even in his own stupid, idiot-man way, trying to be sensitive.

After a moment of watching her rub her tits together in her tight, sweaty top, he licked his lips. “You want to see it?”

She knew right away what he meant.

“Do I want to see your cock?” She shuddered. “Your penis, I mean?”

“You can mean whatever you like if it means you want to see it.”

Saliva wet her mouth. She didn’t know it right away, but her nipples began to tent in her jumpsuit. She touched one with her forearm, and the sensation was...electrifying. 

“I...I mean...”

“Have you seen a cock, a real cock, out in the light ever? I don’t think you have. I think all your sex has been in the dark. I bet it’s only lasted five minutes at a time.”

Her tongue darted out across her lips. The top row of her teeth raked across her bottom lip and she suppressed a low, galvanizing shudder.

“Show me.”

Within a moment, he dropped his pants. His cock was completely hard, standing horizontally in front of him. It was so lovely. There was a slight bend to it. His hair around it was thick and bushy and dark. 

A bead of precum sat on the tip. Waiting, it looked like. Patient like a pearl. Crafted by eons of evolution. Designed entirely for the tongue of a young, pretty woman to lick it up and ask for more, please, Sir? More?

Suddenly she wished there was some kind of partition in the room. She wasn’t skilled with playing with herself but she very much thought she could learn. Maybe once she was out of here...yes. That would be wonderful. Once she was out of here, then she would spend the entire day or week or month, maybe, in her apartment and just sliding her thumb against her clit the entire time. 

The entire time...thinking about that cock.

“Thank you.” She gulped. “You can put it away now.”

And he did, a knowing smile on his face.

* * * * *

“You said they’d be fucking by now.”

“I know what I said.”

“They’re not fucking.”

Martinez sighed. “I know what they’re doing.”

“This is like foreplay, sort of. But it’s not fucking.”

“I know. Okay? Do you hear me? I’m watching with you. Jesus Christ. Shut up already.”

“Is that guy still going around with the hat? I want to change my bet.”

“Every hour passes, he takes new bets. Just wait a while. He’ll come around.”

* * * * *

Hour 4

––––––––

He didn’t really put his cock away, the scoundrel. 

While Rebecca, sweating and heated, had pushed herself into the corner for the last couple of hours, desperate to ignore the barrage of arousal on her senses, Frank had been in the opposite corner, jerking off.

She caught him just in time to see it happen. The big it. The cumming, the orgasm, the huge load. She giggled slightly at all the filth filling her mind. 

The spray pasted against the lower edge of the wall where it met the floor. It looked like an entire cup of masculine product spilled out like a jet from a hose. 

“Shit, Frank!” she shook her head. “What the fuck?”

He stood over the new puddle for several moments, breathing and stroking out any last squirts of cum. Rebecca licked her lips as she watched. Her pussy burned with need, though she didn't know what that meant.

“I was...I had to.” He shrugged. “I had to.”

“You were jerking off? This whole time?”

“Yeah.”

“Were you...were you doing it to me?”

There was a strange tint of hope to her voice. Even she was surprised she said it so openly.

“I didn’t think—” he coughed. “I thought you’d be mad if I looked at you while I did it.”

“Oh.”

He seemed to sense her disappointment. “I was thinking about you, though. Yeah, I was. Thinking about your legs. I didn’t know I liked legs so much. But you got ‘em. Damn.”

“I see.” She struggled, trying to find her resolve. Her legs were sweaty and long. Wet. Shiny. Why was her sweat so shiny? It was like it was trying to show off her body. “Well. You’re...um, a pig. Then. Yes. A pig.”

Even she thought her words were hollow. She left them behind her in the corner, standing up and rapidly approaching the mess he’d made against the wall and floor. There was nothing to clean it with that she could see. The smell was intoxicating.

“It’s...god. There’s so much of it.”

“I know.”

“No, but I mean, look at it.” She shook her head, kneeling down. “There’s...god. There’s so much of it.”

“You said that.”

“But it’s like a centimeter thick. And it’s just...it’s like thick. Like dense. It’s just sitting there. Standing up. God.”

Her mouth hung open as she breathed between words. Her eyes were wide, her lips wet. Almost glossy. 

She seemed pained—and strangely, Frank took pity on her. 

“Here,” he said, stripping off his shirt. 

In a moment he had cleaned up the entire puddle. It stuck easily to his shirt, completely clingy. It was hard not to think of how his cum could stick so easily to her insides. It would slide up right into her canal, easily going all the way. Filling her fertile womb with a perfect concoction of potency and warmth. Look at how it stuck, how it weighed his shirt down! She would be pregnant in minutes. On the first try, without a doubt. 

Pregnant on the first time inside me. 

A wave of heat attacked her brain. That would be so perfect. That would be so perfect. That would mean they were meant together, and weren’t they already? Locked here in this room and feeling this tangible fucking fuck-heat between them. It would be so right, so right, so so right...

Then, for the first time, she looked at his shirtless body. He was...

Well. He was in rather good shape, wasn’t he? Not just a smoking big pole to boast about. He had a body to match. Sure, he wasn’t like, carved from marble, or anything, but he had plenty of muscles. His shoulders nice and broad, his stomach flat. Bulky. Burly, even. The kind of build you might imagine a caveman had. Lots of dense musculature and hair around his chest. A dark happy trail leading to his cock, which still bulged in his pants.

He was strong. He could protect her.

He tossed the shirt off to one side, and wordlessly, Rebecca followed it and crouched over it.

“What are you doing?” Frank asked.

“Nothing. I’m just...it...smells.”

“So you’re getting closer to it?”

She couldn’t explain it. But yes, it smelled, and yes, she was getting closer to it. It was an intoxicating smell. Her head felt dizzy, but she didn’t care. It was as if all her life, she had been living behind a window, and now all of sudden she was in front it. Sounds were more real. Sights more vivid. Every smell like someone had dumped a load of pheromones into her brain. All sensations were magnified, complexified, sexified. They all led directly to her pussy, dripping hopelessly down her legs, needing a firm cock to show her which way was right. She held the shirt up to her nose, taking in the deep, woodsy, campfire-musk of her man. Of...of the man, rather. Of Frank.

“You’ve got...” he gulped, gaping a bit. “You’ve got a little, there. On your nose.”

“Oh,” she said, distant. Without thinking to do it, she slid her tongue upward, gently licking it off the tip. The taste was still warm, even though it had been a few minutes since he had cum.

Suddenly, she was on the floor. Her legs not working quite right. Everything spun. Her body felt wet from head to toe, and warmth spilled over her entire being. Was this an orgasm? Was this how they were supposed to feel?

“Are you all right?” 

His hands were on her. Big, strong, man hands. God, she loved his man hands. His man arms. His man shoulders. Everything about him was so brilliantly manly. How had she ignored that before? That thick cut of his jaw. The thickness of his hair. Those big, sexy muscles that could just hold her down and fuck her until she was brimming over with his cum. 

Until she was pregnant.

She moaned at the thought. As the little droplet of cum slid further down her esophagus, leaving a hot wet trail all the way down, her skin absorbing more and more of the precious manly material, her thoughts became a train track along which every stop was that: he would get her pregnant.

She couldn’t get rid of it. It was all she could think of. 

They would escape, distract the guard, run away from this place, and then he’d get her pregnant.

Or they would be stuck there forever, rutting like maniacs, and then he’d get her pregnant.

Or the authorities would let them out, and she’d follow him home and beg to be filled with his cum, and he’d get her pregnant.

Or there would be some emergency, a fire maybe, and everyone would have to be evacuated, and he’d pin her against a table and shove his cock into her sloppy wet slit and then he’d get her pregnant.

Yes, he’d get her pregnant. He’d fuck her against the wall, hold her down, not let her get away (not that she would want to), claim his territory and mark her as hers. 

And what would that leave her with?

“Babies,” she said softly. “Lots of babies.”

“What was that?”

Slowly, the haze lifted. Frank was holding her, sitting her against the wall under the sink. She ignored, violently, how much that turned her on, pushing away from him and scrambling to the other side of the cell.

“You stay over there, you fucking maniac,” she warned him. “You’re not going to get me pregnant. No fucking way!”

For his part, Frank looked rather confused, especially as she had her fingers buried in her dripping snatch the entire time she made her speech.

* * * * *

Hour 6

––––––––

Sleep gave him respite for a time. It was not good rest, nor consistent, but at least it was there. He had vivid dreams of fucking—fucking everyone he’d ever fucked in the past and everyone he’d ever wanted to fuck. 

Frank fucked his two ex-wives—including the girl he’d married only for a few weeks in Vegas. He fucked her until drool spilled out of her mouth, until she was unable to say anything but “cock” and “more.” He fucked every celebrity he’d ever jerked off to, every woman in the streets that he’d ever lusted after. Other images faded away—how to fix a pipe, or how to close a live wire’s circuit, or how to jimmy a stubborn lugnut off of its base. 

These thoughts and memories were replaced instead with magnified visions of every hot, lusty thought his mind could manage, until he saw all those women—an army of them, an army of sluts that existed in every horny man’s mind—as vividly in his troubled sleep as if they were standing in front of him. 

Waking approached slow. The first thing he felt was his hard-on, undeterred by his sleep and more active than any other part of his body. The thick meat of his cock pressed hard against the thin material of his outfit. It pushed against the floor. The floor itself was warm—it should have been cold. So much tile. But it was warm instead, and growing warmer still. 

In fact, it was wet and warm. Something wet and warm surrounded him. Groggily, he pushed upward, and found his hand covered newly in the same warm wet substance.

It was his cum. He lay next to a puddle of his own cum. It was everywhere in front of him, spurted outward from the constant wet dreams from the night. 

Across from him, Rebecca was on the floor, fingering her pussy madly. 

“It’s s-so much,” she moaned. “So much. S-so m-much. And you wouldn’t stop. You wouldn’t. You wouldn’t stop. Oh god.”

Her fingers rubbed intently over her pussy. She seemed to be cumming every few seconds, but he couldn't tell for sure—her pleasure looked constant. Her top was plastered against her tits—the material totally see-through now. See-through and wet. All of her body so very wet. Her tiny shorts were captured under her knees, and her feet splayed wildly across the floor. As such, he could see all of her pussy.

Her pussy was hot. He could tell it was hot just from looking at it. Not just “hot,” like attractive, but actually warm, actually having an oven-like temperature that wouldn’t cool anytime soon. 
“God, you know. Rebecca. I could...uh...I could really help you out.”
Despite all his cumming, his cock was hard as a rock. He let his pants fall down into the puddle of cum. They were sticky and wet anyway.

“N-no. No.” She shook her head. “Stay back. We have to...we have to resist. We can’t fuck.”

She might as well have been reciting a calculus equation. “We can’t?”

“No. If we fuck, then...then they win. We have to resist,” she huffed again. “We have to resist.”

Resist? She didn’t understand. That was idiot talk. Stupid dumb slut words. She really needed to figure out what the world was about. Frank would teach her. 

“But your pussy.” He had a hand on his cock now, stroking slow. Her eyes lit up at the sight, and he watched as another orgasm rollicked through her body. “Your pussy needs me.”

“No!” She put up a hand, the other still firmly in her cunt. “No. Stay back, okay? I don’t want that. I don’t want you. I just need to—nnngh.” She bit her lip, cumming once more. Her voice became quiet, but she kept fingering herself. “I just need to keep cumming. Cumming and resisting.”

She had said no. There was a part of him that wanted to ignore that, to take her anyway, no matter what she said—but he pushed it away. That was foolish. This here was a mate. You didn’t just ignore what a mate said. You respected her, and you showed her what she needed to have until her silly little female mind finally came around and recognized that she needed to be brimming with his young.

And she would. He was certain of that. His head lolled backward and he stroked harder. God, his arms weren’t even getting tired. His muscles felt hard as rocks. He’d been jerking off for what felt like hours now—even in his sleep, his hand had been attached to his cock.

“You can...” she gulped. “You can stroke it closer to me, if you want.”

He did want to. And so, standing over her, feeling something like a lord in a manor, he stroked his huge cock over her prone, self-fingering body. 

* * * * *

“Here we go.”

“Here we go?” Pruitt snorted. “Come on.”

“They’re about to get into it, man. I don’t know who won the bet, but it wasn’t me.”

“She’s still pushing him away.”

“Yeah, and that’s weird. Their chemical readings are off the chart. They should be on the seventh or eighth session, according to their chemistry. I don’t know why the grip is so slow on their brain. It’s like it’s...I don’t know. The effect is more symbiotic than parasitic.”

“The fuck does that mean?”

“It means,” said Martinez, “that maybe this little virus is smarter than we gave it credit for. But they're going to start soon, now. You watch. They're going to start and they won't be able to stop.

* * * * * 

Hour 8

––––––––

It was hard exactly to tell where the foreplay stopped and the actual sex began. After ten minutes of stroking his cock directly next to Rebecca, she had told him rather imperiously that he was doing it wrong. Directly, she began to stroke for him. 

Immediately, at their touching, all their sensations magnified once again. He came instantly, spraying all over her naked thighs. Her shorts, soiled completely, had to be totally removed. It didn’t matter. They were just in the way. All their clothes were gone now.

Wherever it started, however it would be measured as beginning, they rutted now like mad meth-laden rabbits. His cock felt like an extension of Rebecca's body, an extension of her very soul. 

Somewhere in her distant past, Rebecca had lost her virginity in a college dorm room. It had been a sad little affair like so many losses of virginity tend to be. There were posters of bad bands on the walls, and one of them played on the computer sitting only a few feet away through paltry laptop speakers that had about as much business blaring music as Rebecca did playing in the NHL. Pot smoke filled the air. The boy’s face—not a boy, really, an eighteen year-old, but next to what an ungodly perfect specimen of stud Frank was, all men had started to be referred to as boys in her recollection—was pimply and awkward. Too much hair in all the wrong places. He came almost right away, and the feeling had been disappointing, covered over by a thin rubber sheet that didn’t give her any of the primal warmth that she and every heterosexual woman had been born needing to have inside of her. 

He fell asleep afterward, right on top of her, and she had to suffer the indignity of feeling his cock shrink inside her barely-penetrated pussy. When he woke, he removed the sloppy condom from her, and some spilled out. 

She spent the next three weeks terrified that she might have gotten accidentally pregnant. When she was sure she wasn’t, she broke up with the young disappointment, and swore off the distraction of boys until she had finished school. Then, after a similarly disappointing experience soon after her graduation, she had sworn off men until she finished her law degree. Then, after that graduation and another disappointment, she had sworn off men until she  got her career on track. 

Her love life could wait. Everything could wait. Sex wasn’t important. Life was important. Money was important. Owning her house—that was important. 

She hadn’t ever had an orgasm until eight months ago. It was an unpleasant experience for her. Losing all that control. Not knowing where her limbs would go, how her legs would shake, how her mind would drift afterward and make it impossible to do anything else for the rest of the day. Afterward, she had written in her diary a simple note:

“Orgasmed today after playing with myself for one hundred and fifty-five minutes. One hundred fifty-five minutes! For ten seconds of pleasure that I barely even felt. Not worth it. 0/5 stars. Would not do again.”

Now, underneath Frank, her upper torso pinned in the corner of two walls and her ass jammed in between his thighs, that enormous fuckrod of his plowing into her cunt so forcefully, she came again and again. And again. And again. The pleasure was ceaseless. It replaced her thoughts, replaced her memories, replaced her morals and her ethics and everything else that wasn’t the primordial biological knowledge of how best to please a man’s cock, of how to get pregnant, of how to do anything in her power to feel cum inside of her again.

Tears dripped down her cheeks—tears of purest joy. She stared up at Frank with love in her eyes as he unleashed his strength on her comparatively tiny body. 

Her tits bounced and jiggled as he drove into her body again and again. A distant part of her brain wished they were bigger for him. And then she remembered—soon, she would be pregnant. All those new curves for her man. A thick hot belly to please his view. Bigger tits filled with lifegiving milk, all just for him. She would have her entire body dedicated to his sperm. Her every cell, her every atom devoted to cultivating what his amazing manly seed had given to her. It was so perfect. 

It only made sense that she served him, that she did as he said. That she submitted totally to his will. Her body was made to submit to his will—to change on a chemical basis to become the perfect vessel for the physical incarnation of his amazing masculinity. Why would her brain be any different? Why would her will?

Women were born to serve. It made total sense.

“Women are born to serve,” she moaned, testing it out.

She didn’t even know if she meant to say it to him—if she meant for him to hear. She just wanted to hear the words. But, it excited him. She could tell by how he increased the rapidity of his thrusts inside her. 

“Is that right, slut? You’re born to serve?”

Rebecca nodded eagerly, a hot happy breath parting her lips. He wanted her to speak. He wanted to know what was on her mind! God, he was so magnanimous. 

“Oh yes, Sir. Born for it. Born for your cock. I was made to be—oh fuck—”

She had to stop speaking because she started cumming. Her mind turned off.

When it turned back on, her mouth was moving, and words spilled from her lips, though strangely she didn’t feel like she was in control of any of them.

“Born to serve you. To suck your cock. Just your whore. Your dumb slut. Your three holes. Have to fuck you. Need to be fucked. By you. By you. By you. B-b-by y-you-oh god!”

And she came again, consciousness blinking out once more. 

Her mind became a sort of strobe light of consciousness, flashing this way and that. She saw Frank on top of her, grunting loud in orgasm. She saw her thighs dripping with his cum and her pussy juices all mixed together.

Cum.

She heard herself shout, “Give me your fucking babies, Daddy! Please, Sir! I need them so bad!”

Cum.

And the next thought was that she was bent over onto her knees, Frank’s enormous cock fucking hard into her pussy from behind. 

Cum.

Tugging at her short hair. She should have longer hair, she realized, so Frank would have more to play with. So she would have more to show off for him. Yes. That was a perfectly natural, perfectly good thing. A woman should have hot long hair so she can show off what a good little fucktoy decoration she is for her man. Why hadn’t she realized before?

Cum.

“Never done this before,” she giggled. And then she lazily slid her mouth over the top of his cock, slurping him down. 

“Oh, that’s perfect, love.” 

Cum.

Her head was automatically moving up and down Frank’s cock, slurping slow, but not quite fast enough. He wrapped his hair in her hand and began pumping her up and down.

He’s using me to masturbate his cock, she thought. My head, my mouth and tongue, are his lube. I’m just a fucktoy. I’m just—

Cum.

There was cum everywhere. All over her tits. All over her neck and her mouth. It tasted so good. It tasted like—

Cum.

His seed was everywhere again. All over her tits. More of it this time. Double the amount. It made her breasts stick together on her chest, like she wore some tight hot dress. He climbed on top of her and pushed his cockhead through the cleavage. Slowly, the sticky cum pushed apart like buttery spread, and his cock spurted out layers of precum onto her skin and—

Cum.

Rebecca snoozed happily, snuggling tight up against her man. God, he was such a good man. He was going to fill her with so many perfect babies. Her cunt was still on overload. Just the slightest touch would set her off. God, her thighs were covered in his cum. They just soaked in a puddle of it. What if she shifted so that—

Cum.

* * * * *

“What’d I tell you?”

“Shut up.”

“No, what did I tell you? I forget.”

“You didn’t forget. You’re just being an ass.”

“Yeah.” Martinez laughed. “Your report done yet?”

“Well, we gotta watch until they expire, right?”

“If they expire. I mean, we might have to terminate them eventually. I’m not sure when they’re going to let up.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, the virus is changing, isn’t it? It wants to keep its host body alive. And so it’s...I don’t know. This strain is mutated somehow. Beyond just what we did to it. And so it’s lasting longer. I don’t know how soon it will kill them.”

“Will it kill them?”

“I don’t know.”

“So what do we do?”

“We wait.”

* * * * *

Hour 16

––––––––

The nurse entered the room, gingerly stepping through the piles of fluids that had gathered on the floor. Frank saw her the way that man was intended to see women—noticing only the thick width of her hips, the steadiness of her stance, the heat emanating from her pussy. It was the same hot redheaded nurse from before, though Frank didn't remember that all that well. She wore a suit of some kind, her head in a bubble. Protected.

He could fuck her full and pregnant on the first try, he knew. He could do it in less than five minutes if she would let him.

He stood up—or tried. But his hands were bound to the railing on the side of the bed. She must have tied him up before he woke.
The nurse leaned over Rebecca, speaking into a microphone on her shoulder.
“Subject appears unconscious. Possibly comatose. I suggest—”

Beneath her, Rebecca suddenly began to shake violently.

“She’s having a seizure!” Frank said. His voice was low and gravelly, little more than guttural cavemen-like grunting. “Help her! You’re a nurse! You have to help her!”

The nurse knelt down. Thick fluids surrounded her knees. Cum, precum, pussy juice. The combination created a potent chemical mix. Frank continued to panic, tearing at his bindings. He'd gnaw through his wrists if it meant protecting his mate. 

Rebecca's eyes suddenly snapped open. She wrapped her legs around the nurse, and tore into the suit with her fingernails, detaching the bubble around her head. The nurse let out a frightened moan as her skin, her nostrils, her mouth was exposed to the heavy lust-layered air. Rebecca pulled her down and kissed her madly, pushing herself on top of the nurse's busty body. Soon, the nurse was sliding in the collected juices on the floor, apparently forgetting how to resist—forgetting perhaps that Rebecca carried a monumentally dangerous virus transferred by any physical contact. 

Finally, though, she pushed Rebecca off with a terrified cry, and stumbled out of the room, wailing. Alarms began to sound. 

Rebecca, smiling, rushed to Frank and untied him, using a scalpel taken from the nurse's belt. He took her by the hand and they rushed out of the room, blindly searching for a way to survive. The place was a maze. They rounded one corner, and there were men with guns and bio-suits on. He rushed at them, punching and elbowing, until they had scattered or were left on the floor, unconscious. Rebecca clapped her hands with glee, watching her man fight for her. His cum was everywhere. 

They continued to run, paying no attention to the intercom blaring overhead, entreating them to stop. Doors began to shut all around, locking and slamming. 

With no other recourse, they simply followed the lines in the hallway—a green one. Frank's stamina felt endless. His body completely reformatted for physical activity for hours at a time. He slammed through one half-open door, and inside was a garage.

Lucky.

There was a car waiting there, a man trying to start it. 

“Oh, shit. Martinez!” the man ran to the other side of the garage, banging on the door. “Martinez, you gotta let me back in there, man!”

Frank shoved him to the ground, his fingers clasping deep on his neck. Somehow, he knew the man was infected right away—even though he barely had a concept of being infected himself. He simply knew he felt correct. 

“Get in, baby.”

He slapped Rebecca on the ass and pushed her inside the military car. The keys were inside—and there was enough of his brain left behind to know how to operate it. With a roar, the engine came alive, and he powered out of the garage and up into the waiting world. Bullets sang against the car, trying to stop it, but somehow they missed, or deflected off the car's surface, or both. 

Rebecca kissed him madly as he steered them to safety—protecting her—and then sank her mouth down to his waiting, spurting cock.

He came just as they powered through the closing gates. And they were out, out in the world, free.

And the virus was free with them.

# # #

Lust Fever 2

––––––––

Hour 1

––––––––

Matthew’s latest target was pimply, gangly, barely out of high school. A clerk at the gas station where they both stood. All the same, he had a kid and a wife, and so he was ripe for the picking.

“Look,” said the clerk, frowning slightly. “I don’t even make barely enough money to cover rent. We gotta put in Shannon’s income for it and even then we just only kinda make enough for groceries. Insurance just don’t make no sense.”

“Don’t you think,” said Matthew, leaning over the counter, “that that’s exactly why you should buy some?”

“I don’t know that I follow.”

Matthew was a tall man. It helped him make sales. People bought stuff—any sort of stuff: cars, boats, insurance—from people they put into positions of authority. Height was an easy way to get there. He had short red hair and a gut kept squarely in place by exercising late at night on the treadmill in his basement three times a week.

“This is a dangerous job, right?” Matthew held up a hand. “I know. You’re young. You think you’re gonna live forever. But say some crazy man walks in here with a gun? Or say some idiot drunk—and I know you’ve seen them, I can see your face—some idiot drunk swerves through one of those pumps out there and sets this whole place ablaze? Man, it happened in Bolta just two towns away not three months ago. Poor sucker held on as best he could, the one caught in the explosion, but they had to let him go in the hospital. His brain couldn’t cope with the burns.”

“You’re trying to scare me.” The kid shook his head. His hair was greasy and dark. “But I shut the pump off if something like that happens.”

“Suppose you’re in the bathroom, though? Or stocking something? Busy with a customer? I mean, life...” Matthew shrugged, smiling. “...it’s just madness. Nonstop madness. There’s no telling what could happen. Do you think you’re above getting caught in a tornado out here? Or suppose you drive home late at night—you work late, don’t you?”

The clerk nodded. “On Tuesdays and Wednesdays, yeah.”

“You drive home late, you fall asleep at the wheel. Or again, some idiot drunk hits you. Or the bridge back to town is out, or falls apart. That thing needs repair, don’t it? I bet it wobbles for you every time you go over.”

“It does.” He put his hands on his hips now. 

“You see? It’s dangerous, living. The more you do, the more you got to lose. But you, see, you’re lucky. ‘Cause you’re young, and you got me talking to you.”

“I’m lucky, huh?”

“Sure you are. You know how many policies I sell to young people like you?”

“No.”

Matthew smiled. “Not very many. You know why not?”

“We don’t need it?”

“Because you think you don’t need it. And then you’re dead—and you won’t need it then, you’re right. But your family will. Your wife, she’d have debts up to her nose trying to bury you. You know how much it costs to bury a person proper?”

The kid leaned back now—and even so, he was being reeled in. “I don’t.”

“It costs too. Goddamn. Much. I tell you what. It’s a favor, what we do. You want to protect your family from life, you get life insurance. It’s the only thing that makes any sense, kid. And we can start you in at twenty bucks a month.”

“Twenty bucks?” he laughed. “Is that it?”

“That’s our lowest premium, and you qualify, on account of your age. And moving forward—” Matthew stopped to pull out the literature from his suitcase and spread it out on the table. “Moving forward, okay? That price stays where it’s at for five years. Now, it’ll go up eventually—eventually—but you’re a young man, moving up in the world. You’re not gonna have this job forever, are you? I mean, probably you’re thinking—”

Outside, tires squealed. They both turned to look—a battered white sedan with military plates careened toward the station. It all happened in less than five seconds. The car’s tires tumbled over the curb, spinning in a fierce three-sixty maneuver, and knocked over the trash cans next to the pump. But it stopped, just short, of the pump itself. There wasn’t even enough room for the passenger side door to open. 

The kid was on it, though. Knocking the big switch right outside the door down in what would have been just in time—if it was needed. But it wasn’t. The car stopped safely, if too close, and it was all right.

“What I tell you?” said Matthew, voice soft. “People are crazy. What if...”

But the kid was gone, going after the people in the car.

“Hey!” shouted the kid. “Are you fucking insane? Are you out of your minds? You could have hurt somebody! You could have...”

The kid trailed off, and Matthew could see why. A tall, lovely woman stepped out from the car on the driver’s side. A man followed her. They were both dripping wet and totally naked.

It wasn’t so much that she was beautiful. Sure, she was attractive enough, physically. But not jaw-dropping, not sensational, not so beautiful that a man might stop anything that he’s doing just to look at her. 

So, it was hard to describe exactly why she had the effect that she did. 

To begin, sweat was plastered to her body. Every bit of her was wet from perspiration, and the shine from her sweat showed the heavy, full shape of her tits like nobody’s business. The kid kept trying to stammer out some protest, some accusation. Instead, the woman drew him in her arms and kissed him deeply. He fell to the ground, her saliva sliding from his lips, and she strutted past him, looking instead now at Matthew.

There was a crazy look in her eyes. In her eyes, and in the eyes of the man watching from the car. 

She pushed Matthew back through the door and against the counter inside.

“Now, listen here, miss, you can’t just...”

It wasn’t anger in her eyes, or even mischief. It was lust. Pure, unbridled lust—with no notion of morality, propriety, or maybe even humanity. It looked animalistic, basic, primal. 

She pulled his pants down and her mouth slipped over his cock. He was hard right away—barely an instant of softness as her lips scorched across his skin, setting his entire being on fire. He felt hot—not just the heat of arousal, but like he had been baking on a beach sun for hours. 

Outside, he watched the man slowly jerk and milk his cock as he filled up the car with gas. When had he turned the pump back on? It didn't matter. 

God, that man was jerking himself hard. It was like he couldn’t stop himself. His arm and chest muscles were incredibly developed, custom-built, it seemed, for that very purpose. He kept cumming, was the thing. Like cups of it, all thick and dense and hot, steaming, all over the ground at his feet.

Whoever the babe on the ground was, she was damn good at giving head. Matthew didn't last very long. When finally the warmth took him over, bucking his hips into her needy, waiting mouth and emptying out into her throat, she swallowed every last dropped. She even took a few extra seconds and licked him clean before smiling, standing up, and leaving Matthew half-standing against the counter with his cock out.

The babe took several packages of food into her arms, then dropped those onto a crate of water bottles, picking that up. A few bags dropped to the ground as she walked back to the car, but she didn’t seem to care. She stuffed them into the backseat and mechanically started eating bags of chips and downing water. When the man got back into the car, right away she slurped downward onto his cock and they drove away.

The entire encounter had taken maybe five minutes. Matthew walked after them, zipping up his pants, his mind full of questions. What the fuck had just happened?

“That was...intense,” said Matthew. “What do you think?”

The teenager was still out on the ground, trembling and looking like he was cumming.

Matthew walked back to his car, a bit in a daze. There was something...in the air. Some scent, some haze. 

A woman pulled up to where the car had been. Sniffing the air, she bent over and saw the puddle of cum on the concrete. Matthew saw her salivate—actual drool dripping from her mouth—and then slide the thick, sticky substance on one finger and lick it dry. 

Gulping, he drove away. 

* * * * *

Hour 2

––––––––

The feel of the madwoman’s lips were still on his mind—and on his cock, as he could feel the residual saliva and heat from the imprint of her mouth—as he drove into a diner closer in-town about thirty minutes later.

Matthew’s job took him all over Dancer County. It was a large area containing a smattering of towns—seven in all, each with a population of less than ten thousand. He lived just outside of a town called Bolta, which was on the other side of the county to Kitowa, where he was now. He knew every town well, driving through each of them at least twice a month and often more. As an insurance salesman, he was expected to make a lot of cold calls, and a lot of warm calls, and had to do a lot of legwork when clients got cold feet or if—god forbid—someone actually had to cash in on a policy. 

It was a tough racket, these days, insurance. It was like people didn’t care anymore if they lived or died. Matthew blamed the culture—all those zombie shows. Dystopia movies. Everyone waiting for the end of the world like it was already writ out. Like history had just played all the cards it ever could. It was madness. 

The diner was Dave’s Diner, run by the eponymous Dave, who supervised the night shift. The day shift was run by Corine, Dave's daughter. She was a knock-out, true enough, in a town that had maybe just the one.

She was a blonde, with legs as long as the day was long and breasts that made Matthew rather jealous of her tight uniform, able to hug their ample size so easily. The uniform was the classical sort of waitressing uniform—Dave insisted on it—and was colored pink with the little mini-white apron in front of it. 

Matthew sat down at his usual spot, watching the door. Always on the lookout for customers.

“Good morning, Mister Coffey.” Corine greeted him with a lovely smile. She was twenty-three years-old. “You all right today?”

Always, when he came by—three to four times a week—she was the one who waited on him. “Doing fine, Corine. I had a bit of a weird morning, but I’m fine.”

There was something lingering in his thoughts. Something he couldn’t get rid of. Usually, when he saw Corine, it sparked some fantasies—taking her out, seeing her smile underneath him, kissing her madly in the corner of a room. But now as he watched her stand over him, he couldn’t help but think of ripping her clothes off, bending her over the counter, and filling her up.

Fill her with a baby. Knock her pretty body up. Make her beg for more. Never let her know anything but your cum.

What he said to her was probably the last thing he should have said—given his recent circumstances—but he couldn’t help himself. 

“You wanna go out with me, Corine?”

He saw her struggling not to roll her eyes. Ultimately, she failed. He asked her that every time he saw her.

“You know, you ask me every time you see me, Mister Coffey.”

“Yes, I do. And I’m serious every time. I’d love to take you out on a date.”

Fill you up. Fill you full of my fucking cum. Bend you over that counter and fuck you until you're begging for more.

His thoughts were getting rather carried away from him, but for some reason, he couldn't stop. He could feel his cock getting excited.

“I don’t believe you, Mister Coffey.”

“Call me Matthew.”

“I’m going to call you Mister Coffey, because that’s how I talk to people who are just customers, all right?”

“I tell you what.” He took her hand in his. He watched as she began to roll her eyes once more, but then something shifted in her face. There was a slight heat there. A little shudder. “You go grab me my breakfast. And when you come back, I’ll ask you out. For real. How’s that?”

She moved her hand up to her nose, inhaling deep. “Is that...lotion?” Her voice was distant.

“Lotion?”

Oh god. Oh, fuck. After the blowjob, he had wiped his cock with his hand. Everything there—the saliva, the precum, the cum—all that residue had dried by now. But clearly it was still there. 

He gulped. “Yes. Lotion. A house call, earlier this morning. A woman offered me some.”

His cock pulsed suddenly, bulging against his pants. A woman smelling his cum. A beautiful woman like Corine. That was right—that was perfect. That was how it was supposed to be.
“It smells really good.” Her smile was broad and easy. Relaxed. “I’m going to make your breakfast. Don’t forget to ask me out.”
Ten minutes later, his breakfast was ready, and they made a date for eight o’clock that night. 

That was when Matthew noticed that his cock was hard, and that it was not going down at all. Corine’s position above him would have made it easy to see his bulge—impossible to miss, really. Her eyes had been darting at it the entire time she’d agreed to the date. 

* * * * * 

“So what's the situation?” The General asked.

They stood in a small command room deep underground.

Ryan shifted, looking at his clipboard. “Chemical attack, Sir. Top secret. Need-to-know stuff. That's all they would say over the phone. They're sending someone in who knows more. Martinez.”

“Okay, well. Get some troops on the ground in that case. Tell them to come equipped. All right?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Anything needs doing, it's going to need troops there first. That's Army 101, Ryan. And you can take that to the bank.”

“Yes, Sir.”

The General straightened. He liked a little excitement in his day.

* * * * * 

Hour 3

––––––––

For lodging in Kitowa, Matthew had an arrangement with a friend in town, an older man named Fitzgerald. All of Dancer County was full of hunters, Fitzgerald foremost among them, and often pulling extra cash in the thick of hunting season by taking tourists out on the game trails for a good thrill and kill. 

What this meant, though, was that Fitzgerald was often not home, and did not mind if Matthew used his small house off the highway for lodging. It was a good two hour drive from one end of Dancer County to the other, and so Matthew appreciated the opportunity to stay in a safe, clean place for free.

Today, he decided he needed a cold shower. Since exiting the diner, his cock had remained hard. There did not seem to be anything that would make it softer. He’d been cut off in traffic, and listened to some sad news about the Middle East on the radio, and thought very hard about baseball, and it was nothing doing. His cock was hard, hard, hard. 

Thoughts of thick, furious rutting filled his mind. Rutting with Corine. Rutting with all the young teenage, barely legal beauties he smiled and waved to as they crossed the street in their tiny short-shorts. Rutting with older, mature women who had been married for years—his cock somehow the secret ingredient to powering through their menopause and making them fertile again. 

Fuck, but his cock was hard.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 

That was all he could imagine. It wasn’t even a swear word anymore. It was just a command, some internal notion of need. He had to fuck.

Trying to get rid of the problem—Matthew had sales to make, after all, and he couldn’t spend all day fucking or even with a hard-on—he decided a cold shower would do the trick.

In Fitzgerald’s house, he stripped down and turned the shower to cold. After five minutes of this, his body still felt warm, and his cock was still raging with a long, thick boner. He had to admire himself, in a way. He couldn’t remember when he’d seen his cock so hard. Honestly, it might even have been...bigger? Was that possible?

No. No, probably not. Probably just his imagination, combined with the resultant lack of blood flow to his brain. His thoughts had been fuzzy all day. Ever since that weird encounter with that lady. Had she given him something? Would it act this quick?

The shower wasn’t even all that cold. How was that possible? Was he just that warm? In fact...was he sweating? 

The top of his head had only been lightly sprayed by the shower so far. And yet it was covered in wetness—his perspiration, he decided. 

How very odd. 

He decided with a small laugh that the shower seemed like a wash and stepped out. As soon as he did, however, there came a knocking at the door. Swearing a bit, he struggled to put himself back into his pants and collared shirt, taking the time to button it all the way back up and shift his cock around so that the bulge was not quite as noticeable. It wasn’t completely possible—his cock was big, and anyone looking for more than two seconds would easily see it wasn’t just a strange fold in his pants. But, Matthew was never one to turn down a caller, not even in his current state, and not even at Fitzgerald’s house. 

“Hi!” It was a bright-looking young woman with short, dark hair drawn up in a bun. “I’m Josephine Rotundo. Would you mind spending a few moments talking about the environment?”

Ah. A salesperson, then. Even if she was just selling good-personship, she was a salesperson all the same. Matthew always had time for salespeople. He considered it a professional courtesy. 

Especially when you want to slam her against the brick of the porch, rip her clothes off, and slather her body in your cum.

Fuck, yes he did. She wasn’t even his type, but somehow he knew how fertile she was just by smelling her. 

“I...” Matthew struggled. “I’d love to, but...”

There was something terrible wrong with him. The heat of his body. The lust that wouldn’t go away. The thick, hard cock that demanded release. Deep, blue eyes looked at him with some measure of concern—why wasn't he saying anything? She had a wedding ring sparkling on her finger. Her fingers twisted over it. She sniffed the air, waiting for the rest of his response. Then she sniffed again, raising an eyebrow. Then she stepped forward into him and inhaled deeply. 

A small blush suddenly attended her cheeks. Her gaze dropped down

“You have...” her eyes looked like they had been glazed over with sugar. “You have quite the situation there, sir.”

That was good. That was nice. Calling him “sir” like that. He liked that. That was correct.

“Yes,” Matthew nodded after a moment, remembering how society worked. “Sorry.”
He didn’t mean the apology, of course. Women should notice a cock like his. It was hard. Ready to fuck. What else did they need to know?
No—no! Fuck. 

What was happening? 

“I’m sorry—Josephine, was it?” He shook his head. “Normally, I’d love to talk to. But I’m feeling strange at the moment. Perhaps if you came back later, we could chat. But as things stand now...”

“No, but,” her hands spread out wildly, keep the door open. “I-I just...look at it. Let me look at it. I...can you take it out?”

She was licking her lips wildly. Her fingers crawled over his on the door, and the blush on her cheeks increased.

“Josephine. Come now.” He cleared his throat. “You’re clearly married, and I don’t know if this is appropriate behavior. I think that...that...”

She dropped to her knees in the open space in the doorway. There was a clear line of view from the porch to the road outside. Cars were passing by. One or two slowed down. 

“You’ll have to let me suck it now,” she said.

Matthew gulped. This had escalated fast.

“I do?”

She nodded intently, pawing at his pants. Precum spurted forth, and a low, hot pleasure spread through Matthew's body. He was already ready to erupt with more. The stain spread, and Josephine giggled. Her bright, blue eyes sparkled with glee.

“I won’t leave until you let me suck it. You have to let me.” A low, furtive moan exited her mouth. “You need it. Can’t you see that it needs me? My lips?” she licked them, as if proving her point. “I can make it all better. You’ve got a problem. And I’m not leaving this doorway until you let me...let me...just suck it...”

Matthew’s cock strained against his pants. The pleasure of that tight, constricting feeling was almost too much for him. He felt like it was going to burst through them. There was no telling how much or for how long he would fuck Josephine, if given half the chance. Whatever was happening to him certainly seemed to be affecting her too, and deeply. And god, she was tempting...

He took her by the hand, barely noticing her delighted glee as he tugged her inside. Quickly, he stuffed her into the bedroom, tossing her on the bed. And then just as quickly, he ran out from the room and shut the door behind him, locking it up with a chair.

Fitzgerald would be home later. He could figure out what to do with the poor woman. Matthew had to get out of there.

He was many things, but a ruiner of homes, he was not. He wasn’t going to wreck someone’s marriage just because his cock was...was...going insane, somehow. 

“Sir!” she banged against the door. “Please, Sir! I want to suck you, please! Fuck you! Either! Just...j-just put it in me, please!”

His car was parked out back. As she still slammed against the door, calling out his name in a lusty baritone, he fled once more. 

* * * * *

Hour 4

––––––––

“Just gotta do some business. That’s all. Just have to...take care of some business.”

This was the mantra that Matthew had adopted. He drove, calmly stroking his cock through his pants, paying no mind to the heavy excess of precum that had stained his pants completely. They were dripping wet with his substance now, but somehow this was invisible to him. He rationalized it by saying that they were dark pants, and that if everything was wet, then it was impossible to tell if any of it was wet. 

They might not even be wet at all, he thought, slowly stroking harder.

His brain was starting to shut down portions of his analytic ability. He was distantly aware of this. He was fully aware that he didn’t care. His cock was hard. He needed to...

“Need to do some business. That’s all.”

He knocked on the door of his first actual client for the day, Miriam Williams. She and her family had a nice, small two-story white-boarded home with blue shingles in the middle of Kitowa. Their neighborhood was heavily wooded, like all of Kitowa, and designed for people who were happy to speak regularly with their neighbors. 

“Hello, Mr. Coffey.” Miriam opened the door with a smile. “Nice to see you. I’m glad you could take time of your day to discuss our policy.”

Miriam was an awfully nice lady. Motherhood had treated her well, giving her naturally slender frame a little extra meat that only made her appear more fertile and more absolutely fuckable. She probably thought she was overweight, but she wasn’t. What she was, really, was fucking fertile and hot, and he wanted to trap her in a corner and ravish her body until it was brimming with their young.

God, why was he thinking like that? This was a customer. A ravishingly sexy, redheaded customer who probably needed his cock like a dog needed water after a long run. She wore a pair of tight khakis and a blue polo shirt with her teenage son's sports team logo on it. The logo was distorted against the rather large shape of her substantial chest.

“Of course,” he nodded slow. His eyes focused heavily on her shirt-filling tits, even despite all his blinking and trying to focus.

She walked him into the dining room, gesturing for him to sit at the table there. “Now, like I was saying on the phone, we’ve just got a few questions about...is something wrong? You look...well, heated. You’re sweating.” She placed a palm to his forehead. “My goodness, Mr. Coffey. You’re burning up.”

Her fingers drifted away slowly. She brushed deep into his hair, and then, as if realizing it, withdrew and let her hands mingle with one another on her lap. Then, the second hand drifted up to her neck, sliding around the newly blushed skin. There was no mistaking it—something had happened. He had an effect. A control, even. 

And his cock demanded to have its opinion on this matter heard. It strained mightily against his pants, aching to fill this beautiful mature woman. 

He gulped, shifting in his moistened pants. “Do you have a bathroom? I need to use it. Suddenly. I’m sorry.”

Her gaze had became distant, empty. She pointed to a door between a pair of matching vases. Matthew hurried there, pushing over a chair in his way.

Once inside, he immediately took out his cock and began stroking it. It was already well-lubricated. The thick, hard surface felt perfect and good in his hands. The cockhead was as thick around as his two meaty middle fingers. The sound was heavy and loud. Schlick schlick schlick. Like someone rubbing a mop over a tile floor at a fevered pace. God, he was so close, so close...

Miriam knocked at the door after a moment. 

“Are you all right, Mr. Williams?”

It had only been moments since he’d entered. She couldn’t actually be worried about him. 

“Y-yes,” he managed, breathing hard. 

He’d be fine once he came. Then all this crazy lust would leave him. 

“You’re...you’re jerking off in there, aren’t you?”

He couldn’t stop at this point. And being this aroused, there was no way for him to do anything but tell the truth.

“Y-yes. I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s come over me.”

She opened the door. Had he forgotten to lock it? He must have. A low, needy moan filled the house suddenly—the two of them matching sounds. His virile cock, needing release. Her fuckably fertile body, so desperate for his cock. All of these feelings all of a sudden. Moments ago they hadn’t been there. Now the chemicals of their instant attraction filled the house, unstoppable and undeniable.

Precum continued to gush forward on the bathroom floor. It covered his shoes and ankles. It was edging closer to her. The musky scent filled the small space. 

“I can’t fuck you. I’m sorry.” Her eyes went wide as his cock spurted out onto her feet. “I’m so sorry. But I have...my husband...children...” She licked her lips, staring at his cock. A long trail of saliva dripped down to her heavy breasts. “...I’m so sorry.”

“Do it. Stroke it.”

Groaning, rushing, her hands wrapped around his thick shaft. She needed both of them to get the work done. But she moved fast, expertly. Her years of marriage had perfected her ability to give a nice, steady, hot handjob. His head lolled backwards and he simply allowed the experience to happen.

God, this is what he had been missing. A woman doing her duty for him. A woman fucking his cock. How the fuck had he not given this to Josephine when he had the chance? 

It didn't matter. Her strokes were expertly timed, inspiring streams and streams of heavy precum. 
“I wish I could fuck you,” she moaned, stroking his cock harder. “I wish I could. Oh god, I wish I could fuck you...fuck your cock...”
Matthew's body started to buck wildly. He was going to spill everywhere. Her lovely face was positioned right over his cock fountain, and the soft ball of heat that had been building in his balls suddenly spread everywhere at once. With a groan, he unleashed, and his cum spurted all over her chest and face. There was so much of it—more than he had ever cum before. More than he had cum in the past week, just in one load. Strand after pearly strand of cum landed on her face, her neck, her chest, everywhere. 

“Oh,” she said dumbly, cum streaming off of her skin. “Oh dear. I have to clean it now.”

Her hand scooped it up. It glistened like melted butter in the bathroom light. Thick and gooey. Slowly, she rose her hand to her face and licked it. At first, the licks were tentative. Curious, even. But after that, her eyes closed, and she shoved as much of her hand as she could into her mouth. A rapturous, slow sound emanated from her mouth. 

“Oh...god,” she moaned. Her eyes were absolutely empty of anything but lust. “Fuck me. You can do it. I don’t care. About anything. I just need you to fuck me. Please, do it?”

Some calm, some measure of sanity had returned to Matthew’s mind as his cock softened once again. This was wrong. All of this was wrong. How had this gotten so wrong? What could he do?

“Fuck me, Mister Coffey, please!”

He would not. 

Backing up, he ran out from the house and away from the screaming, mad woman, begging for his cock inside her body. 

* * * * *

“They’re mobilized now, right?” asked O'Reilly. 

O'Reilly was Martinez's new assistant. Today was his third day on the job. They were on a helicopter, on their way to Rogers Army Base to handle the situation in Dancer County.

“Yeah.” Martinez sighed. “The idiots. They should have gone straight to the last resort.”

“You don't think they can contain it?”

“I don’t know. I have no idea.”

“How long did the Zero Subjects make it?”

“That’s the thing,” said Martinez. “They were alive when we found them. Comatose. Dehydrated. But alive.”

“Dehydrated?”

“They had water with them, but they forgot to drink it.”

“But they were alive.”

He nodded. “And contagious.”

“Jesus Christ. Were they the only ones to leave the town?”

“It’s a Midwestern town adjacent to a major highway. They get at least a thousand people driving through it every day. Sometimes those people stop, sometimes they don’t.”

“And the virus is airborne. So...” O'Reilly gulped.

“Sure. Maybe they have their windows down. Maybe they stop for gas at place that’s near someone infected.” Martinez shrugged. “Maybe they’re totally fine.”

“What’s the radius we’re looking at?”

“I’ve put in orders to close down the quad-state area. They think I’m joking.”

“But you’re not.”

“No.”

* * * * * 

Hour 7

––––––––

Matthew couldn’t even explain why he picked up the hitchhiker. Probably, thinking back, it was because he knew exactly this would happen. Her mouth was wrapped furiously around his cock, working up and down. He was pacing himself, trying not to cum. Last time he had cum—with Miriam, in the house—she had gone sort of insane. He didn’t want that to happen again. At least, not until he could drop the hitchhiker off.

Her moans filled the small cab of the car. In the thirty seconds that they spoke before she insisted on going down on him to thank him, she told him that her name was Natalie. 

She told him she had never sucked off anyone before. That she was a virgin. He believed it; she was a thick girl, and people were so stupidly petty and superficial. Her heavy tits hung down loose and smashed around his thighs as she worked his huge shaft. 

He loved her girth. She would be able to keep up with his rutting, if they got to that. She’d be able to carry all kinds of his babies. 

So many. 

Filled into her thick body. 

Fuck yeah.

Hot precum shot up into her throat as he imagined making her pregnant. He could feel the orgasm tremble through her body.

Since Miriam’s house, all he had been doing was driving and trying to calm down. It wasn’t working. Several times, he almost ran into a few houses, knowing pretty women lived there. He knew so many pretty women as an insurance salesman. A lot of his knowledge had disappeared. Where the women were had stayed. He knew that if he busted in and showed them his cock, his giant hot cock dripping with precum, they would go crazy about him just like Miriam did. 

As he drove through one street, he saw Josephine on the lawn—the same Josephine that had knocked the door at Fitzgerald’s place. She was on her back, getting drilled by an eighteen year-old with a varsity jacket on his back. Next to him, another girl—presumably the young man's girlfriend—was finger-fucking her cunt. 

Driving past the grocery store, he saw a pair of woman openly slurping down a man’s cock, taking turns to worship his shaft. They seemed like they were in competition, but they were willing to play with one another. 

At a few locations, he saw military vehicles parked. But there were no soldiers around that he could see. Perhaps they were hiding. Waiting. The thought made him nervous. Whatever was happening was the kind of thing that the military didn't like. 

A hot, swimming sensation broke him from his thoughts. He was going to cum soon. Cum right down this lovely Natalie's tight, hot throat.

“Get ready,” he said to her. “I think it’s going to be...be a lot.”

There was no reason it wouldn’t be. Everything about his cock was more and more lately. It felt like it had grown another inch since meeting Miriam.

“A lot” turned out to be an incredible understatement. He came for thirty seconds straight. Thirty seconds of hot, unbridled, white goo shoving its way up into and then down the throat of Natalie. After the first five seconds, he pulled over into the nearest drive, his vision blinding with the heated pleasure her young mouth gave him as she swallowed everything she could.

Gasping for air, Natalie popped off of his thick rod. More spray hit her in the face. She slurped and gobbled it, her chest heaving, like she was some starving woman. 

Then she took the remainder and wiped it into her skin, like it was tanning oil or moisturizer. It absorbed neatly, leaving her skin healthy and flushed. 

And sweating. Both of them were sweating so much. His entire car was drenched. 

After a moment of perhaps partial sanity, she noticed the big, waving erection still in her face. Tentatively, she stuck out a tongue and licked it. 

“You’re...” she gulped. “You’re still hard.”

“I know.” 

For some reason, he knew that if he wanted to, he could just tell her to suck it again. In fact, he knew he could go further. It was a woman’s place to suck the cock of a man like him, after all. But her place was more than that. She was fertile; he could smell it. Her womb was ready for him, ovulating even. It would be ovulating for the rest of her life; he understood that intimately. She would be such an easy picking, so easy to fill with his babies...

Really, he was being nice by just settling for another blow job.

“Suck it again,” he said.

“W-what? But I...” she gulped, eyeing the dripping cock. More jets of streamy, white goo flooded down the shaft. Her hands frantically cupped around the shaft, licked even as she shook her head. “I can’t suck it again. I just did. I—” lick, lick, “I really can’t. I’m sorry. It’s delicious, but,” lick, lick, lick, “we really, I mean, I have a boyfriend, sort of. But he’s,” lick, moan, glaze, “I...is sucking it all you want me to do?”

“Get on my cock,” he said, “now.”

She gulped. “Yes, Sir.”

There, thought Matthew, that was better. All that whining. Nothing like a properly good cock to shut up a woman’s prattling mouth. Why was she talking, anyway, when clearly her lips were so well-suited for sucking.

Very dimly, Matthew was aware that he was changing. He never used to be able to get so hard so quickly. An erection was a thing that took time and cultivation, barring a few pieces of morning wood maybe twice a week. 

It took slow, careful effort and continual, regular stimulation to get a properly hard cock. Oh sure, he could cum without being this hard; any man could. You could even fuck a woman with a cock that was seven-eighths of the way there. 

But there was another type of boner, the kind that felt like it was bursting, the kind that made you want to have two cocks just so could use all over your possible power to stroke yourself at once. That was the sort of hard-on he had now, all the time. 

And as soon as he came, his cock had softened to half-mast for only fifteen or twenty seconds before immediately returning itself to that full, unstoppable hardness again, the kind of engorged cock that made him feel like he could fuck through concrete. 

With this hitchhiker Natalie adoring his rod, he felt like was fucking at her mouth, past her throat, rather than truly fucking anything that was her. She was an object, a means to an end. And that end was the most important possible end of all—for him to cum.

There had been other things he had been concerned about at one point. Making sales. Collecting premiums. Paying down his credit card debts and putting money into a retirement account. All of that seemed distant and unimportant now, the way that he remembered also getting worried about what tie he would wear at his high school graduation. Such things never mattered except in the moment, and he had somehow managed to make those unimportant aspects his entire life. 

There was only one thing that mattered. Cumming inside of women. That was it. And minute by minute, second by second, he felt his brain narrowing down on that singular, perfect purpose.

Looking outside, he realized slowly he had pulled over in the parking lot of a motel. The lights above flickered on as the evening's incumbent dark descended upon them. Matthew came, again, and Natalie obediently licked it all up, again. 

After she did, she seemed to notice where they were. The motel light overhead flickered, like a beacon. Like maybe one of those lamps you used to burn out flies. 

“You can...you can let me off here,” Natalie said suddenly.

“You sure? You don’t want a ride home or anything?”

She shook her head. “No. That's...that's a motel.” Her voice was as glazed and heavy as her eyes. “And probably some men with cocks. I think I’ll fuck all of them until I pass out.”

From her expression and her posture, she didn’t seem to understand what she was saying. She stepped outside, steps wavering this way and that.

“You’re welcome for the ride,” he offered.

“Cocks belong in my body!” she said, with the same cadence someone else might say “Thank you very much!”

Matthew shrugged. She was certainly right about that. She was a woman, after all, and all a woman really ever needed was a good thorough fuck.

––––––––

Hour 9

––––––––

At eight in the evening, he arrived at Mansetti’s, the one decent Italian restaurant in Kitowa. 

Corine had dressed hot for the date—though it was Corine, so really it was more her than the clothes that looked hot. She wore a tight blue dress and tall, tall heels that made her almost as tall as Matthew himself. Though he was, of course, still just slightly taller. That was right. That was good. A man ought to be bigger than a woman. That was just how things worked. 

Her dress was tight on her slender form, pressing the ample size of her bosom forward. He couldn’t see her cleavage, but the tight pull of the fabric on her body made every last one of her curves easily evident. He took her hand and together they walked inside the restaurant, not saying anything to one another. Her body wrapped into his, one arm draping across his waist and pushing into his bulge. Her hand gripped him there and did not let go. She did this in full view of everyone. 

Whatever was affecting everyone else clearly had already affected her. They were both dripping from head to toe in shiny, slick sweat.

The host, a pretty young redhead, greeted them with a confused look on her face. “Welcome to Mansetti’s,” she stammered. “Do you have...um...”

“Reservation,” said Matthew. “No. Give us that table.”

She gulped, inhaled deeply, and nodded, a happy glazed smile on her face. Good girl. Doing what a man said. That was right. She didn’t have a choice in the matter anymore. A man had spoken, and so the female obeyed. That was how it was supposed to work.

He and Corine sat down across from one another. Languidly, perhaps not even consciously, Corine’s calf slid onto Matthew’s. Ever so slowly, it slid upwards, until her foot pressed firmly into his bulge. 

“Corine,” he said, smiling a bit. “What are you doing?”

He was going to fuck her rotten. Why were they even here at this place? Why hadn’t he just put her in his car and fucked the mind from her? Perhaps it was the agreement they made—to have a date. It was important for a man to keep his word. That was very important. A man was known by his word.

Matthew was a man. He was a man. His cock was probably never going to be soft again. He had never felt so masculine in his life, looking across at this gorgeous young beauty and knowing without a doubt that she would end the night under his body and filled with his cum.

Her voice was distant. Her entire manner was distant. Glazed. “I don’t...know.” She shook her head. “My mind has been...I’m...I had to leave work earlier today because I couldn’t stop cumming. I had to shut the diner down. Dad was really mad. The first time in twenty years it’s been closed. I didn’t even know where the keys were to do such a thing. I just parked my car in front of the front door and walked home. I almost fucked my neighbor when he asked me how I was doing. He’s just eighteen. I...”

Her gaze locked onto Matthew now. “I know we’re supposed to eat or something before we fuck, but I really don’t care. I want it.” Her heel pressed harder on his cock. His cock bulged beneath the heat of her weight. “Now. Please? Give it to me?”

Matthew suspected this would happen. She was just a woman, after all, and his cock was really made for fucking women. 

In just a few moments, he had her outside the restaurant, in the back. He pushed her behind a dumpster and bent her over. 

Her slit was ready. Wet. Sopping, really. Waiting for him. Of course, he was already perfectly hard, and bigger than he had ever been before. Her cunt turned out to be a perfect fit for his gigantic cock. With relish, he thrust in and out of her young, beautiful body, holding nothing back. Treating her rough, squeezing her ass and pulling her hips tight against his pelvis. Jackhammering with abandon into her perfectly tight canal. His body sang, feeling her light form tremble underneath him. Every thrust inside of her pushed her pretty, smooth face against the side of the building. 

“Yes!” she moaned. “Oh god, yes! Thank you! Oh fuck! It feels so good, oh my fuck! Yes!”

The door of the restaurant slammed open.

“Corine!” It was a man’s voice. “Corine! Darla told me you were looking drunk or drugged or something. Sweating. A man took you outside...”

It was Samuel, the owner of the restaurant. A paunchy fellow wearing an apron with a bad slick-backed haircut. He crossed past the dumpster and saw the two fucking furiously. Some instinct kicked on in Matthew—protective of his new fuck. He had to mark her. Fill her. Right away, he started to cum inside her. No one else could have her. 

“Yes! Yes! Oh fuck, Matthew! Matthew, yes!”

Her orgasming body shook around the thick, giant shaft of his cock. He looked on at the intruder with a wicked half-grin. 

Try and take her now. Belongs to me. Marked. Mine.

“C-Corine...?” Samuel asked. 

She slid off from Matthew. Hot seed dropped down from her entrance. She scooped some of it up and licked it down.

“You have a cock,” Corine said to Samuel. “You have a cock I could suck right now.” She turned to Matthew. “Would you fuck me again while I suck him off, Sir?”

Without any hesitation, Matthew nodded. He definitely would. The poor girl needed lots of cock. It was only right to help her out. 

Samuel, for his part, looked scared as well as turned on. He backed away. 

“Corine...I’m...we can’t do this. I’m your neighbor. I’ve known you my whole life...”

“I don’t care. You have a big dick.” Corine closed the distance between them and squeezed his crotch. “Oh god, you really, really do.”

There was a car parked just beyond the dumpster. Quickly, Corine pressed Samuel against one side of it, and bent over at the waist. Slowly, her mouth enveloped Samuel's rod. He seemed powerless to stop her—or even to want to. His hands came down on her head, guiding her further in. A long flush crept up his neck.

Matthew pushed Corine's dress back up, readying his cock to slide back inside. His trembling, lubricated cockhead pulsed against her folds when the back door of the restaurant opened again. 

“Samuel?” 

Matthew recognized the woman. It was Samuel’s wife, Darla. She was a gorgeous young thing with long dark hair. Pencil skirt, white blouse with the top few buttons undone, showing deep lovely cleavage. Her skin was the color of olives, her eyes bright and green. Matthew wanted his seed inside her. He stepped away from Corine. Her mouth was full of Samuel—she didn't seem to mind.

“Samuel, what are you doing?”

Matthew, grinning, took Darla by one arm. “Come here for a moment.”

“Come with you? But my husband,” she pointed madly. “He’s...what’s that smell?”

“That’s me. Come here.” He gripped his cock for a moment, and then slathered Darla’s face with cum from his cockhead. Right away, all her protests stopped. Her thoughts did too, though Matthew didn’t know that. She became a lust-infected, feverish fuckdoll the second she tasted his seed. From now until the moment she expired, the only thing that would change about her willingness to fuck would be the intensity of the feeling.

Dazed, Darla followed him over to the car. He pushed her body up against the hood. This way, she’d be able to watch her husband while Matthew fucked her. A nice gesture on his part, he thought. The car shook slightly as Corine fucked her own mouth against Samuel’s cock. 

Matthew's cock rested on top of Darla's ass for a moment, spurting out more precum. Her hands slid over the thick substance, scooping it and shoving more in her mouth. She was like a bear in front of a honey pot.

Suddenly, afflicted by some mistaken case of morality, Samuel pushed Corine off his body. 

“Darla!” he struggled to shove his hard cock back inside his pants. “Fuck me,” he exclaimed, wiping his sweaty brow. Perhaps he didn’t realize his phrasing. “Come on, Darla, we’ve got to get out of here.”

But she only looked dimly at him, scooping up more precum from the fountain of Matthew’s cock, and filling her mouth with it. Her swallows were loud and full of moans.

“I’m going to get the car,” said Samuel. He  looked shaken. “I’ll come back for you in just a moment.”

Matthew sighed, watching him run away. They would have to move if he wanted any privacy.

“Come on,” he said to Darla and Corine, taking their hands. “Let’s get out of here.”

* * * * *

Ryan listened to his earpiece for a moment. “They’re all in position, sir.”

“Thank you,” said the General. “What’s their status?”

Footsteps, harried and frequent, approached from behind them.

Martinez grabbed the General's arm, voice urgent. “You’ve got to call them off, sir.”

“Call them off?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Whatever for? They’re going to do a fine job.”

“With respect, General, they’re not prepped properly.”

“What do you mean?”

“They’re just wearing gas masks. Aren’t they?”

“I was informed it was some manner of chemical attack. They’re wearing—”

“The attack, if you want to call it that, is viral. The virus is airborne.”

“Then the gas masks should be able to—”

“No, sir.” Martinez shook his head. “It transmits through skin. Through clothing. By scent and by body heat. By any which way. We don’t even know any more. It’s beyond us. We think it might be alien.”

“Alien? That’s...that’s not possible.”

“The bottom line is that we underestimated it, all right? Any men in there, you have to call out immediately and send to quarantine before it’s too late.”

* * * * *

Hour 16

––––––––

Darla, Corine, and a new girl—a curvy redhead named Trina—all knelt before Matthew, sucking on his enormous cock at Fitzgerald's house. His cock was definitely growing. There was no doubt about it anymore. He didn’t care very much one way or the other. His balls were bigger too—the better to create factories of life-seeding cum for as many women as he wanted. About five minutes before, he’d just finished fucking Trina. He was pretty sure he’d knocked her up. It was too bad she had a husband, but if he was such a husband, why hadn’t he knocked her clearly fertile body up already? Not Matthew’s fault, that’s for sure. Having a fertile girl like that in your house, wearing your ring, and not getting her as fertile as possible? That was a goddamn crime. He was like a crime solver; his cock was like a badge, or a gun maybe. 

Trina had arrived when they ordered a pizza. Matthew was hungry. When she arrived, he stuffed her mouth full of a handful of his cum and then had Darla and Corine tear off her clothes and lick her pussy while he satiated himself with the pizza and refueled his energy stores.

His girls weren’t hungry. They seemed satisfied to feed on his cum. That was how it was supposed to be. 

When he came, there were brief moments of clarity. 

He would realize he didn’t quite know what was happening. He would understand he wasn’t really in control of his body anymore, or his life. Something greater was at work; something that wouldn’t let him leave. He would consider it for a half-a-moment, but as soon as he did, he would take notice of the swell of Darla’s tits, or the curve of Corine’s ass, or the thick beautiful red hair of Trina, and he would forget all about it. Then, he would be lost again in the thick smells of lust and desire.

As the three girls warmed him up for yet another round of fucking, there came a tremendous, thundering knocking at the door. 

“Open up!” came the command. It was a harsh, masculine voice. “Open up right now! You’ve been quarantined! Everyone in town has to be escorted back to Rogers Army Base!”

“It’s more cocks...” said Darla, voice hungry. Her lips were wet with Matthew’s cum.

Giggling, Trina crawled to the door and opened it. Darla was right behind her. Corine, steadfast loyal Corine, stayed with Matthew. 

Behind the door were three figures. They wore military uniforms and gas masks. The soldier who burst madly into the house clearly was not ready for what he saw—and nor were the two other soldiers with him. They were Specialist Henkin, Specialist Cullen, and Lieutenant Powers. A man, a man...and a woman.

“Ladies, you have to come with us,” said Henkin. “There’s a quarantine in effect, and...” He gulped audibly. “Oh, wow, you are all very naked.”

Trina crawled up his leg. It was thick and muscular. Her body dripped with every hot sexual juice imaginable. Her hand snuck up into shirt, reaching to his belly. 

“Hey, that’s...” the soldier gulped again. “Hey. Don’t...”

He seemed to lose the power to protest as Trina’s arm moved up his chest inside his shirt. Skin on skin. Dooming him to a life of lust. He dropped to one knee, and Trina, giggling, pushed his gas mask off. 

Powers grabbed Henkin and pushed him to one side. 

“Get your shit under control, Henkin! This is serious! This is...” she looked at Matthew, who walked closer and closer, his erect cock bouncing in front of him. “This is really...hard.”

She gulped, looking around the room. Trina had pounced on the fallen Henkin, pushing his uniform off with ease. Next to her, Darla had wrapped her body around the skinny young Cullen, rubbing his gas mask into her tits. After only a few moments of this, Cullen stripped the obstacle off and let himself fall into the heated, sweaty, wet mass of her body. Her legs wrapped around his waist entirely as she littered his head with kisses.

Powers looked back at Matthew, who was right in front of her now. His cock dripped heavily onto her heavy boots. 

“What’s your name, sweetie?” his voice was deep and commanding. 

She giggled and almost curtsied in front of him. Then she stopped, shaking her head. Clearly confused. Clearly having no idea that she was ground zero in the lustiest place in town. 

“Ro...Rosalyn,” she said, her voice shy and deferential. 

He took the gas mask off her face. It wasn’t doing anything anyway. She giggled again, biting one lip as she looked at his powerfully built body and the enormity of the cock he now possessed. 

Just that quickly, the powerful lieutenant was gone. Remaining, for Matthew, was a handsome beauty of medium height and powerful build, her dark hair cut short around her forehead, and with nice big tits for him to grab. Which he did—which Rosalyn very urgently asked him to do more and more as he pushed his cock inside of her as they began to fuck on the floor.

Nothing could stand in the way of the virus. 

Very quickly, events started to break down. Any remaining clothes were stripped off quickly, and every available entrance was filled as needed.

In one corner, Darla gleefully rode on top of the younger specialist, Cullen. Her long hair shook vibrantly as she cheered and moaned, begging for his cum to fill her. In the other corner, Josephine grasped Henkin’s ass, shoving it into her face and taking his entire length down her throat. 

Henkin kept moaning out, “I’m sorry. Oh fuck, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I’m sorry, I’m sorry...”

Matthew got the idea the specialist was married. It was such a strange thing, marriage. His ability to understand it at all was going away. There were so many fertile pussies to fuck. Why would a man ever choose just one? Why would a hot, fuckable woman ever restrict herself to just one cock? Fucking was for everyone. 

He couldn’t think on it much. Rosalyn felt too good underneath him to really think at all. He fucked her into the corner of the living room, Corine right on top of him. The beautiful blonde was chanting.

“Pregnant, pregnant, get her pregnant. Fuck her in the cunt. Pregnant, pregnant, get her pregnant. Fuck her ‘til she cums!”

Over and over, her smile wide and happy. Of course it was a silly little chant—Rosalyn had cum several times already as Matthew thrust into her beautiful, military-hardened body. It felt beautifully firm underneath his thick fingertips as he ran them from one end of her torso to the other. Her abs pulsed with every new push of his huge cock. 

“I’m going to get you pregnant,” he said, slow enough for Rosalyn to really understand. “You hear me?”

Her body squirmed underneath him, cunt tightening on his shaft. “I...oh fuck. You are?”

Matthew could have laughed. Wasn’t she listening to Corine? Maybe not. Girls seemed to cum really hard when he fucked them—hard enough for their minds to go right out of their bodies. 

“You have kids?”

She shook her head no. “I’ve never even...I don’t know...oh god, you’re in so deep...”

His strokes remained casual, his heartbeat level. Fucking was as natural to him now as telling the time of day. “You want kids?”

There were tears streaming down her face now—tears of joy. It made her look pretty. She was smiling like she couldn’t stop, like she had just been asked if she would marry him. “I do. I really do. I didn’t before, but I do now, and I-I...don’t...understaaand...”

Her face contorted with another orgasm. Her mind happily gone away. Matthew, encouraged by this eager consent, unleashed with another gooey-hot load. His cum filled her tight cavern, overflowing it quickly. Corine got down on her belly and licked up every last bit of remainder that spilled out. 

For the moment, Rosalyn was sated. Matthew was still hard, though. His cock’s hardness was like a constant variable now, like anything multiplied by zero was also zero. Anything fucked by his cock was also impregnated by his cock. Corine was no exception. She slid her legs open before him, beckoning him with her fingers. 

“Gimme another?” she entreated, eyes empty and needy. “Please, Sir?”

Of course, Matthew slid right back into her again. He had about as much choice as she did in the matter. Their lust ruled all. 

* * * * *

“You're telling me that all of our available troops have been incapacitated?” asked the General.

“No sir.” Ryan shook his head. “I'm telling you they've all been infected.”

Martinez crossed his arms.“I told you so. I told you.”

“You shut up!” The General paced from one end of the room to the other. “This is all your fault! Your fault! You tell me how to fix it! You tell me!”

“We can wait for a cure,” said Martinez. “They might have one in, oh, three or four weeks. But...”

“But what?”

“Well, that's about how long it would take to infect probably half the nation.”

“God in heaven. Are you serious?”

“If we're lucky. Some projections, my own included, have it taking only half that time.”

“Then...what do we do? What do we do?”

“It's time to examine our last resort options, General.”

“You mean...bombing the place?”

“If you have any better ideas, General, you let me know.”

* * * * *

Hour 20

––––––––

In a moment of clarity after maybe his hundredth orgasm of the day, Matthew had decided to flee, taking Corine and Lieutenant Rosalyn with him. They took off in his car, Rosalyn’s mouth wrapped around his cock and Corine fingering herself in the backseat. 

It was close to dawn when he rolled up on the gas station to fill up his tank. He didn’t know where he was going, but he knew enough to know that he’d need a full tank of gas to get there. After a moment, he noticed that it was the same gas station he’d come to yesterday. God, had it only been yesterday? His mind was clouded so heavily with lust. With so few actual, analysis-requiring thoughts floating into his consciousness, time seemed to slow down considerably. 

Rosalyn and Corine were now in the backseat, and had been for more than an hour. They licked one another’s pussies with gusto. Just like he never seemed to run out of cum and precum, they didn’t run out of saliva or pussy juice. 

He exited the car. At the adjacent pump, a short man with a blond goatee waited for his girlfriend, who stood transfixed by something in the store. 

“Hey guy,” said the man. “Where are your clothes?”

Matthew ignored him. The sun felt good on his naked skin. Corine and Rosalyn exited his vehicle; Corine, automatically obedient, began to fill the car with gas. Matthew smiled as Rosalyn, clothes torn beyond recognition, descended upon the fellow. He barely had time to yelp before she was sticking her tongue down his throat. Matthew approached the girlfriend in the store, head tilted.

Behind the counter, the pimply faced clerk from the day before and a girl were rutting wildly. They looked like animals, almost. No expression of humanity or intelligence remained. The clerk came, and then came again, and the girl underneath him seemed to cum in time with him. Their orgasms were synchronized, like watches on a secret mission.

“Hey there,” Matthew said to the girl. 

She was watching the mating session with something akin to horror on her face. 

“They won’t stop. I’ve been here for five minutes, and they won’t...they won’t...” she had turned to look at Matthew. His naked muscles taut and completely exposed. His cock swelled to full hardness as he saw how pretty her face was. She had dark blonde hair that went down past her shoulders. “Oh, fuck.”

“Come with me,” he said, holding out a hand. He smiled.

“I think...” she gulped. “I think I should leave. My...my boyfriend...”

He could smell how fertile she was. There was no way she was leaving here without his load in him.

“You mean that guy?”

He pointed outside. The young man with the goatee was fucking Rosalyn on top of his car—like actually on top of it, fucking on the hood. There would be a dent, no doubt.

“Oh.” A flash of anger passed over her face, immediately followed by longer flashes of arousal. “Yes. Wow. He’s really...really getting her...”

Matthew slid a hand through her long hair. His cockhead pressed against her leg. “Where were you going?”

“My sorority and I. We’re having a camping trip. We’re not supposed to bring boys, but...I was going to...he wanted...god. He’s so deep in her...”

He took her hand, not waiting for her assent. “Come on.”

Obediently, she followed him into the car. To keep her calm, he placed her hand on his cock and let her stroke.

“You take a hit off of that whenever you need, all right, girl?”

She nodded. Her eyes were bright with need. His precum spurted out and she gasped. It rolled thick over her hands. Her mouth watered. It wouldn’t be long before she gave in entirely. She already clearly wanted to suck him deep. Corine got in the backseat, leaning forward and kissing the girl on the ear. She moaned, and then moaned again as she watched Corine’s naked body immediately start to pleasure itself in the backseat. The new girl stroked as she watched, matching her movements with Corine’s gentle self-administrations. 

“W-where are we going?” she asked.

“You tell me,” Matthew smiled. “Where’s this camping trip?”

Before long, the young man with the goatee finished inside of Rosalyn, no doubt infected as thoroughly as her. They smiled at one another, and, of course still inflamed with lust, began to fuck again. 

Those two didn't know it, but overhead, a plane at a very high, very safe distance dropped a bomb directly toward their location.

But by that time, Matthew, Corine, and the new girl were already well on their way. 

# # #

* * * * *
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* * * * *


Lust Fever 3

––––––––


Hour 1

––––––––

Annie kept quiet about her reservations about this spring break trip with her friends. They were all excited about visiting South Jefe Island, and Annie was too accommodating to ruin their good time. 

She, Josephine, Sara, and Rose had all piled into Sara’s gas-guzzling Rough Ranger at about seven in the morning and took off from Western University with Sara in the driver’s seat. It was a ten hour drive, and they were all in for the long haul. Annie, a natural morning person, wished she felt as sleepy as Rose looked—it would have been an easy way to pass the time. 

In the far back seat was Josephine, sitting by herself with her head drawn up between her knees. She seemed upset about something, but there was nothing for it until Josephine wanted to talk about it—Annie had learned that much in the seven months or so she had known her roommate. 

Rose was in the next seat up, alone in the middle row, and Annie sat in the navigator spot next to Sara. The brunette Rose snoozed lightly, her tight, child-sized university tee riding up far too high on Rose’s torso to be doing anything but showing off. Her shorts, spandex, clung fast to an ass that looked carved from beautifully polished cherry wood. 
Rose had a picture perfect body—something she worked for constantly in her bodybuilding efforts. She was tanned and immensely toned, her hair a vibrant shock of short red. Even so, she was always down on herself, unable to get rid of that last few layers of babyfat, and still retained plenty of feminine softness around her hips and face. 
It didn’t stop her abs from being a killer hot eight-pack, though—or her arms from being layered with sexy lean muscle.

The four friends all shared a suite at Western University. Annie didn’t know if she would call any of them her dear friends for the rest of her life, but they were all friendly and none of them had—miraculously—had a problem with one another in their tenure thus far. It seemed every other group of suite mates in their building was at each other’s throats by this time in the school year. 

But the four of them got along so well that they all thought taking the ten hour drive to South Jefe Island was a terrific way to spend time with one another. 

And of course, they each had some ulterior motives for the trip as well.

Sara was thrilled with the opportunity to connect with boyfriend after not seeing him in person for almost two-and-a-half months. Positively gorgeous, a cheerleader for the college football team, Sara was dark-haired and possessed beautifully youthful olive skin that made her seem immortal, somehow. Her weakness had always been boys, she would say, and Corey—the current boyfriend—was just her latest weakness.

Rose, their resident jock, a marvel at cross-country and weight-lifting, was thrilled for the opportunity to show off the beach body she had been sculpting for more than six months when the four friends originally planned the trip. 

Josephine and Annie—the “best friends” of the group—were just thrilled for the chance to get out from class and to have something like the traditional “college experience” that had been advertised to them so often as they grew up.

Unlike everything that the media advertised on television and movies, college was crazy heavy on work and studying. Beer fests that lasted for weeks and slip-n-slides down hallways—if they happened at all—were always more exhausting and annoying than they were some fountainhead to the primeval joys of new adulthood. 

Still, as Annie sat in the front seat, playing with the dashboard buttons, she felt nervous about what would happen. The brushy landscape outside passed by quickly—Sara drove fast.

The problem was that Annie knew she was going to be expected to drink during this spring break excursion. She knew that she would be expected to act sort of crazy, and maybe even get with a guy or two.

But that wasn’t her. That was craziness. She didn’t want to be with a guy; and especially not some random guy she didn’t care about. Annie was a virgin and proud of it. Sure, she no longer thought of herself as “married to God” as she had maybe a year ago—some time in her liberal arts college had cured her of that particular delusion—but her relationship with God was important to her, and part of that was retaining her virginity until she was good and married.

Most girls—even a crazy girl like Rose—could appreciate that.

But, what they had a harder time with was how Annie didn’t want to “party.” Oh sure, Annie enjoyed going to parties. And she enjoyed talking with people, and chatting, and playing games and socializing.

Where she started to feel left out—and wanted to be left out—was when all the drinking and wild times and smoking pot got involved. Even Josephine drank beer, and Josephine was like, the quietest, nerdiest girl Annie had ever met. It was partly what endeared her to Annie so much. 

Annie was a pretty young blonde at the stage in her life where being a pretty young blonde opened every social door a person could want. Her face was effortlessly cute; her hair long and shiny, hanging down past her shoulders; her body tight and toned from a lifetime of running cross country. Today, she dressed explicitly to be seen as cute—a tight denim skirt and a loose jacket attached tightly to her modest curves, displaying both attractiveness and, she hoped, the kind of naivete that turned men off.  

But having that many expectations that she should always be a pretty young blonde—that she should let that little inexact description be the exact measure of her life—was enough to drive a young woman up the wall. 

And so, with that cloud of expectations hanging over her head, Annie could already feel all the negations and declining that she would have to do for the next five days, and her stomach was slowly tying itself into a series of intricate knots as she turned over every possible situation again and again. There were myriad manners in which to disappoint her friends, for them to never invite her anywhere again, and all she could imagine, despite all her efforts, were the worst possible situations happening one right after another. 

Her stomach twisted slightly. The machinations of her mind often had very real physical effects on her body. An hour passed, and then two, and her mood only became more anxious.

She had to do something—anything—to take her mind off the gathering stress. Looking in the back, she saw Josephine with an odd, vacant look on her face. Josephine was probably the least pretty of the four, though that was a horrible way to think of anyone. 

Still, she was attractive—just mousy. She had foregone her typical extra-thick horn-rim glasses for the day for contacts, and the result was that her lovely face had more opportunity to shine. Her eyes were a bright green, her hair loose and brown. 

“Are you okay, Josephine?”

It took her some time to answer. Her eyes looked distant, as if she had been staring into a light for too long.

“Yeah. No. I don’t know.”

It seemed as though consciousness was slowly streaming back into her face now. But with it, so was a strange look on the petite, dirty blonde’s face—some kind of nervous apprehension that Annie had never seen. She turned the radio down, ignoring Sara's sudden glare, so she could hear her better.

“What’s up?” 

Annie was genuinely concerned. Josephine was the one who had convinced her to go on this trip. Her mood was always peppy and upbeat. It was distinctly unlike her to look so forlorn. 

“I had an incident with my study partner,” said Josephine. “It’s bugging me.”

“What sort of incident?”

Rose yawned and stretched, sliding up on her seat. “Something happened? Are we there?”

Sara rolled her eyes. “We’re only like two hours in, you weirdo. Josephine’s explaining how she went through some shit. What was it, Josephine?”

“Yeah, it was the weirdest thing,” said Josephine. “I was in my room, putting my stuff together. I was trying to hurry. And then I just like, sitting there, getting dressed, and my study partner, Karen—fucking note-copying partner is all, who’s barely said three words to me in a row all semester, fucking waltzes straight into my room and jams her tongue down my mouth. And puts her fingers in my cunt. And...”

“And?” Rose was shocked. “She did more?”

“Well...not really. It just lasted a few...I don’t know. Maybe a minute.”

“A minute?” Annie was baffled. “With her fingers...there?”

Josephine nodded. “I...I came.”

She shuddered. Thick beads of sweat dripped down her forehead. A ring of moisture had started around her sweatshirt. The other girls were all stunned. They had never heard of anything like this before. 

“It felt...really good.” Josephine licked her lips. “I didn’t think so at the time, but I really loved it. And it’s messing with my head now.”

“God, Josephine,” Annie shook her head. “That sounds so awful. How did you guys ever make up?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean...make up?” Annie said again. “Like did she apologize?”

“This happened like, twenty minutes before we got on the road.”

All three girls exclaimed collectively. Sara swerved slightly on the highway.

“You can’t be serious.” Sara chuckled. “That’s so...weird.”

“And you still came?” Rose asked, in disbelief.

“Rose!” Sara barked. “Come on. That’s not really pertinent.”

Rose shrugged. It definitely seemed pertinent to her.

“Yeah.” Annie shook her head. “We need to like, get you home or something...right?”

“No,” said Josephine. “No, I want to go on this trip. I want to have fun, okay? I don’t want this to be a big deal.” 

One by one, all the girls said okay—and Sara in particular seemed relieved by Josephine's decision. Annie had a hard time with it—certainly Josephine needed some time off, some relaxation! North Jefe Island was party central, where no doubt there would be lots of dancing, grinding, groping, and god knew what else happening. 

Definitely not the place for a girl in Josephine’s situation!

“What’s weird is...” Josephine shook her head. “Like, what’s really weird is how I wanted her to do it.”

“What?” Rose asked, incredulous. She turned and faced Josephine entirely. 

“I mean I’m thinking back now, and remembering, and it’s like...the second she entered the room, I knew something was up. It was something in the air. And I could have left, or shut the door. But instead I stuck my ass up. Hoping she would...I don’t know. Do what she did, I guess. And she did. Slipped her fingers right in there. Kissed me. I wanted her to.” She wiped her head. She was sweating profusely. “I never wanted a girl to do anything like that until five seconds before she did. Until the second I smelled her.”

* * * * *

Martinez entered the fourth sub-level of the large military complex. It had been seventy-two hours since the outbreak began. Somehow, they had managed to keep the truth off the media.

More and more, he was hoping this the right decision. Maybe a full-blown panic would save some lives. It certainly didn't seem like any of their efforts were helping.

He entered the small laboratory and waved to the woman who greeted him.

“So, they put you in charge of studying the virus.”

“That’s right,” she said. He knew her as Wendy; they'd been colleagues in the past. Technically, she was Lieutenant Pound. “Do you have a problem with a woman being in charge of this problem?”

“Only if you have a problem with giving orders to a man.”

She smiled. “We’ll get along fine today, then. Is the virus contained?”

“There’s no way to know right now. We’ve shut down highways halfway across the country, but it’s Spring Break. People want to drive on vacations.”

“College kids.”

“Sure. But parents with school-age children as well. It’s a convenient time to take a leave of absence. Everyone is on the move. They don’t want to pay attention when the highways are shut down, and it’s been nearly impossible gathering the manpower to close all of them.”

Her face shifted.“We’d do better if we told the public the truth.”

“The truth? That a virus we created is causing people to fuck their brains away and god knows what else? I’ve heard women in Idaho were growing bigger breasts. We can’t tell them that. Better to tell them it’s just a flu.”

“People underestimate flus.”

“Yes, but they understand them too. They don’t panic because of the flu. And the word from on high is to avoid a panic at all costs.”

* * * * * 

Hour 5

––––––––

Josephine had started to finger herself. 

Because she was in the backseat, it was not evident at first. Soft moans. Gentle movements of her arm. A soft, heady smell slowly entered the air. 

Annie noticed the movements and the sounds almost immediately, but pushed them aside as after-effects of her friend’s trial before the trip began. Josephine’s eyes were closed, and so it was perfectly possible that she was dreaming. 

Not wanting to find out the truth, Annie did her honest best to stay quiet and ignore her.

But then the illusion broke. Rose, roused from her dozing by smells and sounds, peaked over the seat and let out a gasp. She shifted hard forward to the front of the car, as if repulsed by a force shield, and put her hands on Annie’s shoulders.

“She’s masturbating!” she hissed. “Holy shit!”

Annie put her hands in her face. “Oh, god. What the hell is the matter with her?”

“I don’t know,” said Sara, “but she better not drip on my seats. Those are leather!”

If Josephine heard them, she made no real indication of it. Soft moans escaped her mouth.

“Hey, Josephine?” Sara asked. “Doll? Are you feeling okay?”

“Y-yesss. Yes. Yes!” Josephine moaned, squeezing her eyes tight. “I’m doing so good.”

Her moans became frequent. So frequent, in fact, that they began to roll on top of one another, culminating in what was clearly an orgasm. The heady, lusty smell in the car intensified immediately. All the girls began to feel lightheaded as they breathed. 

Annie, who had never seen a woman’s orgasm before—who had barely even felt her own—found the site of her lovely friend’s explosion intensely erotic. Her legs kicked the seat in front of her, her lovely jaw shuddering with moan after moan. 

Finally there was silence. Josephine's head lolled backward. All three friends were stunned for a moment. 

Then, with a moan, she began again.

“God, I wish I could treat myself like that,” said Rose. “I don’t even get off half the time. I have to be in real dedicated airspace. Like, ‘all electronic devices off. Here are your safety exits...’”

Annie suppressed a giggle. This wasn’t funny. This wasn’t normal.

And yet there was some heat in the air, some strange hot feeling that she couldn’t ignore...she licked her lips. Sweat had begun to form on her chest.

“This doesn’t make any sense,” said Annie.

Sara nodded. “Tell me about it. It’s like she doesn’t even know we’re here.”

“Like, yesterday she and I were talking about how we were just curious about masturbation. We didn’t even have any idea how to do it properly!”

Rose snorted. “Really?”

“Shut up! It’s not funny.”

“No, it’s not. Masturbating is great. Why wouldn’t you—”

“Focus, Rose!” Annie snapped her fingers. “The point is that if we didn’t even know how to do it yesterday, it’s sort of a big leap to just...to just suddenly do it right in front of your friends with no thought for propriety at all!” 

Sara shrugged. “Oh, I don’t know. When I first figured out how to do it, I was pretty well obsessed. I think I took a weekend. Maybe a week. Something like that. Orgasms on demand? Holy shit. It sort of fries the wires.”

“This bad, though?” Annie pointed at Josephine, who giggled wildly, legs waving this way and that as she stuffed her fingers deeper in her tight pussy. 

She had shed her pants entirely now. Clearly, they only got in the way. Her panties, purple and decorated with cartoon characters, remained on. They were soaked through. 

“Point taken.”

Rose slapped Sara on the arm. “You’re going to stop, right? We need to stop and get help.”

“No way.”

“Are you serious?” Rose was incredulous.

“Are you serious? I haven’t seen Corey in over two months. I am horny as hell and he is too stupid and way too hot to not bang someone else if our schedule goes wrong. This car does not stop for anything.” She looked at the dashboard. “Except gas. We’ll stop for that.”

They were all quieted for a moment as Josephine let out another series of rolling moans, this time followed by an intense, ear-splitting shriek of pleasure. She began laughing, the hot schlicking sounds of her efforts filling the small space. 

And then, eerily, Josephine began again. Her breaths were fast and frequent. The lusty smell in the car redoubled. Rose had probably the second-biggest set of breasts among the four, behind Sara, and her nipples were definitely hard inside her bra-less tiny tee. 

“Sara,” said Annie. “You have to stop the car.”

She snorted. “No. As if.”

“Sara, seriously. I think Josephine is sick. You have to stop the car. Something...something is wrong with her.”

Sara set her jaw. “Nothing’s wrong with her outside of her being crazy. And we can’t stop anywhere for crazy. There’s no mental hospitals on the side of the road, Annie.”

Annie huffed. “Seriously, Sara...why won’t you stop?”

“My man is waiting on me.”

“Your...your what?”

“He is waiting on me. He...” She shook her head. Beads of sweat trickled down her face. The A/C was on full blast. “You don’t have sex. You wouldn’t understand.”

“I have sex,” said Rose. “Try me out.”

Sara worked her jaw around and pressed down on the gas pedal. Annie noticed for the first time that they were going well over eighty miles an hour. They just passed a speed-limit sign posted for fifty-five.

“He’s going to break up with me,” said Sara. “I know he is. I can tell from his voice. The way he’s been writing texts. He’s going to leave me, and I have to stop him. I have to show him he’s wrong.”

Rose raised an eyebrow. “With your pussy?”

“Yes.”

“I mean, if he’s going to break up with you, Sara, then he’s going to break up with you.” Rose crossed her arms. “Fuck him anyway if he’s going to do that. You deserve better than some schmuck who would leave you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean...look at you. You’re hot as hell. Do we really have to get into it?”

Sara straightened. “I mean, I wouldn’t mind...”

“Oh god. Fishing for compliments. Have we already started that section of the road trip?”

“What if we have?”

There was something purely slumber-party about Sara and Rose’s banter. Something that girls sometimes just did—reaffirming each other’s hotness in a world where so much seemed contingent on a young beauty’s ability to dazzle men. 

And yet, there was a heavy, sweaty sheen on Sara’s skin. And the way she kept licking those full, perfectly pursed lips. One of Rose's hands had drifted over her tits. It may have been incidental, but then the hand lingered there, rubbing ever-so-slightly against a nipple. Rose's hands flickered up the chair to Sara's shoulders. 

The interchange between them began to carry a decisively erotic edge.

“You’re totally hot, Sara. You don’t have to worry about a thing. I mean, god, that hair of yours? Ugh. I’d kill for hair like yours.”

Rose’s hand slipped up into Sara’s thick, voluminous locks. Her hair was dark, shiny, soft, and long. It always looked effortless. Her eyes looked a little glassy as she touched her friend.

“Shut up,” said Sara. “Your hair is fantastic. And you’ve got that bod to match.”

Sara moved a hand backward. It landed on Rose’s midsection, floating across the flat slab of abs there. Sara and Rose let out identical little muffled moans, which probably would have been inaudible except for how 

This was thoroughly strange to Annie. Something was happening. Why were they just...touching each other? 

And why did they seem so turned on by it?

Josephine let out a long, howling cry in the back seat. It sounded almost painful. All the girls shared a quick flash of alarm. Josephine had disappeared, falling down between the seat edge and the seat in front of her. 

Rose rushed to the back.

“Hold on, babe. I'm coming!”

Josephine met Rose as she climbed over the seat. “Me too.”

Wet with sweat, aching with forbidden lust, Josephine wrapped her arms around Rose, drawing her in with eager, happy lust. Her arms were slender but toned, her dirty brown hair strangely shinier and more golden than it had been before. 

Rose let out a little yelp before being drawn down to Josephine’s lips. The brunette moaned heavily, licking Rose’s neck with luster before slipping her lips over the other girl’s. The embrace should have only lasted a few seconds—Rose was no lesbian—but instead it kept going. 

Josephine acted for all the world like she was in love with Rose—like she had never seen anyone so beautiful or so gorgeous as the toned bodybuilding babe. 

But that wasn’t the strangest part. 

The strangest part was Rose’s reaction.

Annie was stunned to see Rose, slowly but surely, begin to kiss Josephine right back. 

The toned beauty let out a deep, throaty moan of excitement as her mouth melded with Josephine. Little movements of her jaw became insistent and needy. Their hands ran through one another’s hair, tugging and massaging, wanting ever more.

And Annie could tell, very quickly, that the two found out where their fingers could go inside each other.

“S-Sara,” said Annie. “Are you seeing this?”

“Yes.”

“It’s scaring me, Sara.”

“Don’t...” Sara inhaled deeply. “Don’t worry about it. It’ll be fine. We just...I have to see Corey. That’s all.”

But Annie was worried. Sara’s nipples tented her shirt, advertising young, ready sex. Her thighs squirmed on top of one another as she drove, and Annie—try as she might—could not stop looking at her friend’s hot cheerleader body.

Sweat ran down her own forehead. It tasted sweet on her lips. 

* * * * *

“The most prominent form of the virus now is what we’re calling the Reproductive,” said Wendy. “Carriers are Rebeccas and Randys.”

“Reproductive Randy? That’s a little crass.”

She shrugged. “Well, you won’t forget it. The virus centers on male-to-female relations. So, the reproductive organs of men became larger and more able for sustained periods of reproductive activity. Their emissions are more volatile and have a remarkable amount of volume. Auto-lubrication in women is increased by a factor of fifty.”

“So, men become studs with giant cocks and women become walking puddle machines.”

“Now who’s being crass?”

“The situation calls for it.” Martinez paced across the room. “What if there are no men around for women? Or vice versa?”

“ It works on homosexual encounters, but it’s much slower to act. Without actual sexual contact, it can lay dormant for hours. But...”

“But?”

“Well, it won’t stay dormant forever. It seems to...understand is the wrong word, but it’s the one I’ll use. It understands that women kissing bring men closer. That men banging away in public will draw interested women. Maybe because they want in on the action, or maybe to break it up. But the actions draw a crowd. Keep them isolated with the same sex long enough, and sex starts to happen.”

“What then?”

She ticked off fingers. “Airborne pheromones increase. Sex rate increases. Transformation heightens and regresses both parties to a more primal, lust-heavy mindset. And...”

“And?”

“And it’s stable.”

“Stable? You mean they’re not burning out? The early cases had everyone dying after a day or two. These new ones aren’t dying?”

“Right. They’re remembering to eat. They’re drinking water. They’ve retained some loose form of consciousness.

“And this is the most prominent form of the virus?”

“Yes.”

“This is bad.”

“Yes.”

* * * * *

Hour 7

––––––––

Eventually, they had to stop for gas. 

Rose, giggling wildly as Josephine’s fingers slid up into her cunt through her spandex tights, insisted that she go into the convenience store selling the gas and pick up some liquor. 

“We won’t be—ha—able to get any—haha—from the island. They'll card us for sure. And—ohh, god—without liqour, that means no boys.”

Somewhere in Annie’s mind, there was the recollection that was not exactly a bad thing. And yet, the thought of not having men around felt irrevocably wrong.

Outside, Sara filled up the car—her fingers gently urging the nozzle into the gas hole again and again, cooing at the thickness of the metal rod. Her thighs were wet. Annie tried to pretend it was condensation from a bottle of water, even though there weren't any in the car. 

As Sara did that, the others went into the store. Josephine, after making out wildly with Rose for hours, eventually seemed to return to some semblance of conscious thought. Her lovely green eyes were wild, almost drugged, and she seemed to have a pleasant, aroused grin permanently affixed to her face—but she was coherent. 

Annie only came into the store because she was afraid that Rose and Josephine would run away or something if she wasn’t watching them. The constant mother hen—which was a bit ironic, she knew, as usually it was the plainest, least-sought-after girl in a group who mother-henned the rest. 

With this group of deliciously built college sophomores, it was difficult to tell who was the plainest, but Annie felt sure it definitely wasn't her. For some reason, it felt nice—good, even—to compliment herself like that. 

She was hot. She was a hot teen. She deserved to be admired for that. 

The store clerk’s name, judging from his large name tag, was Aaron. He wore a tall trucker cap and a thick flannel vest, a stained white a-frame shirt over his broad, barrel-thick chest. He had a heavy beer belly and large swaths of black hair up and down his torso and arms. 

From the second Annie saw him, she felt weak. There was something unmistakably masculine about him, something she couldn’t run away from or ignore. Her tight, teenage body exploded with eager emotions, aching somehow to please him. She didn’t understand any of this—and she didn’t want to. Her mind was torn between embracing the feelings and running from them. 

Aaron, to his credit, did his best not to openly ogle the sweaty trio. All their clothes stuck to their bodies. Annie didn't know it, but she had sweated off close to a pound in the past few hours. She had never felt better. She bought several bottles of water—enough for everyone—and carefully didn't say anything to Aaron. 

She did not trust herself in front of such a manly man. She might end up sucking his cock for hours, for some reason. 

From the fridge at the far end of the store, Josephine and Rose gathered up several baskets full of liquor, all of it hard and clear. They brought it up to the counter, hand in hand.

Aaron raised an eyebrow at their bundle.

“You girls are joking, right?”

“What do you mean?”

“Ain’t none of you are a day close to twenty-one. I’ll lose my liquor license if’n I sell this to you.”

“Come on, mister...” Rose tugged her shirt down, revealing those hot, thick sweaty breasts. Annie felt drool form in her mouth at the sight. “Please?”

“Yeah...” Josephine giggled, sliding up next to him. “Can’t we come to some sort of deal?"

Whatever the man had been expecting, this was not it. Two beautiful, willing co-eds offering themselves up for his enjoyment was simply not part of his repertoire of experiences.

Annie could hardly believe it herself. And what she found flat-out impossible to believe was how terribly turned on she was from witnessing it.

“Deal?” Aaron said, his voice weak. 

Josephine advanced first. Her hands swept down his body, like she was luxuriating in every hairy, thick part of his arms and torso. As she nibbled on his shoulder, Rose pulled his pants down and immediately wrapped her pert lips over the quickly-hardening shaft he possessed. 

In moments, the situation had regressed to some strange pornographic scene. 

The two of them went to town on his cock, sucking it in tandem like it was some kind of holy instrument and the only way they would be able to earn their salvation was by coaxing as much cum out of it as possible. They moaned with orgasmic delight as they pleased him. 

Pleasing a man. It seemed so right. Annie felt flickers of jealousy attack her.

“Fuck!” Aaron shouted. “Oh, jesus, fuck, you girls are...god, you girls!”

A hot, vibrantly red flush had lit up his entire torso, from his chest up to his neck and crawling in parts just past his cheeks. He was going to cum soon. 

Cum all over her friends. 

Some part of Annie was horribly excited at the thought. But another part—a superhumanly logical part—knew that all of this was wrong.

Terrified, Annie tugged at Josephine and Rose. Incurably drunk on Aaron’s gushing precum, they went with no fight. Rose’s arm looped around a bag of liquor bottles on the way.  Aaron stumbled after the three, his cock throbbing with orgasm and pulsing out wave after wave of thick, ropey cum. Annie had grabbed her friends just in time. 

In seconds, they were back at the car. 

“Get us out of here!” Annie yelled to Sara.

Sara, licking her lips at the scent of cum on her friends’ lips, complied readily.

* * * * * 

Martinez hung up the phone and sighed. “That was the General.”

“What did he say?”

“It was hard to tell. I think he was getting a blowjob.”

“Oh.”

“From three different women.”

“Oh, god.”

“He was in the most secure station in North America. If it's gotten to him...”

He sat down. He stood up, sat down, and stood up again. 

“I think we're done, Wendy. I think this is it.”

For a moment, she looked at the pile of research files gathered on her table. All the beakers and test tubes surrounding them in the lab. 

“So now what?”

“I don't know.” Martinez put his face in his hands. “I don't know. 

* * * * *

Hour 9 

––––––––

After all the madness at the liquor store, Annie was rather terrified to go to the hotel at all.

She wasn’t stupid. She wasn’t completely without any sort of cultural or contextual awareness in her life. She was aware that some manner of event was happening. 

People didn’t just go magically sex crazy all of the sudden for no reason. And if they did, they didn’t make other people sex crazy just by kissing and touching them. That wasn’t how the world worked. 

It just...it just wasn’t.

By the time they rolled into the parking garage of Tropic Retreat Hotel, Sara had been touching herself as she drove for well over an hour.

“Just a little bit,” she explained. “It’s so hot in here, that’s all. I just really need to touch myself a little so that I can concentrate on the road.”

Her voice was soft and moany, full of lust and bad intentions. She sounded like she did on the phone with her boyfriend when she called him earlier in the day—weak, pliant, and submissive. That said, she did do an excellent job of letting them arrive safe, so Annie didn’t really know whether to complain.

In the back, Josephine and Rose continually traded their mouths between heavy gulps of liquor and long lick sessions on each other's cunts. They were orgasm factories. Annie had become somewhat inured to their sounds and smells. In a way, they were sort of nice. 

At the moment, her options felt limited. 

Clearly, she should go to a hospital. Let them know that there was an outbreak of some kind...some kind of sex virus happening. 

God, she felt silly even thinking it. But what then? Would they quarantine her? What if she was infected? 

She didn’t think she was yet, outside of being in the same car as the three clearly infected individuals, she hadn’t touched or kissed them or anything, even though she had wanted to really, really bad. She had been such a good girl. Such a good, good girl...

Such a good girl for a strong Man. 

As Sara brought the car through the hotel parking garage, Annie’s hands started wandering toward her crotch. With a huff, she pushed them away. She was not infected. 

She was just affected, that was all.

Though Sara clearly was infected. Annie didn’t know what to think about that. The gorgeous dark-haired cheerleader hadn’t touched or kissed Josephine or Rose either. So why was she acting so weird?

There must have been some...some spittle tossed through the air, or something. It landed on Sara’s skin. Annie had been very careful to keep her hoodie drawn up, face tucked inside of her hood and hands stuffed in her pockets for the entire ride. 

Yes. That was it. She was simply being more careful than Sara.

That’s why her nipples tented all the way through her brief jacket, and why she rubbed her warm, tanned thighs so hotly against one another. 

She had tried, during the trip, to press her face against the window and dream, but all her thoughts were sexy ones: 

Cops pulled them over and she was bent over the hood of the car, fucked furiously with her arms handcuffed. Or they picked up some big-dicked hitchhiker who sequestered them away to some mountain retreat where they all fucked and bred forever and ever. 

Right after parking the car, Sara leapt out and rushed into the hotel. 

“I’ve got to find him, Annie! Sorry! Check us in!”

That left Annie alone in the garage with the two cray-cray lovers. Great.

They were well aware of the situation. In the backseat their eyes glowed like those of a predator in the jungle.

“Join us, Annie,” Rose moaned. Her fingers were buried deep in her lover's cunt. 

“Yeah,” giggled Josephine. “If there’s three of us, we’ll land a guy in no time.”

The thought was sooo tempting. Annie gulped and did her best not to touch any part of her body. If she touched her tits or her pussy while the two spoke, she was certain she would fall into their arms and abandon herself completely to their wicked-hot lesbian love.

She left Rose and Josephine inside the car to lick one another’s pussies.

“Just...j-just lock the door when you’re done, okay?” 

They didn’t answer, giggling and licking with even more enthusiasm than before.

Annie rushed inside.

Once there, she found it relatively quiet. Shockingly so. Hallways were mostly empty. There was no thick smell of sex—except for the scent of her own heavy arousal, largely undetectable by her. 

The more she saw, the more was simply a plain—if full—hotel. Occasionally she heard riotous laughter or a television turned up too loud, or stereos blaring music. But no moans, no thumping furniture, no hot sweet sexy puddles of lust juice that she could fall into and lap up forever and fuck there was something happening to her thoughts, wasn't there?

Finally she made it to the entry, which was relatively unpopulated except for a clerk at the front.

“Hey,” she said to the front office clerk. He had curly brown hair, and clearly surfed on his off-time. He had that sort of tapered, hot build. Annie gulped. 

Oh, fine. If she was going to be infected by someone with a super sex virus, it might as well be him.

She shook her head. 

What was she thinking? No way!

“Can I help you?” he asked.

Annie had been staring off into space, imagining his cock as it fucked her against the wall. He could pin her easily, she thought.

“Oh, right.” She shook her head. “Sorry. I’d like to check in. It’s under Calhoun.”

After a few minutes, the clerk handed her keys to the room. She took special care only to grab the plastic card and not to touch his flesh—no matter how good she knew it would feel. 

“There’s nothing like, happening here, is there?”

“Happening?” asked the clerk. “How do you mean?”

“Just...the trip down, we had a lot of...nevermind.” Annie shook her head, smiling. “I’m just glad I’m back someplace normal.”

“There’s always a lot happening here,” said the clerk. “You know. It’s a party beach. So, there’s something happening, I’m sure. But I can’t tell you about anything unless you’re, you know, a little more specific.” He smiled. “Maybe I can show you myself? I get off before too long?”

Annie shook her head again. “No, I’m sorry. I’m just being weird. Blaaah.” She waved her fingers at her head. “I’d like to check in.”

Annie drifted happily upstairs, texting the room number to Sara, Rose, and Josephine. Maybe it was just a weird mood. Something to do with the air, or the end of finals, or something like that. Some way to relieve all the stress.

It was impossible to believe. She had seen too much that defied any sort of explanation except some kind of crazy sex-miasma filling the air. But it was what she wanted to believe. 

Once she entered her room, her fingers strolled down to her needy, moist cunt. She paid no mind, unable to process both what she desperately needed to think and what she desperately needed to do. Right away, her orgasm felt imminent. Her logical mind denied this inevitability firmly.

So she strolled over to the room air conditioner, turned it down to the lowest possible temperature setting and turned the air up to full blast, and made-believe that the heat in her body was just how she was getting rid of the stress for the day. 

She continued to believe this even as she daydreamed about the clerk skullfucking her into brainless oblivion. She kept right on believing as she fingered her hot, young teenage pussy with abandon, her fingers somehow knowing exactly what to do even though she hardly ever masturbated. 

Annie believed it would all be all right, this would all be some dream, as she screamed with agonizing pleasure with the cum of a lifetime—images of her own body pregnant and helpless, kneeling before the mammoth cum-leaking cock of some hunk who owned her cunt—before passing out with a contented smile on her face. 

* * * * * 

“Every few hundred thousand or so will be anomalies,” said Wendy. “It’s only natural.”
“What do you mean?”
“Oh, someone who doesn’t get turned on. Or who gets turned on but doesn’t lose their minds. Or, who is turned on, but able to turn down sexual advances. That sort of thing.”

“One in every few hundred thousand.” Martinez shook his head. “Does that mean there still might be a chance at civilization?”

“If we’re very, very lucky.” 

He walked over to a small cabinet in the corner and pulled out a bottle of scotch. 

“What are you doing?”

Martinez shrugged. “Well. The military is mostly infected now. That means the government isn’t far behind. Maybe some towns will shut themselves off in a quarantine. But I imagine it won’t work too well. It’s just sex, Wendy. How many lonely folks out there wouldn’t love a virus that guarantees them to get laid? What guy—seeing the effects—would resist for long? Bigger cock and plenty of women to hump it. You wouldn’t be able to pay your mortgage anymore, but...”

“Why would you care? Society’s gone.”

She grabbed a glass and had him pour. They both blanched at the taste.

“This is stiff,” he said. 

“Yes.” She nodded, urging him on. “Pour me another.”

* * * * *

Hour 15

––––––––

Around ten at night, Josephine and Rose made it into the room. Annie fell over her bed as they arrived, hiding between the bed and the wall. 

She didn’t know what was wrong with them, but she knew she wanted none for herself. Her dreams had brought no relief—just more thoughts of furious, terribly hot breeding.

Not just fucking—breeding. Getting fucked so hard and so furiously that she wouldn't have any choice but to be a hot preggo mom for the rest of her life. Becoming her Man's personal baby factory, his babybump sporting fuckslut made to suck him off whenever he breathed. 

Barely awake and definitely not conscious enough to resist, Annie had been fingering herself nonstop since she first came after entering the room. Every fantasy grew on the last. Her lips felt thick with saliva and want as she imagined, again and again, a hot white load shooting up inside her virgin cunt. 

She could not see Josephine and Rose clearly, though she did catch a few reflections on the window. The sounds she heard filled in the sights. The two giggled madly, putting on new clothes, making out while they made one another as hot as possible. 

“I'm going to get fucking preggo,” Rose bragged. “God, look at me.”

Rose, in her tight, hard bodybuilding body, looked fabulous in a hot pink minidress. It clung to her ass like a second skin. Her tits were far too heavy and big to be safely worn in the dress. Her cleavage was a valley between two soft mountains. 

“Yeah.” Josephine nodded. “Both of us, probably. Maybe by the same fucking stud.”
“Mmph.” Rose grabbed her lover. “That would be sooo hot.”
Josephine, such an innocent looking beauty, wore hot cut-off denims and a loose, sweat-sticky tanktop. 

Neither of them wore bras or panties. 

Within a few minutes, they left, leaving Annie alone once again. 

But, there was one big difference now.

Somewhere in all the madness, Josephine had tossed her pair of panties—the ones she wore on the roadtrip, the ones now thoroughly soaked with her juices and probably Rose’s saliva—across the room. They landed right on Annie. The smell was intoxicating. Her body felt like it was on fire, imagining where those panties had been. 

On Josephine’s pussy. So very close to that sweet, hot, young innocent cunt, so juicy and ripe and ready to be broken in by a real Man. 

Annie gulped. She wasn’t going to touch herself. 

She wasn't going to attach those panties to her mouth like a gas mask and finger her thoughts away until the only thing she knew anymore was that she was a hot fucking bitch and she was ready to get pregnant yesterday. 

No. 

Annie was going to stay in. She was going to look forward to hanging out at the beach tomorrow. She was going to have a great time there in her modest, sensible swimsuit. And she was not, not tonight or the next night or any night after that, going to touch herself. It simply wasn’t going to happen.

That’s why she wasn’t holding Josephine’s pussy-juice soaked panties. She wasn’t. They were just...underneath her bed, on the side, between her and the wall. So that she could touch them every so often. 

Her door came open suddenly. A huge shape filled it. Annie, half way on top of her bed again, screamed.

“Hey, calm down. Calm down, it’s all right.”

It was a man's voice. A Man's voice. He flipped on the light. 

“Listen, it’s cool. You don’t have anything to worry about.”

He had thick blond hair and a hot beard. His body was naked—totally naked—and his cock leaked out heavy precum down to the floor. Everything he said, everything he was, announced his pure authority in every single matter in the world. He was a Man, and Men were in charge of everything that women did or felt. 

That's just how the world was.

“Oh.” Annie nodded. “Okay.”

“I just really want to fuck you, that’s all. I could smell you. Smell how you needed a good fuck. And the door was open. So...”

Somehow, Annie had enough rational thought to be enraged at this over-simplified explanation of the invasion of her privacy. 

“So what? Get out of here!”

“You really don’t want to fuck this?”

He started stroking his cock. Thick pre-cum poured out from its immense length even faster and with more thickness than before.

Oh god, thought Annie. Oh fuck, that's so...that's so fucking sexy.

She could do it, she knew. 

Fuck that cock. Get herself pregnant. Nice and big and preggo. God, huge, too, not just a little bit but enormous. 

“I....I...yes.” She nodded finally. “I’m sure. I don’t want to...want to fuck it.”

He shook his head. “That’s too bad. You could go to town on my cock. All night, if you wanted. You could fuck me until you weren’t thinking about anything at all. You could fuck my cock...and I could fuck that pussy.”

It was such a shamelessly straightforward request. Annie’s heart pumped as she saw the cock, licking her lips. Her hand sank down to her cunt. Slowly, searching blind, she found the hot little nub of her clit. 

Right away she felt a response. Pleasure attacked her brain.

“Fuck, I can smell you.”

His cock was streaming hard now, raging upward. It would break her in half. She wasn’t sure why that was bad.

Gobs of drool slid over her lips, making talking hard. The purpose of the drool was hard to ignore, so thick and slippery as it ran down her chin and into her tits. She would use it to lubricate his cock even more than it already was.

“I’d get you pregnant for sure,” said the hunk, stepping closer. “This other girl I fucked, I forget her name, but she was pregnant right away. I think she’ll deliver in about a month. I don’t...” he stroked his cock. Thick spurts covered the cheap carpeting. “I don’t know how I know that. But I do. She’ll have triplets.”

Triplets. Even that little word, all that promise, was enough to make Annie moan. 

“Please...” she said, backing up against the bed, “Please. Go away. I don’t want it.”

The man shrugged. “Your loss, babe.”

A few minutes later, Annie heard some startled voices next door as the door banged open—and then, after a few cries of protest, some resoundingly pleasured screams for more.

* * * * *

“So they’re reproducing, right?”

Wendy nodded. “Yup.”

“So...”

“So what?”

“Well, what happens?” Martinez waved his glass around. “I mean, they’re creating infected children, right? What will they be like?”

“I don’t know. Something...something irresistible, I expect.”

“How do you mean?”

“The entire point of this virus is to reproduce itself. So, we can imagine it will learn, as it progresses, what features best suit it to advertise sexuality. Thick muscles. Bigger dicks. Bigger breasts. Wider hips. Enhanced fat-burning capabilities. Endless sexual juices. We’ll be living in a very strange, very different world. Probably ten women to every man.”

“Because that one man can get them all pregnant, right?”

“Y-yes.”

“Are you all right?”

She shifted. “Of course.”

“You look flushed.”

“It’s nothing. I just...it’s a startling thought. A very alluring thought, given the right mindset.”

“Maybe so.”

* * * * *

Hour 18

––––––––

Annie had to leave this place. Her plan was to find Corey’s room and steal Sara’s keys. She would apologize later, maybe. But something told her that she wouldn't see anyone here ever again. They were all going to fuck on this island for the rest of their lives. 

She walked down the hall, her clothes absolutely soaked in sweat. Her skin had taken a warm, healthy sheen. Her white shirt was plastered to her tits, and she had to keep tugging her skirt up so it didn't reveal the hot wet globes of her ass. 

Outside, everyone was having sex. Thousands of young, hot teenagers had swarmed upon the island in recent hours, caught by the same Spring Break fever as the four friends in the Range Rover. 

Now, it had turned into what might have been the largest orgy in the history of the world. Women were on all fours, begging to be bred by any passing stud. Men with cocks as long and thick as beer bottles strutted around, slapping the asses of the women they wanted.

From a window, she could see the beach. It was like a throb of humanity, all of them on their backs and bellies. Cum covered the sand with such thickness that it glinted in the spotlights. In the distance, a helicopter wavered drunkenly, flying entirely too low next to the powerlines. No doubt the pilot was getting sky-head from some lucky tart. 

In front of the hotel, women were bent over the low-rising walls in a row, asses naked to the air. There were at least fifteen of them. Three men had claimed all fifteen. Bruises covered the men’s faces and bodies where they fought off intruders—claimants to their throne. The twitching bodies of the fallen tried to crawl away to safety. 

Soon, Annie realized, those three would turn on each other, and then one supreme stud would have all fifteen hyper-fertile beauties to himself. 

Her throat gurgled as she tried to keep herself from moaning the idea in the stud she found the hottest. He'd no doubt be grateful. 

In the lobby, now populated by three rutting couples, she approached the hotel clerk. Something about him was off.

“I need to know where someone is staying.”

He nodded dimly, not seeming to pay attention. 

“His name is Corey Perkins. Can you look him up, please?”

The clerk, instead, twisted the computer around and gave Annie full usage of the monitor and keyboard. Now that it was shifted, she could see what was distracting him. He was driving his cock hard into the mouth of an eager young woman in a bright orange swimsuit. Next to her, another beautifully tanned blonde sucked his balls, hoping to earn his load either down or in her belly. 

“They can make room,” said the clerk. “They do whatever I tell them.”

The girls underneath him moaned their assent. 

“N-no, thank you.”

Quickly, she looked through the computer, trying to make sense of the registry. Words and numbers were so hard. She was just a fuckpuppet babe who needed a hard cock inside her. Why was she reading?

But she fought through these sensations, and soon found her target—Corey Perkins, Room 415. 

The clerk, clearly turned on by Annie's presence, tried to grab her—and she just barely slipped away in time. 

Inside the elevator, she tried to breath. 

It helped if she slid her fingers across her clit and thought about big, healthy cocks filling her full of more babies than she could even imagine. That made everything better. 

* * * * *

Wendy shook her head. “There’s no hope of stopping it anymore, is there?”

“I don’t think so. I think whatever’s going to happen now is going to happen everywhere. It’s simply evolving too fast. We can’t keep up. By the time we have a vaccine for one strain, it will have developed fourteen more.”

“Are we the only ones left here? In this place?”

“I think so. Most people left to go keep their families safe. Some wanted to...well, you know.”

“See if their families were infected?”

Martinez smiled grimly. “Or if their crushes were. Or local celebrities. Or sororities.”

“God. We’re all just animals, aren’t we?”

“Yep.”

She stood up, wavering drunkenly. “I’m going to have a walk around.”

“Want a refill before you go?” He shook the bottle, nearly empty. 

Under the cabinet was another bottle. She poured him a glass and took the bottle for herself. 

* * * * *

Hour 19

––––––––

It took her an hour of careful walking and sneaking to get to room 415. The elevator powered down when she was on the third floor. There had been an explosion outside—perhaps that helicopter pilot hit something essential on his way down.

Luckily, the door was jammed open from a puddle of furiously sticky cum. In a pile right next to the elevator lobby were three women and an enormous man, his unconscious body still boasting a precum-spurting, totally hard cock. One of the woman, clearly asleep, suckled on the side like it was a pacifier. 

Light fixtures were broken everywhere. There had been a lot of wall-fucking. She snuck from one part of the hall to another, trying desperately not to get caught in line of sight from any of the many open doors. 

The infected had figured out, apparently, that if a door was kept open, it increased the chances of random sex beginning. And that was clearly all that mattered now. 

She knocked on 415, hoping desperately that she could overpower Sara and steal her keys before much thinking happened. 

Annie heard a soft, throaty voice from inside cry out, “I’ve got it, darling!”

It was Sara who opened the door...except it wasn't.

Her hair had somehow grown. It draped down her back like a rich, gorgeous blanket. Her body was covered in cum-plastered lingerie. A smile, permanent and empty, was affixed to her face. 

“Annie!”

Sara reached in for a hug, and Annie deftly moved aside. 

“I just want the keys to the car, Sara.”

“Keys?” Sara shook her head. “I hardly know how to drive. That's man stuff. I just want to snuggle up and suck his cock while Corey drives.”

“But you had the keys. Please, give them to me.”

Sara smiled wildly. She didn't seem to be listening. From deep inside the room, Annie heard cries of orgasmic pleasure.  

“I figured how to make sure he doesn’t leave me for another woman, Annie.”

Sara's body was so devastatingly beautiful and distracting. Annie wasn’t sure how she could deal with it. Every last inch of her beautiful, olive skin was shining and gorgeous. She had on tall heels for some impossible reason. They looked like they belonged to a stripper. 

“I-I’m so happy for you, Sara. But could you put...p-put some clothes...”

Beyond Sara's glimmering, wet, luscious form, Annie saw the unmistakable glint of keys in a pile of clothes on the floor. Miraculously, seemingly unlike most of the room (and probably the hotel at this point), they were not covered in piles of cum.

But as she leaned forward to look, Sara slipped her lips over Annie’s, lustful and needy. A hot, desperate moan escape Annie's mouth.

Sara.

Tasted.

So.

Good.

After what seemed like an eternity, the hot tongue-locking ended. Sara stroked Annie's hair, staring at her with an open plea.

“I just have to give Corey as many hot women as he wants. Josephine and Rose were so happy to comply. Won’t you help too?”

That was why the voices inside seemed familiar. The words were incoherent—barely understandable babbling about being more pregnant than an angel—but now Annie could hear who they belonged to easily. 

She couldn't end up like that. There was no way she could end up pregnant, even if she would be perfect with a big fucking hot babybump on her front. 

With a scared series of yells, Annie pushed Sara back into the room. She fell with a giggle. Annie grabbed the keys from the pile of clothes and scurried down the hallway, struggling with every step not to run back.

Her cunt was so hot. How was her cunt so hot? She had never even been aroused before yesterday morning! Why was it that all of a sudden all she could think to do was sucking and slurping on big, long, furiously hard cocks—to ride huge dicks until her orgasms melted her brain into butter? 

At the elevator, she saw the man who had been unconscious was awake again—and covering yet another woman in his cum. She bathed in it like it came from a fountain. 

Squeaking in fear, Annie rushed onward to the stairs. She could get out there. 

Not looking where she was going, she ran hard into someone in the stairwell. They both tumbled for a few steps—but the other person caught Annie and pulled her close.

It was a man. Annie gulped.

It was a man with a devastatingly perfect body.

“H-hi...” Annie managed.

“Hey.”

He let her go, suddenly aware of his hands.

“You're not...you don't want to fuck me?” he asked.

God, she really did. He was fucking hot. His hair was curly and brown, and his eyes a deep, somber blue. There was a clear, unmistakably huge bulge in his jeans. 

The fight left her like air from a balloon. She was so tired of running. There was a sort of biological chunking sound, somewhere in her body, as she submitted in totality. 

“No,” Annie lied quietly. Drool splattered to the ground from her lips. 

“It's been weird. I don't know if you've noticed.”

She gulped, trying to clear her mouth. “I have.”

“Yeah...this lady, she just...she tried to blow me. I couldn’t stop her. I came right down her throat. She called me Daddy. She wanted me to get her pregnant.” 

“Pregnant,” Annie said, her voice distant. “Blow you.”

Somehow, she was on her knees. He was such a fucking man. How was she supposed to stand when there was this Man right in front of her?

“Oh god,” he shook his head. “You've got it too.”

“Got it...”

Her hands drifted weakly up to his zipper. Pants were so difficult. She wished he was naked.

“You're way cuter than her.” He stroked her hair. She felt an orgasm incumbent just from that gentle touch. “Maybe if...maybe just for a bit...to calm down.”

Sensing her trouble, he undid his pants and brought out his cock.

It was twice as big as Annie had thought. Thick. Slippery. Pre-cum oozed down.

Her mouth was on it in an instant. She wrapped her lips all the way up to his crotch, like a sheath to a sword. Another instant, and he was shooting his load directly down her belly. The force of it was monumental. It pushed her off of him for an instant and then covered her face and chest in deep, thick layers of the perfect goo. 

“F-fuck,” he moaned. “That was fast. Fuck. Fuck...your legs. Why are you spreading...oh.”

She reached up and guided him down inside of her. 

“Need cock,” she said quietly. “Gotta get preggo. Gotta do it.”

The fact that she was a virgin was totally forgotten. Her body seemed to know exactly what to do. Her legs pushed him inside of her slippery wet entrance with ease. His cock was enormous, and yet even so, she felt very well-equipped to take him inside. 

The cock was hard already. It shoved up into her with ease. She was made for this. That's what she thought, again and again, as he powered into her body. 

Made for this. MADE for this. Made for this.

“Y-yes!” she moaned, cumming right away. “Yes, baby! Yes, Sir! Get me fucking pregnant!”

“Y-yeah,” he said, voice slowly becoming more sure. “Yeah. You slut. You hot fucking bitch. I'm gonna make you pregnant forever.”

His body was like one throbbing slab of muscle. Every part of him was ripped and delicious. She needed so badly to belong to him. It was all she had ever wanted, she realized. This is what God wanted for her. 

At his words, she came. And at the next thrust of his cock, she came. And as he shot his incredible load inside of her cunt, she came. 

It was going to be hard indeed to imagine a time when she did not cum. 

He did not take long to empty himself, but she did not care. Something told her he had reserves and reserves of cum waiting for her.

First, he had to get her pregnant. Then they could have the hours-long fuck session they needed. And he had gotten her preggo. So much cum, so warm inside her belly. She was sure that she belonged to him totally now. 

For some moments afterward, he paused, breathing hard on top of her. His thick, perfect load had filled her completely. A great mess of cum splattered down to the floor beneath them, exiting from her pussy.

“Why'd you stop?” she asked, eyes completely innocent. “Want more.”

She urged him forward with her legs, pulling at his buttocks.

He smiled, taking a hand to her throat and guiding her up even further down his cock than before. Her orgasm blinked away words she wouldn't have to use anymore, like “No” and “stop” and “don't.” Other, more important words were reinforced; words like “please” and “yes” and “sir” and “always.”

Now, they would take their time. 

* * * * * 

After a long absence, so long that he began to think she had left, she re-entered. A vial was in her hand.

“What’s that?”

“You know what it is.”

He gulped.

“You can’t be serious.”

“I am. I found the one I liked the most.”

“That you liked the most? This isn’t shopping, Lieutenant!”

“Wendy. My name is Wendy. Say it. Your name is Antonio.”

“Yes.” He sighed. “Goddammit. We can’t just give up.”

“Sure we can. I’ll take some of this,” she shook the vial, “enough of it so that I’ll forget all about wanting other things in about thirty seconds. I’ll be cockhungry and obedient. My hair will get longer. My skin shinier. I’ll be a sexy little fuckpet for you to play with.”

“You’re already lovely, Wendy.”

“Thank you. Now I’ll be lovelier. I’ll be a Reproductive Rebecca”

“Should I take some too?”

“You know it doesn’t matter.”

There was a gentle scuffling sound as she opened the vial. 

“Mmm. It smells like raspberries.”

“Are you just going to—fuck. You just drank it. All of it.”

A soft tinkling as the glass shattered on the floor.

“God,” she said. Her voice immediately breathy. “I think...I wonder if...I...” she giggled after a moment. “You have a cock.”

“Fuck. That worked fast.”

“Gimme cock. Want it.”

“Let’s just slow down a second. Fuck, you smell good. I just have to—”

Her body fell on his. He did not resist. 

“W-wann it, though.”

“Oh fuck. Oh goddamn, I’m hard as a rock down there. Christ, this works fast. Christ. Christ...you feel so good.”

* * * * *

Hour 27

––––––––

They were in the stairwell, using their discarded clothes for padding on the platform between sets of stairs. His cock was inside her still. Annie didn’t remember when he had started.

In fact, she couldn’t remember anymore when he had not been inside of her. Her whole life, it felt like, her whole existence revolved around having this amazing cock inside of her young, fertile body. It was so big, so strong. It had held up her entire weight as he pinned her against the wall. He fucked her just by moving his hands back and forth on her body. He fucked her by choking her and bouncing her up and down on his steel rod. Never before had she felt like such a woman. 

Used. Abused. Taken. And fertile.

Oh, fertile, yes. The thought made her tighten her already tight grip on his massive cock as it pushed deeper into her folds. She was so fertile for this wonderful man. She would be as fertile as he needed. Annie loved the thought of her belly swelling up for him. His cock’s incredible product emptying itself into her body, again and again, so much so that she wouldn’t have any choice but to be the most pregnant woman alive. God, maybe she’d have triplets. Quintuplets. Octoplets. More. So many more—she wanted them. She wanted to spread this amazing sensation of love and lust everywhere in the world. 

She wanted him to fuck as many women as he wanted. She’d trap them for him. She would do anything so long as she got to keep feeling this cock—so long as others got to feel what she felt.

His cock throbbed inside her now. Her consciousness floated on top of a tidal wave of constant bliss.

“Hey,” said her love. “I wanna know something.”

They both huffed slightly. Annie was between mind-melting orgasms. He wasn’t cumming and thrusting furiously into her cunt. There was a slight pause in the action, the first since they had begun their insane ritual rutting.

“Yes Sir,” she said. “Anything.”

She loved him. She loved him so much. It was God’s will that they were together. It was so perfect. There had never been a match more completely made in all of heaven, she knew. There was not a doubt in her mind. There was so little doubt in her mind that she could barely articulate that there wasn’t doubt; even the knowledge of the lack of it would have been too much. 

“What’s your name?”

She giggled and stroked his chest. “I’ll tell you as soon as you tell me yours.”

He laughed then, and as he did, his body shifted. The shifting of his body encouraged his cock inside of her to move, and any words that he said were drowned out suddenly in new waves of blissful ecstasy. 

The Man on top of her let the question slide away under this new torrent of lust. 

Ah, well. They had more important things to do than know one another’s names. 

# # #


Lust Party

She was covered in the seed of at least a dozen different men. Women all around her were moaning, their bodies writhing in pleasure, covered in thick seed much the same way as her. 

Her need for more cum, more penetration was uncontrollable. Sex was all there is. Sex was all there was. Sex was all there ever would be. 

Fragments of clothing still remained on her body. Bits of her torn dress and ripped stockings were plastered to her heated skin by the gallons of cum and sweat that had been sprayed and spread on her lithe young body over the course of the night. 

Every sight that entered her eyes was that of pure, unadulterated carnal heat—in the corner, a man had a woman on his shoulders, delivering cunnilingus as he slammed her busty body into the wall. She cried out in pleasure at each impact, each second of his tongue. On the couch, a businesswoman was wrapped like a burrito between two couch cushions, sucking off one man perched above her like some sexual vulture and being drilled in her needy, fertile cunt by another. 

She saw all of this and she marveled, forgetting for a moment at the sensational feeling of the cock inside of her own cunt—a man she had never met before tonight, a man who kept telling her that she was such a better lay than his own wife. 

That was only natural. She was young and hot, and probably a better lay than anyone in this room. 

But what she didn’t know was that practically every woman at the party thought that—that there was a strange, wicked force operating on them. Compelling them to believe new, depraved ideals. 

This was the doing of the elixir—the special concoction that their punch had been spiked with. Each of them took of the unique substance willingly, lured along by lusty promises of carnal delights. But none of them knew their minds and bodies would become this out of control. None of them knew that the elixir's effect would encourage sick, heated sex acts that would make the common person’s head spin.

Their bodies became more and more attuned to sex, more physically capable, more disastrously sexy as the night went on. Younger. Tighter. Hotter.

But this was nothing unusual for the man in charge. This was what he had wanted. This was what he had planned. 

This was the Lust Party.

* * * * * 

Morgan huffed, tapping slowly away at her computer. The words were not coming easy that day. 

Some days the words came very easy indeed. They flowed like the water in a river, picking up rocks and twigs and petals along the way, nothing getting in their way to that final, sweet destination of ever more flow. 

On those days, all she had to do was sit and consider for a moment, and then—coffee nearby, naturally—she started typing and the words seemed to beckon themselves from the ether, and it was only her job to snatch them up by their bobbing heads. 

But, that was not how it was today. 

Today, every word was a struggle, a battle hard-fought. Every last syllable seemed clunky and awkward, fighting with the one before it. Every intonation felt wrong, every sentence a mockery of the actual sentence it was supposed to be. 

There was nothing cooling, nothing soothing, no gentle flow of a river—only hard jagged edges that slipped against her soul like broken glass sliding through a sea of burning tires. 

Part of the problem, she knew, was just the story she worked on. 

Morgan was a reporter. 

She was a real reporter—she wanted to be in the dirt, picking up stories and getting down into the tiniest nitty-gritty details to help build her stories. She wanted to have boots on the ground, knocking on doors for interviews and retrieving statements from witnesses who the cops never bothered to talk to. She wanted to report the ideas that shocked and informed, she wanted to make people question every assumption they had. 

But what she had, today, was a story about cats.

Cats!

“Huff,” she said, tapping away with supreme ambivalence at the fifteenth adverb in as many sentences. Her editor, Lionel Powell, would have something to say about that many adverbs, no doubt. He would also clean it up for her. 

He was a good boss, and so he knew that cat articles were well below her area of expertise, but it was a slow news week. 

The expected fallout between the Rosington city manager and the new district attorney didn’t happen; if anything, they seemed closer than ever. The budget passed with an overwhelming majority. The latest sex scandal with the mayor had all of its witnesses disappear like smoke. The police were behaving admirably. Crime was down. Schools were turning in good test scores. 

There was nothing to report. 

And thus, cats. Cats brought into an old folk’s home who were supposed to be helping with longevity of life and the battle against senility. There was, Morgan tried to convince herself, something basically interesting about that. 

Probably.

To someone.

Just...not to her.

For the seventh time that morning, she leaned back in her chair and took a long sip of coffee, sighing at the barely filled screen before her. 

“Cats,” she muttered.

Morgan was young and full of ambition. She had graduated from Western University at the top of her class and had immediately landed an internship in a paper overseas in South America. A month later, a war broke out, and so she had become an impromptu war correspondent. 

After a few brushes with death amidst the war-torn countries she reported in (among them a near hostage situation and a few artillery strikes landing just too close for comfort), she landed back in the States in her home town of Rosington. Her plan was to take a few months off and regroup, try to get her head together while still building up her reporting credentials. She had gotten tired of that six months ago and had not yet been able to find a better job. 

“Malls, how’s that article coming?”

She looked up to see Lionel Powell standing above her. He was a large man who power lifted as a hobby, and had thick forearms and a hard, handsome face that were the subject of several of Morgan’s most vivid fantasies. His wife had left him just a few months past, and Morgan had been working up the will to become a swift and easy rebound fuck for the man. 

She was certain it would be sensational. All those muscles. She was much tinier than him, and often her mind centered on that fact. It would have been a simple thing for him to slam her against any amounts of furniture, to drive into her so fucking hard, but he might forget how strong she was. 

Morgan worked out too, on her legs especially. When he started losing himself in that perfect dynamo piston thrust right before cumming, she could clutch him around the waist, not letting him pull out. She would moan how she wasn't on protection...and he could dump his babymaking load right up into her fertile womb. 

All fantasy, of course. 

It was hard to imagine him turning her down. Morgan had a thing for older men, and Powell was more than fifteen years her senior. She was a lovely young woman with rich chestnut hair, bright blue eyes, and a tight body honed by years of proper diet and regular runs. She had dressed today in a smart, sleek, gray pantsuit with a tight jacket that admirably contained the heady swell of her young, ample breasts. She noticed his eyes flicking back and forth between the curve of her chest and her face—he was trying to be polite. 

Part of her wished he wouldn't.

“You know exactly how it’s coming, boss. It’s not.”

He smiled and tossed down a file onto her desk. It landed amid a heavy stack of other such files, all unsorted, papers upon papers of stories that had gone nowhere. Morgan hadn’t done proper reporting in more than a month and she had searched far and wide for something new. 

“Check this out for me, would you?”

“What is it?”

“It’s some high society party thing. Lots of deep pockets there. Maybe some political people.”

She scanned the file, her interest piquing slightly. 

“Why do we care?”

“Because it’s fascinating,” he smiled. “And because there might be sex involved.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Like an orgy?”

“We’re not sure.” He shrugged. “But maybe. You should check it out.”

“If I didn’t know better, Lionel,” she said, crossing her legs, “I’d think you just wanted me thinking about sex while I’m on the job.”

His face flushed then and he stiffened, though not in the way that Morgan would have liked. 

“I’ll finish the cat thing for you,” he said, “maybe give it to Jerry. I’ll expect something by the end of the week on this.”

* * * * * 

Caligula Braddock, Journal. Entry #1:

Eleanor’s condition rapidly diminishes. I do not think I shall be able to save her anytime soon. I sit with her at nights and hold her hand, but there is not much I can do in the bedroom and I loathe to waste my time there. 

When I am in the lab, I work to be with my wife. When I am with my wife, I cannot wait to be back in the lab so that I may protect and save my wife. But there is no one else for her. 

I have started this journal as a way to organize my mind. Between Eleanor's sickness and my own research, there is a great deal that weighs upon me. The thoughts bleed into each other like wine spilled on a page. This is my attempt at some manner of sponge. 

Efforts in the laboratory are not going as well as I would like. Shall I be able to hone in on the elixir before Eleanor dies? It is impossible to say. 

My latest serum merely overexcited the subject to the point of death. She screamed out many lewd comments about my genitals and then dropped dead. An autopsy revealed the cause to be a cardiac arrest. I wonder if it was due to the profanity she unleashed at my expense? Not the profanity itself, obviously, but her exultation in screaming it at me. Perhaps the over-excitement of her lungs to gather air deprived her of the oxygen she needed to breathe...anyway.

I am overextended between this and the duty of taking care of Eleanor. I must hire some help.

* * * * * 

A real story. Morgan, carried by the excitement of this development, practically skipped into the break room at the office. If this was even half as juicy as Lionel implied, then this was probably the best assignment she’d been given since arriving at this nowhere newspaper in this has-been town. 

It had all the perfect elements of a big story—sex, cover-ups, high society, maybe even drugs and probably scandal. If there was that much sex in one place, then there was little doubt that some people were sleeping with the wrong people. 

“You should be careful, you know.”

The voice startled Morgan, who was trying to fix herself a cup of coffee before returning to the file that Lionel had laid out for her.

Colette was a tall, winnowy girl who did not seem to fit in with much of anyone at the office. She was pretty, but Morgan had never heard her once talking about boys (or girls) and never saw anyone call on her. She was a bit standoffish and strange around the office, often snapping at people who asked her for information. 

But, she was a heck of a copy-editor and a great researcher. She wore a few different hats for The Edition. Most people had to, since the place was so small and funds for newspapers were so hard to come by. Colette dressed now in tight jeans and a loose t-shirt, highlighting the length of her body and the gentle curve of her behind while hiding the overall flatness of her chest. 

“What do you mean?” asked Morgan.

“That party. You should be careful. I don’t think it’s a good idea to investigate it.”

Morgan's reporter instincts flipped on immediately. “What do you know about it?”

“I hear things,” Colette shrugged. “Different things.”

Morgan crossed her arms. “You’ll have to be more specific than that.”

“I heard that the son of the governor went to one of those parties a virgin. Straight A student. On the model United Nations, all that sort of thing. He had an intern at some judge’s office. A week later, he was flunked out of college and,” she whispered now, “screwing every secretary at the judge’s office.”

“You can’t flunk out of college in a week.”

Colette spread her hands. “Then he dropped out, whatever.”

“So...you think what? If I go to this party I’m going to come back and bone everyone here?”

Colette blushed deeply now, eyes turning down. “I said what I wanted to say. You should be careful. In fact, you shouldn’t go at all.”

Morgan raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow, looking Colette up and down. Was the nerdy copy girl attracted to her? That would be...odd? Flattering?

Attraction from women wasn’t totally outside of Morgan’s experience. Though she was totally straight (outside of, of course, a few experiments in college that had left her mostly cold), she seemed to have that sort of body chemistry that sometimes people have where they create the incorrect kind of attention from the same sex. 

“I’m a big girl, Colette,” said Morgan. “I can take care of myself.”

“You say that now. But just wait. It’ll happen, you’ll see. Weird stuff. Sex stuff. You’re going to have your whole life turned around.”

* * * * *

Journal Entry #2

Help has been hired. Her name is Yolena. She is from Brazil, a very fine young woman with a good understanding of her place in this house. She did not ask me any questions about my wealth or how I got it, which is what I would prefer. I do not enjoy the thoughts of what she might say or do should she know my dark alchemical secrets. 

“Dark alchemical secrets.” Listen to me. I sound like a supervillain. I suppose I should not precede “alchemical” with “dark” if I ever want my studies to have the prestige they deserve. I am an alchemist, that is all. If what I have discovered is dark, it is because the world is often a dark place, and it is the alchemist's job to source out what is hidden in the darkness for the betterment of mankind. 

And to make gold, of course...but I learned that secret long ago. No sense in sharing that until society is improved. 

Which is why I am working on this elixir in the first place. Oh yes, Eleanor's sickness is a useful motivator (if I wanted to be especially heartless about describing it), but I started my work on the elixir well before her sickness overtook her. Well before. Years before. Her condition merely accelerated my efforts, encouraged me to drop other projects that were going nowhere. 

Should the elixir be completed as planned—in the way that the books promise—then I shall be able to make the world a better place. I have means of mass production, synthetic creation that the old masters never did. Their elixir was confined to a spare few before they were found out and burned for being different. Mine shall be free to all the world. 

Then I shall let the world know of the secret of my wealth...should they still want it. I suspect they won't. 

The latest subject fared little better than the last. The outward appearances were different, at least. She appeared to regress much quicker than the last one, rapidly approaching forty or even thirty to my eyes. But again, once she reached that point where her beauty began to eclipse her age, her profanity began. At the sight of me, she became desperate for cock, cock, cock. 

Hiding myself did nothing. I only revealed myself after two hours, much longer than the ten minute period I had used previously (witnessing digital video the entire time), and still, the result was the same. 

I worry about giving such a serum to Eleanor, even in its final state, if all it is to give to her is some obsession with cock. Eleanor and I never had the most lively love life to begin with, and both of us preferred it that way. We had too much to do; I in my lab, and she in the courtroom. 

That reminds me. She has a number of callers next week from the political circles. I ought to tell Yolena to tidy up the house in addition to her duties in attending to Eleanor. I am afraid I have let this house fall into disarray.

* * * * * 

The house for the party was large and isolated, behind a series of tall iron gates. Morgan had managed to get past the gates and the guards with a pretty smile, which was her first surprise. They didn’t ask about her back story—which she had spent hours perfecting—and simply let her through after taking a look down the hot cleavage-baring red dress she wore. 

Now Morgan sat in her car, spending a few moments trying to psyche herself up for her entrance into the house proper. She wasn’t invited to this party, so she would be unequivocally crashing it. 

So, she had to re-prepare all her speeches, all her thoughts. She was posing as the cousin to an aide of the mayor—an aide who didn’t exist. So long as she didn’t speak to the mayor himself, it was likely to work. 

It was the sort of thing she had done before. For a story she had done on the mob, she invited herself to the wedding of the sister of one of the local crime ring’s top lieutenants. Morgan was pretty, and sociable, and so it had been easy to infiltrate the scene—she had even left with a few numbers. 

Of course, she hadn’t called them. It was one thing to pretend to be someone willing to date a mobster, but quite another to actually do it. 

Her risks were measured, thought-through, and delivered with care.

She had dressed for the part, at least. The file mentioned that people regularly reported heavy sexual activity after arriving in their hottest wear. Men wore expensive suits and women dolled themselves up to get attention. 

Her dress was tight and red, an expensive number she had picked up for a wedding earlier that year. The neckline scooped deep down her chest, revealing the heavenly expanse of her beautiful young breasts, and her legs—long, fit, and tanned—were shown off by a long slit on one side of the dress practically wrapping around to her crotch. 

It was very risque. 

The entire time she had worn it at the wedding, she had gotten stares—which was the point, she supposed. She had been in a mood to pick up a man, even though naturally she would never sleep with him that same night. 

As it went, she ended up not finding anyone on the wedding, and so the dress had been retired until this night. So, she would look hot and perfectly fuckable, and would almost certainly be asked to join whatever orgiastic festivities were occurring inside. 

Morgan, of course, had no intention of actually joining the orgy. That was ludicrous. But it would be fun to see if she had any offers to join in. 

Rather insulting, really, if she didn't. 

Her sexual history was not prolific, but for those lucky fellows who had landed her in bed, it was festive. She was an enthusiastic lover—but she had a heavy emphasis on love. Sex was for the people you really, truly cared about, not something to be thrown away at a party like a treat. 

She would have a special moral pleasure in exposing the people attending this orgy—if indeed that’s what it was. 

The file Lionel gave her contained names—people suspected of attending. Morgan raised an eyebrow at the ones she recognized—practically the whole of the city council, plus a number of high-profile businessmen and women who were worth almost the entirety of the city’s GDP by themselves. 

Taking a final breath, she left her car—struggling just for a moment in her expensive leather heels—and approached the house with her bag in hand. Inside the tiny handbag was a recorder and her smartphone for taking notes. 

Her memory was fast and quick, but her instincts always told her to be prepared. The recorder was running, and had battery life for at least eight hours. She would be able to return to every conversation later and enhance her after-the-fact notes. 

There were two heavyset guards at the door wearing matching maroon suits. 

“Hello, gentlemen,” she said. “I’m afraid I lost my invitation, but—”

“Come right in, Miss,” said one guard.

They opened the door for her straightaway. They had started, indeed, upon her walking up the stairs. 

She stopped, puzzled for a moment. “Well,” she said. “I assure you, I can corroborate my story if need be. I just—”

“The party’s started, Miss,” said the guard, smiling and leering down her cleavage. “Go right in.”

For a moment, she just stared at them. They stared right back, drinking in her lovely visage in her revealing dress. Then she shrugged and entered. 

The inside of the house was lavish. Crystal chandeliers sparkled light outward from high above. Tall smooth pillars held up the ceiling in the vast entryway leading into long, wide, spiraling marble staircases. Fires crackled merrily at either end of the hall, circulating warmth through the crowd. 

And what a crowd it was. Every man dressed in an expensive, designer suit, and every woman in some elegant gown or another, furs on their shoulders and expensive jewelry on their wrists, ears, and necks.

What she noticed first of all was that almost all of them were rather...old. Not just old money—though they certainly were that, as she noticed the progeny of industrial giants from decades past chatting it up with the nephews and nieces of high-ranking generals and politicians. 

No, they were just plain old. No one she saw was under the age of fifty. Not that fifty was old, but for everyone to be that age and above—soaring up to eighty or ninety in some places—made her very interested in what was happening. 

Morgan felt distinctly out of place, though she was glad that at least she hadn’t under-dressed. She had merely under-accessorized. That was unavoidable, though, as she didn’t have any furs or diamond jewelry to go around.

She began to work through the crowd, taking note of the faces she saw. From pop culture and movies, she had half-expected this party to be the costume kind with ornate masks, but apparently no one here minded others seeing who they were.

After about fifteen minutes of perusing, darting in and around the long snack table with its several punch bowls and assorted hors d’oeuvres—including garlic-roasted shrimp cocktail, ham and honey mustard palmiers, goat cheese crackers, and caviar—Morgan had identified the mayor, about five of the seven members of city council, several police captains, and all of their assorted spouses. 

Whoever was running this party knew a lot of names, and had quite a lot of pull. Would so many high-profile guests really be interested in attending an orgy? It was a hard idea to swallow. She couldn't imagine the mayor—a corpulent, hairy being—having sex in the first place, let alone having group sex.

There was not, at this moment, any sex happening, unless it was behind closed doors and very quiet. A violin quarter played, but they took frequent breaks and no moans or exultant screams of pleasure could be heard through their measured sound. 

But, Morgan could feel a tension in the air—a manifestation of waiting that all the guests shared. She had felt the same feeling in the spare moments before firefights broke out in South America, when both sides waited for the other to begin attacking. But what were they waiting for?

And why was no one drinking the punch? People drank glasses of wine—a lot of it—and consumed the hors d’oeuvres with gusto, but no one touched the punch. Morgan wouldn’t have noticed except for how plentiful the punch bowls seemed to be. There were two levels to the party, upstairs and downstairs, and in the dozen-plus rooms there was a punch bowl in each one. Each was ornately designed, scrawling with symbols that Morgan didn't recognize. 

“Good evening,” said a low, deep voice from behind her. 

Morgan turned to see a handsome, elderly gentleman standing next to the record player behind her. 

“H-hello,” she said, feeling surprisingly flustered. 

The man was older than her, but he was also deeply handsome. Like, as handsome as Lionel. Only there was something special about him. Something...intense. And there was a scent on him, something musky and intoxicating. 

She felt her nipples rising in her dress, and she felt herself not caring about the level of sudden, slick arousal spreading between her thighs.

It took a moment for Morgan to realize that the man had women with him—two women significantly younger than he. The first was a blonde, absolutely gorgeous with a brilliant blank smile, wearing a sparkling black gown that hung off her tits in a way that advertised open and ready slutty ease of access. Her skin shone with youth. 

On his other arm, hanging on him with at least as much gusto as the blonde, was a woman with skin the color of mocha. Her hair was deep ebony, shimmering in the chandelier light of the luxurious house. Her gown matched the blonde's, but it was white instead of black. 

“Are you having a good time so far?” Braddock asked.

“I suppose so,” she said. “Though I was expecting something more wild, I must say.”

“Ah, I see. This is your first time at one of my parties,” said the man.

“Yes,” she said. “You said your party?”

He held out a hand. “Braddock. Cal Braddock. “

“Morgan Malls.”

“A pleasure, Morgan. This is my wife, Eleanor.”

The stunning young blonde held out a hand in the way that people do when they expect people to kiss them. Morgan did not, opting instead to simply offer it a limp shake. Her touch was electric, and Morgan felt her body pang with lust.

“And this is...?” Morgan nodded to the stunning dark beauty on Braddock’s other arm. 

“Oh, this is Yolena. She is my oft-consort.”
“His concubine, he means,” said Yolena, her eyes brimming with desire as she slid her hands up and down Braddock's thickly muscular arm. The desire seemed all-encompassing—it was desire for Braddock, it was desire for Morgan, it was desire for everyone she saw. 
Morgan didn’t quite know what to make of this; whatever arrangement was had, all three seemed very happy with it. Eleanor and Yolena’s hands slid over Braddock’s body openly, not stopping at his arms. They drifted down to his crotch, gently squeezing the heavy bulge beneath at different points along the shaft. 

Braddock acted as if this were the most natural thing in the world. In fact, he seemed more than a little...disinterested in their attention, as if they were merely necessities to the persona he presented. 

“Now, my dear,” said Braddock. “What brings you here tonight?”

Her heart fluttered. Her story—return to it!

“Well, I’m the cousin of an aide to the mayor, and she said—”

“No, no.” Braddock shook his head. “It doesn’t matter how you found out.”

“Oh,” said Morgan, somewhat crushed. 

She had worked hard on that back story. And now apparently the man who ran the party would just let anyone come in? 

Bummer.

“I meant what I said. What brings you here? What did you hear that enticed you so?”

“What do you have to offer?”

She said it in a way that she hoped was flirtatious, smiling as she did. Men revealed more when they were being flirted with. Plus, he was cute. 

The two women at his side, naturally, did not mind in the slightest that Morgan was flirting with him. They seemed excited by it. Eleanor squeezed his shaft, a small moan escaping her lips. What was most odd about the eroticism of it all was that Morgan did not mind—did not think any of it odd. 

Looking at Braddock, how handsome he was, the intensity of his gaze and the heady feelings of lust his scent delivered to her, Morgan felt like he somehow deserved such attention.

“What do I offer?” He smiled. “An interesting question. What do you think I offer? You must have heard something. A lovely young woman like yourself must have plenty of...offers.”

He took a moment to relish over that last word. Morgan felt her pulse rising.

“Well...” she shrugged. “I heard there was a lot of free love. Sex. Orgies.”

“I think if it’s all in the same place, it’s just one orgy.”

“Still.” Her nipples were threatening to tear through her dress. She couldn't take her eyes off of Eleanor's hand on his shaft. “Isn’t that what happens here?”

He stroked his chin. “I offer the glories of youth. Sex. Gratification. Fun. A lack of worries or cares about consequences or harm. I offer...titillation, and a place that is free to indulge in it.”

His bulge grew evidently, and it took Morgan several moments to rebound and remember to ask another question. Her mouth was getting very wet.

“But how do you make so many people act like this at once? Isn’t it...I mean, I’ve thought a few times about the nature of an orgy. Isn’t there a big hurdle people need to overcome to actually get going?”

He smiled and produced a vial from his coat. “That’s why I have this.”

The vial he produced was small and pyramid shaped with dark purple liquid inside. Arcane scrawls were inscribed all over its glassy surface.

“And what’s that?”

“You’ll see. Now, if you’ll excuse me,” he said, “I have to make an announcement.”

She watched him, admiring the shapely turn of his behind and his broad, muscular back. And admiring too, she felt with a little flush of shame, the sexy struts of his concubine and his wife.

He approached the front of the dining room, the entire crowd gathered inside, walking up a step-ladder until he stood directly over the largest punch bowl in the house. 

“As you know, at these monthly swarees, I have been exposing you to some of my premiere stock. You’ve had fun, I know. We’ve all had fun. You especially, Mr. Mayor.”

A rumble of soft, self-deprecating laughter passed through the crowd.

Morgan didn’t know what he meant by “premiere stock,” but she guessed it had to do with the vial in his hands. But what could that be? Certainly, there wasn’t enough there for the entire party, was there?

Braddock continued. “But tonight’s stock is a rather...special dose. The effects will linger with you well after the events of tonight’s party. Don’t worry, they’re not permanent. Oh my goodness, no. I have to keep you coming back somehow, don’t I?” 

He laughed, and the crowd laughed with him. Even Morgan did, though she hardly knew what he was talking about. The man was charismatic. 

“But you will feel them in the days to come. And should you enjoy yourself, why...you can always come back for more. Anyone who attends is always welcome to return.” 

With that, he winked at Morgan. For some silly reason, she felt her heart fluttering. It had been some time since she had felt this instantly attracted to a man. 

He upended the dark vial into the enormous punch bowl, smiling wildly. “Let the festivities begin!”

* * * * * 

Journal Entry #3

Worst fears confirmed. Yolena wandered into the laboratory

She did this against my express wishes, though she insists it was innocent. She was, in her words, “merely trying to clean.”

When I found her in there, investigating (for what else could it be?), I immediately immobilized her and stuffed her into a cell. It was an unused cell, no one had died in there. I’m not a monster. 

I just need to think. 

She’s so very lovely. I must admit I think the implications of the serum are having some effect on me. I cannot help but wonder, from time to time, what it might do to someone with so much clear, vibrant youth. 

Would she survive it? Should I test it on someone younger, just to see what happens? Don't I owe that to the great science of alchemy?

Such an act might kill her, though. And that would be a shame. It would be hard to explain to the help service I used. They are already cross with me for firing so many before Yolena. 

Fortunately, I have not heard Yolena speak much of family. She has a taxi pick her up from my estate every day. I do not think she has anyone she cares about. It is a bit surprising, considering her looks, that she does not at least have some kind of paramour. 

Can I kill her, truly?

I do not know.

I do know that  Eleanor comes first. And for Eleanor to come first, the science of alchemy must be above all.

* * * * *

The estate had many servants. Morgan had noticed that most all of them were busty young women with beautiful faces and long, sexy legs. They wore tight uniforms, dresses with long buttons going down their front, complete with tight smoky stockings.

These servants had all had vials of their own and emptied them out in the other various punch bowls until all of them were spiked. 

It was hard to notice at first, what was happening to the people who drank the spiked punch. Morgan resolved not to—she didn't take anything into her body that she wasn't sure exactly what it was. 

For several minutes, nearly a half-hour, she had thought that there was nothing at all in the punch—that it was just some placebo that people blamed on unleashing their sexual desires so that they didn’t have to feel guilty about participating in an orgy. But people were definitely drinking it. And in large, large volumes. 

And then...

...then, events began to occur. 

She noticed more and more couples doubling up. Some people were tripling up. They all danced very close together, and the dances were often not very complicated. The violin quarter, all women, had been traded out for a deep bass-heavy dance music blaring out from speakers in the corners of every room. 

Women turned their backs into the men they were with, grinding their asses against hardening crotches. Tits spilled out of dresses and women did not correct themselves, and nor did other women point out any need for correction. Men, of course, simply stared, and Morgan watched their bulges thickening in their tight pants. 

It occurred to her, after a moment, that she no longer felt like the youngest woman there. When she had arrived, it had seemed obvious. Morgan was in her late twenties, and the youngest person she had seen as she walked from one end of the party to the next seemed to be in their late thirties. Most of the guests were well over that. There was definitely an age gap.

But now...that seemed like a wrong assumption. The men and women she saw mostly seemed in their younger forties, not their fifties or sixties. Some seemed even younger. Many appeared to be in their twenties. Morgan thought she might have even seen a teenager walking around. 

So, the dancing that she saw would have been almost comical with the guests she had seen when first arriving. But now, with all these younger hot bodies, it was erotic. It was sensual. It was...enticing.

The need to dance, to join in, was very real and present in her mind.

What she saw didn’t track with her reporting instincts. She was sure she had seen most of the crowd, and she was sure she was the youngest one around. And yet, as she looked—that certainly wasn’t so. There were young beautiful women right over there in that love seat wrapping a thick fur blanket around themselves and...

Oh. 

Oh my. 

They were kissing heavily, those two young beautiful women, and it was clear the blanket was there to allow them some modesty while their fingers went to work on each other's pussies. Morgan saw the woman on top sink herself down onto the waiting index and ring fingers of the woman below her, a soft moan escaping red-painted lips as the two began to grind and ache against each other. 

No one paid any mind. This was simply what happened at this sort of place. 

Morgan, transfixed by the sight, forgot to move and to breathe for a moment. It was arousing. The woman on top saw her watching and shot her a wink, beckoning for her to come over and watch. Perhaps to join. 

Morgan shook her head and quickly exited the room, keeping her head down until she was in a library of some sort. It was still crowded, but less so than the last drawing room she had been in. 

Next to her, she overheard a conversation between a devastatingly handsome young man and a gorgeous redhead in a sparkling green gown. 

“You look lovely tonight, Cassandra.”

“Thank you, Franklin.”

She toyed with the buckle of Franklin's belt, pawing greedily at his shaft beyond.
“I’ve wanted to fuck you, you know. For a long time now.”
His hands came on to her tits, squeezing them tightly. Cassandra let out an appreciative moan and then a giggle, as if he had given her some intimate compliment. 

Cassandra laughed. “Of course I know about that, Franklin. Do you think me blind?”

“I’ve noticed your husband hasn’t been coming to these parties.”

“I don’t tell him about them. What’s the point of frivolous adulterous sex if you have a husband around?”

“I have a point for you, Cassandra.”

His hands were hard on her hips, pulling her against the straining erection in his pants. 

“Oh my, Franklin. You certainly do.” 

Cassandra's hands hurried on his belt buckle. Soon his pants were around his ankles. Morgan gasped when she saw the size and girth of his cock. 

Holy fuck, Cassandra! Good choice!
“I’m going to fuck you until you forget all about your husband, Cassandra. I’m going to fuck you until you hate him.”
His cock pushed up against the sparkly fabric of her dress, spreading precum all over the expensive cloth. 

“That won’t take much, darling...hurry.”

Franklin took Cassandra and pushed her against the nearest bookshelf. Books came tumbling down, landing hard on a globe. The sound boomed in the small space, but none of the other guests seemed to notice. They were all Cassandra and Franklin, all dancing too close than what was proper, all grinding and bumping like mad if not stripping one another outright. 

Cassandra wrapped her hand around Franklin's cock and began to jerk him with gusto, whispering something in his ear that Morgan couldn't hear. Her hand was slick and wet, Franklin's cock impossibly hard. It looked like it could fuck its way through a redwood. 

Overcome with awkwardness, Morgan coughed briefly. Cassandra and Franklin looked up, some puzzlement in their eyes, as if they couldn’t imagine why she was feeling uncomfortable.

Cassandra raised an eyebrow, all interest. “Did you want to suck his cock while I whispered dirty things to him about my husband, dear?”

Franklin's cock raised at that, and Cassandra stroked him appreciatively. 

“N-no...that’s all right.” Morgan blushed deeply. 

“Where’s your punch?” asked Franklin. 

“I...er...I um...” 

Morgan had no idea why she was so flustered. She was a professional. She had been through wars. What was making her cool composure come undone like this?

It was all this sexiness. All this hot heavy scent of lust in the air. It was impermeable. 

“Here, dear,” said Cassandra, taking her drink from the bookshelf and spilling it gently on her tits. The color was deep purple, and the liquid stuck to her skin easily. “Have a lick. You’ll love it.”

Even despite the astounding array of hors d’oeuvres downstairs, it was the most delicious sight Morgan had seen all night. She wanted it. She wanted to lick a woman's tits. She wanted to fuck this man, this stranger. She wanted to be fucked by him while Cassandra watched.

She wanted to make Franklin, who she knew nothing about, forget all about his crush on Cassandra, who she also knew nothing about. A primal biological competition was spiking in her, the need to be the prime breeding machine in the room, the top fuck, the one all the men fought to penetrate. 

And, stunned with this observation, she ran from them both.  

She had to take a break. She had to slip away. 

With no real forethought, she started running into rooms. In one, she saw a man and a woman about to go down on one another, naked. They didn’t seem to mind Morgan’s presence. In fact, she was sure she saw the woman beckon her closer like the others had. 

Another door. A man had a woman bent over in a supply closet, very closely examining her panties. Her ass cheeks jiggled with delight and the man’s nose continually pressed up into her pussy.

Another door—and a bathroom. Empty at last. Hearing a bustling outside, she quickly locked the door. 

It was just in time. She heard a heavy slamming on the outside of the door—and then a series of moans. The bumping increased, reaching a rhythm.

Someone was fucking right on the door outside. 

Morgan slid down to the bathroom floor, hugging her body tight, doing her best not to sink her fingers into her needy, completely soaking cunt. 

* * * * * 

Journal Entry #4

Yolena is an exceptional young woman. Or rather, an exceptional woman. I do not believe she is truly young at all. In fact, I think she may hold the key for my elixir.

She entrapped me in conversation earlier today as I made the rounds in the laboratory. She expressed admiration for the gathering of my subjects, the senile and the unfit from the worst retirement homes in the state, where no one would mind a few missing residents. 

It may sound monstrous to take these people, but they were well on their way to the grave. If I sent them there a bit sooner, I have little doubt that were they in their right minds, they would thank me for it. What’s more, if I were to be successful in my experiments, then I know for a fact they would thank me for my work. 

She recognized the logic in this quite innately. With exceeding clarity, she laid out the case for an elixir such as what I am working on—as if she had been reading from my notes herself. That very well may be, and I cannot discount that she might have searched far and wide in my laboratory before I found her. 

There was, throughout this conversation, no pleas to be let go. No complaints about her situation inside of her cell. I was surprised at this. It made me feel as though she were not trapped in there at all, that she could, if she wished, leave at any time. 

But what’s more is that she says she herself knows the missing components to my elixir. If I allow her back her freedom, and if I help her in some grisly task she has in mind, then she shall aide me. 

The grisly task frightens me. There is a glint in her eyes when she speaks of it, though she will give me no details. I suspect the foulest arts are in play—with her considerable beauty and with her designs on the world. 

I am not alone in my study of the dark arts, if they must be called that. The occult. People of every profession and speciality manage to congregate to one another one way or another. Lawyers meet at courthouses. Doctors meet at conventions. Writers meet at bars. In the world of the occult, the alchemical, where so much depends on chance and fortune and coincidence, it is little wonder that I have found another who is equally invested in these sciences by pure happenstance. 

Yolena's desires give me a great chill. I had trouble sleeping last night. 

But Eleanor must be saved at all costs. 

* * * * *




Once she had successfully calmed down—humming to herself while plugging her ears with her fingers for about an hour—Morgan stepped out of the bathroom and saw that everything had taken a decisive turn for the insane. 

Down the hall,  she saw a busty young woman giving an exuberantly hot blowjob to a man in the corner.

What was insane—outside of the blowjob, of course—was that she had seen those same people not ten minutes before rushing to the bathroom. They had been talking, their heads very close and intimate, clearly wanting to get to know each other very well. 

And yet when Morgan had seen them, the man and woman had both appeared close to forty. Both had been rather attractive, with only a few lines around their eyes and some extra weight around their hips belying their age. 

But now the same two people were different. Again, outside of the obvious difference of the man’s thick, heavy cock being slurped down by the woman’s eager, plush mouth—both appeared rather younger. There were no more lines in their faces. That extra weight around their hips seemed to diminish somewhat. 

The woman's hair, which had been a mousy blond in a sort of bowl cut, had become a vibrant mass of platinum locks stretching down her back and floating above her ass. The man, in turn, was shockingly muscled, tall and powerful with biceps the size of melons.

She was still convincing herself that it was just a trick of the light when a gorgeous young blonde took her by the arm. Her touch was warm and sensuous, and Morgan had trouble remembering that she wasn’t sexually attracted to women. 

“Hi!” she chirped. “I’m Gloria. What’s your name?”

“Morgan.”

Gloria was spectacularly busty, spectacularly leggy, and spectacularly blonde. Her hair stretched down near to her ass and her eyes, bright and blue, were vapid and friendly. She also had two drinks in her hands.

“Do you want a drink, Morgan?”

“Oh.” 

Morgan took a look around at the party and all of its inhabitants. A small tray flipped over, spilling glass and wine everywhere, when a redhead crawled on top of the lap of a circuit judge. The crash came because she had pushed away a young Asian beauty to take her place on his cock. 

His cock was still spurting heavy, forceful streams of cum as the redhead sank down, and the Asian moaned, begging for more while her cunt dripped his seed on the carpet. 

Two young men began to fight over the fallen Asian until she slipped her mouth around the cock of one, leaving her behind open for the other. He chose to fuck her ass—and there was no complaint from the buxom exotic beauty.

“I-I don’t think so,” she said. “It’s not for me.”
“Come on,” said Gloria. When she spoke, her tits jiggled. They were surrounded by heavy diamond jewelry, and so her body sparkled with youth and luxury. “Everybody’s doing it.”
“If everyone jumped off a bridge, would you do it?”

Gloria seriously considered this question. “I don’t know. Would we be able to fuck on the way there?”

Morgan laughed. As she did, she inhaled—and took in much of Gloria’s heavy, heady scent. It was light and airy, a sweet fruity freeflow that made Morgan’s thoughts swim merrily. Gosh, this Gloria was pretty. Was she single?

Wait, they were at an orgy. Everyone was single.

No—no, that wasn’t the point. Morgan wasn’t a lesbian! She wasn’t even bisexual. 

But Gloria was...really pretty. And Morgan's cunt—despite all her efforts in the bathroom—was still really, really wet.

“W-who are you, Gloria?”

“You already know, silly.” She giggled. “I’m Gloria. I'm a friend of Master Braddock.”

Morgan heard that—the “Master” instead of “Mister,” but she cast it off as just a slip of the tongue. 

“How long have you known him?”

“Years and years, now.”

“Oh. Are you his daughter? His niece?” 

Gloria giggled. “Don’t be silly. He’s much too old for me to be related to him like that. Though I wouldn’t be too surprised if he had fucked my mom at some point or another.”

“What are you talking about?”

“He’s very old. He has a regimen, though, and he stays very healthy. I joined up with him after he visited my practice for an appointment.”

“You work at a doctor’s office.”

Gloria giggled again, those tits jiggling like mad. “No, silly. I am a doctor. Can’t you tell?”

She looked like a model—like a lingerie model who belonged in tight clothing and swimsuits all the time. To imagine her as a doctor was essentially the beginnings of some obscene fantasy.

“How about that drink, gorgeous?” 

Gloria sloshed the drink slightly. Sitting right above her breasts, as it was, some of it spilled out and onto her picture-perfect skin. The shine combined with Gloria’s tan made them very appealing indeed. Morgan looked at them, already feeling somewhat drunk. Why was she feeling this way about Gloria? Why had she never felt this way about another woman? Why was everything so syrupy and hot inside her head?

“I don’t know,” said Morgan. “I think I’m feeling unwell. You’re really pretty—” why did she say that? “—I mean, gorgeous really—” and why did she say that? “—but I just can’t...it’s too...”

Gloria was tracing the line of liquid that landed in her heavy cleavage from one end of her tits to the other. Morgan’s eyes were wide, watching the finger work its magic. 

“Please?” Gloria held out the drink, hopping up on down slightly. “You’ll like it. I promise.”

Gingerly, Morgan took the drink. It was so hard to resist. Her cunt felt like it was melting. Why resist? Why be so stubborn when it would feel so very good to give in? She had trouble holding the glass steady while Gloria was in front of her—and looking so, so very fine. 

“Maybe...maybe just a sip?”

Such words had sunk sterner ships than the S.S. Morgan. She took a brief sip, as intended. Berries, fruits, and gentle spice, maybe just a hint of a pepper? 

Another sip, just to find out. Yes, definitely pepper. And...what else? 

She took another sip. Then, raising an eyebrow, took another, and then another. She hardly noticed when Gloria replaced the first glass with another, which she immediately downed, sipping be damned. 

The sensation was pleasant, heady, and immediate. The room spun without moving, and Morgan felt like she could see everything at once. And everything she could see was sex, sex, and ever more sex. 

“Yes,” said Gloria, as if reading Morgan's mind. “My first time, the drinks hit me very hard. I think your brain needs a few exposures for you to really keep up mentally. I don’t have any problem now. It’s all benefits, no fuzziness.”

Everything Gloria said was awfully fuzzy, and Morgan realized that the gorgeous blond was so very pretty that Morgan didn’t have to pay much attention. She could just look at her smooth tanned tits instead and admire the lovely turn of her chin and nose. 

Somehow, time had passed and Morgan found herself on a nearby couch with Gloria lodged between her and the arm of the chair. With so little room, Gloria had to swing her long, tanned legs over Morgan’s. They both had really, really sexy legs, Morgan thought with smug approval. How fun was that. 

Her eyes followed the happy, diamond-sparkly trail of Gloria’s legs up for several inches until the sight was intercepted by Gloria’s forearm. It led directly into Morgan’s pussy, where Gloria’s fingers had arrived and snuck inside. 

“Oh...” Morgan said. 

It was really more of a moan than any actual verbage. Her pussy lips felt soft and wet—softer and wetter, indeed, than they had ever felt before—and it became easier and easier for her to spread her legs while Gloria fingerfucked her wildly. The tips of her fingers slid hard across that special spot at the top of her canal where the g-spot rested, and Morgan twitched with constant pleasure.

“How old would you say I am?” Gloria asked. 

Her cunt was dripping onto Morgan’s dress. The beautiful, overwhelmed brunette barely knew how to reply. “O-old? Oh. Ah. Oh god.” She gulped. “I don’t know. Tw-twenty-two? Nineteen?”

Nineteen seemed like some kind of magic word for Gloria, who moaned and shuddered, grasping Morgan tight. Morgan then noticed for the first time that her own fingers were buried deep inside Gloria’s cunt, her knuckles sliding against the jewel-crusted silk panties as her fingers slid ever deeper into Gloria’s teenage-tight cunt. 

“N-nineteen!” Gloria moaned in Morgan’s ear. “Oh fuck yes, yes darling, just like that. Finger me like I’m fucking nineteen!”

They were quickly reaching a crescendo. Morgan felt her orgasm on its way like the not-so-distant whistle of an arriving train. Her entire body tensed, a whirlpool of pleasure gathering itself inside of her. She stared up at Gloria's sparkling blue eyes, moaning with sweet understanding. This was how the world was supposed to be. 

“That's it, darling,” Gloria moaned. “Make me cum. Oh fuck, yes. Make me fucking cum like I'm fucking nineteen.” 

With grasping, gasping motions, the two came together, legs sliding up and down. Their juices soaked through the coach they were on top of. Gloria kissed Morgan long and hard, laughing at the young beauty's need for more. 

“Fifty-two, by the way, darling,” she cooed, sliding her youthful, lithe body up.
“Huh?” Morgan asked, feeling drunk from the orgasm. “Wuzzat?”
“I’m fifty-two, love. I’ve been coming to these parties since the very beginning. I don’t miss a single one.”

Morgan’s lust-addled mind was confused and over-stimulated. But even she knew that didn’t make a single bit of sense. 

* * * * * 

Journal Entry #5

The deed is done. I made the sacrifice as Yolena instructed, with her guiding me through the process every step of the way. It was a grisly task, working on the animals like that, but it was a necessary one. 

The new elixir waits in my laboratory. Time will tell if it works or not.

There is another part of the ritual Yolena had us do that I hesitate to tell, as this is a record. But I must make this a complete record if it is to be a proper record. 

After the sacrifice, she pulled me down on top of the pentagram and had me enter her body. I was hard already, watching her exquisite body writhe and dance as she called upon her spirits. It was all I could do not to empty myself in her body right away.

She was so lush. So very...fertile.

Earlier today, as I was calibrating some of my equipment, she asked me if I should like to fuck her again. She spoke at length how good she found me at the task, and thought it a shame that a man like myself was confining my cock only to a wife who could not return my affection. 

I turned her down...but even I have to wonder if that was the right choice. Would not Eleanor understand? She has been sick for so very long, and a man has needs. Better some of the hired help than to go out of the house and search around, to be absent. Were I to bed Yolena regularly, I could stay home as much as needed and always be on hand for Eleanor...

Such rationalizations have brought down many a marriage, I am sure. But Yolena assures me Eleanor will never have to know. 

The elixir, once it is perfected, will work on anyone. However I wish it too. 

I could alter Yolena's preferences in this manner...alter Eleanor's. 

A man with the elixir of youth should be able to say he's earned two young beautiful lovers, I think.

* * * * * 

Morgan wandered through the party, her dress slowly slipping down from her shoulders. Men and women grabbed her heavy tits and she just giggled, thanking them for the time. Dimly she realized that she needed to find the exit—that getting out was a good idea.

But it was a hard sell. Everything felt so good. Everyone smelled so nice. And every person she saw looked so...fuckable.

She hadn’t had a cock inside her body for more than a year. It felt like an obscene thing to say. She was sure the second such a fact left her lips that her every available orifice would be so pumped full of cock that she would be able to pass for a pincushion.

Once she nearly found the exit. There was a great wide set of ornately carved wooden double-doors. She recalled having entered such a set long, long ago when the party started, though that felt like years ago. 

Would it be years ahead? Was she reverse-aging as well? How much younger could she get, when she was already twenty-five?

Twenty...five? Twenty seven?

Twenty four? How old was she, again? She was so hot, and each year she shaved off her mental understanding of herself made her feel so much hotter.

She cast the thought of her aging away, affirming herself to the notion of leaving through the doors. There was no one stopping her. No giant set of tits nearby for her to ogle until she lost her nerve. But there was...

There was a fountain of the punch available. She licked her lips, seeing its dark purple shades sliding up against the magnificently luxurious glass bowl. 

Just...just one sip. You know, just a glass. That was it. A nightcap. The drink was so good. How did they make it so well?

She filled up a glass and drank it down. It was delicious, just as she remembered. And then, spinning happily, she took another one and drank that one down too. 

She began to hear music. For a moment she wondered if it was really happening or if she was just hearing things in this hyper-aroused hallucinogenic state she seemed to be in. Then she realized it didn’t really matter, as the beat was fantastic. 

Morgan spun and danced her way into a small study, her drink forgotten and spilled out onto the ground somewhere. A big-titted servant picked it up, her naked ass high in the air, inviting a quickie to any man who wanted to fuck someone in the tiny, daring outfit. 

In the study, Morgan slid her hands across the heavy leather bindings of the books and files, pushing her sweating face close up against the shelves and breathing in deep. Everything about the smells, the sensations turned her on. 

Heavy. 

Leather. 

Bindings. 

“F-fuck me...” she moaned, shoving her fingers up into her pussy. 

Knowing herself so well, she did a better job than Gloria. That was no knock against the lovely young (older?) blonde; Morgan simply had a whole lot of hands-on time to get acquainted with her cunt, like anyone. 

“I can oblige you, sweetheart.”

Morgan turned, seeing a tall, handsome fellow in a thin dark suit approaching. His cock was already out, hanging thick like a heavy sausage. Morgan saw it and her mouth instantly began to drool. Heavy dollops of saliva landed on her swollen, needy breasts. 

There had been a whole lot of fucking she had seen, and much nudity. But so many of the cocks had been inside of others that she hadn’t actually seen a cock like this in a while. Big, long, thick and beautiful. 

“Do you think she can handle two, Holt?” asked a man behind the first. He wasn’t as tall, but where the first—Holt—was thin, he was thick and muscular.

“Sure, Duncan. Why don’t we ask her?”

Duncan smiled. “How about it, sugar? Can you handle two?”

Both men were soon naked. They ripped their clothes off, not bothering very much with formality. Their bodies were spectacular. Hard abs locked in rock hard hard torsos, pectorals like the vision of god staring her in the face. She wanted to chew on their bodies, they were so hot, but really what she wanted to do was suck...and suck...and suck....

There was too much spare saliva in her mouth—altered, she knew already, to be thick and syrupy, the perfect lubricant for an incumbent cock—for her to actually give a proper answer. And so instead Morgan began ripping at her dress and dropped to her knees. 

Her tits, heavy and thick, were exposed to the air. Bright nipples the size of full erasers stuck forward. Remnants of her clothing remained, sticking to her skin as a result of the sweat from the delicious, endless heat that the party provided.

She needed cock. She needed as much cock as she could muster. There was nothing more important in the world for a young woman like her, a young beautiful woman with so much sensuality and desire to offer, than to be fucked brutally and thoroughly and for as long as possible. Her body, scintillating and amazing, was made purely for taking in as many cocks as possible. 

“Oh yeah,” said Holt. “She can handle us. What a good girl.”

Holt stepped forward, his cock hardening at the sight of the kneeling Morgan. Precum dripped down like a leaky faucet, and Morgan moaned with need. 

His cock already exposed, Morgan could not stop herself from sliding her mouth directly over the shaft when he came close. The movement took him off guard a little—but only a little. In short order he was raking his hands through the thick, silky tangle of her gorgeous chestnut hair and guiding her up and down. 

In the mirror on the wall, Morgan could see her body. It looked younger, fitter, than it ever had. 

But she couldn’t hold the image for long. Holt’s cock simply tasted too good. A good girl was supposed to close her eyes while she sucked a man off—or if not that, then to look up at him and let him know what a subservient whorish slut she was just for his use. 

So wrapped up with serving Holt was Morgan that she almost forgot about Duncan. Just from tasting Holt's cock, she was close to cumming. It was all her sexified body needed at this point. 

And then, from behind, Duncan entered her hot, waiting cunt. She was surprised by the entrance, but she definitely welcomed it. Her slit was sopping wet, so eager to take in cock, so happy to be filled by a member that was as thick and large as Duncan's was. He drove into her with abandon, strong hands grasping at her wide fertile hips and jackhammering up into her cunt. 

Hands—she didn't know whose—slipped over her tits and nipples, squeezing and playing. That sent her over the edge. She moaned as an orgasm struck through her body, purest pleasure lighting up every atom she had—and then it kept going and going. Every stroke from Duncan became another hot orgasm lighting her brain on fire. Every slurp and suck of Holt's cock was another round of blissful waves, sending her mind to the next level of consciousness. 

She was nothing but a fertile cock vessel, and that was how life should be. Any thoughts of her ever being anything else, wanting to be anything else, were fucked right out of her stupid, small, empty little head. There was no room for anything but serving cock. 

The two men loved her body, groaning and sputtering. 

“Fuck!” they would groan. “She's so fucking tight!” 

“So fucking good!”

“So goddamn hot!”

“Gotta cum. Gotta empty myself in this cunt.”

Whose voice was whose hardly mattered. All that mattered were their cocks, their cum. She waited, aching, and then finally felt it. Holt emptied down her throat, covering her mouth and esophagus with layers of his startling hot white goo. .

Spurred by his friend’s eruption, Duncan unloaded himself, creaming into Morgan’s fertile cunt. She took all of it, squeezing her cunt muscles to take more and more, desperate to feel as much of his sweet liquid gift in her pussy as possible. 

They each took a moment, pumping silently into her hot, waiting body as she absorbed their cum and cleaned them dry with her mouth and grasping pussy. When they exited, both seemed out of breath. 

Morgan turned then, opening her legs to the two men. Hot seed dripped from her cunt. Dribbles of it ran down her chin.

“Come on boys,” she cooed. “Is that all you’ve got for me?”

The two young men high-fived. It was not. 

* * * * *

Hours later, the sun finally rose. A servant gifted Morgan with an elegant silk robe that she could wear on her drive home now that all her clothes were ruined by all the fucking

After Duncan and Holt, there was William, and then Reggie, and then Paul, and then Hannah and Ivy. There was no doubt about it any longer—Morgan was definitely not a prude anymore. She loved sex. She loved fucking. She loved lust and she absolutely loved the Lust Party. 

That was what she was calling it now, in her head. She had heard it once or twice around the crowd, and it was a brilliant name for the wonderful event.

There was a lot she didn’t understand. All her stamina. The seeming fountain of youth that Braddock provided. The nonstop feelings of arousal pumping through her system. 

But that didn’t feel very much like it mattered, anymore. All that really mattered was getting her fertile fuckbody full of some stud’s cum. 

With all the raucous fucking that Morgan had enjoyed throughout the night, one might have expected her to be staggering out, maybe limping. But instead she frolicked out to her car, with more sexual energy than she had felt in ages. She felt like there was nothing she couldn’t do—no one she couldn’t fuck. 

She licked her lips. This was going to be fun. 

And there was one thing she knew for certain—she would have to go back to the next party. 

# # #

The fucking had been going on for hours now. It wasn't right to call it an orgy, exactly. There were lots of men fucking, but only two women. They had become the stars of the show. Other women there—cheerleaders—could only look on with wanton jealousy at the two girls that had become the favorites of the men in such a short time span. 

All they had done was show up, and their presence, their beauty, had demanded the cocks of the dozen-plus ripped athletes who were there already. 

Both young beauties were covered from head to toe in sparkling hot cum. Their skin glistened with it. They were full of it on the inside. 

And still they wanted more. 

Always more. 

The gorgeous young hotties would never have enough, would never feel enough cocks inside of their beautiful bodies. All they wanted in the world was to be fucked. To have whatever cock they wanted stuffed in their beautiful bodies until their minds blinked off from overload.

And they would get it. Because this was a place where everyone got what they wanted. This was a place where the nastiest, dirtiest fantasies came to life. 

This was the Lust Party...and guests never had to leave. 

# # #

Lust Party 2

––––––––

The day after her first Lust Party was mostly a wash. Morgan stumbled home, her body full of the cum of strangers, and slid into her bed. She slept the day away, waking from time to time to raid her fridge for the most carb-heavy, calorie dense foods she could find. There was a distant memory in her head of sending a text to her boss at the newspaper where she worked, The Edition, informing him that she wouldn't be arriving that day. 

But the next morning—after the day long rest that she was able to have, Morgan woke up in her bed feeling terrific. She slid out of her sheets and stretched her lithe, tight body long and high, shaking her hair out until the fine, glossy chestnut locks settled into their natural wavy length, framing her angelic face and resting at the halfway point down her back. 

Wait...what?

She stepped over to the full-length mirror she kept attached to her closet door across from the bed, one perfectly constructed eyebrow raised curiously. 

At the Lust Party two nights ago, she had been fucked, and thoroughly, several times. She had imbibed Braddock’s “Elixir of Lust”, or whatever he wanted to call it—probably a lot more than she needed to. In her half-awake calculations the day before while she recovered from its grogginess-inducing after-effects, she had written the substance off as merely some form of very strong booze. But now that she looked at herself in the mirror, that write-off seemed very hasty indeed.

Morgan was twenty-eight years-old. She was attractive, though not stunning, and while she turned heads from time to time she had to go out of her way to really make men look for a long time—to get the kind of open, jaw-dropping looks that made her thighs tremble and her stomach quiver. 

It was a nice in-between and she had used what looks she had from time to time to give an advantage to her journalism career, where a pretty face could go a long way toward loosening tongues. 

She had shoulder-length chestnut hair that always seemed a bit drab to her; she had modestly-sized breasts and, though not in perfect shape (thanks to a regular habit of stress-eating whatever bread and cheese was on hand, usually on the weekends), she ran nearly every day and kept herself in physical form. 

That was not the reflection that looked back at her in the mirror this morning. 

What she saw was, at most, a twenty-one year-old. And more than that, a twenty-one year-old porn star, with magnificently sculpted, naturally perky tits that seemed like they would burn bras off if any dared to disgrace the sight of their physical perfection. 

They were easily 36Ds, when Morgan before had been a much more modest 32B. Her muscles were toned and visible—the soft surface of her abdominals was layered with tight, compact muscles that made Morgan’s mouth drool just looking at them.

Her reflection was turning her on. 

Little wonder. 

Her hair, as she had found out first, was long and luxurious, each lock a glossy silken strand that made love to Morgan’s skin as it stretched down her toned back. She had grown at least four inches, well beyond her previous height of five foot four. Her posture was a perfect C shape—chest out, ass out, belly in. It felt more comfortable than any manner of holding herself she had felt in years. 

It was not lost on her that this was the perfect way to display her body to men, too. 

The coup de grace was her face. There was not a hint of any blemish, no sign of any imperfection. Her face held all the glory of youth—smooth shiny skin that practically begged to be kissed, her lips plush and full, her dark eyes brimming with sultry mystery. Cheekbones had been raised and enhanced just so, and her jawline evened out, and so while she was still recognizable as Morgan, she was definitely an improvement. 

“Fuck,” she said, her voice an earnest, breathy whisper, though she had intended to speak at full volume. “I’m amazing!”

She was indeed. That was why, mere moments after catching the sight of herself in the mirror, her hands slipped down to her cunt and began exploring. She was sensitive there—much more sensitive than she could ever remember being. 

A gentle touch sent a lightning bolt of pleasure through her body that dropped the buxom beauty to her knees, and she had to keep going from there. Her fingers expertly knew how to pleasure this new body, working in and out of her slippery hot pussy with delicious ease, and her fingers knew also to grasp the raspberry-sized nipples waiting for her touch.

When she woke from her round of six or seven orgasms—there was really no telling how many there were, all in rapid fire succession just from the most surface exploration of her rich depths—she stumbled into the shower and finger-fucked herself again to another seven orgasms, one right after another in a hot chain of pleasure that curled her toes and made her scream at the top of her lungs. 

An hour later, she was already two hours late for work and Morgan simply didn’t give a fuck. She sent off another quick text to Lionel Powell, her boss at the newspaper The Edition, and told him she would need another half day before coming in. 

* * * * * *

Morgan’s new six hundred dollar heels clicked happily along the pavement as she stuffed her latest round of purchases into the back of her sedan. 

Her new suit was daring, bold, and undeniably sexy. It was scarlet red, a tight jacket with a deep v-neck attached with two large golden buttons that seemed loose and easy to detach for ease-of-fucking. Beneath the jacket, barely visible, was a sheer black top clinging to the underside of her tits and only just covering her nipples. 

The skirt she wore was tiny and red, matching the jacket, slipping down her thighs halfway to her knees. If she sat the right way—and she would always make sure to—then it slid up so that part of her ass cheeks were exposed to any viewing her heavenly visage. Smoky dark stockings decorated the shining skin of her newly-long legs, matching the dark leather gloves eagerly clasping the cock-handling hands she now possessed. 

The young female clerk who had been helping her try on new clothes picked up outfit after outfit for Morgan—after a while, it was apparent the poor dear just wanted to see Morgan’s hot-fuck-me frame in as many sexy combinations as possible. 

Morgan couldn't blame her. She herself was sneaking off a quick chain of orgasms after every new outfit she tried on. 

After the fifth such outfit, Morgan started winking for the little smartphone camera the girl kept sliding under the door of the dressing room. 

Give her something to dream about. No doubt the girl was full-on lesbian now, if she wasn’t already before. Morgan knew, knew, she had that effect on women now. 

It would have been simple to convert a straight woman to full lesbianism with her beauty—like sliding a nut over a bolt, that easy. Something that had always belonged and merely needed to be shown how to attach. 

Maybe the clerk would post Morgan's amazing beauty to some website. Strangers all over the world could jerk off to her. The thought made her hot. She slid her fingers against her hyper-sensitive clit, imagining some man or woman pleasuring themselves in front of a computer screen or a tablet or a smartphone, thoughts racing with this person she knew nothing about getting their sweet bodies off at the thought of Morgan's body becoming ever sexier and more undressed. 

Morgan did not mind, at all, that her sexuality had expanded to easily, frequently, and exuberantly include women. It only seemed natural. Women were hot. They deserved a bit of hot lust as much as anyone. Why exclude them?

The trunk of her car now was absolutely stuffed with new outfits. She had blown through more than a month of pay entirely on clothes. Within three hours of waking up, she had drained her savings of five thousand dollars to pay for dozens of brand new outfits, heels, and accessories. 

There was so much that she could be wearing. Why the fuck had she been spending all her time in such drab clothes and with such a full bank account full of useless cash, just sitting there? 

Although, it was fun when she found out she could simply take a few things for free, so long as the clerk was into her. 

That was how she gotten a brand new set of designer belts, retailing for close to a hundred dollars each, for little more than her hand sliding up and down the young teenage clerk’s cock behind the counter. He was obviously eighteen, his face still somewhat scarred by acne and his hair thick and loose, but Morgan didn’t care. 

In her mind, she knew she was a distant twenty-eight, but her body only felt three years old than him...and when it came to his cock, he was certainly not of a mind to protest their age difference. 

It was the middle of a Tuesday, and no one was really at the mall. So, when she walked into Cloud, the latest designer shop, it was just her and the clerk. His voice squeaked wildly as he greeted her, and Morgan just found that so cute.

In less than ten minutes, she had her hand slid around his cock and was urging him to cum all over her tits. She had taken off her hot scarlet jacket, of course, leaving her heavenly tits exposed as she knelt before the young stud. 

“You’re so fucking pretty,” he moaned, hips thrashing as he emptied himself on her chest. “You’re so f-fucking pretty...”

“I know dear.”

As it turned out, she didn’t even have to wipe up the cum. Whatever had happened to her had made her skin happy to absorb the hot cum of strange men, leaving only a happy shiny trail from her neck to her tits and leaving her looking sexier than ever. 

And then, when his wits returned to himself, and he protested that she was taking too much, she made him cum again. That kept him quiet. 

Morgan would be the subject of every erotic fantasy he ever had again. No other woman would ever be able to match up to her. The poor soul would be constantly lonely, aching to find someone even a fraction as hot as the mysterious woman who blew into his life and stroked his cock for a mere ten minutes. 

The thought gave her a thrill, knowing she was ruining him like that. 

Morgan shut the door on her trunk, smiling at the memory, only a hour or so before. The clerk would be bragging about her to all his friends for ages. That felt good. That felt...right.

She deserved to be bragged about. She was a hot fuck goddess, dressed to rock and roll with every cock man enough to step to her. Morgan licked her lips. It was time to go to work. 

* * * * * 

She strolled into the office close three in the afternoon. The brunette beauty had made a few stops on her way to the newspaper office—most notably, several bars with several men inside. 

Morgan, being a reporter, knew the strip of bars that all the lawyers, bankers, and other such high-rolling corporate fellows went out to in the middle of the day for lunch. Quite a few of these rich studs had offered to buy her drinks, and even more had given her their numbers. In a matter of hours, her love life had suddenly become more festive and exciting than it had in years. She had dates lined up for weeks. 

The thought of having some young, hunky stud wrapped around her fingers, begging to give her ever more cash and clothing and jewelry just to fuck her one more time made Morgan’s heart race. And she knew there was nothing stopping here. There really had been nothing stopping her before, outside of a lack of confidence. And now that her body was so spectacularly splendid, that lack of confidence had gone “bye-bye.”

Of course, there was something else, too. Some sort of dark, heated energy she felt in her bones. Some inner-burning, a need for attraction, a need for attention, a need for sexual energy, a need for...lust.

“Morgan?”

Lost in thought, Morgan had been strutting merrily to her cubicle in the middle of the office. Before, she had hated such placement—being in the middle of so much activity, and so very many male gazes. 

And yet, now...now, the thought excited her. All those men looking at her. Wanting to take her. Wanting to pick her up over their shoulders and stuff her into a closet, tie her down and fuck her at their leisure. Wanting to breed her, fill her up with babies, make her their hot, bound pregnant cunt. 

Her cunt moistened at the thought of a man actually strong enough to keep her like that. 

With a soaking pussy, she turned to face Colette, who had called her name. “Hello dear. How are you this morning?”

“Is that...is that you?” Colette asked. 

The young copy-editor and researcher wore what she always wore to work—tight blue jeans and layers of clothes on top to hide the abject skinniness of her frame: a hoodie over a sweater over a long sleeved t-shirt. Fingerless mesh gloves wrapped around her hands.

“Of course it is, love,” Morgan smiled. Her voice was soft and low, a sultry whisper that spoke of dark candlelit nights and centuries of passionate lovemaking by the sea. “What do you mean?”

A few reporters nearby had lifted their heads up above the cubicle, man and woman. Their eyes widened as they saw Morgan’s daring outfit—the tiny skirt, the tall heels, the thick bundle of her gorgeously glossy hair as it swished gently in the A/C. She soaked up their attention and, in turn, let their attention soak her cunt. 

But, Colette had to ruin it. The willowy brunette tugged Morgan by the arm and shoved her into a nearby office, emptied due to budget cuts. 

“You know what I mean!” Colette hissed. “You know exactly what I mean! Two days ago, I tell you not to go to that crazy party. I told you it would change you. And here you are, totally changed! You look...you look like some fucking slut, Morgan! What’s the matter with you? What—what are you doing?”

As Colette spoke, Morgan had been stepping around the office, closing all the blinds very deliberately. Even though the cords were easily within arm’s reach, she bent over at he waist to grab them, showing off the long svelte lines of her legs and the incredible shape of her ass. Her hair, so thick and long, fell down to one side like a luxury blanket, the sort given out at five star hotels. 

“I’m giving us some privacy, dear. Isn’t that okay?”

“A-and there’s that! That too! Calling me ‘dear.’ ‘Love.’ You never used to talk like that. I’m like a year older than you, besides! What the fuck is—”

Morgan placed a gloved finger to Colette’s lips. “Shhh.”

Colette, confronted so immediately with such an intimate gesture, appeared to be stunned into babbling. Morgan's tits pressed confidently on Colette's. The resulting shape was enticing and inviting, and Colette moaned as she saw the sweet crushed cleavage formed on her body.

“What...what is...”

“I know the problem here, sweetness.” 

The brunette bombshell’s voice had effortlessly turned into a symphony of succubine seduction, sliding into every part of Colette’s brain and soaking it in hot intentions. 

“Y-you do?”

“Of course I do. You’re attracted to me. You’ve been attracted to me for a long, long time. Haven’t you?”

She blushed furiously, looking away. “That’s...that’s not...”

Morgan put a hand on Colette’s hip, clenching just right. “It’s all right, love. You can tell me. I want you to be attracted to me. Because I’m attracted to you. I really, really am.”

Their lips were dangerously gloss. Morgan's were wet, glossy, and pink...and looking ever so soft. 

Her attraction perhaps wasn’t as specific as Colette’s—the researcher had been building her crush for some time now ever since Morgan had arrived at the office. Morgan’s own attraction had started the second she saw Colette that day, simply because available lust in the air turned Morgan on more than anything else in the world. 

“Really?” Colette’s face softened. Yearning, open and pleading, was obvious on her face. “You’re not just saying that? Because if you aren’t, then I—”

Morgan cut her off with a long, sensuous kiss. Her jaw worked up and down, their tongues eagerly sliding together in the silence formed by their meeting.

Colette moaned into the embrace, arms flailing outward for a moment before wrapping up and around Morgan’s body. Her hands tugged at Morgan’s tightly muscled back, running through her thick hair, fingers sliding hard into her scalp and shoulders. 

“Oh fuck,” Colette breathed after a moment. “No. We really...we shouldn’t. You smell so amazing. You’re like heaven and berries, oh my god. But we...we can’t. We have to...you’re under their influence somehow. We can’t just—”

Morgan cut her off with another kiss, this time using her hands to unbuckle Colette’s pants. The skinny beauty melted before her, knowing where this was going. Her panties were ripped away, easily disposed of—Morgan was stronger than she had ever been, fueled by lust, confidence, and whatever dark power brewed inside of her.

A small trail of downy brown hair led to Colette's pussy. She kept herself trimmed there. Morgan felt drool entering her mouth, looking at the juicy cunt already so moist and hot because of Morgan's disastrously hot body. 

As Morgan’s fingers slipped up into Colette’s beautifully tight pussy, she began to whisper in Colette’s ear. “I tell you what sweetling. I have an offer for you. A proposition.”

“I...ooh, oh my god, ohfuck oh fuck you’re so good at that, you’re so good, you’re so-so-so pretty, so-so-so—”

“Pay attention, darling. I’m trying to talk to you.”

“I’m sorry.” Colette gulped, eyes wide with fervent adoration. “Tell me whatever you like. Tell me anything, j-just keep doing thaaaaaat...”

“If I make you cum,” Morgan kissed Colette’s neck, knowing perfectly well she would already do that, “then you’ll come along with me to the very next party Braddock throws. And you can see for yourself whether anything is amiss or not.”

It only made sense, in Morgan’s mind, to tell others about the party. For her, it had changed everything—made her entire life better and more satisfactory in less than a day. Why not do the same for Colette? She was such a sweet girl, crushing on Morgan like she had. Morgan wanted to do something nice for her. Morgan wanted to change her, to make her life hot and amazing like hers was. 

“Nnn—” Colette moaned. 

Morgan suspected the sweet darling was trying to resist. Her thumb pressed hard on Colette’s clit, an intense grin on Morgan’s face.

“You don’t want to cum, baby? You don’t want to cum just for me? After all this time? All that longing? All that need? All those sweet, delicious nights you spent under the sheets wishing and hoping something just like this would happen? Won’t you say yes for me, Colette? Won’t you tell me what I need to hear?”

“Y-yes!” Colette moaned, her volume out of control. Everyone in the office could hear. “Yes! Make me cum, oh my god, anything, please! Just make me cum!”

Whatever dark energy burned within Morgan also gifted her with a natural understanding of just what a girl needed to have the hardest orgasms she possibly could. She applied that knowledge know, administering her fingers and thumb to Colette’s clit and g-spot with exactly the rhythm she needed. 

Moaning wildly, thrashing against Morgan’s sure, strong body, Colette came, her cunt gushing down Morgan’s brand new leather gloves. 

The two brilliant beauties kissed as pleasure overcame all of Colette’s senses. Morgan, having pleased her target, felt warm satisfactory thrills run up and down her body—the equivalent of an orgasm for her yesterday. Today, it was merely warm-up. 

“L-love you,” Colette mumbled, staring in awe at Morgan. 

She had just been gifted with the hottest, most powerful orgasm of her life. Her entire worldview had shifted. There was nothing she wouldn't do for Morgan now, no one she wouldn't lie to or deceive, no task she wouldn't dare. Morgan was who she wanted. Morgan was everything to her. 

Nuzzling Colette close, Morgan whispered into her ear. “I’ll let you know when I get the details, dear.”

* * * * *

“Are you going to tell me what that was all about?”

Almost immediately after exiting the empty office, Morgan’s boss, Lionel Powell, had pulled her aside and shoved her into his own office. 

Colette was a hot, sweating, cunt-dripping mess, and would need an hour or two before her sanity all the way returned to her. She remained in the abandoned office, absently fingering her cunt while looking at pictures on her smartphone that Morgan had encouraged her to take. Morgan could pose like a model now with perfect ease. 

Her body was made sure showing off from top to bottom, so it was only natural that her flexibility and ease of movement could on board with the program. Her hair was so shiny, her tits so large and buoyant, her legs so perfectly long and sleek—every part of her demanded admiration at all times. Colette was practically required to worship Morgan from this point forward just by biology. 

Naturally, Morgan did not have a hair out of place, and if anything, she looked even more dynamite than she had before. The heated flush in her cheeks from the fingerfuck session with Colette only heightened the smoky gaze she put out, and the lesbian workout had built up a gentle sheen of sweat that made every part of her skin look even more delectable than before. 

“You mean between Colette and I in the office?”

Lionel took a seat at his desk. Morgan had already noted that the blinds were closed. Lionel liked his privacy when he was trying to put out the final pages of their weekly installment of The Edition. His chair was tall and leather, the desk hard oak and littered with papers. 

He was not an exceptionally clean man. Morgan had regular fantasies of dressing up in a maid’s outfit and cleaning his desk and office for him. Perhaps she would be occupied with a stain on the carpet, and he would be overcome with lust after seeing her lack of panties, his brilliant mature cock so right as it slid right into her cunt...her unprotected cunt. 

There would be nothing stopping him from getting her so very pregnant...and then she would be able to raise his babies and suck his cock all day long like a good girl...

“I mean all of it, Morgan. You come in six hours late for work. You don't even show up yesterday. You’re dressed like...well, there’s not a lot of appropriate words for it that aren’t insulting, so let’s just say it’s completely inappropriate. You’re—”

She slid up on Lionel’s desk, crossing her long legs. She allowed herself several seconds for the motion, at least five to stretch one leg all the way out, and then another ten to let it gently and effortlessly cross high up on the thigh of the other. Her expensive new heels, strapped tight to her ankles, dangled precariously close to his crotch. 

“What are you doing?” he asked, sliding back in his chair. 

“You don’t seem to like my outfit,” said Morgan. She began to pout. “I have to admit, Lionel, I’m a little hurt. You’re the reason I’m wearing this, actually.”

His argument seemed absolutely forgotten from the onslaught of sensory information being delivered to him by Morgan's body. 

“I am?”

“You are. I wore it especially for you. I wanted you to see how I look in red. I think I look dynamite. But I suppose you don’t agree.”

“I...I...of course you...” he shook his head. “No. Look.” He rapped his knuckles on the arms of his chair. “How attractive you are isn’t really the question. Do I smell booze on you? Because that’s not—”

“So you do think I’m attractive?” 

She turned bent forward, letting him look down the heavy expanse of her cleavage. His eyes locked on immediately to the smooth, young, healthy, full tits she possessed. Tits that were, as she had just said, decorated solely for his attention. 

As he was transfixed, she noticed the picture of his ex-wife still on his desk. What a piece of trash, leaving this beautifully masculine man. Morgan flicked it carelessly off the desk—and the photo landed, appropriately, in the bin waiting below. An indulgent smile cross her lips. Lionel didn’t seem to notice. 

“I mean, Morgan...of course you’re attractive. That’s not really...wait.” He put a hand to his face. “Do you smell that? It’s so...it’s really hot in here.” He tugged at his tie. He had begun to sweat. “It smells like...berries. And clouds, somehow. You don’t—what are you doing?”

Her heel had landed on his knee. The long tip dug into his flesh, though not enough to hurt him. Just enough to get his attention. 

“Something you like. Don’t you?”

He gulped. 

“Morgan...you’re...clearly not in your right mind. Did you go to that party? Is that what’s causing this? Because I did some digging on my own, and I found these reports, and—”

Her heel slid up higher on his thigh, heading quickly toward the rapidly forming bulge in his crotch. “I don’t want to talk about all that boring stuff, Lionel. Baby. I want to talk about the best way to shove your cock into this fertile young body. Isn’t that more exciting?”

“F-fertile?” he gulped again. “Young? Morgan, you’re—oh fuck.”

Her heel landed on his cock. She began rubbing the toes up and down his thick, heavy rod, licking her lips as she delivered the pleasure she knew that he wanted. Calling herself “fertile” had been a bit of an ad-lib. 

But then, she was fertile, wasn’t she? She could have as many babies as Lionel could pump into her. God, that would really seal the deal, wouldn’t it? If he made her pregnant. Then he would have to fuck her all the time, just to keep her in line. 

Maybe he could convince her to fuck Colette too. Get her pregnant. The two of them waiting on him and his huge cock hand and foot, all day long, each girl trying to have a more pregnant belly than the other...

“You work so, so hard all day long, Lionel. Mister Powell. Won’t you let me your day a little easier?”

“If you want...shit.” He was huffing now. “If you think, I mean...if you want to go out, Morgan, I mean...I’m your boss. But even then, we can’t just do it something here. We have to—”

Her heel had relinquished its soft pressure on his cock, but only because she had dropped to her knees. “Do something here,” she said, smiling and licking her lips. “What a lovely idea, Mister Powell. I just finger-fucked Colette in the other room. I know you overheard us. I know you wanted to watch. I can make sure you watch later on. Would you like that?”

Whatever answer he had was cut short when he realized she was sliding down to her knees between his legs. 

In short order, she had her hands unzipping and freeing his cock from the confines of his slacks. His hands came up to stop her, but she merely placed them on the side of her head, where the silken soft locks of her hair felt too good to massage to actually bother trying to stop her from giving this perfect man a beautiful blowjob that he so clearly deserved. 

His cock was large and mostly hard, a fierce red pole of masculine power. It was everything she had ever hoped for in all her fantasies at home.

“I’ve wanted this,” she moaned, “for a long, long time.”

And then she slid her mouth over the turgid head of his member, suckling gently as he slid all the way down her throat with ease. There was no gag reflex, no hesitation. She knew exactly how to beautifully suck a man’s cock in the same way that she knew how to amazingly finger a woman like Colette. 

As she slurped up and down his dense meat, Morgan’s perfect countenance remained intact, as if her beauty had a power unto itself. Her hair did not fall out of place no matter how much Lionel massaged her scalp or pulled at her shimmering locks. Her face remained angelic and needy, not a smudge of make-up anywhere. 

Her lips, pink and glossy, remained moist and warm, creating a happy suckling home for her boss’s beautiful cock. And her clothes remained easily in place, though she would have been perfectly happy if they did not. 

If Lionel wanted to, in fact, he could have ripped every piece of clothing from her back and fucked her wild. Fucked her into the corner, maybe, trapping her with his cock and making sure she had no choice but to take his babymaking sperm and get her as pregnant as possible. 

But, he didn’t. Instead he threw his head back, groaning and grunting, encouraging Morgan to suck ever more of his big cock with helpful thrusts and gyrations of his hips. 

“Take it, baby, yeah.” His voice was breathy and heavy. “Take all of it. Oh shit, holy shit, you’re so good. You’re so good, Morgan. I had no idea. No idea...no idea you wanted this. I would have...fuck, ages ago, before Lynn left me even...goddamn...Oh fuck...oh fuck...”

He was going to cum soon. Morgan was delighted to feel his balls tighten, his shaft begin to vibrate just so. There was no mistaking when a man’s orgasm was arriving. She sucked with ever more gusto, eager to swallow him down, aching to feel his white load flush down into her system. 

She moaned loudly, knowing her sounds on his cock were only increasing the pleasure he felt from her sex-bomb body. Louder and louder her moans grew, filling the office, filling—she hoped—the ears of everyone listening outside. With some sort of lusty telepathy, she knew they were there, and she knew the staff were all touching themselves in tandem, aching, wishing they were as lucky as Colette or Lionel.

“”F-fuck...fuck, Morgan, I'm gonna...you're gonna make me...I have to, you might want...”

She stayed latched on, desperate for his cum. Her boss emptied himself into her mouth and throat, spraying hard. Gushing streams of heavy cum landed inside her and she swallowed each of them down with glee, eagerly awaiting more and more as he emptied himself into her body. 

Once he finally sputtered out, the spasms of his cock leveling down to gentle trembles, Morgan slipped her mouth off his rod and began to gently lick and clean him up.

“Fuck,” he said, face in his hands. “Oh, fuck. Fuck me.”
“Whenever you’re ready,” she purred, sliding a hand up his abdomen. 
“What?” He shook his head, and pushed his chair back from her. He furiously buttoned up his pants, shaking his head. “This was a mistake. All of this. You have to...you’re on suspension.”

“Suspension?” She raised an eyebrow, not quite believing him. 

“With pay,” he said. “Because of how...because of your work before this. But you have to clean yourself up. You can’t just come in here to work and...fucking christ, you fucked me and Colette in the matter of half-an-hour, didn’t you?”

She shrugged. “I’m efficient, Lionel.” She was still on her knees, and crooked a finger at him. “Why don’t you come over here and I can show you how suspended I should be?”

He took a few steps forward, and then shook his head. Turning to the window, he opened it and stuck his head outside, taking several deep breaths. When he returned, his face was clear. 

“You’re suspended, with pay. And that’s final. Call me in a week and we’ll talk about...” he waved his hands. “Whatever just happened. If you’re...serious. About something you feel for me, then you’ll wait.”

Morgan stood finally and left the office without saying anything else. A normal woman might have been hurt, insulted, or even outraged. She was merely curious at his resistance. She supposed she should have let him fuck her tits? 

Deep in thought, considering how she might have pleased him better, she did not notice the heavy looks of arousal that nearly everyone in the office was giving her. Apparently it had become common knowledge, quite quickly, that if someone simply dragged Morgan into an office then they were asking for a romp with the sexiest woman they had ever seen in person. 

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out and her eyes grew wide with pleasure. 

It was Braddock. He had texted her:

New party tonight. Special event. Bring whoever you like. Starts at 7 PM. 

Morgan's smile was alive with delight.

* * * * *

Eight hours later, Morgan and Colette drunkenly stumbled into the Braddock house with their arms intertwined tight. Colette’s resistance to coming to the party—as, looking at Morgan, there was no doubt what it would mean for herself—had been worn down after Morgan extracted her from the office and had her down several bottles of wine while licking the sweet young brunette’s pussy. 

Morgan herself had her own turn having her pussy licked and drinking plenty of wine last, a heated pleasant warmth spreading through her body to match the heated pleasant warmth of the near-constant orgasms that Colette’s tongue delivered to her over-sensitive clit. 

But despite all of this, Morgan's thought processes remained clear and her goals were adamant—she had to go to the Lust Party, and she had to bring Colette with her. 

And so, when they arrived, they were both positively smashed and feeling rather in love with each other. Colette, for her part, was already hearing wedding bells and had heavily considered breaking it off permanently with the three on-again, off-again girlfriends she had. Living in the lesbian world meant that her circle of friends had quite a few people who simply slept with everyone, Colette included. Morgan made a mental note to introduce herself—and some of Braddock's elixir—to all of them. 

But Colette had no second-thoughts about breaking it off with these girls, even though she had known them since she had entered college more than a decade before. Even being Morgan’s permanent footstool and pussy-licking servant was an upgrade in Colette's mind. Any way to be close to the brilliant, sun-like scorching hotness of Morgan was an immediate win for the nerdy babe. 

Morgan, while rather enamored with Colette, was mostly wrapping the researcher around her leather-gloved finger simply to add more fuel to the lust fire when she inevitably tried to seduce Lionel once again. Certainly he felt compelled to turn Morgan down after a blowjob at work, but how would he feel about turning down the two of them, dressed in nothing but lingerie, heels, and overcoats, showing up at his house and begging for his cock?

Begging for his cock, and begging to be bred. Begging to be his pregnant little hand servants, to be ordered around at his leisure and taught how best to suck and serve to please him the best...Morgan's mind was on fire with this fantasy. She needed to make it come true. 

And so she simply had to go to the Lust Party to make sure that Colette was on board with the idea as well. 

Colette might have been a lesbian now, but Morgan was certain she could turn her around. If the Lust Party didn’t do it, then Morgan would simply tie the silly girl up and lick her pussy while flashing a thousand gigabytes of cock pictures at her in a dark room for...oh, maybe just a few days. That would turn anyone around. 

The only morality Morgan had anymore was her own pleasure. Every code of ethics and line of right and wrong that she had ever been taught took a firm and steady backseat to doing whatever she could to make sure that the only sensation she felt was endless bliss. There was no competition.

Morgan was still dressed in her stellar red suit, looking stunning still even after hours of fervent lovemaking. Colette looked dazed, dressed in a tight black cocktail dress that Morgan made her wear (one that she had bought earlier that afternoon, quickly modified so it fit the brunette's frame), but still was attractive with her natural lithe, skinny frame fitting inside of the tight confines of the dress so well. 

The first thing Morgan noticed upon entering was how subdued everything seemed to be. There was only one bowl of punch located in the dining room—a stark difference between the several of the other night—and it was almost all gone. There were no bowls anywhere else. There were no party-goers madly fucking in the corners, no newly-fashioned paramours going down on each other in every study and library in the expansive mansion. 

She dragged Colette over to the bowl and gave her a long drought of the stuff. Filling the cup meant that all that was left were mere droplets in the ornate bowl. 

“Drink,” she said, holding the cup up to her lover’s face.

Colette’s time for refusals was long, long past. Grinning and giggling, she tipped the glass back and took it all down in one go. 

“Was that good, Morgan?”

She could have easily replaced “Morgan” with “Mistress” and kept the same worshipful, obedient tone. Anyone who gave a woman more than a dozen orgasms in the space of eight hours would earn the same kind of loving adoration as Morgan had earned from Colette. 

“Good girl,” said Morgan, petting her head and kissing her on the neck. “That’s my good little pretty. You’re such a good babydoll.”

The other woman giggled with clear pleasure at following commands. She was naturally a submissive, and Morgan had to work only a little to find all the right words to make that submissiveness come right to the surface. 

Then, Morgan noticed the little vial—the one that Braddock must have dumped into the punch. One little vial of that had been enough to affect an entire bowl of punch all by itself. Its potency, its power, attracted her greatly. 

She shook the vial in her hands, examining closely. There was not much of the substance left, whatever it was. But there was a short little swig there. 

No doubt that small amount, in its concentrated form, that would have been enough to fill several, several drinks. Morgan licked her lips. Next to her was Colette, giggling and cooing, pressing against her shoulder. Morgan could feel the soft, melting heat of Colette’s cunt as it pressed against Morgan’s thighs.

Whatever had happened to Morgan—all this beauty, all this confidence—it was a result of this substance. The thought of making two of herself was inescapably hot. There was no way, no way, that Lionel would be able to resist that. 

And then finally...finally she could get to wrap her legs around his waist. Finally she would be able to feel him thrust inside of her, emptying himself, filling her with his fucking children and getting her so fucking pregnant...

Morgan took Colette’s cheeks and popped her mouth open, emptying the vial into the other girl’s throat. Colette giggled, simply going along with whatever Morgan said at this point, and downed the dark substance in one go. 

“Fruity,” Colette breathed after swallowing. She burped slightly, and then giggled at the decisively unladylike gesture.

And then, abruptly, she passed out. Morgan managed to catch her before she fell all the way to the ground. A contented smile was on Colette’s face. Morgan shook her, trying to wake her. Oh god—had she just killed her new lover?

“Yes,” said a deep voice. “I did my own experiments with testing out the substance by itself without adulterating it with the punch. The effects are more potent, as you’ll notice, but they do create an intermediate period of stasis for a while. Not much good for parties. I can’t very well be giving out drinks that make everyone pass out on the first sip, can I?”

Morgan turned to see, of course, Braddock. He was just as handsome and mature as he was the day before, a true silver fox. Heated desire, real and potent, overwhelmed her. She let Colette drop roughly into a nearby leather chair and focused all of her considerable charm on the new man. 

He had a cock, and there was no doubt he knew how to use it—and she wanted to serve and pleasure him without any reservation. 

“You’re so smart and strong, Sir,” she cooed, mincing her knees together, bringing her hands up under her considerable tits to push them out even more. “So wonderful and good. I’m so lucky to be in your presence.”

He wore a deep black robe, barely tied shut. She could see his considerable musculature thriving beneath, and edging around the opening in the middle was the thick head of his cock. Morgan began to drool. She hadn’t considered herself as having any feelings for this man before ten seconds ago, but now that she saw him, those feelings of love and adoration were all that she felt. 

Dimly, she began to notice that his wife and concubine, Eleanor and Yolena, were behind him on the floor. They were kissing his robe. 

Yolena looked heavily pregnant—six months or more. Morgan's eyes grew in surprise. She had seen the woman just two nights ago and her stomach was flat as a board. 

The dark beauty must have been incredibly fertile...and Braddock incredibly virile. Morgan felt her cunt's juices getting thick, aching to take him in and keep him there for the rest of her life. 

He took a hand and caressed Morgan's face, taking a few moments to guide his fingers through the thick locks of her stunningly smooth hair. 

“My elixir did quite a good job on you, I must say. I haven’t had many opportunities to test it out on women who were already young and beautiful, outside of Yolena here. But those were...special circumstances, shall we say? With a bit more visitation from the arcane.”

Morgan just giggled. He was talking about so many ideas. She could hardly keep up when all she wanted to do was suck his massive babymaking cock.

“Mostly, it’s women who are, you know...high-society,” he explained. “The long-term wives of men with ambition, or, occasionally, women with ambition. Not enough of that latter category, really.”

Morgan tried desperately to keep up with what he was saying. He had done this to her, all of it. All these feelings. All this beauty she had now. She was so grateful for it. She loved him for it. She should tell him. 

“I’m in love with you,” she said, realizing it as soon as she said it. “I just...I totally am. And I want...I don’t know what I want. I want your cock. I want to be yours. Forever. Please?”

This buxom bombshell, who had spent all day manipulating others due to the sheer force of her overwhelming lust and beauty, was trembling with heady need after barely a minute in the presence of her creator. She loved being this sexy, this confident, this beautiful. She loved everything that had happened to her. There wasn't a single aspect of her being that she was dissatisfied with, and it was all due to him. More than that, it made her cunt ache with need that despite all her hotness, despite all the stares and lust that had been thrown her way all day long, she still ached with desperate, schoolgirl-ish need from just one man. 

Morgan, illogically, hoped she was pretty enough for him. She could have graced the cover of any fashion magazine in the world, could have seduced any billionaire she set her eyes on, and even so, she wasn't sure of herself in the face of Braddock's overwhelming masculinity. That was his effect. 

She leaned forward to kiss him, fully expecting to soon have her lips ride over his, their tongues meeting and aching together, her tits on his hard chest. 

But instead he put a finger on her lips, smiling gently. 

“Not yet,” he said. “I have many lovers. Many concubines.” He gestured down to Eleanor and Yolena. “And as I said, you may yet outdo them. But the effects you are under are currently...temporary. You’ll be feeling more of yourself tomorrow. Your body will change back the day after that. If you still mean what you say—if you want to be mine, then you can return at any time and then we can make the effects permanent. I've perfected the process only just recently. But for now, I must work.”

“Work?” Morgan scrambled, trying to make him stay. “But there’s...the party...”

“Party?” A blare of music sounded through the house as a door upstairs opened. “Oh yes. Up there. Feel free to join them. Basketball players and a bevy of cheerleaders. More young subjects. I’m rather excited to find out what happens.”

He began to walk away, and Morgan trailed after him, eager to suck his cock, to kneel at his feet all day long and just be his gentle high-heeled cockwarming mouth rug. But he noticed, and held up a hand, and pointed again to the upstairs. Eleanor and Yolena did follow after him, crawling like good girls after their Master. Both of them shot haughty, knowing smiles to Morgan, indulgent in the fact that they were better than her—that they got Master's cock while she didn't. 

It should have insulted Morgan, but instead she was just turned on by it. 

If she had to prove herself to him by taking the cocks of all those basketball players, then take those cocks she would. 

* * * * *

Morgan’s new body gave her a considerable strength she had not had before. Her muscles, tightly toned and adapted for hours of endless fucking, were strong and had high endurance. So it was not too much trouble to take Colette’s rapidly changing form and to bring her up the stairs with her. 

The beautiful brunette was rapidly becoming blond. Or, perhaps she been dyeing her hair this whole time? Who could say. 

The brown locks slowly streamed outward, the coloration becoming closer and closer to platinum at the roots and then spreading down to the tips. Colette did seem sort of like the kind of girl who would dye her hair one color to appear more serious and straightforward, and maybe just to stop getting hit on by men. 

Outside the door to the party, Morgan held Colette up against the wall. She watched as Colette's breasts rapidly ballooned outward, flesh creating more of itself seemingly from nowhere. Her platinum locks continued to grow and thicken, falling over the newly-enlarged breasts in an inviting manner. Her skin became youthful and shiny, her face clear of all marks or moles, dissolving like they had been specks of dirt or food. 

Within a matter of minutes, she had transformed entirely from a bookish nerd into a porn-worthy teenage beauty. Her face, fresh and innocent, was also full of a seductive vigor that Morgan herself found it hard to match. 

Slowly, Colette’s eyes fluttered open. She saw Morgan there and licked her lips. 

“Fuck,” she said, groaning happily and stretching her arms up. “I feel great. I feel...” She held her nose to the air, turning quizzically. “I smell cock.”

The young lesbian, transformed and sexualized, every facet of her lovely face designed to elicit arousal, turned away from the brunette beauty and opened the door to the party with one singular goal in mind—stuffing her body with as many cocks as possible.

The party was being held in a large dining hall decorated with glass cases containing strange artifacts that Morgan had never seen before. Mystic symbols decorated ancient ankhs and poles and plates, floating feathers flew high on long handcrafted weapons, and terrible masks loomed over them from high overhead. 

Inside the party was, as Braddock said, an entire team of college basketball players with a full squad of their cheerleaders. These were the young athletes and beauties who had so quickly burned through Braddock's punch. There was no telling how he had gotten them here—but it wasn't as if college kids needed much of an excuse to find a place to drink and party and fuck. 

Morgan saw that many of them still had their jerseys and outfits on, either not bothering to or not remembering to change after hearing the promise of participating in a wild orgy with the apexes of masculinity and femininity in their society. 

They were already naked and rutting. Those that weren't had merely recently finished, or were about to begin again. Huge cocks of every color were wet with precum and pussy juices. Cheerleaders, tight-bodied and gorgeous with huge tits and wide fertile hips and teensy tiny waists were covered from every end in heavy, dense loads of cum. 

Immediately, Colette fell on the cock nearest to her. It had just popped out of a cheerleader’s cunt, still spurting wildly impregnating seed, and Colette sucked it down like it was the sweetest bottle of nectar in the world. The black player suddenly finding himself sucked off by this incomparably hot platinum blonde high-fived a nearby teammate drilling a cheerleader’s ass from behind. 

This was the first cock Colette had ever had in her body. The first cock that had ever shoved inside of her mouth, and she took it with as much skill as a fish to water, sucking expertly and driving the basketball player to distraction. Within moments of beginning, the drop-dead-gorgeous platinum blonde made the prospect of high-fiving or bragging anymore completely impossible because his body was overloaded with pleasure from her plump vibrating lips. 

Morgan, at the sight of so much cock, tits, and ass, needed a taste for herself.

She put herself down on all fours in the middle of the room, sliding her skirt up at her waist and pushing down beneath her tits. Her heavy breasts dangled in the air, her tight, shiny ass exposed to every player in the room. 

“Come and get it boys,” she said, smiling sultrily. “The water is fine.”

Immediately, every man not currently fucking a cheerleader—and several who were—lunged forward to stuff Morgan’s body. 

Two men stood out immediately, pushing aside the others and quickly dominating their way to Morgan's cunt. One was tall and black, heavy muscles dripping with sweat. The other, Hispanic and lanky, but with an amazingly huge cock, grinned down at Morgan with lust. 

“You ready for this, Greg?” asked the Hispanic. 

“Shit yeah, Tomas” said Greg. “I want this ass more than any other here.”

She slipped over onto her back and pulled Tomas on top of her thick, buoyant tits. With ease, he ripped apart her blouse and the two of them quickly discovered that the gobs of precum he produced were perfect lubricant for fucking her tits. 

His cock was so huge, in fact, that he could fuck the massive pair she boasted and still land more than four inches of cock into her needy mouth. Her lips sucked down on his hard rod, suckling and pleading for his cum.

At the same time, Greg wrapped her legs up around his neck and started driving into Morgan's tight pussy. Even though she had been fucked by several men just a few nights before, her cunt was tighter than ever and more needy of cock than she had felt in her life. Greg's entrance into her body was welcome, filling her completely with his huge black cock in a way that she had never felt before. The thick shaft powered against her g-spot and filled her cunt all the way to the edge of her available space, almost perfectly designed for her cunt. 

She moaned in bliss as orgasm after orgasm shook through her tight, tiny frame. There was only pleasure with cock inside of her. Their precum spilled into her, more than the loads of cum of normal men—but these athletes, so perfectly chiseled, were no longer normal men. They had been gifted with Braddock's elixir, and so even their precum was thick and syrupy...and delicious.

Tomas gripped her tits tight, holding the throttle on her with ease, and just from feeling his manly grip on her huge nipples alone, Morgan would have cum. That, in combination with the cock in her mouth and her cunt, made her every nerve alight with a symphony of excess. 

Next to her, she could see Colette being fucked much the same way. She was on her hands and knees, being fucked in the ass by some massive white athlete while she blew another. The one behind her was fucking her so hard that she was sucking even harder on the cock in her mouth, being pushed up and down it by the piston-like thrusts into her behind. 

The men knew that these women were cumming for them—cumming because of their cocks. There was no need to prolong the experience. It was entirely about their pleasure, entirely about getting off as soon as possible so that another could take their place. They held back nothing and emptied all their aggression and passion into these gorgeous women. All the other cheerleaders had suddenly become unfucked because of the gorgeous two invaders—the athletes only had eyes for Colette and Morgan now, and the cheerleaders were lucky if allowed even to stroke the cocks of the players to keep them hard. 

When they emptied, in a perfect groupthink, they all emptied at once. Colette was showered with cum—and filled with it. The first cum to ever touch her body was at that very moment, spraying over her backside and filling her ass while another man filled her throat and tummy.

And for Morgan, Tomas jizzed all over her tits and mouth and face while Greg unloaded inside of her incredibly fertile womb with his precious white hot goo. 

They all took a moment, breathing hard. There was a space of silence after the climax. Everything made sense. Everything was perfect. Every movement Morgan made, she felt more cum inside of her, and so she felt another orgasm frolic happily through her system. 

She rolled over, covered in cum. Another man was approaching, tall and muscular and naked, and clearly ready to fuck. She saw Colette do the same.

“I need some cum in my cunt,” Colette moaned. “Nobody’s even tried to get me pregnant yet tonight.”

The men surrounding the two girls gave it their best shot. 

* * * * * 

Morgan woke the next morning on the lawn of the Braddock estate. She was by herself. The party was long over. There was no one around. Cool air ran over her mostly naked body and she tried to cover herself, much to no avail. 

Her breasts, heavy and danging, felt foreign on her body. The long sheets of hair she possessed tangled in her limbs and her long legs felt stilt-like and strange. It took her several attempts to balance herself and stand, muddying herself more each time. She turned from one end of the yard to the other, searching for something, anything to cover herself with. Eventually she came across a blue plastic tarp set over some lawn equipment near a shed. It did nothing to block the cold, but at least it allowed her some dignity. 

The day before she would have walked proudly with her naked body exposed. 

Today, she knew that something was terribly wrong. She knew that all of this—all the sex, all the cock, all the pussy—was not what she truly wanted. She was a reporter, for god’s sake, and she had to get to the bottom of this. 

A great pink fog had been lifted from her brain, receded back into the ether of primal nature from whence it came.

Braddock had changed her somehow, him and his elixir. It was unnatural. It was dangerous. Who knew what might have happened, thin busty girls like her and Colette and all those cheerleaders among so many manly, masculine basketball players and...and...

Why the fuck was she getting wet at the thought of all of that? 

After much searching, she found her phone at the front door, pinning down a handwritten note.

Remember my offer. The body is gone after tomorrow. A normal life awaits you. Or, one of luxury, lust, and uninhibited desires for all of time, if you like. All it will take is one more dose.

- Braddock

Morgan set her jaw. This maniac had drugged her. He had...he had given her the time of her life, that was true, but he had drugged her. 

She would get to the bottom of this, somehow. She would make it through the next few days, turn back to normal, and totally fuck up his plans. 

How hard could it be?

She wrapped the tarp close around around her, dialing the number for a taxi. As she did, jolts of pleasure shot through her body—her supercharged lust-happy erogenous zones still existed, even if her mind wasn’t as completely obsessed with dick. She caught her gorgeous reflection in the window of Braddock’s house, and felt her fingers drifting toward her over-sized nipple, aching to touch herself just as the very sight of her new body. 

Oh, she thought suddenly. This was going to be very hard. 

# # #

Lust Party 3

––––––––

In her dreams, she was gorgeous and admired. She walked down streets and made men cum with just a wink. Women stopped her and begged her to lick their pussies. The strongest men held her down in alleys and stuffed her full of their potent, alpha cum, probably getting her pregnant.

This was what she truly wanted.

This was what she deserved.

All thoughts of propriety, decency, went out the window. Any thought that she might have some normal, boring life was obliterated. 

The closest to normalcy she would have would be to become the adoring, obedient housewife of some alpha stud. She would clean for him all day long in lingerie and cook his meals in high heels and stockings. 

When he came home, she would be on her knees, mouth open and eyes closed, waiting for his cock to pound into her mouth. If she dressed hot enough, he would reward her with a throatfuck in the corner. And if she dressed truly hot enough, then he would reward her by throwing her to the bed and filling her cunt with another baby. 

These were her dreams...the dreams brought on by the Lust Party, where dreams became reality.

* * * * * 

Morgan woke, groggy and angry, in the cold of her apartment. She had taken to leaving the temperature low to save money. There was no guarantee, after all, that she would get her job back after her misfired attempt to seduce her boss. 

Her phone buzzed—Colette again. No doubt desperate for sex, or for seduction, or for another Lust Party. But Morgan was done with all of that. She had quarantined herself successfully and she did not want to have to start from day zero. 

The troubled beauty had gone three days. Three days without an orgasm. Three days without running off to the nearest Lust Party and giving herself up to it like she wanted to—needed to so badly.

Her body felt different, like she was going through withdrawal. Life felt...boring. Plain. Muted. Like someone had suddenly turned off all the color. Several days before, when she had been in the thick of the transformation, every last sensation was incredible because it was just another brick in the house of another orgasm. 

There was no need to have an excuse for cumming—cumming was its own excuse. 

She had watched over the last few days as her body slowly regressed to normal. And what a disappointing normal it was.

Her bountiful curves became ever-less-bountiful. Her long, thick shiny mess of perfect hair fell out in waves, dissolving on the floor like sugar in water, and became her old, normal drab cut. Her face became slowly less sexualized, her eyes less bright and her lips losing their natural come-fuck-me gloss. The five inches in height she had gained slid away, vanished like leaves in the wind, and that hard-to-burn tummy fat that had vanished so effortlessly with Braddock’s elixir made its return with a stubborn resolve to never leave again. 

In all, she was still an absolutely lovely—if particularly worn out, on this day—young woman. Just not the mouthwatering, jaw-dropping bombshell that she had been under the influence of the elixir. She took a turn in front of the mirror, trying to feel any glimmer of gratitude for having her old self back. 

It was difficult. Elixir-Morgan, Bombshell-Morgan, had been a force of nature. She had been something...someone incredible. 

And how many times in a person’s life could they say that they had been someone incredible? 

Someone who could sprout boners with a mere wink, who could seduce all comers, who could wear any outfit and become a walking wet dream? 

She took a breath, turning away from her reflection. If she looked at herself too long, she started having weird, half-hallucinatory visions of her “old” self, her former flawlessness mocking her, that soft, exotic breathy voice cooing how easy it would be to return to the way things were.

You'll love it, the voice would say. It will be so easy...so very easy. Just a little drinky, and poof! You're exactly what you should be again.

But Morgan wouldn’t allow it. She had been good for three days. If she could do it for that long, then she could do it for three weeks, and three months, and so on. She was normal again, and that was fine. 

Yes, everything had returned to normal...except for her need to orgasm. 

It wasn’t everything, this need. Not like it had been when she was fully under the effects of the elixir. But it was more present, always in her mind, always beckoning, calling, needing. 

And Morgan knew that she would only need to give in one time for the whole mess to come tumbling down around her. 

With nowhere to go—being suspended from her job at The Edition—Morgan took it upon herself to still establish some sort of routine. The first part of that, every day, was to take a long cold shower. Usually that brought her need to cum down to a low boil. Not entirely possible to ignore, but enough to let her know she could control it somewhat. 

Her phone buzzed wildly as she dried herself off. When she took a look, she quickly wished she hadn’t.

It was a series of pictures, taken again and again, of Colette. 

The first few were of her face, beautified and enhanced in every erotic way, just as Morgan’s had been. These were enough to show the tops of the slippery hot lace on Colette’s sexy, sweaty body. 

That Colette was this sexy was Morgan's fault, sort of. It was the elixir and Braddock's influence that had made Morgan give Colette the dosage to change her body and mind. But still...that didn't stop Morgan's dreams of being full of Colette's sexy body. It didn't stop her memories from being ripe with thoughts of Colette's tongue on Morgan's tits, on her abs, on her cunt...

The pictures only got more erotic from there. The photos slipped downward, sliding to the tops of Colette’s suddenly very full, very large breasts. She had been close to flat-chested before, and now her tits were properly tits, easily 36E though her frame had stayed just as skinny and trim as before, if not more so. In fact, the supple, tanned, toned nature of her skin was doing as much to turn Morgan on as every other part of her friend’s body. 

Long blond hair was in every shot as the breasts were revealed in their tiny lace lingerie and beyond, down to the tight abdomen with its perfectly formed fuck-me muscles. The hair would never need a comb, never need any sort of solution in it. Morgan remembered. The hair simply did as told, arranging itself in whatever sexy way she wanted without the need for any sprays or gels.

And then the images stopped. Morgan was soaking. Her every atom pulsed with the need to see more. 

The text came in: Want it?

Colette was toying with her. 

And then another image—below the magic area between the upper thighs and the lower abdomen, below the crotch where no doubt Colette’s brilliantly naked, perfectly trimmed pussy waited for hard fucking and long nights of licking. Instead, she showed the tops of her tight blue fishnet stockings wrapping around her thighs, and another at her knees, and another still at her calves, finally ending in the long red platform heels of the young beauty decorating her body. 

Another text: I know you want it. You can’t help yourself.

Morgan really couldn’t. Her cunt was dripping down her naked thighs. The towel she had brought with her out from the shower was long forgotten and discarded on the floor. Hands, soft and insistent, spread across her body. Squeezing her tits, sliding down to her eager, sopping pussy. 

It took her several moments to realize these were her own hands, and several more to realize that perhaps she ought to stop. 

But as soon as the thought occurred to her, a final photo came in—Colette’s pussy at last. Gleaming and wet, spread open by gentle fingers, eager to be filled and fucked and licked and owned just like Morgan’s and oh-oh-ohfuck—fuck!

Her fingers pushed up hard into her pussy and she was off to the races. There was nothing that could slow her down, no way to stop the flood of sensations that she had destroying all sense, all reason, all logic with a steady artillery barrage of endless lust and a need to cum. 

Morgan didn’t care about her quarantine, didn’t care about her three days clean from orgasms; all she cared about was indulging herself just like she knew she deserved. 

She dropped to her knees, thrusting her hips down and forward into her fingers, knowing exactly where to hit her g-spot to bring on a cum before she could second-guess herself. And the entire time, she was looking down at her phone at that sweet, hot young pussy. 

When her orgasm finally arrived, she was entirely on the floor. Her legs had scaled up the bed, pulling down the sheets over her body. A pillow fell on her face and she bit it hard, screaming in pleasure as shock waves of bliss powered through her body. 

That was a good cum, she thought. A very good cum.

But she still...she felt like herself. 

Hope sprang in her body, filling her with an urgent desire to dance, to cry out. She had cum and she was herself. She had orgasmed—held out for as long as she could!—and she was still herself. She could do it whenever she wanted now.

And she knew she would want to do it a lot because cumming was terrific and even that one, after days of build-up, wasn’t nearly as hot or good as even the lightest orgasm she’d had when she was...

When she was under the influence of the elixir. 

Her elation left her. She truly was back to normal. Normal body. Normal thoughts. Normal orgasms. Was all of that truly what she wanted? Yes, she was in control, but god, when she had been manipulating men and women left and right, she’d felt very in control then. 

There was a knock at the door. Morgan approached rapidly, half-expecting and half-hoping that it was Colette, wearing nothing but a trench coat and that scandalously hot lingerie. But instead it was a package. Though she had answered as quick as she could, there was no sign of the deliverer. 

Inside her kitchen, sitting down at her table, she opened the package. 

Beyond a mess of packing peanuts and newspaper wrapping was a small vial and a tight, sexy red outfit. The one she had left behind—the one that all those basketball players had fucked her in. It had been cleaned, but when she held her nose to it, she could still smell the cum. 

The memory rushed through her senses quickly, making a soft moan escape her lips. 

There was no question about what the vial was, naturally. It was the elixir, contained behind that small glass vial with all of its occult symbols scribbled up and down its surface Braddock was clearly having fun with her. 

Attached with the vial and outfit was a note. It read:

You are missed. We could use your mind for our cause.

Their cause. The cause of unmitigated lust, adultery, cumming, fucks, and every kind of depravity. 

Morgan stared down at the vial, her fingers hovering over the stopper. 

And she knew what she would do.

* * * * *

Some hours later, she had cleaned herself up and dressed and, with nothing on her schedule for the day, easily made the time to go to Braddock’s house once more.

She dressed conservatively. Her hope was that it would heighten the effect, to present herself as a composed, self-contained woman who knew exactly what her business was. Her drab brown sweater was contained under a bulky dark jacket, baggy jeans hiding her form. She didn’t want to be sexualized or presented in any way. 

She made her way inside, expecting to knock down every door in order to find Braddock. Morgan was surprised, then, when the lovely dark-skinned Yolena in the entryway, apparently waiting for her. She wore a tight maid's outfit, her tits practically spilling out from it. 

“Welcome back, my dear,” she said, that exotic accent ringing her words. “You want to speak with the Master of the House?”

“...yes,” said Morgan, after a moment. 

At every turn, all her energy with this case was subverted. Just a few days before she had worked herself up into a frenzy to crash the first Lust Party she went to, only to find out that all were welcome. Now, she was ready to tear down this house to confront Braddock, only to find him perfectly willing to speak with her. It was as if he could read her mind, almost, and knew how to make all her energies and desires seem useless. 

Useless...or girlish. Like she was a little girl throwing a tantrum. 

That was how his attitude, his methods made her feel. 

It was too bad that it sort of turned her on, being second-guessed and controlled like that. 

Yolena led her to a large waiting room toward the back of the house. After finding a seat, Morgan watched with some amazement as the wall opened up. Very briefly, she saw an intricate and expensive laboratory through the opening. White tables, clean walls and floors, all manner of lab equipment sitting in rows. The instant Braddock stepped through, however, it all disappeared behind the wall again. 

“That’s a neat trick,” said Morgan.

Right away, she tried to hide the instant and total heat her body felt for Braddock. Whatever was happening to her, whatever he was responsible for, perhaps that’s what she hated the most. She couldn’t stop feeling turned on by the whole affair...or by him. 

He was masculinity incarnate. She couldn't be around him without thinking of him being fucked and served by a multitude of fertile women, each more willing and desperate than the last. 

“Oh, that?” He shrugged. “With as many amorous party guests as I have looking for private rooms, it only makes sense not to have the lab in an area where they can easily access it. Thus, secret entrance. Though not really a secret. I don’t mind people knowing about it. I just don’t want anyone to start rutting so hard they ruin all my work.”

The words carried Morgan’s thoughts away for a moment. She thought of Braddock lifting her up on the table, her legs wrapped around his hips, thick cock planted hard inside her and driving her closer and closer to orgasm, closer and closer to getting pregnant, closer and closer...

“—I said, what is it you would like to talk to me about?” Braddock asked. 

Morgan’s mind was clearly not as together as she would have liked. 

“I want to talk about this.” She procured the vial from her purse. “What’s the meaning of this?”

“It’s a gift,” he shrugged. “Most take it. In fact, I have to admit, I am surprised to see you here in this state. I was certain you would have taken it.”

“I don’t care right now whether you’re surprised or not,” Morgan snapped. “I am not here in a personal capacity. I’m here in a professional one.”

Braddock raised an eyebrow, nodding slightly. “You’re a reporter, isn’t that right? So you want to...investigate? Report?”

“Yes.”

“I am busy. I don’t have much time for any dilly-dallying with reporter types. Even if they are lovely. I have many other lovelies hanging around.” 

“I’ve noticed.”

As if on cue, his wife Eleanor appeared at the door to the waiting room. She wore nothing but black and white lingerie, smoky stockings covering her startlingly sexy legs. She was busty, blond, and extraordinarily young...looking no older than perhaps twenty or twenty-one. She minced forward for a few steps and then began to crawl—a gesture from Braddock allowed her to continue. 

Morgan knew Braddock had used his serum to change his wife too. She had looked her up online—a former trial lawyer, and a very successful one at that. Her actual age was close to seventy-one.

“I hope you don’t mind,” said Braddock. “But she hasn’t had a drop all day, and she gets antsy if she goes too long.”

At first, Morgan didn’t understand what he meant. Then Eleanor, without even turning to Morgan, pulled out her husband’s cock from his pants. It was long and thick, the kind of cock that women dream about. 

Morgan felt a clamor of drool gathering in her mouth. Eleanor beat her to the punch, apparently, slobbering on her husband’s heavy meat before sinking her lips across the head and shaft. Braddock let out a long sigh, clearly enjoying himself.

Morgan gathered herself. If that was how he wanted to play, that was fine. She could roll with the punches. Clearly this was a tactic to scare her off—but she was not running.

“That’s my first question. Did you do this out of sexual frustration?”

He smirked. “Beg your pardon?”

“You won’t have it. You clearly had a tough time getting laid before creating the elixir. Isn’t that why you started this whole sex virus business?”

“Sex virus?” He snorted. “How droll. Who would enjoy a sex virus? This isn’t even a sex elixir. It’s a youth elixir, as I have said in the past. Sexual energy and proclivity is part of the side effects.”

“And having a devastatingly beautiful body? That’s a side-effect too?”

“In a way. It’s a result of the elixir’s ability to make you young. You stay young better with a body in tip-top shape. It perpetuates itself, in some ways, with sex. So, it encourages sex with aesthetics. If you have enough doses of this latest batch of elixir, all you need to remain young afterward is enough sex.”

“And if you won’t? Will you die?”

“Die?” He looked mortified. “Heavens, no. I’m not a monster. You’re free to go, as you found out. The only thing that would trouble you would be your memories. It’s hard to let go of the memory of feeling this good.”

Of this, she was well aware.

“The elixir,” he continued, “has three basic waves. The first is what I have come to call the Heat. This is when you feel drunk, high, and as if you're tripping all at once. You feel invincible and turned on. You can’t remember much or make many decisions, all you can do is fuck. Then comes the High. You experienced this also. Confidence and desire, the need to control others to spread the Heat and the High become the foremost concerns.”

“Like a virus.”

Eleanor was becoming loud and enthusiastic in the sucking of her husband's cock. A wet puddle of drool and precum gathered on the floor, dripping down from Eleanor's mouth and tits.

“It’s not a virus,” insisted Braddock. “It’s a...it’s a movement, shall we say? To focus on what really matters in life. Fucking and reproduction. That’s all.”

Eleanor, earnestly sucking his cock, let out a happy moan of approval. 

“You’re certainly taking advantage.”

“This?” He gestured down at his wife. “Oh, Eleanor was thirsty, that’s all, and she’s convinced she can only be sated by my cum. She’s wrong, of course, but I like to indulge her. Honestly, it gets rather in the way. I’ve got a lot of lab work to do, and it’s hard to move around in there with someone suckling at your cock all the time. Work must be done, you see, for progress to be made. Eleanor’s decided she only cares about my cock.”

Morgan shook her head, getting angry. “You made her that way.”

He shook his head. “Not at all. The third stage of the elixir’s effects is the Awakening. This is the really exciting portion, the most fun to study. Honestly, watching people have sex, even beautiful people, can become mundane after a long enough period. But what I’ve found is that, when people realize they have essentially eternal youth and beauty, their mindsets change entirely. Some very serious-minded people become entirely obsessed with frivolity and fucking. Some very light-hearted folks have become serious, sultry, and ambitious. Others remain entirely the same. It’s a way to unleash their inner desires on the world and set them free. This is what I’m offering with my elixir. That you became a sultry sexbomb during the High would suggest that there’s a part of you, a very large part, that simply wants that and nothing else. Or perhaps you want that and to also pursue...other interests. It’s all...” He was breathing heavily, his orgasm incumbent. “...’scuse me.”

Eleanor moaned again as he began to cum down her throat, her heavy slurps becoming sloppier and hotter as her lips and mouth were coated in his heavy seed. Morgan watched it all, clutching the sides of her chair desperately. She wanted more than anything to shove Eleanor off and take her place...but that would be insanity. 

Finally, Eleanor's slurps slowed and she merely began to clean her husband's cock with a soft dutiful hum.

“Look,” said Braddock, starting to stand. “I have to return to work. I’m terribly sorry, but it just can’t wait. I’ll have Yolena send you my lab notes, hmm? And then you can see for yourself the relative harmlessness of what I’ve been creating.”

Naturally, Morgan didn’t agree that any sex-inducing liquid was harmless, but having her hands on his materials was a huge get. 

She nodded amiably. “That’s fine.”

He stood up and pressed a series of buttons on the wall, allowing himself to re-enter his lab. After he was gone, Eleanor stood up and stretched, a massively content smile on her lovely face. She turned to Morgan, as if noticing her for the first time, and had no little amount of condescension in her eyes for Morgan’s conservative outfit.

“We’re having a Holiday Party tomorrow night,” said Eleanor, wiping her mouth clean. Braddock had cum a lot. Much of it was still pooled in Eleanor's substantial, decorated cleavage. “It’s going to be quite a lot of fun. And there will be plenty of private rooms—it’s the Derring Center, downtown. Do you know it?”

Morgan nodded. She did indeed. It was the most luxurious event hall in town. 

“We’d love to have you there,” she said. “You can even come as a reporter, if you like. We’ll be happy to answer more questions.”

“May I ask you something, Eleanor?”

Eleanor’s smile brightened the entire room. “Of course, dear. Whatever would you like to know?”

“Are you...are you happy, with this life?”

“Six months ago, I was going to die. I was seventy years old.” She smiled that flawless smile, not a wrinkle on her perfectly young skin. “I suppose I still am. I would have wasted away into nothing, my entire body decomposing before my husband’s eyes. And he saved me. He not only saved me from dying, but saved me from the last ten years of my life before that being a self-pitying waste as the disease slowly took away more and more of my vitality.” Eleanor held Morgan’s hands tightly for a moment. “Now, I get to make my husband cum whenever I want. His cock is enormous and delicious. We fuck like mad rabbits with his assistants every night. He makes me cum almost without trying. I don’t care very much about my career anymore because,” she shrugged, “I never much cared about being a lawyer. It was a good way to make money, but we don’t need that anymore. And all I really need, truly, is the cock of the love of my life.” She licked her lips, eyeing the shut entrance to the lab. “Quite badly, actually. Do you think I can convince him to give it to me again?”

Eleanor didn’t bother waiting for an answer. She left Morgan in the entryway alone, turned on and more conflicted than she had been before.

* * * * *

Back at her apartment, Morgan sat at her kitchen table, looking soulfully at the vial of dark violet elixir. 

One drink from that vial, she thought, and it all goes up in smoke. Everything I thought was real or allowed by the physical world suddenly becomes an entirely new reality, unchained by anything related to the familiar. 

One drink from that vial, and my entire life becomes a fever dream of sex and seduction, with every last man and woman falling under my spell simply because I’ll be that fucking hot. 

One drink from that vial, and I can have those orgasms again. Those sweet, sweet orgasms that feel like they last for hours, that provide a pleasure plateau well over and above the normal world with peaks of bliss that rocket up into the stratosphere. 

One drink from that vial, and I can have Lionel’s cock inside my body again, fucking me into silly putty while I beg for more.

One drink.

She considered this sitting on her hands, because before, when she had been studying the vial, her fingers would subconsciously move to her zipper and try to slide inside of her pants. It was a good thing, she knew, that she had worn pants and not a skirt. If she had worn a skirt, then likely the battle would have been over already. 

“Just throw it away,” she said out loud, to herself. “It’s too unpredictable. Who takes drugs from some maniac who whips it together in his basement? It’s madness. Pure madness. Just throw it away.”

Except it wasn’t entirely madness. She had felt the transformation. She had been changed. And Braddock, while absolutely an eccentric, wasn’t accurately a “maniac” either, as his entire approach was thorough and scientific. 

He had given her the notes on his elixir and the process of refining it for her to study. He apparently didn’t care who knew how to make it at this point. The more the merrier, in his mind. 

What she could make out of his information-dense notes all seemed rather straightforward. One trial after another. 
Although—perhaps he wasn’t telling her everything. Even the first trials he supplied were successes of some kind, with the subjects feeling fine after the effects of the elixir had worn off. The issue then hadn’t been to find the right effects, it was simply to make them exponentiate—for them to last longer. Wasn’t that odd—for him to formulate an elixir like this whereupon the very first attempt was an qualified success? Were there other trials...trials he wouldn't reveal to her? 
There was so much that smacked of the occult about this whole ordeal. The supernatural. There were all those scrawls and arcane symbols all over his house, his punch bowls, this very vial. Where did that figure in? 

As she considered this, the vial had arrived in her hand once again, unbidden by her conscious mind. Her thumb was toying with the stopper. Earlier, she had uncorked the vial entirely and the heady, delicious smell of the elixir had entered her nose—and it had taken everything she had, plus a cold shower, to convince herself not to drink it then and there.

There was a knock at the door. Morgan rose to answer—another delivery? More vials?

She opened the door, looking down at the mat, expecting to see a package. Instead she saw a set of gorgeous white heels attached to an even more gorgeous pair of legs. A small pit of dread opened in her stomach, combating with the instant spread of arousal blossoming in her chest and pussy. 

The legs slipped up into a tight, white minidress, the kind club sluts wore when they wanted to get laid fast, with little patches of open skin on the side and up the front revealing toned tabs and impossibly huge tits. 

It was Colette. Her blond hair curled down one side of her impeccable face, bright blue eyes staring with predatory desire at Morgan. 

“Hey doll,” she chirped. She blew a big bubble of pink bubblegum. “Wanna go grab some young hungry cock to stuff our holes?”

Just a week before, Colette had been a firmly, fully confirmed lesbian. She had, in fact, crushed on Morgan for some time. 

“I...” Morgan gulped. 

Colette was very attractive. Her tits were mouthwatering in that tiny dress, so amazing in their display. And Morgan, in her right mind, was not bisexual. But the elixir had woken something in her—something that didn’t care about man or woman, male or female, so long as there was sex involved. And with Colette, there was a lot of sex involved. 

“Come onnnn!” Colette took Morgan’s hands, inviting herself inside. “Let’s go! Get dressed in like, something cool like the other night, and let’s go have a ball! I’ll lick your pussy beforehand if you want.” She caught the look in Morgan’s eyes. “Or you can lick mine?” 

Morgan shuddered, trying to block the hot image that gave her. 

She summoned all her strength. “I think you should go, Colette.”

“Really?” Colette clasped Morgan’s hands to her breasts. “You want me gone? You want these gone?”

Morgan gulped, feeling the heavenly warmth of the full, firm tits beneath her grip. 

“I was at the office today, doing what you did. I hopped from cubicle to cubicle, just seducing, sucking, slurping, and fucking. It was so easy.” Colette took Morgan’s fingers, wrapping them in her cleavage. They disappeared quickly. “People just end up wanting to do what a pretty girl like me says. Don’t they, Morgan?”

“Y-yes,” she said, voice quiet and soft. It was so easy to be led along by Colette, who was so sure and true.

Somehow, they were on the couch. Colette had the vial of elixir in one hand. How had that happened?

“It’s just easier to do what a pretty girl says. To think the way that a pretty girl says to think. Isn’t it?”

Morgan nodded minutely, and Colette giggled and leaned forward, kissing her on the chin and neck. The kisses were slow, wet, and warm; Colette’s clear need shining through. The smell of cock and cum was heavy on her breath and Morgan wanted to inhale it forever. 

“Why don’t you drink the little elixir like you had me do? Then we can be sisters again. Cock-loving fucksisters, having fun out on the town. Doing whatever we want. Making everyone else do whatever we want. We could have brand new cars by the end of the night, I bet. The both of us. One each. Hot little sports cars to hold our hot little bodies, given to us by hot-bodied studs who need to see beautiful babes in big bad ass cars. What do you think, Morgan? Wouldn’t that be nice?”

Morgan's jaw shuddered. She wanted that more than she could possibly say. 

She tried, still, to protest. “But it’s...there’s something wrong with it all. There’s...it’s...it’s not you. It’s not us. You didn’t even like men a week ago!”

“Right?” Colette giggled. “What a stupid cocktease I was. Women are made to take cocks. Oh, pussies are nice. Very nice,” she slipped her hand down Morgan’s loose pants, middle finger slipping just over her clit. Morgan let out a long moan. “But cocks are really where it’s at, aren’t they? Cocks are what it’s all about. Serving and loving and sucking and fucking cock. Getting preggo from cock. Teaching others how to take cock. That’s what we want, isn’t it?”

“F-fuck...” Morgan whispered. “Fuck. Stop. You have to...have to fuck...stop...”

She didn’t know if she spoke to herself and her pleasure or Colette. Either way, the protest landed on deaf ears. Her body was brimming with heated bliss, and Colette stroked her clit more urgently than ever. 

“I left Lionel for you,” Colette purred. “His cock, totally untouched. Still straining and yearning, probably, just for you. You want it, don’t you?”

“Y-yes,” Morgan whispered. “Yes, very much.”

Hispregnantfuckslavesoeagerandsowantingonmyhandsandkneeseverydayachingtobefilledwithhisbrood

Colette, squeezing a breast hard, slid the open vial against Morgan’s lips. “Then drink, darling.”
Her resistance broke, crumbled like the sandcastle that it was, that it had always been. The second the elixir hit her mouth, Morgan knew she had made a brilliant decision. Confidence, easy and sexual, rushed through her body and every part of her knew that what was happening now was destined to happen. 
Colette made to kiss her, perhaps to taste some of the elixir for herself, but Morgan pushed her off—pushed her down—so that Colette’s luscious mouth was mere inches away from Morgan’s rapidly changing pussy. Her scent suddenly flooded the room, a heady mix of pheromones and musk that made the delicious young blonde’s mouth drool with desire. 

“F-fuck, Morgan,” Colette whimpered. All her sultry cool was gone, all her ready seduction gone in an instant in the face of this new primal need to taste the cunt of her superior. “Fuck me, please?”

Morgan looked down at her, enjoying the view as Colette grew smaller and Morgan taller. Her pants began to rip at the waist and thighs as her muscles toned and lengthened. The tight denim split so much that it was easy to rip them off and admire her legs as they grew every more shapely and long, the length and tone utterly fascinating her to the point of her almost forgetting to admire her other rapidly evolving body parts. 

Almost, but not entirely. It was, after all, hard to forget about her sensationally expanding bust as she was staring down anyway. The nipples became ripe, erotic raspberries of delight, the amazing tear drop shape expanding quickly to a size even more impressive than they had been already. 
Morgan pushed Colette’s needy mouth into her drooling pussy, catching her reflection now in the tall window of her apartments. Her breasts were easily bigger than Colette’s, whose own immense breasts pressed hard against Morgan’s newly-perfected legs. 
Colette clung to Morgan’s body, her hands clenching into Morgan’s hot, firm ass that was without peer in the world of man. Every lick was soft, urgent, and sensational, sending hot thrills through every part of Morgan’s body. 

Her hair and face transformed as well. The face easily regressed into the angelic mixture of pouty and wicked, the heavily hot “come and try it” attitude written all over her every centimeter of flawless perfection. Lips full and wet, her cheekbones angling out into sharply defined totems of pure sexuality. Her chestnut locks became thick and vibrant, sliding down her back in long voluminous waves that were thicker altogether than her newly-tinified waist. 

Colette, staring up at her and licking for her life, came uncontrollably at the sight of the freshly-minted love goddess she pleasured.

“Yes,” Morgan moaned, throwing her lustrous hair back. “Yes, just like that. Just. Like. That. Just like that!”

She didn’t have to cum, not if she didn’t want to. With the power that filled her now she could feel the easy control over her own orgasms, to dictate when and how they arrived like a general scattering soldiers about. But she did want to cum, and she wanted it now, and so she unloaded with Colette beneath her. 

One lithe leg rose up and wrapped around Colette’s head, pulling her in for her own uses. 

The orgasm shook through her, blowing away every other orgasm she'd had in her life—and making the one she'd had earlier in the day a bare distant thing, like a bird singing on the other side of the world. 

Her pleasure was so great that it eclipsed her own body, spreading into Colette's, who twitching and thrashed beneath her with unstoppable bliss. 

Colette collapsed to the ground, licking Morgan’s feet obediently. Still awash with pleasure, Morgan looked at her for a moment, carefully stroking her lover’s thick blond hair with one flawlessly pedicured foot. 

“Good girl,” she said with a grin. “Such a good little doll for me.”

She straightened, eyeing the massive pile of designer clothes in the corner. Her gaze glimmered with possibility. It was time for Colette and her to put on a little fashion show for the town. 

* * * * *

The Edition had no idea what hit it. 

Morgan walked in the next morning, completely bypassing security when she flashed a wink at the old guard. He was barely able to stand up to check her identity card to get into the building, and once he did stand, the size and intensity of his immediate boner made him sit down again almost instantly. 

A tiny blue skirt did nothing to cover the long expanse of her peerless legs and instead did everything to display them. The skirt was barely eighteen inches in length. 

Her top was a trendy micro-blouse, half-unbuttoned and baring all over her braless cleavage, held together by all appearances by sheer force of will and its skintight clinginess to Morgan’s rockin’ bod. Boots, skintight and suede, slid up over her thighs and clicked smartly on the tile floor as she strutted from one end of the office to another. Her hips and legs had developed a natural model’s walk, one foot right in front of the other, hips swaying sexily, advertising their complete fertility and ability to bear as many children as whichever alpha studs could manage to hold her down and make her give them to him. 

Tight gloves, leather and long, stretching up past her elbows, completed the sexified look. She was a walking decoration; a living reason to stare; an argument for the objectification of every female in the world. She wanted eyes on her. She wanted to be treated like a trophy. 

She wanted Lionel Powell. 

Colette walked with her. Her own outfit was a sort of school-girl chic. This was especially true due to her bright red pleated skirt, only inches longer than Morgan’s, swishing merrily around her bodacious ass and gorgeous legs. 

Boots, again—tight, dark, and suede—wrapped up just over her knees with thick useless tassels hanging off the sides, there purely to entice whatever man was around into looking. Her sweater was soft and white, and though it did not show any cleavage, it was so tight and sheer that the busty blonde was practically topless inside of it. Her nipples, thick and erect, were easily seen. 

When she bit her lip at a passing couple, the man walked into the wall and then forgot about his partner altogether, following after Colette with a bloody nose and a thickly hardening cock. 

The two of them walked through the office of The Edition, not bothering to give anyone the favor of a glance or a smile. Colette was sorely tempted, but then, after last night, she was Morgan’s creature now, and Morgan had given her very strict orders. 

Rather than going out on the town immediately, Morgan had opted to tie Colette to the bed with some of her newest pairs of stockings. The giggly blonde could not stop the newly Awakened Morgan in all her glory, not even if she wanted to—which Colette most certainly did not. 

And so Morgan then spent the following eight hours with her tongue attached to Colette’s clit, her fingers sliding in and out of her moist, ever-so-tight cunt, licking and sucking and kissing and bringing Colette to orgasm again and again and again. Morgan’s mouth, literally, had taken possession of Colette’s cunt. And Colette would do anything now—anything at all—to get even a fraction of such attention again. 

So the two of them walked with great determination straight to the door of Lionel Powell. From all the commotion at their arrival, he had stepped outside and—naturally—became rather dumbstruck as he witnessed the two model-level beauties eyeing him with unbridled lust, licking their lips. Morgan grabbed him by the tie and delivered a long, scintillating kiss, their faces melding together for what felt like hours but was only a spare few seconds. 

“Inside,” she purred, pulling on his tie, “With us.”

She pulled him in and Colette shut the door behind them. In short order, Lionel was on the couch in his office and Colette had closed all the blinds. 

“This is...very irregular...” 

He sounded tired, but he wasn’t. There was just so much blood rushing away from his head and into his cock that his body was losing its way to keep up.

Standing over him, so very tall in her high-high heels, Morgan bent over and began to unbuckle his pants. 

“What are you doing?” he asked. His voice was dazed, looking and re-looking at everything Morgan had to offer. Her body was a wonderland of supernaturally sensational delights. His gaze seemed fixed on her tits inside her tiny outfit, pressed together so easily and hanging just in front of his face. 

“Something you want,” she explained, sliding her leather-clad hand around his cock. “Isn’t this what you want, Lionel? Don’t you want me giving you a hot leather-gloved handjob like this?”

“I...I...I...”

He gulped, struggling for air. She didn’t want to give it to him. Lurching forward slightly, she pressed his face into the tanned, soft expanse of her perfectly crafted cleavage. For a moment, he moaned in protest—and then the moans shifted, his breathing changed, and he began to lick at the deep valley between her hot tits. 

All the while she was still stroking his rapidly hardening cock. Precum began to spurt out the tip and she rubbed it in to his cockhead and shaft with her supple leather gloves. They were probably ruined forever but that hardly mattered—she could also just seduce some other weak-willed fool into giving her more. Or buying some for her. Somehow, that was even more exciting than simply being given the gloves. 

His cock soon became fully hardened. She stroked it with gusto, moaning and aching, licking the tip as more and more precum slid out. Colette dropped down with her and the two of them traded long, sensual kisses across his cockhead. Their tongues intermingling and meshing as they melted up and down his thick shaft. Lionel just moaned, his hands lost in their hair, as Morgan continued to stroke.

But it wasn't enough. She needed him inside of her, and she needed it now. She pushed Colette away and turned around, pulling her skirt up. Lionel ripped her panties aside, their silk fabric easily tearing from his powerful grip. Morgan lowered slowly, rear-end facing Lionel, and soon his cock slid up entirely into her moist, ready cunt. 

Taking initiative, Colette positioned herself at the top of the couch, lowering her hot, fresh young cunt down onto Morgan’s face. Her hands climbed up onto the blinds covering the window. Morgan had to crane her neck to lick properly, but it was worth it—Colette’s cunt was so fresh and sweet. 

Lionel's cock felt amazing inside of her body. She'd never been so thoroughly pleased with a cock inside of her—not even at any of the Lust Parties when she rode the high of the elixir. She'd needed Lionel's cock in her cunt for so very long, and now she had it. It was hard, thick, long, and beautifully filling as she squeezed her folds up and down, up and down. 

Each gyration up made her press her face into Colette's cunt even harder, and the beautiful platinum blonde cried out with open orgasm into the office. Everyone in the building could probably hear her. Her tits, so huge and delectable, pressed hard against the blinds. 

“Christ,” Lionel said, pumping his hips reflexively. “Christ, good god, goddamn. You girls are so...so...” he huffed strongly, clearly approaching his orgasm, “so fucking hot.”

“I know,” purred Morgan. “Cum in me, baby? Cum in my cunny, please? I need it...I need you sooo bad...”

He needed it too. Lionel's grip clamped down on her hips, keeping her luscious body tight against his. She abandoned all efforts to lick Colette's hot clit—the gorgeous blond quickly adapted, sinking down behind Lionel and sandwiching herself between him and the couch. She brought the blinds with her, still fingering her orgasming cunt.

With the blinds down, everyone could see Lionel—and Lionel alone—fucking the glorious Morgan. She moaned as orgasm after orgasm shuddered through her, anticipating his. Her body, a good girl's body, knowing that cumming was the best way to tighten her pussy which in turn was the best way to please a cock inside of her. 

She felt him spurt up inside of her body, her entire being shivering with delight at the feeling. His cum, thick and warm, filled her needy fertile cunt like no one else's. Morgan shuddered, holding him close against her tits, her body lighting up as his tongue went wild on her exposed nipples.

After a moment, Colette slid out from her trapped space on the couch and began licking up Lionel’s excess cum where it gathered at the joining point of his and Morgan’s pelvises. 

“So, darling,” Morgan said, wrapping her hands around Lionel’s neck. She tossed her hair back and smiled sexily. “Shall we go again?”

Behind them, the entire office was watching. Several were touching themselves. Between herself and Colette, they probably all had new objects of erotic fascination 

Lionel didn't seem to care. He was hard in mere moments.

* * * * *

The Derring Center was located in the middle of downtown, a five-story affair with a great number of glass windows and heavy steel beams supporting its weight all over the frame. 

Inside there was a large Christmas tree, stretching twenty feet up with a scantily-clad angel scraping the ceiling. 

Before arriving with Lionel in tow, Morgan had stopped at home so that she and Colette could change. 

Now she wore a tight red leather dress and sexy tight black boots. Her long red leather gloves had been traded out for shiny, vinyl black gloves—even tighter and hotter than the ones before. They were as shiny as her tip-top-tall boots. A little Santa hat perched on her temple, held there effortlessly with heavy strands of hair. 

Colette had put on a tight pink lycra miniskirt with white fluff around the hemlines. Her top was essentially a bra with only slightly more fabric, the same sort of white-fluffed lycra with a deep scoop into her substantial cleavage. 

Together, the duo looked like sexy Santa’s Helpers. Lionel had one girl on each arm, looking rather overwhelmed. Being told it was a simple holiday party, he had worn a gauche red sweater—the kind with happy snowmen on it—and his standard khakis. Morgan didn't care. All she cared about, really, was getting his cock again...and again...and again...

And the best way she knew to slake her endless thirst, she knew, was to ensure that Lionel had plenty of elixir in his life. 

There were great bowls of punch, all of them already heavily darkened with the violet elixir of Braddock. Other party-goers were melding close together, their dances becoming slowly more erotic. The trio had arrived just after the unveiling of the elixir, apparently, which meant that the orgy would start soon. 

Braddock and his smashingly gorgeous wife Eleanor were near one punch bowl, watching as the concubine Yolena emptied out more and more of the cups for their guests. Sometimes she poured it in her tits, her cleavage, forcing some of the more attractive guests to drink it that way. 

None refused, of course. 

Upon seeing Braddock, Morgan immediately melted. All that cool, sultry exterior she had faded away until she was giggly and coquettish, eager to do whatever this older man said. 

“You’re looking very fine, Morgan,” said Braddock. “At last.”

She giggled. “Thank you, Sir.”

“And you...Barbara, was it?”

Colette giggled too. “Colette, Sir.”

“Of course. How could I forget the name of such a delicious beauty?”

Again, Colette giggled. Every time she did, her magnificent breasts threatened to spill out of her top entirely. If they did, it wouldn’t be out of form. Behind them, a woman tore off her top as she kissed a man’s wife, much to the man’s delight. Both women had hands crawling into his pants, reaching for his stiffening cock. 

Braddock pulled out a dark purple vial—darker than usual. 

“I have a very special concoction for your man here,” said Braddock. “I think you’ll find he rather likes the results.”

“But...” Morgan licked her lips, looking at the vial. So many possibilities. “I thought we shouldn’t take it all at once?”

Braddock shrugged. “You did. Colette did. He can. It’s more of a matter of style, not effectiveness, to do it the other way. I like spiking things. It excites me.”

Whatever excited Braddock was fine by Morgan. “Wonderful, Sir.”

“When he takes it, he’s going to change. He’s going to dominate you. Utterly. You’ll be his plaything from now on.”

“I...oh?”

That seemed...wrong? Different? Wasn't Morgan the one in control? Wasn't that what she wanted?

“That is the natural way of things, Morgan.” Braddock patted her on the head like he would a child. “Haven’t you figured that out yet? You’re subservient to me, aren’t you? You’re my pet. You’ve done everything I’ve wanted this entire time.”

She nodded, hopeful. Pets were rewarded sometimes. “But I...I also, I mean. I chose him. To fuck. I’ll fuck him. I want him. That’s my decision.”

“Perhaps. But it really oughtn’t be up to a woman who she sleeps with,” Braddock tsked. “Men are supposed to be in charge. That’s what this world is all about. Eleanor used to be quite the uppity young woman. Barking orders this way and that. Lawyers, you know. Now, she understands her place. Sucking me. Serving me. Doing my bidding, even if sometimes she gets in the way.”

“But she said...” Morgan gulped. “She said she was happy. You said that...that we had a choice of who we became...”

“She is happy,” said Braddock. “Happy being a happy little fuckpuppet for me for the next few hundreds or even thousands of years until I get tired of her. And she has a choice. Sometimes she dresses like a maid or a secretary to turn me on.”

A great conflict of thoughts rose in Morgan. Had she been lied to this whole time? But even if she had, fuck she felt so good...did it even matter?

Yes...?

Thoughts were so hard when Braddock kept telling her not to worry. 

“But I...I want...I wanted to be a reporter still. To get the stories. To expose...to use this power I have for good.”

“There’s no greater good than serving a strong man, my dear, and that vial will make your love struck beau there as strong as any man. Probably stronger. Now, be a good girl, and tell him to drink it.”

Be a good girl. Right. Do what Braddock says. That was important. 

Morgan handed the vial to Lionel, gently removing his mouth from one of her tits. “Drink this, darling.”

Naturally, he did as he was told. The man was utterly mesmerized with Morgan, and if she had stayed away from this party, he would have essentially been her slave for ever.

The second Lionel finished the vial, he collapsed in a heap. Colette caught him, holding him effortlessly. Her youth and beauty gave her many exciting gifts, one of which was an easy strength. 

“You’re excited about this new development, Morgan,” said Braddock. “You want to be dominated.”

She...she didn’t know that she was, but she was all of a sudden. Braddock was such a man, and when men like him said things, they had to be paid attention to. That was like, the cardinal rule of womanhood. 

His wife was stroking his cock—his hard cock, getting him off. Braddock's face was red. Probably Eleanor's stroking encouraged him to say and do all sorts of things he wouldn't otherwise. 

“You’ll fuck others for him, maybe, or seduce for him,” said Braddock. “You’ll be his happy little seductress out in the world. Elegant and perfect, just the sort of trophy a man deserves. But when you’re at home, you’ll be nothing but his submissive, darling little housewife fuckdoll, and you’ll do everything he says with a smile on your face. Won’t you, doll?”

Morgan knew she would.

* * * * * 

She and Colette made out on a couch near the dozing Lionel for about an hour before he woke up. Colette suggested, several times, that they make each other cum, but Morgan knew that something like that would be against what Braddock wanted. 

Braddock wanted her cums and Colette’s cums to wait until Lionel woke so that all their pleasure could be focused on him. The Man. 

The Man was who was important now, and Colette and Morgan both belonged to him, whether they knew it or not. Whether they wanted it or not. A girl's consent was never important. Only a Man's will.

At around the forty-five minute mark, Morgan started to notice the changes in his body. They had stripped him while he waited—it was just easier that way, and all those torn clothes got in the way sometimes, as Morgan had found out. So it was easy to watch him change.

He hadn’t been in bad shape before. A man in his early forties, he worked out regularly as a power lifter and watched what he ate, but still indulged from time to time in alcohol and sweets, giving him just a bit of a gut—but not the kind that was hard to look at. His body was mature, which was part of what attracted Morgan to him in the first place. 

As she watched, his body began to brim with muscle from head to toe. Thick pectorals developed, lodging themselves against dense deltoids and amazing abdominals. Quad muscles became huge and defined. His entire body looked like it was cut from raw marble, and he looked close to three hundred pounds of solid muscle. Morgan, watching this transformation, just drooled. 

Lionel began to stir, and Morgan felt her heart singing with need and desire. He would see her soon...he would see her, and then he would fuck her.

Slowly, Lionel stood up entirely. 

He was massive now. Huge. Her body sang with desire. She wanted every part of him—and she especially wanted his cock. It was massive and thick, as big around as a coffee cup at the base, and it wasn't even hard yet. Precum dripped from it—this new form of Lionel was in a constant state of primal arousal. 

Morgan melted. All her succubine exterior was long forgotten—the sexual dynamo that had been created by the elixir still existed, but she was a dynamo of service, not of will. Before, she had thought that she could enforce her will on anyone, that she could make herself the sex queen of the whole city. 

What a silly thought that was now. What a stupid little girl’s idea that had become. She was supposed to belong to this man. She was designed to be his trophy. That’s all that really mattered to a woman like her. Anything else was secondary. 

Lionel noticed her, finally, and she melted, dropping to her knees. He seemed to be able to read her mind. His cock pressed against her cheek, soft spurts of his precum dripping down her neck and chest.

“You didn’t really want to be in charge of me, did you, little girl?”

Morgan trembled with inequitable desire. This hunk, this stud, this God was speaking to her. Her! Of all the women in the world that he could be talking to—he had chosen her! Her delight was that of a hormone-fueled schoolgirl toying with the pleated edge of her skirt while the biggest football stud in town singled her out for a date to the prom. Her excitement was youthful and unstoppable. Her excitement was orgasmic. 

“N-no, Sir,” she shook her head. Her voice was low, breathy, a blissful whisper. “Of course not, Sir.”

Colette wasn't being spoken to, so she simply shook her head quietly, right next to Morgan. Her eyes were transfixed on Lionel's cock, the biggest she had ever seen. 

Not so long ago, Colette was a lesbian, and now she was a complete cockslave to Lionel without even having tasted or touched his cock. This was the power of the elixir. This was the way life was supposed to be for beautiful good girls in the presence of their men. 

He gripped her by the throat, then, holding her steady and even lifting her off the floor, her knees suspended just above the ground. Morgan felt her control over her orgasms, over her body disappear. A blinding hot ball of scorching pleasure began to spin in that magic center just above and behind her cunt, a fireball inferno of bliss slowly unwinding and spreading through her limbs. He lifted her up by the throat, her tall and busty goddess-like body so small in his grip.

“Master,” he said, correcting her. “You’ll call me Master. Or Daddy. You know I’m your Daddy, don’t you, little girl?”

Morgan nodded, eyes big. She knew anything at all that he told her; his word was the truth.

“Yes, DaddyMaster.”

“Good girl.”

She cried out, the swirling inferno of pleasure inside of her spiking as he named her his good girl. But her cry was that of pleasure, not pain, even though his grip on her throat clamped down in his excitement at seeing her pleasure. With ease, he pushed her back into Colette. The blonde operated as a mattress for Morgan, her huge tits so soft. His cock, enormous and hard, pressed against the flawless lines of her thigh, leaving long drops and trails of precum all along her body. 

“Gonna fuck you now, good girl,” he grunted, sliding her booted legs up onto his chest. “Gonna fuck you right.”

“Please, Master,” she moaned. “Please, Daddy. Please fuck me, Daddy, please!”

He powered down onto her, thrusting inside of her cunt hard. His grip was around both her and Colette, and he was able to squeeze both of them effortlessly up into his body. Even so, he drove down with authority, filling Morgan entirely on the first thrust. Each subsequent thrust only filled her more. He backed up until almost his entire cock was out of her, and then powered all the way back in. There were no short, hard spurts—no, they were all long, and they were all furious. 

He did not care about pacing himself. He did not care about taking his time. In front of him, around him, was the most fertile cunt he'd ever come across. Nothing would let him slow, nothing would allow him to do anything except fill her up as quickly as possible. 

Everything about him was big, enormous, and his hardened cock was no exception. It became Morgan's whole world.

“Oh yes, Daddy!” she moaned. “Please Sir! Please fuck me harder! Oh god, oh my god, please! Please fill me up! Give me your fucking babies, oh my god! Get me pregnant, Master, please!”

“That's right, you slut. You fucking slut. You're my slut. My good girl. My slave. I'll fill you forever. You'll never be not pregnant again, never in your life.”

“Yes!” Morgan moaned, completely dominated by his strength. There was nothing she could do, nowhere to move. He had her totally trapped. She could feel Colette's trembling-hot cunt boiling over with orgasm behind her. Morgan's own orgasms were unceasing. 

“Do it!” she begged him. “Oh god, oh fuck, do it please!”

With their voices joining together in a chorus of exultation, he emptied himself into Morgan’s waiting body. His cum was thicker than it had ever been before, denser. There was more of it than ever and yet she was able to take it all perfectly. Her belly felt swollen by the amount of hot white goo he dumped inside of her. 

Pregnancy was almost assured. Morgan had never felt so complete in all her life. As her new Master exited her cunt, she stooped low to clean him and suck him down. He was totally delicious.

“F-fuck...” Colette moaned, watching, trembling, quivering, her entire body a mess of bliss.

Together, they turned and looked at Colette. Morgan’s fucking had been so thorough, so forceful, that Colette actually looked a little bit scared. Even so, her cunt was dripping wet—mostly what the beautiful blonde felt was arousal. 

“Come here, sweetie,” said Morgan, eager for her fucksister to feel as pregnant as she did. “Come and join us.”

Colette gulped, crawling forward slowly. 

“I...it’s just...he’s so big...” said Colette, voice full of wonder. “Will you be gentle, sir?”

Lionel smiled, petting Morgan's head. “Not at all.”

* * * * * 

Hours later, she woke, her body wrapped around Lionel’s. She could feel his seed still brimming inside her, no doubt making her as pregnant as she possibly could be. She hoped for twins. Triplets. More. That was what a woman should do. That was what lust was all about. 

It was so simple. She’d spent all this time resisting, trying to figure things out, hoping to escape. 

But resistance was so silly, impossible really, for a woman. 

And the only thing she needed to figure out was the best way to please her man and spread as much lust around as possible. 

And the only escape she needed, truly, was to take another long suck of her man’s cock while he dozed. She stirred now to do exactly that, noting that her body was just as gorgeous as it was the day before—and that for as long as she would be fucking Lionel, it always would be. 

The Lust Party would never end for her. It was only just beginning. 

# # #

The Lust Days

“Are you sure this heap of junk can’t go any faster?” Daphne asked. “I’m like, feeling myself die by the second in here.”

Jerry struggled not to let out a long, shuddering sigh. This road trip was not going as planned. 

The plan, he reflected stolidly, staring out across the open wilderness of the Ozarks, was to take his girlfriend Alexis and himself to a small, intimate cabin and enjoy one another’s presence. 

Be alone. Be comfortable. Maybe have sex that was more romantic and heated than the awkward, fumbling administrations they had managed so far in the back of his car or the upstairs of her parent’s house. Such were the payments for banging a girl so much younger than him.

But then Daphne, Alexis’s step-sister, had caught wind of the trip. She had never been to the Ozarks before! Wouldn’t it be just so fun, so quaint to check out like, all those uber-old rustic cabins and shit? 

Daphne had what might be termed a “forceful personality.” She was forceful, and she personally made sure you knew about it. She brought her friend, Nadine, along; a painfully shy, overweight young blond who was majoring in physics at the local university. 

Jerry had known Daphne only through a few family get-togethers, and Nadine not at all. All the same, it was easy to see after only five minutes that Nadine shadowed Daphne because the poor girl was terrified of not being Daphne’s friend; Daphne, of course, abused this position terribly and treated Nadine mostly like a verbal punching bag, constantly making cracks about her weight, her shyness, her chronic stress-eating, or the thick waves of acne riding on her neck and shoulders. 

“We’re going as fast as we should,” said Jerry. “There’s a lot of cops on these roads. They like to hide out in the outcroppings, and—”

“I think we’re going as fast as you can,” said Daphne, “in this piece of junk. I thought you were a mechanic?”

“He is a very good mechanic,” said Alexis, her hand coming down on Jerry’s thigh. “And he doesn’t need your criticism.”

Alexis nodded at him sagely, self-affirmed in the fact that she had solved the dispute for her boyfriend. This, of course, only made Jerry feel more out of sorts. He didn’t want his girlfriend solving problems for him; he was perfectly capable of defending himself.

“Is it much longer, though?” asked Nadine, in the backseat with Daphne. “I kind of have to pee.”

Daphne rolled her eyes. “You just went, didn’t you?”

“Like two hours ago?” Nadine’s voice became small; she had not needed to phrase that as a question. 

Most of how Nadine presented herself was as an apology. Her sentences were questions, questioning indeed whether they had a right to exist as verbiage at all. Her form—some fifty pounds overweight for a girl of her height—was covered from head to toe in thick layers of clothing—a shirt underneath a sweater underneath a hoodie underneath a larger coat, and so on and on, every part of her feeling sorry she was there. It was not cold outside. Her glasses were thick and dark, the lenses dense as bulletproof glass. 

“It’s another few hours, Nadine,” said Jerry, feeling sorry for the girl. “We can make a stop soon, though. There should be a gas station up ahead.”

Alexis patted him on the thigh, appreciative. 

That’s mostly how Alexis was—appreciative. Respectful. Cordial, even. Sometimes friendly. 

But loving? Gracious? Kind? Complimentary? These never seemed to pop into her head, or if they did, they did not happen to Jerry’s benefit. 

He had little doubt that she was within about three weeks of breaking up with him. She didn’t very much seem to enjoy having him around. Alexis was a graduate student in Victorian literature, and she resembled some of the women in those stories: withdrawn, cold, sticking her nose in other people’s business. 

Their sexual exploits had been unenthusiastic on her part; he was beginning to suspect she was actually frigid (as in, medically so), and that their sex only happened to keep him from complaining while she was able to have a man around. 

Alexis was lovely, though. One trait she shared in common with her step-sister. They were both rather attractive, though for entirely different reasons. Alexis was like a hot librarian—high cheekbones, cool exterior, dark hair perennially drawn up in a bun, her waifish form usually covered up in a series of smart stockings, sweaters, short skirts, and suit jackets. 

Daphne, on the other hand, tried to advertise herself as the vibrant type—blond, cheerleadery (though she hadn’t participated in any athletics since she was twelve, and her favorite form of exercise was starving), and painfully, aggressively thin. She was the sort of overdone blonde who had felt good for a week when she fit into a size four at the age of seventeen and now, six years and two failed attempts at college later, still doggedly starved herself to fit into that same dress and relive those same glory days. But the years of malnutrition had taken their toll, and though Daphne still had lovely features, they were dragged down by the acres of make-up used to cover up the sunken circles beneath her eyes, the yellowish tint to her skin, and the slow browning of her teeth from all her purging. 

She was the kind of girl who was unbelievable on a club dance floor and unbearable during an intimate dinner date. She made up for her fear of people not liking her by aggressively not liking them first. 

“Shouldn’t mechanics have like, nice cars?” Daphne asked. “I mean I don’t know anything about cars, and mine is way, way nicer than this.”

Jerry held in his strangled, exasperated cry. You didn’t have to come! You could be disliked at home instead of here!

“This car is a classic,” said Alexis. “Right, man?”

“Man” was her pet name for him. She was warmth personified, his girlfriend.

“A classic,” he said, shifting in his seat. Busted springs pushed heavily into the muscles of his back; he would be sore later. “Exactly.”

The car was a piece of shit and he knew it. But his shop wasn’t exactly swimming in money and times had been tough; people would rather drive a busted car than get it repaired. And then, the people who did take their cars in often couldn’t pay right away; he either had to deal with their shitty credit or put them on installment plans. He kept his interest rates as low as he could, with no interest in being a monster, but a man had to eat, didn’t he?

“I mean, my car has like, fifteen air conditioner vents,” said Daphne. “I’m just glad it’s nice outside, you know? I keep thinking—what would happen if the temperature flares up or drops or something? What if like, god forbid, there’s some freak blizzard, or like a solar flare—”

“For god’s sake, Daphne” said Alexis. “There’s not going to be a solar flare. We’re in the middle of—”

“What’s that?” 

Nadine pointed to the sky, peering up out the window. It was pink.

The entire sky. It was pink.

* * * * * 

Alexis felt strange. 

She had rolled down the window to look outside at the pink sky. The air smelled pleasant, though she couldn’t quite trace what it smelled like. Cinnamon buns? Apple tarts? Something sweet, for sure. Sticky and sweet. Sticky, hot, sultry, the sort of taste that stuck on your tongue and that you just had to slide your mouth over for days until it was the only thing you tasted for the rest of your life...

The sky wasn’t pink all the way—it started just as a streak, or maybe an opening, a great pink slash in the sky that was leaking out into the bright blue. And it wasn’t just some strange sun effect either, not the sunrise or sunset pink that sometimes showed up in the Midwestern sky. This was bright pink, neon pink, eighties pink and getting pinker. 

Pinker, and larger. It was spreading, moving across the entire sky, opening up like a portal. But there wasn’t anything coming out of it...was there? Just the pinkness itself. 

“What is it?” Jerry asked. “Have you guys seen anything like that?”

Daphne tried to answer. “Must be some...some kind of thingy...”

Super smart, thought Alexis. “Some kind of thingy.” Of course. Idiot. So glad the six years of college paid off.

“It smells, too,” said Nadine, rubbing her hands down her body. “Smells nice.”

Alexis had to agree there.

“Bubblegum,” said Alexis, inhaling deep. “Smells like...bubble gum.”

“What’s that?”

Jerry, driving, turned to look at her. His forearms flexed on the steering wheel. She watched them, her heart pounding strangely, and let her fingers run across the thick muscles there. He had nice arms. Mechanic’s arms. Man arms. Hairy and thick. Why didn’t she tell him she liked them? She liked them a lot. 

A whole lot.

“Alexis?” Jerry asked, looking at her.

Her hands were buried up in his sleeve, reaching toward his armpit. She had wanted to feel where his scents came from. There was a heavy pool of saliva waiting in her mouth; she swallowed slowly. 

When had her hands moved? One moment, they were in her lap, the next, they were on Jerry.

Weird.

“S-sorry,” she said, turning from him suddenly and sitting on her hands. 

What was that all about? She was never so forward with him. But she was feeling...different. Good. Was it the pink? Had it set something off in her? Her thoughts felt pink. Pink and...fuzzy.

“You said it smelled?” he asked. 

“You can’t smell it?” asked Nadine. “It’s like...peaches and cream.”

“Bubblegum,” said Alexis. “It's bubblegum. I'm sure of it.”

Daphne shook her head. “Fresh cherry pie.”

Jerry shrugged. “I can’t smell anything, really. I’ve always had a bad sense of smell.”

Alexis felt a strange mixture of pity and sadness for him—he smelled so good! It was one of her favorite things about him—his musky, masculine, campfire smell; the way she could sink underneath his arm at night and doze off, stealing his warmth and inhaling his scent. 

He swerved slightly on the road. The people in front of him were driving erratically. The sudden movement made Alexis realize she had been pushing her nose toward his arms again, her face coming close to being buried in that perfect warm spot between his torso and his bicep. 

There was more saliva now, only now it was coming out of her mouth a bit. She wiped her lips, hoping Daphne didn’t see, feeling strange. Her body was heated; her pussy was hot. 

The girls behind her weren’t noticing, though. Their eyes were outside, up, looking up at the pink gap in the sky. It was quite bright, the pinkness, and so the way they looked up at it made it look as though their eyes were turning pink too. Alexis hadn’t thought anything was going to shut Daphne up during this entire trip; she had known, known that her step-sister had only come along to make fun of her and Jerry. 

But Alexis had felt compelled to let her come along; family was for life, and she didn’t think Jerry was going to last as a boyfriend too much longer. 

It wasn’t that she didn’t like him. In fact, she liked him a lot, now that she thought about it. Like the way he smelled. Liked the way he had arms. Big, strong arms that could hold her down, slap her around, show her what’s what...

Her pussy was feeling hot. She shook her head, trying to think.

Oh, yes. She liked Jerry, but he was also, well, just a mechanic, wasn’t he? Rather low class. Alexis’s parents were very well-to-do, and she herself hadn’t paid a dime for her education. Neither had Daphne, even though she hadn’t completed hers. 

Dating Jerry was a sort of experiment for her, to see if she could get along with someone who was so obviously beneath her. She would try to get him to engage with her in discussions about Wuthering Heights and Jane Eyre, and though he tried to work through the books, he wasn’t really much good at analysis. Their attempts at discussion just turned into lecture series with her giving long, drawn-out summations of the events in each chapter.

He was sort of dull, even if he was handsome. And that was the cardinal sin in Alexis’s mind—being dull.

But she was certainly focused on doing a little sin with him soon. She was glad, very glad, watching him drive and move with such manly skill, that their cabin would have a private room for the both of them. She needed to have his cock out and slathering its precious hot fluids all over her body. She breathed in deep, long breaths, taking in that heavy bubblegum smell straight to her brain. 

It felt like her brain was becoming bubble gum, in a way, stretching and chewing, blowing out in little pops. She heard herself giggle, saw herself smiling in the rear-view mirror, and couldn’t remember about what. Behind her, Nadine and Daphne were both smiling at something themselves, their eyes blank and pink, staring up at the sky. They giggled aimlessly, heads lolling.

“I think...” said Alexis. “I think I ought to roll up this window.”

She drifted her finger over to the button, a sudden tired weakness taking her as she did. She bit her lip, trying to think. When she looked out the window, looked up toward the pink sky, her thoughts had gotten all fuzzy. All she could think about was Jerry’s smell, Jerry’s arms, Jerry’s big cock that she hadn’t ever sucked or stroked. Why hadn’t she given him a blowjob? 

Or at least a handjob?

All that working he did. He must be so spent when he got home. What if she was just there one day, dressed in frilly lingerie with her tits perked up nice, dolled up for him and waiting to help him relax? He wouldn’t need to take a shower; he could keep all that grease and motor oil on his body. She liked the way it made him smell, like such a man. A fixer. A doer. It made her feel so...so feminine knowing that he could break things so easily and then put them back together so well. 

She would sit on his lap and give him a nice, slow, lazy handjob, listening to his problems and promising to help him cum and forget all about them...

“Uh...” Jerry was breathing hard. “Alexis?”

She looked at him, and then at where he was looking. Her hand was in his lap, fondling his half-hard cock. She could see the bulge underneath her nimble fingertips, straining against the cloth of his shorts. There was a thick wet spot visible where his precum had begun to seep out. Alexis licked her lips, drool falling down her chin and across her lap. She squeezed her fingers, and immediately his cock responded, surging beneath her grip and increasing in size and hardness. 

Oh. Oh my. That was something, wasn’t it? She could just...just make it harder anytime she wanted...

“Alexis...” Jerry breathed. “I um...have to drive. And your sister...”

Alexis stole a glance behind her. It was like some kind of trance had fallen over the girls in the car. Nadine was huddled over, facing toward the half-open window. Her form was shifting and moving, her legs sliding over each other minutely. Soft moans were audible. 

Daphne was looking out the window, breathing deeply, nodding off. Her fingers were tracing the shape of her swollen folds in her tight shorts; her other hand skating around the thick apples of her tits.

Wait, the what?

Daphne didn’t have tits. Starving, self-flagellating anorexic that she was, any fat reserves needed to form tits had long ago gone bye-bye. But there they were, Alexis could see, small mounds pushing out the tight white top clinging to Daphne’s torso. The nipples were fully erect, like pencil erasers, and tented the fabric. 

“Alexis!” Jerry hissed, squirming in his seat

She had started stroking him harder than before. Looking at her step-sister’s new yummy tits. What was that all about?

Alexis was a graduate student. She studied literature for a living. Why was she acting so shamelessly? She moved her hand back into her lap and then sat back down on her hands. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. Her voice was a low coo, unfamiliar even to her. “I don’t know what’s gotten into me, baby.”

She hadn’t ever called Jerry “baby.” Nor did she coo. Nor did she look at him, biting her bottom like she was now, hot pleading in her eyes that he would take mercy on her and pull over and fuck her stupid and full of...

Full of...

Full of what? His sperm? His seed?

His fucking seed, oh yeah, his unprotected seed with his bare cock, because that would mean she would get...oh, then she would...

“Something’s happening,” said Jerry. “To all of you. There’s a motel up ahead. I’m going to pull over.”

Alexis sighed happily. What a Man he was, taking action like that.

* * * * * 

Alexis felt dreamy and unreal. Her body felt like it was tingling, on fire with desire. In the five minutes between announcing that they would pull over and then actually parking the car, her arousal had more than quadrupled, every single movement and thought she made suddenly hardwired down to a pussy that felt empty, wet, and ravenous. 

A soft sheen of sweat covered her body. She was wet, her short hair feeling strangely thick as she moved her hands through it. She was so hot. 

Tugging at her clothes didn’t seem to do anything but distract Jerry from his job driving—so of course, she kept doing it. Her button-up shirt was becoming as wet as her skin, and she ripped and tore at it around her neck, pulling buttons apart until they popped off and plinked down onto the floor of the car. 

Her breasts felt heavy and thick, like her thoughts, and her nipples were hard...like Jerry’s cock. There was drool running down her chin, mixing with the sweat, and it all was making her her entire body look wet and hot. 

She liked this look for her. She liked it a lot. Why hadn't she tried to be this way for him before? He kept staring at her. He would fuck her with a wrench in his hand. He'd smear her body in motor oil and bury her head in a fucking glove box while violating her from behind. Fuck.

If she asked him really nicely, maybe she could get him to trap her in the spare tire so he could punish her ass without her able to fight back?

Her fingers danced across her nipples, each little touch and squeeze sending impulses of new fantasies straight to her brain. 

He pulled into the motel parking lot and found a space. The place was small and looked mostly abandoned. The paint on the office was yellow and cracking apart. The lights flickered.

When they were fully stopped, Jerry reached back to Daphne and Nadine, shaking them briefly.

“Are you guys all right?” he asked. 

Alexis reached up and squeezed his ass—his body turned toward the back of the car—giggling softly. He had a firm butt. She liked that. Jerry didn't say anything, so Alexis kept squeezing and cooing. God, he was strong.

Daphne turned to look at him, yawning and smiling. “Yeah. Fine.” Her smile deepened, her hands sliding over his. “Very fine.”

Her tits had only grown since Alexis looked at them last. They were easily B cups now. Her hair, usually thin and stringy, looked fuller. Thicker. Heavier. Even blonder than before. 

Nadine just giggled and nodded, her fingers dancing along Jerry’s hand on her leg. “Mmhmm.”

Never before had Alexis seen Nadine giggle. Or smile, really. Usually she was just apologizing, looking sad that she existed at all. 

He raised an eyebrow, clearly not believing them. “Well...whatever. I’m getting us a room. Wait here.”

Alexis watched him appreciatively as he walked to the motel entrance and stepped inside. His stride was so sure, so manly. Her fingers slipped over the next couple of buttons on her shirt, leaving it more open than before. Her bra was completely exposed now. She filled it out nicely. 

Squirming, Alexis slipped off her jacket and stuffed it down beneath her feet. Her skirt, which she had thought of as rather short when she put it on for the trip, felt too long now. How was she going to show off her legs with this thing going down over her knees?

There was a pocket knife in the console of the car. She clicked it open and began to work, ripping at her skirt until it was a much more comfortable miniskirt, the new “hemline” going only halfway down her thighs. Much better. Now she just needed some heels...

“Your boyfriend is really cute,” Daphne said.

Alexis looked up. She had been in something like a trance state, fixing her appearance. Even though she was wearing less clothing than before, she felt warmer than ever. Were her tits swelling in her tiny bra? And since when had this bra felt so tiny? She shook her chest, and her boobs jiggled enticingly.

“Oh,” said Alexis, nodding, looking with fascination at her own growing boob-flesh. “Yes. He is.”

“Like, really cute,” Daphne repeated. Alexis could hear her lick her lips. “I want to fuck him.”

Alexis nodded like Daphne had said “the weather was warm today” or “grass grows faster when it’s watered well.” Of course Daphne wanted to fuck Jerry—she was a girl and he was a Man. 

A man with a big, fat cock. Alexis sighed wistfully, looking out the window, her breath fogging against the glass like a dog waiting for its master. Jerry had rolled up the windows before he left and turned on the child-locks, preventing the girls from opening them. 

Buttons were hard. Alexis punched lightly at them, barely able to press one down. It was so hard to do something a Man clearly didn't want her to do. She reveled in the experience of losing her will; it felt nice, like a tall glass of warm lemonade on a cool day.

“Are you guys, like, hot?” Nadine asked. 

Alexis looked back at the overweight, bespectacled girl. She was sweating profusely—even more than Alexis or Daphne—her thick form practically making a puddle beneath her in the seat. 

“Gosh, Nadine,” said Daphne. “Maybe you should take off some clothes?”

Nadine just giggled, pushing her hand deep between her legs, moaning and sliding her knees together. Alexis bit her lip, watching. That was a good fucking idea. Nadine was smart. Her own fingers began sliding down into her skirt, exploring briefly.

Her thumb brushed against her clit, and her entire body vibrated with sudden, intense pleasure. Alexis moaned, the sound filling the car. 

That. Felt. Fucking. Great.

Jerry finally exited the motel office, waving for the girls to come out and meet him. They all immediately obeyed, Alexis clinging rapidly to his arm, needing to show him the beautiful new trick she could do with her hands on her clit. Or...maybe it would work with his hands on her clit, too? Or his cock...

“What happened to your outfit?” he asked Alexis. 

“I made some changes.” She pushed her tits heavily into his arm, docking them across his bicep. The bra was straining more than ever to contain her. “You like?”

“Yeah,” he said, licking his lips briefly. “Sure. Look, something...something fucked is happening.”

“What do you mean?” asked Alexis.

Daphne was sliding back on the car, complaining about her tummy rumbling. Nadine, meanwhile, was stripping down from her many layers, each one sopping wet, until she was left in just her pants and a tee shirt. Both looked too big for her. She looked with pleasant confusion at the mess around her body.

“I didn’t pay the motel. I mean, I have the key, but they were...busy.” He lowered his voice. “Someone was blowing the manager in the back office. I just left money and then got out of there.”

“Oh,” said Alexis, licking her lips. 

Someone blowing a Man. Maybe they could give her tips on how to help do that with Jerry? He needed his cock sucked so badly. He deserved it. And she was just the girl to give it to him. 

“Don’t you see, Alexis? Something is happening to the women. To...to you. You’re like...shiny.”

“Shiny?” she tittered at the compliment.

“Your skin, you’ve got this sheen. It’s not like regular sweat. And the way you smell...”
Her hand slid over to his cock. He was hard as a rock, straining against his pants. Softly, she squeezed the head, needing to feel the wonderful delight of his cum spurting out...
“Yeah?” she asked, wanting to hear more. It felt nice to be complimented by a Man. 

“I’m hungry,” said Daphne, stepping closer to them. “I’m so fucking crazy hungry. Do we have any food?”

“We were going to stop closer to the cabin,” said Jerry. “Sorry. There’s probably a vending machine somewhere. Follow me.”

He grabbed Alexis’s hand, taking it away from his cock, and led the trio of confused, bubbly-headed girls through the rows of rooms. They could overhear inside heavy, hot sounds of panting and moaning from several rooms. Jerry stopped at one room, opening it up with the key and gesturing for the girls to go inside. 

“There’s a machine,” he said, pointing just around the corner. “Does anybody have any money?”

They all shook their heads. Alexis was having trouble remembering just exactly how money worked. It was the stuff Men gave you that you traded for like, clothes and stuff. Right?

Men were definitely in charge of it. She knew that much. Girly girls like her didn't know a thing about numbers. Money was like, basically numbers? Like numbers with...funny squiggles?

“Fuck,” he said, clearly losing his temper. “Fuck! What the fuck is happening?”

His change in mood was completely sudden and absolute. One second he was relatively calm, the next, he was raging and violent. Alexis felt her heart hammering, needing to suckle his cock until he calmed down.

Or didn't. Her pussy wettened at the thought of him slapping the fuck out of her face while she went down on him.

Jerry kicked the wall and then slammed his fist against the door. Roaring, he rushed toward the vending machine and slammed his foot into the bottom of it, knocking the heavy glass door over the treats loose. Then he continued to kick it, powering it open, and once the door was loose he ripped it all the way off and sent it scattering onto the floor.

The cover of the vending machine was heavy and latched securely. A man would have to be like, superhumanly strong to be able to just force it off like that. Alexis, watching her man lose his temper and unleash all that strength on the machine, had never been so fucking wet in her life. 

“Girls!” he snapped. “Come get your fucking food! Now!”

Daphne and Nadine snapped to attention, immediately rushing to follow the man’s order. 

As they poured out of the room, Alexis grabbed Jerry’s arm and tugged him inside, shutting the door behind her. Her heavy tits felt swollen inside of her constraining top. Her hair sprinkled around her shoulders, thick and dark, and she licked her lips. Without thinking, she clung to her man, kissing him deeply, wrapping her body tight against his and joining him in a sizzling hot kiss. 

At first, he didn’t seem to know how to respond. Then her pussy, so clearly hot and so close to him, pushed up against his thick rod from beneath her skirt. He groaned, grabbing her ass and pulling her against him, his hands slipping up her thighs and taking her by the ass. 

“I n-need to suck you off,” she said, her thoughts so foggy and wet. 

Every part of her felt soaked. But even so, she knew she was forgetting something. Something important. 

His cock was right there, it was making thinking so hard. Her hands fumbled with his zipper and buttons, undoing them clumsily, fingers coming around the precum-slathered mess of his turgidity. The second she touched him, everything make sense. Her knees gave out, biology took over, and she knelt before the commanding presence of her man. Hot lips, so close to tasting that holy object of her every desire, became slathered in slick saliva. 

“Please,” she said, her voice small and needy. “Please can I suck your cock?”

A wave of hot, instant relief passed through her, a miniature orgasm on all its own, like she had the full effects of seventeen back massages all at once. That was so much better. It was so much nicer for a girl to beg her Man for his cock. That was what she had done wrong before.

She should always be begging him. Begging to be bossed around. To be slapped if he was angry. To suck him if he needed relief. 

Begging to be every last thing he needed. That was her place.

He nodded just once, and right away, she slipped her thickening lips over his rod, eagerly swallowing the precum-covered meat down her throat. She had never sucked a cock before, never once, never even wanted to, but now it was her whole world. Taking his thick rod into her mouth, sliding her entire tongue around the thickness of his shaft—had he been so big before? How had she not known?—and swallowing him deep down her throat like an expert. His hands ran through her hair, pulling and yanking, encouraging her to suck deeper, and she obliged him.

Every part of her vibrated with pleasure, the drips of his precum splashing against her tongue and lips and inside of her mouth like molten ambrosia being hard-wired straight to the center of her brain. She stared up at him, big green eyes focusing purely on her man, letting him know that her attention was solely on him and his pleasure. 

“Fuck, Alexis,” he moaned. “Fuck, you're good at that. That's your job from now on. You hear me?”

She nodded, sucking affirmatively. She couldn't stop moaning. Somehow she was close to cumming without even touching her pussy. 

“You fucking hear me, Alexis? This is your job now. You fucking suck my cock all the time. I'm tired of your shit, you hear me? You fucking suck me or I'll leave you.”

Leave her? Oh god, leave her? She sucked harder, licking fastidiously, slurping with gusto to please her Man. She couldn't imagine not having a Man. She was a girl. Her Man was everything. 
Cum in my throat, she urged him in her mind. Cum in my throat. I'm your good little fuck doll. Your little girlyfriend fucktoy. Cum in my throat. Cum in me forever. Pleasepleasepleasepleaseplease
He moaned, jerking, his balls tightening against her chin. Then sticky, hard jets of salty deliciousness sprayed against her throat.

“Good girl,” he moaned, sending waves of orgasm crash through her body. “That's a good girl. Suck it down for me.”

She would. Forever. She had to.

He was her Man.

* * * * * 

Jerry sat back on the bed, trying to think. His cock was out and he stroked it absently. His hard-on didn’t seem to be going away. 

After Alexis had sucked him off, and he had sprayed his seed thick down her throat, he felt like something had turned on inside of him. A switch that had been flipped. 
Before letting Daphne and Nadine back in the room, he had backed Alexis into the corner and—still hard, after just receiving the best blowjob of his life from his formerly utterly-peevish girlfriend—fucked her skull stupid. He slammed into her, being brutal with it, knocking her head between the door and the wall in the corner, and she had loved it. There was a dent in the wall when they were done, but she didn't seem the worse for the wear at all. Far from it. 
Staring up at him with empty green eyes, fingers ripping at her bra, her flimsy wet shirt, tearing her clothes down and showing him the shiny surface of her hot wet skin as he emptied himself again. This time, though, instead of just cumming down her throat, he had emptied all over her face, spraying his white hot seed across her lips, her cheeks, her chest. 

Her expanding chest. Her lengthening hair. Her widening hips.

Fuck. She was so fucking sexy now.

After that, breathing hard, he had let Nadine and Daphne in the room. Their mouths were covered in grease and salt and chocolate, Daphne especially. She seemed dazed—both of them had their hands buried in their cunts, had been pressing up against the door and listening intently to the face-fucking of Alexis inside. Salty potato chip and dark fudge stains were visible all around the crotches of their pants and shorts from where they had been touching themselves intently and getting off to Jerry utterly brutalizing Alexis. 

He didn’t quite have the cognitive capacity to put it all together. His cock was so big and hard, and he had to stroke it. Make it covered in his own slick, slippery precum. There was a river of the stuff.

Shortly after coming inside the room Daphne collapsed on one of the two beds, the one closest to the bathroom. He ordered Alexis and Nadine to clean themselves off, and they meekly obeyed, Nadine not saying a word about Alexis’s ripped outfit or the cum she was smearing all over her face and chest like it was sunscreen. 

Jerry, vaguely curious, looked outside at the mess the girls had left behind them near the vending machine. They had torn through the snacks available to them, eating maybe one hundred and fifty dollars worth of food in one sitting. If anybody tried to make his girls pay for it, well, Jerry would kick their ass, and that would be that. 

He didn’t quite have the cognizance available to think that, only hours ago, kicking anyone’s ass for anything would have felt as foreign to him as eating caviar in a tuxedo. But his thoughts had become simpler. Not stupid. Just...streamlined. 

And so he sat on the bed, trying to think, stroking his cock. His precum continued to pour out like a fountain, the length and thickness of his cock feeling double than what it had that morning. 

His cock was bigger. Alexis was...sexier. His girlfriend. He deserved a sexy-as-fuck girlfriend. He was a Man, after all.

Her eyes were like bright hot forests. Her hair thick as his forearm. And she was so willing to fuck—and those tits, fuck. Those tits! So much bigger. 

Just like the kind he deserved. Big and soft and bouncy. 

His cock stirred slightly at that thought. Bigger tits. Bigger hips. Making her more fertile. His cock twitched again, more precum spilling out across his lap. 

The thought of making Alexis bigger—heavier—stuck with him. But not just heavier, not fatter. No. Thicker in the belly, making her swollen, making her...

Pregnant.

“C-cock?” Daphne shifted on the bed. She sat up suddenly, like she had been having a nightmare. “Cock?”

Her eyes focused slowly, narrowing and widening and then narrowing again as she inhaled deeply, seeing Jerry’s cock out. He hadn’t put much thought into the fact that his girlfriend’s step-sister could see his open, bare cock at any time. Why should he? He was a Man and she was his woman. 

His woman?

Yeah, his woman. Anytime he wanted, he could make it so. 

Daphne licked her still-messy lips, stretching her arms languidly. “Cooooock,” she said, stretching the word out, testing it like water in a pool. 

Something was different about her. After eating all that food, and her nap, something had changed. She wiped her mouth, clearing the chocolate and crumbs away, and much of her caked make-up fell off too. Tongue shifting around his mouth, Jerry tossed her a towel he had been planning to use to cum into when he finished jerking off. 

“Wipe your face,” he said. “Clean off.”

“Mmkay,” Daphne said meekly. 

He thought nothing of her immediate obedience. Girls were supposed to do what Men said. That’s just how it was.

Quickly, she wiped her face and body down, clearing away the extra food stuff and make up clumped along her face. The sweat covering her body seemed to act like some kind of lubricant, making the cleaning process that much more efficient, leaving her sparkling and shiny in the dim motel light. When she was done, she looked incredible—massively better than she had before. 

Her make-up before had been applied to counteract years of bodily abuse to make herself more appealing—layers and layers of rouge, of eyeshadow, of mascara and lipstick to bring color and life to a face that belonged to a woman who was desperate to deny herself all the sustenance that actually provided life in a body. 

But what he saw now was completely different—Daphne was vibrant. Her cheeks held a natural, sexy flush to them, her eyes bright and sparkling, her lips a pale, sexy wet pink that made Jerry’s cock shudder to look at. And that wasn’t the only change. 

He was stunned, seeing it all now, that he hadn’t noticed it immediately. Her body was utterly transformed. Before, Daphne had been close to skeletal. Now, while her waist had remained teensy—if not even tinier than the twenty-two inches it already had been—her hips and chest had become wider than ever, giving her an effortlessly sexy hourglass shape promoting a lifetime of fertile pleasures. 

Her skin, once skirting around an unhealthy yellow pallor, was shiny and lightly bronzed, healthy and warm. The stringy mess of her hair had coalesced into thick blond locks running down her side, shimmering and magnificently straight, like the kind you would see in a hair commercial. 

But one of the biggest changes of all were her breasts—her tits, they now had to be called. They were massive, easily 36D in size, like great buoyant basketballs of milk-filled pleasure. Because they were milk-filled, and milk-dripping, hot wet white trails of leaking out as Daphne crawled across the bed to Jerry, pushing her gorgeous face against his thighs and licking the skin there. 

“Cock,” she said again, slurping up the heavy puddle of precum that he had spilled all along his legs. “Please, cock?”

Her vocabulary had apparently taken a large backseat to her current needs. She was like an angel, slurping, adoring, kissing his skin. Her thick tits rubbed against his knees, hot milk dripping down onto his flesh. Never before in his life could he remember being so goddamn hard, not even when he was fucking Alexis’s mouth just minutes ago. 

His hand came down on the television remote, flipping the channel on to the news. 

A male anchor was reporting, his shirt disheveled and his skin flushed. “Reports are saying that the Event, as it’s now being called, is global. There is no safe space from it, apparently. Women all over are being transformed into...” he shuddered, placing a hand beneath the desk. “Fuck. That’s it. Take it all the way down. Just like that.” He looked back up at the camera, smiling briefly. “...transformed, women are being transformed into big-breasted, for lack of a better term, bimbos.” 

The desk underneath him vibrated momentarily, and two large-breasted women—one Asian, the other Latina—slipped upward and kissed him on the neck, their chests covered in cum. He was clearly still fucking someone underneath the desk, her hands banging against the interior.

“This is...this is just how it is now, boys.” The anchor’s smile widened. “Enjoy.”

Something about his look, so predatory, so knowing, made Jerry’s soul go cold. He couldn’t do this. Couldn’t just...just fuck Daphne’s mind away. He was better than that.

So he stood up, rolling away from Daphne's pleading, perfect, plush body, pushing her off his body. Just that brief contact of his hand on her skin made his cock strain forward, heavy spurts of his precum landing all over the bed. Daphne lunged forward, smearing her face in his spent essence, licking up as much of it as he could. 

“Please!” Daphne moaned, crawling after him. “Please cock!”

“Stay here,” he growled at her. “Just...stay here, and let me think!”

And he watched, amazed, as she knelt down and nodded obediently, cunt obviously pulsing, clearly cumming at following his instructions. His precum glistened on her already-shining body. 

* * * * * 

In the car with the windows rolled up was the only place that Jerry felt safe. Away from this strange heat, the weird atmosphere, the pinkness of the sky, the pink in all the girls’ souls.

What was happening to them? To him? Why were his thoughts feeling so razor-sharp, but so limited? He could focus only on one thing at a time. His thinking in that point was clear as day, but imagination seemed boxed in. Tunneled. He couldn’t think of a solution to his problem because he was thinking so clearly about Daphne’s body—her ripe tits, those wet lips, those sensationally fertile hips...

And then his cock was hard again and he needed to stroke himself to calm down. He’d cum four times in the past hour, spraying against the interior of the car. The windows were plastered in his liquid. His cum was thick, like paint, but slippery too. Most of it had landed in a puddle on the floor of the car, nearly as tall as his toes. Imagining covering Alexis in all that cum had him hard...everything got him hard. And it was so easy to stay hard because all he fucking needed to do was cum and cum and cum and not think of anything else but breeding those hot cunts inside...

And now he was jerking himself off again. 

“Please,” came a soft, purring, cooing voice through the c. “Pl-please, sir, don’t do that.”

He turned, seeing a vision in underwear, knee socks, and high heels. The parking lot was empty except for the two of them. 

“Who is that? Is that...?”

Was that Nadine?

The glasses were the giveaway. Thick horn-rim frames and those dense lenses. But the rest of her...

The rest of her was a vision, just like Daphne had been. Her limbs were fit and toned, her torso slender and slick. Her every inch advertised hot, nubile, virgin sexuality, the kind seen on the covers of magazines or movie trailers. Her breasts were just barely covered, a tiny ripped t-shirt covering her body. There were obvious wet spots around the nipples where milk leaked out. She wore tiny lace boyshorts, plastered to her ass with sweat. They belonged, probably, to Daphne.

He stepped out of the car, his huge cock flopping from thigh to thigh, slapping heavy against himself. When Nadine saw it, she dropped to her knees, the thick cloth of her socks protecting her knees from the gravel on the driveway.

“Fuck,” she moaned, squeezing her tits. “You’re so big. Oh fuck. I’ve ne-never been fucked, Sir, and see, I was hoping...I was hoping you would be the one to fuck me, seeing as how, like, I belong to you with Alexis and Daphne, and...oh!”

He lifted her up off the ground easily, taking her in both hands and setting her down on top of the car. In a moment he was on top of her. Easily he ripped her shirt off, shoving his cock between the milk-wet mounds of her massive tits, her curled hand sliding rapidly around his shaft. 

There was no more resistance left in him. It could have been Alexis or Daphne or any other girl who had come out. All Jerry knew anymore was that he had to fuck—and he had to fuck a lot. 

He pushed inside of her milk-wet tits, cock throbbing back and forth. The head of his cock pushed against her chin, her lips. It felt like it was growing by the second. She was able to take much of it into her mouth, sucking and slurping while she rubbed her huge tits onto the side of his shaft. 

Beneath him, his car bucked with the weight. He could hear the axle straining and groaning. He didn't give a fuck. Nadine's tits felt amazing. Soft, warm, and dripping wet now with his own precum and her milk, they were everything he needed on him.

There was no more pretense of being a good person. He was a Man. Fucking Nadine like this was his right.

She belonged to him.

And he had to show her. He had to give her his fucking seed. Had to empty himself all over her. 

“Take it, you fucking...fucking hot bitch!” he grunted. “Fucking take all of it!”

Nadine nodded, urgently sucking and moaning, needing to obey her Man. 

His load was massive, surging down her mouth. So much of his hot white seed dumped into her that he overloaded her, great streams of it spurting down from the sides of her mouth. He continued to spray, pulling out of her sexy hot lips, spraying all over her glasses and her tits. 

“You don’t fucking need these,” he said, taking her glasses and throwing them across the parking lot.
He meant she didn’t really need to see or read or do anything with her eyes from then on; the truth was, though, that she didn’t actually need them at all, she had merely kept them on as a vestige of her old life. That was gone now—and she was firmly entrenched as his. She stared up at him with bright blue eyes, nodding obediently.
“Yes, Master,” she said. “Anything you say.”

* * * * * 

Daphne sat in Alexis’s lap, the two young newly-discovered bisexuals fingering each other gleefully as their thoughts were filled with the dancing image of their Master’s cock. Their heavy tits leaked out hot milk all over each other, perfectly lubricated their already shining wet bodies, hot and soaked from the slick sweat of their constant need and heat. 

Both girls were naked except for the pairs of high heels they had taken from Daphne’s suitcase (why she had brought so many heels to a hiking trip was anyone’s guess), both of them needing to present themselves as completely open to their Master’s touch whenever he decided to grace them with their presence again.

Neither girl was weirded out by making out with her sister. To Alexis, Daphne was just another hot fucking bitch. Any hot fucking bitch that her Master owned? Alexis was allowed to fuck. The same rules applied to Daphne and Nadine. 

Neither girl was worried, either, that their Master might not return. He was the Man, after all, and the Man took care of the girls. They could feel his orgasm, even in the parking lot so many dozens of feet away, knowing that he had cum beautifully all over their third slavesister, Nadine. 

Alexis loved Nadine. She loved watching her transforming body in the shower, fat melting away as the steam billowed under the water, her body transforming so that her Master would love to fuck her just like he would love to fuck Alexis. Alexis had, watching the scared Nadine, knelt down beneath her and licked her hot, sweet, pussy, adoring the sensation of the blonde’s body becoming tighter, more toned, more sexy beneath her tongue. 

But even with as much as she loved Nadine—and Daphne, with her hot new hips and big, sexy, milk-leaking tits—Alexis loved her Master more.

There was some dim thought still available to her. Nonsensical memories that brought to mind how she had, once upon a time, been cold to her Man. Her body feeling strangely revolted at the thought of sucking his cock or stroking him off, the way she felt now about, say, touching a Man who wasn’t him. 

All she wanted was him, now. All she needed was him. And she needed—she needed—

Her head perked up, sliding away from Daphne’s. “He’s coming.”

As soon as she said the words, the door burst open, Jerry kicking it right through. Wooden shards flew everywhere. He had a key, but of course, that was no fun. 

Alexis clapped and squealed with joy, sliding Daphne off of her lap slightly. The two were still pressed together, their heavy tits sliding up and down the surface of the other. But instead of being entangled, they were now advertising how easily Jerry could be entangled in them. 

Alexis tossed her hair back, thick yard-long locks the color of ebony shining and shimmering, and she bit her thick lower lip, eyes sparkling. Nadine was held upside down on Jerry’s torso, her legs flung over his shoulder with her tits resting on his thick, chiseled abs. Her mouth and hands worked up and down on his cock; she was working like some kind of blowjob-shirt. Alexis giggled, the only method she had left of offering any semblance of a witty phrase at this delightful sight.

“Come fuck?” Daphne asked, her high-pitched voice hopeful. 

“That’s right,” said Jerry. “Coming to fuck.”

He had answered Daphne, but his eyes were purely on Alexis. Her heart felt like it was going to pound through her chest. She needed her Man in her again. She knew that she had fucked him before, but for some reason, this felt like it would be the first time. It was different somehow this time.

There wasn’t much chance to think about it. Jerry took her by the throat and slammed her down on the bed. Milk splashed all around them; the bed was completely soaked in their heavy emissions. 

“You fucking say it,” he said, slapping her roughly and taking her hard by the throat. “You fucking say I’m your Master, slut.”

Her cheek stung from his slap. She loved it. He was a Man. He got to rough her up a bit. That was her place. 

“You’re my fucking Master,” she moaned. “My fucking Man Master!”

She gasped with sudden, unstoppable orgasm as he shoved inside of her. His cock filled everything—was everything. He was enormous, taking up the entirety of her cunt, filling her in ways that she didn't even know she could be filled.

He pulled out—emptiness, terror that he might leave forever—and then he shoved right back in, harder and deeper than before. 

Alexis gasped, grinding her body against his, his thick hands slapping on her tits and grabbing her roughly. He pinned her down on the bed and slammed his hips into hers, his cock unstoppably fucking her. 

“Do it!” she moaned. “Oh god, yes! Do it! Fuck me, please! Yes!”

“Fuck you, yeah,” he grunted. “Gonna fucking...make you pregnant.”

She gasped, feeling herself cum again at this revelation. She nodded urgently into his face, moaning, desperate, needing that to happen. It would be so perfect, so amazing to be pregnant from his cock. So wonderful.

“Yes!” she cried. “Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fucking make me pregnant, Master! Make me yours! Make me your pregnant fucking cockslut, please!”

“That's right,” he said. “Fucking...fill you...”

His balls slapped harder and harder against the tight surface of her ass. Her body was so tiny compared to his. He was so massive, so strong.

She loved him so much. His orgasm was incoming. Her life had reached perfection.

The massiveness of his cock trembled and exploded inside her and everything made sense for the first time in her life. This was her purpose, her call to being. She could feel the life brimming in her almost right away, and even as he pulled out of her, her body cumming wildly and thrashing on the milk-wet bed, she knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that she was massively pregnant. 

She hoped for triplets.

Jerry wasn't done, though. He would never be done. He grabbed Daphne, still cumming, and began to fuck her with his spasming, totally-hard cock. Filling her up. Making her pregnant too. 

Alexis sighed happily, slinking down next to Nadine to lick up whatever remainder of cum she could. It was so good to belong to her Man. When she finished licking it up, she would go suck on his balls while he fucked her sister.

* * * * *

Jerry burped loudly, moving his mouth away from the constantly dripping stream of Daphne’s heavy tit in his mouth. She had become his number-one Milk Girl over the past day, her tits being so massively larger than those of the others at Fort Motel. 

Fort Motel was his home now. He wasn't very creative. It was his home, his base, his fort. It was a motel. So, it was Fort Motel.

It had taken him about a day to clear out the other men from the place. They had put up a fight, trying to hold on to their women. Jerry couldn’t blame them—if any of them tried to take any of his girls, he’d fight too. But he had grown to be bigger and stronger than the other men—feasting so regularly on the milk of three hot, impregnated bimbo beauties designed to make him an even bigger stud than he already was—and so after a few black eyes, some busted lips, and even some broken bones, he had taught the intruders their lesson.

The milk of the bimbos made him big and strong. Fucking them—impregnating them—made their milk even more potent. The man with the most bimbos was the strongest. It was as simple as that.

Fort Motel, and all the pussy that arrived at it, now belonged to him. That included the pussy those men had had. 

So, now, in the main office, Jerry was surrounded not only by his lusciously pregnant Alexis and Nadine, their basketball-sized baby bumps pushing urgently against his biceps as they stroked his terrifically huge cock, and the milk-heavy Daphne (also hugely pregnant), but a redhead named Charlene, a young dark-skinned beauty named Yvonne, and two Asian girls who were so fucked out of their minds that they didn’t know how to give him a name anymore. He named them One and Two.

He was their Man. Their living God. He thought that was pretty goddamn Right. Sometimes it exhausted him, trying to please so many. But he didn't really care. Fucking was too good to keep it limited to just a few girls.

A van pulled up to the hotel, driving erratically. 

Jerry stood up, ready for any threats. He was totally naked, and his muscles were shiny and chiseled; all he had eaten for the past twenty hours was the milk of his bimbos, and it was more than enough to keep him sated and to keep his muscles ready and thick. 

A young, leggy brunette stepped out from the van, wearing a tight tank top, jean short-shorts, and a gasmask. 

“Hello in there!” she called. “Is anyone there? Is anyone...normal? I wouldn’t stop, but we’re out of gas, and...”

Jerry stepped out from the office, smelling that hot, fresh cunt in the air. She was a virgin. And for some reason, she hadn’t felt the Event yet, hadn’t embraced the Pink. He licked his lips. That could change.

“...and...my wife...she’s...” The brunette trailed off more, looking at Jerry.

More specifically, she was looking at Jerry’s cock. It was enormous, and leaving a river of cum on the ground as he walked toward her. 

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, backing up against the car. “Y-you can’t...I can’t...you...I...my wife, she’s...”

He looked briefly inside the car. There was a sexy young blonde with a gas mask pushed off her face, her fingers buried in her snatch. Her tits were developing rapidly; soon, they’d be leaking milk just like a good girl. 

“Why are you wearing that?” he asked the brunette, meaning the gas mask. He was right on top of her now. His arm trapped her against the car. She wasn't going anywhere.

“It...seems to slow the effects,” she said, breathy. Her hands ran up and down his massive, sweat-covered chest, and she bit her lips, struggling not to smile. “I didn’t...didn’t want to...I...”

“That’s stupid,” he said, pulling the gas mask off her face. “Don’t be stupid anymore. You’re my cockslut now, ‘kay?”

The brunette nodded, dropping to her knees. His cock leapt forward and slapped her in the face. “Cockslut,” she repeated. “’Kay.”

There was a good girl. Just like he deserved.

# # #


The Lust Days 2

––––––––


HOUR 1

There’s something you need to come look at.

Sandra sighed, shoving her phone away. She didn’t want to deal with whatever her soon-to-be ex-husband thought was important. Most of the time he was a buffoon, and when he wasn’t trying to convince her to fuck him again, he was throwing out passive-aggressive arguments about why it was her fault that their marriage had dissolved.

She stood up, walking to the other end of her small office, wishing there was anyone else there that day to talk to about her problems. There was a stress ball in her hand and she squeezed it, not quite feeling the promised effects of relief. It had done wonders for toning her forearms, though. 

Sliding her fingers over a stack of lab results, she nodded her head down against the wall, banging it there softly in frustration. It was the middle of the weekend—Saturday afternoon—and she was stuck at the Bloomington Heights Center for Disease Control with the one man she wanted absolutely nothing to do with.

Sandra, an experienced epidemiologist, and Warren, a virologist, were the only two employees on-site and available at the CDC complex that day. Government cutbacks meant that everything was cut back, and that meant that at the one place where you would expect the government to be working the most—to prevent contagious diseases from utterly destroying its population—there were the least amount of people. It was Sandra Peters and Warren Martin and that was it. No cleaning staff, nobody working in the security office, nothing. Security was operated through a private firm a few miles down the road; they observed everything remotely. 

Seriously, her phone dinged again. This is insane. You need to come here right now. No bullshit. The world is going crazy.

She picked her phone up now, raising an eyebrow. What was he talking about now?

Scout’s honor, Sandra. There’s something happening. I think you need to shut down the compound.

Now her heart started beating. Sandra was the senior scientist over Warren at the facility; she had the access codes for all the facility’s really important functions. Her role had only recently been upped to the administrative, especially on days like this when staff was low.

You’re being serious? She asked. If I shut us down and it’s bullshit, it’s your pay that I’m going to dock.

Do it. I’m serious. Turn on the news if you don’t believe me. And then, after a moment: Please come to the cafeteria. That’s where I’m seeing this. It’s on every station.

Warren hardly ever said “Please,” and especially not in the past six months of dissolution, ever since she’d made one mistake...

Ten minutes later, she entered the cafeteria, having walked through the labyrinthine corridors of the complex. It was built to be maze-like in case there was ever any contagious agent exposed to the air or any employee; the harder it was to get in and out, the better. She had started the shutdown protocols for the Center by remote, using the connection with her tablet to lock all windows and doors, and vacuum-lock all the entrances. Nothing would get in or out without her say-so. 

She found Warren standing in the middle of the cafeteria, staring at four different television sets all set up before him. Two were on the ceiling, angled down—they had always been there, set up for workers to watch the news or sports during meals—and two others had been carted in from other rooms. Each showed a different news station. He was a little taller than average height, balding around the crown of his head, with his gut just a little too thick for a man of his relatively young age. 

He was thirty-four; Sandra was thirty-eight. She’d always suspected that her age had something to do with how surprised and angry he’d been when he found out what she had done, sleeping with another man. 

How could an older woman do that to him? He’d always been sort of egotistical; most of the time, she had enjoyed it, in fact. She had liked a man who knew there was something to like about himself—who wanted to be with some self-deprecating schlub all the time? 

She herself wasn’t exactly a prize, though she didn’t think she had anything to be ashamed of, either. Her hair was dark and cropped close around her skull; she never really thought to invest in a quality hair stylist. She was skinny, almost painfully so. Often, Sandra lost herself in her work and so she forgot to eat for days at a time outside of the small pieces of toast that she had for breakfast in the morning, rushing out of the house with a two-minute shower and only a cursory application of make-up. Luckily she had strong feminine features, pretty enough on her own merits that she was never questioned for not “applying herself” further in pursuits of attracting men; but Sandra was well-aware that she only “got away” with this because of her genetics. 

Other women wouldn’t be as lucky as her in that respect. 

“What is it?” she asked him. “Why did we just cost the government sixty-eight thousand dollars?”

Shutting down the lab was expensive—the clearing of the air, powering on of the emergency generator, closing off all exits and entrances, and readying of emergency communications all cost money. Sandra was relatively new to her role as administrator, but these expenses had been the first things imposed on her when she got the job. 

“Look,” he said, pointing to the television sets. “It’s...it’s something insane.”

She looked at the various news stations. “The Event” they were calling it. The sky had opened up—everywhere. A great pink gap in the sky, spilling out into their atmosphere, pouring more pink into the sky and beyond. 

“Pink?” said Sandra. “That’s it? We’re shut down because...the sky is pink? I mean, Warren, it’s weird, but don’t you think that it’s a little premature to—”

“No, look. People are changing. Transforming. Women are...women are changing. Becoming obsessed with sex.”

It took her a minute to process all the different voices coming in at once from the different televisions. She had to try and focus—there, a woman’s voice...

“The changes take place over a short period of time. Both sexes seem to share some symptoms. They notice smells in the air and begin to sweat profusely.” The woman speaking was a spectacularly beautiful redhead, making long, mooning eyes at the male anchor next to her. She inhaled deeply, licking her lips. “Women in particular become fixated with big, happy, yum yum cocks that they need to serve with all their might. Good girls get preggo right away, their big titties getting even bigger. Fat melts off, wow! Hair gets longer and sexier, the decoration that a man deserves. Skin is shinier, legs are longer, and all thoughts are erased except for serving cock cock cocky cocky cock cock cock. Fuck.” The female anchor licked her lips again. They were growing puffier by the moment. “So much...so much cock needs serving...”

“That’s right, June,” said the male anchor, obviously turned on at what he was seeing. “And men change also. Becoming stronger. Larger. More possessive of their sexual partners. Their intelligence re-focused entirely on breeding and fighting other males for the right to breed. In fact, they...they...”

Sandra continued to watch, the female anchor sweating profusely, looking with heavy, hot eyes at her male co-anchor. He continued to stutter over the news, letting the paper in his hands fall to one side. Then, the female anchor, June, began tearing at her clothes. Her tits, swelling and thickening on camera, bounced gleefully forward, her body covered with a thick, hot sheen of sweat, everything about her wet and available. 

“C-cock!” she moaned. “Give me your cock!”

She lunged down beneath the male co-anchor, who, alarmed but not surprised, simply let her attach her mouth to his exposed crotch. In seconds, she had ripped his pants away and was sucking him off, his bulbous cockhead pushing hard into her mouth and throat. The camera followed them, strangely, capturing the entire scene. 

Then, as Sandra watched, the cameraman himself stepped out into the frame and ripped his pants off, shoving his cock into June’s open, ready behind. She cried out in orgasm and the anchorman stood up, pushing the camera man off. 

“My cunt!” he growled, punching the cameraman in the face. 

The two scrambled and fought, trading blow after blow—both looking like they absolutely wanted to murder the other. 

Then there was a snapping, a crackling, and the entire screen popped and went blue. 

“I’ve seen that same thing now four times,” said Warren, gulping. “More or less. Transformations. Fighting. I kept having to find new channels. I think...I think it’s something in the air, Sandra. I think we’re really fucked.”

Sandra had never been so scared in her entire life. The look in that anchorwoman’s eyes—she had needed that cock. Needed it like an animal needed a kill, or like a starving woman needed food. 

Her hand found Warren’s, gripping it tight. The two of them stood in the cafeteria, all alone, and witnessed the end of the world as they knew it.

HOUR 5

––––––––

It was only by chance that he looked at the security feed. For the first few hours of The Event, Warren and Sandra had been too stunned to do anything except sit and watch, holding one another, momentarily forgetting about all the problems that had led them to that time. 

He walked around the hallways, trying to clear his mind and loosely making a run for his office, where he had a small flask of whiskey available to him. He thought, shit, maybe he and Sandra would have a few sips and do something stupid like reconcile. It wasn’t like they had anything better to do. Why not see if they could get the most out of their supposed marriage?

They had been married for just a little over four years and it taken just two of them for Warren to know it wasn’t going to work. Their initial romance had been heavy and wild, both of them shocked that they were compatible with someone easily as smart as the other. 

That had always been their problem, individually, thinking that they couldn’t be with someone who was dumber than they, but practically everyone was. It wasn’t like there was a wealth of idiot scientists running around; and it wasn’t either like there was some wealth of single geniuses in their area. 

But then, after that initial romance had come the moving in, and then the bills to pay, the responsibilities around the house, the inability to compromise or communicate, the in-fighting and the nagging and the passive aggressiveness...and then, well after it was all dead, she had slept with someone else. 

In truth, he was a little relieved she had; it gave him the opportunity to act on what he had known for ages—that they needed a divorce to settle their lives apart. But even that much relief didn’t quite save him from the pain he had felt from her actions; even if it was an expected betrayal, even if it was a welcome betrayal in some ways, it was still a betrayal.  

And betrayal hurt.

Near his office was the security room. On a lark, he opened the door to inside the monitor-filled room; maybe there would be some good news in there. Guns they could use, perhaps. Some kind of radio, maybe. Inside, the first thing he saw was an entire wall full of screens sitting above a desk. More than a dozen small screens, each with a different feed, showing a different angle of the outside of the complex. 

And there was movement on them. He stopped in his cursory search, honing in on the screen where he saw it.

The security footage was clear. There was a girl outside trying to get in. East Entrance. His heart began to race; they had to do something. 

Immediately, he called Sandra in, already halfway to suiting up in his clean suit when she arrived. The spare clean suit had been in his office in case of emergencies; he wore it or one like it nearly every day on the job. It was his duty to examine rapidly evolving viruses like the flu and warn citizens about the strains of them that could be found that year, so that then he could be summarily ignored by legions of morons who thought that the flu shot would give them the flu. 

Sandra entered, saw the footage and then what Warren was doing, and shook her head.

“No,” said Sandra immediately, knowing right away what was on Warren’s mind. “No way. She stays out there.”

Frowning, zipping up the front of the suit, Warren flipped on the audio. 

“Help!” the girl cried. “Please? Is there anyone out there? There’s something...something happening. And I...I feel so funny...”

“We have to help her,” said Warren. 

His arms were crossed; he didn’t appear as though there was really any discussion to be had on the matter. 

“Absolutely not,” said Adriana. “No. No way. We cannot break the containment seal.”

“I’ll wear a suit,” he said. “It’ll be fine. But we can’t just leave her there. It’s criminal.”

“Criminal? You’re worried about law? The entire fucking Congress is transformed! It’s a fucking orgy. You saw the news.”

Warren hesitated. He had. C-Span had been trying to document the vote to declare this a state of emergency. Instead, the congresswomen—all of them—ripped their clothes off, revealing bodies that appeared decades younger than they actually were, and smothered the speaking Representatives with heavy, urgent milk-leaking tits. 

Things had quickly devolved from there. It was apparently quite hard to maintain video coverage when all the cameramen and women wanted to join in on the fucking themselves.

There was more movement on the security footage in front of them. The complex was located deep in the wilderness, surrounded by forest. Through the trees, a pair of women showed, followed by a tall, muscular man. The women were naked and wet, strutting effortlessly on tall, tall heels. The man’s cock—enormous and thick, like a third arm—was leaving a stream of precum behind him easily visible on the screen.

That was a lot of precum. 

The girl at the entry could see the approaching trio, and started banging on the doors harder. 

“Please,” the girl moaned. “Please...I need...need help...so bad. Help me. Please. I’m a virgin. I’ve been...been saving myself for marriage. God wants me to be a virgin. Please...”

“I’m going,” said Warren.

In less than two minutes—even with Sandra yelling at him to stop—he was striding down to the entry way to meet the girl, fully dressed in his clean suit, seeing the world through a thick plastic visor and breathing through a government-issue air filter. The entrance had an airlock—they had to keep the air inside as clean from contamination as possible—and so there were two sets of doors to pass through before he could reach the girl outside. He passed through the first set of doors and used a panel beside them to depressurize them, allowing the exterior doors to be opened. 

He knew this was stupid. Knew this was goddamn idiotic. But humanity was going crazy. Actually fucking itself to extinction—or, if not extinction, then some kind of incredibly disturbing evolution. Trying to save someone, even if it was downright stupid, was the only sane thing left available to him. There was no point in remaining a regular, uninfected human if he didn’t actually act in a humane way. If he didn’t try anything, he’d go just as crazy as the people outside. And then there wouldn’t be a difference, would there?

The security footage had been more grainy than clear; he hadn’t been able to make out many details of the girl. But now he could see that she was Asian and quite attractive. She was tall, wearing tiny jean shorts, her breasts straining against the thin white tee shirt she wore, her dark, thick hair descending down to her shoulders. 

“Ma’am,” he said through the door. “I’m going to let you in here, okay? What’s your name?”

“Jenny,” she said. “Jenny Liang. Please, hurry! I need...I need help so bad,” she moaned.

It sounded very much to him like what she was calling “help” was something else entirely. But he had to try. He couldn’t just leave her there. 

“Listen, Jenny. I’m going to let you in, but you can’t touch me, okay? You have to stay away. We have to quarantine you until we know it’s safe. Is that all right with you?”

“Anything!” she breathed. Her cheeks were flushed and rosy. Warren noticed for the first time how attractive she was—not just her body, but her face, too. Cheekbones. Full lips. Jawline. She was a stunner. “Anything you say. You’re the man in charge. Please...just let me in. Help me.”

He opened the door for barely ten seconds. Immediately he noticed a shift in the air being filtered into his suit. There was...something. A scent? Some hint of something. Cinnamon? Bubblegum? What was it?

Jenny rushed in and—completely ignoring his orders—hugged him close. It was a human reaction; she was scared. He couldn’t blame her. Warren shut the door and hugged her back, unable to stop himself. She was so grateful. When was the last time he had touched a grateful woman? Certainly Sandra wasn’t that. 

“You’re okay, right?” he asked.

She nodded, smiling brightly, her face full of gratitude. “I am now. Thanks to you.”
He smirked and shut the door behind her, and then began the process of decontamination through the airlock. But something was wrong. The screen was locked.
“I warned you, Warren.” Sandra’s voice came in over the intercom. “I told you not to go. But you didn’t want to listen. As usual.”

Gas started streaming into the airlocks. But it wasn’t the stuff they used to cleanse potential contamination. No, it was something else. Something he didn’t know about.

“Sandra?”

“I warned you,” she said. “And you didn’t want to listen. She tore your suit, Warren. She tore it right away.”

He looked down at himself, at the hole near his hip.

“Fuck. Jenny...”

He looked over at the girl, wondering if she would look guilty or surprised. But she was already breathing the gas in the air deep, and had collapsed to the ground. Warren leaned over, hoping to help her, but then everything went dark. 

HOUR 7

––––––––

Warren woke slowly, not sure where he was at first. The walls were white, the ceiling white, the floor white. He rolled up to his feet, head groggy and full of slow, syrupy thoughts. The last thing he remembered...falling. Hitting the ground.

Sandra. Sandra had gassed him and Jenny both.

Again, that sting of betrayal hit him. The hurt was less severe than perhaps the first time she had done it, but he was still surprised. He thought he could trust her.

In one corner, he saw Jenny wrapped in a ball, her beautiful young body closer than Warren would have liked. The entire room was about ten feet by ten feet. Jenny had obviously been exposed, hadn’t she? Her speech so breathy and erotic, her body so clearly made for fucking, busty and leggy and slick. 

Or, not made—remade. Re-designed. 

Perfected, he thought, staring at Jenny’s gracious curves, his cock twitching in his underwear. 

All he wore now were his tight white briefs and an undershirt. They felt tight for some reason, like he’d left them in the wash for too long. He turned from one end of the room to the other, looking around. He wasn’t familiar with this place. It seemed to be a holding cell of some kind. Why the fuck would they have these at the CDC? Why hadn’t anyone told him about it? He could feel his anger growing, irrational. 

Warren was even-tempered, cool-headed, never losing his head. For him to be losing his temper spoke to the extremity of the situation...or how the “situation” was working on him.

“How do you feel, Warren?”

Her voice came through the intercom; it was Sandra’s voice, but it was more like Dr. Peters’s voice. She didn’t carry the warmth she did when she spoke to him as a husband.

“Fuck you,” he said, banging the wall. “You put me in a fucking enclosure, Sandra.”

“You didn’t give me a choice.” Her voice came through the intercom. “I told you not to help her.”

“You could have at least kept my suit on.” Fear started to fill him, but it was dull and distant. Something was telling him that he didn’t need to be afraid of anything a woman did. “I might as well be naked in here with her.”

That thought was appealing. Jenny’s body was rapidly expanding beneath him—her legs had grown far beyond the constraints of the feet holes in her tiny denim shorts, making the piece of clothing look more like a denim bikini. Her hips, widening quickly, ripped at the stitching. Maybe, he postulated, it was being so close to a man that was making her change. What would happen, then, if she was even closer? 

If he touched her?

“The suit was ripped, remember?” Sandra’s voice distracted him from reaching toward Jenny. “It wouldn’t have helped. You’re already exposed.”

Warren looked down at the body of Jenny, motionless still outside of the strange transformations of her body. She was definitely affected by The Event. He couldn’t deny it any longer, if he ever had before. 

Before, she had been short. Leggy, but short. Now her torso had been shortened and flattened, her legs even longer. Tits, fat and heavy, sat on her chest. Little stains were on her shirt where the nipples leaked milk. 

Her hair was thick and dark, flowing down her back in a delicious-looking waterfall of black. He leaned down and sifted his hands through it. It was soft and silky. His cock twitched, getting harder as he touched her, pushing against the tight constraints of his white briefs. She moaned beneath his touch, clearly welcoming him even in her semi-conscious state.

“I don’t think it’s airborne,” said Sandra. “I think it’s something else entirely. I think...I think you’re doomed no matter what, Warren. I’m sorry.”

“So what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to watch and observe. Maybe I’ll...learn something. Figure something out. How do you feel?”

His cock felt funny. Bigger in his briefs than it felt before. He continued to stroke Jenny’s thick, dark hair. He’d never touched a girl as pretty as her before; Sandra had been the third person he had slept with and she was by far the prettiest among them. But Jenny blew Sandra away. Young—barely twenty, if that. Maybe even eighteen. Her nose perfect. Her lips so puffy and soft, so wet...

“How do I feel?” he asked, repeating without paying attention. 

His fingers ran against Jenny's hot mouth. On instinct, Jenny's lips coalesced around his thumb and she let out a slow, eager moan.

“You’re a scientist. You understand what’s at stake. If you tell me what’s happening in your head, maybe I can help narrow this down. I’m thinking it might be some parasite. All this mass shared hallucination—a pink portal opening in the sky? It’s madness. It must be something simpler, something we can trace...”

He stopped paying attention. She was saying all that stupid goddamn science stuff. What the fuck did he care about that when he had a big, thick cock between his legs and a pretty girl underneath him? He took Jenny by the hair, raising her off the ground a little bit, and slapped her face lightly, trying to get her to wake.

After a moment, she obliged him, smiling as he continued to slap her lightly, toying with her. 

She was property now. He would treat her like it.

Her eyes were bright and dark, staring at him with open desire. Their faces were mere inches away from each other, breath meshing and getting hotter. She smelled like bubblegum—his cock grew again, getting harder, the head popping out from the elastic band around his thin pants. Precum sprayed upward on to his belly, dripping down on Jenny’s legs. She rubbed it into her denim, fingers quickly toying with her shorts as she looked up at her new Man.

“Hello, Sir,” she cooed. She licked her lips. “May I have cock?”

She continued to slide herself out of her shorts and tiny panties, exposing the hairless, smooth, shining and wet surface of her hot pussy. It looked like it had been waxed and polished. He barely noticed the hair on her panties—an entire mound of it, quickly evaporating in the exposed air. His precum spurted again, landing on her bare thighs, and she moaned and spread it around on her skin. 
He knew what cum and precum did to skin normally. When it landed and stuck around, was rubbed in, it made the skin around it dry, like an adhesive. 
But when she rubbed it on her skin, the result was shinier, sexier, healthier-looking flesh. Wetter. Slicker. Her pussy juices slid down around the area where she rubbed it in and she groaned with pleasure.

“Cock?” she asked again. She slid up onto her knees, graceful and effortless. Her fingers pushed up against his thighs. Everything about her was soft and warm. “May I have cock? Need cock.”

His cock certainly was acting like it needed her. It was completely hard, spurting jet after jet of precum.

“Warren,” said Sandra. “Try to remember. Try to think. You’re...y-you’re a married man. A scientist. Back away from her. Remember who you are.”

Jenny’s hands pulled down his underwear as he stood up, the massive length of it springing outward, spraying hot precum up and down the wall around Jenny. She leaned up and extended a perfect pink tongue, licking the mess expertly with a long relishing moan.

But Sandra was right. His thoughts were clouded, fucked up, focused on fucking up. But he was a scientist. A married man, for all that. Maybe he could...he could resist?

Jenny, on her knees, stared up at him with total adoration—the kind of perfect adoration he had never seen on the face of any woman, not even from Sandra on their wedding night. 

“Listen,” he said to Jenny. Her face was attentive. “Let’s talk about this.”

“Talk?” she said, her face blank, not understanding, hands coming up again. “But...b-but cock...”

Fuck, he was so horny and she was so goddamn hot. 

And so willing, too. Fuck. His mind was so clouded, and he was so turned on...

Maybe if he just...just jerked off a little...

He backed up to the other side of the room, not sure where else to go. Fucking Sandra had locked him in here and now she wanted him to resist? Christ.

“Stay over there,” he said, pointing to the corner she had woken up in. “Don’t come over here. Okay?”

“Yes, Sir,” she said, nodding sadly. “I’ll do anything you say.”

Well, that was easy. He couldn’t help but ask. 

“Why?”

She shrugged, like he had asked a stupid question. “You’re my Man,” she said, as if that explained everything. She rubbed the spots on her thighs where his precum had landed. “I have to obey my Man.”

Jesus fuck, that was so hot. She would do anything he asked. Anything. 

In the corner, he closed his eyes, trying to imagine anything other than where he was. On a beach, maybe, sure. Women in bikinis walking around. Jenny would look fucking dynamite in a bikini, holy shit. She’d look insane...all that thick dark hair behind her. All that long span of legs. Those tits, goddamn jesus fuck shit...

His hand on his cock felt so good. He stroked himself just once, precum jetting forward, lubricating him instantly. He felt big in his hands; The Event had changed him for sure. He was much, much bigger than he used to be. At least two inches longer and another inch in thickness. 

“Warren,” said Sandra. “You don’t...don’t need to...do that...”

Was that heat he detected in her voice? Fuck her anyway.

“Shut up,” he said. “Fuck.” His cock was so hard. He jerked himself more urgently.

All he needed to do was cum. Just cum a little bit, and then he could think clearly. Try to reason with Sandra. Try to get out of here. 

He turned, still stroking himself, and saw that Jenny was watching him closely. She was fingering herself, watching him masturbate.

“Wh-what are you doing?” he huffed, unable to stop stroking. 

She had stripped off her tiny white tee-shirt, in a milk-soaked puddle near the locked door. Now, she was totally naked, her thick tits leaking milk all down her toned torso. 

“You’re so hot,” she said, her eyes focusing intently on the stream of precum leaking down from his cock. “So fucking hot. I need to touch myself. Please may I? Please don’t tell me to stop.”

“No,” he said. “Keep...keep going...”

He watched her fingering her cunt and began to feel his cock take over. There was nothing he could do—his eyes were glued on Jenny’s hot, milk-covered body and he had to cum. 

It exploded out of him, a firehose burst that was more powerful than anything he’d ever felt in his life. It should have given him a heart attack, should have vibrated his knees to jelly, but instead he just emptied out into the corner, watching Jenny gasping and twitching and cumming with him—his pleasure was now her pleasure. 

He looked down at the load he had spilled out. Cups, it must have been. Cups of his cum. And yet...

And yet his cock was still completely fucking hard. 

He was still hard. Why the fuck was he still hard? He’d just had the cum of his fucking life and his cock was still hard. He was turned on as hell and it wasn’t going to stop. Not unless he buried his manhood in some fucking hot cunt like he deserved. 

And Jenny was right there. 

Right there. Available. Willing. Needing. He was a Man and she was his fucking girl, so what the fuck was he doing?

“Sandra,” he said. “I don’t know if you’re watching, but I...I can’t stop.” He gulped. “I don’t want to...I don’t want to upset you, but I...I really have to have my cock sucked.”

“Yes!” Jenny cried. She wagged her tongue out, pushing forward to the middle of the floor on her knees, waiting, needing. 

“Warren,” said Sandra. “Wait. Maybe...maybe if I just knock you out...”

“Then I’ll wake up and I’ll need it more than ever,” he said. “Shut up, woman. I need this.”

He approached Jenny in a flash, picking her up roughly and dropping her unceremoniously into the corner.

“This is what you did, Sandra,” he said. “This is your fault. You drove me to this.”

He slipped his cock into Jenny’s mouth, moaning hotly and letting her slurp down his thick rod. Her lips were so hot, so fucking wet, so tight. It was like her throat was his own personal cunt. What the fuck might her cunt feel like? 

He pushed in and out of her willing, hot, virgin mouth. He knew she was a virgin. He could smell it on her. And yet she was sucking cock like a pro, using her tongue, slurping him expertly and moaning up and down every inch of his shaft. 

Grabbing her hair at either end, he fucked her face even harder than before, really unleashing. It was like he was holding two big pigtails, her hair all bunched up. She was just barely eighteen. He could smell that too. Could smell her need for him. Could smell how she belonged to him, tasting spurt after spurt of his precum.

He had marked her. Made her his. No matter what, from now on, this fine Asian piece of ass would be entirely his property. 

She was struggling beneath him. Eyes wide, face red, throat bulging with the mass of his cock. He could see that she couldn't take much more. 

But that would change soon. He knew—knew somehow—that every load from now on would make her more evolved, more perfect for him, more utterly attuned to his needs and his needs alone. 

Spasming, groaning, he emptied into her mouth and unleashed the full force of his orgasm down her throat. Spraying into her esophagus, her mouth, all over her lips and face. Pulling out, he bathed her in the cups of his cum, and she licked and suckled up as much as she could. 

Warren sank down to the floor. His cock, bigger than ever, was still hard. It stood like a fountain on his crotch, a steady stream of precum and cum still coming out from it. He was fully changed now. There was no denying it anymore. Whatever was happening in the world, he was part of it. 

He was changed.

Jenny mewed softly at his feet, her cum-stained face sliding over the head of his cock, her hot mouth so plush and wet. She was his personal cockwhore now; his perfect fucktoy slave, aching to do anything he told her to do. 

Changed, huh? He could live with that. 

HOUR 10

––––––––

Jenny’s tits were lactating, and Warren had learned to suck on them. They sat in a corner on the floor, Jenny bouncing earnestly on Warren’s lap with her tight Asian cunt clenched around his cock, his face buried in her milk-producing mounds.  Sandra watched, trying to keep an emotional distance, taking notes with surgical precision.

The many cameras and sensors set up in the holding cell tracked everything—intricate tools tracking their vital signs, temperatures, radiation levels, and so on, delivered back to Sandra on her tablet and on the monitors of the room she sat in. 

It was a cold, sterile room, buried within layer after layer of steel doors and unbreakable walls. She had barricaded herself in. From this control center, she could do anything she wanted in the Center—open and lock doors, alter security systems, turn on and off filtration. She was in complete control. 

And she watched her husband fuck a barely legal, utterly fertile teenage goddess, doing her best to ignore the stiffness of her nipples. 

As Warren slurped down Jenny’s milk, his cock buried in her hot teenage snatch, his changes magnified in scope. It was a whole series of inter-related changes, fascinating and horrific to watch. Jenny’s body magnified its changes once she was trapped in a room alone with Warren, her appearance rebuilding itself specifically to please her new Man. Bigger breasts, longer legs, hotter lips and brighter eyes. 

Warren, in turn, was more turned on by these changes, needing to empty his seed in Jenny more often. His arousal seemed to trigger changes in him, too—making it harder for him to think logically (what was logical about fucking some big-titted Asian when his wife was right there watching?) and enhancing the size of his penis and his reproductive organs’ capacity for fluid production. 

When this happened, Jenny’s body changed more, taking in Warren’s seed and becoming even more enhanced—her tits milking on overdrive, her mouth almost always filled with soft, heated drool-based lubricant, her hair extending down past her ass in thick, yards-long locks of thick voluminous vibrancy, her eyes becoming bigger while her nose became smaller, and so on. 

Now, with Warren drinking all that milk, his exterior appearance was changing heavily. He had been pudgy before, average and overweight. Now, he was becoming...well...massive was the only word for it. First, his body appeared toned, like someone had taken an airbrush to him. This lasted only for a few minutes. Then, his body started getting larger. Much, much larger. 

She estimated him at an easy two-hundred and eighty pounds, and still growing. He had gotten taller, well past his original five foot eight and now somewhere around six foot four. He positively dominated the room, even with Jenny in it—Jenny, who had grown taller herself even as she had grown bustier, her tits easily eclipsing E cups and yet still remaining youthful and buoyant. 

Now, Sandra had to see what happened if she pressed the experiment. Would another variable in the mix accelerate the changes? Would it slow them down?

Would it do anything at all to ease the rising heat in her cunt from watching the man she loved turn into such a pussy-crushing hunk?

She pressed a few buttons on the tablet in front of her, intensely watching the screens. The rooms were far removed from her, on the other side of the facility behind several series of air locks. She wanted to be nowhere near the contamination until she had figured out what it was completely and had a vaccine ready, if such a thing was even possible.

Her cunt moistened as she anticipated what would happen next. Idly, she slid a finger down to her crotch, touching there briefly and feeling a sliver of pleasure shoot up her spine. A moan escaped her mouth, ignored by her conscious thoughts.

Inside Warren’s cell (and it was His cell, not belonging to Jenny at all, that was clear), a door opened. Warren and Jenny, still in the corner, slowly got to their feet—perhaps thinking Sandra was letting them out. But instead, a young pretty brunette walked in. She wore tight skinny jeans and a pale blue blouse, sandals on her feet.

“What’s happening?” she asked. “Who are you people?”

She was relatively unaffected by The Event; but all the same, Sandra knew she was infected by whatever it was. The girl had been outside, after all. That meant she was infected.

Her logic was cold, severe, and absolute.

Warren stood up, looking at the young woman with lust in his eyes. The woman, though she looked scared, was obviously turned on by the erotic display that Jenny and Warren made. The two people, totally transformed, were covered in the many fluids of their lust, their perfect bodies displaying an overwhelming eagerness for hot, endless, breeding ruts. 

“What’s this, Sandra?” Warren looked up at the ceiling, toward a camera. “How did you get another girl in here?”

Sandra was surprised he was still willing to talk. She pressed a button in front of her for the microphone.

“I just put up a sign outside that said “Cock inside.” It wasn’t hard.”

That wasn’t the entire truth. She’d had to figure out that she would get more results by replacing the word “cock” with a picture of the same. But after that, it was easy to lure a good specimen in to the airlock trap she had set up. After that, it was just a matter of transportation. 

Sandra, unwilling to leave her command center, had done this by simply lighting the way—turning off lights where she didn't want the new girl to go, and turning them on where she did want them to go. It was surprisingly effective. The girl clearly wasn't some fucking honor student.

“What’s this about?” said Warren, clearly suspicious. “Why did you bring another girl in here, woman?”

He said woman like it was an insult. As if girl was the appropriate way for a female to be.

His head was really fucked now; he was totally changed. She pushed aside any pity she felt, any sadness, trying to keep her responsible, scientific distance.

“Because I’m a scientist,” she said. “I wanted to see what would happen. There’s really no reason to be ethical about this anymore. She’s infected. You’re infected. Show me what happens.”

He grinned, looking up at the camera.

“I think it’s because you’re feeling guilty, Sandra.”

“Guilty? What would I feel guilty about?”

“You cheated on me. And you want me to cheat on you so you feel better.”

“You already cheated on me with Jenny, idiot.”

So much for her reasonable, logical distance.

“Maybe,” he shrugged. “Maybe you figured that was excusable. A virus in my system. Inescapable. But this, now...”
He stepped toward the girl. She was brunette and very pretty. As he closed, she backed away—but Sandra shut the door. She would see it all the way through. Her nipples, tenting hard in her shirt, felt electric, begging for her fingers to tweak them.
Warren touched the new girl’s face, and her trembling and struggling stopped. Immediately she started to suck on his fingers and thumbs. Obedient. Pliant. She inhaled deeply, her breaths making her breasts swell inside her short button-up blouse. 

“This would be something else entirely, wouldn’t it? Totally different than one man and a woman giving in to the throes of the virus. This would be cruel. A good reason to get mad at me. If I just...made this hot little virgin slut here want to do what she was born to do.”

“H-how do you know she's a virgin?” Sandra had a difficult time keeping the keening whine of arousal out of her voice. He was so fucking big now, so confident.

“I can smell it,” he said. “I can smell...everything about her. How fertile she is. What she needs.”

“I...I need cock,” the girl said, still sucking at Warren’s fingers. “I need it bad.”

There was precum and milk all over his hands, Sandra realized; that’s what the girl was sucking up so intently. And as she watched, the girl began to change. Her suckling at first was frantic and needy, almost panicked. Then it became slowly controlled, slow, still eager and urgent but more capable of taking her time. 

And as she sucked him, licked him, kissed his digits, her brown hair—shoulder-length before—began to grow in volume and length. Her nipples slowly became erect, tits ballooning outward like someone was inflating them. 

The girl licked her lips, looking down at the massive hard-on that Warren now sported. Why did Sandra feel so fucking wet as she watched this? Her knees knocked together softly. 

“What’s your name, girl?”

“Alison.” Her voice was a soft, urgent coo.

“Alison,” said Warren. “You’re going to be my little cockslave now, aren’t you? My hot little pet.”

Alison nodded eagerly, immediately dropping to her knees. “Please, can I suck it?”

“I want you to have a dose of Jenny’s milk first,” said Warren. “I want to make sure you know who you belong to.”

Jenny stepped forward, urging her brilliant body onto Warren, and Warren placed his hand on the back of Alison’s head, pushing her into Jenny’s heavy tit. Hesitating at first, Alison drank deeply after only a few spare licks, sucking Jenny with a loving mouth. Soon there was milk running all down her lips and chin and neck, creamy and warm. Her own tits swelled in response. Sandra watched, flabbergasted, as Alison’s already substantial 36C tits doubled in size at the exposure to Jenny’s milk.

It was like...it was like Warren’s sperm had unlocked some deeper transformative power in Jenny. So now Jenny’s body, knowing exactly how to please Warren, could make other girls please him just as well. The process was getting quicker all the time. What had taken hours for Jenny looked like it would only take minutes for Alison. 

“Why do that?” Sandra asked. She was afraid her arousal was clear over the intercom. “Why make her drink like that?”

Warren shrugged. “I don’t know...instinct. Not much to it, anymore. Just...follow the flow.” He turned up toward the camera again, grinning. “How about it, babe? Are you feeling better, watching this? I can make you feel really good. Just come down inside here...I’ll make you feel as good as you’ve ever felt.”

His hands were so fucking big. Sandra moaned, quickly making sure her finger was off the intercom. But she kept watching. She knew what was coming, and she watched anyway. 

She couldn't help herself. Not anymore. 

Warren continued, manhandling Alison and stripping her clothes off easily, ripping them in several places. Sandra gasped, licking her lips. With ease, he pushed Alison down to the ground and flopped his hard, fat cock on top of her rapidly-thinning belly. 

“You like this, Sandra?” he asked, looking up at the camera. “You like seeing me fuck other women? I know you do, babygirl. I know it.” He grinned wickedly. “I can smell you.”

Sandra didn't know how to react, vacillating between an increase in arousal and also in disbelief. She kept her hands off the intercom though, knowing he would be able to hear the arousal in her voice. Warren turned down to Alison, cocking his head to one side. 

“How 'bout you, girl? You like my cock on you? You want it in you?”

Jenny was on his side, moaning, pushing her enormous tits on his back, nodding and urging him on. Cooing him. Clearly in love, not caring who he fucked. 

“Please!” Alison moaned, covered in slick, hot sweat. “I need it in me! Please, God! Oh please, Master! I need your cock, Daddy, please!”

He obliged her, sliding himself into her hot, slick entrance with ease. 

Sandra could see the bulge of his cock underneath her abdomen as he entered—he was enormous, and Alison was so tiny now. Built to be nothing but a toy. Designed to never be a threat, ever, to anything her Man wanted to dish out. 

He could do anything to her and Alison wouldn't be able to stop him even if she wanted. And she did want it, moaning and wrapping her legs around her Man, urging him inside of her. He fucked her ferociously, the thrusts quick and hard and constant, and he had no intention of slowing down.

“You watching this, Sandra?” he looked up at the camera. “You like watching your husband fuck other girls? Is that it? Is that how you’re twisted? Why don’t you come down here, huh? Why don’t you come down here and I’ll show you just what it’s like for me to fuck another girl?”

On the ground of the command center, Sandra twisted and thrashed, her fingers buried deep in her snatch. She watched the screen with an open mouth, drooling and bringing herself closer and closer to orgasm. 

“Fill her up,” Jenny moaned in his ear. “Fill up your new little cockslut. Fill her up and make her yours...”

Sandra breathed out, knowing he couldn't hear her. “Yes...” Her pleasure was escalating higher and higher. “Fill her up, Warren...fill her up. Get her pregnant...oh fuck, fuck...”

But even though she knew for a fact that Warren couldn't hear her, it was almost like he could. 

“That’s right,” he grinned madly. “Gonna fill her up. Make her mine. You’re mine, do you hear me? You belong to me.”

“Yes, Sir!” Alison moaned. “I’m yours! I belong to you!”

“You want my fucking cum, don’t you?” He had her pinned against the wall, folded in half. His cock drove in and out of her mercilessly. “You want to be fucking bred by my cock, don’t you, slut?”

“Yes, Daddy! Please do it! Please fucking give me your babies, oh my god, yes!”

With a roar, he emptied himself entirely, his giant balls draining into Alison's hot young cunt. Jenny and Alison came obviously, their bodies trembling with orgasmic pleasure as their Man felt his own bliss run through him. Jenny landed on top of Alison, planting a milk-heavy tit right into her mouth and practically forcing Alison to suck her cream down—which Alison did gladly, her eyes still glazed with pleasure. 

Sandra came too, unable to stop herself, watching this behemoth of a hunk have his way with these girls. As soon as she did—even before the pleasure subsided—she knew it was a mistake. The first real cum she'd had since the Event started, and she'd done it to her husband fucking other women.

What was wrong with her?

What was wrong with all of them? 

Heaving, Warren pulled himself out of Alison, his cock still spurting cum. Jenny snaked down and slipped her lips around his thick rod, staring up at her Master with happy, glowing eyes. 

“How about it, Sandra? You want any?” He grinned up at the camera. His face took up a whole monitor. “Of course you do. I can smell it on you.”

Sandra had trouble touching the intercom; her fingers were sticky and wanted to stay attached to her clit. “I’m a half-mile away, Warren.”

“Doesn’t matter. A man knows what his girl smells like. Any time you like, babe. You know where to find me.”

HOUR 20

––––––––

Sandra moaned, cumming again for the sixth time in as many hours in her tiny command center. Her clothes were soaked in sweat, a maroon skirt that had felt too tight around the hips for hours now, and a dark blue blouse that wouldn't stay buttoned no matter how many times she fastened it. She had kicked her shoes off hours ago, but she kept resting on her toes, heels in the air as if she couldn't help but work on feminine posture. 

Cumming was the only way she had left to keep her thoughts clear, to make sure that she was thinking the way she needed to. 

She was just so fucking horny. 

It wasn’t The Event, though. No. Oh no. She had taken far too many precautions. It couldn’t be that. There was no way anything could get inside to affect her. It was just...it was just...

Well, Warren was fucking hot now, wasn’t he?

Hulking and huge, nearly seven feet tall. Easily over three hundred pounds. Every last incredible inch of him was chiseled marble, a stone slab of unbreakable muscle and bone that made her panties damp just seeing him in a security feed from a half-mile away. And he kept fucking...

Oh god, did he keep fucking.

Every time she looked at the security feed, she saw him fucking Alison or Jenny, or both of them. Balls deep in their tiny, transformed, big-titted bodies, making them utterly his in every way that mattered. Their waists kept getting tinier, their hips wider, their tits bigger and more full of milk. The floor of their cell was positively covered in their milk and cum. The girls were obviously pregnant now—swollen like they had been so for more than six months. It was indescribably hot to Sandra, looking at their naked, tip-toeing naked pregnant bodies. 

He ruled their lives. Their mouths were on him at all times when he wasn’t stuffing their cunts full of his cock. If he wanted a break, he sat back and let the girls slurp on his cock—which was massive beyond words now, over a foot long and easily as thick as Sandra’s forearm. The girls took it with complete ease, sliding it in their mouths like they were built for it.

She pined for that cock. Soft, gentle whining noises filled her throat as she fingered her pussy and examined it over and over on her high-definition monitors. 

Sandra wasn’t infected. She was not. But good lord, she was still a woman, wasn’t she? She could still want a big, fat cock to fuck the shit out of her until she couldn’t walk in the morning, couldn’t she?

But if Warren fucked her, that would be it. That would be it for her and for humanity. She was, she knew, the last paragon of humanity’s hope for the future. It would be down to whatever she could find out, whatever notes she could put together. 

She lost herself for hours, fingering herself, imagining Warren's new cock inside of her. Those other girls, with their fabulous tits, dripping down all that hot milk into her throat. Changing her. Transforming her. Making her belong to Him again in a way more natural and more intimate than she ever did when they were truly in love...

Enough. She had to...do something. Anything else. She had to clear her head. 

Groaning as her fingers left her tight snatch, she stood up off the makeshift bed she had formed in front of the video feeds from the cell of her subjects. And she saw something...something terrifying. 

Warren was in front of the door—kicking it. He was kicking the door, a door designed to withstand blasts from TNT, and he was putting dents in it. 

There was a huge explosion of air and sound as the door crashed through the hallway. Instantly, Sandra started tracking him on the monitors—doing her best to shut down the hallway he was now able to access. Blast doors shut down, locking in from floor to ceiling. She had no idea if they would help.

That door to his cell was supposed to be able to withstand all kinds of concussive blasts. But Warren—his new body, so fucking strong now—had broken right through it.

Sandra gulped.

He could smell her; wasn’t that what he said? He could smell her, and he knew exactly where to find her. 

When the virus had started—when it had been confirmed—one of the first things she had done was find a gun. She retrieved it now—a big revolver with a barrel as thick as her two fingers, the hole enormous, the bullets massive. It would stop a charging bull, or so she hoped.

Warren kept coming. He smashed through the blast doors that she had put down in front of him. Over and over, she closed doors, locked them, turned off lights and power. Redirecting more power to keep magnetic locks closed. 

None of it mattered. He toured easily through the facility, tearing through doors, shattering metal, ripping apart steel with his bare hands. 

And during all this, Sandra could only stare and finger herself and pray, the gun in her other hand, trying to psyche herself up for its use.

Whether she was praying for him or against him, she couldn't say. She just kept moaning, “Please...oh please, please...please...” again and again. 

It took him an hour to get through all of her carefully positioned defenses, to search her out on the other end of the complex. Just an hour, that was all. Her heart beat faster and faster, but she felt completely cornered. She couldn't leave the complex. It was the only safe place in the world—except now it wasn't, with Warren on the loose. 

He stopped on the way to drain his balls into Jenny and Alison, twice for each. They needed a lot of attention. Sandra watched them on the monitor, helplessly giggling and fingering her cunt as she watched her husband drill two strangers against the wall, watched the babes he fucked grow utterly more gorgeous and in love with him. Drool gathered on her lips, resting on her tits, which felt uncomfortable large inside of the constraints of her blouse.

Soon, though, he was outside her door—and then, expending almost no effort at all, he had ripped the door off completely. Sandra, with no other recourse, aimed her gun at him. 

She could kill him. She would. 

He was so big. So hulking and strong. The two girls on his arms were giggling and smiling. Their tits docked around his thick biceps. They each had their hands on his cock, stroking and smiling, oohing and ahhing as he came again and again, staying hard. 

Staying strong. 

So. Fucking. Strong.

Their milk ran down his heavily muscled arms and into his torso, pooling in their hands around his cock. Everything about the approaching trio was wet and hot. The girls on their tip-toes still, asses out, legs long.

Even their big, pregnant bellies were just like extra curves, their belly buttons out, like one extra big tit sticking out from their torsos. Wet and shiny like the rest of them.

Squealing and screeching, Sandra unloaded the revolver in her hands. Six bullets struck his chest. Two of them just bounced off after hitting his iron bones The rest slowly were pushed out from his flesh—utterly rejected by the mass of muscle. He wiped his hand across the blood, and when he was done, there wasn’t even a mark left. 

“That kinda tickled,” he said, laughing. “What are you doing with a gun, Sandra?”

She gulped. “I don’t know.”

She really didn't. Had she thought that would really work? She couldn't even remember. Inhaling deeply, all her memories felt distant and hazy.

He ran his hands across the papers on her desk. The wood cracked under the weight of his arm. Fuck, he smelled so good. Her cunt drooled for him. Her mouth was drooling too. She was exposed to the virus or whatever-it-was, now. She was exposed, and she would belong to him. 

And she wanted to.

“What’s all this?” he asked, pointing at the papers.

His voice sent reverberations of lust through her system.

She gulped. “That’s my notes. For a cure.”

He picked it up, sniffing curiously, and then tossed them into the trash. “That’s stupid. Don’t be so fucking stupid, girl. You’re not going to cure anything, Sandra.”

“I...I...”

She couldn’t form a response. He was right. All she wanted to cure now was her own arousal, and the vaccine for that was sitting in his balls, waiting to be dumped into her one load at a time.

But...but she had to try. Had to protest. Had to say something. Right?

“Please,” said Sandra. “Warren, stop. Thi-think about this. You’re a scientist. This is wrong. You know this is wrong.”

The words felt weak and empty even as she said them. They meant nothing. Just a sandcastle defense for her dignity.

He shook his thick head. His hair was so dense now. There was so much of everything about him. 

“I was a scientist,” he said. “Now I’m just a breeder. Just like you. You’re going to breed for me, Sandra.”

“B-breed?” She licked her lips.

“That’s right. You were always such a cunt about wanting kids. Always wanted me to use protection.”

He took her by the throat, grasping there just hard enough to let her know that her breathing was now under his control. “But now you’re going to breed for me. Aren’t you? You’re going to give me as many babies as I want.”

She knew it was true the second he touched her. His hand was so rough, so hard and hot. Her entire system turned to jelly, to a hot moist endless ocean of desire. She was going to give him fucking triplets on command.

“Y-yes!” she said, not even thinking about it. Then, “I-I mean, no. I...I don't know...”

There was a real, plaintive need in her voice—the need to be told what to do by this hulking beast of a male. Her primitive instincts were taking over, and it was all she understood anymore. 

“Don't worry, babe.” He pushed her down to the ground. Jenny grabbed one arm, and Alison the other. “I know what's good for you.”

Alison's heavy breast floated over her mouth. Like magnets, her lips attached to the nipple, immediately taking in the beautifully delicious milk that the young brunette offered. Right away, Sandra understood what had happened to the girls. 

It felt so fucking good. It felt so good to be a girl. To be feminine. To submit and do whatever her Man said. It felt so right. It was instant, this understanding. Hitting her entire system at once as the creamy milk slid down her throat and into her tummy, warming every part of her. It was instant in the way that cumming had made her think clearer right away—except in reverse. 

Her entire body thrummed with desire. Dimly, she could feel hard, manly hands on her clothes, ripping them off. An initial, useless wave of body shame was swept away—she was gorgeous. She knew she was. If she wasn't, then why would a Man like Warren want to fuck her? 

His hands continued on her body, positioning her, readying her. She'd had her eyes closed, but that wasn't right. A good girl should look at her Man when he was making love to her. 

When he was fucking her.

She should look at Him so He could see all the appreciation in her eyes for everything He had to give her. 

And Warren had so fucking much to give her. His cock was enormous and dripping wet, a slathering, slippy shaft of titanic proportions. Slowly, relishing this utter submission on her face, Warren pushed his cockhead forward into her slobbering cunt, making her moan and beg. 

“Yes!” she cried. “Please! Please, Warren!”

No, that was wrong. She shouldn't call him by his name. That was stupid. She wasn't a Man. 

“Please Sir!” she corrected herself. “Please! Fuck me, oh god, please! Please be inside me!”

Smiling and wrapping a hand around her throat—the fingers closing completely against his thumb, his grip so fucking huge—He entered her. It was so beautiful, so perfect, so good. White bright hot light shot through her system, and she knew with certainty all that she needed to be. 

Her entirety closed around his shaft as He bulged against her virgin-tight walls. She hadn't fucked in so long—and even when she had, it certainly hadn't been like this. This was His cock filling up every aspect of her being, her core crunching and tightening, trying to deliver Him as much pleasure as possible, flexing instinctively to keep Him inside of her as long as possible. 

“You're my Hot Little Wife, aren't You?”

Jenny moaned against her body. Her tits were sliding up and down on top of Sandra's, leaking milk along with Alison's. Both of them had docked on either side of Sandra, so that their Master could see all three of his girls as he fucked his newest acquisition. 

“Yeah, you're His Hot Little Wife, aren't you, baby?” Jenny moaned, watching with big eyes as Warren fucked Sandra.  “Such a hot little fucktoy.”

Sandra cooed and nodded urgently. “Your Hot Little Wife. Yes! Your fucking Good Girl Wifedoll, yes, baby!”

He thrust harder and harder into her tight cunt. “You're going to be my perfect little fuckslave from now on. Aren't you, girl?”

She nodded eagerly. “Yes, darling. Master! Sir! Y-yes!” His thrusts increased. “I promise! I'll be your perfect little fuckslave!”

She had to be this man’s wife. Divorce left her brain in the same sudden way from His endless, hard thrusts as algebra, calculus, walking without heels, any notion of equality. Every thrust made more brain cells pop and dissolve, clearing out room for  service, cleaning, dressing hot, looking sexy, being His completely. She had to be His cockslave, His fuckdoll, His pleasure toy.

And most importantly of all, more important than any of that, she had to be his good little girl.

This thought hit her hard—all-encompassing, utterly overpowering—just as his load shot deep into her cunt, flooding her with his unstoppable warm sticky seed. She thrashed and screamed in pleasure, feeling the vibrating cunts of Alison and Jenny pushing into her as they came in tune with her. The two fucksluts were so hopelessly enslaved that they had to cum every time their Master did.

His orgasm felt endless, shot after shot landing hard against her g-spot. And all the time he growled in her ear.

“Belong to Me. You belong Only To Me.”

Trembling, shaking, quivering with pleasure, Sandra couldn't speak. But she completely agreed.

She belonged only to Warren, only to her Man.

HOUR 26

––––––––

Warren sat back, enjoying the sight before him. He was safe, secure. All his girls were safe and secure as well. Life was good. 

Before him, Sandra bounced gently on his cock, sliding up and down, adoring her man just as she was intended to do. She was such a good little girl, so happy and carefree, nineteen years old if she was a day, her thick golden hair spread out down her back and intermixing with the many fluids from herself and the other cocksluts around her. Their milk and hers ran down her body, showcasing her huge tits, making every inch of skin sparkle. 

They’d been fucking like this for six hours straight, now. Warren had cum in her over and over. Her body was clearly pregnant; she had an enormous baby bump developing from where she would produce the first of what would be some magnificent new race, built entirely for the fuck-laden craziness of the new world. And yet still, through it all, Warren remained hard as a rock. There was no stopping his cock. 

Alison was behind him, soaking his head and chest in her milk, adoring the top of his head with merry little kisses; she was so absolutely in love with her Master. And on their knees, at the joining place between Sandra and Warren, was Jenny, happily licking up the spare fluids that showered down on her from that hot point of penetration. 

This was the way the world was, now. Men owned girls. Girls belonged to men—to the strongest, craftiest men, the Men who could keep them safe. 

It was good to be Warren...it was good to be a Man. 

# # #

The Lust Days 3

––––––––

He fucked his personal beautiful young eighteen year-old busty bimbo goddess, her mind empty except for thoughts of how best to please her Master. Her thick, healthy tits leaked milk that slicked down their joined bodies, increasing the force of his thrusts into her willing, needy snatch as he powered ever harder into her fertile, waiting womb. She was practically nothing more than a baby factory at that point, and both he and she loved that fact. 

At his back, three other gorgeous beauties urged him forward, begging him to fuck this bimbo, fuck her brains right out, fuck her mind until it was nothing but lollipops and gumdrops and sex shops. He didn’t have to listen to them—they did what he said, now—but he listened to them all the same, giving each beauty what they wanted—to watch or feel their Master fuck the everloving hell out of the titanically-titted young temptress beneath him. 

They knew he liked being begged. He liked being cheered. And anything he liked, they delivered to him.

Her tiny waist could be encircled by his big hands totally; her huge breasts shook in the lacy cover she had, ripped and stained with milk and cum. Later she would mend it and wash it—an expert seamstress and laundress—fingers buried deep in her pussy just from the knowledge that she had been fucked by her own personal God in the garment. 

Thomas hadn’t intended for his life to turn out this way, but it turned out all right. 

Once upon a time, he’d been doing things right, or as right as he knew. He got straight As. He worked hard in class. He got a degree and then an internship, and was working on paying down his new car. 

Then there was The Event. Women turned into lactating, sex-crazy nymphomaniacs who became obsessed with serving and adoring cock. 

But, only one cock at a time—which created problems. All the men—who had been changed into hulking, huge-cocked brutes with more testosterone than critical thinking power, fought each other for dominance over as many pussies as they could handle. 

During The Event, it was said, the sky turned pink...but the streets ran red. 

A lot of men were killed. Murdered by their new rivals. Most men, as a matter of fact, sending the population dwindling down to roughly a quarter of the population of women. It had been a mad, wild slaughterhouse, but it was unavoidable—there was a new epoch of humanity shifting. Men required harems to be satisfied now, and there were too many men around as competition. 

Thomas was one of the strong ones—a killer, true, but all the surviving men were killers now, just like in primitive times. They killed to survive. 

Now he had all the pussy he could want—four eager babes at his beck and call, each one hotter than the last and permanently young, gorgeous, and fertile. 

It seemed for a time that things would stay that way—truly primitive. Cavemen and bimbos, fucking each other in the shells of civilization until the end of time. 

And then...

Then, everything just started to even out. The sky, still pink, turned more of pleasant, soft pastel rather than the bright neon it had been before. Some thoughts returned to the men, and then more and more—though fucking was still the prime need. 

Bimbos and beauties normalized somewhat as well, regaining fractions-enough of their old intelligence to be able to do tasks that weren't entirely centered around cock. They were able to say words that didn’t rhyme with “tweed dock.” 

People still needed electricity. They needed running water. They needed food, for god’s sake, and television, and video games, and football on Sundays, and all the things that propelled capitalism forward. 

Capitalism could monetize anything, after all, even catastrophe. Especially catastrophe. This is its strength; by flourishing in a perpetual state of chaos, it appears indestructible. So, monetizing and economizing some kind of fucked-up global bimbofication flu was nothing that crazy, really. 

Thomas emptied inside the bimbo beneath him, his enormous cock unleashing at least four cups of hot white seed into her cunt. He wasn’t that horny, after all, and so only gave her half a load. 

“Thanks, Roxanne,” he said, kissing his slave on the forehead.

“I’m Hayley, Master” she protested weakly.

“Whatever.” He took her and the other slaves around him, gathering them in for a long, good snuggle into sleep. “It doesn’t matter.”

“You’re right, Master” Hayley said, her tone bright but her voice sleepy. Behind her, the dark-skinned Vienna’s fingers slid into her wet, cum-filled cunt and began to slowly finger her. The actual Roxanne was still twitching from the last round of dozens of orgasms from watching her Master’s fuck session with the other girl. “It doesn’t matter at all.”

* * * * * 

Gentle, urgent cooing sounds and soft licks woke Thomas from his slumber. Head stirring, he looked down and saw his attendant cockslaves from the night before—Hayley, Roxanne, and Vienna—sliding their tongues up and down his shaft and taking his heavy balls into their mouths. 

This was, ever since The Event, what he had instead of an alarm clock. 

Roxanne took the lead, her oral fixation in full effect. She was a brunette with fat, milk-heavy tits, shortest of all his slaves, pale and gently toned. She suckled and nursed on Thomas’s thick cock, taking in the brunt of his streaming precum while he sat up slowly, dragging the girls with his moving pelvis.

He was strong enough to move them however he wanted with whatever part of his body. An Alpha Male ought to be.

On Roxanne’s right was Hayley, gently and insistently sucking her Master’s balls. A petite blonde only a few inches taller than Roxanne, with the smallest tits of his entire harem, Hayley nonetheless had a very special place in Thomas’s heart for her undying love of all things anal. Most girls today were obsessed with getting bred—and Hayley loved that too—but Hayley in particularly knew the value of a good assfuck. 

Vienna—dark-skinned and lusciously built, her tits enormous and her body long and luxuriously built—directed traffic, guiding mouths this way and that and letting Roxanne know when she was hogging the source of all their feminine pleasures. The smartest of the three down there, somehow she managed to keep enough of her brainpower to still do more than just basic math and reading—so long as she had recently cum, anyway. If she needed to fuck, if her aching female need to breed was in charge of her brain, then all those smarts got used purely for having Thomas’s dick inside of her. 

She was just a girl, after all; it wasn’t like anyone expected her to do astronomy.

Vienna—like Roxanne, like Hayley—belonged completely to Thomas. Most men couldn’t handle more than four cockslaves in the new, Post-Event World. Thomas had five and lately his balls had been aching to breed another. 

He couldn't get around the notion that that was what he Fucking Deserved. 

Those words—like that, “What I Fucking Deserve”—rang out in his head constantly. It was a hot refrain from his slaves, moaning into his ear while he spray-painted their fertile wombs with seed.

From the kitchen, he could smell the delicious work of his girlfriend, Belle, who had most likely gotten up from bed two hours before to prepare breakfast for her Man and his other cockslaves. Even with her heavily-lactating tits, it took a little while to prepare all the milk needed to feed a whole household. 

Her milk went into all their food.

“Ready, Roxanne?” Thomas asked. “I’m not gonna hold back.”

Roxanne doubled-down and moaned affirmatively, sliding her lips further down his shaft, tightening her esophagus across the enormity of his rod. He unleashed, dumping ounce after ounce of heavy cum into her belly, his balls pulsing in Vienna’s and Hayley’s mouths. Roxanne worked valiantly for several seconds, nearly ten, but eventually she had to tap out and Hayley took her load, and then Vienna. Thomas could cum almost on command, and he could do it for as long as he liked—the steady supply of hot, fresh milk from his slaves ensured that he was always virile and ready. 

Their milk had made him stronger, bigger, faster than what he once had been—and it made him more virile as well. 

His girls couldn’t go for more than seven or eight hours without an honest taste of cock; if they went as long as twenty-four hours without cum, they’d start to go insane. Scientists had done experiments, trapping girls in rooms. It didn’t end pretty—fountains of tears, tearing out hair, lactating drying out to dust, bodies shaking and trembling, heart palpitations— but a shot of cum always seemed to fix them up just right in seconds. 

Thomas watched the news every night, trying to make sense of this new world, exclusively with a lucky cockslave’s mouth attached to his cock. Like with most everything, the slaves drew lots for the prize of being his attendant, unless he showed a preference—which he did more often than not, usually for Belle.

This had all been about Belle, after all. He Belonged With Her.

It had been just three months since The Event, and the world had tried to right itself as much as it could. It was a man’s world now—built for men and what men deserved. Thomas knew instinctively that this was how it was supposed to be. He didn’t know if that instinct was always his instinct, or some new part of him, like all his muscles and his constant need to impregnate hot young cunts. 

Most of the time, he didn’t give a fuck. 

He stood up and got in the shower, turning on the water. It was one of the newer models; Thomas made good money at his software engineering firm. These models accommodated the lifestyle of the modern family—one man and multiple women. So, the shower was extra-wide, with multiple showerheads. The floor was anti-slippery, extra-grippy, so that any manner of hot, hard fucking positions could be taken no matter how much water or other fluids filled the floor. 

Thomas entered the shower and held up his hands, waiting, as Vienna turned on the water and Hayley and Roxanne gleefully began washing him with soap. He hardly went anywhere without his slaves following him. Vienna dropped to her knees—she had won the drawing that morning, apparently—and dutifully sucked off her Master while the other slaves soaped him down. The soap dripped over her face and tits, making her even slicker than usual as she served him, wet tits urging against his knees and thighs.

When the shower was done, he emptied just a bit of cum into Vienna’s mouth and then twice as much all over her dark tits, watching with his cock twitching as she rubbed it into her skin. All day long, she would feel cleaner than the other slaves—and only for that reason, that she had been showered in her Master’s seed.

Thomas stepped out of the shower and held up his arms again, waiting for his girls to dry him with their hair. Their thick, gorgeous manes—each of them stretching down past their asses—were absorbent, shiny, and brilliantly lustrous. Sometimes for kicks he had them cut their hair in the night, just for a little variety in the before-bedtime fuck, but it was always grown back by morning. 

Their milk was powerful like that.

“Baby?” came Belle’s voice. “It’s nearly seven forty-five, just so you know. Breakfast is ready whenever you are.”

She was visible in the doorway, standing on tall six-inch platinum heels, her body decorated in bright red lingerie. Gloves on her hands, an apron over the swell of her massive tits, a sparkling collar signifying her status as his top girl on her neck. 

His heart thumped just looking at her. Dark-hair, sea green eyes, a killer smile, and a body effortlessly toned by yoga that she did all day long, waiting for his return home, with her fingers constantly attending her clit. She had been fucking gorgeous beyond belief before The Event, an aspiring model who had lived across the street from Thomas. Now, she was a young Goddess, and Thomas owned her completely. 

He’d wanted her—and he’d taken her. Simple as that. This was how the world had become.

Those first few days of The Event had been ugly and decisive. He had been forced—by instinct or his own need to show his dominance—to utterly clear out the block of any other males. He had killed them or driven them away. 

Now, the building he lived in was owned entirely by him, all other males cleared out. If one tried to move closer than the block that he owned, there would be a confrontation—and Thomas had no intention of letting any other man get close to his females again. 

Especially not His Belle.

Thomas’s first slave had been Roxanne, a neighbor, and then Vienna, a delivery girl. Between the milk of the two of them, he had grown thick and strong. All his life he had been a scrawny, underweight nerd, looking longingly at the kinds of pin-up doll girls that seemed to gravitate toward the musclebound hunks in the gym. He tried, but he just couldn’t put on muscle. Whenever he tried to work on a six-pack, hundreds of crunches and leg lifts, he just ended up with a stomach ache. 

Now, he was just past seven feet tall, his body tipping three-fifty on the scale, and every part of him as hard as stone. Last week he had bench pressed a truck just for fun while Belle obediently sucked his cock. Vienna and Hayley spotted him, not that he needed it. His girls were strong too, though their bodies didn’t show it. They had to be strong to keep up with his virulent, furious fucking. 

Women, on the whole, though, were weaker, dumber, sillier, and more sex-obsessed than their male counterparts. That’s why today was going to be so strange. The corporate heads of an investor group, Spartan International, were sending in a consultant to see if they wanted to invest their millions into Thomas’s small software engineering firm. 

It was great news...except the consultant, according to all the news he had heard, would be a woman. And he was explicitly told not to fuck her.

“You look worried, darling,” said Belle, sliding her gloved arms around her Man's freshly-dried body for a long, sensuous kiss. Her lips tasted like powdered sugar; she smelled like mango. “Is everything all right?”

“There’s that new investor coming in today,” he told Belle. “Rumor mill says its a woman.”

“A...woman?” Belle shook her head. This did not compute. “So you’ll have a new cockslave?” 

Her expression brightened slightly, imagining her Man fucking a new woman. She knew he deserved variety; that’s why she was so happy when he bought her new outfits. The man who had taken over the lingerie companies was a billionaire several times over. Women constantly needed to decorate themselves for their Men.

“No, it’s different than that. It’s...never mind.” He smiled, kissing her briefly on the head. “I’ll take care of it.”

She looked up at him with perfect, endless trust, squeezing her sumptuous tits together in her tiny lace bra and apron. “You always do. You’re such a good Man.”

Three months ago, she had screamed at him, terrified, while he tossed her old boyfriend out of her thirtieth-story condo. It had only taken a day before she thanked him for it. And a day after that, she had forgotten it entirely unless he really pressed her—unless he wanted to hear her thank him for it again. Thomas had something of an ego, but there was nothing to stop him, and everything to reinforce it. His actions had delivered him everything he’d ever wanted. 

He walked into the breakfast nook and began to eat the elaborate breakfast Belle had prepared for him—pancakes, bacon, eggs, freshly cut fruit, coffee, and plenty of butter—all the dairy supplied by Belle and the other slaves. As he ate, Belle dropped to her stocking-clad knees and received her own breakfast from her Master’s cock.

This was a brand new world, and Thomas rather loved it. 

* * * * * 

Vienna drove him and his girls to work, leaving Belle behind for her yoga and endless cycles of masturbation and worship of his image, posted in a small altar in the condo. The office was just a block away, but having a girl that could actually operate a vehicle for longer than ten seconds at a time was something of a novelty, and Thomas liked to show off his little secretary fuckpet’s tricks when he had the chance. 

In general, he liked Showing His Girls Off. He felt like he Deserved It.

Outside, the sky was bright, happy pink and the air smelled like sweet bubblegum and strawberries, a distinct change from the last week when it had been more like kiwis and coconut. Always the scents of the world were changing, and there were slight little variations in the girls when these changes occurred. One week, Roxanne had spoken with a French accent. Another, Hayley had a long pink streak in her hair. It was like The Event—whatever it was—wanted to keep the cockslaves of the world fresh and interesting so that they would keep being bred by the men who owned them. 

In the back seat of his sedan, Roxanne and Hayley took turns giggling and stroking their Master’s cock. Precum and cum was a constant in his life, always flowing down the massiveness of his shaft. It was difficult to even imagine a time when he hadn't been at least partly hard.

Right now was actually a rare time for Thomas in that none of his little fucksluts were visibly pregnant. Vienna was expecting, though she wasn’t showing yet; he could smell it on her. But Hayley and Roxanne had delivered twins just weeks ago and Belle had provided him with quadruplets—that’s why she was his girlfriend and not just a cockslave—a little under a month before. 

Looking at their bodies, so tight and toned, someone from before The Event never would have guessed that these women had enjoyed multiple pregnancies. Giving birth had transformed into a near-religious experience, laced with sensational pleasure from the body’s overdrive of chemical reinforcement that the woman was doing a good girl duty. Pain in the process was essentially forgotten. Any weight gain disappeared in less than a day, the body entirely repaired and actually more youthful and healthy than ever. Breeding was the biological imperative—and the new biology worked like hell to reinforce this.

The children were taken by the new Department of Child Care, which employed almost a quarter of the country’s population. There was no time for a Man to raise children; Men had to rebuild society, after all, and they were being paid for their services with plenty of women. 

His girls cried for about two hours after they had to give up the little ones, but a good shot of cum had them forget all about those unneeded responsibilities. He promised them—all of them—that he would give them the babies they deserved to raise later on, when he was more established in the world. They daydreamed constantly about being Mommies together. If they ever had the brain power put together to start conversations with each other that weren't about Thomas's cock, they talked exclusively about how wonderful it would be to be a Mommy.

Streets were mostly empty; men had become cavemen in some ways, not wanting to leave the house very often. Most had their work located very near to where they lived. Factories were rapidly becoming automated as a result, left in the hands of one, maybe two men (provided they got along very well and there was plenty of bimbo pussy to go around). 

His office was a small two-story building on the corner across from a coffee shop owned by a Two-Girl man, rather lower on the new social totem pole than Thomas was. Thomas was even pretty sure that there was another girl working at the coffee shop who was owned by another man, sent there to collect paychecks for waitressing—the kind of indignity that Thomas refused to suffer. When he’d wanted a new girl, he simply took her from another man and dared the man to try and stop him.

That was how he obtained Ina, the office intern—dark-haired and blue-eyed, she was like a shorter, bustier copy of Belle for Thomas’s office use, which he rather enjoyed. 

Ina was employed completely legally, but all this meant was that he didn’t have to pay her a thing except to give her health care and lodging. Her previous owner had taken Thomas’s thievery of her utterly lying down—Thomas, even in this new world, cut an imposing figure among other males. From time to time, he thought that no other man could match him, that his need to grow his harem would never end. 

That He Deserved Anything He Ever Wanted.

Health care for Ina was easy enough—a shot of his cum cured every ailment known to man, and the milk from his other girls gave Ina plenty enough to eat. As for lodging—he gave Ina the offices to live in until she proved himself worthy to take home. In the meantime, she cleaned all night, leaving the office sparkling—actually sparkling—and shining when he arrived in the morning. 

She was on her knees as he entered the building, head touching the ground. She wore a slinky white dress that her tits mostly spilled out from, a healthy puddle of milk beneath her. If no one cleaned the milk, it would evaporate after an hour or so, leaving the surface beneath it shinier and the air smelling like fresh fruit. A combination of milk and pussy juice was what she used to clean the office; it always smelled like her.

Vienna walked next to Thomas, sliding her ass against his hips, urging him to grab her between the cheeks and lift her in the air—which he did, just for a bit. All his girls were dressed in professional attire—tiny micro-mini skirts, daringly short jackets, and tight sheer silk blouses that displayed their bouncing cleavage and the ornate jewelry he decorated them with. 

Stockings were the name of the game for Thomas on most days, and each of his girls dressed to impress—Vienna going with daring, if predictable, fishnets, which looked Hayleyr on her long dark gams. Hayley’s were bright white and had cheery little yellow birds floating around them. Roxanne’s were smoky and dark, hot red hearts trailing down the sides. Ina hadn’t yet earned the right to wear stockings, but the dark brown skin she sported—a gift from her Middle Eastern heritage—made the long amount of leg she showed to be silky and smooth and utterly inviting. 

Just half a year before, Thomas would have eaten from a garbage can to simply talk with a beauty like Ina for five minutes. Now, she patiently crawled after him and his attendant fuckslaves, whimpering, silently wishing to even be able to suck on the finger of her Master while his other girls worshiped his cock. 

It was a good life. He smiled, sliding his finger into Vienna’s pussy from behind, just for fun. She was slick there, and ready, moaning softly at his entrance and staring up at him with the sudden and irresistible need for more written all over her beautiful face.

Over the past two months—after the initial month of furious fucking and breeding and fucking and breeding again, losing himself in the sweet perfect cunt of Belle, who he had lusted after so hard—Thomas had made an instant fortune with his software engineering skills. It turned out that it was rather easy to make himself work at what he was good at so long as he was being blown regularly and could go home to a freshly-cooked meal from his darling girl. 

He had designed an app, HaremTracker, that let the professional man-on-the-go know what his slaves were up to at any given time. A harem was a responsibility—were his girls hungry? Thirsty? In need of a good cum? When was the last time they had milked? How long had they been pregnant, and when would they need to be pregnant again? 

These were a lot of questions, a lot of potential problems to keep track of for a man who mostly just wanted to breed and fuck and be sucked all day long. But if he didn’t take care of these questions, then his girls would suffer, and that would make him a poor example of a Man. 

So—Thomas’s app made all of that automated. Alerts sounded when a girl needed a fresh dose of cum down her throat, or if she was in need of a good pregnancy to keep her docile and her thoughts muted and feminine. There were biological timers to all of this, and Thomas had contacts in the academic world who delivered him regular updates on biology, physiology, and psychology so he could keep his app up-to-date.

The irony was, of course, that between Belle and Vienna, Thomas didn’t really need the app for himself. Those two had enough brains to operate as cooperating harem managers, taking good care of the otherwise brainless-but-gorgeous Roxanne, Hayley, and Ina.

He powered through his office, leaping up the stairs to the second floor, enjoying the whimpering moans of the girls as he left their sight for thirty seconds and entered his office. By the time they had caught up with him, his pants were down around his ankles and he was sat down at his massive desk—it needed to be massive and strong to both allow for multiple girls to sit underneath and for all the fucking he needed to do on top of it—ready to be served. 

Roxanne got the morning’s first service; it was only fair. She lubed his cock up nicely for when Hayley finally had her round, and he usually preferred anal sometime in the afternoon. Vienna normally got her fuck later in the afternoon, after his late lunch, and Ina was lucky if she was fucked at all—which she knew very well. Her entire body language had been stripped of its vocabulary except for one word—“pleading.”

Vienna held a tablet in her hand, swiping slowly. Thomas raised an eyebrow, watching her gorgeous face absorb the light there. She was intelligent, but even she was distracted by pretty sparkles on electronic screens. Would he have to discipline her?

No. She actually had something to tell him. “Your one o’clock has changed the appointment, Master.”

“The consultant?” He raised an eyebrow. “She canceled? On me?”

“No, Sir. She’s coming early. In fact...” There was the sound of a car outside. “...I think she’s just pulled up now.”

* * * * * 

The second Mia Alvarez walked into his office, Thomas’s cock grew as hard as it had ever been. 

Vienna was on her knees, next to him, stroking him with a soft, quiet smile on her face. He chose Vienna for this duty because he assumed, rightfully so, that both Roxanne and Hayley were a little too brainlessly enthusiastic for to be present and attending his hard-on needs during the needed nuances of a business meeting. He wanted someone who could still listen and offer the occasional advice while slurping up the hot endless loads of his cum; Vienna could do that for at least ninety minutes. 

He had timed her in the past.

Mia—striding in to his office with a haughty, arrogant attitude—was the single most gorgeous beauty he’d ever seen—more gorgeous, indeed, than Belle, who he had obsessed over for months because he’d believed her to be the most beautiful girl around. 

That was always the purpose behind obsessing over Belle; that’s how he knew his love for her had been so true. In the time before The Event, he hadn’t obsessed over any other girl in his life, hadn’t wanted to fuck and own and breed any other girl he’d come across. Oh no, not at all—he’d wanted Belle and Belle alone. 

When The Event happened, when everything had changed, that was when Thomas knew that what he wanted and what he could have were one and the same—and what he deserved was not only Belle’s willingness, but her complete and utter devotion. 

Everything about this Mia Alvarez spoke of poise, elegance, grace, and class. She was a diamond in a sea of diamonds—an elegant, almost royal beauty in an ocean of openly libidinous sluts and whores. She wore a dark business suit, tight and hugging her form, her breasts a modest 36C—the smallest tits Thomas had seen in months—but her hair was lustrous and black, shining black, her eyes a sparkling, cerulean blue. 

It was her face where she really stood out, where her singular attractiveness was driven completely home, though. She was an angel on earth—her luscious hair perfectly framing her high cheekbones, that elegant tilt of her chin, those pouty, puffy lips so perfectly designed for sucking and adoring cock. Thomas wanted to fuck her brains out immediately—Five-Girl Harem Man or no, he’d kick someone out to the fucking curb to have Mia. 

Sorry-not-sorry, Ina. Last-in, first-out. 

As a Man, he deserved what was best in life, and any woman he had knew the consequences if he found someone better. 

This was the New Law, the Unwritten Rule of the Land. What a Man wanted was the end of any discussion with a girl. She didn’t have a say. She was lucky she had a Man at all. If he threw out Ina, she’d probably stay next to the office, starving herself and begging to be let back in until some lucky chap happened by and picked her up. 

His cock twitched at the notion, at making a woman that desperate. 
Mia’s heels were tall and black, the bottoms a deep blood red. She stood on them effortlessly, like she walked on air. Her hips were wide and showcased, in her tight pencil skirt, the kind of unimaginable fertility that Thomas never would have thought possible before The Event. 
“You’re hot as fuck. You’re who they sent?” He shook his head. “Come here and suck my cock, babe. Just give me whatever documents you have to sign, I’ll do it if it means I can drill you silly.”

Mia looked at him coolly, not moving from where she stood. She licked her lips slowly, clearly enjoying what it was doing to Thomas. Vienna could feel his excitement and stroked him more urgently. His cock strained out against the air, pure hardness. Precum spurted wildly. 

Vienna wanted him to fuck Mia too. She always wanted her Master's cock wet inside some girl whenever he felt like it.

“I am the property of Spartan International,” said Mia coolly, “and that means I am not to be fucked by the likes of you.”

“Says who?”

“Says the millions of dollars at stake for this investment, unless you want to throw that away?” She raised an eyebrow, taking out a box of breath mints from her small purse. “I thought not.”

“I’m going to explain some ground rules for you to follow,” she said, shaking the box of breath mints and taking one into her luscious mouth. His cock spurted out a heavy jet of cum, watching her tongue and lips move in that heated, consuming motion like that. “To make this process a little easier.”

“Is the first rule that you suck my fucking cock whenever I say, girl? Because that’s what I say it is.”

She smiled softly. “The first rule is that you can’t order me around. I’m more than spoken for—I’m unaffected. This is just how my body is naturally. The Event didn’t process me. I was hired as a consultant to see what your level of self-control is. So, if you try to fuck me—if you try anything with me that you shouldn’t—then I’ll report back on you, and it will go poorly.”

Unaffected.

The word barely made any sense to him. No one was unaffected by The Event. Especially not women. 

Especially not fucking hot women like Mia. He could feel his anger mounting. There wasn't a real solid time in his memory when a woman had denied him.

“Why the fuck do you care if I have any self-control? You’re fucking investing in my program, not me.”

Her strut was like angels singing. She sat down on the chair in front of Thomas and slowly crossed her legs. Vienna jerked him harder, his cum spilling out, splashing audibly on the floor. Vienna gasped and moaned. Mia didn’t seem to care, taking another mint from her pristine leather purse. It looked expensive. This was a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

“Because men who are given a lot of money make stupid decisions. And you already have five girls in your Harem. That’s two more than the average. It’s perfectly possible that you’re simply more...masculine...than the average.” Her tongue ran over her lips. Such a tease. “Or it could mean that you’re wanting to be more masculine than the average. Until we know for certain, we cannot make any assumptions. There is a lot of money at stake.”

This was insanity. He wanted to fuck her. He should fuck her. But she was fucking owned by the people who could make him a star in this new world if he didn’t fuck her. 

That she had told him not to fuck her hadn’t really processed fully in his mind. The male mind, changed by The Event, had a lot of work-arounds in that area; consent was hard to argue over when every man could smell the insane, hot needy arousal coming from a woman’s cunt when he was near. Biology was king, and consent took too fucking long. A formality for a foregone conclusion. Actually hearing a woman outright tell him “no” was like alien heiroglyphics, and Thomas had to take time to think it through.

“...fine,” Thomas gritted his teeth. Vienna gasped in small surprise, gulping when her Master glared at her. She had never seen him this angry...or turned on. Her hand, so small compared to his massiveness, so obedient, continued to stroke. “What do you want from me, then?”

“My employers want my report on your normal business day. So, I’ll be observing you as you work.”
“If you stay in here, looking like you do, I’m not going to get a hell of a lot of work done.”
Smiling sultrily, she adjusted her jacket, unbuttoning another button to show off the incredible expanse of her tanned cleavage, and then crossed her legs the other way. Her blouse was pale blue and fine silk. He wanted to know if her panties matched. “Why do you think they sent me? They didn’t have to send a dark-haired, bright-eyed girl, Thomas. My company knows about you. They know what you like. They want to see how you deal with temptation.”

She stood up—hinging at the waist as she did, stretching elaborately so he could see her dynamite shape in her tight suit and all the way down her valley of cleavage. Then she walked around to his side, smiling curtly at Vienna on her knees, slobbering intently over her Master’s jetting fountain of cum. Vienna’s tits were leaking hot milk, her outfit utterly covered in sexual fluids. 

“Now, don’t worry,” said Mia, pushing on his massive shoulder and whispering in his ear. Her nipples traced down his iron bicep. “I won’t interfere. I won’t be right over your shoulder, pressing against you, cooing in your ear, urging you to fuck some slut’s mouth instead of working.”

Thomas resisted the urge to groan, to take this woman and force his cock down her beautiful throat until she was begging to call him Master.

He was a Man. He had willpower. He could show them.

“No,” said Mia, pushing off and letting him look at her fantastic ass in that clingy skirt once again. “I’ll be around the office, seeing what goes on, taking notes...occasionally dropping in to see what you’ve accomplished for the day. I believe you have an update for the app planned by the end of day? You’ll have to show me what it entails.”
“Vienna will give you the details,” said Thomas. 
“Wonderful.”

Mia strutted back to the door of his office, turning and smiling briefly as Thomas continued to cum all over Vienna's hands, watching that beautiful ass sway, before exiting.

Immediately, Thomas picked up his phone. He needed a nuclear option if he was going to deal with this arousal.

“Belle,” he growled into the phone, “get the fuck over here, right now. Dress hot for Master.”

Of course, his good little girlfriend fuckdoll was going to obey.

* * * * *

His clearest moments were when he fucked Belle. Something about her pristine, pure pussy in particular made him feel more like he did before The Event than anything or anyone else. Regular cumming—being jerked off by one of the other cockslaves, doing anal, receiving a blowjob—just didn’t do the trick. It was cumming in a pussy that calmed him the most, and cumming in Belle’s pussy calmed him more than any other. 

Belle didn’t disappoint. In less than five minutes, she had arrived, dressing in what was—even Thomas had to admit, who had seen Belle in every kind of outfit imaginable—her absolute sexiest look. Her peerless, tit-heavy form was encased in a tiny blue dress with a thin keyhole to expose her cleavage. The dress was backless, held up by a thin strap around her neck. Her boots were thigh-high, skintight, and smoky black. The heels were several inches high, highlighting the marvel of her ass and the insane length of her legs. 

Upon entering the building, she rushed upstairs to his office and immediately ran to him, easily balancing despite her precarious heels. He had sent Vienna away, building up his cum reserve to empty only in Belle. Every so often, he would catch a glimpse through the glass walls of his office of Mia walking around the floor below, and his cock would harden and spill out hot spurts of precum reflexively. 

Belle slipped up against her Man, a sympathetic look on her gorgeous face, eyes sparkling and green.

“You needed me, baby?” she asked, her voice low and sexy. 

“Yes,” he said. 

His voice was low and rough. He didn't have the mindset to play games with her. Immediately he kissed her, grabbing her tiny waist and pulling against her back. Her lithe, tall body crushed against his, so small compared to him, giant tits on her small frame crushing and already wet with aroused lactation.

“I saw her downstairs,” said Belle, gnawing at his chin. “Taking notes on Hayley and Ina as they were filing and fingering themselves. Oh baby, I’m so sorry. You can’t fuck her?”

Thomas nodded, his arousal so heavy now that his tongue felt thick; he couldn’t speak properly, words  and thoughts slurring together. His body was covered in sweat, and his cock was hard enough to break through the wall.

“Bend the fuck over.” 

He grabbed her, not waiting for her to comply, pushing her across his desk and lifting her dress up. She wore panties, but they were lace, easily torn aside, only there to announce her entire body as a decoration, like all of her outfit. 

Belle bent over on the desk, spreading her legs wide. “If you don’t look at my face, you can pretend I’m her, I’m pretty sure.” She flipped the long mane of her hair, covering herself just to help him. “My poor darling Man. I want to be just what you need.”

Fuck, she was so perfect. So giving and pure. He loved her. 

He approached, sliding needy hands up and down his girlfriend’s slender, tight body. She was right—with that thick mass of dark hair and that perfectly slender, tanned, toned body, he could pretend she was just Mia. Belle's tits were bigger than Mia's, and Mia was a little bigger than Belle—taller, thicker in the hips but still tight, toned, and tiny—but otherwise the two could be sisters.

Fingers sliding against Belle's pussy, he felt how wet she was. How ready. She was his little fuckdoll and she was always ready to be fucked furious by her Perfect Man. His cock traced the shape of her pussy just for a moment, taking in this moment, fingers pushing into the perfectly tanned shape of her impeccable ass. Groaning, his grip slid around her hips—those fertile, child-bearing hips, giving him so much control over her entire body. 

“Fucking bitch,” he grunted, pushing his turgid cockhead into Belle’s waiting, needy tight cunt. “Fucking deny me.”

He slid in easily, all the way to the hilt of his shaft, balls slapping hard against her underside. He felt a tremor of lust and pleasure from Belle—immediately orgasming, right away, just from his entrance. That's how a good girl acted for her Master.

“I sh-shouldn’t have!” Belle moaned. “You’re so right! I should have dropped to my knees right away!”

“Yeah,” he said. “You should have been my fucking bitch right away. Shouldn't you?”

“Yes!” she moaned. “Say my name! Tell me I belong to you!”

His grip tightened on her hips, ramming himself into her as hard as he could. He wouldn't last long. Belle was too hot for that, and right now, he was too fucking turned on. Mia had his mind utterly warped.

“Yeah, Mia,” he grunted, carried away with how dirty this was. How insanely hot that Belle was so willing to just pretend to be another girl for her Man. “You belong to me, Mia. I'll fuck you whenever I like.”

“Yes! Yes, Daddy! Oh, Master! Master! Thomas! Fuck me! Fuck me harder than You've ever fucked Belle!”

Shit, that was hot. Getting so into it that she wanted him to fuck “her” harder than he had ever fucked her. What a perfect pet. What a good girl. His cock drove harder and harder into Belle's virgin-tight pussy, precum leaking out from him and pouring down from her entrance, overloading her capacity to hold him inside. 

“You'll be my first fuck,” she groaned. “I'll have my first babies from You. They'll be so perfect. I need your babies inside my hot little Mia-pussy, oh Daddy, oh baby, please. Please cum inside me!”

There was no containing himself. He turned his gaze away from Belle just for a moment, trying to last a little bit longer—her hair and her toned back were so sexy and perfect to him—but he looked downstairs and saw Mia sneering at Ina. 

The look on her face—so haughty and superior, so effortlessly sexy despite being so clearly cruel—was enough to break him in half. 

Thrusting rapidly, pistoning inside his girlfriend, Thomas exploded, his cum shooting out hard and filling up Belle's womb instantly. She screamed with pleasure, cumming repeatedly as his hot, hard shots powered against her g-spot over and over, fucking her just right. Her legs flailed, her back contorting in beautiful, gymnast-worthy shapes, before finally she powered down onto the desk, clearly exhausted from his overpowering strength.

And, like always, slowly his mind returned to him. 

And not just his regular, base-aroused mind, the mind that only needed to cum soon and not immediately. But rather, the closest that his mind had to the Pre-Event mind, the old Thomas, the deep thinker, the introvert, the man who had started all this insanity. 

The Event. It was all his doing.

It was a truth that he covered up from time to time, and other times he reveled. But right then, he knew it was true—knew that all of this was his doing—and he wasn’t sure how he felt about it. 

It was Mia’s fault, he realized. Or, not her fault, but her presence. Somehow, before she showed up, it had seemed more okay, what he was doing, when every girl around needed his cock. If there were girls who didn’t need his cock, though, didn’t need a cock at all—maybe then, somehow, what he was doing could be wrong. 

Maybe he shouldn’t have a harem. Maybe he shouldn’t have Belle. 

He stroked his love’s face, sliding down to the ground with her and burying her beautiful nose and mouth in the massive muscles of his chest. Her tiny body fit perfectly in his lap, and even though she was drowsy and half-asleep, she still absentmindedly stroked his cock, the most perfect of all his girls at giving him a handjob. His cock, half-hard, responded to her touch automatically. 

Maybe it was all a mistake, what he’d done. Maybe he never should have acted at all.

“Belle, I have something to tell you,” he said. “It’s pretty big.”

She happily stroked his cock, staring up at him with her big green eyes, letting him know that her attention was on him and him alone. 

“I’m listening, baby. You can tell me anything. Anything.” She meant it, he could tell. After the fuck he gave her, there was no way she would be able to deny him even the largest of requests—not that she could in the first place. 

“I want you to think for me.”

She giggled, clearly thinking he was joking. Then, her smile faded once she saw how serious he was. She took a moment, focusing, eyes narrowing. 

“Of course, Master. What do you want me to think about?”

“Do you remember The Event? Do you remember that happening?”

She frowned, clearly trying to think. 

“I..it hurts, baby. Can’t I just—”

He shook her, a little rough. “I said, think. What do you remember?”

She swallowed. “Well. I was...different. Like, more smarter? And I had...littler titties.” Her hand wrapped around his cock tighter, for comfort, testing him—was it all right? When he didn’t protest, she stroked a little faster, holding him for security. “And my hair was shorter. I was still really pretty, though. Like, men paid to see how pretty I was. And I wasn’t with you, for some dumb reason. There was...a guy?”

“I killed him.”
Belle stroked him harder, smiling now. “I remember. Yes. Thank you. He wasn’t you, and he wanted to own me, so he was wrong. It was right for you to do that.”
He could have let her stroke him all day, saying that over and over. The vindication of that, her gorgeous face telling him he was so, so right to commit murder to own her body. But he didn’t want his arousal to get out of control, not yet. 

He had a point he was trying to get to.

“You remember the sky, right? The sky turned pink?”

“The sky is pink, Master.” She giggled. “Don’t be silly.”

“Right, but it used to be blue, remember? Sometimes white or gray, but usually blue.”

Belle swallowed. “Oh. Yes. It’s...um, weird? To think of that. It’s so...unnatural.”

“I did that, Belle. I changed the color of the sky. I made it all happen. I turned you into the bimbo you are now.”

“You...you did?” she licked her lips. 

“I wanted to fuck you so badly,” he explained. “Every night, I went to bed, jerking off and thinking about you.”
She raised an eyebrow, clearly confused. 
“Jerking off. It’s like...like a handjob that I would do to myself.”

“Like...in Hayley’s face?”

“I didn’t have Hayley, then.”

“Oh. Who did you have?”

“No one. It was just me.”

“Ju-just...” she shook her head, eyes full of terror. She started stroking him harder. Thick jets of precum landed against her tits; he was getting harder and more aroused by the second. He needed to talk fast. “Oh, my poor darling. How could you live?”

“I was very lonely, Belle.” He stroked her head, smiling gently. “Very lonely. All I wanted was you. You were the most perfect woman in the world to me. I wanted to fuck you more than I wanted anything else. So I started doing research. Lots and lots of research into every sort of thing. Into the supernatural. Into the occult. That’s like...ghosts and demons and the like.”

She nodded. He could see she comprehended at least the basic notion. 

“So I found this book. This very old, very powerful book. It...had all these rituals in it, Belle. And I went through them all, thinking of all the ways I could use them to fuck you. You and you alone. You were the one I wanted.” He leaned forward, kissing her hotly, remembering that spike of loneliness he lived on, and how easy it was now to remedy that. She stared back at him with perfect, mindless love, adoring him completely for being the only Man in her life. “I performed every ritual in there, one right after another. I don’t think I slept for a week. I performed them over and over again—burning things, making small animal sacrifices, cutting myself, drawing in blood and sand and dirt...over and over and over...and then finally, it started.”
“The Event?”
He smiled. That’s why she was his girlfriend, and not just a cockslave. She could put two-and-two together. 

“That’s right. All the girls became big-titted, long-haired, perfect-bodied cockslaves.”

She smiled brightly. His heart ached. “Like me!”

“Like you, that’s right. And all the men became big hulks. It was my doing.”

“It was right for you to do that, Master,” said Belle. “I can remember my old self, my old...guy. I didn’t like all that very much.” She continued stroking him, his cock getting ever harder. “I like my life much better now. I love being yours.”

His cock lurched forward, harder than before, as Belle's strokes became longer and more intimate. He liked hearing that.

“But now,” he said, “I can’t fuck this Mia babe. I need to fuck her, and I fucking can’t. And it’s like...what the fuck did I do it for? Was it all worthless if I couldn’t fuck this chick if I wanted? I mean, shit, I’m strong enough to fuck her, aren’t I?”

With her free hand, she guided his gaze into her eyes, perfectly serious.  “You’re strong enough to do anything, Master. You caused The Event. Think of how strong that makes you.”

She had a point there.

“Maybe,” he said. “But it’s...it's just, how can these people exist, these men in charge of her? How did they figure out how to counteract the effects of what I unleashed? It’s bullshit, is what it is. Right? They shouldn’t be able to do that.”

More precum was spilling out from his cock, soaking her hands and lap. Belle was getting distracted and horny again. She obviously only knew that she was supposed to agree with her Master. “Yes, Sir. It’s such bullshit. They shouldn’t be able to do that.”

Her agreement—even if she barely had a choice in it—made him feel vindicated. Right. Good. 

“I can’t stand for this,” he said. “I won’t. I have to do something.”

Belle's eyes had a wild, aroused glint to them. “What are you going to do, baby?”

“I’m going to fuck her fucking brains out until she tells me what's going on,” he said.

* * * * * 

The plan was very simple. It had to be, as it involved his harem of bimbos, at least three of whom couldn't handle thought processes longer than a few minutes. 

Somehow, Mia resisted his masculinity—his fucking five-harem girl masculinity. He had a few ideas about how she did it, but they were in the background of his mind—loaded down beneath layers and layers of a masculine need to cum, breed, own, and dominate. The thoughts were understood without being known, like the beating of his heart, the impulses of his brain. 

So his plan, in essence, was to show Mia his huge fucking cock until she gave over like every other woman alive. 

Everyone got into position, Belle and Vienna handing out instructions. At the far end of the office, near the copier, Roxanne called Mia over, asking for her opinion on her paper technique. Rolling her eyes, Mia began to strut in that direction, flashing a hot, sultry look up at Thomas, who was coming down the stairs with his pants just barely fitting over his enormous hard-on. The trousers were soaked, his thighs and calves sticky with the juices of the day; a normal feeling. 

Then, Ina popped out from the side hallway, “stumbling” into Mia, who spun around and began walking backwards in those high fucking heels. Mia's expression transferred easily into a sneer, ready to start yelling at Ina while still flawless walking backwards. Thomas felt his cock twitch and pulse forward—he loved that look on her. 

Hayley, already positioned just behind a wall, pushed out her leg directly in Mia's way.

It was a comical, almost cartoonish plan. But it worked. 

Mia tripped over Hayley’s outstretched leg and went flying—her bag sliding overhead, her little container of mints emptying out across the floor and down into an air conditioner vent. Horrified, Mia scrambled after them, trying to pick them up with her delicately manicured nails—but each one tumbled down into the vent, out of reach. 

It was the mints that were important; the thing that Thomas had known without understanding. When he saw her reaction to losing them, Thomas understood. They had been keeping her unaffected, somehow. Some chemical or something. 

Mia stood up, screaming at all of them, ordering the lot to retrieve the mints for her—or retrieve tools so she could retrieve them.

“I said, fucking help me!” her voice began getting desperate. 

Her eyes were wide. She looked up at Thomas, tongue constantly flitting over her lips. She bit her lower lip, half-torn between arousal and desperation. Her hair—so thick and dark, shiny and lustrous, flew in one direction and then the next as she searched for a quick exit.

None of his girls moved to help her. Instead, they gathered around her in a circle, seeming to sense that something very important had changed. That she wasn't quite in charge anymore. 

And Mia recognized it too. She backed up, terror on her face.

Immediately she rushed toward the exit, but Vienna was ahead of her, calmly and smoothly locking the door. The dark beauty flashed a quick wink up to her Master, seeing with heated arousal the thickness of his growing cock. 

“Y-you can't do this,” said Mia, looking up at Thomas. “Y-you have to l-let me go. You have to. There's...the money. You can't walk away from that. They'll take it from you.”

He didn't give a damn about that.

Thomas walked down the stairs all the way, gesturing for Roxanne and Ina to grab Mia. They did, bringing her over to the small lounge area next to the entrance. They positioned Mia on top of a plush, fall-brown ottoman—keeping her posture perfect, even as she was restrained, legs automatically criss-crossing and showing off their graceful curves—with Roxanne restraining her on one arm and Ina the other. 

“I can do whatever I want,” said Thomas. “I'm a Man.”

Belle moaned loudly, pushing up behind her Master. “Yes, you are.”

He could smell his girlfriend's wet cunt; his cock pulsed again.

Thomas smiled, and then snapped his fingers. “Hayley, bend over.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

Immediately, the perky young blonde bent over on the couch in front of him. He was only feet away from Mia, her thick luscious breasts inside that hot tight blouse, that long mane of dark midnight hair stretching all the way past her waist.

With thick fingers, rough hands, he snapped up Hayley's skirt and revealed her pert, perfectly sculpted ass. 

“W-what are you doing?” asked Mia. There was no denying the arousal in her voice, her eyes. Drool began to spill down her lips. His hips pushed hard against Hayley's ass.

“I’m going to show you what I can do. And then you’re going to tell me how much you need my cock for yourself.”

“I'll...I-I'll...never...” she gulped. “...never do that...”

But her voice was weak and getting weaker. Thomas's cock was hard and out of his pants—Belle and Vienna ripping the cloth away and stroking him until he was ready. Furious, hot jets of precum spilled out on Hayley's back, and the giggly little bimbo moaned as he circled her asshole with his enormous cock. 

“Do it, Daddy,” Hayley moaned. “Please? Please fuck my ass?”

Like she had to ask.

Thomas pushed forward into her tightest, most forbidden entrance, already well-lubricated by the immense amount of precum spilled and slathered all over his cock. Hayley groaned like an animal, clenching every part of herself on top of her Master's big, beautiful cock, loving the way he and only he entered her right through her back door. 

On the ottoman, drooling still, Mia's arms twitched, pushed toward her legs. Her thighs. The space between them. But Ina and Roxanne held her firm.

“F-fuck,” she moaned, watching Thomas's giant cock stretch open Hayley. “Fuck, you're so big...”

Her eyes were wide, glazing over, hot rivulets of drool sliding down her chin into her substantial cleavage. Thomas fucked Hayley harder—thrusting faster, deeper, slapping her ass with deep satisfying thwacking sounds and marking the flesh bright red—and was rewarded with Hayley's cries of pleasure and Mia's deep-seated groans of desire. 

“You like that, Mia?” he asked. “You like watching me fuck my bimbo slave's asshole?”

“N-no,” said Mia, trying to resist still. “No...I just...just n-need a mint, that's all. J-just...just gimme my mints...”

“You're not getting a fucking thing until you tell me how much you like—” Thomas shoved himself harder into Hayley's ass, encouraging a hot, spiking orgasm from the over-excited bimbo, “—watching me—” several more hard strokes, “—fuck this bimbo ass!”

He lost himself completely now, utterly decimating the tiny body of Hayley beneath him, fucking her so hard that it looked like he might break her in half. He tugged on her thick blond hair, bending her backwards until her forehead rested beneath his chin. His thick, prominent muscles bulged and tightened, and Vienna and Belle—rubbing so hard on his body in their mindfucked arousal—pulled off his shirt to reveal the chiseled, god-like body beneath. Mia gasped.

“Fuck her!” Belle moaned. “Oh, fuck your little ass-slut, Daddy, please!”

“Yes!” cried Vienna. “Do it! Cum in her ass! Cum in her like no one else can!”

Mia shifted and tugged, pulling her hands in toward her crotch even as Roxanne and Ina held her tight.

“You need that?” he asked Mia, breathing hard. “You need to touch yourself while I cum in this sweet little ass?”

She thrashed and tugged against Ina and Roxanne, desperate, her hands flailing in front of her crotch. A great flush traveled from her face to her cleavage, and every part of her was straining, inhaling his scent, taking in the sight of this perfect display of masculine dominance.

“Y-yes!” she cried finally. “Fuck! Fuck her! Please let me fucking touch myself! Please! Please, fuck her ass please!”

He nodded to Roxanne and Ina, and they let Mia go. As Thomas fucked Hayley still—encouraging another round of writhing, soul-shaking orgasms from his blond little babe, Mia dropped to her knees and fingered her pussy, ripping her tight skirt away, staring up at her new crush with complete abandon.

Thomas wanted to unleash all day in Hayley's tight asshole...but now wasn't the time. With Mia so close to total submission, she was the one he was going to cum in—and she was the one he was going to dominate completely. He shot out a small, adequate load of cum—just a cup or so of hot, spasm-inducing sperm—and slid slowly out of Hayley, letting her collapse to the ground in a heap of purely-fucked pleasure.

Then he turned on Mia, waving his cock in front of her kneeling body, eye-level with her face. Belle stroked him, cleaning his shaft and head with her hands, and soft spurts of cum landed on Mia's knees. She moaned at every new hot touch of his liquid.

Other men would have been lost in pleasure. Their heads returned to them. The plan abandoned by now. Thomas was only getting worked up. 

“They s-said you were sp-special...” she said. “I didn't believe...I should have believed...”

“Special? Special how?”

Her mouth pushed forward, urging for his cock. “So fu-fucking...big...please...”

Vienna slapped her. “Tell him what he wants to know.”

Thomas's cock jetted out another hot load of cum—just barely able to control himself to have it miss Mia's face—at Vienna's initiative. Fuck, he loved her. Behind Mia, Ina and Roxanne knelt down in their tippy-top heels and licked the floor to clean his cum with their tongues. 

“Special!” said Mia. “So fucking masculine. Look at you! You’re a fuck-fu-fucking god! Nobody else can handle five women, not for any length of time. Sometimes men try, but they go crazy or die of exhaustion. Four is the limit. But you’re acting like you’ve barely got one. They needed to know if you were for real. And they needed to know...”

Thomas's cock was growing harder as she spoke, and Mia noticed. Her eyes focused on it, looking more glazed over, her breaths deep and measured. Like she was being hypnotized totally. Her mind was leaving her. 

“Needed to know what?” Thomas insisted. “What were in those mints?”

Her tongue took a long, slow route around her lips, her eyes becoming heavy.

“Sup-pressors?” Her voice was becoming strangely high-pitched and breathy. “To keep me from being all...bimboey and girly. To make me not have so many hornies. They said I was special too. That I was like, the smartest girly girl they’d ever come across. Could read ninth grade level. Do al-ge-bra. But like...your cock...nnnh...said I would just need one mint for the whole day...usually I take one in the morning, one in the evening. I ate...ate thirty while I was here. S-s-so horny...”

His cock was making her dumb. And had been making her dumb. That’s why she was taking so many of her mints—to keep herself smart enough to keep tabs on him, to run her deception. Of course.

“Fucking pricks,” he shook his head. “Think they can fucking control me? I’ll show them.”

He pushed Mia down to the ground, sliding his cock between her tits. Precum emptied his cock, sliding all over her body. Vienna and Belle ripped her clothes off, leaving her gorgeous naked form completely vulnerable beneath him, totally ready for his unstoppable entrance. Right away, from being so close to his cock, from being so covered with his precum, her tits began to grow. 

She nodded eagerly, pulling his enormity between her massively growing titties. “Yeah, fucking show them, baby. Show them what you can do.”

He slapped her gorgeous face. More of a statement than a punishment—it was to grab her attention, not hurt her. Though he knew he could do much, much worse and have her thank him for it. She moaned in pleasure, clearly turned on by being his. 

Belle and Vienna dropped down next to her face, revealing their hot, huge tits, and began squirting out hot, easy milk all over Mia's gorgeous visage. Mia's breasts, already growing at a rapid rate, became even larger. Her torso tighter, more toned, elongated and sexier. Her legs longer, every part of her more toned and tight. 

She had been mind-numbingly gorgeous before. Now she was practically obscene. He took her huge, rippling tits and shoved them onto his huge cock, slowly grinding himself into her body. His massive cockhead pushed against her open, needy lips, her tongue slurping up and down his shaft, taking in hot precum and milk. The nipples of his two slaves competed for real estate, but it was the cock that reigned supreme.

“You’re my property, do you understand? You fucking belong to me. You belong to Thomas Kyle and no one else, Mia.”

“You!” Mia moaned, smiling deliriously around her slurps and long tongue lickings. “You and no one else! I promise, forever!”

“You're supposed to call Him Master, dearie,” said Belle. Her voice matronly, patient.

“You're supposed to call Him Daddy,” said Vienna, more impatient and imperious. 

Both girls turned him the fuck on, encouraging hot loads of precum to explode out from his cock and quickly get swallowed up by Mia's greedy mouth. 

“Yes!” Mia's mouth was sticky with his essence. “Yes, Master! Yes, Daddy!”

He smiled. That fucking made him want to cum even more, hearing her call him that. 

“Yeah, that's it, slave. Beg for my fucking cum.”

“Please!” said Mia, her hands pushing on her tits, sliding over his hands, trying to milk him. “Please give me your cum, Master! Please, Daddy! You're my Daddy, my only Daddy, my only Master, and I need your fucking cum so much! I've never fucked another man. They saved me up, kept me special! They didn't want to ruin me with cum. But I need it! I've need it for so fucking long, Master, please! Please fucking let me have it!”

Thomas's arousal was too much to keep a hold of. He needed to explode. After the afternoon of fucking Belle, and then fucking Hayley's ass, and finally fucking Mia's tits and seeing her transform before his very eyes, he couldn't hold back anymore. 

He emptied himself entirely, a firehose burst of sparkling hot cum jetting all over Mia's face and tits and hair. It slathered all over her body, and as she tasted him, felt him, Mia came beneath him. He could feel her tight young gorgeous body cumming again and again as she felt his orgasm wash over her. 

The other girls—Vienna and Belle and Roxanne and Ina—all leaned over Mia, licking up his cum as fast they could, vibrating softly with hot, center-blooming orgasms as they did. Hayley was still too tired and worn-out to move. 

Even with as fast as the girls licked though, sensually and slowly tongue-fucking Mia's hair and face—the majority of it was absorbed into her body, making her skin and hair appear all the more healthy and shiny. She was a very easy rival for Belle now, and that thought turned Thomas on to no end. He couldn't wait to find out how smart she would be post-transformation. 

It would be fucking hot to have two real girlfriends, and both of them with such gorgeous dark hair, such tight tiny bodies...they could be sisters. 

He could make them think they were sisters. Fuck.

His cock was getting hard again, and he had, without quite realizing it, transitioned down between Mia's legs. Her pussy was pulsing and wet, still in the aftershock of the biggest orgasm-chain of her entire life. 

“Oh fuck?” she said, seeing him raise her legs around his waist. “The-there’s more?”

“You’re not really Master’s slave unless he makes you pregnant,” Belle explained, smiling dreamily. “You do want him to get you pregnant, don’t you?”

Mia nodded, eyes wide. “Yes. Oh fuck yes, please.”

“You’ll be a Mommy, just like I am.” Belle smiled at Thomas’s look of surprise. “From this afternoon. You really filled me up, dear. I’m going to have quadruplets again, I’m almost certain of it. Maybe more.” 

His cock twitched, pushing against Mia's tight young cunt. 

“Mommies,” Mia purred. “Together...” Her eyes sparkled at Thomas. “Please, Daddy?”

And so Thomas entered Mia, her incredible pussy closing tight around his immensity, knowing he was only at the beginning of his ultimate Harem—the countless number of gorgeous girls he deserved worshiping his cock for their whole lives. Mia had only solidified what he Knew He Deserved—Every Fucking Girl He Ever Wanted. 

And god help anyone who stood in his way.

# # #

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *

I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page! 

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

* * * * *

What's next?

––––––––

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

––––––––

Obeying His Will

Hot barely legal college girl Alice is on an expedition with her crush, a hunky professor archaeologist. She's so close to telling him how she feels, but it all goes sideways when he's imbued with the powers of a Virile God—and starts to transform all the women around him into subservient fuckslaves eager to worship his cock!

––––––––

Obeying His Command

The intrepid Alice's journey of nonstop arousal continues when the Ancient Male focuses on her—and uses all his Godly power to seduce and control her. She can resist, but does she even want to?

––––––––

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

––––––––

Bimbo Gaze Bundle

Ethan Prince just wants to be a normal, good guy...but whenever he looks in a girl's eyes, he turns her into his gorgeous, submissive bimbo fuckslave. With this destiny for badness, can he turn good after all...or will he give in to his basest desires?

Bimbo Servant Bundle

NINE incredible stories of lactating bimbo goddesses serving one lucky man. These fertile nympho babes are so desperate to be filled, they'll do anything to make their Master happy. 

The Bust Gun Bundle

Lucky young losers get a chance at sexual godhood when they obtain the Bust Gun—and can use its amazing powers to transform their lives and the women around them!

Heir Salon: The Series

Stalwart feminist Betty has always abhorred her own good looks, preferring to be judged by her values and accomplishments. But in the fertile town of Passion Heights, a woman is only good for her ability to breed and look perfect for her Man. Betty vows to get to the bottom of this bimbofying tale, but will she avoid becoming a bimbo herself?

Lust Fever: The Bundle

An epidemic of lust breaks out across the nation when Lust Fever strikes. Men are turned into primal, virile alpha studs without a care except for hardcore breeding, and women are eagerly transformed into their willing, fertile pets. It's Lust Fever...and there's no cure.

Lust Party Bundle

Stalwart reporter Morgan Malls investigates a series of strange orgies thrown by an enigmatic millionaire. She never thought she herself would join the festivities...or become their star attraction. 

The Magic Tablet: The Complete Series

One day, Jacob finds the magic tablet, and is given the power of a god over himself and others. Of course, he uses it to establish his very own fertile fuckdoll harem...

Sexcretary Saga

Gorgeous, fertile models and actresses need to serve alpha males too, and nerdy Albert Stout has just the program on his computer to make them kneel to him and him alone...forever. 

––––––––

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free stuff!

––––––––

Hope to hear from you soon!
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