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Bimbo Beach – The Bundle

Nadia Nightside has a Patreon! Access exclusive bonus stories, polls, and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!

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 and you get hot, free tales!
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Bimbo Packages – Female Designs

Two women can’t resist the allure of mysterious packages full of bimbofying clothing, seducing each other and then devoting themselves to the service of one unhappy husband!
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The Bimbo Fix Bundle 

A man wakes up with his estranged wife and adopted barely legal daughter slurping on his cock—and it only gets hotter and wilder from there as he tries to figure out why! 
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Gang Desires – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing tales of hard-bodied studs giving their hot loads to aching, needy barely legal babes—sometimes in huge gang bangs!
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Bully Worship – Obeying the King

Everyone in the Kingdom thinks that the Queen—glorious, beautiful, and ethereal—is kind and noble. Everyone in the Kingdom is wrong; she loves her tyrant Husband’s evil ways, and gleefully helps him gather new virgins for his harem and cheers him on during wicked acts.
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Overflowing Desires – A Bundle

Love big, delicious, erotic tits full of milk that spreads everywhere during and in-between hot worshipful sex? This is the bundle for you. 
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Bimbo Packages – Taboo Snacks

Bimbofying and alpha-making snacks get delivered to the wrong address, turning platonic roommates into fuck-happy lovers!
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Just 18 Desires

A bundle full of eighteen delicious stories featuring barely legal virgins bowing down to the alpha male they’ve always needed—whether they knew it or not!
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Bully Worship – Obeying the Jock

Heather worships the ground her jock bully boyfriend walks on. She loves the way he humiliates and terrorizes everyone in their lives except for her. When she finds out a nerd with a crush on her has created the perfect mind control device, she sees the perfect opportunity to prove her devotion to her stud god forever!

Want to get in touch? Me too! Check out the Nadia Nightside Patreon for direct access with the author!
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Sparkling, shining, smiling, she stood on the beach in her thrilling bikini and too-high platform sandals, showing off her remarkably sculpted body and her enormous titties barely confined by the thrilling strips of her suit. 

She was such a thrilling, hot, sexy, young bimbo babe. She lived for cock. She lived for her Man’s cock, and nothing would ever change that. Her entire life revolved around it, around him. All she wanted to do, all the time, was make him hard and happy like a sexy bimbo should. It didn’t matter how many other men talked to her or wanted her—and they did—it didn’t matter how badly they wanted to fuck her—and they really did—she would only ever fuck her one brilliant Man forever. He owned her mind, owned her brilliantly tight young beach body, and he always, ALWAYS would.

Once upon a time, she might have been married. There may have been some other man in her life she was attached to. But that felt so silly now—like thinking of trying to do math or read long words or have conversations about politics. All of that kind of thing was for strong, intelligent men, and she didn’t need to know about whatever her life was before the beach and her man’s ownership of her either. That was for him to know and for her to forget. 

It felt so, so good to forget about everything about making his beautiful, big cock hard. 

All around her were other, utterly mindfucked harem girls just like her. She smiled and waved at them, watching their brilliant busty bimbo bodies bounce. They all waved back, smiling with empty brains, empty heads, empty of anything except the will of their Master and to serve his cock in any way he desired. 

The whole day long, they  would sit out on the beach, baking their bodies and their brains, becoming tanner and blonder under the sun’s rays. And then, when night fell, toned and tanned and tight, they would crawl back to their Master’s estate and serve him however he needed just like good, brainless bimbo beauties should.  

* * * * *
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Just a few days earlier, Julia—blond, twenty-two, newly married, and on the arm of her hubby—arrived at the Spiral Sun Hotel bubbly and glowing just like a young bride ought to. She leaned in hard to her husband Henry, eyes open and taking in all the sights and sounds of where they would be spending the next week and a half on their honeymoon.

The interior of the lobby was decorated with the standard island themes—wooden carvings of animals and waves abounded, as did pictures of beaches. The doors on either side of the lobby were open; the drive on one side, and the courtyard leading to the beach on the other. The smell of the ocean filled her nose; made her want to dive right into the water.

They had been married just twelve hours ago—finalizing the ceremony, eating from their custom buffet, and dancing their shoes off—and then right away sweeping into a jet that carried them halfway around the world to be here, at Isle Alfa, the hottest new beach getaway for young couples. 

Julia had been reading about it for months and months and positively couldn’t wait to get into the water, show off her beach body, hang on the arm of her smashing, successful husband, and enjoy being married. 

And of course that meant—she thought, biting her lip as they approached the hotel desk—finally having sex.

Julia was a city girl but her parents had been farm kids, and raised her with all the rural values of keeping herself chaste until her vows were taken. And Julia was honest—the more pity for Henry—so that meant she wasn’t one of those lying girls who convinced themselves that blowjobs, handjobs, or anal was acceptable. She was completely celibate save for some kissing. 

Henry, who was assertive and kind and honest himself, had had sex, he revealed to her. She had nearly broken up with him when she found out. She wanted their first time to be together, like good god-fearing adults. But he was six years older than her and only really started going to church when he started getting serious about her, so she had conceded that it was a forgivable mistake to have been with someone who wasn’t her. Wasn’t it godly to forgive someone, anyway?

Shutting down all attempts of sex on the promise of marriage was a big ask. Julia wasn’t stupid, despite her ideals driving most of her actions. Luckily, she had the body to back it up. 

Henry had told her that his friends never believed that she was a virgin because she was “so bangin’,” according to them. She had long blond hair, a tight midsection from years of marathon running, well-formed legs, soft features in her face that set off the brilliant angle of her jaw, and bright blue eyes. Plus—what she was really looking forward to showing off—a really great pair of breasts. 

36D.

Julia had been told just that number and letter alone did things to men. She had never really shown them off before; she didn’t want to advertise herself like some whore, or even worse a slut. 

But now that was married...where was the harm in showing off? It would all be for Henry’s attention one way or the other. Wasn’t that the right way for a wife to behave? 

She had even started—at home, in her single-bedroom apartment back in the states—modeling bikinis a little and trying to get used to objectifying herself a little bit. A good wife had to put in the work to keep her husband around, to keep his eyes from wondering too much; that was just common sense. And so, the nights before her marriage was official, she stood in the bathroom and posed this way and that in one bikini after another, trying out dirty talk. 

“K-knockers,” she said, flipping her hair. 

or

“Boobies. B-boobs.” It was hard to keep a straight face for that one. She kept busting into giggles that made her “boobs” jiggle.

or

“T...hrm.” She licked her lips. “Tiii...”

That one gave her some trouble. It felt so dirty and demeaning. 

On the flight to Isle Alfa, she had rested her hand on Henry’s upper thigh and inner crotch. She had seen a wife do it in a movie and had always idealized that moment for herself. Henry seemed to really like it, but he excused himself to the go the bathroom a few times, and always seemed more relaxed when he was done. Julia just assumed he was doing some breathing exercises in there; it was so stressful on a plane sometimes!

So, now, even though she was properly exhausted after their long flight, Julia couldn’t help but be a little disappointed that they had chosen to arrive in the late evening. She wanted to show off! She wanted everyone to know she was off the market and soon to be on her husband! She wanted to know what his penis felt like inside her vagina, and she was thrilled for people to find out that she wanted that!

Instead, the rather large owner stood behind the desk, eyeing Julia voraciously as Henry handed over his credit card. Julia knew he was the owner because that was how he introduced himself. 

“My name is Connor. This is my hotel.” 

He had shaken Henry’s hand and Julia watched the impromptu “man-off,” as Henry called them, with Connor squeezing Henry’s hand tighter than anticipated and Henry squirming and trying to squeeze back to protect his grip. It seemed very masculine and so, very dumb. Connor was much larger and stronger than Henry. Henry ran for his exercise—that was how he and Julia had met, at a marathon—but Connor looked like he lifted weights fourteen times a week. 

Julia didn’t get what all the fuss was about big, bodybuilder-type bodies. Sure, muscles were great, but—it just didn’t appeal to her in a sexual sense. She tried to imagine the poor girl who had to sleep with such a monster. Wasn’t all that mass scary on top of her?

“Now,” said Connor, typing on the computer in front of him. “I know we have you down for the Presidential suite. It’s amazing. Three rooms, a full bar, private pool area, specialized spa beds...”

As he ticked off the features, Julia felt her excitement grow. She had picked them all out herself. 

“But,” he smiled apologetically, “unfortunately, it can’t happen tonight. I’m really sorry, folks. There’s some kind of electrical problem. The lights don’t work, the television’s out, the water isn’t heating up...it’s real strange.”

Julia tried to keep her composure. Her honeymoon would be perfect. She had it all planned. 

Henry started to speak, but Julia cut him off. “There’s nothing you can do? We reserved this ages ago, and—”

Connor held up his hands in surrender. “Whoa. Got a feisty one there, do you, Hank? We’ve got another room ready for you already if you want it. Now, you can take your chances up and down the line with the rest of the hotels by the beach, but I’d advise you to be careful. There’s a real homelessness epidemic, nobody’s really sure what’s happening, but sometimes people don’t feel safe.”

Julia felt a little short-circuited. Of course, looking into another hotel had occurred to her almost immediately—she was a born planner—but being scared of homeless people was certainly the wrong tack. You needed to look out for your fellow man! There should be a shelter or something, and—

“Of course, tonight will be on us if you stay with us, for the inconvenience, and we’ll have the electrician out first thing tomorrow morning to get everything fixed up for you. How does that sound?”

Julia didn’t like the way he spoke to Henry but kept letting his eyes wander all over her body. It made her feel exposed. She also didn’t like being called a “feisty one.” Unlike with Henry—whose relative chasteness always felt obvious and made him feel more secure to Julia—Connor obviously, obviously had a lot of sex. All the time. There was an undeniable musk about him. 

Henry looked at Julia and then at Connor. Julia nodded—she kind of hated that she had to nod to Henry for him to act—and the men shook hands again. 

* * * * *
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The room Connor led them to faced the expansive mountains just north of the beach, instead of the beach itself. Henry could see their massive shapes in the cloudless night; he was sure it would be quite a sight in the morning. Julia, to her credit, didn’t even complain that there wasn’t a beach view, though he was sure it was on her mind. It was something she had been quite insistent about in the preparations. 

He remembered all the conversations she’d had with one of the clerks of the hotel, calling her a “mindless bimbo” at least once. It was tantamount to Henry calling someone a “son of a bitch” in a previous life, before he’d reformed his act and dedicated himself as a Christian man and husband. Christian men didn’t need to swear, the pastor said. They could express their displeasure in other, less sinful ways. 

Henry sometimes wasn’t sure about what the church said—they sure were gosh-darned judgmental when they wanted to be and didn’t seem to want to leave that to God—but it was a way of life with a basically good message and philosophy and that was a heckuva lot better than what he’d used to do. All that drinking and gambling; it was a miracle he’d survived. 

Julia was a miracle too—and, if he could allow himself just a little sinning with his verbiage—he absolutely positively could not wait to fuck his miracle of a wife. He’d succumbed to onanism on the plane ride here—but he justified it by saying he was thinking about his wife, which he was. That hardly made up for all the times that he’d jerked off to Julia’s image before they were married, but Henry was a lawyer and figured he could make some case that since they ended up married, it was okay and would have been okay up until the point he married someone else...which would never happen.

They entered the room together—small, dingy, and with a distinctly unpleasant stale saltwater odor. The carpet dirty and stained where it wasn’t so stiff it cracked under their feet. Julia set her bags down next to the bed and he watched her decide not to be bothered by it all. Her shoulders moving up and then back and straightening her head. She was resolute—he’d seen this a hundred times. 

Then she turned at him with a smile on her face and Henry’s heart went up—they were going to do it. Here, in this room. Now, the very form of his every masturbation fantasy wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him long and thoroughly—the kind of kiss Henry had enjoyed more than a few times in his previous life, but had never received from his celibate girl. 

“We’re on an adventure,” she whispered to him. 

“It’s kind of romantic.” He grabbed her hips. “Together, you and me, even over the bumps on the road.”

She purred and nodded. “I’m so tired, but I can’t wait any longer. I want to have sex with you even if it’s sleepy and slow. Make yourself ready?” She nodded to the bathroom. “I want to use the bed. I want to be waiting for you there. I’ll call you when I’m ready?”

Eyes wide, Henry nodded and shuffled into the bathroom with his own bag. In quick order, he showered and brushed his teeth, and then sat on the toilet. Boxers? Naked? He deliberated for a long while, sure that at any moment he would be interrupted. 

He eventually settled on boxers. Minutes passed. To be honest, he was worried that he would have been interrupted during the shower. But more time passed...and then more. He knocked on the door cautiously; his cock was hard and he was ready to go, as ready as he had ever been in his whole life. 

When he walked into the room though, he saw Julia—his gorgeous wife, dolled up in bridal lingerie— passed out on the bed. 

Should he wake her? He was so hard, so needy, and she was dressed up just for him. It would be romantic, maybe. Like she had said—sleepy sex between husband and wife. Cuddling and making love, wouldn’t that be pleasant?

He sat down on the bed next to her. Gosh, it was comfortable. The one nice thing in this abomination of a room. The sheets seemed to wrap themselves around his legs. 

Just like that. Warm and comfy, just like a bed should be. Was there a white noise machine? He thought he heard whispers. For the first time—the darkness had obscured her face—he saw that Julia’s eyes were open. 

“Julia?” he asked, barely a whisper, reaching for her.

But just as he was about to touch her, he saw lights overhead. 

Funny. Real funny, the angle on them. How had he not seen them before? There was some kind of...some kind of spiral there...




* * * * *
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Julia woke the next morning feeling invigorated, refreshed, amazing. She was young, she was beautiful, she was a wife, and she had a rocking body! What was not to love about life?

Sure, this room hadn’t been what she wanted—but hadn’t she slept amazing? She should focus on being grateful. 

By the time she had showered, readied her face, and put her day’s outfit—a daring black bikini with a sheer white wrap and a flirty pair of tall cork sandals. 

“Hey, sleepy!” she whipped a pillow into Henry’s face. “Get up! It’s a beach day!”

He groaned, turning over in the bed. She was a little mad at him for failing to fuck her—she twitched a little at the lapse into profanity—failing to make love to her last night. Why hadn’t he just woken her up? She had been so ready. Now the mood was gone, although she was desperately turned on even so. Sex, honestly, sounded great.

Just not right now. Not this second. And certainly not with Henry looking so dismal. He looked more than tired; he looked a bit...sallow? Like an old candle. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m really feeling sick.”

“Aw.” She put a hand on her hip, waiting for him to compliment her looks. “Do you want me to look after you?”

She hoped he said no. It wasn’t very wifely of her, but she wanted eyes on her. She felt so good! She wanted people to see! Her blond hair just seemed shinier than ever and she hadn’t even washed it, plus she had barely done any make-up at all and her lips were so gorgeously full. She woke up looking better than ever!

“No, no,” he groaned, turning over again. “I just think it’s this bed. I’ll feel better when we move to our suite. Just...go without me and I’ll be up and about for some shopping later.”

Shopping. S-H-O-P-P-I-N-G. The word hit Julia in a particularly special way. 

Spending his money. Didn’t that sound fun? She never had before. She had her own income. But wasn’t that odd? She was a wife. A wife should be taken care of by her man. 

She shelved the thought for now. The beach called to her. 

“If this doesn’t get any better,” he said, his voice weak, “we might really have to switch hotels.”

Pussy.

Wow. That thought came out of nowhere and yet—

Pussy. What a pussy. Why can’t he stand up for himself?

That thought came out of nowhere and yet it sent a jolt of pleasure up and down her spine. Why was that? What was going on?

Pondering that, she stepped outside and took in a breath of the lovely fresh air and let her eyes soak in the view of the beautiful mountains in full view. At the room just next to theirs, she saw an absolutely stacked young thing struggling with her door. 

“Hi!” the girl waved.

Julia had never seen a brunette with such a bimbo-ish disposition. 

“I was out like, just like, all night! I just need an hour in the wonder bed and then I’ll be ready to go!”

“Ready to go?”

“You know—back out to the beach to show off for men like we should!”

Julia was taken aback. She didn’t know how to react. The like we should struck her hard in particular. It was so obviously wrong, but the words to form a counterargument seemed to have left her. 

The brunette seemed to remember herself with a giggle and a smile. 

“Sorry! Hi! I’m Starla.”

“Julia.”

“It’s so nice to meet you! So nice to meet another young bride!”

Julia smirked a little. That was a weird way to put it. 

“How did you know?”

“That it’s nice to meet you? It feels good in my pussy, silly!”

“I, oh. What? Really? No.” Julia shook her head, despite her interest. It felt good in her pussy? Why was that intriguing instead of alarming? “That I was just married.”

“Oh. They put all the newlyweds here. I was newlywed too when I got here. That was um...four days ago?”

“You were newlywed?”

“Oh, yeah. It’s not really working out.” Her smile was happy, sexy, and relaxed. “We rushed in. But it’s okay. I found someone else. Do you want to meet him?”

Julia stumbled over her words. Julia had just met her. Why would she want to meet anyone in Starla’s life?

But. The question lingered, and so did Julia’s thoughts. Warmness spread up and down her body and into her pussy. 

Why...did...she want to meet this mystery man who had broken Starla’s marriage? Starla seemed really into him, and god, he must have a giant cock if he managed to break Starla in like he had, and why was that so terribly appealing to learn more about?

“How about tonight? Meet me at the hotel bar. We’ll be there. Okay? It’ll be a fun get-to-know-you. Bring your hubby if he’s not still sick.”

“How did you know he was sick?”

Starla shrugged. “I just assumed? Mine was too. Something here hits guys the wrong way. I feel spectacular, though.”

* * * * *
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In the past, when Julia had gone to the beach, her energy waned later in the afternoon. All the sunlight and swimming and sand-walking took its toll. 

But instead, today, as the bright sun shone down on her, she only felt more energetic. She felt fantastic. She sat on her towel, soaking up the rays and the thrumming, rhythmic sound of the waves, her book forgotten. The words just felt too hard to process. It was so much easier to look at everyone. 

The beach was full of bright, beautiful bodies. They were—which she did think was a little strange—almost entirely female. The few males she did see—always exceptionally tall, strong, and handsome, with that super hot bodybuilder physique that Julia had always lusted after since she was a little girl—were flanked by small groups of exceptionally gorgeous women who clung to their masculine bodies tightly like extra pieces of clothing. The ratio of girls to men seemed to be something like a hundred to one. 

And that didn’t make any sense to Julia. Obviously, that wasn’t the world-wide ratio of women to men. But more than that, this was a newlywed resort! Were they just all lesbians? Had Julia accidentally signed up for a lesbian newlywed resort? The thought mortified her a little bit. She had no issue with their obviously sinful lifestyle, it was just that it was rather inappropriate for her to be associated with it. 

Well, if that was the case, then she would have a really funny story to tell at Thanksgiving in a few years time when this was all over and done with. 

But—no. It would have said it was a lesbian resort, wouldn’t it? The pamphlets and websites had shown men and women—she even recalled one photo of nuptials at the beach between a man and a woman! So it couldn’t be that. 

And so that made things make even less sense because all of the women were sparkling, super, mega-gorgeous hot!

They had tight, lush bodies with sculpted booties and long legs. Heavy tits, gorgeous thick shiny hair of all lengths and colors. Their bikinis revealed all, leaving only nipples and pussy-holes to the imagination. Some of them forgot themselves or forgot to adjust, and even that was on display. 

Many girls paired up. They walked arm in arm, clearly intimate. Maybe they were all lesbians? Was there something here making girls like girls?

That was ridiculous, though. If that were true, then Julia would have started liking girls or at least had some inkling. But she was just people-watching. It’s not like she had followed Starla into her room after watching the incredible turn of her ass. And it’s not like she had fantasized about squeezing that ass all the way down to the beach. No. She had fantasized only just halfway down to the beach, which was totally acceptable, and now she was just people-watching.

People-watching, admiring her own body in its tiny bikini, licking her lips while she watched hot young body after hot young body pass her by. 

God. She was young, hot, and her body was equal parts hard and soft in all the right places, and no one was touching her, and it was really dumb. She had spent the last several months preparing for today on the beach—mile after mile of long running and carefully arranging her diet. 

And yet even so—even after binging the day before at her wedding and not exercising at all over the last three days—she looked somehow thinner than ever. Ribs more visible, her abs tight and her torso long. The gap between her thighs wide enough to hold an entire highball glass—she knew, because a string of gorgeous bikini-and-heels-clad waitresses kept bringing them to her. They didn’t taste strong, but they sure left Julia feeling fuzzy. 

She admired how the waitresses were able to walk so expertly in their tall heels on the sand. That they barely topped one hundred pounds—including their over-sized busts—must have helped with that. 

Julia was wet in addition to feeling fuzzy. It was kind of a new experience for her, feeling so aroused that she was wet. She rubbed her thighs together over her pussy to deal with and probably looked like some kind of insane flesh-scissor person. But she couldn’t help it! It would have been beyond the pale to slide her fingers down toward her cunt in the middle of broad daylight on the beach. 

Even though other girls were doing it. Lots and lots of other girls. At least two within earshot; she could hear the schlicks of their attentions over the rush of the ocean waves. She wanted to tell them to stop; she wanted to ask them how to do it right. They’d probably make fun of her but then maybe they would take pity on her and actually give her some advice? Because fuck she needed something inside her pussy, oh god...

She closed her eyes, trying to concentrate. The waves rushed, the chemicals in the drink spilling all over the neurons in her brain. Nearly an hour passed as she whimpered, sliding, nearly fingering herself, thinking of how to think her way out of this thinking problem.

It was the beach. The beach was the problem. All these hypnotic waves and hot bodies were doing something to her brain. She realized it suddenly and stood up. 

Thank god she had figured it out before she had spent too long there. The sun was coming down, so it had only been ten hours or so of staring and wishing she could touch her sinful pussy while she watched beautiful maybe-lesbians and some super-studs grinding on each other.

That was a perfectly normal amount of time. Eleven hours would have been overkill. 

It was hard to walk. She was so turned on. Her pussy seemed to be dictating her movements, exaggerating the length of her stride and the sway of her hips until every step was exaggerated, turning into a model’s strut. Her feet landed carefully in a line because she noticed when she did this, it meant her pussy was thrilled with the tiniest amount of flesh contact from her thin, long legs. 

Constantly edging. Her brain felt like it was on fire, but it was a fire that felt so good. 

When she walked into the cabana bar, she hardly felt like she knew what she was doing. Starla was there, sitting next to Connor in a small booth—of course she was—and Julia slipped in next to her.

They smiled at each other like years-old friends and Starla gave her a long, lingering kiss on one cheek that slipped over onto her lips for more than a few seconds. A perfectly acceptable, warm greeting for such a dear doll, Julia figured. 

The booth really only had room for maybe two and a half people. And even though Starla was ridiculously tiny (despite her gorgeous, absolutely stacked bust), Connor was enormously built and Julia had to press into Starla’s soft body to stay seated on the slender booth. That her ass and thighs were so incredibly wet—right away, even after toweling off when leaving the beach—because of Connor’s proximity did not help matters.

Starla helped by pressing harder into Connor, wrapping her leg around his thigh. Her hands were all over him—sliding through his mostly unbuttoned shirt and adoring his hard-as-steel muscles. Her wedding ring—and god, what a rock—was visible on her hands. So was Julia’s. 

Why was she sitting here? She had a husband.

“He’s not feeling well, though,” said Starla. 

Julia shook her head dumbly. Had she said that out loud?

She looked into Starla’s eyes. They were bright and blue—almost supernaturally blue, glowing blue—and calming. 

“He’s not feeling well,” said Starla, “and he’d love for you to have a good time. Wouldn’t he?”

“Y-yes,” Julia nodded. It felt so important to be agreeable. “Yes, of course.”

“We’ll have a great time together,” said Connor. “I guarantee it.”

He had been quiet this whole time, just gazing at Starla and then Julia and then back to Starla again. His gaze was like the directed heat of an oven. Julia was sweating, but it was the comfy kind of sweat. Her moist, dripping flesh sliding into Starla’s, both of them absolutely dripping with sweat and lust under the gaze of this Perfect Male. 

He had just the kind of body that Julia had always adored—strong, full of muscles, incredibly well-built. 

“He’s like a Greek God, isn’t he?” said Starla. “Like an Adonis.”

“Yes,” said Julia. 

“Is your husband as built as him?”

“No,” said Julia. “He’s...I mean, he’s attractive and all—”

This clearly annoyed Connor to hear. Julia stopped speaking immediately. It was so important not to upset a male with her speech. That wasn’t what good females did. A proper girl was seen and not heard, and if she was heard, then certainly not to bother an important man with what she had to say. 

“It’s easy to see why I left my husband for him, isn’t it?” said Starla. “I mean, because he’s so incredibly handsome. And built. And amazing. And wonderful.” Starla sighed. “And perfect.”

He cradled Starla’s face and leaned in for a long kiss. 

“Y-yes,” said Julia, watching them kiss. “Easy to see.”

It turned into a slow, urgent, happy make-out session. Jealous, mad and fervent, spread through every part of Julia—both of Connor and Julia. 

Starla’s hands traveled downward and unzipped his pants, pulling out his enormous cock, already fully hard. It was so big. Julia looked at it and drooled. Her head spun. This was so weird. She felt apart from herself. She should be running away in embarrassment. 

Instead she sat there, in a bikini and platform sandals, looking at basically two strangers in the midst of deep homewrecking foreplay. Starla’s entire body shuddered, clearly orgasming, as her long fingers wrapped around his Cock for the first time. 

“I’m not enough for him, you know,” said Starla. She turned to Julia as Connor continued to kiss her neck. Her perfect skin was flush with the heat of orgasm. 

“She’s really not,” he murmured. 

His hands went deep up into Starla’s thighs and then easily pushed aside her bikini bottom. Everything seemed so easy for Connor. His strength. His wealth. She was blown away by it. Julia felt obsessed with it. All day today, she realized, she had just been waiting to see him again. He was so clearly the object of all her needy desires. 

“I wish I was,” said Starla, “but that’s only because I want him to have everything he deserves.”

She was stroking so beautifully now. Julia didn’t know where to move her eyes. Everything she saw was like a glorious erotic painting come to life. A tall blond waitress brought by a refill of their drinks. She whimpered, looking at Connor and Starla, her knees knocking together. She wore a tiny red bikini and tall black heels and looked like she belonged in movies or at least some hot tv show about sexy teens with dumb problems. 

It was obvious she was in love with Connor. Lustful honey ran down her pussy and made her thighs shiny. A ring with another giant, expensive rock adorned her ring finger. 

She had been married too. Just like Starla. 

Just like Julia. 

The waitress looked like she might say something to Connor. Julia saw her physically needing to beg him, to kneel before him and sing songs for his Cock. Then she moved on, strutting deliberately and staring at him with worship the whole way through.. 

Julia nodded, understanding. If he wanted her attention, he would have said so. Females weren’t supposed to interfere with the business of males. 

She saw Starla’s future in the visage of the waitress. Maybe her own, too. 

Worth it, she decided. Look at that Cock!

While one of Starla’s hands stayed busy on Connor’s Cock, the other slipped over to Julia’s thighs and slid inside her cunt. It was such a quick, easy, natural movement that Julia didn’t think to protest. 

Starla knew exactly what to do. Way better than Julia herself, who had never even masturbated. It was sinful to do so. But now she was married, and so masturbating wasn’t that bad, and another girl’s hands in her pussy was totally fine because her pussy couldn’t tell if it were Julia’s fingers or someone else’s, right? And looking...looking at Connor instead of her husband...that was okay...that was okay because...

“...because you want me to be your real husband,” he finished. He had been looking at her deeply while Starla stroked him and kissed his neck. “It’s really stupid that you have some pussy wimp for a husband instead of me, isn’t it? Why isn’t he here? Shouldn’t he be protecting you from someone like me? I’m fucking up your mind. Fucking up your body. My girl here is fucking your pussy. And where is he? Your ‘protector?’ Nowhere to be found.”

“What a pussy.” Starla’s sneer said it all. 

“Do you think he could take me in a fight?” Connor grinned. “Do you think he would last any longer than I’d let him?”

“No,” said Julia. “H-he’s a w-wimp...fuck...”

God, Starla’s fingers felt so good! And Connor’s words...they were so evil but they felt so right inside her brain...like he was saying things she had been aware of for the longest time. At least twelve hours or so, and that was her whole life right now. 

“That’s who you want?” he asked. “Some wimpy, dopey, dupe who can’t be there when you need him most? He must have fucked you good, huh?”

“N-no,” Julia shook her head. “I’m a v-virgin.”

Starla’s fingers suddenly became more animated inside of Julia’s pussy. 

“A virgin?” Connor’s eyes lit up. “For real?”

“Y-yes.” She gulped, realizing her error. “Yes, sir.”

He nodded to Starla. 

“You need to taste Cock, babe,” said Starla. “It’s unreal that you haven’t. We have to solve this right away.”

Right away, part of Julia urged. Solve it. Right away. The Cock right there. Oh god. So big. So meaty. So delicious...

Julia squirmed. Drool fell from her lips. “No. I don’t know. I should go back to my room, and—”

“It’s not cheating,” said Starla. “Your husband doesn’t have Cock. Only Connor really possesses a Cock. It’s the Pure Cock of the One True Male. Can your husband say the same?”

She could hear Starla capitalizing all the important words; her pussy twitched at every new inflection.

“I...I don’t know.”

The drool made it hard to speak; she had a little lisp.

“Sure you do,” said Connor. “He’s got a little wimp dick, doesn’t he?”

Julia whimpered. She wanted to say that, but it was so awful and so difficult and so mean. But it was true. 

“If all he’s got is a little wimp dick,” said the still-stroking-and-fingering Starla—and the words sounded so lovely and seductive coming from her—”then it’s hardly cheating, is it? You’re not cheating with me right now, are you? Even though my fingers have been up inside your brilliant tight virgin cunt?”

“No.” This was an easy one. Julia knew this one. “I couldn’t be cheating. Husbands don’t have pussies. So it’s okay to touch other pussies.”

“It’s the same idea,” said Starla. “He’s got a little, teeny tiny, pathetic little wimp dick. Connor has Cock. He has the Only Cock in Existence, Julia. Look at it. Look at it swell. Look at how big it is from just seeing you. His Big Cock is aching to feel your Pure Virgin lips, Julia. Won’t you let it?”

Julia was already falling over Starla’s lap.

Moaning, relishing every sensation, she slid her virgin lips over Connor’s Cock and took him deep inside her mouth. There was no gag reflex, no second-guessing in the slightest. Her bimbo time on the beach had changed her on the inside as well, whether she knew it or not. 

Starla and Connor kept talking at her while she sucked him off. Starla holding Julia’s hair and head, guiding her up and down. 

She was just a bimbo. She was a beach bimbo babe. She belonged to Connor. She belonged to Cock. She needed Him. She needed His One True Cock more than anything else in life. This was her purpose now. 

Henry was a pussy. A little limp-dicked wimp who deserved to be humiliated and cucked. He’d let this happen to her. He was nowhere while she was taking Big Important Cock into her throat for the first time. He wasn’t her real Husband. Connor was her real Husband, now and forever. Her big rock ring would be replaced with one of his to let everyone know who ran her life for real.

Whimpering, shuddering, orgasms shook Julia’s body one right after another. Starla’s fingers beautifully attending her trembling, soaking pussy. Even with her eyes closed, all she saw was Cock. Beautiful, big, proud Cock belonging to Connor and Connor alone. 

Her Master. Her real Man. 

She sucked as hard as she could, licking and kissing and slurping, and he stayed so firm and true and tall. Nothing could shake him. Nothing could shake the Cock. 

This is what she was. She was property. She was property of a True Male. She was a female, but better than that—she was a pretty female, a prize, and that meant she was lucky enough to receive the beautiful and holy Cock of a Male in her mouth and throat. 

When her brains were truly mush—when she was absolutely gone, and all the resisting vestiges of her that may have been were skullfucked out of her entirely, Connor came into her mouth and down her throat, and she and Starla and the waitresses watching (fingering themselves this whole time) all came together. 

And Julia knew she was meant for this life, forever. 

* * * * *
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Henry was having a terrible day. First he came down with something that must have been the flu or food poisoning. He felt so weak he could hardly leave the bed.

And yet even with all that weakness, he had to admit that some part of it felt right—like he somehow deserved to feel weak. It made him feel correct to be so weak. If he was strong and capable, why wasn’t he with his wife? 

Why wasn’t he protecting her, fucking her? Didn’t that mean he was really and truly weak, that he had been his whole life? 

When evening came, he finally had enough strength to look out the window. He felt compelled to look by something—a feeling he couldn’t ignore—and then he was unable to turn away. 

Of course, he saw Julia sucking off the hotel owner and being fingered stupid by that hot-as-hell room neighbor. 

His wife. His wife! She was just out there, in front of everyone, in front of him, in plain view of his spot on the balcony, just sucking off another man. 

Wasn’t she a virgin? How could she act like such a tramp? How could she do this to him on their honeymoon? And why...

Why, for god’s sake, did it make him so hard he couldn’t even walk down there?

The whole time he watched her sucking off the larger, more handsome, richer alpha, the power in his legs left him. He knelt and watched and absently stroked himself, edging, whimpering, wishing he had the strength in his body to do anything else. 

But he was so weak. He felt like such a weak little bitch compared to the alpha god that Julia sucked off downstairs in the restaurant. And when he came—because he couldn’t help but come watching his wife pleasure another man and showing how amazing it made her feel to please someone with a big bull cock—his own orgasm felt like it delivered such a distantly small load, a tiny little pleasure that hardly overcame the massive humiliation he felt. 

When it was done, he watched her sexy strut as she made her way into the lobby. A few minutes later, she showed up at their door, letting herself in and humming happily to herself. 

He had managed, in that time, to straighten up, propping himself on the bedside dresser to keep his feet. Julia preened in front of the mirror, fussing happily. She had never looked better and she looked like she knew it.

“I’ve really got to give you a piece of my mind,” he said.

His voice was scratchy and dry. He sounded whiny. 

“Oh, really?” Julia sounded like he had told her the name of a constellation. “I’m so tired. Connor said I needed beauty sleep, and I just totally agree.”

“Well, we’ve got to settle this first. You were out there—a-and I saw you! You were su-sucking—”

He almost said sucking that God’s Cock for some reason. 

“—o-out there philandering with those...those two!”

“Was I?” Her smile was evil and knowing. Eager to pounce. “Me? Doing something with Connor and Starla? Are you sure you weren’t seeing things? You have been sick, you know.”

It was such an obvious gaslighting attempt that Henry was surprised at how utterly effective it was. Maybe he was just seeing things. He had been sick, didn’t he know?

B-but, no! He saw it! She had been right outside his window, like they were just displaying it for him to see! And she said the neighbor’s name when he hadn’t even known what it was!

“If I was sucking someone else’s godly, perfect Cock,” Julia cocked a hip to one side, “Like, if I had Connor’s Perfect Cock fucking my virgin throat, and you were watching, why are your boxers covered in your cum? Did you cum watching your wife sucking off a real bull of a man?”

“I-I-I...”

He continued to stutter as Julia stripped naked and got into the bed. Her movements were almost programmed. Ritualistic bordering on robotic. She immediately spread her knees wide, heels together, and started fingering herself—her pussy already practically glowing wet—and stared upward. 

“I’ve got to put my foot down here, Julia! I am your husband and I will be respected!”

“...yes,” she moaned. “Oh, yes.”

Her eyes were glassy and empty. Did that mean she was listening? It must. 

Why was she fingering herself? Wasn’t that odd?

But...but he was just such a simple wimp. Maybe it was something women did. It wasn’t like he would know. He didn’t know the first thing about making a woman happy. 

“We leave. We leave this place.” He put a knee on the bed to get a better look at her. “We leave right n—n...to-tomorrow. We leave right tomorrow. Right and early.”

“Yes, Sir. Anything you say, Sir.”

She was fingering herself still. His beautiful wife, naked and exposed and glistening. He reached a hand toward her and then withdrew, feeling physically sick as he tried. He immediately lay down on the bed next to her, in the corner of the bed so as not to touch any part of her at all. That felt only proper and good; it was where a dickless wimp husband like him belonged compared to a beauty like his wife. 

Well good, thought Henry, settling into troubled sleep. I’m glad that’s settled at least.

* * * * *
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Just a spare few hours later, Henry woke to the sounds of his wife’s pleasure.

“Yes!” she cried. “Oh fuck, yes! I’m cumming! I’m cumming already!”

Connor had her bent over the bed from the front of the room, so that Julia faced Henry while Connor thrust into her tight virgin cunt. Starla was at Connor’s side, casually cooing and stroking him, wearing a bright blue bikini and matching heels. Every so often she stole a glance at Henry and sneered. 

“Oh my god, Master!” Julia cried. “Oh my god, you are so fucking big!”

He was big. Henry could see his bulge inside of Julia’s tiny stomach. 

“Oh my god! You’re so much better than he could ever be! Holy fuck! Holy fuck! Oh my god, I can’t believe it! I want you to be my husband! I wish you were my husband instead!”

How Henry had slept through all of this until this point was beyond him. He felt like he had been drugged. All his movements sluggish and off. His thoughts felt slow. Like he had been drugged, and then specifically woken up at this moment.

Like whoever was arranging this specifically wanted him to experience this moment for his—obviously Connor’s—experience. 

Meanwhile Julia was smiling like a fuck-hungry pornstar bimbo and cheering on the homewrecking stud as he drilled her pussy into eternity and back. 

“God!” she moaned again. “You’re so incredible! You’re my king!”

Connor slapped and then gripped her ass tight. “You married the wrong fucking man.”

“I married the wrong fucking man! It should have been you!”

Henry was hard. Oh god, why was he hard watching this? He tried to hide, but it was useless. He was right in front of them, just like they had planned. He had been set-up. This was complete humiliation. 

“Look at him,” said Connor. “He’s excited by this. Do you think we should let him cum?”

He watched the distant, dim, bimbo-bitch gears turning in Julia’s head. He knew her answer before she even answered. 

“No!” Julia reached back and gripped Connor’s hand on her ass. “I don’t want him happy ever again. He thought he could take my happiness by keeping me from you!”

Connor took Starla and exited Julia for a moment, replacing his cock with Starla’s fingers. It clearly wasn’t enough for the sexy beach blonde bimbo. Connor then rounded the bed and grabbed Henry by the scruff of his neck.

“Sorry, pussy.” 

Connor shrugged, not sounding sorry at all. He walked him to the door like a dad wielding an old newspaper and tossed him out the door. 

Still wildly hard, he pushed himself up against the door, unable to stop himself. Programmed just like Julia had been programmed. Caught in a web of sex and denial and betrayal that he could no longer escape. 

He could still hear what was happening inside the room. He couldn’t help himself. He hugged his body to the door and stroked.

Their fucking had intensified; close to the end. Throwing him out had excited them both. 

“Fuck me full of your babies!” his wife cried. “Make it real! Make it permanent! Make me just like the others!”

“Good girl.” Connor’s voice was deep and commanding. “That’s a good girl.”

Julia came audibly once again, as she came more, and more, it was obvious Connor came inside her too. No doubt he was impregnating her—there certainly wasn’t any protection on his massive cock that Henry had been able to see, and Julia didn’t believe in birth control.

Henry sank to his knees, desperate to cum—but completely unable to. Connor ran his life now, and he wasn’t allowed. 

He was so fucking cucked. 

* * * * *
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About a week later, Julia looked stunning in a tight, cleavage-baring white dress, riding with Master on their way for dinner. Elegantly and slowly, she sucked Connor’s cock, adoring him the way he deserved at all times. 

He had big important dinners with other men on the island, and they always brought beautiful girls with them to show off their most prized possessions. Julia was so lucky, so happy to already be one of her Master’s most desirable trophies. She wore this white dress just for him. 

Connor said he loved seeing his girls in white—how it was reminiscent of their wedding day. 

“But darling,” Julia had said when he first revealed this to her. “You weren’t there on my wedding day.”

He had smiled. “I didn’t say reminiscent for me.”

Julia could hardly remember her “husband” anymore. She only stayed married now to continue to drain his banking and investment accounts. All she knew was what she had to know, as a dutiful proud female property of a True Male—that he was a dickless dweeb who had never deserved her and had allowed her to become the fuckslave of someone much greater than he was. 

The car stopped and they stepped out—Connor taking a moment to unclasp Julia’s mouth and hands from his cock, a bridge of drool connecting her to him. She crawled after him, first licking his shoes like properly dutiful female property should, and then sliding her way up to his arm where she hung, overwhelmed by her helpless femininity before his All-Powerful Masculinity. 

A homeless man was nearby holding a sign. “Abandoned. Hopeless. Anything helps.”

There were lots of such homeless in the city. She knew there were—though she couldn’t say why she knew—exactly as many homeless men as hot young bikini-clad employees as Connor had at the hotel. 

She felt compelled to speak loudly for some reason. 

“You’re such a real man,” she moaned. “You’re the only real man there’s ever been for me. I’m so happy you took my virginity. I’m so happy no one else has ever come close to You, Master. I exist to breed for You and continue your line like a good girl should.”

He smiled. “I know.”

They walked up to the hostesses. There were three of them, each of them wearing a dress more daring and cleavage-revealing than the last. He greeted them in turn, squeezing their milk-heavy tits and patting the bellies that he had made so pregnant. Julia was so lucky to be currently favored by a man who could breed so often and so well. She couldn’t wait until her own bump started showing. She knew she was pregnant—Connor fucked her, so of course she was. He wouldn’t let it be another way. 

The homeless man had stood up, trying to come nearer to Julia. Choking himself on words he didn’t appear he could say, restrained by some invisible force. Like a dog sitting in front of a door that had been trained never to leave without hearing the command first. Something about him was familiar. Something that reminded her of weddings. 

Perhaps it was the way Master had mentioned he loved seeing her in white? 

Yes, that must have been it. But all the same...

“Master,” she said, the plea in her voice clear. “Can we have an outside table?”

He was deeply pleased by this. 

“Why?”

“I want it to see us, for some reason.” She referred to the street urchin. “I...don’t know how to explain. I want to see the police come and take him away.”

Connor shrugged, like he maybe wouldn’t do it. “I don’t know...the cops have gotten really brutal lately. Someone’s upped their pay to be particularly cruel to the ones they take in.”

Julia had a dim understanding that the police belonged to Connor, his own personal military force. And she understand the idea of someone paying them more to be extra cruel. But she couldn’t connect the dots otherwise. 

“That sounds amazing, sir. I want to watch and stroke You while we do. Please?”

Connor elaborately pretended to consider before finally grabbing the ass of a nearby hostess. 

“Put us outside. We want the show.”

Julia glowed with joy and immediately sank to her knees to attend to his brilliantly hard cock right there in front of the nefarious homeless filth. Her owner was so nice to indulge her!

# # #
[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




Bimbo Beach – Bikini Panic



[image: image]


She had never thought she would serve. She never thought she would be on her knees in the sand of a lusciously gorgeous beach, licking the balls of her Master while he fucked her new Mistress. She had been so haughty, so arrogant, so full of herself. All kinds of stupid thoughts had filled her head—thoughts like how she belonged to herself, or that her body was for anything but worshiping her new masculine, huge-cocked God. 

But he fucked those thoughts out of her mind, just like he was fucking a baby into her Mistress. And she...she felt so lucky to be a part of it all. 

* * * * *
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The trio of wealthy teenagers strolled into the hotel at half past noon—Debbie, her brother Kyle, and his girlfriend Selina. They’d arrived on a private jet earlier that day, and would have arrived in the morning, but Selina had held them up—as she always did—citing how long it had taken her to “get ready.”

Debbie knew this was a lie. Not just because so much of what Selina said was lies—but because Selina never really had to bother to “get ready” for very long. Debbie could spend two weeks in some kind of science-fiction makeover pod and not look even one full percent as good as Selina did when she woke up. Existing around her was humiliating, and Selina knew it—she always knew it—and Selina liked it that way.

The lobby was enormous with tall ceilings—taller than what seemed reasonable or practical for a hotel, which needed so much space—and featured a few strategically placed palm trees just in case anyone forgot they were on a tropical island. There were multiple desks for different functions—checking in, tours, crafting from the natives—and a gift shop with bright, happy beat-thumping music that sounded much more like a popular night club than a shop.

“Oh, look Debbie. There’s a restaurant.”

Selina grabbed Debbie’s shoulder and pointed it out. The restaurant had an entrance right outside the lobby of the hotel, made for sitting outside and enjoying the fresh, beautiful air of Isle Alfa. A large wood-carved sign nearby sported the menu. 

As always, Selina looked fabulous enough to shame the room she was in. She wore a tight leather skirt and white ankle boots, a slender midriff-baring sweater casually exposing her tanned, toned skin. 

Debbie, mousy and overweight and every bit the walking definition of “dumpy,” did her best to casually look where Selina told her. Her glasses, thick and formless like the rest of her, obscured most of Debbie’s face. In her drab gray pants and oversized shirt, she had dressed for travel and to try to make her appearance ignorable to Selina. But now, Selina had demanded a response, and ignoring Selina altogether had proven out—after much experimentation—to create terrible results. She didn’t know what was coming, but she knew it would be bad. 

“Oh,” said Debbie. “Neat.”

Selina laughed. It was a beautiful sound. Everything Selina said, did, looked like, or acted like was beautiful from top to bottom. She was picturesque, a walking caricature of a gorgeous woman that might show up in cartoons. 

Thick shining blond hair, a waist that was probably less than twenty inches thick, a heavy bust that looked even bigger on her tiny frame, and long thin limbs that seemed like they couldn’t be real. Her face was all gorgeous angles, soft lips, and enormous blue eyes. Anyone who saw a picture of her would think that—not only was she beautiful—but a real sweetheart as well. She looked thoroughly kind. Probably the big eyes. 

That angel’s countenance held a demon’s disposition, though. 

Selina continued to point. “Do you think they feed cows there?” 

Debbie had to think fast. She knew where this was going—obviously, Debbie was a cow, Selina was unstoppably gorgeous and perhaps some kind of cow herder in this extended bullying metaphor—and Debbie needed to show Selina the right amount of supplication and embarrassment to keep the humiliation from progressing too far. 

It was a grave error, Debbie had found out in the six months of her brother dating Selina, to imagine that bullies lacked imagination or empathy. They have both; they just process them differently. Bullies are exacting and terrible students of the human condition. They know when they are being appeased, placated, lied to, or blown off. If they have power in these scenarios, they immediately react with hostility. If, somehow, they’re without power at the moment, then they kernelize the insult and hold on to it until they can exact their revenge.

If Debbie tried to ignore her, there would be a scene. Debbie could see it already. Her terror mounted. Selina pulling aside the restaurant’s hostess with a smile—do you feed cows here? Oh, you don’t? So you wouldn’t feed my bovine future sister-in-law? She’ll have to eat somewhere else? Where is it that you feed livestock? Is there even enough food on the island for her? Will she fuck up your whole economy with her appetite? Look at her. Isn’t she disgusting. Oh my god. 

And Selina would say this with such articulation and care and joy that the hostess would think it was all a big joke that everyone was in on, including Debbie, while Debbie excused herself to go cry in a corner and wish for death—which is exactly what made Selina happy.

Debbie had to let Selina feel superior right away. If Debbie only pretended to be insulted, Selina would know. 

“Please, Selina,” the pain was real in Debbie’s voice. “Don’t.”

“Pwease, Seliiinnna, doooon’t,” Selina laughed. “Oh my god, you’re such a fucking loser. How can you stand it?”

That seemed to be enough. The mental stress of deciding how to respond felt like hours, but only took seconds. Selina aged Debbie; they were the same young age, but Debbie was already seeing grey hairs in her own scalp.

Selina’s attention continued around the lobby, her big blue eyes like spotlights, training on any imperfections she saw. Kyle attempted to pull Selina closer but she shoved him off. They were never physical, even though Selina was clearly the living embodiment of “sexual.” She just didn’t need touch to get off—all she needed was others around to humiliate so she could absorb their misery.

Kyle was a puppet for Selina. Debbie didn’t quite know what to make of his part in all this. He certainly didn’t seem to mind Selina brutally grilling his sister for hours on end inside of days on end inside of weeks and then months now. Debbie had trouble deciding if he was hypnotized by Selina’s beauty, so horned up to actually fuck her (they hadn’t, she was sure) that he would put up with anything, or if he actually just disliked Debbie and himself so much that Selina’s treatment was fine for him. 

They approached the hotel desk. The clerk was a ten-out-of-ten Asian beauty wearing a skimpy string bikini. The only thing that let Debbie know she was actually a clerk and not a confused patron was the small hat she wore—like a 60s flight stewardess—and the name tag. The name tag was on a necklace, looking lost inside her absolutely enormous cleavage. 

It read: Honey!

“Hi!” Honey enthused as Selina and Kyle approached. “I’m Honey! How can I help you?”

Debbie tried to hang back as Kyle and Selina checked in. Figuring out the appropriate distances was so hard. Too far and Selina accused her—correctly—of hiding. Too close and Selina would complain about Debbie’s ‘cow smell.’ Debbie had showered three times this morning and then once more with tomato juice and then three more times with extra soap. She couldn’t wear perfume or use any strongly-scented soaps, otherwise Selina would condemn her for trying (and failing, always failing) to hide her “cow smell.”

She knew. She knew knew knew that it was just a way for Selina to get in her head and fuck with her more and she hated that Selina got in her head so much. But what if there was a smell? Couldn’t she eliminate it and just spare herself the ignominy? 

Sometimes Debbie philosophized about Selina’s beauty. She wished the bullying attention her brother’s girlfriend gave her wasn’t so awful, but it also made her feel so sick and heated inside. 

Debbie was rich. Filthy rich. And she knew that people on the lower rungs of society liked to feel better about themselves by thinking that there must be something sick inside rich people—something unhealthy that made their enjoyment of life completely impossible. But Debbie had access to a brilliant education, great health care, terrific food on command, and all the luxuries that life could afford her. She had mentors, tutors, high literacy, and plenty of free time to explore spiritual wellness. If not for her constant contact with the absolute maelstrom of evil incarnate that was Selina, she might very well be delightfully happy. She knew all of her peers were.

So she wondered about Selina the same way—who on the outside was gloriously wealthy, impossibly beautiful, and always smiling. Smiling like she was in a joke that only she got, because only she was on the right level of superiority to get it, because no one else was on her level. 

Even if her family wasn’t among the wealthiest in the Western world, there wouldn’t have been another member of any wealthy family anywhere that could match her gloriously sexy frame and face. But she was cruel, petty, vain, arrogant, and endlessly sadistic. People liked to think that such people were dead inside—that their spirits were hopelessly corrupted and emptied from doing so much emotional violence. 

But what if—like with the wealthy—the material outside matched the quality inside? What if Selina didn’t do this because she was empty—but because she was utterly joyful? Enacting her sadism without reservations, with no repercussions ever because of her status, and knowing how absolutely lucky and amazing that made her life? 

What if there was no emotional consequence? What if it was all a lie that someone less than Selina—who was pretty much everyone—told themselves so they could sleep at night?

Debbie didn’t know for sure. But it felt right. And it filled her with terrible dread—because she knew then it would mean her punishment from Selina would never stop—and envy, because more than Debbie wanted to be left alone, she wished wished wished she could take Selina’s place and punish a Debbie of her own. 

Lost in thought, she completely missed Kyle and Selina finishing the checking-in process. Selina thankfully seemed to be preoccupied with something else rather than note Debbie’s lack of awareness.

They went up to the suite, Honey babbling almost incoherently on the way there. She was cheery and happy, making small talk mostly with herself. Kyle studiously avoided looking at the overwhelming display of her tits. Debbie, behind all three of them, consciously compared Selina and Honey’s asses. Honey looked like she did nothing but work out, but still somehow Selina’s seemed better. Perhaps it was the skirt she wore, hugging it just so. Tight clothing appealed to Debbie more than the garish display of Honey’s tiny bikini. 

The suite was large, with four bedrooms available to them. One wall opened entirely to the ocean with tall arched windows. Of course Debbie had requested her own room, and of course Selina had countermanded that request. 

I’m just afraid someone will think you’re supposed to belong in a ranch somewhere and kick you out of the hotel. 

That’s what she said; of course Debbie knew that what it was really about was making sure that Debbie was always on hand to suffer, as well as (though this was more of a suspicion) ensuring that there was always an excuse for Kyle as to why they couldn’t finally have sex. 

After they entered the room, Selina stood for a moment, scrutinizing at the door. It looked to Debbie like she examined the aura that Honey left behind.

“What a bimbo, right?” said Selina. 

“Totally.”

She seemed unimpressed with Kyle’s automatic agreement. She looked bored of him, to be honest, and Debbie had a creeping fear that Selina only stayed with him to terrorize her. It wasn’t like Selina needed their family’s money—her family was far wealthier, despite her making Kyle pay for the private jet. 

“I mean, at least she didn’t stink, though. Right? Debbie, it’s too bad you don’t know what that’s like. I could even smell you in the triple-filtration of the plane.”

Debbie flinched and fidgeted at the mention of her name. Like someone holding a tuning fork near her ear. 

“I’m sorry.”

“You’re such an idiot.” Selina rolled her eyes. “Get on your swimsuit, dummy. I want to hit the beach and I want you standing next to me.”

She rolled the heavy sleeves of her shirt between her fingers. “W-why?”

“Because contrast is hot, idiot! Guys will go gaga for me. I like their eyes on me.”

“I’m like, right here, babe.” Kyle paused in his own unpacking process, holding his bathroom bag.

Selina raised an eyebrow. “So?”

“I can’t, anyway,” Debbie interjected, before they could go any further. This was her big plan in action, at last. “I didn’t bring any.”

It was the only thing she could think of to keep her from being on the beach with Selina. Isle Alfa had over three hundred hiking trails. She knew Selina would be adamant about hitting the beach, so she thought if she snuck out early in the morning to go on the trails she could stay out of their way forever. 

Selina raised a sculpted eyebrow. “Who doesn’t bring a swimsuit to a fucking island? Are you serious?”

Debbie nodded. She had learned only to answer the question she was asked. Doing otherwise gave too much information for Selina to use against her.

Selina rolled her eyes. For a moment, Debbie reveled in this brief victory, even though she knew Selina would find a way to make her pay for it later. 

Without looking up from his unpacking, Kyle said, “The gift shop downstairs sold bikinis.”

Debbie glared at him, and Selina saw it before Debbie turned away—and Debbie knew her plan was doomed.

“Did they?” Selina’s voice sparkled with excitement. 

“Yeah.” He stood up straight with his hands on his hips. “Should we go look?”

* * * * *
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The gift shop—as it was a scant half-hour before when they had passed it by—thumped out hot club music. The sign was pink and neon. Circe’s. Two clerks inside—clad in bikinis just like Front Desk Honey—ground their bodies together in a way that would have been nearly pornographic if they weren’t so animated and lively and bouncy about it. The name tags also helped. 

She didn’t know what the deal was with this place—all the girl clerks in the tiny bikinis. It was probably odd. Her brain was so fried from the hot, repetitive stress of being around Selina that she didn’t have the bandwidth to really process it.

Debbie was not by nature a violent person. Somehow, through the weeks and months of Selina’s presence, she had not honestly considered killing the beautiful blond. It probably had something to do with how she kept cumming late at night—too late to think about the shame her orgasms would otherwise present—about Selina dominating her in some fashion or another. Calling her slave, beckoning her to lick her shoes clean. Doing anything that meant she had some manner of appreciation from Selina’s otherworldly countenance.  

But Kyle’s innocuous, unknowing betrayal of her entire plan just to get the fuck away from Selina for a minute to get her head straight had made her straight-up murderous. It was worse, much worse, that he hadn’t really known he was ruining anything. It was worse that he wasn’t trying to be cruel. It meant he lacked all empathy, all compassion, all foresight and all insight into his fellow human beings. 

Someone like that, with as much power and wealth as Kyle would some day have, was honestly just too dangerous to live. On the elevator ride down, Debbie entertained several fantasies of luring him out on a hike and pushing him off a cliff. 

Oh, what a tragedy, my brother, blah blah blah. 

As a bonus, she might get rid of Selina’s excuse to be in her life as well. 

“God, more of them,” said Selina, looking at the clerks grinding near the front of the store. “What is it with this place? Are they breeding?”

“Those two?” came a silky, purring voice. “No. They already had theirs. They’re just getting back in the swing of things post-partem.”

The voice came from a tall, statuesque blond. She was beautiful and busty and also wearing a bikini—but not just wearing it. She was modeling it. She looked more put together and fully-dressed than Debbie in her thick pants and shirt. 

“I’m Julia,” she said. “I run the gift store for Mr. Connor Garrison, our owner.”

Debbie could have sworn that she said Master Garrison for a second, but that was just silly. 

Debbie looked at the clerks again. “They had babies?”

“Oh yes,” she smiled. “He would hardly let them work here if they weren’t fertile. It’s part of our brand, you see. We want couples here who know they’re on this earth to bring more beautiful babies in it.”

“Weird!” said Selina. She looked at Kyle. “This is the kind of place you brought me to?”

“It’s got great reviews!” he shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s expensive. You love expensive things, and—”

“Whatever.” Selina had already lost interest. “Do you have any swimsuits for cows? Our livestock wants one.”

Julia examined all three of them. “We usually just sell bikinis. I’m sure there’s a pair of trunks somewhere for the young piggy, though.”

Selina laughed so much she threatened to snort. “No! Not him. Piggy! Oh my god, that’s hilarious.”

She continued laughing, bending over, holding herself up on Kyle. He pretended to laugh with her, but Debbie could see it bothered him. 

Good. She hoped it hurt deep inside.

“She means me,” said Debbie, before Selina could take it further. “She calls me a cow.”

“Cow?” Julia frowned. “Huh. Yes. We have something for you.”

“Make sure it’s a bikini. And give me one too, all right? Give me the best thing you got. Let’s see if little Isle Alfa can hang with the mainland. I’ll be in the booth.”

The just bring it here, immediately was implied—as everything was with Selina’s requests. It was some kind of talent she’d picked up from living her entire life with a parade of one better silver spoon after another begging to be a part of her life. 

Julia snapped her fingers and gestured for the two front clerks to attend to Selina, while she herself took Debbie by the shoulder and led her to a changing room on the opposite end of the store. 

Kyle, meanwhile, picked up and set down every novelty gift he could find. Slinkies, toy lizards, expanding hexagram balls. Finally he came across some masks. 

“L-O-L guys! Check it out!”

He had found a bright pink pig mask. It was the sculpted kind, with a full front nose and mouth. It had canvas straps instead of the normal soft, snappable plastic strings or bands. 

“I’m a pig just like she said! I’m a little piggy!” 

He oinked a few times for good measure. The last one was so realistic it surprised even him. When Selina ignored him and Debbie glared at him, he tried to take the mask off—and had trouble removing it. He continued to oink and snuffle and grunt, pulling and tugging before eventually giving up and looking through more of the arranged novelty items.

Julia, meanwhile, shuffled Debbie into the nearby dressing room. She had picked up a few pieces off the racks on the way. They were close together, she and Julia, mere inches away. Julia was gorgeous, nearly as pretty as Selina, and it made her hard to look at just like with the other magnificent blonde. Everything about her was lustful, lascivious. Her curves, the prominent globes of her tits, seemed obscene just to exist.

However, even though Julia was painfully pretty, there was something innately friendly about her—open, warm, and happy. Selina was like a beautiful, sentient glacier in the Atlantic, searching for ships to destroy. Julia was a sunbeam, sweeping through a dark room and cheerfully waking up the residents to greet the day. 

In her hands were a few different suits, and most of them looked to just be bikinis. Debbie whimpered, hating the idea of putting her awful body in such a revealing outfit. 

“Please,” said Debbie. “Would you just give me a one-piece? Or a tankini? Just something that doesn’t show too much. You can just tell Selina you’re out of my size. She’ll love that.”

Julia crossed her arms and tilted her head just so.  Her plush lips looked so soft and inviting.

“She’s a bit of a terror to you, huh?”

Debbie didn’t know how to respond. What if Selina had already called ahead here and employed Julia to her will? Similar things had happened before. Congenial employees or “friends” trying to get Debbie to talk bad about Selina so that Selina would have another reason to “justifiably” humiliate Debbie all the more. 

There was never, ever anyone to trust. Even her own brother was compromised. 

“She’s wonderful,” Debbie faked a smile. “I just don’t like showing a lot of skin.”

Julia considered her slowly. She tapped a long, perfectly-manicured finger against her lovely lips. Debbie became more and more convinced by the second that she really was Selina’s agent, that this was just a super elaborate plot to embarrass her. She tugged her shirt tighter, wishing she could wrap herself up in a ball of blankets the size of a small mountain and roll off somewhere deep in the snow. 

She hated the beach. Why had she even come here? Kyle had made her, of course. Stupid Kyle and his stupid threats of having Dad write her out of the trust. And of course Selina was behind that so of course Selina was behind this and— 

“I’m going to take care of you,” said Julia. In one quick motion, she tugged Debbie tight against her body. Hugging her. Her massive, soft tits pressing against Debbie’s flat, formless chest and chunky torso. “Don’t worry about a thing.”

Debbie had instinctively pulled away, but Julia was strong.

“It’s all right,” said Julia. “I’m here. You can trust me. It’s all right.”

Julia shushed her like she was a fussy baby. After a few seconds, Debbie stopped fighting. After a few more, she hugged Julia back. It felt good. She realized with some embarrassment she hadn’t felt the kind touch of pretty much anyone her entire adult life. Her dating life didn’t exist, all her prep school friends had moved across the country, and her parents thought affection was something reserved for too-loud movies. 

Dealing with Selina’s bullying for so long, Debbie had lost trust in her own sense of smell. But Julia smelled good. Friendly. Trustworthy. How trustworthiness translated to smell form, Debbie couldn’t begin to guess, but it smelled like fresh spices and gave Debbie the strong sensory memory of a cup of cocoa on a wintery day. Everything was going to be just fine. 

Her nightmare was over. This was all going to work out. 

“All right?” said Julia, finally drawing away. 

“Y-yes,” Debbie nodded. “Yes. Thank you.”

She was crying. Julia handed her a tissue and then a dark green swimsuit, a one-piece Debbie hadn't seen in the pile the blonde had put together. 

“Try this on, dear, and tell me what you think. I’ll be back in a moment.”

* * * * *
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Debbie took her time putting on the swimsuit. She hated changing clothes, generally. It didn’t help that the mirror was right there, showing all her flaws. Her large pores, her chunky nose, the thick soda bottle glasses she had to wear or else she’d be blinder than bat shit. And that was just on her face—let alone the rolls in her belly or the flab in her arms, the thickness of her thighs. The everything that Selina was pretty much the opposite of. 

But Julia’s reassurance that everything would be all right guided her. She slipped everything off down to nothing. The music thumping in her ears. It was so powerful and pervasive. Made thinking hard. But that was all right. She didn’t really have to think too much, did she? She was just a girl. 

Just...just a girl.

Just a girl doing what girls did, trying out clothes. That was nice, wasn’t it? That was what she should be doing as a girl. 

She slipped the swimsuit on slowly. It resisted being pulled up onto her body. Fear filled her that she was too fat for it—that Julia would bust in at any moment with Selina at her side, and both of them would be laughing hysterically at Debbie’s dumb, stupid, idiot body and her fat face and—

The music thumped louder. Louder.

No. No, it would be all right. Julia had said so, and she wouldn’t lie. She was so sweet and truthful and lovely and had such big, lovely tits. You couldn’t lie if you had big happy tits like hers, everyone knew that. 

What?

The swimsuit slid up her thighs suddenly, clasping tight to her pussy. Oh god, but that felt good. Just a second ago, it had barely moved, and now it leapt easily over her frame, like there was less of her to move over. 

She looked back into the mirror.

Somehow, her body fat had melted away. Like shadows disappearing under light. Her tummy flat—erotically flat, an inward slope down to her hips and then angling into her pussy. 

She watched, amazed, as her body transformed even more. Hips made too wide from fat and poor bones, giving her body a pear-like appearance she had struggled against forever, shrank down to something that looked delightfully fertile. Her waist shrank even more, tightening up and lengthening as her abs—abs fucking abs motherfucking abs!—appeared. The one-piece clung tight to her body, so tight that she could see the definition of her new abdominal musculature underneath as if the swimsuit material was painted on. 

Above that, her tits grew, grew, and grew again. Pushing outward and yet upward, staying firm and perky even though their size doubled and doubled again. They became perfectly huge 36E cups, soft and inviting and barely constrained by the stretchy fabric of the one-piece. Her skin cleared up even more, not just on her face but everywhere. Blemishes evaporating, marks disappearing, bruises she earned from clumsy walking or little spikes of self-inflicted frustration gone forever. 

For a moment, her vision was fuzzy. She took her glasses off to squint and clear her eyes, but that had been the problem—the glasses. She didn't need them anymore. Her vision was clear and perfect. 

Her hair, once a chopped mousy mess that she intentionally kept short so as to keep from making decisions about it, grew long and healthy and lustrous. It shined. She didn’t know that deep dark brown hair could shine so much but hers really did, like someone had sprayed some kind of glistening varnish on it. 

And her face...

Her face was utterly clear now of the acne scars that had plagued her for years. Her cheekbones were high and regal, her forehead shining and shaped just so, an inviting hemisphere sliding up into the bounteous array of silky locks that was now her hair. Her nose, thin and angular. Her lips, plush and soft—even moreso than Julia's! Her eyes bright, bright blue and sparkling with happy eroticism. 

She was a completely different person, somehow, and Debbie didn't care.

She was so beautiful now. She was amazing. She could have anyone, do anything. She would be able to give Selina a run for her money! Selina wouldn’t be able to say anything about the way she looked anymore! Debbie almost felt like crying but then thought—no, that would ruin my make-up.

But she wasn’t wearing any make-up?

But her cheeks were so rosy and her eyes so shadowed and her lips so plump and pink...

Doesn’t matter. Good girls don’t cry anyway.

That made sense. What did she have to cry about? She was happy. She smiled brilliantly. That felt wonderful, relaxed. It felt so easy to smile. It felt natural to smile. She was pretty and she was a girl and pretty girls smiled all the time, unless they were being fucked, and then they moaned. Those were the only two real expressions she needed. 

Nearly an hour passed like this with Debbie just looking at herself, smiling and preening and enjoying what she was now. Tiny thoughts of apprehension and anxiety bubbled up and popped, like each one was being individually targeted for destruction. 

She felt dumber. She felt more stupid than she ever had. 

And it felt fucking good.

Julia knocked briefly on the door and opened it without waiting for a reply from Debbie. She had to take a moment, drinking in the new sight of the utterly transformed brunette. 

“Wow!” she said, mouth open. “I wasn’t expecting this!”

“I know,” said Debbie. “This one-piece is really great for my figure.”

She posed and smiled, staring only at the mirror. Obsessed with her new reflection. It made her cum, just slightly, to look at herself like this. To enjoy her appearance more than anything else happening. So she kept doing, and kept having tiny little happy cums. Her thighs were slick with her moist arousal.

“No, I mean...Master said these change girls differently depending on who they are inside. On the inside inside, I mean. Not your personality. He doesn’t give a fuck about that. Your like, genes and stuff.”

“You wear jeans on the outside,” Debbie said absently.

Julia giggled. “You’re not gonna wear jeans at all anymore, sweetie. Do you want to try on the bikinis now? You’re made for them.”

She pulled up a cart she had just out of view. It was full of bikinis, but also high heels, at least twelve pair. 

“I found some footwear for you too. He’s coming down soon. Don’t you want to impress him?”

Debbie had no idea what she was talking about. But it was so important for good girls to be obedient and docile. 

Obedient, docile, happy, vain, and submissive.

For Him.

“Yes,” she breathed, in a voice that was no longer her own. “Of course I do.” 

* * * * *
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The bikini that Julia picked out for her was bright pink. It was a wonderful color, Debbie decided, to suit a good girl body like hers. It even matched her thoughts, which were mostly pink now. That was so pleasant; pink was such a good color for thoughts. Pink like a little girl’s room; pink like the icing on a cake, pink like her pussy. 

The fabric clung tight to her pussy, exposing the gorgeous dip of her cunt’s folds and the luminously sexy inches-wide thigh gap between her shining, well-tanned thighs. Her skin felt like it was on fire, still burning away the parts of the old her that didn’t need to exist anymore. Strings criss-crossed over the gap of her delicious cleavage, placed there in the outfit only to draw attention to a truly beautiful set of tits that Debbie could hardly believe were hers. Her clavicles shone like the rest of her, prominent and pointy just like the bones in her pelvis. Showing off her bones.

Something of the old her lingered. She couldn’t thrust it away. Something that insisted this was strange and weird, that she no longer felt any interest in the things she did before like drawing or her career in architecture or reading books.

Then she would look at her reflection again, give herself a sensational white smile and blow a kiss from puffy sensualized lips, and decide she didn't give a fuck. 

“I’ll read fashion magazines,” she said softly, admiring the way that she could see her lateral muscles feed down into her bubbly, firm ass from the side. “Or just look at the pretty pictures. They have buildings in them.”

Risking the word architecture felt like too much for her fragile little head. It might make her frown, even, and she couldn’t risk that.

“What was that, sweetie?” 

Julia held another bikini for her to try on in one hand, and had her fingers stuffed inside her pussy in the other. Gyrating. Mewling. Oozing with lust. Debbie had that effect on Julia; it was really fun to see.  

“Nothing.” Debbie looked beyond Julia, into the rest of the store. “Where’s Selina?”

“She’s in the other dressing room, dear.” Julia pointed halfheartedly. “But—”

That was all Debbie needed to hear. She felt her vindictiveness freed at last. She would be able to put Selina in her place. All that had stood in her way before was everything—everything about Selina, everything about Debbie, everything about her life. But that had all changed now! Now she was gloriously thin and beautiful and busty and amazing and shiny and sparkling and she would put that cunt into her place like she deserved. 

She strode past Julia, looking around at all the wonderful clothing in the store. Before, it had seemed so intimidating and scary—all these swimsuits and other hot clothing that might actually show a strip of her flesh. Now, Debbie felt intoxicated with the promise of each piece of clothing—they would each make her new body look so delicious and amazing and all in different, equally important, ways. 

Strutting happily, she walked past the front of the store where she saw Kyle—on all fours—transformed as well. 

Her brother, the pig, now was a pig. A real pig—with a tail, and hooves, and the nose, and everything. The only thing identifying him as her brother, in fact, was that he still wore the same clothes from before. 

Somewhere in the deep recesses of her bimbofied brain, she supposed he was more like a hog? Weren't hogs just rather large pigs? And he was a man-sized pig, though more and more as she watched, his limbs shrank down and his torso ballooned out. She licked her lips as she watched, enjoying this new version of her stupid, idiot, moronic brother. 

It was a punishment for him. She wanted him to be punished for leaving her alone, for never defending her, for never standing up for her like a real man would. Debbie was desperate for a real man, any man, and it was good that Kyle was out of the picture now. 

He oinked and oinked as the busty clerks guided his hoof-like hands onto an ATM installed into the floor. Like they knew this would happen, like they regularly prepared for transforming men into pigs. Cash spilled out of the machine and the girls put it in bag after bag. There was no upper-limit on withdrawals for someone like Kyle or anyone in Debbie’s family or social circle. They would just cash out the machine first.

Debbie didn’t care how much of their money they took just so long as she got to keep looking and feeling this way. Nothing else really seemed to matter much. 

There would be way more money to take from all his investment accounts and property holdings. Kyle was an idiot and kept his passwords on a card in his wallet; Debbie would be able to help with that. She didn’t know who exactly wanted his money but she thought it was absolutely lovely to hurt that dumb little paypig as much as possible. 

With more confidence than she’d felt in her entire life, she strutted across the store in her tall, six-inch heels. Previously, that tallest pair of heels she’d ever enjoyed was maybe two inches, but her new body walked with perfect aplomb on the precariously narrow points of the garishly pink stiletto heels Julia provided for her. 

Inside the dressing room was Selina. There were two bikini-clad clerks just outside, both of whom easily could have crushed regional beauty pageants, weeping and fingering themselves and kneeling, begging for entry. 

“Please,” they moaned, half in unison. “P-please, M-Mistress...let u-us see y-you...”

Selina had worked her magic on them, but obviously she wouldn't be able to do that to Debbie. 

Not anymore. 

Debbie banged on the door. “Open up!”

There was a bit of shuffling around. An annoyed scoffing. The door opened and Debbie...

Debbie fell to her knees in submission. Eyes open, hands grasping at her tits and cunt to somehow operate the release valves on the sudden overflow of arousal.

“What is it?” the young goddess demanded.

Nothing and no one was as perfect as the being inside the dressing room. Debbie's mind had trouble focusing. She had looked at this divinity's face only for a moment and it was enough to assure her undying loyalty for the rest of her life. 

Selina wore a white bikini, but it was more than just that. It was like she was the white bikini, and the bikini was her. Like her entire identity was “uniquely gorgeous platinum blonde wearing tiny white string bikini.” It covered only the essentials and even then, only barely. It would have been incredibly indecent, actually, except that Selina’s tremendously fit body, perky huge tits, and illustriously long blond mane made it seem classy somehow. Like the girls on old sci-fi or fantasy pulp novel covers who always seemed to fit in with men wearing heavy armor while they themselves wore next to nothing; that was the extreme of Selina’s effortless, owning-the-world beauty now. 

Physically, she hadn’t changed that much—exaggerations of everything that was already deeply perfect about her. But it was that intangible, that je ne sais quoi, that had been accelerated and ripped the dial off the machine from being turned up too high. 

Debbie thought fast, an impressive feat for someone with a brain now as thoroughly emptied as hers. 

“Nothing, Mistress. I just wanted to kiss your feet, please. Please?”

Eyes down, face to the floor, clearly gyrating in lust. 

Selina considered her. “Very well.”

Debbie, cumming instantly, kissed the feet of her new goddess, moaning as she did so. 

“It’s a little weird for me, to be honest,” said Selina, eyeing Debbie as she worshiped. “I mean, this is how people were always supposed to come at me, but they always seemed to get it wrong. Fucking morons. I’ve been surrounded my whole life by complete morons. It’s such a relief to be here where people seem to understand what the fuck I deserve. Although I guess it helps that I’m even hotter now.” 

She paused to adore her reflection for at least a minute. Debbie lost track of the time, lost her mind some more in her kissing and licking. She dared to slide up to Selina’s ankles with her lips, and was rewarded with pleasant tittering from her new deity. The other girls who had been waiting outside were on their sides, unable to hold themselves up anymore, fingering their cunts madly. 

“God, I’m so fucking hot. I bet I’m the hottest woman alive. What do you think?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Debbie answered with all possible honesty. “I think you are completely. There’s no question. Nothing comes close to your divine beauty. I’m so blessed to be this near to it. Thank you, Mistress.”

“Have you seen the girl I came in with anywhere? I want her to see this too. I can’t wait to make turn her inside out.”

Debbie briefly considered suicide. Just killing herself—offing even her new and improved body before it ever had the chance to enjoy cock (which somehow seemed like the greatest tragedy: that a hard amazing cock would be denied the chance to fill up her tight, virgin bikini-perfect body). The idea that somehow this perfect, amazing goddess would sneer at her, bully her, hate her like she had before filled her with total existential dread. 

It didn’t matter that Debbie was beautiful; all that mattered to Selina, really, was that Debbie was Debbie. She would hunt, hurt, and hound her all the way down to Debbie’s trip north to south with a razor blade. 

But that gave Debbie a flash of inspiration. The way out. 

This was an opportunity, Debbie realized. She would never have this again. She could be free—free! All she had to do was show perfect, honest, easy supplication to Selina and show her worth, and then Selina would turn her ire on someone more deserving. 

All Debbie had to do was not exist anymore. 

“I—I don’t know,” said Debbie. “I must have come in after she left, Mistress. I’m so sorry. Would you like me to find her for you? You’re so deeply wonderful and perfect to allow me to attend to your feet despite just meeting you.” Her tongue ran down the heels of Selina’s footwear. It tasted so good, so right to lavish worship on Selina like this. “I’m sure she’s the stupidest bitch alive if someone as great and magnanimous as you hates her. It would be simple to capture her and tie her up for you. I’d hurt her for hours if it made you happy. I’d do anything. You’re so beautiful and perfect. I’m so lucky to be here right now.”

Selina raised an eyebrow at her “new” toy. “You’ve certainly got a way about you, don’t you? What’s your name?”

She thought back to the way Julia addressed her. 

“Sweetie,” she said. “I’m just Sweetie now.”

“Cute. Well, Sweetie...I’m sure we can find her later. It would hardly do to waste the effort on such a miserable wretch, would it? Maybe she finally killed herself. I’ve been trying to make her do it for months now.”

“She must have been truly awful for you to want that.”

“Just the worst! God, she was so ugly. She was begging to be hurt by me, really. I was doing her a favor. The world, too. Stand up. Let me get a good look at you.”

Debbie—Sweetie—stood up as Selina said. She waited patiently and confidently under Selina’s gaze, completely sure that the ruse would work. 

Ruse. 

Ruse, Sweetie wondered, looking deep into Selina’s eyes. They were hypnotic and pure and blue. Shining crystals of superiority. Sweetie felt so in love.

What ruse? What...was...a ruse? Some kind of too-hard word for a bimbo brain like hers. Maybe she meant roses? Like roses for Selina?

Yes, that must be it. She should order several thousand dozens of roses for Selina so she could fuck their Master on beds and beds of their petals.

Master. 

Master.

Oh, now that was a thought she was allowed to have. 

Sweetie was sure she had a Master—that Selina had a Master. No one as pure and true and beautiful and sexy as Selina could ever not exist without a Master. Nature wouldn’t allow it. But who was their Master?

And suddenly—as if the thought was a harbinger of his glory—he had arrived in the shop.

“Master!” Julia cried, her voice carrying above the thumping club music. “Oh, you’re here! Thank you so much!”

The music in the store turned down to a reasonable, quiet, happy beat. All the girls in the store—a dozen at least—squealed with joy as He entered. Debbie could feel him before she saw him. Smell him somehow. How was that possible? How did you smell your new owner? But she had. She knew it.

Sweetie stood up, mostly so that Master could see her kneel again when he finally deigned to greet her. Interestingly, Selina did not complain at all. Both of them stood up straight, perfect good girl posture, tits out and eyes forward. They did a little check in the mirror to ensure they looked as perfect as possible. 

Choruses of giggles and orgasms swept through the store from the gaggle of attending bikini harem babes, with Julia’s cries clearly the loudest. Selina rolled her eyes just slightly. 

“There’s like, no way he’s worth all this pageantry, right?” said Selina. “Like, he’s just one guy, and—"

Finally he moved into their sight line—staring directly in Selina's direction. He was tall, incredibly handsome, and wearing a pair of tight-fitting trousers with a white button-up shirt. Many of the buttons were undone, revealing a marble-hard torso beneath. 

He was clearly the sexiest man who had ever lived—another thought that was etched deep onto the core of Sweetie’s new existence and could never be forgotten, erased, or modified.

“Oh fuck,” moaned Selina. “O-oh my god. Sweetie. Oh fuck.”

She held Sweetie tight to her ultra-thin, scandalously gorgeous body, both of them cumming hard and kissing. It was, up to that point, the greatest moment of Sweetie’s life. Her lips ran hot over Selina’s, her pussy molten and dripping from being nothing more than a tool to be used by her Mistress while Master made Selina too turned on to think.

“Do you think he’ll think I’m pretty at all?” Selina whispered to her. “Oh fuck. Oh please say yes.”

“Yes, Mistress, of course he will. Everyone thinks you’re the prettiest girl who’s ever lived, and anyone who doesn’t think that is a stupid piece of shit and I’ll kill them for you.”

Her own ferventness in saying these things no longer surprised her; feelings like that, being the first she really remembered ever having as a bimbo girl, were etched onto the foundation of her being. 

The way Selina looked at Sweetie then sealed her fate forever—big, bright, dedicated blue eyes full of love and devotion for her sisterslave bimbo-in-arms. Sweetie could feel some part of her named Debbie dying—and with her Mistress looking at her like this, it felt so good. 

“You’re such a sweetie, aren’t you?” Selina kissed her warmly. “I can see why you have that name. And—oh, shoot, we have to catch up with them!”

Sweetie quickly understood what she meant. As they had kissed, Connor left the store with Julia on his arm and walked out the lobby down the long walk to the beach. The setting sun was ahead of them, brilliantly orange as it gathered in the water and clouds of the low horizon. The gathered bikini babes followed closely behind—some crawling in unstoppable arousal, some strutting and skipping happily. A crowd of drooling desire and simpering smiles. Selina kept Sweetie close, following him all the way. 

Connor stopped at the edge of a wooden walkway into the beach, pushing Julia up against it and making out with her intensely. He dwarfed her tall, lithe, busty frame; she already had his cock out of his pants and stroked between their joined bodies. It glistened with precum in the deliciously warm setting sunlight. 

“I’m going to rock his world,’ Selina said happily. “When I do, you come up a little later, and we’ll make sure he likes me even better because I’m giving you to Him. All right?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Sweetie. “That’s such an amazing idea. You’re so smart.”

“I know.”

Selina strutted to Connor with a seductive, confident smile on her face. Sweetie knelt down and watched from a respectful distance of about fifteen feet, softly fingering herself in anticipation and lust as these two perfect symbols of Beauty and Lust met.

“Hey handsome.” Selina slid up next to him and wrapped her arms around his neck. “What do you think of your newest girlfriend?”

She didn’t exactly push Julia aside, but she did completely take Connor’s attention away from her and have him push her aside from the virtue of his thick bulk turning away from her.

“I...” he smiled. “I think I may have outdone myself for good. Holy shit.”

“Right?”

Her attitude was exactly what he wanted; he picked her up hard by the ass and kissed her aggressively, pushing her against the wooden beams of the walkway. Julia, having not entirely maneuvered away yet, was caught in the corner and squished by their exuberant embrace. 

Sweetie had never seen a girl as deeply and truly in love with someone as Selina so clearly was with Master. And of course that made perfect sense—Master deserved her love; he deserved everything that was good and beautiful. This was so right. So perfect. She was so lucky to witness it. Her cunt was on fire and she desperately needed to cum, but she knew she was waiting for His permission. 

The sun continued to go down and Connor groped and ground into Selina’s tight, young fertile body. By the time he pulled away, the overhead lamps turned on. 

“So.” He held her gorgeous face in one hand. “I understand you’re not married? Not at all?”

Selina smiled and shook her head. “No. I had a boyfriend maybe I was going to marry, but I’m rethinking that now.”

Sweetie wasn’t surprised. What used to be Kyle had been herded off by the front two desk clerks carrying a tempting tray of vegetables and fruits. She suspected there was a whole pen full of other “Kyles” in his future. 

“That’s too bad. I really do love a married girl.”

“You’ll still fuck them all you want with me,” purred Selina. “I’ll just help you out.”

She had his cock slid up between her tits, underneath the straps of her bikini. Every breath she took meant more and more of his heavy, massive meat was massaged by her soft, delicious titflesh. And of course she was using every free moment she could to rub his shaft down with her palms.

“I could really use a wife,” he said. “For business purposes, you understand. It won’t mean that I love you. We’re not exclusive or anything.”

Selina nodded, eyes big, not bothered in the slightest. His hand slid down from her chin to her throat, clasping it firmly.

“Is it all right if I love you, Master?”

“Duh. You don’t have a choice, babe.”

“Oh.” She nodded. Voice softened just slightly from his hand gripping her throat even harder.  “Good.” She licked her lips. “Would you fuck me? Please?”

He answered by picking her up—she was so light, and he was so strong—and slid her on top of his massive, fat, long cock with ease. Her body, so brilliantly small, put the bulge of his incredible meat on display through her thin torso. He was enormous. Sweetie couldn’t believe how enormous he was. 

The other girls all gathered around him, like worshipers to a massive ancient totem. Locking arms elbow-in-elbow, chanting and swaying. 

“Fuck her, Master. Fuck her, Master. Fuck her, Master...”

Other girls who had been on the beach gathered around as well—girls who hadn’t even been in the store to begin with. 

“Fuck her, Master. Fuck her, Master. Fuck her, Master...”

Women walking back to the hotel from down the beach and day-excursions heard and saw the commotion and gathered too, leaving their cucked husbands behind just to chant and be part of the crowd. Soon, there was such a crowd that a helicopter flying overhead might have thought there was some kind of concert going on. Everyone singing the same song, and the same chorus:

“Fuck her, Master. Fuck her, Master. Fuck her, Master...”

Dozens of voices urging Connor on as he fucked his brilliantly tight, hot, virginal new young goddess. Selina sang his praises with orgasm after orgasm—but her voice remained a sultry whisper that only he could hear. Every so often, he would slam her against the wood or clasp her tight against his body and a yelp of Master! or my King! would escape.

As the crowd grew, Julia and Sweetie snuggled in next to each other. Julia looked a bit shaken from the gathering crowd, the hold that Selina seemed to have on her man. They approached together, holding hands at first. Both of them cautious and not wanting to overstep their bounds, but with minds breaking at the thought of their precious Master not being adored and adorned by more women in his time of need. 

“L-like this,” said Julia, sliding her hands into Sweetie’s cunt. “And j-just moan how much you love him.”

“I love Him,” Sweetie moaned obediently, fingering Julia in the same way Julia fingered her. It was so easy the more she said it. “I love Him. I love only Him. I serve Him. He is my God. He is my Stud King. He is my Everything.”

Selina—being fucked beyond time and space by Master’s Holy Cock—suddenly seemed to notice their presence as they came closer. 

“H-His balls!” Selina snapped at them. “You simple girl! He deserves your mouth on his balls!”

Panicking, Julia rushed in and Selina ripped from Master’s embrace—still completely filled with his cock, and slapped her swiftly, knocking her back. It left a hefty red mark along Julia’s lovely face.  

“Not you, stupid. The pretty one. Sweetie.”

This was her time! Sweetie leapt into action—or rather, crawled into it, quickly kneeling down at the temple of lust the two new lovers had created. Master’s balls were so big and heavy, but her mouth was large enough to hold at least one at a time. Soon they were slippery and she was sliding back and forth.

His fucking intensified and Sweetie could tell he was going to cum soon. She was so happy, so proud. After all the crowd and all the fucking of Selina’s beautiful body, what had really sent him over the edge was Sweetie’s mouth caressing and kissing and licking his heavy, babybatter-filled balls. Over and over, he let Selina’s ass drop enough to keep hitting Sweetie in the face and she was so, so grateful for the privileged.

Sweetie was close enough now to hear Selina’s whispers of sweet, honoring worship.

“Oh fuck! You’ll make me pregnant? Oh fuck! Oh fuck, yes! Thank you, Master!”

Even her loudest cry was still barely more decibels than a white noise machine. Even as he came—a massive explosion of seed into Selina’s cunt that filled her completely and set off a chain reaction of orgasms from every girl gathered on the beach front—Selina remained quiet and whimpering and worshipful. She was humbled completely, crying in quiet joy, the plentiful and repeated orgasms delivered by his cock fucking her for so long having melted her brain almost completely. Sweetie’s brain certainly was melted, cumming in unison with all the other girls, pleasure rocking her tiny little mind off the precarious cliff of feeble intelligence it had been on ever since her transformation began. 

When he was done, he lowered Selina down, cum still streaming from his massive cock. Selina kissed him for a long time, sweetly and passionately, like he had been away at a war and she needed to convince him to stay home. 

Then she turned down to look at Sweetie—dazed still from the brilliant orgasm she enjoyed from the fact of Master’s cumming. All the sharp, willful, bullying intelligence was back in Selina’s eyes—but also all that brilliant compassion that Sweetie craved so badly. 

“Let her clean you, won’t you, Master?” Selina rubbed her hand through Sweetie’s hair like she was a favored pet. “Silly little Sweetie needs some love and attention. She’s been such a good girl.”

He grunted, beyond words, and turned so that his majestically hard cock slapped Sweetie in the face. She lowered her mouth down on her new Master’s Cock, her Mistress’s hand guiding her skull.

It was so good to feel loved.

# # #
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Bimbo Beach – Under New Ownership
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“Please don’t go. I need it so bad. Please?”

Abbey’s hand around William’s cock was soft, urgent, and completely wrong. That went double for her lips, which slid over the head of his thick cockhead, vibrating with the force of her insistent sensual moans. When she pulled away to speak, long sticky bridges of saliva and precum traversed the distance between her gorgeous face and his straining, eager manhood. 

They were in a hotel room at the Spiral Sun Resort; it was the dead of night. Abbey, William’s bikini-clad adopted sister, knelt in front of him on smooth tile floors. The stilettos on her heels knocked against the corner of the nearby wall, marking it heavily. She was so thin, he felt like he could break her in half if he actually urged his cock into her mouth instead of trying to get away. 

William was in a terrible emotional-physical conflict, but his cock was having the time of its life. This was easily the best hand and blowjob he’d ever had. Abbey slurped down harder, stroking the base of his shaft with loving care. Her long fingers sticky with his precum. She whimpered when his cockhead pulsed against the back of her barely eighteen year-old throat. 

“Barely eighteen” was barely enough of a way to say it—she had turned eighteen the day before their trip! And yet she sucked cock like a professional, her throat closing tight and sucking him in like he was fucking a cunt. His cock bulged in her tiny throat, and—entranced by the sight on her fairie-like, platinum blond appearance—he slid his fingertips over the ridge of flesh capturing his cock. 

And she was his sister. God. Yes, she was adopted, but they had known each other their whole lives. Why did she have to be so fucking hot?

Abbey, moaning, clasped his hand to her throat so that he wasn’t just fondling the bulge, but choking it and her while she serviced him. 

She moaned something almost unintelligible. He was pretty sure she said please don’t stop!

But then of course that’s what he would hear. That’s what he wanted to hear. Anything to excuse this complete betrayal. 

They were all on this trip together at the behest of Rebecca, the mega-rich heiress who had more-or-less hijacked their lives ever since Abbey had become friends with her through their ivy-league college. Rebecca wanted to be a social media star, all the toks, all the instas, and had—through Abbey—hired William to edit and produce her videos. 

To that end, Rebecca had ordered them all to Isla Alfa to take a bunch of follower-inspiring photos in bikinis and all along the beach and expensive resort: Abbey and William, who shared a room, and also Rebecca’s exotic girlfriend Lana, whose sultry voice slid every word she spoke through several layers of intoxicating accent. 

William, of course, had unrequited crushes on all of them. They were each more beautiful than the last, between Abbey’s cheerleader-thin body, Lana’s bikini-ready Pilates hardbody bod, and Rebecca’s bodacious bombshell everything.

He was smart enough and good at his job, but he wasn’t that attractive—which Rebecca made him painfully aware of by not even treating him like a sexual being. She took no pains to hide her disdain for the way he looked at her or Lana, and often hinted that she knew exactly how attractive he found Abbey. 

And now his sister, inexplicably, submissively sucked his cock. He didn’t understand. He had only just gotten to the island; had barely stepped through the door before she was trying to service him. Was she drunk? She wasn’t old enough to drink, but that hardly stopped any eighteen year-old traveling with a couple of twenty-two year-olds. William knew Lana at least would have tried to get Abbey drunk at some point, that hot lesbian bitch was always scheming about something and—

Oh.

Oh fuck the things that Abbey was doing with her mouth! He was going to cum. He was. He was going to cum right down Abbey’s beautiful throat, her tiny throat, her eighteen year-old throat, her sister throat, oh god oh fuck—

“Abbey,” he groaned. “Fuck, Abbey, I’m gonna—gonna...”

He wanted to warn her in case she didn’t want to have it in her mouth. Every girl he’d managed to be with was like that. He always found it a bit discouraging, even insulting, that they didn’t want to swallow his seed. And it wasn’t like he got to empty some place fun either, like perky tits or a pretty face—just on the ground or the sheets or one time into a sock. 

But not Abbey.

Abbey, all one hundred pounds of her, moaned orgasmically as she took him, swallowing every part of his heavy load while he choked her up and down his cock relentlessly. She was a frictionless surface, moving up and down with ease, and so he fucked her throat and skull like a fleshlight as he came. 

Several seconds passed afterward while he just patted her head and dumbly complimented her. She kissed and stroked and purred over his cock. 

“Does this mean I’m your girlfriend now?” 

“Fuck.”

How did this happen? The three of them—Rebecca, Abbey, and Lana—had arrived at Isle Alfa yesterday morning. His own flight was delayed and then delayed again, and so he’d only gotten late tonight. He walked into the room he shared with his sister, and Abbey came out of the bathroom wearing nothing but a bikini—why was she wearing only a bikini in the middle of the night?—and immediately dropped down to suck his cock. 

William hadn’t been able to react in time. She was beautiful, Abbey was. Her big blue eyes and pale skin. She wore her ultra-thinness with a badge of pride, always railing against people who said she was too skinny, arguing that if she couldn’t call them fat-asses then they should have the same decency about her skin-and-bones approach. 

William always found it super hot, all that bone structure, but couldn’t exactly say it because A.) talking about how hot you thought really, really thin women were was a great way to get canceled and B.) if the first thing didn’t cancel you enough, talking about how badly you wanted to bone your sister really did.

“I’d be such a good girlfriend to you, sir,” she said. “I’d suck your cock like that all the time.”

She was already going again, stroking and kissing and slurping. 

Fuck. He had to get away. Where was Rebecca? Why wasn’t she in their room?

He put himself together, zipping up, and stumbled out the door right away. He had already felt himself starting to get hard again somehow—what the fuck? How?—and needed some space to collect his thoughts. 

Outside, the hotel was dark. There were no real hallways. The rooms opened directly into the beach air. He turned one way and then another, looking for what might have been the lobby. He just needed to get to Rebecca and Lana, make up some excuse as to why he had to be in their room, grab a few hours of sleep, and then work up how he was going to tell them how he’d skullfucked his sister stupid. 

Abbey called after him as he left. God, she was loud. Why was she being so loud? Her room couldn’t be far from where Rebecca and Lana were. And Rebecca would certainly want to know why his sister was lustily calling after him with a mouth smelling like fresh spunk. 

The thought of Rebecca’s sadistic delight in his predicament—or Lana’s cold, unflappable haughtiness staring him down as he explained the situation—filled him with dread.

The plan of finding Rebecca and Lana’s room quickly evaporated. He couldn’t risk the exposure. The two of them were mean-spirited in the best of times, and never dull enough to believe some lie William might be spouting off while Abbey begged to be fucked by him.

Using his shoulder, he forced his way into the nearest door, hoping to god the room was empty. 

* * * * *
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He heard Abbey strutting by outside, softly calling his name. Her heels were tall, clicking and clacking as she went. Christ. His cock called to her, to him, begging to feel that sweet, teenage mouth against his shaft again. It would be so fucking easy...

Something clicked and hummed from behind him. 

“Shit,” he began. “Look, I’m sorry. You won’t believe...”

He trailed off as he saw no one was in the room. It was some kind of office with just a desk and a computer that had turned itself on from his presence. Motion detectors? Who could say. 

Welcome, the computer monitor read. Black background, white text. They are so ready to serve. Are you ready to lead?

A flashing symbol waited for his response. 

William looked around the room. Was it some kind of game that someone had left on? There was nothing else there—just the computer itself, the otherwise bare desk, and a chair. The room was maybe eight by eight feet, small and concrete. One halogen bulb light buzzed overhead.

You can lead them all. Take what you want. Take who you want. Revel in their agony. Are you ready to lead?

He kept fairly up-to-date with video games, had a few hundred hours in various souls-likes and other action RPGs, and he hadn’t heard of anything like this. Maybe some adventure game, or strategy...?

Shrugging, he sat down and typed y-e-s into the computer. 

Splendid.

The computer chug-a-chugged along and whirled up, lights filling the room. A floating 3D model of the island displayed, with a blue light flashing to indicate where he was. Using the mouse, he scrolled and zoomed in on the hotel and then spun it around and upside down and back again. 

“...I don’t get it.”

The island is your arena. 

Words flashing next to the image of the hotel.

Anything goes so long as it’s here. When you leave, you take your conquests with you, but the power remains with the arena.

“What the fuck does that mean?”

Your sister follows you. Aching for your cock. You don’t want her to say anything to your crush and your crush’s girlfriend, also a crush. Type your sister’s name here. Using this interface, you can make sure she what she does and doesn’t do in all kinds of ways. 

“...the fuck?”

Erase her memory. Assign her undying loyalty. Make her a consummate liar and manipulator. Remove her mouth and tongue. Digitally lobotomize her. Send her to Antarctica to work as a two-dollar whore for janitors and scientists...

The screen kept going, the suggestions becoming more outlandish, strange, and downright disturbing as they went. 

Something here was fucking with him. Watching him. Seeing what he would do. This was supremely fucked up. William—between the jet lag, lack of sleep, the best blowjob of his life from his barely legal sister, and the weird computer program narrating his issues—started to assume he was dreaming. 

“Fine,” he said. “Fuck it, then.”

He typed A-B-B-E-Y.

The computer zoomed in on her location—not far from where he was. She pushed herself against a wall, teetering in her tall heels as she fingered her pussy, cumming repeatedly and moaning for cock. 

A readout loaded up of her vitals.

Name: Abbey Chance

Age: 18

Measurements: 32-24-34A

Height: 5’9”

Weight: 105 lbs

Hair: Platinum Blonde

Acclimation Propensity: Very High

Bio: Abbey is partially programmed and as such has forgotten much of her previous life. She understands she is made to serve Cock but has not yet internalized that she belongs as Master’s property. Her conception of the Master is indistinct. She has been desperate to change since she first felt the touch of His Control, and will not feel complete so long as she does not serve beautiful Alpha Male Cock. 

There was also information on her heartbeat, metabolism, mood, and so on. Sliders were attached to every attribute; he could apparently even change her weight or height if he really wanted. He could change her personality. One icon read Submissiveness with the description of Extreme Yet Unattached. 

There was also an icon right beneath that that read Attach?

William’s cock twitched. This was so unreal. Surely, it was some kind of game. Some...some virtual reality contest, or some reality show challenge, or something. Was this computer system telling him he had control of the entire island somehow? Why would that even be true? 

If it was true...did he fucking care? The thought of Abbey’s lips brushing against his cock sent shivers up and down his spine. He thought of Lana becoming a whimpering, begging mess just like Abbey.  Better yet, Rebecca, and all her pompousness brought down to serve him...

The computer blinked insistently. 

Attach? Attach? Attach?

William pressed the blinking button and typed his name. 

The screen showed him everything. Outside, not far, he watched Abbey cum and then moan his name—the program had no sound, but produced little subtitles in cartoon bubbles for him to follow along to. 

“William.” The bubbles wavered, indicating her whimpering tone. “Oh, William, William, my Master, my brother, my Master...”

He stepped away from the computer and then to the door—and it was there that he could hear Abbey’s not-so-subtle soundtrack of lust. 

“Holy fuck,” he said. “This is...this is unreal. This can’t be real. This can’t be safe.”

The screen lit up again, processors whirring from a flurry of text activity. 

This program possesses a virtual intelligence. It will never consciously move against you, though it cannot guarantee against poor effects or decisions. It will warn you, for instance, if you give Abbey razor-sharp nails and teeth, but cannot stop her from biting and scratching you unless you say so specifically.

Therefore, while this program is not ‘safe,’ nor is it actively trying to harm or trick you. This program cannot be insulted, but if it could, perhaps it would point out that it only wants to deliver whatever conquest you desire. 

Moreover, this program’s intelligence allows it to understand many commands that it was not originally programmed with. If you typed or said “Bring Abbey here,” it would understand that to mean that Abbey should walk here and immediately begin to suck your cock.

Is that what you want?

“Shit,” said William. He was so hard. Abbey had just sucked him off and already he was hard again. “Fuck. What? Shit. Yes? Yes. Bring her here.”

Again, the computer whirred. William almost thought he sensed a kind of animalistic purring from the machines, from the walls, but that must have just been his imagination. Either way, it compelled him to sit down again, fascinated. 

There are so many ways this program can alter her, or you, or anyone, the computer said. Would you like to be able to last in her mouth for as long as you want? 

You can change yourself. You can change her.

This was interesting. This was fucking interesting, holy shit. He leaned in and began to explore again in earnest. There were so many options, right away, such ease of use, that he hardly noticed when Abbey came in, obediently, sank down to her knees and immediately began sucking his cock while he explored. 

The computer was so totally right. There was so much he could change about himself. 

First, of course, he made his cock better, even as Abbey worked his shaft. Thicker and longer, with more capacity and more production of seed. Bigger balls, with hard-on that would last as long as he wanted. 

That wasn’t enough, though. He wanted more. 

You deserve more, Sir.

Yeah. Yeah, that was fucking right, fucking A. He deserved more.

Here was more: addictive cum that triggered something called an “emotional orgasm” in addition to a physical one—essentially, a sense of incredible spiritual euphoria that was akin to the peak of ten thousand acid trips all at once. 

“Fuck,” he said. “Is that too much?”

You can always make it lower, said the program. Or higher. Much, much higher. You can conquer so much.

He upped it to fifteen thousand acid trips all at once—a strange metric if there ever was one, but he was willing to go along with it. In a few minutes—or an hour, or a day, or whenever the fuck he felt like gifting Abbey with his cum—she would experience, every second or so, the witnessing of the creation of reality. Her only hold on her consciousness would be his hard, straining, pumping cock in her throat. 

Be wary of exhaustion, the program said. Or...just conquer it.

Right. Right. He changed his body make-up—stripping down his fat percentage to less than two percent, upping the muscle ratio until he was built like a Greek statue, and destroying every last wriggling, nagging health issue he’d ever had. 

Scar from elbow surgery? Gone. Stressed vertebrae from years of gaming hunched over? Utterly reinforced and now titanium-strong. His vascular system rebuilt from atoms up, his heart brand new to deal with the added layers of his body’s growing perfection, his eyes reforming themselves to eliminate all near and farsightedness. He was immune to disease and his skin resistant to punctures, cuts, and impact. The aging process stopped entirely. He grew back all the hair he’d lost from bad nutrition, ill-attention, and doomed genetics. 

Only after a moment did he realize that he had made himself fucking bullet-proof. 

Now that the important stuff was taken care of—making sure his cock was amazing and that he wouldn’t die—there were other things to address. 

Over an hour had passed with Abbey on his cock, desperately trying to earn more of his cum. His sister, sucking him off like her life depended on it. God—how had he managed that? 

Something struck him—something about the way her eyes shone so emptily as she looked up at him. His willingness to just go along with all of this. 

Was he being influenced like Abbey was? Why not? Hadn’t he been preternaturally hard earlier? 

Don’t worry about such things, the program said. Just conquer more.

That was...that was odd. He hadn’t voiced his thoughts. Could it read his mind? Was he...

Abbey suddenly seemed to learn some new technique with her tongue that made William stand up from the jolt of sudden pleasure. Moaning, thrusting, he came down her throat and forgot the last ten seconds or so. 

The effect on his sister was staggering. She moaned; her entire body moaned. Her eyes clouded over white and her pussy—already wet, soaking, and tight—leaked even more through her tight bikini bottom. Slobbering, mindless, she worked back onto his cock and grasped his hard body as tightly as possible. 

Conquer more, the program said. 

It was the only text on the screen. 

Conquer more. You deserve it.

Ugh. Didn’t he just, though? Fucking his sister like this, fucking up her mind like he had. Who else deserved it more if not him?

Conquer more. Conquer everything you can think of. 

Okay. Okay, sure. He could do that. 

First, he was dealing with a computer and a computer program. So—why not know a whole lot about computer programming? Wouldn’t that make everything simpler and easier? 

Right. So, in less than two minutes, he learned Python and C++ as appetizers and set the rest of the possible programming languages to siphon into his brain over the next half hour. He had never been much of a math guy, so he upped his knowledge there—calculus and logic imbibed like candies, expanding the possibilities for him in mere seconds. 

There was so much knowledge to take in that it was hard to know what to pick. 

Literature?

Literature, sure. He’d always wanted to read more, now he didn’t have to. 

Languages, so that he could fuck Italian and Spanish and Russian girls and fuck up their heads in their own language. Metallurgy, because why the fuck not? Car mechanics, just to save him the trouble of ever having to go to the shop ever again. 

Abbey moaned underneath him; apparently returning somewhat back to normalcy. The many-thousands-of-acid-trips coming down. He could change her more, too. 

Fuck, but he could change her. 

Rebecca was always so much hotter than Abbey; because they were both blondes, he couldn’t help but compare them. Rebecca wasn’t as thin or tall, but she was a lot nicer in the face. He wondered...

Make Abbey’s face look just like Rebecca’s, except just slightly different so I can tell them apart.

He watched, amazed, as Abbey’s face restructured itself while she sucked and slurped. 

God. Now it wasn’t just like fucking his sister, but Rebecca’s sister too. That was so fucking hot!

Cleaner skin, he typed. Sparkling clean and pale.

It shifted up in white saturation like she was on a slider, her pores becoming small and utterly clear. 

She never gets acne again.

There were satisfying little “buh-ling!” sounds with every confirmed command. 

Brighter blue eyes. 

He was getting caught up now, thrusting his hips into her as he typed. She strained to keep up with his new superhuman strength and size. 

Longer hair. 

Thicker.

Thicker. Like a river of silk. 

Thinner arms. 

Thinner than that. 

THINNER.

Her waist too. Thinner.

That’s too thin. Realistic curvature.

Pelvis more prominent, though.

Bigger tits.

Much bigger.

36C.

36D, then.

When he finally finished, what was left was barely recognizable as his sister. She was barely recognizable as human, instead looking like some kind of fairie goddess stepped out from a fantasy painting.

“Fuck.” William stood up, removing his cock from her mouth and walking around his kneeling creation. “Fuck yes. I’m going to gift you, Abbey. When you taste my cum, you will know who God is.”

She moaned and nodded, eager for it. 

Once again, he emptied into his sister’s throat—and he watched the eyes of someone witnessing the creation of God Himself, repeatedly, for ten thousand years on infinite repeat.

And he knew he deserved every second of it.

* * * * *
[image: image]


It turned out that Rebecca and Lana’s room was downstairs with a large expanse of windows facing the beach. “Room” was a bit of a misnomer: Rebecca, with all her expansive wealth, had clearly sprung for the most expensive suite possible. In some other hotels, that might have meant the top floor—but at this one, it meant ground floor access to the beach and the equivalent of her own several hundred square feet of beach to enjoy, clearly demarcated for people not to loiter in. 

William knocked at their door, feeling more confident than he ever had in his entire life. Part of that confidence was boosted by the Conquest Program—as he’d taken to calling it, as it kept mentioning that word over and over. Feeling confident felt fucking good so why shouldn’t he make himself naturally feel good all the time? 

Part of his confidence as well was the way that he looked and would look. He wore a swimsuit, sandals, and an open button-up shirt with garish pineapple print, nothing special there. Just island wear for your regular dude. 

But the body underneath was cut as hell—two hundred pounds of solid, chiseled muscle on a six foot frame. He had set the program for him to grow gradually as the next few hours played out—increasing both with time and as the arousal level of the girls inside grew. He would max out at seven feet tall with three hundred pounds of solid, ripped muscle. 

Already, though, his shoulders and chest were broad and defined, straining triceps and biceps filling his sleeves, and the cut definition of his thighs and calves highly visible in his trunks. Before, he used to wear trunks that went down to his knees—trying to guide attention away from the persistent love handles that never went away, the overall malformed lump of flesh that he was. Now he wanted everyone to look, to see, to take in the sight of him. 

And perhaps part of his swelling, throbbing, precum-streaming confidence was just that he knew this plan would work. Even if it went wrong, he could reset and try again—though his heart pounded with the thought of the girls inside being shaped how he hoped. Using his new computer knowledge, he had set up a remote server and could now access Conquest via his laptop, which he had brought with him. 

Abbey moaned, next to the door, pushed up against the wall with his fingers up her cunt. She was so high up that her feet couldn’t touch the ground. She came, over and over, softly mouthing his name and how much she loved him. Her eyes were still clouded over from the last time she’d had his cum, about fifteen minutes prior. She wore a tight purple string bikini with dark stiletto heels and a hot, sheer shift that clung to her tight, gorgeous frame. 

Maybe that was where all the confidence came from too—her worship. 

She would have her mind back one day. Maybe. Possibly. Her innocent little Rebecca-esque face looked so hot with the complete sexdoll submission she now wore and it was difficult to imagine a time when he wouldn’t want to see that. He’d saved her old memories and personality on the Conquest Program, but the thought of erasing her completely made him so hard that he didn’t know how he would resist it forever. It would be hot to see what would happen if he rebuilt her from the ground up. 

As it was, though, she was little more than a flesh robot, a living doll, a being that existed on very simple programs entirely revolving around doing what he commanded. 

He knocked again, impatient and energized. He had primed Rebecca and Lana both for his arrival, leaving them completely rested but injecting their dreams with thoughts of tempestuous lovemaking. For both of them, it was the first real hetero sexual fantasy they’d had in years—for Rebecca, the first one since she had realized she was attracted to anyone at all and that girls were better for her. 

Hers was bog-standard stuff: being caught in a castle, a prince that won’t let her go, and so on. 

Lana’s was more risqué—in charge of a dungeon of girls, each sexier than the last, evaluating them with a clipboard and a dripping wet cunt for a man who silently fucked her from behind. 

“Room service!” came a voice from inside. The accented tinge let it know it was Lana. “Let them in! I’m so hungry!”

Rebecca answered the door; her gorgeous, young blond body still sported the tight blue lingerie he had dressed her in for the night, her cunt visible through its sheer surface and glossy from the constant cums of her night. 

Seeing him, her expression changed from interested to gobsmacked to orgasming in the space of about three seconds. Biting her lower lip, her knees knocked together, a pleading moan emitting from her beautiful mouth. The smell of her orgasm filled William’s nostrils—pleasant and vivacious, making his thrilling cock even harder. He pushed Abbey harder into the wall; it would give way before Abbey did.  

“Hiiiii...?” 

This was programmed, of course. 

He made the orgasm short—a mere two percent of the maximum, and lasting from start to finish for just ten seconds. The feelings of well-being and euphoria it produced would be joined with a deep resonance of sexual awakening and longing that—for the time being—would feel unattached to anyone in particular, although she would note distantly that there was something about William that had spurred her on. 

He knew that—for those ten seconds, her cunt felt like it was her entire body, each aspect of her being overwhelmed with heated pleasure and the need to be filled by anything, anyone at all. He knew also that she would have vivid flashbacks of the dreams she had all night, and start to imprint his face onto all those dark, personal fantasies inside of her core. 

William took the time she was distracted to let Abbey down from the wall—unnoticed by the girls inside—and to let the both of them into their expansive suite. The sunlight shone in from over the water in a glorious sunrise, filling the room with bright happy light. The décor was modern, spaced out. It was easily ten times the size of the room that William and Abbey were supposed to share.  

Rebecca stood, stuttering, wondering at his appearance but unable to form words yet. 

“Is something wrong?” Lana called from the balcony. “I just hope they didn’t forget the—fuck.”

Lana was ready for the day. Her short raven-black hair was cut stylishly, though it was too short for William’s liking. She was tall and thin, the kind of angular beauty William would see in perfume ads while scrolling on the web. She wore a tight black bikini that had long stringy-straps that wrapped around her lusciously long torso, highlighting her length and the definition of her outstandingly built, consciously-sculpted muscles. 

She had ass dimples, for god’s sake, although they were also kind of thigh dimples—extending from the side of her cheek down to the muscles and bones of her ridiculously long legs. She had on a simple white cover-up. The effect—her long and illustrative torso combined with her thick raven-black hair and black bikini contrasting with the nano-thin white robe—was devastating. William had arrived expecting to hardly be able to contain himself around Rebecca, but Lana was in the lead already.

She was a gym addict, constantly doing Pilates, yoga, weights, cardio. Every other time he saw her, she was in yoga pants or a sports bra—always showing off her delightfully curved ass or sumptuous breasts. 

Now her entire body quaked as she gazed upon William’s carved marble muscles, his handsome face, his easy smile. She looked as though she felt the world shaking under her feet. Her jaw moved up and down, not quite understanding what she saw, what she felt. It was—he knew—the best orgasm she had ever experienced, and it wasn’t even a tenth of what he would do for her. 

William had tried to think ahead. He’d imagined having this conversation many times, had fantasized about Rebecca and Lana repeatedly. 

To be honest, he’d fantasized much more about Rebecca—she was the more bombastic of the two, being blond and bustier and more outgoing. He stroked to her insta account almost every night and something about being her producer—about being in charge of finding her new followers, editing her photos and videos to make her look as sexy as possible—made him hard as a rock every time he thought about it. 

He had been more or less fine with the shitty way she had treated him—sending him out for coffee, giving him menial tasks, making him pay for her meals or laundry—because he’d had such a helpless crush on her. But he wasn’t helpless anymore. 

“William?” said Rebecca, grasping a nearby couch cushion against herself. “God. You look...you look great.”

“Yeah,” said Lana, her voice still breathy and swept up with post-orgasmic bliss. “Like. Yeah.”

The Conquest Program had a slider for charisma, a sub-skill of which was animal magnetism. He’d set his at eighty-five and sixty-five percent respectively. He wanted to make this a bit of a challenge, a game. It wouldn’t be fun if he could just walk in and do whatever he wanted. 

William was a fan of computer games, especially RPGs where you made a character and assigned them stats. But the fun for him wasn’t in creating a character and seeing how they would overcome. No, rather, he liked employing trainers and cheating tools to hack his character’s stats up—but not to the maximum. Just enough so that it was obvious he would win with a little effort employed strategically. If a normal human had a strength stat of 10, and a superhero had the same of 20, then him putting it at 99 was too much of a jump. There wasn’t a story if God was just walking around. 

But he would still put that number at thirty-five. The strongest of all possible superheroes. And then, stroking and edging consistently, he might slowly up the strength at the halfway point of the game, then the five-eighths point, and so on until his strength was fifty and he was killing the big bad with a single unarmed blow. 

This conversation was now going to be something like that. It was no fun if he just walked in and made them his slaves. 

He looked at Abbey, a living platinum goddess now mooning at him and drooling for his cock, to whom he had done exactly that. 

All right, well, that was fun, but a different kind of fun than what he wanted today. 

“Come sit down with me,” he said. “Let’s eat breakfast together. We have a lot to talk about.”

In their post-cumming haze, they were a bit easy to manipulate. He had the space for one or two simple, harmless suggestions. He couldn’t tell them to hold each other down under water, but he could ask them to sit down for a chat without them thinking about it too much.

Outside, the ocean took over most of the view to both sides, and before it the long golden beaches that were Isle Alfa’s signature. Dozens of beautiful bikini-adorned women strutted and pranced in the sand nearby, playing volleyball in adjoining beach spaces and taking endless selfies of themselves. Before, when William saw such a display, he would feel inadequate. 

Now he felt hungry. 

He sat down in the wicker chairs in front of the small breakfast table and poured himself a cup of coffee. He had snapped for Abbey to kneel down and attend his cock, already straining and urging him to further, harder, faster now that he was finally in front of Lana and Rebecca with all the power that he wanted. Of course, as he had organized already, Rebecca and Lana said nothing about this other than Lana briefly excusing herself for stepping on Abbey’s feet while she sat down. Like neighbors at a crowded bus stop. 

Rebecca, beautiful and blond, was still dressed in her sopping wet lingerie. Her thick blond hair was a sexy mess around her head. She looked fantastic—a comfy porn star-esque come-hither sort of look—but it wasn’t what he wanted.

He cursed inwardly; he should have anticipated this. 

He had thought already to alter their appearance just slightly—removing the need for them to do make-up or hair, ensuring that their natural beauty was highlighted through clear skin and rosier complexions than normal. 

He’d also wanted—to be fair in their impromptu competition—for them to present at their best, and had removed any traces of alcohol, chemicals, or any kind of sustenance from their system. In point of fact, their bodies appeared as if they would had they been water fasting for about a month, although he had eliminated the kind of hunger pangs that would go along with such an endeavor. 

Pulling out the laptop, he opened it and quickly entered a command:

Rebecca puts on her best swimsuit. The red one that she know William likes, and puts it on knowing it will make him watch her more. This turns her on.

Rebecca—on her way to the table—suddenly stopped and went rummaging through her bags. 

“I’ll just be a second,” she said. “Don’t start without me.”

Neither of the girls said anything about him opening the laptop or typing. He had predicted that he would need to do such adjustments, and made it so that doing anything with his computer seemed as natural to them as playing with their hair (which he made sure they would do a lot as they became more attracted to him) or leaning over on a hand. 

William, with his laptop open, faced Lana and the beach. Her outline cast in the sun made the dark surface of her eyes appear as though they were shining. 

“We wondered where you were yesterday,” said Lana. “Rebecca had a whole time trying to get someone to take our photo. A lot of the girls here are kind of dumb. They don’t seem to understand technology super well.”

“That doesn’t surprise me.”

“They kept trying to take selfies of themselves,” Lana rolled her eyes. “People that dumb, I swear to god. I’d be fine just wiping them out.” She made a throat-cutting motion. “Wipe the slate clean.”

His cock pulsed at her casual homicidal—even genocidal?—comment. Lana really didn’t like most people.

Another knock at the door, and here was room service finally. 

“Here’s another one,” said Lana. “Look at this bimbo.”

William did. She was absolutely stacked—a bit more cartoonish in appearance than he normally liked. Everything inflated: lips and ass and tits (they could only be tits when they were so large) and hips and hair. Everything dialed up to fifteen on the one-to-ten scale. Nothing of subtlety. She wore a tiny pink dress and tall, tall pink heels.

“Thanks so much!” Rebecca called from the bathroom. “Just set it down with them!”

She was still trying to run things, poor girl. She was in for such a rude awakening. 

The bimbo service girl pushed her cart in and readied a table for breakfast. William watched her, more interested in how his eyes on the bimbo annoyed Lana than actually interested in the hyper-inflated pink girl.

Lana sneered every second at the bimbo serving them fruit and then eggs and bacon. 

“Did you bring a plate for my friend here?” she asked, pointing at William.

Everything about Lana was pure menace. Before, when William had seen displays like this, he’d felt overwhelming embarrassment and shame for the subjects of Lana’s irate moods. But now...

Now, knowing he was immune, that he would always be immune...he liked it.

He liked it a fucking lot.

The bimbo whimpered and shrugged. “I was told, just...like, two?”

“But there’s three of  us here, aren’t there? So maybe you should do your fucking job before you get fired. What do you think?”

“Um...”

The bimbo shook; Lana’s threat clearly had an effect on her. She looked closed to tears. 

Abbey, underneath the table and servicing William’s cock, suddenly had a very hard time not choking. William had taken her by the hair and jammed her down deep on his shaft. 

“Never mind, oh my god.” She turned back to William and rolled her eyes. “Rebecca won’t eat much anyway. Is that all right?”

“It’s fine.”

“Kay. We’re good...” she squinted at the nametag. “Dee-Dee. You’re lucky he’s nicer than I am.”

“Yes ma’am,” Dee-Dee whimpered. “Sorry, ma’am.”

Dee-Dee probably had a terrific ass; William didn’t notice. Instead, as she left, he looked at the shining, deep, sadistic pleasure on Lana’s face at having humiliated the helpless bimbo servant girl. 

William gripped Abbey’s head hard against his cock, cumming and staring intently at Lana. She took his gaze naturally, uncaring. Another command he’d entered last night—for the girls to not mind or say anything about his eyes roaming their bodies. 

Now, in the throes of cumming down his sister’s willing throat, he altered that command. 

Their attraction for other men goes down one percent and up for William one percent for every minute of real time he stares at them without speaking. His gaze is welcome, suggestive, and inviting.

Cock twitching inside Abbey’s skull—her head thumping against the bottom of the table as he did—he watched Lana make herself a plate of mango, strawberries, kiwi, and granola—while he enjoyed his coffee. In particular his eyes glued on to her clavicles, so prominent and shining in her tiny bikini. 

She grinned at him. “What?”

He just kept staring, Abbey’s tongue and lips sliding over his still-twitching, hard cock. Lana toyed with her hair and stared back at him, biting her lip a little, the two of them matching eyes.

Fuck. 

He couldn’t help himself.

More: Lana feels herself falling in love with William more and more with each passing second and minute. It feels good; there is no end or upper-limit to this feeling for her. 

It all makes sense now. Her whole life makes sense. She’s been waiting for him—for a real stud. It wasn’t that she was a lesbian—she was just waiting for a real man. A huge-cocked stud who would put others in their place and not give a fuck about her rights or her thoughts. She imagines herself having his babies, wearing pretty dresses to make him happy, sucking his cock on Christmas morning...

“Oh, good, brekky!” Rebecca sat down and immediately made herself a small plate—even smaller than Lana’s scant offering. The amount that would go to waste from the large spread made William twitch; throwing money away was power. 

Rebecca had interrupted William’s Conquest writing, but that was probably for the best. He had already given Lana such a head start; it would be so difficult for Rebecca to catch up now. So...so unfair...

His fingers hovered over the keyboard. 

Unfair, the program said. So unfair. It’s so hot when it’s unfair...

He let the two of them eat for a few minutes more, staring at each in turn, focusing mostly on Lana.

She kept staring back, smiling and playing with her hair. The kind of reaction he would have dreamed about only yesterday. Licking her lips and dreamily putting her face on one hand, her elbow propped up on the table. Biting her lip, sending her mouth to one side. Eyes sparkling with attraction, then admiration, then love and adoration. 

Rebecca’s attraction to William was going to have such a hard time catching up. He could hardly keep his eyes off Lana now. 

you should do your fucking job before you get fired

Jesus Fucking Christ, but that was hot. 

He was completely taken aback by how hot he found that.

Trying to stick to his game plan, he remembered the little speech he had for them.  

“So, listen, Rebecca. Lana. I’ve got news for you.”

“Oh yeah?”

Rebecca normally would have followed this up with some kind of sarcastic comment; she seemed even a little surprised that she couldn’t. But he’d stripped both of them the ability to patronize him in any way. This was his fantasy they were living, after all. 

“Yes. I’m going to make one of you my girlfriend. Maybe more than that. We’re going to live forever. We’re going to be filthy fucking rich. We’re going to be really, deeply powerful. And I don’t mean like, politically powerful. We’ll have that if we want. Rich, like I said. Wealthy. Buying and trading countries and all that.”

Conquering everything, Conquest purred. 

“But I’ve been lonely a long time,” he said. “And I’ve wanted you—both of you—a long time. But even though I’m going to fuck you both. A lot. As much as I fucking want, in fact...I have to confess to some monogamous leanings.”

They both still were processing what he was saying. 

Rebecca blinked several times. “Monogamous?”

“Man and wife together is the way things should be. Anything else is just an imitation of that. And I don’t really want any imitations.”

“Um,” Rebecca shook her head. “Look, you’re ultra-hot now. Somehow? I guess? And that’s really cool for you. But—” she reached over and grabbed Lana’s hand. “We’re an item. You know that. Just because you show up with a six pack doesn’t mean you run our lives.”

She wasn’t angry—she was calm, cool, collected. She might have been angry. Indeed, she might have tried to throw him out, as would have Lana. But he’d short-circuited such thoughts hours ago. He was interested in this intellectual exercise and didn’t want it interrupted by pointless emotional displays. 

He did notice that while Rebecca held Lana’s hand, the opposite was not true. Lana had eyes only for him. 

“You’re right,” he conceded. “That doesn’t mean I run your lives. But...” he flicked a few commands into the computer. “...this does.”

Rebecca came again, harder than last time. Five percent of the maximum. He made it last longer than before—thirty seconds this time. And even though the sight of her beautiful face encapsulated in orgasm made him lust for her—he enjoyed watching Lana more. She studied her girlfriend’s reaction and then looked at William—and he looked back at her. 

Then she smiled.

Her smile was so fucking brilliant; he had a hard time processing how thrilling it was. Part of it was because he knew how fucking mean she could be. For her to look so happy, so genuinely happy to be in his presence...it was a trip.

They’d started today with Lana’s general attraction toward men at twenty-two percent, and toward William at seventeen. He’d upped that—before the meeting—to forty-five for himself. She was at fifty-seven now, past the tipping point, with her attraction toward other men rapidly descending with each orgasm.

Forty-five was attractive enough to be receptive to being asked out. 

Sixty was actively looking to ask that person out. 

Seventy was daydream material, imagining marriage ceremonies and pregnancies and long romantic kisses in the rain. 

Ninety was driven to distraction, unable to form coherent thoughts without their presence. 

Abbey was at one hundred, where entire ego was wrapped around the idea of being attracted to William. 

Now, looking at Lana’s gorgeous dark gaze, he couldn’t help himself. Sixty-five. 

Her eyes blossomed and softened and darkened, brow shifting and posture adjusting as her lust for him grew. 

Fuck it. Fuck. 

you should do your fucking job before you get fired

Fuck it.

Seventy-eight percent, but he hard-locked it at eighty-five.

A soft gasp escaped from Lana’s mouth as she looked at William and almost fell over, pushing herself into her hand to be closer to him and wistfully sighing as she took in the sight of his body. 

“Do you understand now? That I run your lives?”

“Y-yes,” Rebecca whimpered.

“Yes,” Lana moaned. 

“The guy before me—and I’m sure I’ll meet him soon—well, he seemed to like really dumb girls. And don’t get me wrong, they’re fun. Look at what I did to my sister, after all.”

He let them notice Abbey for the first time. Rebecca withdrew momentarily, shouting “oh my god!”

Lana raised an eyebrow, focusing mostly on William instead. She licked her lips. 

He hadn’t made her do that; she was taking on a life of her own in this new role. God, she was born for this. 

William’s plan was falling apart. The target was supposed to be Rebecca; that was who he had wanted for so long. And all it had taken from Lana was that once, chance fucking comment. 

You should do your fucking job before you get fired.

And he was so completely smitten.

There was all that money from Rebecca’s family to think about...but Lana was plenty well off, and he could just have Rebecca transfer her wealth wherever the fuck he wanted. 

“You want someone to share the power with,” said Lana. “Someone to have fun with.”

“Yes,” he nodded.

“That’s sick. That’s weird. Who would want that?” said Rebecca. “That’s crazy. You need to just, like, leave us be. Let this go. We’ll forget all about it, okay? We’ve got a lot of work to do over the next few days and like, I don’t know. If you and your sister are into each other, I guess we can’t do anything about it, but that doesn’t mean that like, we want to fuck you too. It’s gross just even saying it.”

William hardly paid attention. Rebecca had lost. He had Lana’s profile pulled up. There were so many ways to make her unfair, just like him. 

She could be taller, for one. Thinner. As thin as Abbey, but proportioned better. Youthful forever—she was now permanently twenty-two. Twenty-one. No, nineteen. 

Eighteen. Barely legal, forever. Youthful and his, forever. Hours younger than Abbey, so she would always be the youngest.

Ungh, yes. That was so good. 

Her tits could be much larger, and so now they would be. They grew and grew, a new natural of 36D with smooth, succulent nipples. Her hair, darker and longer and thicker—like a dark shadow of the sun goddess that Abbey had become. 

And her attitude...

That was what had drawn him to her, even more than her looks. That attitude of hers. The belief that others needed to be punished for letting her down even in the most trivial of ways. God, that made him so turned on.

Conquest showed him that her snottiness/superiority levels were already at a natural sixty percent; she believed herself to be better than everyone she came across until she had proof otherwise. 

You deserve so much more than that.

He had to agree, cranking the number up to ninety-nine percent, and programmed in an exception—for himself, and to anyone whom he said to be nice. 

Already she was in love with him; now she would be exclusively in love with him for the rest of her immortal life, and it would grow stronger with every passing day. Not only that, but as her love for him grew, so would her disdain and hatred of other males and women who didn’t mean his and her standards. 

He wanted her input on everything, wanted her to keep telling him all that hot shit like you should do your fucking job before you get fired. So he upped her confidence, her trust in him, her desire to share her thoughts with him. She would be open and intimate with him about all her deepest, darkest desires from now on. She looked at him and saw her soul-mate, the person she could share everything with—feeling incomplete without William’s knowledge of all her desires positively soaking his brain. He increased her intelligence, her articulateness, her charisma...

He kept going and going, unable to stop himself. His partner, his Lana, his goddess, would have it all.

“I mean, this is just too extreme,” said Rebecca, trying to somehow still steer the conversation. “Don’t you agree, Lana?...baby?”

But Lana was already pushing her chair up against William and holding Abbey’s face up against his cock. 

“You’re so fucking hot,” she said. “The way you changed her. Changed me. You can do anything. You can do it all. You deserve it all.”

Abbey started choking on his cock; Lana held her tighter and caressed her lips against his ear. 

“I’m so ridiculously in love with you, Master. Please make me yours? Show me what it is to be your best girlfriend-slave?”

Grunting with urgency, William stood up and tipped the table over, dragging Lana into the sand. He’d planned for a beach-fuck, using the Conquest program to alter their physiology to emit a special lubricant that meant the sand would drip from them like water. Their new, improved skin would never be irritated by something as common as sand either. 

His bulk was massive now; he was nearly at his peak height and weight. Lana, even with how tall he made her, was dwarfed by his mass. He jammed her long, long legs underneath his chest and positioned her nearly vertical, shoving his thick, orgasm-inspiring cock deep inside her cunt. 

She’d never been fucked by a man before; he had checked. He had also conveniently arranged for her every last male-related fantasy to feature his face, his personality, his aura—so that as he entered her brilliantly tight, hot, young pussy, it was very literally a dream come true.

“Oh fuck, William!” she cried. “Oh, my love! My Master! My Master love! My William! I love you so fucking much, oh my god!” 

Lana, cumming madly, over and over again, crying out his name, had never looked more beautiful. 

For several minutes, he fucked her without pause, enjoying the way that every shove of his reality-defying cock inspired her gorgeous face to higher heights of orgasm. But William did not hold back—she was so fucking hot, and he was so turned on, that he had to cum almost right away. 

That was more than all right; there was an infinite amount of loads he could empty inside of her incredibly tight fertile body. 

He had in fact ensured that while she would experience the same cosmically-bending pleasure from the sensation of his cum inside her as Abbey had, she would recover much more quickly while simultaneously remembering it better—so she would have on reserve as many eternal memories of his galaxy-spinning pleasure-giving seed as she wanted. 

He loved this arrogant bitch; he wanted her to have everything.

Lana could sense his incumbent orgasm, his need to breed her pregnant. 

“Yes!” she whimpered. “Yes, yes, my love, my Master, my God, cum in me, please! Cum in me! Cum in me, do it please, I need it, I need it, you’re the only man I need, the only one, I need it, I need you, please—" 

And he came, emptying into her and then immediately refilling again and then cumming again, stuffing her tight body full of his enhanced seed. 

“Oh my god!” she cried. “Oh my god! My god! My...my...my love...!”

After spending several minutes in this cycle—emptying and refilling into this new goddess of darkness and lust—William finally remembered Abbey and Rebecca. 

The combined forces of William and Lana’s enhanced charisma and attractiveness had brought them both to their knees, whimpering and touching their preciously hot bodies. Abbey’s eyes were clouded over with white again—perhaps from tasting the scent of his cum through the air—and Rebecca looked torn. The insta star looked like she wanted to run away, but couldn’t help but stay and grope her heavy tits as she watched the proceedings. 

Wanting to involve Rebecca, he directed Abbey over to attend to Rebecca—to bring her close to himself and Lana and then lick Rebecca’s pretty pussy nearby. Rebecca protested for about ten seconds before, so turned on she could barely think, she was pulling Abbey in for more.

Lana repositioned herself beneath him, kneeling up and stroking his wet, fully-engorged cock. She looked deep into his eyes and licked her lips. 

“Don’t. Please?”

William was bemused. “Don’t...what? Don’t watch Rebecca and Abbey?”

“I don’t give a fuck about that. But I want Rebecca to pay.”

He growled and grabbed Lana’s ass, feeling himself turned on by her darkness again. The tone in her voice; that awful, sadistic desire of hers. 

“What do you mean?”

“I mean...look at what she’s not getting, that stupid bitch.” She ran her hands over William’s new perfect body. “She doesn’t have to be punished forever, she’s too hot for that, but she shouldn’t enjoy herself right now. I’m winning. I don’t want her to feel good while I beat her. I want her to hate it.”

Oh fuck, he really did love this crazy girl. He kissed her gently and then deeply, unable to help himself, before extricating himself with a few more soft, urgent, licking kisses.  

“You got it.”

She squealed with delight—and then again as he shoved her down to the ground and entered his cock inside her again. 

“Abbey,” he commanded, “get off her. Come clean up between me and Lana.”

Rebecca, a desperate whimpering mess, crawled after her. William held up a hand to stop her. 

“You just watch. And you don’t cum until we say. Got it?”

She was so turned on; she had no choice but to obey. 

Beneath him, Lana had positioned herself up on his lap. His cock so visible inside her abdomen, an enormous bulge. She swept her long hair to one side and sneered at her former girlfriend. 

“He totally wanted you more than me as of like, yesterday,” Everyone could see it. You dumb bitch. You stupid fucking slave. You’ll never get a chance to be what I am ever again.”

Rebecca whimpered, desperate to be involved. Her hands kept coming up and grabbing at air, knowing she wasn’t allowed, not yet. 

“I’m talking to you, bitch,” Lana snapped. “I want you to admit it. Say I’m better than you.”

“You’re so much fucking better than me, oh my god.”

“I should have been the insta star this whole time.”

“Oh my god, yes. It’s you. It was always you. You can have my account, please, please, just—”

“You worship William now, don’t you?”

“I do, oh my god. He’s my god. I worship him. I love him. I need him, please—”

“He’s your Master. Say it.”

“He’s my Master. I am his slave. Please. Please—"

That wasn’t enough for Lana.

“Say I’m the winner,” Lana licked her lips. 

Rebecca nodded eagerly. She looked like she had spent a year in a brainwashing camp, eyes wild and face open. 

“You’re the winner. You win. You win it all.”

“Say you’re the loser. Tell me what a fucking loser you are, bitch.”

“I’m the loser. I’m a loser. I’m the biggest loser in the world. I’ll never have what you have because I don’t deserve it like you do. I never will. You deserve all of this, Mistress.”

“That’s. Fucking. Right!”

Underneath William, Lana came from this admission from Rebecca alone. That, in turn, was too much for him—and he unleashed everything he had into Lana’s willing, fertile cunt. 

“You’re so fucking hot!” he groaned. “You’re such an arrogant, amazing bitch!”

“Yes!” Lana gyrated her body against his. “Cum in me! Give this amazing bitch your babies!” 

He came inside Lana with thunderous fury, the force of it stunning even him. His consciousness seemed to fade in and out, clinging his new love to his mammoth body the whole time. 

When his mind returned to him, Abbey still licked at his cock, but Lana had removed herself from his cock. She crawled over to Rebecca—making sure her Master was watching and tilting her nose and chin with an appropriately arrogant air. 

Rebecca was nearly catatonic with the need to cum. 

“Puh...puh...puh...”

Lana reached over, William’s cum leaking down her body, and slid Rebecca’s face between her legs. 

“You were always such a pillow princess,” she tsked. “Cum for me now, bitch.”

Rebecca had no choice anymore; she was a slave. She obeyed.

* * * * *
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Sometime in the afternoon, when they returned to the suite, the note had slid under the door, and William instructed Rebecca to retrieve it with nothing but her mouth. 

“You’re such a bastard,” Lana giggled, love in her voice as she stroked him and they watched Rebecca crawl together. 

She had a great ass. He wasn’t going to let Lana stay angry at her much longer. He had started to think, even, that it would be really hot for Lana to have a bitchy confidant of her own, just like he had Lana.  

He opened the note and, true to his word, read it with Lana, his partner and love:

Good luck with the resort.

You can have whatever you want while you’re here, but as long as it’s yours, you have to stay here to protect it. 

You can’t give the power away. 

Just like how you took it from me and how I took it from the guy before me, it’s got to be stolen. Taken.

You snuck in under the radar on me. Maybe I got sloppy, or maybe I just let it happen. Maybe it was time. Anyway, leave me alone and I’ll leave you alone. 

I’ve got twelve favorite girls, billions of dollars, and a body that I’m sure you can imagine to hold up to that kind of attention. 

Good luck!

On their expansive bed, Lana stroked his hard, enormous shaft and kissed his neck. 

“You know, he left that note today,” she murmured.

“Yeah.”

“He left it in the late morning, must have. And all the flights leave—”

William finished. “—in the early morning.”

“So he’s still there. With all those billions he must have taken.”

“All those women.”

He didn’t even want his women that much. They clearly had different tastes. But the thought of taking them, conquering them, like he deserved...

“Gosh,” she stroked him harder, his cock harder than ever. “Whatever could we do with information like that, my King?”

He opened up the laptop, searching out the airport. It would be easy to start entering commands. 

This old king was just relying on his good will. But if he took the kingdom by abdication, that wasn’t really much of a conquest, was it?

“You can have it,” Lana whispered in his ear. “You can have it all.”

William started typing commands as Lana continued to stroke and whisper. 

# # #
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Nadia Nightside has a Patreon! Access bonus content, polls, and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!

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! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter!

* * * * *
[image: image]


Want to get in touch? Me too!

The Patreon is the best way, but you can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...

...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

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:

Bimbo Packages – Female Designs

Two women can’t resist the allure of mysterious packages full of bimbofying clothing, seducing each other and then devoting themselves to the service of one unhappy husband!

Bully Worship – Obeying the King

Everyone in the Kingdom thinks that the Queen—glorious, beautiful, and ethereal—is kind and noble. Everyone in the Kingdom is wrong; she loves her tyrant Husband’s evil ways, and gleefully helps him gather new virgins for his harem and cheers him on during wicked acts.

Bimbo Packages – Taboo Snacks

Bimbofying and alpha-making snacks get delivered to the wrong address, turning platonic roommates into fuck-happy lovers!

Bully Worship – Obeying the Jock

Heather worships the ground her jock bully boyfriend walks on. She loves the way he humiliates and terrorizes everyone in their lives except for her. When she finds out a nerd with a crush on her has created the perfect mind control device, she sees the perfect opportunity to prove her devotion to her stud god forever!

The Bimbo Fix – His Home Life

Everywhere Stephen goes, beautiful women are begging to be his eternal fuckslaves. He wants to oblige them, but he knows it’s wrong—and he also knows the source of the problem is somewhere at his home with the two gorgeous women who started it all...

Bimbo Beach – Under New Ownership

A lucky young man finds the secret of the power transforming everyone at the Isla Alfa resort, and uses it to his advantage—starting by selecting his new ultra-perfect mind-controlled girlfriend!

The Bimbo Fix – His Rival

Everywhere Stephen goes, the women of his town have transformed into gorgeous sexpots desperate to fuck him. He wants to help, but he can’t seem to keep his cock out of their mouths...maybe his biggest enemy will retain some semblance of sanity in this lust-fueled madness?

Bimbo Beach – Bikini Panic

Debbie’s been thoroughly bullied by the living goddess girlfriend of her brother—will a trip to the Shining Sun Resort transform her body enough to get the upper hand, or will she become a supremely hot slave to her bully’s will?

The Bimbo Fix – His Best Friend

Stephen wakes up to being sucked off by two gorgeous women—his estranged wife and adopted daughter, both of whom are adamant they’re his worshipful cock slaves! What’s going on, and how can he make things right?

Bimbo Beach – Changing Loyalties

A newlywed couple’s loyalty is stressed beyond its limits when the alpha male mind controller at their luxury hotel takes an interest in the gorgeous, buxom virgin wife. 

Virtual Meeting - Office Hierarchy

He returns from vacation to find his office trimmed down to just three mega-hot babes who are desperate to serve him in every erotic way and make him the babies he deserves! What’s going on? Does he really even care?

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

The Bimbo Fix Bundle 

A man wakes up with his estranged wife and adopted barely legal daughter slurping on his cock—and it only gets hotter and wilder from there as he tries to figure out why! 

Gang Desires – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing tales of hard-bodied studs giving their hot loads to aching, needy barely legal babes—sometimes in huge gang bangs!

Overflowing Desires – A Bundle

Love big, delicious, erotic tits full of milk that spreads everywhere during and in-between hot worshipful sex? This is the bundle for you. 

Just 18 Desires

A bundle full of eighteen delicious stories featuring barely legal virgins bowing down to the alpha male they’ve always needed—whether they knew it or not!

Fertile Desires – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of Nadia Nightside’s thrilling tales featuring hard, passionate ruts between stacked ladies and well-hung hunks!

Harem Dreams – A Bundle

This amazing collection of stories features TWENTY tales of scintillating, sexy harem-filled adventures for the alpha studs and lucky guys owning several hot women at once. 

Cult of Lust – A Bundle

THREE amazing stories following the women caught under the thrall of the ultimate alpha hunk, who can transform reality at a whim!

Alpha Male Dreams—A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of brilliant super hunks taking who they want, how they want, when they want. They don’t take “no” for an answer and women drop to their knees to serve their every ultra-muscled need. 

Virtual Meeting – The Series

This three-story collection features a special helmet that controls and transforms the minds and body of the men and women who put it on—resulting in erotic pairings, taboo intimacy, and harem delights!

Haughty Queen Dreams – A Bundle

This brilliant collection features TWENTY of the hottest Nadia Nightside stories about women so hot they make every other girl ache with jealous lust and compel men to cower...but in the end, they always kneel for one powerful Master.

Frisky Dreams – A Bundle

Get it while it’s hot! This bundle is so full of sin that it’s been banned twice in less than a month! TWENTY sensationally sexy stories wrapped together in a package that could be gone any instant!

Rough Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY stories of the roughest, hardest rutting around—always fertile, unprotected, and barely legal!

Mesmerizing Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of explicitly hot, super sexy mind control of gorgeous women under the thrall of one harem-craving man!

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 and you get hot, free tales! 

Hope to hear from you soon!
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        Overwhelmed, overweight, outmatched Samantha is ready to explode, driven to distraction by the infidelities of her husband, Michael. But when Mira arrives at her doorstep—her young, sensually beautiful neighbor—needing help with some strange packages, Samantha feels compelled to help. Inside the packages are pieces of beautiful clothing, begging to be worn. The two women, investigating, try on piece after piece, transforming into erotic goddesses as they do. Their hair lengthens, bodies tighten, busts enlarge, and their cups start to overflow! Drowning in lust, they crave to worship at the altar of masculinity, and to fill their fertile bodies with unprotected seed. But each package of clothing has a role for its wearer, and when Michael returns home, he finds that his wife and neighbor have a harem surprise in store…WARNING: This hot, transformative tale features a haggard wife, her hottie neighbor, and her husband's paramour becoming the bimbofied harem of their Alpha Male owner, desperate to please him as erotic servants!


    
	    
	      
	      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:

Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:


http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH

        

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    

cover1.jpeg
Under New Ownership
Bikini Panic
changing Loyalties






images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg
% Bimbo Packages

Nadia Nightside





images/00005.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg





