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Lust Party 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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Recent Releases

 

Ruling His Hot Students

A regular guy receives a magical artifact that gives him god-like powers over the women around him. He can transform them however he likes and alter their minds so they're eager and willing to be his sex slaves...forever.

 

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.

 

Gang Heat: The Stewardess

One gorgeous bimbo babe is trapped on a private flight with a plane full of virile tattooed hunks who don't  take  “no”  for  an  answer...and  she's  too  hot  for  them  to  think  about  ANYTHING  but  all  of  them taking her at the same time.

 

Gang Heat: The Cheerleader

Stella is desperate to lose her v-card to the biggest football stud she can find, but they keep turning her  down.  Turns  out,  the  supreme  stud  on  campus  has  claimed  her  as  his...and  he'll  fill  her  fertile  body himself before letting his teammates get a ride.

 

Virgin Heat Bundle

Three  smoking  hot  tales  of  helplessly  sexy  virgins  and  the  alpha  male  studs  who  know  exactly  what they need—a big heaping helping of their massive cocks full of baby breeding seed.

 

When you finish this hot tale, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.

 

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.
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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
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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.
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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.
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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.”
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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.
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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.

 

14

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.
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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.
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“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.”
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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

 

18

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
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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.”
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“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.
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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.
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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.

* * * * *
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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?”
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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.
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“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.
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“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.
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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.”
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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.
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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.
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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.

# # #
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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.
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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.
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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.”
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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-
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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.
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“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!”
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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...
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“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.”

 

40

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.
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“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:
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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
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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.
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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
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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
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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.”
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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.
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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
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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.

# # #
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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.

 

51

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,
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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.
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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.

 

54

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.
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“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.”
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“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?”

 

57

“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.
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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
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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?”

 

60

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.
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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.”
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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.
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“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...
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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.”
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“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.
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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.
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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.
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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.

# # #

* * * * *

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!

* * * * *
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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:

 

Gang Heat: The Librarian

Lilah  has  a  big,  submissive  secret—one  that  she  would  only  ever  indulge  in  while  she  explores  her erotic  dream  world  of  fantasies.  But  those  fantasies  crash  with  reality  when  her  library  is  taken  over  by  a gang of hardened, brutal, criminal alpha-stud thugs...each eager to take her and teach her how to REALLY submit.

 

Gang Heat: The Stewardess

One gorgeous bimbo babe is trapped on a private flight with a plane full of virile tattooed hunks who don't take “no” for an answer...and she's too hot for them to think about ANYTHING but all of them taking her at the same time.

 

Gang Heat: The Cheerleader

Stella is desperate to lose her v-card to the biggest football stud she can find, but they keep turning her down. Turns out, the supreme stud on campus has claimed her as his...and he'll fill her fertile body himself before letting his teammates get a ride.

 

Ruling His Hot Students

A regular guy receives a magical artifact that gives him god-like powers over the women around him. He  can  transform  them  however  he  likes  and  alter  their  minds  so  they're  eager  and  willing  to  be  his  sex slaves...forever.

 

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

 

BARE Delights; BACK for more; STORIES for the Lusty

No action is more sensual or heated than a man unloading into the unprotected womb of a fertile babe with  his  bare  cock.  Each  and  every  one  of  these  NINE  stories  features  that  very  act—in  threesomes,  in group sex, in gang bangs, in taboo situations, and in SO much more.

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.

Boobalicious Bimbo Bundle
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9  startlingly  sexy  stories  of  tantalizingly  terrific  tit-heavy  perfect  “tens”  doing  whatever  they  can  to please  the  magnificent  alpha  male  studs  in  their  lives  with  their  mindblowing  bodies  and  completely transformed, bimboized selves!

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: 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.

Nadia Nightside's Best of 2015

SIX of the most erotic, sensational tales from 2015 are now available in one convenient bundle! Mind control, breeding, barely legal babes, taboo relations—this bundle has it all and then some!

Owned: The Series

Robert is a regular guy except for one thing...his nigh-omnipotent power to change others with merely a touch. He tries to hide this power, but the gorgeous Maria finds it sexier than anything else she's ever seen— and  she's  dying  to  make  Robert  realize  the  God  he  should  be,  just  so  long  as  she  can  be  his  submissive Goddess.

Revenge By Trance Bundle

The  entire  sexy  saga  is  contained  in  one  convenient  volume!  Warren,  a  down-on-his-luck  stage hypnotist, finds a magic watch that lets him hypnotize any gorgeous, fertile woman he wants for real. Soon, he's  reminded  the  snobby  women  in  his  life  of  their  proper  place—on  their  knees  before  him  in  slavish worship.

The Unprotected Trance Series

Lifelong virgin Victor finds out the taste and touch of his manly seed puts women into deep, hypnotic trances—and he takes full advantage, conquering every last babe he comes across!

Virgin Heat Bundle

Three smoking hot tales of helplessly sexy virgins and the alpha male studs who know exactly what they need—a big heaping helping of their massive cocks full of baby breeding seed.

Love fun, sexy, free stories?
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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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Did you love Lust Party Bundle? Then you should read Ruling His Hot Students by Nadia Nightside!

[image: ]

 

Jacob  is  just  a  regular  guy  until  he’s  given  a  strange  tablet  with  incredible  god-like  powers.  He  can change  anything  he  wants  about  himself—transforming  his  average  joe  body  into  something  that  makes women  cream  just  from  walking  by.  And  he  can  transform  the  women  in  his  life  however  he  likes— changing them from lesbian snobs into member-worshiping lovepets with a flick of his finger. Soon, every hot  babe  he  wants—including  his  delectably  sexy  students  Phoebe  and  Gwen—are  desperate  to  have  him fill  their  fertile  bodies  and  breed  them  silly.  Even  his  wife  Vivian,  who  is  adamant  about  never  being pregnant, is helpless to do anything but obey when Jacob uses the tablet to change her mind and her body to his liking.

But  it’s  not  all  fun  and  games.  He’s  found  an  object  of  great  power,  and  a  gorgeous  immortal  sorceress wants it for herself…and she’ll stop at nothing to make him pay for taking what she believes is hers.

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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About the Author

For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming  up  hot  new  ways  to  delight  readers  with  stories  including  these  themes--whether  they  include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant  personality  asserting  just  exactly  how  dominant  he  or  she  is,  Nadia  loves  it,  and  she  wants  to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.

 

Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:

 

http://eepurl.com/zl7dX

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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