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A hot preview…

"Did the drink change my body, too?"

She nodded, her mouth hovering over the tip of my cock. "It makes you really big down here...and really strong everywhere else." She started to suck my cock. "Unbutton your shirt and you'll see...big muscles."

After I unbuttoned my shirt, I looked at my body. I was shocked to see that I'd bulked up. Gone was my professor pot belly: Now, I was in fantastic shape, and my entire body was more muscular than it had ever been before. Looking at my chest, I could see why Clarissa had thought me so big. My pecs were bulging and hard, my chest well-defined and sexy, my biceps full and strong.

I felt her hands start to slide across my abs and chest, tracing the lines my muscles made. Clarissa was kneeling before me, kissing the length of my hard, thick cock. I didn't know it was possible to be this horny. She started to moan as she kissed my cock, sucking the tip into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it. It felt fantastic.  

"Fuck," I groaned. "That feels amazing. Keep sucking."

She nodded, looking up at me eagerly. "You can use dirty talk too. I like it when I'm treated like a slut."

I watched as she started to suck me more passionately. "Oh fuck," I grunted. "Suck my cock, Clarissa. Suck it hard, let me see that whore mouth work my dick." I had never talked this way before, but it felt good, and hot. And to my amazement, she responded in kind, sucking harder, whimpering around my dick. Clearly she liked it when I did that.

The Magic Drink: Alpha Transformation Part 1

I was entering my second year as a professor at Leiden Campus. It was a small university, and had a tight knit community. Everyone was very friendly and relatable, and teaching management courses there was a great experience for me.

However, the most interesting thing about the college was the number of beautiful women there. It was almost like they'd all emerged from the same flock: they had luscious, long hair of varying shades, incredible features, tight bodies, full hips for childbearing, and huge breasts. Aside from a select few, nearly all the women there were like this.

For a man in his 30s like me, that meant I was constantly, painfully hard, unfortunately.

It wasn't that I wanted to fuck every woman in the school.

However, hormones were hormones, and it was difficult to be in close contact with these women and not be aroused.

On top of that, being a virgin and having never been able to fuck any of these women, my frustration was constantly building up.

So, by the time I turned 30, I was a raving, horny stud, and in constant agony.

Anyway, my best friend, Bob, invited me and my other friends out to a local bar for a party that weekend.

The bar was called Gray House, and was run by a sweet, beautiful girl named Clarissa.  She was the spitting image of a model.  She had blonde hair, blue eyes, a cute nose, a great smile, and a body of a sex goddess.

I'd not seen Clarissa for a few years, and she was now even more beautiful than I remembered.  She was taller than I remembered, and she'd acquired a bit of weight around her hips and ass, making her the perfect blend of sexy and cute.

Her breasts were still massive, but her bra held them in check, keeping my dick from blowing up.  Her waist was still slim, and her ass was tight.  All told, she was drop dead gorgeous, and my heart skipped as I saw her standing there, greeting everyone.  I remembered how much I wanted to fuck her, and I felt my pants tighten.

"Hi, Harry," she said, greeting me with a kiss on the cheek and a warm smile. "Haven't seen you for a long time!"

"Yeah, yeah, I know." I said. "Life has been busy."

"I bet," she said, winking at me. "Glad to see you're still keeping that hot body of yours in shape."

I smiled at her and replied, "Thanks."

"So, how's life as a professor?"

"Busy as hell. I'm lucky if I get any sleep at all."

"I bet. Tell you what, let me get you a drink. What would you like?"

"Oh, I don't know. A beer, I guess."

"Okay. I'll get that for you."

She brought my beer to me.  I thanked her and took a sip.

The party was getting started, and people were laughing and talking.  Everyone was having a great time.  But, all I could think about was how much I wanted to be with some of the women there, especially Clarissa.

I continued to drink my beer in silence, feeling more and more dejected as the night wore on. As much fun as it seemed everyone else was having, I couldn't help but feel a bit left out since I had no one to share my life with. I'd never had a serious relationship, and always had a hard time attracting women.

Suddenly, Clarissa came over and put her hand on my shoulder. She looked at me with those beautiful blue eyes of hers, and said, "Hey, Harry. Have I got something special for you."

I looked up, feeling a bit embarrassed to have been caught daydreaming about her. "Uh... yeah?"

Clarissa smiled and reached behind the bar. She pulled out a bottle of whiskey, and said, "This is 'Love Whiskey.' It's an old recipe from my grandmother that's said to... Well, enhance one's love life." She giggled. "Would you like to try it? Maybe it will help bring you some luck."

"Wow, Clarissa. It's like you were sensing my thoughts."

She smiled. Grabbing a shot glass, she poured some for me. "Try it. I think you'll like it."

I nodded and picked up the glass. I took a deep breath and drank it down quickly, expecting it to burn. Surprisingly, it didn't. Instead, I felt a warmth spread through my body and a sudden feeling of incredible strength and confidence. It was almost as if all of my doubts and insecurities had been banished in an instant. I almost feel bold enough to ask Clarissa for her number, I realized.

"Hey, Clarissa..."

"Mhm?" she asked, smiling at me. She leaned forward, her big boobs squishing together as she rested on the counter.

"Would you like to go out with me sometime? I've been meaning to ask you for a while."

Clarissa's eyes widened. "Oh my God, Harry! I've been waiting for you to ask me that for years," she said. "Let me go tell my backup that I'm gonna take a break."

She walked away, a bounce to her step.  I smiled to myself. She's said to have me!  I couldn't believe it.  I was finally going to get a chance to have some of this sweet, curvy beauty.  I was so excited, I felt like I was going to burst.

I leaned against the bar and waited for her to come back.  I finished my beer and then had another.  By the time she returned, I was a little buzzed and feeling pretty confident.  As I watched her come back, I noticed that she'd taken the time to put her hair up and put on a little makeup.  She'd changed her shirt to something a little more sexy.  She looked absolutely perfect and utterly desirable.

As she approached, I got out of my seat and walked toward her.  I leaned in and gave her a hug, which she happily returned.  "I'm so happy you said yes," I said into her ear.  "I've been wanting to take you out for as long as I can remember."

She giggled and hugged me tighter.  "Oh, Harry, I've wanted that too!" she said.

I pulled back and looked at her. "Really?"

"Yeah. You're so cute and charming, and shy, which I think is just wonderful. Most guys aren't anything like you." She squeezed my bicep. "Plus, I feel safe when I'm with you."

I grinned. "Well, let's go then. I know a great place for dinner and a date."

We headed out to the restaurant and had an amazing night. We talked about our dreams and ambitions as we ate, and laughed at silly jokes in between bites of food. The conversation felt easy and free-flowing. Nothing like the old me: awkward or reluctant, never knowing what to say. That drink she'd given me had changed me completely, making me confident, bold, and sexual.

During the date, I put my hand on her thigh. Instead of pulling away like women normally would, she spread her legs wider, letting me reach between her thighs. She gasped as I felt her wetness; her pussy was hot, and her panties were soaked, to my amazement.

Before long it was time to head home. On the way back, Clarissa put her arm around me, nestling herself into my side as we walked down the street together. As we went on, she pressed her body closer against mine until I could feel her curves against my own body. Her perfume was intoxicating and filled me with a deep longing that made every part of me yearn for her touch.

We reached my apartment soon enough after that pleasant walk. Clarissa gave me a smile and bit her lip. "So, um..."

I had been bold as fuck so far, and it had netted me good results. I decided to keep up the streak. "Clarissa, would you like to come in for one more drink?"

She blushed and grinned happily. "I'd love to."

I opened the door and we stepped inside. I'd never been so happy to see my empty apartment before.  It was like my own private paradise. I grabbed her hand and led her to the couch, where we sat down, and I put my arm around her shoulder. Looking her right in the eyes, I said, "Clarissa, you're a beautiful woman. You're the most beautiful woman I've ever met. I can't believe that you'd want to be with me."  

Clarissa giggled and reached her hand forward, stroking the side of my face. "Oh, Harry," she said. "You're so funny and sweet. I could never resist you." She smiled at me and leaned forward. She put her lips close to my ear and whispered, "I've always wanted to be with you."  She tugged at her shirt and pulled it off. "You know why I gave you that special whiskey? Because I knew it would change you."

I blinked, surprised. I was struggling to focus on what she was saying, now that she was in just her bra. "Change...me?"

"You're normally so shy, but you have a lot to offer. That whiskey is more than just alcohol. It has enhancement properties."

"Wait...what?"

Clarissa's eyes twinkled with excitement. "It has the ability to make a man into an alpha sex god, and a woman into a beautiful horny bimbo," she said, her voice bubbling with enthusiasm. "When I had a sip of it, I felt my libido go through the roof. It was like being filled with pure sexual energy." She ran her hands down my chest and looked deep into my eyes. "Do you think I was always this pretty? Heck, no. It wasn't until I drank 'Love Whiskey' that I became horny, sexual, and eager to fuck. So whenever I see a nervous guy or girl that I know wants the same thing, I offer it to them."

I blinked again. "This...can't be real.  This is like a dream."

Clarissa leaned in closer to me.  "If you want it to be, then it is."

She kissed me softly, rubbing my thigh. As her hand snaked closer to my crotch, I felt her fingers moving over my dick. It seemed bigger, and harder.

She sank to her knees before me, unclasping her bra, slowly removing it. Her big, full breasts bounced free, her nipples hard little points.

I stared in shock. "God, you're beautiful."

She smiled. "And you're really, really big." She unzipped my pants, freeing the hard shaft between my thighs. I was amazed: my dick seemed bigger, longer, and girthier than I ever remembered.

"Did the drink change my body, too?"

She nodded, her mouth hovering over the tip of my cock. "It makes you really big down here...and really strong everywhere else." She started to suck my cock. "Unbutton your shirt and you'll see...big muscles."

After I unbuttoned my shirt, I looked at my body. I was shocked to see that I'd bulked up. Gone was my professor pot belly: Now, I was in fantastic shape, and my entire body was more muscular than it had ever been before. Looking at my chest, I could see why Clarissa had thought me so big. My pecs were bulging and hard, my chest well-defined and sexy, my biceps full and strong.

I felt her hands start to slide across my abs and chest, tracing the lines my muscles made. Clarissa was kneeling before me, kissing the length of my hard, thick cock. I didn't know it was possible to be this horny. She started to moan as she kissed my cock, sucking the tip into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it. It felt fantastic.  

"Fuck," I groaned. "That feels amazing. Keep sucking."

She nodded, looking up at me eagerly. "You can use dirty talk too. I like it when I'm treated like a slut."

I watched as she started to suck me more passionately. "Oh fuck," I grunted. "Suck my cock, Clarissa. Suck it hard, let me see that whore mouth work my dick." I had never talked this way before, but it felt good, and hot. And to my amazement, she responded in kind, sucking harder, whimpering around my dick. Clearly she liked it when I did that.

She sucked me deeper into her mouth and started to bob her head faster. I shivered as the feeling of pleasure spread throughout my body, making my balls tingle.  My breathing was labored, my cock pushed down into her throat, making her gag and cough.  Still, she kept going, sucking me deep into her mouth and swishing her tongue around my cock.  I stared down at her, a beautiful goddess, on her knees blowing me. She was so gorgeous. And clearly, she knew how to suck dick.

I felt myself getting closer to cumming.  I looked down at her and groaned. "Clarissa, I'm about to cum..."

She moaned in response, coming up briefly, and said: "Cum in my mouth, Harry. I want to swallow it." That was all it took. I grunted and started to cum. Her mouth was filled with my thick, hot cum, but she did not stop sucking. She moaned in pleasure as I came, and she swallowed it all - every last drop of my seed.

As the orgasm died down, she pulled off my cock slowly, licking the shaft all the way, as if savoring every drop of cum from my dick.  I was breathing heavily, but the feel of her hot mouth on my cock was wonderful.  I leaned back a little and closed my eyes, enjoying the sensation.  I felt a fresh wave of arousal as she continued to lick my shaft, lapping up the cum as it dribbled out.  The sensation of my cum on her tongue made me harder and horny as hell. She moaned, "Your cum tastes sweet.  Like honey."

No doubt another effect of the drink, I realized.

I looked at her dreamily.  She was perfect.

Clarissa stood up and started to peel off her little shorts.  She was smiling at me, eyes half-lidded, her pupils dilated.  "Want to fuck me now?"

My eyes widened.  She wanted me to fuck her?  I felt like I was in a dream.  I reached out, barely believing my fingers, and caressed her breasts. They felt so soft, so full.  I was in awe of this gorgeous woman with her perfect, curvy body. I nodded, kissing her. "I want to.  I want to do everything with you."

She smiled, rich and bright.  "I want you to fuck me like a filthy whore, Harry. I want you to use me, pound me, pump me full of your cum."

She took her panties off and started to rub her pussy. I could see that she was dripping wet.  

"Oh, you're so fucking wet," I said, amazed.

"It's all because of you, baby," she said, smiling at me. "You make me so hot."

She spread her legs wider, and started to fingerfuck herself, moaning and whimpering. Her pussy glistened with wetness, and I could see how swollen and pink it was, how tight and wet and ready.  

Clarissa said, "Oh, Harry, I've never been this horny."

I reached forward and rubbed her soaking wet slit. She gasped, a shudder going through her. "Please, baby, I need your big cock in me so bad."

I wasn't going to argue with that.  I pushed her gently onto the couch and got between her legs.  I started to push my cock into her, and she moaned in pleasure. It felt amazing to be inside her slippery cunt. Her pussy was so tight around my cock, and so hot.  She shuddered and writhed as I pushed my cock deeper, deeper into her, and finally I was all the way inside her.

"God damn," I said. "You're so fucking tight."

"You're so big," she gasped. "You're so deep inside me!"

I gripped her breasts, squeezing them in my hands. She gasped in pleasure as I started to pump my cock in and out, fucking her for the first time.  She was so wet, and so hot, and it felt so good.  I closed my eyes and grunted, thrusting my cock as deep as it would go.  My balls slapped against her ass as I fucked her, harder and deeper.

Finally, I'm fucking her. I wasn't a virgin anymore. I was finally going to be a real man. A guy who fucked.

I started to pound her harder and faster.  She was moaning in pleasure, her breasts bouncing up and down. I remembered her plea: fuck me like a whore, she'd said. She wanted to get railed hard and fast, and this new version of me wanted to give it to her.

I gripped her throat and began to pound her like I saw guys do in porn. She squealed in pleasure, her pussy squeezing me tight in response. "Oh yes," she gasped. "Choke me, daddy!"

Daddy? The word sent a tingle through me. Clarissa liked me to be rough. I gripped her throat harder, my hold possessive, dominant. She was moaning in pleasure, though, her back arching as I thrust deeper than ever before.

"Oh yes, daddy," she moaned. "Fuck my little pussy hard!  Ram that big cock into me and fuck me deep!" I picked up the pace, slamming my cock into her deeply.  I started to pound her harder and harder, feeling my orgasm building, my cock swelling.

She was moaning in pleasure, her eyes half-lidded, her breathing ragged, as she clung to me. She looked so beautiful right now, and she was taking my cock so well.  I felt powerful, and masculine, dominant in a way I never had before.

"Are you on the pill?" I grunted.

She shook her head. "No," she breathed. "I'm not. If you cum in my pussy, you might get me pregnant."

That was the thought that sent me over the edge. I felt my cock swell, as I gripped her throat tightly.  I started to cum inside her, pumping my seed into her sweet, fertile pussy.  I wanted to fill her with my cum, to make her mine.  I came harder than I ever had before, moaning as I filled her tight, hot pussy with my thick load.  My cock throbbed and pumped, and I felt myself tremble in pleasure as her pussy squeezed my cock, milking me for every drop of cum I had to give.

"Ohhhh yes," she gasped, her back arching, a shuddering orgasm rolling through her. "Your cum is so hot, there's so much..." It spilled out of her cunt, dripping down onto the couch, painting the cushions.

I panted, catching my breath, and finally pulled out of her. Her cunt looked fucked and used, and so sexy, my semen still dripping out of her folds.

She moaned, a shudder going through her. "God, that was amazing." She looked at me with half-lidded eyes, smiling. "You're so good, Harry.  I love the way you fuck me so hard and make me cum."

I grinned. She was so sexy, so hot, so damn beautiful, and I'd just fucked her like a porn star, pounded that tight little pussy as hard as I possibly could. I'd filled her with my seed, made her mine, and she'd taken it all.  

"You're so beautiful," I told her. "I love the way you look when I'm fucking you. You look so sexy when you're getting railed."

She smiled.  "I'm glad you like it.  Maybe after you catch your breath, we can go for another round..." 
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