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“Dr. Perva’s
Halloween Party”

 


It was a dark and
stormy October night. As the lightning flashed and the thunder
crashed around her, Dr. Perva felt positively inspired to do evil,
naughty things. And yeah, she knew it was cliched, but she couldn't
help herself! As Halloween got closer, she felt those electric
tingles up and down her arms and legs. It was time for mad science.
It was time for one of her famous Halloween soirees.

 


Dr. Perva leapt right
out of her massive red armchair and ran to the balcony. Looking up
to the belfry built above her study, the doctor let out a piercing
whistle. Suddenly, dozens of bats flew out from the belfry's
shelter and came to perch on the railing of the balcony. “Ohhhh,
good evening, my pets,” the doctor soothed, giving them little air
kisses. “Come in, get out of the rain.”

 


She gestured to the
study, and the little furry animals bounced and flapped inside,
squeaking happily. Some perched on her shoulders, others nestled in
her hair, while many were content just to flap about the room. Dr.
Perva walked over to her desk and began to write a letter:

 


“Dear witches,
warlocks, monsters, mad scientists, ghouls, beasties, and freaks of
the world: I, Dr. Gintare Perva Dracula, warmly invite you to a
Convention of Monsters and Villains. You are all welcome to spend
Halloween night in the famed castle of my beloved ancestor, The
Count, and to share in my food and liquor. (And believe me, I'll
not be stingy with the booze!) I will also demonstrate some of my
fabulous new inventions that will shock you all. We'll also induct
the newest members of our Society with dishonor and cruelty. It's
sure to be absolutely depraved. See you soon. Love, Ginny.”

 


Signing with her
affectionate name, Dr. Perva stood back to admire her writing.
After a moment, she added, “PS: Wear your finest!” The doctor let
out a booming cackle, and her laughter was complemented by the
high-pitched giggles of the bats. You see, Dr. Perva very much
lived up to her name. Her status as a descendent of Count Dracula
was important, yes, and so was her incredible ambition and skill as
a mad scientist. But the main reason that she had been elected
Chairwoman of the Monsters and Villains Society six years running
was because she was a horny bitch.

 


Dr. Perva had a
healthy appreciation for the human (and inhuman) body, but
especially when it was exposed against that body's will. A good
tit, a fine cock, these things were beautiful as is, but when she
could humiliate the owners of these body parts, they suddenly
became much more exciting and erotic! Every Halloween, more than a
few of Dr. Perva's guests would go home significantly less dressed
than they had arrived. And if she could discredit and embarrass her
biggest rivals while doing so, well, that was just the icing on the
cake!

 


Dr. Perva pinched a
button on a small electronic device attached to the collar of her
lab coat. “E-ric,” she called in a sing-song voice. “Come he-re.
And bring my Insta-Copy.” As she waited for her servant, she shook
some of the rain out of her wild hair. No one remembered what color
it was originally, not even Perva herself! She had just kept dying
it different colors in different ways, and in combination with its
frizziness, she often looked like fireworks on the Fourth of July.
Today, pink, orange, and blue seemed to dominate her strands.

 


“You called, doctor?”
Eric said as he entered the room. Eric was hardly a typical mad
scientist's assistant. He was no slobbering hunchback, but a very
handsome MIT student who happened to be studying abroad in
Transylvania one summer. But Dr. Perva could be very persuasive,
and one summer had turned into three years now.

 


“Yes! We're having a
little party for Halloween next week, and I need to copy my
invitation,” Perva replied. She took the Insta-Copy gun from Eric
and fired it at her invitation. A blast of orange light burst out,
and exact replicas of the invitations began printing from the back
of the gun.

 


“Oh, is it that time
of year again already?” Eric said nervously. “Do you think I might
be able to visit home for Halloween this year?” He knew very well
what happened at these parties. And despite his erstwhile loyalty
to Dr. Perva, he always ended up somehow being robbed of his
clothes, too.

 


“Eric,” Perva sighed,
stroking his bicep hungrily. “You beautiful, ingenious fool. I
simply can't do it without you.” She leaned in to lick his chest,
but decided better of it and bit her knuckle instead. “Now, how's
Project Grandpappy going?” she asked, lowering her massive,
multi-lensed goggles from her forehead over her eyes.

 


“Well, construction
of the machines is perfect, so far. We should be ready in a couple
days,” Eric said. Then he said a few other things, too, but Perva
had no idea what, since she had subtly activated her X-Ray Lenses
and was enjoying the area between her assistant's legs.

 


“Perfect!” she
sighed, and raised her goggles back onto her forehead. Fortunately,
she had said this fairly soon after Eric stopped talking, and he
seemed satisfied. “Oh, the invitations are done!” Perva gathered up
an armful of invitations and whistled. The bats all gathered in a
line on the floor in front of her, and she handed each of them an
invitation labeled with the name of an invitee.

 


“What a fine party
we'll have when they all arrive!” Perva crowed. “Eh, boys?”
Squealing in high-pitched laughter, the bats all flew out over the
balcony and into the stormy night. As Perva watched them leave, she
noticed something about her wonderful life that always bothered
her. Down below the castle, in the thriving town of Brasov, there
was a little university. And that would be fine, if it wasn't for
all the damned exchange students going there just to gape and paw
at her lovely castle!

 


They were all a bunch
of pretentious hipsters. They claimed they wanted to be vampires
and monsters, and they were always camping out by the moat and just
generally being very irritating. What did they know about being a
monster? Suddenly, Dr. Perva froze, and an evil smile curled across
her face. Slicking her dazzling hair to one side, she turned back
to her assistant. “There are three very special invitations I want
you to deliver yourself, Eric.”

 


“Yes, doctor,” Eric
nodded. “But to who?”

 


“Oh, just run down to
that little college tomorrow morning and say you can get someone
into Castle Dracula. Whichever three squeal and jump the loudest
can come,” she giggled.

 


“You aren't going to
be too cruel, are you?” Eric groaned.

 


“Oh, hush! I'm always
a lovely host.”

 


“Yes doctor,” Eric
said, and turned to leave. As he did, Perva lowered her goggles
again to get an X-ray view of his departing ass.

 


“I could just rip
that to shreds,” she growled.

 


“What's that,
doctor?”

 


“Oh, nothing! Just
keep up the good work!”
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It wasn't long
after the sun set on the 31st
that the guests began to arrive. There were monsters of every
sort, from every country and every era of history. Werewolves from
Scotland, ghosts from China, and ghouls from Arabia mixed freely in
Castle Dracula's grand ballroom. They shared cocktails and human
flesh, while bragging of the finest terror they created this year
and reminiscing of the good old days, before cell phones made
mass-murdering so difficult.

 


But wherever Dr.
Perva went, the conversation would immediately revolve to her.
Dressed in her elaborate black ball gown and hair sprayed
relatively into place, she cut an intimidating figure even among
bloodthirsty giants. Until about 9 o'clock, this adoration was
enough for her. Then she got bored. She started pulling at the
threads of dresses when the owners weren't looking and using the
secret electromagnets in her gloves to break buckles and
zippers.

 


Finally, Perva got
that tingly, fiery, drippy feeling in the depths of her sex. And
she knew it was time. She caught Eric's gaze and waved to him, and
her servant rushed over. “Enough foreplay,” Perva said. “Let's get
to the good stuff!” She slapped him on the ass- hard- and winked.
Eric gave her a very annoyed look over his shoulder as he slinked
off to a back room.

 


Meanwhile, Dr. Perva
made her way to the ballroom stage. In order to hop up, though, she
had to surmount a ring of enchanted jack-o-lanterns surrounding it.
Perva made a running leap and cleared them spectacularly. But as
she did, one of them whistled, and cackled to her, “Nice panties,
Ginny!”

 


Dr. Perva paused and
shivered. Her skirts and petticoats were far too numerous for that
rotten pumpkin to see up there... weren't they? The idea of her own
modesty being penetrated made her feel weak, and small, and
frightened. She shook her head and replied with a lie: “If only I
was wearing any!” Then she tapped a button on her gloves and a
microphone floated up from a trapdoor. It hovered around Perva's
mouth, and she cleared her throat to get everyone's attention.

 


“What a wonderful
night for us to be so horrendous,” Dr. Perva cooed, to great
applause. “It has been so nice to see those of you I have seen, or,
in the case of all invisible peoples, not seen. And I look forward
to seeing- or not seeing- more of you.” She sighed slightly. She
hated this politically correct crap, but it was standard these
days. “And more of you there shall be, as I officially call to
order this year's induction ceremony!”

 


The audience
applauded, but Perva held up her hand to stop them. “However, since
previous inductions have been so thoroughly boring, I've decided to
cut to the good shit.” At this, the audience murmured with
disapproval and confusion, but Perva was already continuing. “Eric,
would you bring out our very special guests?”

 


Eric emerged from the
backstage curtains, leading a group of three wide-eyed exchange
students. There was a Hispanic girl with a curvy body and straight
black hair, a thin white girl with wavy blonde locks, and a fit
young Asian man, all dressed as vampires. “Wow!” the curvy girl
gasped. “It's real! I knew it was all real!”

 


The fit boy nodded
his agreement. “I knew the world's governments were hiding the
existence of supernatural beings, but I had no idea there were so
many different kinds!” As the exchange students gawked, the
monsters and villains grumbled at them. Perva quickly swooped in
and wrapped her arms over the shoulders of the students.

 


“Yes, yes, we're all
a rich tapestry of diversity. But how would you like to join us?
Become part of the illustrious Monsters and Villains Society?” she
hissed tantalizingly.

 


The students started
jumping up and down and screaming and hugging each other in that
way that Perva hated so much. “Yes yes yes!” the thin girl giggled.
“What do we have to do?”

 


“You must become
monsters,” Perva replied, as Eric handed her a small wooden box.
“And thanks to some generous donors, I have just the materials
right here! But first, what are your names?” Perva waved, and the
microphone floated over to the curvy girl.

 


“Donna,” she said
shyly. The fit boy identified himself as Ed, and the thin girl was
Gwen. Perva carefully observed them, a naughty grin spreading
across her face. Then she gestured for Donna to come forward.

 


“I have just the
thing for you, Donna,” she said, taking a syringe filled with a
foamy liquid out of the box. “Did you know that the secret to
werewolf transformation is in their saliva? That's all you need!”
Perva stepped towards Donna with the needle, but the curvy girl
backed up a bit.

 


“A-are you sure I
can't be bitten? I always dreamed of that...” Donna admitted. Dr.
Perva fought fiercely to not roll her eyes.

 


“This saliva is from
David Kessler, president of the American Werewolf Association. You
wouldn't want to insult him, would you?” And with that, Perva
extended a little blade from the fingertip of her glove and sliced
Donna's left sleeve from cuff to shoulder. The student gasped as
her smooth brown skin was exposed to the cool air, and then yelped
when Perva pressed the syringe into her vein.

 


Donna's body started
to tremble and twitch, and she screamed in shock and pain. Perva
stepped back with a little grin, just as Donna's shoulders swelled
up. The student’s left sleeve split entirely, hanging off her body
and exposing one purple bra strap. The other sleeve tore in several
places as well before a monstrous pop from Donna's expanding
backbone split her shirt and bodice down the back. Donna shrieked
as it fell to the floor.

 


Her newly exposed bra
caused the audience to laugh. It was very cutesy and girly, purple
and covered in little black spiders, with black lace around the
cups. But there was barely enough time for Donna to effectively
cover her soft cleavage before her expanding body began to tear her
skirt. The form-fitting fabric over her butt split first. It was a
view only Perva and Eric could appreciate, and although Eric kindly
averted his eyes, Perva practically drooled as she took it in.

 


Then, the skirt's
waist snapped and it fell to the floor in a pool. Donna whined and
moved one of her arms from her bra to her panties, but failed to
conceal that she was wearing a tanga that matched her bra and
exposed most of her round behind. Lycanthropy waits not for
embarrassment, though, and as Donna continued to get bigger, four
little buds began to appear on her lower chest and stomach, and it
soon became apparent they were becoming full breasts! “What the
fuck?” Donna cried.

 


“Female werewolves
are like any other canine,” Perva gently explained. “They have more
than two teats! But since you're still part human, they have to
match, darling!” Donna goggled as she tried to cover her extra
breasts. Her friends didn't know what to think. On one hand, they
were amazed and fascinated to see this transformation happen in
front of them. On the other hand, this was getting to be awfully
embarrassing.

 


Just as Donna was
getting used to her new boobs, her old ones made an appearance.
With a roar and an involuntary heave of Donna’s chest, her bra
snapped and shot into the crowd. A harpy flew up and snatched it
with a cackle, and the whole audience applauded. They finally
understood why Perva was entertaining these annoying humans- they
were first in line for humiliation! And if they weren't being
humiliated themselves, that was all the more reason to
celebrate.

 


Donna fought
unsuccessfully to cover all six breasts in her arms, one dark brown
nipple or a portion of her quarter-sized areolas always slipping
free. But soon, she began to feel a tingling, in her face, in her
ears, and at the small of her back. Her mouth and nose began to
merge and extend into a single canine muzzle, and her teeth became
sharp and long. Her ears became pointed and angular, and shifted
upwards so they poked through her shiny black hair. And just above
her butt, she grew a little tail!

 


The curvy girl looked
back in awe, shocked to see this all new part of herself. The tail
quickly began to grow long black hair just like that on her head,
and that wasn't the only place hair started to appear. Everywhere
that Donna normally shaved began to come back with a vengeance. Her
arms, legs, and armpits became furry, bit by bit. She felt very
grateful that her panties had held up, and of course, her waistband
chose that moment to snap, with a gentle “pop!”

 


Her tanga fell to the
floor, exposing her bare nether lips to a crowd of three hundred
creatures of the night. Donna literally howled in embarrassment as
her pubic hair began to grow back, sparse and light at first, then
thick and curly. Her black bush ended up bigger than it had ever
been, spreading from thigh to thigh and even creeping onto her
hips.

 


But all of sudden,
everything stopped. Bones ceased popping and muscles became calm.
Donna stood totally naked on stage, essentially uncovered by
clothes or fur. She stood almost eight feet tall, but her features
were only mildly wolfish. She threw both hands over her pubes as
she gaped at Perva in horror.

 


“Huh,” Perva mused
with fake puzzlement. “I guess you do need to be bitten for the
full effect.” Of course, she knew this ever since she was a
schoolgirl, as did every other person in the audience, and they all
burst into laughter. Donna's lower lip trembled and her skin grew
hot and reddish. As she glanced down at her bare, jiggling breasts,
she couldn't take it anymore. She leaped into the crowd with a
mournful howl and ran for the ballroom doors.

 


As she ran by, a few
raunchier monsters and villains slapped her ass, and she yelped
like a puppy with every slap. Finally, she burst through the exit
and disappeared into the depths of the castle. Eric frowned and
whispered into Perva's ear, “I thought you weren't going to be
cruel!”

 


“Relax,” Dr. Perva
whispered back. “This next one will take his clothes off perfectly
willingly.” She turned to Ed, who looked very wary of her. “Ed, my
dear, worry not,” Perva lilted. “I am much more confident in your
transformation.” She lifted a vial filled with a glowing purple
liquid out of the wooden box. “It was provided by Mr. Jack Griffin,
more famously known as The Invisible Man!”

 


The audience
chattered excitedly. Griffin was notoriously secretive about his
invisibility formula
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