
SUMMARY: Samuel has been being heckled by his coworker for months now– 
little does he know, she's had a crush on him all along.

CONTAINS: cum growth, sexpansion, breast expansion, succubus transformation, 
nerdy scientist guy.

"Wow Sammy, you kinda look like shit." 

"Why thank you Natasha, I was completely unaware," Samuel groaned, 
pushed his glasses up, and sat down at a breakroom table. Before he could start eating– 
or even open his packed lunch, Natasha pulled the lunchbox away from him. 

"Sassy today, huh Sammy?" Natasha laughed, pulling the zipper of 
Samuel's lunchbox while maintaining fierce eye contact. Samuel avoided looking at her, 
though he couldn't shake the feeling of her piercing, nearly seductive green eyed gaze. 
Natasha knew Samuel well enough to clock his avoidance, so instead of speaking more, 
she simply sat down and leaned forward. Samuel's down-facing eyes were forced to look
at Natasha's valley of cleavage, softly resting on the breakroom table. Her breasts were 
quite large, very perky, and Natasha's outfit was certainly breaking some kind of dress 
code. Of course, their manager liked looking at her too much to actually do anything 
about it.

Samuel forced his blushing face to look away, though he just ended up 
making eye contact with Natasha instead of avoiding it. He squinted his eyes in 
avoidance, but peeked back at her when she started speaking.

"You don't want this back?" Natasha giggled, thoroughly enjoying the 
man's embarrassment. Samuel was so focused on avoiding Natasha's sexuality he hadn't 



even considered getting his lunch back. Natasha laid every food item out on the table– 
crackers, a sandwich, and a cute little apple juicebox.

"No, it's okay, you can keep it," Samuel said plainly and quickly, trying his 
hardest to seem like he wasn't flustered. 

"I know you Sammy, you wouldn't last a day without your little cheese 
crackers," Natasha opened the small package, then pushed a manicured hand towards 
Samuel's face.

"Say 'ah!'" Natasha held the cracker in front of Samuel's mouth, and he 
quickly scarfed it down, barely chewing. Natasha rested her head on her arm, his breasts
swaying against it at the same time. Samuel had no clue why this woman was so 
enamored with him, especially since she had the look, and body, of a literal super model.
Her eyes were striking for sure, but the rest of her face was next level. Despite working 
at a grocery store, she always came with perfect makeup, her inherently hot, angled face
stuck out even more because of it. Natasha's green eyes contrasted by her dusky 
eyeshadow were impossible to avoid falling into. And of course, they matched her long, 
curly black hair perfectly. He wasn't sure where she was from– she refused to tell him, 
but all in all she had a very exotic look, topped off by a nice, sun-kissed tan. She was 
extremely well put together– maybe too well to be speaking to a guy like him.

And the worst part was she did far more than just speaking–  she was 
practically obsessed! Every time she spoke to him, her plump lips curled with clear 
seductive intent, only for her to poke fun of him at every opportunity. As far as he could 
tell, Natasha didn't act like this with any of their coworkers– in fact, she hardly even 
spoke to them! But that just made him even more suspicious. Why him? Was she a 
secret agent sent to steal his science schematics? Competition? Or was this just some 
elaborate, long running prank?

"So…" Samuel said, Natasha's eyes lighting up as if it was the first time he'd
ever spoken to her. 



"Why me?" Samuel looked down. "I'm a dweeb, there's factually quite a 
few potential suitors here that would enjoy your presence."

Samuel took another bite of his cracker– though it was more like a gulp 
with how nervous and fidgety he was being. Natasha's gaze went from sultry to caring, 
but before she could speak, Samuel opened his mouth again– to her surprise. 

"I don't quite understand your employment here either, you could be a 
movie star or a model," Samuel blushed, "Not trying to add myself into your equation of 
course." 

Natasha giggled, "Well Sammy, I kinda love how you talk, add myself into 
your equation being a good example," Natasha reached over and fed Samuel another 
cracker.

"Plus, you're perfect for a bit of playful banter, I adore how you get 
flustered when I bully you, but never get upset. I find most men crack very quickly– and 
it's not every day you get to feed a man crackers." Natasha smiled, leaning closer than 
before, her generous chest more apparent than ever. Only now did Samuel realize how 
odd and sudden it was that he was quite literally eating out of her hand.

"And you're a smart man, it's always intrigued me how you wind up coming
to work looking like that," Natasha pointed at Samuel, her earlier comment on his 
appearance coming back to center focus. "How could a girl not be interested?"

"Oh," Samuel looked himself over, wiping soot, dirt, and various other 
blemishes off of himself. "Well–" 

"You forgot something, silly," Natasha reached over, swiftly buttoning the man's 
shirt up. "Continue, wouldn't want you showing your chest off to anyone– other than 
me, of course."



Samuel took a moment to focus, trying his hardest to not think about the 
slightly embarrassing, extremely flirtatious interaction. 

"Well, I've been trying to get proper employment for my particular skills, so
I've been experimenting quite frequently in my off time," Samuel said, pulling out a 
notepad from who knows where. Sam showed Natasha various pages of experiments 
she didn't quite understand, diagrams, equations, blueprints, everything under the sun. 
The entire time, Samuel had a huge smile on his face– the biggest Natasha had ever 
seen. She couldn't help but swoon, the man was passionate; and he was finally, actually 
talking to her. For the moment, he paid her obvious enamored stare no mind.

"You asked why I still work here?" Natasha interrupted, bringing Sam back 
to reality.

"Where else could I see you every day?" Natasha smiled, then smiled wider as 
Samuel's face reddened more than it ever had. 

"Maybe I've shown it wrong, and maybe I shouldn't have said you look like 
shit, but I've always had a little crush on you Sammy," Natasha leaned back, a small blush
crossing her own face. 

"You never treated me differently like everyone else here, and even though
I bullied you, you always put up with me. There's something about you that tells me 
you'd treat me the same no matter what I looked like," Natasha looked down a bit– it 
seemed the fear of rejection applied to even beautiful girls.

Natasha giggled into her arm, her shy eyes peaking out from within.

"Plus, I've always liked a well dressed, good looking smart guy. Even if he's 
mysteriously disheveled and secretly experimenting. Maybe you just need a nice lady to 
help you not look like shit in the morning?" Natasha laughed again, but she still avoided 
Samuel's look. Little did she know, he was too shy to even look at her in the first place.

Samuel still didn't know what to say.

"Well, uhm, I kinda…" Samuel chucked awkwardly.



"Err– well Natasha, I, uhm, well, to tell you the tr-truth," Samuel forced 
another awkward chuckle. Before he could speak again, Natasha put a finger on his 
mouth. 

"I know, Sammy, you don't have to tell me," Natasha smiled bigger than 
she ever had, not a hint of sultry seduction in sight.

"I wouldn't have a crush on a shy guy if I couldn't read between the lines."

Natasha leaned over the table, pulling Samuel's chin upwards and forcing 
him to lock eyes with her. Not like he'd look anywhere else, but he clearly grew more 
flustered, his eyes darting between her, the walls, his lunchbox, and everything 
between. 

"Meet me in the dairy cooler when you're done eating– but hurry up, it's 
not good to keep a girl waiting." Natasha quickly stood up, her breasts swinging back 
with her and away from Samuel's vision. She didn't wait another second before strutting 
out of the room, an extra seductive flair in her bouncy step for the certainly staring 
Samuel.

Sam became a mess almost instantly. He didn't know what she needed or 
why she needed it, but even the unaware dork couldn't help but think about the 
potential implications. She probably just needed help moving some milk or counting 
inventory or something– he was quite good at counting. Samuel shoveled the crackers 
into his mouth, chugged the apple juice, and ate his sandwich in four bites. Seconds 
later– after cleaning up the table, didn't want to be rude– Samuel power walked off to 
the dairy cooler.

—

"Really Sam? You think I need help counting?" Natasha chuckled. Samuel 
rubbed the back of his head, blushed, and looked away as quickly as he could. 

"We'll have to be quick Sammy– it's way too cold in here," Natasha leaned 



in and gave Samuel a kiss on the cheek, then another kiss on the neck. He jumped both 
times, recoiling in a mix of excitement, shock, and then arousal.

"Natasha, it is highly improbable we won't get caught– and why in a place 
so cold?" Samuel asked with a shiver, only for Natasha to press her chest against him and
pull the man into a hug.

"Best place to feel warm," Natasha purred.

"You have no idea how long I've wanted you, Samuel– my little crush is a lot 
bigger than you think…" 

"I don't even comprehend what's happening!" Samuel blurted out in an 
uncharacteristically loud tone, only for Natasha to cover his mouth with her hand.

"Do you want to get caught Sammy?" Natasha said, her perfect eyebrows 
particularly furrowed. Samuel was instantly intimidated, shaking his head in response.

"Good, now let your lover-girl have her fun, okay?" Natasha dropped to her
knees, completely ignoring the cold, hard floor of the dairy cooler. She unbuttoned 
Samuel's pants, yanked them down, and gasped at what she saw.

"Sammy! How come you didn't tell me you were packing?" Natasha flirted, 
biting her lip as she looked up at him.

"Well, uh– I– it's not– hasn't exactly always been like that actua–" 

"Oh, so it's all because of me? You grew this big cause I got you so 
excited?" Natasha cut him off, not giving him an opportunity to explain.



"You shouldn't have," Natasha said, licking Samuel's tip with a near ravenous 
fervor. She quickly discarded her top, leaving her in only an overfilled bra. Natasha was 
more than happy to show off for her future man, it was as if she couldn't feel the cold at 
all. She even quickly threw her pants to the side, arching her back so Samuel could get a 
good view of her tight panties.

"Don't worry love, I run way too hot for this to cool me down," Natasha blew 
Samuel a kiss. "Enjoy the view, Sammy."

And a good view it was. Samuel analyzed her figure like it was an overly 
long, complex equation. Her ass was perfectly full and round, her slim waist sat 
beautifully on her wide hips, and her chest, even from above, was the biggest he'd ever 
seen in real life. Natasha grinned, her grip on his cock growing more firm as Samuel grew
fully erect.

"Just so you know Samuel, I've never wanted to suck a cock as much as I've
wanted to suck yours, I've been celibate for months waiting for you," Natasha took a 
deep breath, and before Samuel could say anything, she speared her head onto his cock.
Even with its recently increased size of eight or so inches, Natasha deep throated it like a
champ with no warmup whatsoever. Samuel's legs shook and his spine tingled 
immediately– truth be told, he was a virgin, and had definitely never gotten head from a 
beautiful woman before.

It only took a few seconds before Samuel was reduced to a mewling, 
moaning mess. He tried to tell Natasha to slow down, but that only made her go faster. 
The cooler was filled with the drone of refrigerators and freezers, but the faintest wet, 
shlucking sound could be heard along with them. Samuel tried to hush his moans, but 
every time he did, Natasha twirled her tongue and looked him in the eyes– Samuel was 
no match for her. 

"Wait!" Samuel moaned, his cry closer to pleasure than to actual 
hesitation. Nonetheless, Natasha looked up.



"D-d-don't swallow, p-please!" Samuel begged, taking Natasha's brief break
to gather his bearings.

"I've uh-uhm, been working on some, uh, genetic experiments that uh-" 
Samuel moaned, his sentence ending as Natasha slurped his cock into the back of her 
throat. Her throat bulged at the surprisingly large cock, and for a moment, Samuel heard
her moaning in pleasure greater than his own. She was far too enraptured to care about 
what he'd said, and definitely enjoying it too much to not swallow.

Natasha increased her speed, her tongue twirling around Samuel's cock 
like it was the best tasting lollipop she'd ever had. Oddly, Samuel felt her tongue seemed
to be longer than it had before, sinuously wrapping around his entire length. It even 
swirled down to his balls, gently prodding and pulling at them for their payload. From 
above, Samuel watched as every bit of Natasha jiggled, her head slamming back and 
forth as she face-fucked herself on his rod. He could hardly see past her fat tits, but 
Natasha plunged her fingers into her panties with reckless fervor, her hand moving 
insanely fast as she began pleasuring herself. 

She moaned into Samuel's cock, the vibrations managing to pleasure him 
even more. It seemed now like Natasha was enjoying this somehow more than Sam 
was– evident by how the woman managed to masturbate and bob her head faster at the
same time. The only reason Sam hadn't cum yet was because of how taken aback he 
was– that, and the fact Natasha seemed to perfectly slow down right before he could. 
The pleasure he felt was so far beyond anything he'd had before, he didn't entirely know
how to process it.

And below, Natasha loved it all. She loved how he squirmed, how he didn't 
fully understand what she was doing or even why. And as she neared her own orgasm, 
her pleasure multiplied, doubling as her body filled with a near infernal heat. Natasha 
used one hand to pull Samuel's body deeper into her mouth, her fingers moving faster, 
her skin reddening as it heated up until…

"Gadzooks!" Samuel blurted out. Before his eyes, Natasha's skin turned a 
deep, sensual, crimson red. Her hair parted as two horns grew, a hole forming in her 



panties just for her spade-shaped tail to escape. As it did, it immediately plunged itself 
into Natasha's wet, greedy pussy, fucking her from below without a second thought. 
Samuel, despite all his grocery-store level science skills, had never seen anything like this
before. 

And before he could analyze Natasha's extraordinarily foreign form, she 
cried out in pleasure. His cock flopped out of her mouth, rubbing against her forehead as
she moaned to the heavens. Natasha's body shook, jiggled and buckled as she arched 
her back further. She kept moving her fingers, her tail continuing to fuck it's master, and 
not for a second did her moaning stop. Natasha moved one shaky hand to Samuel's 
cock, stroking it as she moaned at him. She opened her mouth and gazed at the man, 
though her eyes had turned from a beautiful green to a fiery green. It was as if he was 
looking into a necromantic hell– yet, his fondness for Natasha didn't fade.

"Don't you want to cum, Sammy?" Natasha asked, moving her hips from 
side to side as she stroked.

"Or are you too scared?" Natasha pouted. "I promise, I'm just as sweet as I 
was before," Natasha licked the tip of Samuel's cock, her long tongue no longer hiding its
true self. Natasha caressed Samuel's hips with both hands while her tongue jacked him 
off. She sucked on the tip, gently kissing it while her tongue furiously stroked. Not for a 
moment did she break eye contact either, and despite her newly demonic form, Samuel 
never felt unsafe.

Natasha smiled as Samuel groaned. She knew it was coming, and to get as 
much as she could, Natasha slammed Samuel's cock into her mouth one last time. Sam 
stuttered out a moan as his balls clenched, cum blasting into Natasha's mouth 
immediately. Samuel knew his cum may have adverse effects, but at least he wasn't the 
only one who had a big secret?

Yet, certain secrets couldn't be hidden from succubi. With a mix of magic 
and sheer sexual prowess, Natasha could immediately tell she was being shortchanged. 



There wasn't nearly enough cum– not for Samuel's size, and certainly not for  a thirsty 
gal like herself.

"Come on Sammy," Natasha stuck her tongue out as she locked eyes with 
him, a small droplet of cum falling to the tip. "I know you've got more in you than this."

"Uh– ex–exactly, that's the problem!" Samuel grew increasingly panicked, 
but his distress turned into pleasure as Natasha started stroking his spit covered dick. He
moaned out loud– any customer shopping for milk on the other side was bound to hear 
him. His cock surged, growing from hard to harder in just a moment, then doubling in 
size the next. Natasha happily cooed, his newfound, rather huge size immediately 
pleased her. Her hands had a lot more ground to cover, but as she stroked the much 
longer cock, it seemed Samuel stopped holding back.

Samuel's balls clenched and a tidal wave of cum rushed out of his cock, a blast of 
it coating Natasha's face entirely, then another shooting directly into her mouth after. 
Natasha didn't question it, she only fondled his balls more, panting and moaning along 
herself as more cum covered her. As if on command, Natasha orgasmed herself, her 
moans cut short by the immense amount of cum she was forced to swallow every 
moment. Each blast seemed to push her closer to yet another orgasm, and soon, 
Natasha was endlessly moaning along with Samuel.

Samuel kept cumming, far more than any demon or mortal Natasha had 
ever met did. Her hair was covered in cum, her face, her tits, and the floor below her. 
Natasha couldn't even jerk him off anymore– she couldn't see anything!

With a long moan and a heavy breath, Samuel collapsed to the floor. But as
he did, he watched as Natasha licked her lips. She wiped her face and as much of her 
body as she could, eagerly lapping up and drinking his seed until she could see him 
again.

"I knew I liked you for a reason, Sammy," Natasha smiled warmly, her 
previous carnal expression fading into an oddly loving one.



"Buhhh, uhhh," Samuel was so drained he could hardly speak. 

"I know Sammy, I love you too," Natasha cooed, caressing Samuel's face 
with one hand and his cock with another. 

"Noooo–" Samuel said, "Something else!" 

And before Natasha could react, she was pushed backwards by an 
explosion of tit-flesh. She couldn't even see it grow, her chest had literally doubled in 
size in seconds! Her grapefruit sized tits were now the size of her head with the fattened 
nipples to match. The bra she was wearing had ripped in half, one piece landing on 
Samuel's head and the other on his cock. 

Despite being a show-off succubus, Natasha covered her chest like she'd never 
been naked before. Under her arms, Natasha's extraordinarily soft pair continued to 
grow, rising on her chest as they seemed to defy gravity itself. Cleavage formed even 
while her upper half was nude, and with every movement, her chest took quite a long 
while to catch up. Even when it did her tits took yet longer to stop jiggling and bouncing. 
Now, they were about the size of basketballs– the biggest Natasha had ever seen on a 
succubus who wasn't using extreme magic or expensive glamor.

"Gulp," Samuel said out loud.

"Did you do this, love?" Natasha questioned, her sensual tone not carrying even 
the slightest hint of anger. Her tail playfully curled around Samuel's leg, though Sam 
didn't know if he should be scared or calmed.

"Well, uh, it's kind of a uhm, side effect? I would never want to ch-change you on 
purpose Nat," Samuel said. Natasha smiled, her caressing hand becoming a bit gentler, 
while the hand on his cock became a bit firmer. How she loved a sweet talker.



"My, er- science project, for my S.B.I.C application is related to uh- unique forms 
of growth, I accidentally made it uhm– cum based?" Samuel blushed, covering his face in
embarrassment.

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean for this to happen, I can reverse it, but it'll take some 
more e-e-experiments."

Natasha laughed, "You think I want to go back to normal? I'm hotter than the 
hells, Sammy! I wouldn't even dream of reversing this, in fact, I think my ass will need a 
touch up next," Natasha moved her hips, implying an expansion-filled round two.

Samuel raised an eyebrow at his scarlet-skinned lover. Her hand still hadn't left 
his cock, if anything, it felt like her grip was tighter than ever. He couldn't escape even if 
he wanted to.

"You know Sammy, I'm kind of a vegetarian as far as succubi go– not really a fan 
of mortal souls, so I've taken a liking to getting all my sustenance from cum!" Natasha 
said happily, it felt nice to have a weight off her shoulders, though her newly huge, 
swaying tits added another.

"So, I imagine you'd realize I'd be very happy to have an overproductive man like 
yourself? Especially one that can make me even hotter than I already was…" Natasha 
stared at Samuel, but spoke again before he could respond.

"And, it's kind of binding to reveal your secret to a mortal without taking their 
soul as tribute, I'd be in real danger if I went back to the demon realm all by myself, and 
I don't really have a place to stay in your world," Natasha looked up at Samuel with 
puppy dog eyes. The cum covering Natasha made her look sexier than she probably 
intended, but it wasn't surprising that a succubus seamlessly mixed love and lust 
together.

"You're p-proposing a domestic partnership?" Samuel queried.

"No, hun, I want to be yours and I want you to be mine, we succubi are more 



loyal than you'd expect," Natasha flirted.

"Well, I guess in smart guy terms– yes, I'd love a domestic partnership." Natasha's
grip tightened on Samuel's cock, her tail tightening around his leg. If this is how succubi 
showed affection, he'd be losing circulation very often.

"I've been using a lot of magic coming to work here every day just to see you– 
and I'm sure you'd love a stay at home succubus, right?" Natasha smiled, her passion 
could easily pass for being forceful if Samuel didn't know her so well.

"Can I tell people you're my– my, uh– my girlfriend?" Samuel asked, his face 
turning beet red. 

"Sammy, I told you– revealing your secret to a mortal that isn't dead is binding; 
we're bound, even our souls are married for eternity!" Natasha cooed, she looked just 
as happy as a woman who'd just been married. "You can tell them I'm your wife!"

Samuel was hit with extreme happiness and more extreme worry all at once. Just 
one second ago he had never touched a woman, now he was soul bound for eternity to 
an extremely attractive, oddly loving succubus.

"Now, let's get us to my new home, I can't have my forever-man working at a 
grocery store while he has dreams to achieve," Natasha said.

"As soon as we get there, I'll clean up, then help you get that sciencey job you 
wanted, deal?"

"Y-yes?" Samuel said, still taking everything in. Natasha moved much faster than 
he did. A moment ago she told him she had a crush on him, sucked his cock, and now 
she's telling him to quit his job, moving in, supporting his scientific research, and saying 
that they're married. And despite the quickness, Samuel couldn't help but smile. His life 
had just improved drastically! And with the assistance of Natasha, he'd make a name for 
himself and get that job for sure!



And hopefully lose his virginity. Natasha holding his cock for so long may have 
driven him a bit stir crazy.

THE END?


