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A hot preview

She leaned over, pushing her tits together. "It's so hot out tonight. I'm glad you're here with me."

"Yeah?" I said, smiling. "I'm glad you're here with me, too."

I leaned over and kissed her. She grinned, kissing me back. Her full lips felt so amazing on mine.

Hannah's hand found my cock and she rubbed it through my pants. I could feel her hard through her skirt.

"You have such a big cock, Professor. I've been thinking about it all day."

Before I knew it, I was reaching under her skirt, feeling her wet panties. She whimpered as I fingered her pussy, then moaned as I pulled them to the side.

I slipped my finger inside her. She was so tight. Her pussy squeezed my finger, not wanting to let it go.

She leaned over the table and whispered in my ear. "Take me home now, Professor. Fuck me like the bad girl I am."

The Magic Drink Part II

Clarissa, my bartender, had given me a special drink. "Love Whiskey." It had changed me, transforming me into a sex god, a powerful alpha male that women would instantly kneel for.

But I couldn't help feeling that it had a price.

As the night wore on, I found myself increasingly aware of the women around me. Their eyes lingered on me, their bodies subtly shifting closer, their lips parting in invitation. I was tempted, oh so tempted, to indulge in their desires. But as I looked into their eyes, I saw something more. Something that made me hesitate.

There was a hunger there, a need that went beyond simple lust. They wanted something from me, something I wasn't sure I was ready to give. Were they drawn to me because of the Love Whiskey, or was it something deeper, something more primal?

I took another sip of the drink, feeling the warmth spread through me. It was like liquid fire, igniting something deep within my soul. A voice whispered in my ear, urging me to take what I wanted, to claim these women as my own. But even as I felt my body respond, I hesitated.

I chose not to have sex with anyone tonight. First I'd need to see if the drink had other effects, something I wasn't aware of yet.

The next morning, I woke up with a splitting headache and a feeling of emptiness inside me. Despite my newfound confidence, the alcohol had left me feeling hollow and alone. I stumbled out of bed and made my way to the bathroom, catching a glimpse of myself in the mirror.

My reflection was different somehow. My eyes were darker, my jawline more pronounced. It was almost as if I was looking at a different person. I was definitely handsomer, and I was ripped and strong. My cock was huge. I was like a bodybuilder or a male model. I looked amazing.

What about inside, though? Had the drink changed me there, as well?

I tried to shake off the feeling of unease as I made my way back to my bedroom. That's when I saw her.

A woman was lying in my bed, her back to me. I didn't remember bringing anyone home with me last night.

She's beautiful, I thought, my gaze drifting down her sleeping form. I wanted to touch her, to take her. Still, I hesitated. Is this really me? Am I doing this... or is the new, magical version of me doing it?

But as I got closer, I realized that it didn't matter.

I was different now. Stronger. More confident. And as I climbed into bed beside her, I knew that she was mine for the taking.

She murmured in her sleep as I ran my hand down her curvy curves. Her body was warm, the most perfect thing I'd ever felt. I gently moved her hair away from her neck, exposing her soft, tender flesh. Then I lowered my mouth to her neck, breathing in her sweet scent.

The warmth flooded me as I brushed my lips against her skin. She stirred in her sleep, her eyes fluttering open. When she saw me, her eyes widened in shock.

"Who are you?" she whispered. "What are you doing?"

I summoned my newfound confidence and said, "I'm going to make you feel good. Relax."

She tensed, her body going rigid. "You're a stranger!" she said, trying to push me away. I ignored her and lowered my mouth to her neck again, kissing her even harder. I could feel her trembling beneath my touch. This was new territory for me, but I knew instinctively how to make her feel good.

She began to relax under my touch, her breathing growing slower, soft sighs of pleasure leaving her lips. As I kissed her neck, I noticed a peculiar tattoo on her shoulder. "What's this?"

"My boyfriend...it's his number... where I work," she said, her voice trembling. "I'm supposed to be there in 10 minutes."

She tried to pull away again, but I held her in place. "No," I purred. "You're staying here."

I brushed my tongue against her shoulder, tasting her, savoring her. She tensed for a moment, then relaxed. I put my hand on her chest and felt her heartbeat, which was racing. I kissed my way up her neck to her jawline, then began licking her earlobe. "I'm making you feel good," I whispered. "Let me make you feel good."

She arched her back, pressing her body against my hardness. The heat between us was intense, our bodies melding together. I took her hand and guided it to my cock, which was rock hard. She wasn't protesting anymore. This time she moaned, stroking my length.

"God, you're so big," she whispered.

I knew I had her under my spell.

"Touch me," I growled. "Keep stroking me."

She followed my command, slowly pumping my cock. I started kissing her again, working my way downward. I paused at her neck once more, breathing in her smell, then moved down to her chest. When I sucked her nipple, she moaned in delight, her whole body trembling. I paused for a moment, then bit her other nipple, drawing forth another moan.

I couldn't wait any longer.

I spread her legs, moving between them. She shivered as I moved up to her pussy, her cunt wet with desire. I spread her lips, running my fingers over her clit. She was so wet, my fingers sliding easily over her swollen lips.

"Please, put it in me," she begged. "It's so big, I need it inside me."

She spread her legs wider, inviting me in, and I obliged. I placed the head of my cock against her opening, then thrust all the way inside her. She moaned out loud, the sound of her pleasure filling the room.

My cock had never felt so good.

I fucked her harder and harder, her pussy tight around my cock. She came quickly, her moans turning into shrieks of pleasure. Her orgasm only made me want her more. I thrust into her even harder, fucking her with reckless abandon as she shrieked with pleasure. I felt my own orgasm rising, so I grabbed her breast, squeezing hard as I came.

"Yes, fill me up!" she begged. "I want you to cum inside me!"

I did. I spurted thick loads of semen into her bare pussy, her quivering, convulsing cunt taking every drop.

I collapsed beside her, rolling off her and breathing hard. She was still coming down from her high, panting. She looked at me quizzically.

"What's your name? I never got a name from you," she said, grinning slightly.

"Harold," I answered. I felt amazing. Now I'd had sex with two women: Clarissa, and this beautiful girl. "What's yours?"

"I'm Lauren," she said. "Lauren Turner."

And that's when I noticed the tattoo on her shoulder...it was a number. But the letters were strange. Symbolic, somehow. They swirled before my eyes, becoming blurry. I looked away.

"Lauren."

She started to get up, then bit her lip. "Can I have your number? I would really love to see you again."

It struck me how fast she'd come around. Apparently she was a stranger - I didn't even know how I'd gotten into her room, but she was now acting like we'd known each other for a long time.

Is it magic? The whiskey? What did it do to me?

"Yeah, of course." I grabbed the pen off her nightstand and wrote it down on her palm. "There you go. Don't wash those hands," I said, grinning.

She laughed. "I won't."

She leaned in to kiss me, her lips lingering on mine for a long time. "Mmm...damn, I could get addicted to you fast," she whispered, caressing my muscles. I had a feeling she wanted to get back in bed with me, but her phone starting dinging. She sighed.

"I have to go to work, though. I'll call you!" She ran into the bathroom, naked.

I lay there in the bed. Work... Yeah, work. My job. I was a professor. Had I forgotten that?

I'm supposed to teach a business management course.

I checked my watch. It was almost 9am. My class started at 10.

I had to get going.

I slowly got out of bed, the sheets still warm from our bodies. My eyes lingered on her body, her curves and contours so beautiful in the morning light. I quickly pulled my clothes on and grabbed my bag, giving Lauren a quick kiss before heading out into the hallway.

As soon as I stepped outside I felt a strange sensation come over me—an almost electrical feeling that seemed to course through my veins as I walked. As if somehow my body had become more attuned to itself, each movement coming with newfound ease and grace. Sure enough, when I passed by the women of campus they were staring at me with admiration in their eyes…and something more.

Desire.

These women, who formerly ignored the shy, balding, pot-bellied man I was before, were now infatuated with me. Any of them would have given their left nipple for a night with me.

And I could choose anyone I wanted.

I went into the classroom and set up to teach.

Morning sunlight streamed through the windows in my classroom, and it seemed to me that it was shining a little brighter than usual.

My students began coming in, and I welcomed them inside.

The classroom was full, and the women were all giggling with excitement. I tried to remember the last time I was this excited, but I'd never been this enthralled with a class before. They were mostly juniors and seniors, getting ready to graduate college and go into the workforce. All these women had been out of reach before, but now it was like a playground.

I began to teach the lesson, but from the corner of my eye I saw a girl who looked familiar. An Asian girl, she sat in the corner. She wore a short skirt, and her legs were amazing. She was petite with beautiful features.

Her name was Hannah Cheung.

She was one of the brightest students in my class, and I'd noticed her before.

But today she seemed to be especially interested in me. She kept asking questions, pushing me on various topics. And as the class came to an end, I saw her writing something down on a piece of paper.

"Professor," she said after everyone had left, "have you got a moment?"

"Sure, Hannah. What's up?"

She handed me her note. "You're the best professor I've ever had," it said. "I'd really love to get to know you." The note was accompanied by her cell phone number.

"I'm really flattered, Hannah. I might take you up on it."

"Glad to hear it. I'll see you next class."

From then on, I noticed Hannah giving me flirty smiles and occasionally licking her lips, eyeing the bulge in my pants. I knew she wanted me. And I wanted her.

I invited her to dinner one night.

We went to a burger place, just the two of us.

We sat outside at a little table, under the lights of the restaurant.

"So, Hannah...you're really beautiful. I've never seen a girl quite like you before."

"You're really sweet, Professor. I'm glad you invited me here."

She leaned over, pushing her tits together. "It's so hot out tonight. I'm glad you're here with me."

"Yeah?" I said, smiling. "I'm glad you're here with me, too."

I leaned over and kissed her. She grinned, kissing me back. Her full lips felt so amazing on mine.

Hannah's hand found my cock and she rubbed it through my pants. I could feel her hard through her skirt.

"You have such a big cock, Professor. I've been thinking about it all day."

Before I knew it, I was reaching under her skirt, feeling her wet panties. She whimpered as I fingered her pussy, then moaned as I pulled them to the side.

I slipped my finger inside her. She was so tight. Her pussy squeezed my finger, not wanting to let it go.

She leaned over the table and whispered in my ear. "Take me home now, Professor. Fuck me like the bad girl I am."

****

Harold took Hannah back to his place, his cock ragingly hard.

He wanted her so badly it hurt, and he could hardly contain himself.

Once they reached his bedroom, Harold wasted no time in undressing her. He began to kiss her neck and chest while unhooking the buttons of her blouse. One by one they opened, and his hands were able to explore the delicate curves of her body. Her skin was soft and inviting, and Harold felt a thrill as he moved downwards.

He removed Hannah's skirt and panties in one swift move, running his hands up her flawless thighs as he did so. His mouth found its way to Hannah's breasts, caressing them with gentle kisses that soon turned into passionate licks. He explored every inch of her body with his tongue until she was moaning out loud with pleasure.

"Professor," she gasped. "Please fuck me!"

Harold needed no further encouragement. He unzipped his pants, freeing his cock. Hannah turned over onto her stomach, her perfect ass high in the air.

When Harold placed his cock at Hannah's pussy, he knew he was about to lose his mind. He pushed himself into her, and Hannah gasped in pleasure. Harold continued to thrust into her, slowly at first, then with more speed.

Knowing that he was close to coming, he reached forward to Hannah's clit and began to rub it gently. Hannah was moaning louder than before, and Harold knew that his he was fucking her just right.

"Oh, Professor!" she cried. "I'm coming!"

"Fuck yeah," he grunted, watching the tight coed's soaking wet pussy taking his thick, rock hard shaft over and over. "Come for me, Hannah."

Hannah's body began to shake, and she gasped as the orgasm swept over her. Harold continued to fuck her hard for a few minutes, until he couldn't hold it in anymore. With one long, final thrust, he exploded, pouring a massive load deep into Hannah's pussy.

"Oh, Professor," said Hannah, leaning back against Harold's chest and breathing heavily. "That was the best fuck I've ever had."

Harold lay down beside her, holding her close to his naked body. He looked down at her beautiful face, still flushed from the pleasure he had given her, and sighed with contentment.

This new life was turning out be far better than he had ever anticipated.

Maybe Love Whiskey doesn't have any bad side effects, he thought. Or if it did, he wasn't feeling them.

All he was feeling was pleasure.
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