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Bimbo Gaze Bundle

––––––––

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, it's instant, and you get hot, free tales!

And if you want to get in touch, guess what? Me too! You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page! 

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!
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Bust Gun: The Locker Room

Roderick is your everyday loser until he finds the Bust Gun. Now, he can transform the hottest women around into his personal bimbo pets...

––––––––

Bust Gun: The Sleepover

Just your regular sleepover: hot girls, pajamas, chocolate snacks, interdimensional bimbofying ray gun...wait, what? When the Bust Gun arrives, it can only mean one thing—hot sexual hijinks and a harem of big-titted lactating bimbos for one lucky guy. 

––––––––

Bust Gun: The Shoot

He's just a regular guy on a photo shoot with gorgeous supermodels, regularly humiliated and snubbed—until he finds the Bust Gun, and can turn the hot goddesses into his personal fuckslaves.

––––––––

The Lust Days

It's the road trip from hell when he tries to take his Ice Queen girlfriend out for a good time and she brings her step-sister and friend along...then the Event happens, and the girls he was with transform into sexy nymphomaniac bimbos, eager for his cock!

––––––––

When you finish this hot story please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.

––––––––

Two blond beauties knelt before me, their mouths slaving over my cock with wet kisses and long heated slurps. They made out passionately around the head of my cock, trading loving turns as they soulfully sucked me up and down. 

In their eyes I saw only obedience. Only adoration. Only slavish, absolute love. 

I didn’t plan it this way.

I didn’t plan to have a pair of bimbo beauties with empty brains and huge, lactating tits loving nothing in the world except for my cock. 

I didn’t plan to have more power than I knew what to do with.

I was a good guy. I paid my taxes. I was polite to people. I brought my lunch to work and didn’t turn on my air conditioning during the hottest times of the day. I re-used the same water bottle for months at a time.

And yet somehow, here I was—the mind controlling master of a pair of slaves. I’d totally ruined their lives—or at least, their lives as they had been. Their lives as they were before I completely fucked their thoughts away and replaced them with nothing but worshipful obedience. 

I promise I’m a good guy. I promise I didn’t mean to do it this way.

But goddamn...having two girls suck your cock at the same time feels crazy good. Too good to ever think that I can stop.

* * * * *

“Why don’t you do everyone a favor and go die like your father did?”

There was no guilt on the face of my boss, Victoria, as she said this to me—no shame, no self-awareness that what was spouting out from her plush, well-formed lips was probably the most horrible thing you could say to a person. I stood over a mess of wet pulp—a batch of books that were supposed to be on our shelves next week, but instead were ruined by a flood from the rainstorm the night before.

Instead, there was a real sensation of pride that I read on her face—vindictive righteousness that she was putting me in my place. 

“Look,” I said, pointing at the boxes of ruined books. “It’s not my fault. How was I supposed to know this place had such a shitty, leaky basement? It’s not like you told me—”

“More excuses,” she said, rolling her eyes. Her thick, beautiful breasts heaved in her tight blue dress. “Let me know when you’ve learned to take responsibility for yourself, Ethan. In the meantime, clean this shit up.”

She stormed back upstairs and I was left alone with my co-worker Gia, who looked at me with crossed arms.

“You’re fucking crazy if you think I’m going to clean up this mess,” she said. “I told you to put them on the shelves.”

Not that I was going to mention it, but she had also told me to put them on the shelves while she skipped out on work early to go hang out with her boyfriend Darryl. 

It wasn’t because Gia was smoking hot that I was keeping my mouth shut—although, yeah, that probably had something to do with it. Nineteen, blond, huge breasts, picture-perfect body, and an apparent obsession with wearing tiny miniskirts that barely slipped past the edge of her beautifully built ass, she was certainly a looker. Her penchant for skirts was in full effect, wearing a pleated brown nothing that showed off more leg than most women had bodies. I respectfully declined to let my drool exit my mouth...most of the time. 

But no, the reason I held my tongue at Gia was instead because I had really had enough of eating shit that day from the ladies I worked with at the library. Why give her the excuse to be pissy with me?

My boss, Victoria, was well older than both of us—I was twenty-four—she was in her late thirties somewhere. She was still crazy hot, though. After being a beauty queen for her youth—winning the state competition twice and dominating the local circuits for so long they were actually named after her now—she had “retired” to a life of public service in running a local library. 

Word was, she’d had her heart broken by some millionaire machinery baron and when she woke up out of the haze of alcohol and grief, she was in charge of the library. Now she ran it like her own personal duchy. 

None of this was to mention that she thoroughly hated my guts.

Somehow I had managed to surround myself with a whole mess of beautiful blondes who don’t seem to have anything in common but their shared hatred of me and everyone I come from. The two of them shared this particular hatred in common with most of the town. 

Gia stomped up the stairs of the basement, leaving me with the pulpy mess of the books to clean. 

I sighed, looking at the expansive mess, wondering where to start. It seemed like a sort of hopeless task. 

Believe it or not, I felt bad. I certainly didn’t like being yelled at by everyone in my life, but that wasn’t it. I felt bad because I genuinely care for books. Books were the only reason I escaped the empty bourgeoisie hellscape of my childhood with anything resembling humanity. That’s why I got the job at the library to begin with. To be responsible for a whole three crates of donated books being absolutely ruined was not going to rest easy on my conscience.

I picked up a push broom and started to sweep the muck of the pulp towards the center of the basement near the stairs. The wet mess of pages had spread out everywhere, deep into each corner of the basement. It was like pushing old rotten wood, soggy oatmeal, or mashed corn. A thoroughly gross affair. 

The basement wasn’t exactly in top-notch condition in the first place. The Bloomingdale Heights Second District Library had been built over a hundred years before, and was in vast need of upkeep. Down below, here in the basement, was where they kept their outdated furnace system, storage of donated books, and a whole lot of cobwebs, dirt, and accumulated grossness from years and years of water damage.

Sweeping and pushing the broom was exhausting work. I was in pretty decent shape from lifting weights three times a week. Not enough cardio, giving me a little bit of extra bulk, but still, you could look at me and know I worked out. My hair was light brown and my eyes pretty much the same color. I was good-natured enough to pick up tail in bars pretty easily while I was traveling—but not so handsome that I could overcome the boiling pot of hatred for me and my kin in the town of Bloomingdale Heights. 

More steps down the stairs, and my temper began to flex. 

“I’m taking care of it, damn,” I said. “Lay off.”

“Jeez, all right. Just looking for my sister, man.”

I turned and looked—it was Amelia, Gia’s sister. She was younger than Gia, and—though it was hard to believe—much, much prettier, when Gia was already so easy on the eyes that it was a surprise men didn't fall asleep when they drool after her. 

Amelia and Gia were stepsisters, as far as I knew, and Amelia’s mother must have been from somewhere more exotic—Eastern Europe, maybe Brazil. Some place with tall women who had amazing asses, long voluminous hair, and the kinds of faces that haunted your dreams from the second you saw them. 

Yeah, I had a thing for Amelia. Old gay men who had been moved in with their partner after the first date and lovingly sucked cock for forty years had a thing for Amelia—it was impossible not to. She was that kind of beauty, that kind of girl. 

Her hatred for me—though I’m sure it was there—had always been more muted than that of her sister and certainly that of Victoria and other more mature folks of the city, and for that, my “thing” for her transcended into a whole lot of crushing. 

The kindness of a woman was not something I took for granted.

She wore tight green yoga pants that would be the substance of every wet dream of mine for the rest of forever. Her ass cleavage was grafted onto every thought I had. Complicating this further was the tight yellow sports bra she wore, barely able to contain the young buoyant perfection of her tits. Hair like dripping dark sunshine wrapped down around her body, thick and voluminous, and I was—for the seven hundredth time since seeing her—absolutely in love with her. 

Amelia was the cheerleading captain at her school, and even when I had been rich and gone to high school, she never would have gone for me. Too wholesome, she was; she bought into the high school promise of popularity, fast cars, and good times. 

She’d marry the star quarterback (who she was now dating), having sex only on her wedding night, and the worst part of it is they were both pretty smart and came from well-to-do families, so they’d end up successful—I couldn’t even have the dignity of living better than her.

“Sorry,” I said. “Everyone’s on my case today. I don’t know where Gia is. You checked around upstairs?”

“Obvi,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Maybe she’s on the roof getting a smoke? I hope not. Mom’s really serious about her giving that up.”

“I’ve been down here all morning.” I looked at my cellphone. “All afternoon, too, I guess. I didn’t know so much time had passed.”

She stepped down into the basement. Every motion sent hard pulses into my cock. Her abs, perfectly toned and perfectly covered by the thinnest layer of tantalizing flesh, made her every movement appear transcendent. 

I just had to fuck the shit out of her body so bad. My boner was quickly apparent, and I had trouble caring.

“What happened?” she asked, looking at the mess.

“The rains last night. Basement got flooded.”

“That downpour?” she asked, peering closer at the stack of mushed books. “I thought that was only for like, twenty minutes.”

“Yeah, well,” I waved my hand around. “Here we are. Shitty sewer system got backed up, and the shitty piping here couldn’t handle it.”

“Shit.”

She leaned further into the pile. It was possible she was very close to falling into it, but I had a great view of the best ass in the world—I wasn’t about to stop her from doing anything.

“Here’s one that got saved, huh?”

With a smile that melted every part of me, she held up a thick black and pink book. It was more like a tome than a book, almost the entire size of Amelia’s torso. 

“Wow,” I said, taking the tome from her and setting it up against a nearby abandoned pedestal. “It doesn’t even seem wet.”

She read the title, following with a finger. “’The Varyashuns & Intricacies of Ancieynt Bimbeau Magicka.’ Weird.”

I nodded, barely listening, too caught up with being so damn close to Amelia. “Super weird.”

I was the one to open the book. For some reason, I was trembling. At first, I thought it was just because I was so close to the object of my barely containable desire. I hadn’t been this close to Amelia ever, and my senses were all thoroughly overwhelmed. All I wanted to do was turn to her and kiss her madly, passionately, shove her against the wall and fuck her and promise her that she’d never worry about anything again. 

But, Amelia trembled too—and I knew it wasn’t for the same reasons I thought I was trembling. 

After a moment, I realized it was the book itself. Something was off about it—something that felt out of this world. 

“Maybe we shouldn’t—”Amelia began, but it was too late.

I had already opened the book—and then my hands couldn’t stop, turning page after page. Information poured into me. Light sang from the book. I heard my voice and Gia’s voice filling the small basement. I heard rumblings as the earth moved and the basement shifted. 

I heard everything—everything—all at once. My eyes burned and burned, but it wasn’t pain that filled me.

It was joy.

* * * * * 

Let’s go ahead and get this out of the way—I don’t know my parents. Honestly, I never did. I don’t want any sympathy for it and I damn sure don’t want your pity. 

I knew them, of course. It’s just, they were never around. I was raised mostly by a rotating cycle of maids and tutors until the money finally ran out when I was sixteen. My parents spent holidays with me and that was it—they never really wanted a kid. They wanted to party all the time in island countries or along expensive river fronts in Europe. 

Eventually, that all caught up with them. My mother drank herself to death. And my father? He had big development ties to more than half of the land in my hometown of Bloomingdale Heights, which meant he had the ears of every politician from the local city councilors to state senators. Time was, a re-invigoration bill came through the state to invest funds into renewable energy sources. But this meant trouble for my father’s oil wells, so he killed it. 

Then his oil ran out; then his fortune ran out; then his patience with life ran out and he hung himself. 

I’ve been on my own ever since, but really, I always was. I had a nice run for those sixteen years, living in a string of nice houses—but they were as empty as anything you can imagine. For a kid, that’s tough to take. 

After two years in a state home, I moved out on my own and used up whatever part of my fortune was left. It wasn’t very much. The city took a lot of it and the state took the rest; with as much embezzling and tax evasion that my dad was involved in, it wasn’t very difficult for the government to shore up as much money as they wanted from funds that had never belonged to me in the first place. 

After six more years of traveling and self-educating, I came back home. Everyone there hated me by proxy; news that I had arrived back was met with scorn and derision everywhere from the newspapers to the nightly news. 

Now, why would they still hate me? Wasn’t it all my father’s doing, their misfortune? What did I have to do with any of it?

Well, almost nothing. But like some grand cosmic game of horseshoes, it’s that “almost” that counts for everything.

You see, I still owned a little bit of land. Comparatively little, at any rate. A few hundred acres just on the border of the town, ripe for any sort of development I could set my eyes on. But I wouldn’t sell it, and the city government had lost their eminent domain case against me. They wanted it for a new tourist center to try and jump start a new influx of money into the town, which it badly needed after the oil had dried up. 

But I wouldn’t sell it to them. 

Why not?

I couldn’t really tell you. Spite was certainly part of it. They had tried to steal the land away from me before they offered to buy it from me, so that was one part of it. Maybe I had plans of my own, vague and unrealized, about starting something up with it that could save the town, so I could do it myself. 

But really, if I were to be honest—and why not be honest here?—I’d say it was because I was still pretty pissed off about them stealing everything else away from me because of my family name. That land was the last part of my family that I had, and I’d be damned if I was going to give it up just because they hadn’t spent the money they’d already taken from me well enough. 

Anyway. Reading that book—if you want to call the experience that I had “reading”—left me flat on my ass like nothing I could have imagined. 

When I woke, I was on the floor, covered in the pulpy muck of the basement. Right away I wanted to retreat to my small apartment and take a shower. Amelia was nowhere to be found, though next to me I saw a body-shaped outline in the muck where she must have been knocked down too. 

Who ever heard of a book actually knocking you on your ass? Who ever heard of a book filling your head with so much light and joy? 

I mean, obviously, books are great. But this was like being attached to a satellite dish that only ever received mainline bliss. My body was still weak, though my soul felt on fire.

Slowly, I got up and began to make my way up the stairs. We didn’t have a shower, but we did have a bathroom, and so I managed to wash most of the muck off and change into a spare pair of clothes I kept in a bag for when I went to the gym. My shift was, technically, for another hour and a half, but I was going home. 

Victoria could fire me if she wanted to—which meant that she could fire me. 

In fact, I probably would be fired as soon as she found out I was leaving early, but I didn’t give a damn. I needed a nap. I’d just experienced something intense and spiritual, and my brain required recovery.

There were a few bathrooms in the library. I chose the one on the top floor, the third floor, because it was the most isolated and the least likely to have someone come in. Our library didn’t have a high rate of visitors in the first place—maybe twenty a day on a good day—so it was good bet. 

The top floor was like the two below it—filled with rows and rows of books. It contained non-fiction for the most part, my least favorite genre. I had always been more of a swords-and-sorcery man. Anything for an escape.

Coming out of the bathroom, feeling cleaner—or at least clean enough to go home in my car and clean up again—I saw Gia waiting for me. She was worrying at a lock of golden hair, frowning intensely. 

“Hey,” said Gia. “Are you okay?”

“I think so.”

“I heard like, some big rumble. And then Amelia walked out and she was like, not talking? She looked like she was in a trance or something. It was super weird. Are you guys okay? Did you hit like a gas line or something?”

“Gas line?” I shook my head. “No. There was this book...”

I trailed off, realizing that if I were to explain what had really happened, I would sound insane. 

You can just imagine how that conversation would go: No, really, gorgeous nineteen year-old whose biggest existential worry is what dress she’ll wear on her next date and who is only working in a library because it’s an easy paycheck where she can bully and/or sweet-talk the town's black sheep into doing all her duties. I just had a spiritual experience from what amounts to just looking at a book. Do I mean reading it? No, of course not. I couldn’t call it reading because all the information in it was transmitted directly into my brain without me really doing any of that pesky eye-movement of “reading.” Hey, where are you running to? No, I don’t know the number to the mental hospital.

“There was this book...” Gia said, urging me on.

“Never mind,” I said. “Don’t worry about it. Why don’t you just tell Victoria it was my fault, all right? You were going to anyway. Talk to Amelia if you want to know more.”

I began to walk past her—going home for my nap. But she grabbed me.

“Hey.” She sounded concerned. “I tried to talk to Amelia. But she was so fucking out of it that she acted like she didn’t even know me. I don’t know what’s happening, but I...but...b-but I...”

Her eyes were a soft blue. They were locked on mine. I usually don’t look people in the eyes. It’s uncomfortable and makes me feel awkward. But at that moment, I felt like I had to look Gia in the eyes, like there was something important about seeing right through into her soul. 

Her words trailed off. She tried a few more times to say something, but it ended in sounds more mushy than the pulp in the basement. It was amazing, for me, locking eyes with Gia like this, and not just because her cleavage was right there and I could look straight down into it at any given time. It wasn’t Amelia-quality, but it was damn fine and it was gifted with the unmistakable qualities of immediacy—and yet I ignored it anyway.

Ignored it, and continued to look into Gia’s eyes.

Something transferred between us. Or rather, something exited from me—a sensation more than anything tangible, at first. A feeling of joy, of happiness, of well being. I saw Gia’s face begin to smile for the first time since I had known her. She had a gorgeous smile, enough to make my cock harden even more than it already was from being so close to her.

And then, as my cock hardened, the transfer began to intensity. Light, brilliant and pink, joined our gaze. Her body stiffened and drool began to exit her mouth. 

My cock grew harder and harder, unstoppable now, even though I couldn’t place exactly what was turning me on. It was power I felt—power that thrummed through my being. I wanted Gia, I wanted to fuck her for an entire week, and in me I could feel the power very suddenly to do exactly that. I couldn’t explain it, couldn’t describe it, but I knew the longer she held my gaze, the more I owned her entire being. Her eyes emptied out, all intelligence draining away.

Slowly, the intensity of our gaze began to dissipate. Slowly, Gia’s eyes began to become her own again. And slowly, she dropped to her knees before me. 

“Of course, Master,” she said softly. “Yes, r-right away. Thank you, Master.”

I looked around. No one had said anything. And yet all the same, Gia began to unzip my pants as if I had ordered her to do so—as if I had ordered her to do so, and as if she was thrilled to do so.

Her smile was soft and quiet as she unveiled my cock, already so hard and dripping with precum. Her big blue eyes flashed with delight as her hands slipped my member out of its constraints, happy little coos exiting her mouth in a row. Moaning softly, she began to lick and kiss the head and shaft, stroking passionately as she did so.

“G-Gia,” I said, stunned. “What are you doing?”

“I am obeying, Master. You need your cock adored. And so I am adoring it. Would you like me to stop, Master?”

I certainly fucking did not. And yet at the same time...

“Why am I your Master?”

“Because...” she smiled, laughing, as if I had brought up something supremely dumb—a suggestion that we build a car for bipedal elephants, maybe. “Because you are. You always have been. Unless...” 

Her expression became very worried indeed. I could see the fear in her eyes; I could feel her fear and desperation as she licked and kissed me.

“...you don’t want me as your slave anymore, Master? Is that it? Am I to be exiled from the glory of your service?”

She looked so scared. So vulnerable and afraid. And so even though I knew that somehow the right thing to do was to have her stop sucking my cock, I couldn’t bring myself to tell her that.

“No,” I said. I took her by the hair and shoved my cock down her throat. She responded with a pleasured, happy moan, her tight throat vibrating all along the many inches of my shaft. “No, you’re mine. You’re mine, and you’re going to swallow my fucking cum. Aren’t you?”

She moaned a happy affirmative, gleefully slurping up and down the long shaft of my cock with ease. Her attentions only increased as she worked, licking eagerly as she sucked me down. I let go of all restraint, my hands tugging and sinking into her thick, short golden hair, pulling her tight against my crotch.

Soon, she was deep-throating me completely. My hips bucked against her pretty face, fucking it hard. There was no resistance, no distress. She took everything I had with delight, and then wanted more. I could see a puddle of hot lust spilling from her crotch, soaking her panties and the bottom of her skirt. On her knees in front of me, I had never wanted Gia more in my life.

All those times she had talked down to me. All those times she had pushed work my way. All those times she had ignored me, or snubbed me, or mocked me. 

I was paying her back for that now and in spades. Her moans became choked and garbled as I fucked her throat even more furiously than before; she was running out of air. I didn't give a fuck. 

“You fucking take it,” I growled. “You fucking take my cum.”

Her eyes, so big and blue, widened with need. She wanted it—she wanted all of this. Wanted to be used like this by her Master. 

It was all the signal I needed. My balls, slapping so hard against her pretty little chin, tightened sweetly as my orgasm began to arrive. A huge load erupted from my cock, flooding ounces of hot seed down her throat and then—as I pulled out—across her face and tits. I bathed her in it—more cum than I had ever let loose before—spraying it all across that perfect cleavage that I'd jerked off thinking about so many times, that hot face that had denied me even the simplest of courtesies and friendliness before. 

She belonged to me, now. I had marked her. 

“Thank you, Master.” Gia cleaned my cock with care and attention, not a drop of cum going to waste. Her attentions were exquisite. “Thank you so much.”

Shuddering still, my legs trembling, I backed away slightly from her. Not so much that she couldn't keep licking and kissing me, but a little. Now that my head was clear, I was a little scared at how much I had gotten into that—how vengeful I was.

And was it just me, or were her eyes even bluer than before?

* * * * * 

Gia took a catnap at my feet after swallowing my load, gently kneading one foot between her heavy tits.

I had deduced—genius that I am—that somehow the book downstairs was the cause of all this. 

I’d had my fun and, if you want to call it that, my “revenge.” I didn’t need to keep going with this. Gia was beautiful—gorgeous, really—but this felt dirty and weird and I didn’t fancy having a mind controlled slave, no matter how pretty she was. 

I mean, yes, it was completely awesome having my cock sucked by a beautiful obedient woman, and especially one who had treated me like such dirt before, but I had a little dignity. I had some morals. Her mind had been screwed with, somehow, and I was the one who had done it. 

And behind that was the book. I left Gia sleeping in the stacks and ran downstairs to the basement. My assumption was that if it was the tome that had changed me and changed Gia, then it was the tome that could change us back. 

But when I got there, the book on the podium was full of mush. I tried to open the cover, and my hand sank into the mass of the book like it was fresh porridge. When I tried to turn the pages, it disintegrated more, melting and forming a thick soup at the base of the podium. 

I huffed, shaking my head. This was fucked up. 

Whatever had happened to me wasn’t going to un-happen itself anytime soon, not by any means I could see. 

It was just then—as I made my way through the stacks back to Gia—that I remembered Amelia. God, what the fuck was she going through? Had the same thing happened to her that happened to me? Gia had mentioned her being in some sort of trance. Had I done to Amelia what I had done to Gia? 

I certainly hoped not. I had enough on my conscience already.

When I returned to Gia, she was still on the ground. But something was different.

In fact, a lot was different. She had changed. And, to be totally accurate, she was still changing.

As I looked at her, her hair became thicker and longer. It had been short and cute before—cut short, I would guess, to differentiate herself from her sister’s array of brilliantly golden blond locks. Before, though, the color had been somewhat muted—like a brownish blond, somewhere caught in between.

Her hair now was blond and getting blonder. The roots themselves were golden, and the locks grew out into thick, heavy tresses, surrounding her like a cloak. 

And there was, suddenly, quite a different image of Gia to surround. I watched with wonder as her tummy tightened up—and there hadn’t been much to tighten in the first place. Skin from head to toe bronzed over and became shinier, healthier. Her waist narrowed while her hips grew wider, sending a pulse to my cock at the obvious advertisement of her sudden fertility. Her legs grew longer, torso seeming to shorten—though perhaps that was just because of the way that her tits started to grow.

And by grow, I mean they exploded—before they were a hefty, delicious 36C cup. Now she would be lucky to fit inside a 38E at the least. And even though they were that big, her body retained all of its youthful vigor, the surface of her tits remained shiny and bronzed like the rest of her skin. 

“F-fuck...” I muttered.

“Yes, Master,” said Gia dreamily, yawning and turning onto her back. She spread her legs wide, her pink pussy lips opened up just for me. “Please, Master. I need you to fuck my body full of your impregnating cum like, right away. Pretty please, Sir?”

It was now that I got a full look at her face. She had been pretty before—very much so. Now she was positively angelic. Her lips were puffier, her eyes bigger and—as I had thought before—even more blue than they used to be. Her every feature was accented and exaggerated up to the point of supreme eroticism. She would never be able to have a job doing something normal and sensible—no one would take her seriously as a politician or a saleswoman or banker. 

But she could be a stripper. 

Oh yes. 

She could be a whore. 

And apparently, for all intents and purposes, she was now my whore. And I wanted to fuck my whore bad. My cock strained against my pants, aching to fill that needy, wet gap between her thighs.

“Gia,” I said, gulping. “Close your legs.”

Disappointment flashed across her face for a moment, quickly overshadowed by soft bliss from how good it felt to obey my order. 

“Yes, Master.” She smiled. “Anything you say.”

“I need you to think for me, Gia.”

“That’s not my strong suit,” she giggled. “But I’ll try. What do you want me to think about?”

“You’re saying I am your Master. Do you know...do you know when that started?”

I wanted to know what she knew, what she had experienced. To reverse this, I would need more hard facts. 

“I...hmm. Thinking is like, super hard...” she put a finger on her nipple, tweaking and toying. The raspberry-sized protrusion gave her no small amount of pleasure, apparently. As she toyed, she looked up at me with heavily-lidded eyes, licking her lips, all but beckoning me to come and fuck her rotten.

I stood strong, though. 

“Think, Gia,” I said, my voice more commanding. “Do this for me. Do it for...for Master.”

I had a hard time with that last bit, but I figured the ends were more important than the means at that moment.

Of course, a whole lot of trouble I had after this was because of that line of reasoning—justifying the definite means with the possible ends. The problem with that, though, is that the ends can change on you whenever you like, but the means are always under your control.

“There...was a time,” said Gia, “I do remember, when I wasn’t your slave. But it was a wrong time. It was...like a dream world? Like a different sort of time, living on top of this one. But the more I think about it, the more it goes away. I mean, it doesn’t really belong in my head anyway. In that silly time, I’d never even sucked cock before. I’d never even been laid!” She giggled, tits bouncing. “Isn’t that silly, Master?”

I nodded, gulping as I watched her beautiful breasts continue to jiggle. “Very.”

“Won’t you come and like, fuck me forever, Sire?” 

Gia slid a hand between her legs, sliding fingertips past her clit. Instantly, her body responded, hot delicious moisture sliding over her folds. And it was delicious—I could smell it. She would taste like a pot of honey laced with a heavy heaping of cocaine. 

I did want to fuck her. But to do it like this...it felt so wrong. I didn’t know if I could give myself over to feelings that were steeped in such low morality. 

“What’s going on up there?”

Victoria approached. Panic struck me. Trying to think quickly, I pushed Gia out of the aisle of books we were in and shoved her into the nearby bathroom. 

“Stay in there,” I hissed, “and don’t come out unless I tell you.”

“Yes, Master.”

I shushed her, face red, and turned to see Victoria approaching. 

God, she was a fine woman. Long legs, beautiful face, and hair that seemed to shine. There was a part of me—a very real part—that wanted to know just how developed my powers were. Were they “powers” at all, even? Were they permanent? 

The book, I remembered, had said something about magic and rituals on the cover. Had what Amelia and I experienced been part of some unrealized ritual dozens of years or even centuries before, only actualized once we came across the book?

Was it a one-time thing with Gia or not?

Could I make Victoria into my bimbo fuckslave too?

There was a curious part of me that was rather interested in finding out. But, luckily for Victoria (and, I suppose, for my soul), my conscience won out. 

“Gia is sick,” I said. “Not sure with what. She thinks it’s something she swallowed. Ate, I mean.”

Inside the bathroom, Gia giggled. I turned and shot a glare at the bathroom, hoping somehow that she could see my displeasure through the door.

“She sounds fine,” said Victoria, clearly suspicious. “It smells...strange, up here. Were you...?”

“Cleaning up after taking care of the mess in the basement?” I offered, hoping to be clever. “Yes. Absolutely. I’m not quite done yet, but give me a couple of trash bags and I should be done before midday tomorrow.”

She sniffed again, deeper this time. “No, that’s not it. It’s a different smell. It’s...”

From inside the bathroom, Gia started making big gagging and vomit noises. Victoria’s suspicion immediately transformed into concern. “Oh, the poor dear. And all she has is you to look after her. Do you think she needs to go see a doctor?”

“We’ve...already made an appointment,” I lied. “Her sister didn’t show up to drive her, so I volunteered.”

“How very chivalrous of you, Mr. Prince.” She crossed her arms, shaking her head. “Don’t think it’ll get you anywhere with her. She’s too smart for that. Like every other woman in this town.”

That stung. It was true—before Gia’s impromptu blowjob, I hadn’t been sucked off in ages. Or laid, for that matter. 

For just a moment, I looked at her in the eyes. “You’re a real sweetheart, Victoria.”

Her eyes locked with mine. And, for that instant, I could see her pupils beginning to dilate, like she was looking into a very bright light—or, like she had taken some hallucinogenic drug. 

I turned away, and she took several moments to respond. 

“Real...sweetheart?” She smiled—the only time I had ever seen her smile at me, and laughed like I had said something funny. “You’re a real...real joker, Mr. Prince.”

Goddamn. It worked. It really worked. Whatever was happening with me was the real deal, and it didn’t appear to be going away soon. The urge to grab her by the hair then—to force her to look into my eyes until she was properly transformed and perfected like Gia had been—was very nearly overwhelming.

Victoria was fucking hot, and I could have her whenever I wanted.

But only nearly so. I kept my gaze to one side, and didn’t press on. 

Having a beauty like Victoria being my worshipful slave, especially after how long she’d been a bitch to me, was quite tempting. But the wrongness of it was too much. Gia had been an unavoidable accident, ultimately excusable in some ways. But for Victoria, there would be no excuse unless I wanted to go full-bore into supervillainry. 

Victoria walked away silently, her steps a little staggered, leaning occasionally on the bookshelves for support.

“Just...just look after her,” she said, her words slightly slurred. “Strong man that you are.”

I hoped to do just that. 

* * * * *

At the same time that I was mindfucking Gia and transforming her—however inadvertently—into my personal bimbofied fuckslave, Amelia was still dazed and walking through the streets of Bloomingdale Heights, looking gorgeous as ever in those tight pants and that hot little sports bra. 

Her mind was pretty well fucked up from having looked at the book, but the symptoms of this were somewhat different than they had been for me. After waking up and seeing me dazed, she wiped herself off and headed outside the library—ignoring Gia on the way—and set herself out into the town.

All that she knew was that she had to get as far away from me—and the book—as possible. The light show from the book had spooked something terrible in her psyche, and the sooner she was done with it, the better. 

When Gia had tried to stop her, a thousand different responses had come to Amelia’s mind, but none of them were able to break the tranquil surface of the sea of strange contentment that had settled over her mind.

When the book had transmitted to her—and let’s just use that word, shall we? Transmitted. Nice, easy word, and it’s what I’ve taken to calling what I did to Gia and Victoria and later, others. 

Anyway, when the book transmitted to her, she didn’t receive the kind of sexual bliss that I did. Instead, she was filled with a sense of purpose and serenity, one that was quite hard to break free of.

But break free she did. Walking through the streets of Bloomingdale Heights, in a small district with a lot of small trendy shops (a vintage record store, a custom pet food shop, a specialized vinegar vendor, and so on), she entered an alley and got her foot stuck in a chain. With her mind being so gone and occupied, trying to decipher the endless combinations of symbols and passages from the book running through her head like a fleet of interconnected trains, by the time she finally noticed she was caught in the metal she was thoroughly entangled.

And so she reached down and snatched at the links, almost instantly pounding them into dust between her fingers and her palm.

Pretty seriously strong stuff in her fingers. Basically the moonshine of super-strength, which she had just discovered she had. The haze in her mind, at this point, was just about gone, with the shock from discovering her strength evaporating the last of it. 

In her hands, she had held strong, American-made steel, and with about as much effort as she put into holding a pencil, she had crushed it into powder. 

“I said give me your motherfucking money, man. You motherfucking deaf?”

Muggings were historically pretty rare in Bloomingdale Heights, but a recent rise in methamphetamine use had increased the amount of undesirables in the city. Amelia had come across one such encounter behind the grocery store where she had found herself. Two men were circling each other at the far end of the alley next to a dumpster. Curious and a bit amazed at what was happening, she picked up the chain—more carefully this time—and approached them.

“Fuck off, man,” said the fellow being mugged. “Just fuck off and leave me alone, okay?”

This man was positively dumb, as really the appropriate response to a man waving a knife in your face is and always will be “Do whatever he says.” He was well on his way to a stabbing.

And then Amelia threw the chain. It caught the attacker around his arms and neck, tying them together and knocking him down. The victim jumped, surprised, and then let out a cheer when he realized what had happened. 

Amelia, though, was concerned that she had thrown the chain too hard and ran to the attacker to see if he was okay. 

Unfortunately, he was. Furious at being thwarted, and no small part of this fury coming from the fact that he had been thwarted by a pretty woman dressed in yoga pants and a sports bra, the man stabbed Amelia right in the side. The blade broke off at the hilt and sparked along the alley way. Amelia stood up and looked down at where she had been stabbed—not even a mark on her flawless, tanned skin. 

The victim ran off, squealing something about angels, and I can’t blame him. If I had been rescued from death by a woman as beautiful as Amelia, I probably would start believing in capital-g God too. 

The attacker had big, wild eyes. Amelia shoved him hard into the ground on his stomach, pushing his arms behind his back. Then she took a nearby pipe and wrapped it around his hands and arms, leaving him in place. 

She knelt down in front of him. He was drooling and crying, terrified out of his mind. For a moment, she just looked at him. Then, smiling, Amelia patted his face.

“No more muggings.”

He nodded urgently. “No more. No ma’am.”

“Good.”

She got up and walked away—then, thinking for a moment, jumped. 

Seven seconds later she landed on top of a building a half-mile away with a hard thump, sending dust flying everywhere.

She was tough. She was strong. She had a hell of a high jump. 

Something incredible had happened to her. Amelia had powers, somehow.

And there was no doubt in her mind that she had to use these powers only for good. 

* * * * * 

After Victoria left, I took Gia out of the bathroom. 

She was naked. Her body rubbed against mine with exuberant desire, and she landed soft, pleading kisses on my chin and neck.

“Sire,” Gia whined, her fingers buried in her cunt. “Pretty please can I suck your cock again?” Her eyes lit up. “Or...or, you can fuck me? You can fuck me right, Master. You can fuck me so good. You can just get me so pregnant and fill me full of your babies. It’ll be so, so easy, Daddy...please?”

Her easy transition between all these titles—Daddy, Master, Sire—was making my cock as hard as a rock. How was anyone supposed to deny a virgin bimbo goddess who so desperately wanted your cock, and your cock exclusively, to fill up her tight young body?

“Where did your clothes go, Gia?”

“I...well...” she shrugged. “Having them on was like, making me all horny and stuff. So I got rid of them.”

Her naked, erect nipples pushed fervently into my chest. They were rock-hard.

“And you’re less horny now?”

She giggled, kissing my chin. “Not really. But that’s fine, right?”

Something wet was on my chest. All of Gia looked wet now—wet and shiny and fuckable, lubed up, ready for work—but she was only actually incredibly soft. Her hair was the exception—it was definitely soft, of course, but it didn’t look wet. It looked more luminous, sending off rays of pure blond into the atmosphere. Anytime her head moved, her long tresses each decided to try and out do each other, shimmering madly like spun gold. 

I looked down at her body—especially her tits, which had been pressing against my chest. And there was the source of the wetness—her nipples were leaking milk. 

“F-fuck...” I said. 

My cock, before, had been relatively silent, if hard and ready. More panicked and distraught over the situation than anything else. But now, to see that milk, it began to shout with lust, demanding that its lust be slaked and soon.

“It’s for you, Master,” she said, sliding one finger over the warm liquid. “Just for you. To show you how nice and fertile I can be for you.”

At first, she rubbed it into her skin. The healthy shine of her skin automatically increased where she rubbed it in, sending a soft, pleasant aromatic thrill into the air. Then she slid another few drops up to her mouth, tasting herself. 

That was crazy erotic to me—seeing that milk. I can’t say that I had a thing for milky tits before that, for lactation. 

But seeing this young, beautiful creature before me, so clearly fertile, so clearly in need of my cock and cum, with gigantic, mind-bogglingly perfect tits that were leaking milk because she was so fucking turned on by my presence...that was having an effect in some primal, deep place in my mind.

Her other hand—the one that had been pushed up into her cunt, slid up to my chin now and sneaked her milk-covered fingers forward into my mouth. She tasted—as I suspected—like some mega-drug-laced form of honey. 

“Please, Daddy?” she whispered, her voice a soft, aching coo. “Please won’t you fuck me rotten? Won’t you fuck me until I can’t walk anymore? I need your cock so bad, Daddy. I want you to fuck my big leaky, milky tits. I want you to fuck my tight little asshole. I want you to fuck my mouth like it’s my cunt. And I need you to fuck my cunt, Master, so bad, I need you to fuck me until I’m nice and big and preggo for you, and even then I want you fucking me still. Please, Sir, oh please?”

As she begged, her hands had fumbled with my zipper, taking a quick, soft hold of my straining cock, and I was helpless to stop her. Her hands were covered in milk still, and so her lactation quickly mixed with my precum lubrication, sending marvelous sensations up and down my masculine fabrication. 

A man can only take so much—and I was at my limit from all her begging. The soft strokes of her hand on my cock, so insistent and gentle, happy, needy, with her eyes so big and blue and pleading—that pushed me over the limit for sure.

“Fuck,” I groaned, precum spurting onto the shiny surface of her skin. “Fuck, yes.”

The sound that emanated from her was half-giggle, half-moan, and all desire. She slid down to the ground with her legs spread wide and, with her grip still steady on my cock, I followed her down. Every part of her was so smooth and warm. 

I lost myself in her body, immediately rubbing my face in her huge, milk-wet tits. Her moans increased—I could feel the bliss trembling through her body at my touch. As I did, my cock ground against the outside of her cunt, pushing on her clit. 

As my cock pushed against her clit harder, I could feel her, almost immediately, cum beneath me. 

“Y-yes, Master!” she moaned. “S-so good, Master!”

I ground into her more, taking her nipples into my mouth and licking and sucking wildly. The taste was paradise to my taste buds. Leaning forward more, I throttled her tiny body and shoved it up against my hips, preparing to enter. First, though, I leaned down over her face. 

“I’ve wanted to do this for a long time,” I said, stroking her face. “A long, long time.”

“Anything.” Gia’s eyes were clear and full of love. “Anything you want, Master.”

I kissed her long and deep, feeling my precum spurt out more onto her belly. The sensation was clearly ambrosia to her, this combination of her Master’s kiss and essence, and she came again, bucking beneath me with her tongue thrashing wildly in my mouth. 

More, more, more—all I wanted to feel was more. My hands ran across the tight surface of her ass, squeezing and pinching. I rubbed my face in her thick, long, flawless hair, so silky soft—like it had been made in some factory specifically designed to create surfaces to turn me the fuck on. I kissed furiously at her face, her chin, her jaw, her plush lips, everywhere.

“Tell me you want me,” I said.

“I want you, Sire.”

I pushed in on her harder, pulling her so tight against my body. 

“Tell me you need me.”

“Yes, Master! I need you.”

That vengeful edge was taking control of me again, right in line with the furious nature of my boner. 

“Tell me you fucking love me, you bitch.”

Her eyes were big, close to tears. “Master, I love you! I love you so much, Daddy! I-inside,” Gia begged. “Inside me, p-please! S-so clooose...p-please, Master...”

Her arousal was at a fever pitch and so was mine. I slid my cock backward, positioned it just so, and then plunged in. 

Her pussy was heaven. Every part of her clenched me. I could see the shockwave of pleasure building from her cunt to her face, every muscle twitching, her body contorting and rolling like it had been caught in an earthquake. 

She needed this. Needed me. Wanted me. Loved me.

And right then, right as she came with my cock inside her, shouting my name—that was, of course, when Victoria found us. 

We hadn’t been very careful. I should have ordered Gia to be quiet, or failing that, gagged her somehow. Maybe I should have just been satisfied with fucking her beautiful mouth. 

But I wasn’t, and I hadn’t, and instead I was caught by Victoria with my cock inside Gia.

The very bimbofied Gia, with bigger tits, gorgeous longer hair, and all-in-all a complete makeover. She had a passing resemblance to the beautiful young woman she had been, but she was now a much more sexualized, hentai-like version of what Victoria had known.

“What the fuck is going on here?” Victoria demanded. 

Shit. Shit.

Shit shit shit.

I looked down at the beautiful bimbo goddess whose legs I was wrapped between—humping her still—and then back up at Victoria. She looked hot as fuck in that tight little blue dress, just a tiny black sweater between my eyes and the endless bounty of her heavy, hot cleavage. Her legs, long and glamorous, were shown off even more by the tall heels on her tight suede knee boots.

“I supposed ‘nothing’ isn’t going to be quite believable?”

Other good answers: “Not what it looks like” and “I’m fucking my mind-controlled sex slave, what does it look like, idiot?”

My cock, so fucking in love with Gia’s pussy, could not stop thrusting and pumping inside of her. I needed to feel more of her, needed to fill her up. 

“St-stop that!” Victoria demanded. “Stop that at once. Stop...stop assaulting her!”

“N-no!” Gia moaned. “Don’t stop. Don’t ever stop, Master. Please! Don’t fucking stop until you make me pregnant!”

I tried to stand up, but Gia just held on, dragging me down. Summoning my strength—and not very much willing to stop fucking either—I lifted her slender frame onto my thighs and powered the both of us up. Gia squealed with delight—“Master is so strong!”—and started milking my cock for all it was worth. 

“Victoria,” I huffed, in wonderment at my own lack of premature ejaculation with fucking this insane beauty clenching my rod so tight. “Please, don’t. You don’t understand...”

I had more to say, but Gia was squeezing in a very particular way with her cunt. Whatever bimbofying effects my gaze had delivered, apparently, a very thorough Kegel routine. 

“I understand perfectly. Good lord, will you two stop fucking?”

We would not. I shoved her against the nearby shelf of books, sending several tumbling down to the floor. Gia screamed delightedly. Her nails dug into my back, raking and sliding, as she nuzzled the bottom of my chin. She was so soft. I wasn’t going to stop if she wasn’t.

“N-no,” I said, shaking my head. “Give us five minutes.”

“Ten!” Gia called.

“I’ll give you ten seconds,” said Victoria. “Then, I’m going to call her parents, first of all. And then I’m going to call the cops. If her father doesn’t string you up, then I’ll make sure the cops know that Harry Lexington’s kid has been having a great time defacing public property, how about that?”

“Deface...” I pulled myself from Gia’s grip just slightly. “Defacing public property? What the hell are you talking about?”

“That shelf, and this carpet, and all these books belong to the library, which belongs to the people. I’d say engaging in intercourse right on top of all of it is a pretty good example of defacing, wouldn’t you?”

She was being serious. This was no idle threat to get us to stop fucking right in front of her, which somehow we still had not. She really, absolutely was going to have me arrested for fucking Gia.

That would bring suspicion from the police. That would bring questions—questions I couldn’t answer. How did Gia get this way? What had I done to her? How was I involved?

They wouldn’t have any strict proof that I had actually intended to do anything. But the fact was that Gia had been transformed and I was obviously involved. 

A thought then occurred to me. It was distant—it was goddamn remote—but it was a thought and it was the only one I had.

I looked into Victoria’s eyes—full on. Before, I had only glanced in her direction. I had a gorgeous woman wrapped around my body, after all, and I was very busy fucking her. My cock still pistoned forward into Gia’s tight, fertile cunt, and I was getting so, so close to emptying out inside her. 

“Don’t you look at me while you...you...perv...you...”

Her words slowly began to trail off. She moved her mouth up and down, but sounds stopped coming out. Holding Gia tight, I walked closer to Victoria and shoved her against the bookshelf next to my fuckdoll. Our gaze never broke. And, in being unbreaking, it began to intensify.

The harder I fucked Gia, the more light that began to sparkle between our transmission. It turned bright pink, and brighter still as I closed in on my orgasm. Victoria breathed fast, transfixed, her limbs immobile. 

There was, at first, something in her eyes that looked like panic or fear. Like she knew what was happening, like she was trying to fight my control. 

There was more struggle to her than Gia. She was older, more mature, more intelligent. She’d been through a lifetime of men trying to take advantage of her. But even so, all I had to do was not let my gaze waver. 

“Fuck her mind, Master,” Gia moaned. “Oh, yes, fuck her mind while you fuck me...get me fucking pregnant while you fill her with your will, oh sweet god, yes please, Daddy!”

Gia, cheering me on like that, was the final straw. A gorgeous bimbo fuckslave who was turned on by the thought of me mindfucking some other beauty to make her just like Gia’s own bimboized self? It was too much. I erupted inside her sweet teenage cunt, filling her eighteen year-old body with my sperm.

And even as I did, I did not break my gaze. I came harder, with more volume, than I could ever remember doing in the past. Load after load shot from me, spray-painting the walls of Gia’s womb, and I did not break my gaze.

Instead I watched, cock twitching and spurting, as Victoria’s thoughts emptied from her mind and all her willfulness, bitchiness, and spite dissolved into nothingness before the might of my will.

To Victoria, now, I was God. I was her everything. I could see it in her eyes; I knew it in my bones. I had changed her. Slowly, the transmission between our eyes faded, and she sank to the ground. I sank down too—somewhat exhausted from fucking Gia so thoroughly. 

Victoria, drooling and senseless, dropped to her knees. A low moan exited her mouth, eyes fixated on my Gia-wet cock still halfway inside my teenage loveslave. 

She really was a gorgeous woman, I thought. This was the first time I had seen Victoria at peace, without her every movement and word being fueled by spite and anger for me. 

I began to hope, oddly, that she had been able to live a nice life in her own private time. That she didn’t go home and fume about me, trying to dream up ways to make my life hell. That just sounded exhausting, you know? To hate that much. 

But the thought faded. None of that would be very much a problem anymore for her anyway. She was, for better or worse, my slave now. There wouldn't be an ounce of hate left in her mind anymore.

Slowly, I exited Gia’s beautiful body. She was rubbing her belly already, a smile on her face. 

“I can feel it, Sire,” she moaned. “I can feel it already. I just know you got me pregnant. I know you did.”

“Good,” I said, looking only at Victoria now. “That’s a good girl. Clean me off, would you?”

Gia nodded happily and knelt down, sliding her plush mouth around my cock and licking me dry. I took Victoria’s face in one hand and then the other, turning her this way and that. 

She seemed more out of it than Gia had when I hit her with the Gaze. 

That’s what I’m calling it now—the Gaze.

Cumming while I tranced her must have added to the effects somehow. That’s my deduction anyway, and as far as I know, I’m the only expert around on the subject. 

“Victoria,” I said. “How do you feel?”

Victoria shook and twitched, as if suddenly turning online. Her eyes slowly rotated toward mine, and her face softened into a joyous grin. 

“I’m just wonderful, Master. How are you? Do you require my services?”

“I don’t know. Are you my slave?”

She nodded eagerly. “Yes, Master. I’m so very much your slave.”

“You’re going to obey me from now on, then?”

“Obey you...from now on.” The words filled her with pleasure. “Yes, Master. With all my heart.”

Her face had broken out into an exultant smile. I owned her. All I had to do was solidify the terms. 

“I am your Master, then. And I do require your services.”

I had taken her in a moment of desperation. But now that I had her, there was a lot to take care of. And I still needed to find out what the hell had happened to Amelia. 

# # #

Bimbo Gaze 2



––––––––

A day had passed, and Victoria had become fully bimbofied, just like Gia had. She was obedient to my commands, pliant to my will, eager to obey, and had nothing on her mind but pleasuring me and giggling all her cares away. 

At that moment, early in the day with the sun coming up, she soulfully sucked my cock while Gia used the small kitchenette in the break room to make us some breakfast. We were in the library.

As part of her bimbofication, Victoria had also regressed in age about twenty years and could easily pass for an eighteen year-old. That is—an eighteen year-old with a pair of enormous 38DD tits that shook off gravity like it was out of style. Her skin had become wrinkle-free, shiny, and deeply tanned. Her muscles were toned and tight, every portion of her body completely fuckable. Her waist was no larger than eighteen inches, and her hips were at least forty-four inches. 

Everything about her made me think of breeding—endless, hard, furious breeding until she was so pregnant and so full of my cum that she wouldn’t even be able to drag herself out of bed in the morning to suck my cock. 

She looked every part of the beauty queen that she had been in her youth—and then some. She could make millions at any porn studio in the world, and that was before making half the actors cum in their pants after just a sight of her in a tight outfit. 

Naturally, her outfit now was tight, short, and skimpy. The girls complained of furious itching if they wore anything that covered a lot of skin or didn’t show off their beautiful curves very well. So Victoria—formerly my conservative, lovely, mature boss—now looked like a porn star out for a hot night at the club. 

Six-inch platform heels, pink and acryllic, were on her feet. Neon pink fishnet stockings wrapped around her legs. Then she wore a tight minidress that fit her like a tube, pushing her tits up and together, creating an easy mitt for my cum to drip into as she sucked my cock. 

Gia’s outfit was similar, though she wore white instead of pink, and had a fun frilly collar on her neck. I liked that collar, and wanted one for Victoria, even...but I still wasn’t sure enough of myself to demand such a thing. These outfits had come from Gia’s closet; the hot teen had a wild side even before I transformed her. 

But still, their current state was plenty outrageous. 

She—Gia—walked in to the small area in the top floor of the library that I had arranged as a bedroom of sorts—with a thick air mattress and a great number of pillows and blankets. In her hands, she held a tray of toast and eggs and juice. She knelt down in front of the bed and made the food ready.

“Your food, Master.”

I eyed it, looking down. Victoria’s soft slurps filled the quiet of the library.

“There’s no milk in this, right?”

She looked a little sad. “No, Master. I promise.” 

Last night, I took both girls to Victoria’s house to gather her things. As I waited for Victoria to pack, I told Gia to make me a drink from the bar, and that I didn’t care what it was. Gia, in her bimbofied wisdom, decided that the best drink for me was whiskey spiked with some milk from her delicious tits. 

Of course, once I realized this, I poured the drink out and ordered her not to give me any of that again. It was very tasty, but it was also...unsettling. I was aware that the mere fact of their helplessly aroused lactation—secreting warm milk from their tits when they were turned on—did things to me, but it felt strange to pursue it. 

And then there was the matter of the power-mad fantasies even just a sip of that milk gave me. Not two minutes after tasting that drink, I was facefucking Gia in the corner of the bathroom, ordering her to cum on every fifth thrust into her tight, warm glove of a throat.

And that was after just a sip. I shuddered to think of what might happen to me if I began to drink it in earnest. As it was, it seemed to have some kind of effect on my loads—they came more easily, more frequently, and with much greater volume. I spray painted Gia's hot blonde body in my cum after that fervent facefuck session. 

Gia had to enlist Victoria’s help to clean all the gooey mess off her face and out of her mouth. Of course, Victoria had been only too eager to comply. 

The food Gia had made smelled delicious. Victoria was spectacular at sucking my cock, but I needed some sustenance. Gathering my will, I unleashed a hot, heavy load down her throat on command. 

That was something I could do now. Cum on command. It wasn’t always on time, and it wasn’t always quick, but if I gathered enough will, I could make it happen. 

The world was a strange place and only getting stranger.

As I came down her throat, I watched Victoria’s beautiful body writhe and buck beneath me as she swallowed all I had to give. Slowly, as the load dissipated, she removed her mouth from my cock and looked up at me, smacking her goo-covered lips and smiling. 

“Thank you for breakfast, Master.”

So—this was how my life was now. 

Somehow, I’d managed to bimbofy two of my co-workers at the local library. Well, my co-worker and my boss. It started when I found a mysterious book downstairs in the basement. The book transmitted something into me—some kind of ancient, arcane power—and I had now accidentally twice used that power to transform two otherwise completely innocent women.

I mean, they were gorgeous women beforehand, and I definitely wanted to fuck them, and I was definitely tired of them treating me like shit just because of some stuff my family had been involved in over the past decade or so—but I didn’t want to turn them into mindless, obedient fuckdolls.

Well, no more than usual, I mean.

Of course I wanted to do that in a fantasy sense. Of course I had all kinds of fantasies about that sort of thing—I’m a guy, what the fuck do you want? Eager fuckdolls are arousing, and I’ve got to jack off to something. 

But to have it in reality was so thoroughly wrong and dirty that if it weren’t for the constant stream of appreciative cooing, gleeful affirmations of my greatness, and steady supply of hot sex with gorgeous women, I don’t know how I’d live with myself.

Needless to say, my life had changed, and I had to learn how to change with it. I was, the day before, just in the middle of trying to figure out exactly how to do that. To say that it would be tricky was quite the understatement. 

After some deliberation, I decided to just move in to the library for the time being. 

It was the only safe play I could make. The key to survival right now—the key to a plan—was to avoid suspicion entirely. Once somebody was suspicious, once somebody started asking questions, there would be no way for me to keep the truth from getting out. 

Victoria and Gia's tits advertised “Look at me! Everyone look! Come see! Come talk to me!” To have them out in public until I got more of a handle on my powers—and them—was a no-go. 

I lived in an apartment complex with thin walls and a lot of nosy neighbors. There was no way to keep a pair of fuck-crazy sex slaves there, completely gorgeous to boot, without people wondering what was happening. Plus, Gia and Victoria happened to be rather effusive in their praise of me. They would sometimes break out into soft songs, slowly building momentum as they improvised choruses on the spot, and would only quiet down if I ordered them too or shoved my cock down their throats.

With how dim their intelligence seemed to be, I didn’t quite trust that an order once followed would be permanently followed. Perhaps they’d start fingering themselves thinking about my giant cock up their asses and forget about how being discreet and quiet was the most important factor. 

Or maybe not—but the point was that I had to play it safe for the time being. 

For similar reasons, Gia’s house was totally out of the question. Her parents lived there. Apparently, they were out of town for the next two weeks—so that gave me about fourteen days to figure out a way for her to reasonably not live there anymore or to just figure out how to domesticate her enough that she could live there and not raise any questions. 

I knew in theater that sometimes girls taped their tits down to appear more flat-chested like, men, and I wondered if maybe the same thing would work for her. But, until I figured that out, I couldn’t take her home anyway—she had neighbors, and there was Amelia to consider.

Amelia, apple of my eye. Desire of every part of my dick. If there was a woman in the world I’d consider using this power on with full willingness, it would be her. There was not a whole lot I could think of to prevent me from doing just that—to transforming her perfection into total abject worship of my masculinity—but there was enough moral conscience left to stay my hand and to keep away. 

Victoria’s house was also out. Again, too many neighbors. She’d have people asking about her gentleman caller and his huge-titted whore. (I didn’t really see anyone looking at the way Gia dressed and not assuming she was a whore). 

So—I had Victoria put up a sign at the front of the library—”Closed for Renovations.”

The three of us were the only employees anyway. It was the one library in a small town, and we never got much traffic to begin with. But just to keep it safe, I kept us all on the second floor, far away from the front door where anyone might walk in. 

I didn’t know what my next move was. Gia, whining, ached to suck my cock. 

This was the real problem. I could see in her face—and in Victoria’s—that it was a very real ache. I had tried the night before to go without sex after fucking Victoria for the first time. I promised I wouldn’t touch them again. But after two hours of not following my orders, both girls appeared to be in very real pain. 

The way they might have transformed into these new sex-ified forms was artificial, true, but the needs they had now were very real. And if they didn’t get my cock on the regular, then they were hurting—and I couldn’t have that. 

For god's sake, I wasn’t a monster. 

I called Gia over and told her to kneel as I started eating the food she had prepared. It was delicious—something of a miracle with the paltry half-kitchen we had in the library. 

“Suck me off, doll. I've got to think.”

Even after just giving Victoria her own breakfast, I was still raring and ready to go. My cock, once hard, stayed that way for a while.

There was a part of the old her in Gia still—I could see it in her face. Real or imagined, it filled me with guilt as her lips slid over my cockhead and took me in deep. Her groans were all pleasure. 

I knew that no matter what, I had to figure out a way to help these women return to normal. And even more than that—I absolutely had to make sure that no other women were turned into my slaves.

* * * * * 

Meanwhile, back at her house, Amelia had been up all night like I had, similarly a boundless fountain of energy for reasons that weren’t entirely clear to her. Her mother was a championship seamstress and had all manner of cloth and fabric in the house. As she had grown up, Amelia had been asked to help out on several of her mother’s projects, learning her way around a sewing machine in the same way that Victoria knew her way around sucking a damn good cock. 

So, Amelia spent all night making herself a costume.

Yeah, she was pretty sold on the superheroine idea. It just felt good to her to be doing good. But she knew, too, that you couldn’t just run around and fight crime in shorts and a tee shirt, or whatever. You had to have a costume. 

And superheroes wore spandex.

“Fuck,” said Amelia, staring at her costumed self in the mirror. “I am fucking hot!”

She stood in the sewing room near the door, pushing her hands up and down her tightly-clad form. To say that she looked hot was a dramatic understatement. The first time I saw her in that outfit, I was pretty sure I didn’t want to fuck anyone else wearing anything else for the rest of my life. 

It was, naturally, skintight. The main substance of it was a white and blue sleeveless leotard. It barely covered her ass—in fact, it mostly didn’t, revealing quite a bit of cheek and mostly just sculpting around the edges of her crack, like yoga pants on steroids. It was strapless, wrapping around her neck, leaving a little circle above her tits to show off her cleavage. 

Why had she decided to show off that much cleavage? That much ass? That much skin?

“I look so fucking good!” she said again, running a gloved finger across the tight, taut, perfectly built structure of her teenaged ass.

That’s pretty much your answer. She wasn’t bimbofied like Gia or Victoria, but there was still something definitely sexual happening to her. What it was wasn’t exactly clear to her yet, but it was there. 

The outfit did not stop there, oh no. Skin tight white-and-blue boots wrapped all the way up to her thighs, leading down again into tall heels. 

(Why do superheroines all fight in heels? Not that I’m complaining. Seems so uncomfortable, though...)

Then she had long blue gloves, skintight again, wrapping up around past her elbows. The piece-de-resistance was a mask that fit across her face, resting above the bridge of her nose. 

Her hair was long and thick, a bright, brilliant chestnut color that was impossible to look away from. 

She was deadset on changing the world and looking sexy-as-fuck while doing it, and she had the body for it, to be certain.

In fact, overnight, her body seemed to have become more sexy somehow. She was definitely stronger—she knew that already—but she also looked stronger. She had been in good shape already from lots of yoga and running, but now her muscle tone was more pronounced. Her physique was still undeniably feminine, though, to the point where she would even look soft and pliant in the arms of a three-fourths-in-shape mope like me. 

Amelia was going to fight crime. She would kick ass, take names, and look like a young goddess doing it.

Much had become enormously clear to her over the past day since her encounter with the book in the library basement. She had been living a rather selfish life. 

No, she hadn’t been bitchy (at least, she hoped not), or greedy, or mean, but she had been living purely for herself. At nineteen, she was still sticking around her hometown so that she could build up her wealth by living with her parents. She wanted to be able to enter the business world at the age of twenty-two after graduating college and immediately earn at least seventy thousand a year. Then, she would be a CEO by the time she was thirty—preferably of her own tech start-up company already taking the world by storm. 

But all of that seemed kind of...empty now, to her. So she would have all that money—so what? Would that really fulfill her? What did she actually want?

And then she would think about how she had helped that man in the alley. How good that felt. She had helped him. He might have been stabbed, and he definitely would have been robbed, and she had stopped that from happening. By tying up the mugger and calling the cops, she had taken a criminal off the streets. 

Wasn’t that what it was all supposed to be about in the first place? Looking after your neighbors. Sticking your neck out for the less fortunate. Wasn’t that what made a person good?

And now—now she had a chance. A chance to be someone important. A chance to do real good. She was strong, she could jump like crazy, she was super tough, and she probably had some other nutso powers that she didn’t even know about yet. 

That was a good thought. Having more power. 

But there were more thoughts running around in her brain—competing, even if indirectly, with this new philanthropic notion taking a hold of her brain. 

The thought occurred to her, for example, though somewhat dimly, that she was in dire need of a fuck. And that it would be rather difficult to find a good fuck with her body incredibly strong now. Even if she could control her strength up to the point of sex, who was to say, during her pleasure, that she wouldn’t lose control and break some poor mope’s dick off?

She needed someone super. Someone like her—someone special strong. Was that possible?

What if...well, Ethan had been changed like her? Was that possible? He had been right there when the book had opened, after all. It wasn’t so far-fetched a theory.

But still...she frowned at the idea. She thought of me as some weirdo creep with a mega-obvious crush on her banging hot body. She knew that crush was justified, but that didn’t mean it was altogether welcome. After all, if she wanted to be ogled by men she didn’t like, she could just go get a job at a strip club or something. 

Anyway, that was all besides the point. As much as she was desperate to be fucked—and god, was she ever, staring at herself in the mirror and blowing herself hot little kisses and come-fuck-me glances, needing to be fucked by some big huge fuck-off stud who could turn her into a little obedient good girl because he was so fucking strong and amazing—there were more important things happening now. She was going to be a superhero!

She had to decide on a name. She’s got her powers from that book, she was pretty sure. 

Maybe she would be Book Girl? Book Babe? Bookworm?

Those were all pretty dumb. And it was hard, too, to name herself after her powers. 

Jump Lady? Strong Woman?

She’d have to think on that. Maybe Gia would have a good idea.

In fact—totally! That was a great idea. Gia was a smart cookie, and heck, she’d probably be super-concerned about Amelia anyway. She had a vague recollection of Gia trying to talk to her yesterday at the library and Amelia totally not paying enough attention to her. 

She’d have to show Gia. Her little sister was going to freak out when she found out Amelia had fucking super powers!

* * * * * 

“Hello?” came the call. “Helllooooo? Is anybody here? You’re supposed to be open, hello?”

The voice reverberated through the library—some young woman had gotten inside somehow. I had been sure to lock the doors and the windows, so I had no idea how she made it indoors. 

Shit. 

Shit, shit, shit. The plan was already going to hell. 

At that particular moment, it was about two hours after my breakfast and I was balls deep in Victoria’s pussy. She had been begging me all morning to be as pregnant as Gia already so clearly was. 

And Gia was pregnant, by the way. Not even a day after I fucked her rotten and filled her up with my cum, she already had the hints of a baby bulge showing in her tummy. She was that fucking fertile. 

Or, I was that fucking virile.

Maybe both. 

Weird occult magic dropping on your life isn't a science, you know?  Unanswered questions are more of a rule than a possibility.

I was a little more terrified than I was impressed, but only a little—and my arousal beat out both of those emotions. I still had a lot of fucking to do to Gia’s body, pregnant or no. The way she constantly begged for my cock made her hard to turn down, and I'm pretty sure her thick tits were getting even thicker due to her new state. 

The thought had occurred to me, dimly, that these girls had a lot of control over my life already even though they were the ones calling me Master. Really, it was their desires that won the day. 

Didn’t I not want any slaves? Didn’t I not want to be fucking them constantly, spiraling myself ever further into an ethical quagmire? 

And yet, there I was, fucking and fucking, doing every last thing they wanted me to do.

Was I really in charge of these women at all? 

When all they wanted was to adore me and pleasure me, did I even want to be in charge?

I wrapped my hand around Victoria’s throat as I continued to piston inside of her. My balls slapped hard against the taut, hard surface of her incredible ass. I held up a finger to my lips and shushed her. She nodded, eyes glazed over with orgasm, and bit her lips as she came again. Her vibrations encouraged another round of heavy, hot thrusts from me. 

Her tits were so big now that I couldn’t grab her throat without losing my arm in her massive cleavage. The titflesh was warm and inviting, and all I wanted to do was sink further into it. With my cock, maybe—but only after I had properly impregnated Victoria.

Just like Gia, a part of me knew—as much as I denied it—that I deserved to have as many pregnant fuckslaves as possible. And the thought of her belly bulging, her tits growing like Gia's...my orgasm was getting dangerously close.

“I really need a few books!” the woman called. “Can someone here help me? Is someone up there?”

Her steps began to rattle against the old stairs. They were in desperate need of repairs, like much of the library. She would need to be gotten rid of, and quietly. 

For some reason, I nodded at Gia. “Go take care of her.”

Gia nodded brightly, setting on her way with a happy bounce in her step at following orders.

“Gia!” I hissed. “Wait!”

She stopped immediately and turned back, smiling quizzically. She was not quite naked in her tiny minidress, but no one would believe that a real woman would just walk around like that. Her very existence was an excuse to start asking a whole hell of a lot of questions I didn’t want answered. She needed to, at least, cover up a little.

“Put on the robe, first. And don’t answer any questions. Just...make sure it’s quiet, okay? Take care of her.”

Obediently, she put on the thick white robe that had been tossed on the ground. Now she looked like a model in a sleepwear advertisement instead of a lingerie advertisement, which I supposed was an upgrade. Her hair, thick and blond, piled on one side. There was something crazy erotic about seeing her like that—imagining her as some eager young bride, waiting for her husband to come home to her, fresh out of the shower and desperate to feel her Man’s cock drive her against the wall and never stop fucking her for months. 

I suppose it would be obvious to say I took out the sudden force of this fantasy on Victoria’s pussy, pounding as hard as I could. Her moans were quiet, but audible. 

Now—why did I think that putting Gia in charge of a delicate situation like that was the best plan? Why was assigning a brain-drained happy fuckslave to subtly coerce an unwanted guest into leaving was a good idea?

I honestly couldn’t tell you that. What I can tell you is that Victoria’s picture-perfect cunt wrapped around my cock felt more amazing than I could have ever imagined. My orgasm was approaching faster and faster every second. 

I still had my hand wrapped around her throat, pulling her tight against my body. Her chest smashed against mine, leaking hot warm milk everywhere as her nipples rubbed up and down my bare torso.

The level of my arousal had, as had become common, obliterated my more common senses of decency. 

It occurred to me that I had never gotten an apology from Victoria. She had been a bitch to me from the second she hired me; hired me, in fact, purely to make my life as difficult as possible. It was a diabolical thing to do, and I wanted her to regret it. 

“You were always a fucking bitch to me,” I said quietly, throttling her a little tighter. “You apologize for that.”

I knew already, from conversations with Gia, that Victoria’s recollection of her life before being my slave was hazy at best. It would been thought of as some kind of dream life—a nightmare she was delighted to wake up from. 

But she played along, if for no other reason than her Master was fucking her and so she had to obey. 

“Yes,” she nodded, her voice soft. “Yes, Master. I was a fucking bitch to you. I’m so sorry. I apologize. Y-you ne-never...never deserved that!”

Her voice became high-pitched at the end as another orgasm rocketed through her system. I slapped her face lightly and shushed her again—stay quiet. 

“It was wrong of you to deny me. Wrong for you to treat me like such a cunt. You should have been fucking begging for my cock.”

“So wrong,” she moaned, nodding—even though she had no recollection of ever treating me like that. “So wrong to deny you, Master. I should have worshiped you from the second you arrived.”

“You’re just my little cockslave now. My fuckwhore. You’re happier being my bitch, aren’t you, slut?”

“Y-yes!” Her smile was ecstatic. “I’m s-so happy, Master. So happy! Your cock is so, so good...”

“And what do you need now? What do you want from your Master, cunt?”

“P-please...” Victoria whined softly. “Please get me pregnant. I promise to be such a good mommy...I promise, Daddy, oh please...”

“That’s right,” I growled. “You fucking slut. You whore sex slave. My little bimbo. My bimbo wants Daddy’s cum, huh? You want Master’s load emptying out into your fucking snatch?”

Her eyes were wild. “Please, Master. Please!”

“You got it, bitch.”

I talk a big game about not wanting slaves or bimbo fuckpets for someone who calls women bitches all the time when I’m fucking them—but hey, dirty talk is fun. 

I suppose you could say my conscience is "conflicted.” 

My alignment is “Chaotic Aroused.”

Twitching, spasming, my balls unloaded and my shaft erupted inside Victoria’s tight fertile body. She trembled with bliss, mouth moving up and down, wording out “thank you, Master” over and over again without making a sound. My cum spraypainted against her womb, filling her totally, marking her as mine. I could smell how pregnant I had gotten her, my thick cum sliding slowly out from her tight hot cunny and onto the floor.

I pulled out of her, slapping her tits playfully. She smirked and sat up, rubbing her belly worshipfully. Thick milk ran down from her nipples, covering her hands and intermingling with the cum pooled around her pussy. She lathered it into her body like it was sunscreen—all of the stuff she didn’t slurp down, that is.

“I can feel it, Master,” she said. “I can feel how pregnant I am already...I’m so lucky to be yours...”
A part of me still doubted that she could already feel herself being pregnant—doubted that I could smell it—even though Gia clearly was—bump and all—and I had only fucked her for the first time yesterday. But if Victoria said she knew she was pregnant, then ultimately I had to bet that she was. Gia had acted the same way yesterday—announcing that she could feel it already. 
“All done, Master!”

Gia hopped back up the stairs, smiling brilliantly. 

“You took care of her?”

“Yes, Master. Just like you said. It was totally quiet. You don’t need to worry about a thing.”

Victoria leaned forward, pushing her tits on my shoulder and kissing at my ear. “Master never worries about anything. He’s so fucking strong...”

Her hand wrapped around my cock, still pulsing and semi-hard. I had just cum, but being around these beauties made you forget about silly things like “sexual exhaustion” and “human limits.”

Plus, I’m pretty sure that whatever the tome had done to give me the Gaze had affected something in me physiologically as well. My loads were certainly bigger, and my cock felt bigger when it was hard. I hadn’t gotten a good look at it, though, mostly because every time I had a hard cock I was stuffing it deep inside Gia or Victoria somewhere. 

But as pleased as I was that Gia had obeyed me and took care of the problem, something was wrong. It took me a minute to realize it after that gratifying fuck session with Victoria. 

“Wait,” I said, looking at Gia up and down.

The last time I looked at her, she had been clothed. In fact, I had specifically told her to put on a robe.

Now, her beautiful, shiny-gorgeous body was naked and wet. Milk ran down her tits and slid across her taut belly in erotic tendrils. 

“Yes, Master?”

“Didn’t I tell you to take care of our guest?”

“Oh yes, Master. I did just like you said. We were quiet the whole time. I put lots and lots of my milk in my mouth, and gave her a big long kiss before she even knew what was happening. Of course she swallowed it all. Then, as she sucked from one titty, I used the other to fill up a cup for her to swallow. Now she can be yours, just like all pretty girls should be!”

Her smile was unceasing, her eyes glimmering with zealous desire. 

“Y-your milk will enslave her?”

“I’m not sure, Master? But I am pretty certain that it will change her. She’s already so, so pretty. She’ll be even prettier soon. More submissive. More easy for you to alter and enslave with your Gaze.”

“But...b-but why would you do that?”

“Because you told me to, Master.”

“I told you to take care of her! To get rid of her! We don’t need more slaves, Gia! Why would you turn a perfectly innocent woman into my fucking slave?”

She looked at me blankly. “Because she’s really, really pretty, Master. A redhead. You don’t have one yet, and I thought you would like one. Did I do wrong, Master?”

“Yes, you fucking did wrong. You did very wrong, Gia!”

Immediately, she collapsed to the floor, bowing and scraping, her face like a wounded dog’s. She cried and begged for my forgiveness, moaning that she didn’t understand, that she only wanted to make me happy. 

I didn’t give a fuck. Somehow, I had to take care of this new problem.

* * * * * 

My father had created all kinds of problems for other people in this town. So many problems, in fact, that they had all come to hate him. He was blamed for all their economic and financial woes, and to tell you the truth, everyone that blamed him was probably right. 

His embezzlement and spread of corruption had sunk this town for years to come. Maybe for good. Maybe industry would never come back. And all because he had been greedy. All because he hadn’t had a good bone in his body, and certainly nothing good enough in him to look after others.

Take it from me. He was my father, and he had plenty of spare time to go on long debauches with my mother and drag her halfway across the world to get drunk in new places. He had time for smoky business meetings in cigar halls and he had time to sink rival businesses into the ground. 

But he’d never had time for a holiday with me. I think you could—for the entirety of my sixteen years of life while he was alive—you could fit my time with him into about two and a half months. 

Not great.

So what I wanted more than anything was to not be like him. I didn’t want to be associated with him at all—the town was mad at him, and I was mad at him. When they blamed me for stuff that he had done, it really pissed me off, mostly because I didn’t want to have anything related to him on me at all. 

Except that land out in the county, I suppose.

Anyway, I didn’t want to be him. He was selfish. All he cared about was his own pleasure.

And yet, here I was—with a whole lot of opportunity to be nothing but selfish. To care about nothing but my own pleasure. And that was exactly what I had been doing so far. 

Slowly, I walked down the steps of the library. I could hear soft, eager moans at the bottom of the stairs. Above me, Gia was still crying, anguished and confused. I felt bad about that, but there wasn’t a whole lot I could do about it at the moment. First I had to see for myself what had happened to our visitor.

I found her in a big, wide loveseat in the reading section near the mystery titles. 

At the very least, Gia was right. She was pretty. Very pretty, and very redheaded. 

I gulped, feeling my cock twitch excitedly.

She did not notice me, as she was far too busy stuffing her fingers into her cunt and gyrating her hips up and down. She had a big swooping skirt that went down past her knees and a tight a-frame top that was straining now before the massive weight of her suddenly 36D tits. Her top had, in fact, become a crop top—and I could see how toned and delectably shaped her torso was underneath. 

She had thick, long red curly hair that was growing longer and thicker by the minute. I watched it slide down past her shoulders, then down her back, and then down the thick pillows of the chair. Her body was dotted with freckles, her skin pale and becoming paler—more pristine, more pure. 
At least that was different, I thought. I had started to wonder if every girl affected by...whatever I affected them with would become a crystallized , tanned, blond bimbo. 
And what had affected this beautiful girl?

It wasn’t my gaze, that was for sure. Gia had said she had kissed the girl, right? Kissed her with...with her milk in her mouth. 

Was that what changed her? Did that make it different, somehow? Was there a bond to me—would she still be my slave?

Her bag was splayed out on the ground behind the loveseat. I bent down, looking through it. Books on chemistry, biology, physics. Taking a lot of science courses. She was a college student somewhere. 

After a minute or so of searching, I found her student ID. Her name was Maureen Kincaid. 
Lovely name. I hoped she could go back to her life soon. Maybe the best thing would be for me to get out of there. Just see if this wore off on its own. Go back upstairs, talk to Gia and calm her down. Apologize to her for yelling at her. 
Really, the whole thing was my fault. Victoria’s achingly hot cunt had distracted me from being specific, and that was a mistake. It was dumb to blame Gia.

So, there. I’d go upstairs, explain it all to Gia and Victoria, and spend time with them while we waited for this girl to burn out on her own. Maybe it would be better in a few hours? The milk might not have the same effects long-term as my Gaze, after all. 

I stood up, happy with my plan, and saw Maureen had moved from off the couch. She stood in front of me now, looking at me with hungry eyes.

“Cock,” she moaned, licking her thicky, puffy lips. “Give me your cock.”

Uh oh.

* * * * *

Amelia was positively overflowing with excitement as she made her way to the library. She made it there by jumping from rooftop to rooftop through the city, stunned at how easy it was to move around so quickly like this with her new power. 

It took her a few tries to get used to the landing, but soon she got the hang of it. In high school, she had competed in cheerleading and in gymnastics both, and so a little rough and tumble wasn’t out of the question for her. 

And it was so much fun to jump through the air—to feel the wind flying through her face, to be above so much. She could see almost the whole city from her jump. She expected that if she really tried to jump as high as she could, she would be able to see the whole city, no problem. 

She felt powerful and in control for the first time in her life. A whole new world of opportunity was available to her, and all she had to do was go out there and grab it by the brass ring. 

She arrived at the library, touching down in the grass covered in dark shadows on one side of the building. Tufts of dirt and plant life exploded outward underneath her—she built up a lot of momentum in those jumps. Her heels dug in hard into the ground. 

A little thrill filled her, excited to tell Gia. Maybe Gia would even want a ride with her? And then maybe...maybe things could progress...

There was a sexual edge to that notion, new and unfamiliar. Exciting for that very reason. It wasn't like Amelia could say Gia was unattractive. In fact, her little stepsister was so, so pretty...

There were a lot of changes happening to her. They weren't all physical. 

Something odd broke her strange, semi-incestuous reverie. The library’s front door was forced open. It also had a sign saying it was closed for renovations. Gia hadn’t told Amelia about any needed renovations.

But then...Amelia had been downstairs in that awful basement with Ethan. Maybe he’d convinced Victoria somehow that they needed updates? She rather doubted it. She knew Victoria would distrust anything I had to say on the simple principle of me being Ethan Prince. Amelia herself didn’t see what all the fuss was about my father and my name (which was probably another reason I was so hopelessly crushing on her). As far as she was concerned, living in the past was a good way to get buried in the quicksand of life. 

But still...Victoria might have listened to me. The basement was in awful condition, and maybe the city had a little extra money for funding repairs somehow.

Even if that was all true, though, then why had the door been forced open? Amelia examined the door. 

It appeared that only the knob lock had been broken. The deadbolt hadn’t even been set. Whoever had locked the doors must have not paid close attention to what they were doing. 

(For reasons such as a dripping wet cunt, desperate to be filled with the holy cock of their one and only Master, I would imagine.)

Weird. 

She stepped inside, cautious. Maybe there was a burglar. Maybe someone was in danger. 

“Please!” she heard. 

It came from the second floor. More shouting and yelling, most of it indecipherable. 

“Please!” the voice said again. It was a woman’s voice. “Please, give me that cock. I need it so fucking bad! I need to be filled, oh fuck. Oh god, it hurts not to have it, please, please!”

Amelia rushed upstairs, rather certain she had misheard what was happening somehow. Through the stacks she searched, looking for the source of the voices. They had stopped—or rather, they had become very low. Her powers didn’t include super-hearing, and so she had to tilt her head, trying to suss out where the noise had come from. 

Her plan became methodical, working row by row. As she came closer, she heard giggles and heavy, sexualized moans. It became more and more apparent that something intensely strange was happening—perhaps some kind of sexual assault.

That was, in a way, fine by her—because that was exactly the sort of horrible happening that she had been put on this earth with these new powers to stop.

But what she found, turning a corner, she was not prepared for by any stretch of the imagination. She had no idea anything so debauched, so insane, could actually exist on the planet.

What she witnessed was me with my cock shoved deep into Maureen’s mouth. Gia and Victoria held her arms, keeping her down on her knees while I thrust in and out of Maureen’s sweet, hot lips. And as I fucked her mouth, I stared deep into her eyes with the Gaze.

What can I say?

I didn’t want to do it. Not really. I didn’t want to make her my bimbo slave like the others. That was wrong, and I was adamantly opposed to fucking up another person’s life.

But at the same time, it had been unavoidable. She had cornered me on the ground, ripped my pants off, and slipped her mouth over my cock. I opened my eyes—one time—just to see what was happening.

That was all it took. That one look had me Gaze directly into the eyes of my newest cumslut, and once looking at her, the transmission began. Gia and Victoria had found us, apparently drawn by the transmission, and sank to their knees in worship as they witnessed the christening of the new slave. Like they were watching the Red Sea part or water turned to wine, their eyes were filled with religious fervor as they held Maureen down with one hand and filled their cunts with the other. I stood up, more comfortable standing over Maureen as the Gaze emptied out into her, and that’s when Amelia walked in.

She was furious, as you might imagine. 

From my perspective, this was all a simple misunderstanding. Somehow, I’d been roped into become a super enslaving bimbo master of some kind. I could turn women into fuckslaves at will, cum like crazy, and fuck like a beast. I had no real control over any of this. Women near me were just in trouble, merely by the virtue of me being me. 

But, Amelia’s perspective was probably closer to what most people would see. She saw me sexually assaulting a young woman with the assistance of two other nearly unrecognizable blondes. 

“Let her go!” she demanded, approaching fast.

I heard the words, but I couldn’t react. When I had the Gaze on, it was on, and that was that. I couldn’t tear away from Maureen’s eyes any more than I could bend steel.

Amelia could bend steel, though, and she could bend my body any way she pleased. Her fury escalating, she picked up a book and whipped it at my head full strength. 

The Gaze was broken and I tumbled to the ground, groaning in pain. A knot the size of a golfball immediately formed on my forehead. It was a good thing it was a paperback—a heavy hard cover probably would have killed me.

“The fuck?” I said, shaking my head. 

Maureen continued to suck my cock with fervor and glee, shoved forward by Gia and Victoria, both girls so desperate to see me cum. 

And as I looked on who had attacked me, cumming is exactly what I did. 

How the fuck could I not? The girl of my dreams was approaching on me—angry, yes; furious, in fact—wearing the tiniest, hottest superheroine outfit I had ever seen. I came like crazy, looking at Amelia, thinking only of Amelia, imagining her somehow kneeling before me forever. Wearing that tiny, skimpy, tit-heavy outfit. Christ. I wanted her so fucking bad. My load emptied out hard and hot into Maureen’s mouth, filling her throat and tummy with my sticky seed. She came, vibrating and thrashing before me, as Amelia continued to approach.

“Leave her alone!” Amelia demanded. 

She grabbed me by the foot and swung me through the library. Like, through the entire library. I moved through dozens of feet of air. A thick trail of cum was spread out from the growing space between my cock and Maureen's mouth. Finally I landed, a shelf breaking my fall. And by “breaking my fall,” I mean that a shelf probably broke most of my body. I was fairly certain I had rib fractures. My left arm felt splintered. 

With me incapacitated, Amelia looked to, what were in her mind, the “victims.”

“Are you girls all right?” she asked. “Do you need a hospital?”

Maureen swallowed, eyes glazed and heavy. “I need his cock, is what I need.” She hiccuped, hot sticky seed splashing against her lips. “Need my Master’s cock...”

“Yes, Miss,” said Gia. “Don’t hurt our Master. We need him. Please.”

“Don’t hurt your...” Amelia shook her head, taking off her mask. “Gia? Is that you?”

“Amelia? Are you a superheroine now?” Gia giggled. “That’s so cool. You’ll look so sexy sucking Master’s cock like that.”

“What the fuck...” 

Amelia was aghast. Yesterday, her sister had been a lovely eighteen year-old cheerleading captain. She was svelte and hot, her body clearly built for as much fucking pleasure as a regular man could get from her. 

Today, her sister’s was the porn star to beat all porn stars. That same svelte, hot body had been supercharged with shining skin, an ocean of golden blond hair, and a frankly enormous set of tits that would have been ridiculous if they did not look so goddamn sexy on her tiny frame.

“What happened to you, Gia?”

“Master changed me,” said Gia, cheery. “He made me better. I’m his perfect servant now. Just like you’ll be, soon. Won’t that be fun?”

“I serve no man.” Amelia stood up tall and held out a hand. “And neither will you. Take my hand, Gia. I’ll take you from this awful place. We’ll find someone who can help you.”

Gia’s mouth twisted. “I don’t really...wanna, though? I’d rather be with Master. Isn’t that right, Sir?”

As Gia distracted Amelia, I’d had enough time to get back up on my feet and sneak up behind Amelia. My plan was to use the Gaze and make her submit. 

I gave in. I bowed out of morality. I didn’t give a fuck about what was right or wrong. I only knew two things anymore.

One—Amelia would probably kill me if I didn’t get the situation under control.

And two—I wanted to fuck her in that tight fucking spandex more than I had ever wanted to fuck anyone in my life. The entire time she’d been talking with Gia, I’d been staring lustfully at her perfectly sculpted ass, carving out a place in that leotard that belonged in a museum where the whole of humanity could witness it and jerk off forever. 

And so as she turned, I unleashed with the Gaze on her.

At first, it worked perfectly. She seemed stunned, transfixed. Whatever she was going to say bubbled away, and her mouth began to move slowly up and down without any words. 

But something was wrong. She fought it—and hard. Her eyes, while going dim, were still not entirely glazed over. I think I could only use the Gaze so many times a day—certainly not twice in such a short period after just using it on Maureen to enslave her almost totally. 

As the transmission really got going—the sparkling pink light from my eyes to her—she grabbed me by the throat and shoved me away. 

Perhaps it was intended as a light shove. As it was, though, I was smashed through a series of bookshelves. More bones broken. Probably a concussion. Gia and Victoria and Maureen all screamed and ran after me. 

“G-get...get me out of here...” I commanded them, my grip on consciousness fading.

Victoria turned to Maureen then. “You have to distract her. We’ll get him out of here.”

Maureen nodded. My hold on her was just minutes old, but she was already as loyal a slave as I could ever dream for. She approached Amelia, ripping off what remained of her clothes and strutting slowly. 

“Get out of my way,” said Amelia. “I’m going to kill him.”

“Kill him?” Maureen giggled. “Oh, you don’t want to do that. Not really. Do you? Don’t you want to just fuck me instead? You could, you know.”

Amelia’s head was foggy and full of lust. Though my Gaze hadn’t worked all the way, it had left an effect. And so Maureen’s offer, which before would have barely been considered (Maureen wasn’t Gia, after all, and that was the only woman who Amelia was really attracted to, whether she was conscious about this or not), had to process for several moments in Amelia’s brain.

“Fuck you?” Amelia shook her head, wondering why her pussy felt so wet at the thought. “No. I don’t...no.”

“Don’t you want me?” Maureen asked, giggling softly. “Don’t you think I’m so, so pretty?”

“I...I need to stop...” she staggered, shaking her head. Thoughts were slow. There was a purpose in her, and it was clear, but it was buried beneath a mountain of sexual desire that was impossible to fight. 

Her hands slipped down Maureen's perfected, huge tits, sliding over their sensuous curves, her fingers dallying at the nipples. Amelia made a small round “oh” with her perfect lips, drool gathering around her teeth.

But she summoned her will—a valiant effort—and pushed Maureen aside. She was gentle, but it was too late. I was already gone. 

* * * * *

Victoria drove the car. I told her to get out of the town—to get somewhere isolated and alone. Maybe a farm.

She took me at my word. I drifted in and out of consciousness with Gia urgently trying to push her tits into my face.

“Stop,” I said, slapping her away with my one good arm. “Let me be.”

“B-but Master, I need to help you. I need to—”

“I am hurt,” I said plainly. “Leave me be. Be quiet. No more talking. None.”

I could see in her big, teary eyes she had more to say, but I didn’t care. I was done with listening to her, to both of them, for the time being. This was a disaster.

I was broken, battered, and beaten. Amelia had kicked my ass and then some. I desperately needed the attention of a medical professional, and yet going to a hospital was out of the question for me.

For one, I couldn’t explain away the existence of Gia and Victoria by any stretch of the imagination. What was I supposed to say, that I got beat up at a secret porn star convention in town? 

No.

For two—and more importantly, in my mind—if I was in the hospital, there was no way I could stop myself from looking in the eyes of the doctors and nurses. Maybe I could come in blindfolded, but to work on all the broken bones and contusions on my body, they’d almost certainly need to put me on some kind of anesthesia. Would that stop the Gaze from working? What if I was unconscious but it happened anyway? What if I bimbofied some nurse in the middle of setting my arm?

This was a shitty situation and I had no idea how to get out of it. 

Victoria drove me into a barn somewhere on the far side of town. It was a ranch—owned by who, I couldn’t tell—but they didn’t seem to be home. The place was abandoned enough for us to get inside their fence with no problem, and for Victoria to open and close the barn door without being noticed.

Once inside, she turned off the car and pushed back the seat of the hatchback, giving me something of a bed to lie on. The hair of the golden beauties tickled over my bruised chest as they worried over me. Their fingers shadowed around my cock, but neither dared to touch me there. They knew I was too hurt.

Now that we were safe, together, I felt it acceptable to just lie back and die. I didn’t see what else I could do, and I knew that with as many injuries as I had, dying was soon on the docket if I didn’t get medical attention. And medical attention was, as I said, strictly out of the question.

Consciousness floated in and out, the girls talking at me, talking to each other. I could see them trying to work on some plan, trying to see what orders they could follow from their hurt Master. But I had none to give. 

At one point, I thought I saw Victoria slap Gia, ranting angrily. She was taking control, all right. I wondered if that was because she was older, or simply because I had clearly favored her more than Gia. 

It was weird—how I loved fucking Victoria more. It had been Victoria who had hated me more. Maybe that's just part of my fucked-up wiring.

I drifted back into consciousness with Victoria’s tit in my mouth. Her milk leaked down the back of my throat, with more coming as she squeezed her hefty breast. 

“Please, Master,” she said, her voice calm. “You need us so badly. Let us help you.”

I was too weak to resist. Too weak to do anything but comply. Even the pain had begun to drift away, overwhelmed by my body's need to shut down. Everything inside of me felt loose and disconnected, my vision was blurry. Gia floated over Victoria’s shoulder, squeezing her tits, warm milk running down Victoria’s beautiful body and following the trail to her nipples and then down into my mouth. 

My assumption is that they would accidentally drown me. I thought this to be a fair end—crazed bimbo master accidentally killed by his two brainless servants. It was fitting and ironic, good enough for a play. Maybe a story. 

But that’s not what happened.

Instead, the pain and disconnection began to subside. What had been a throbbing whale slamming up and down on my body became a giant bodylifter punching me from side to side. Then, that became a bowling ball tossed into my gut. Then, that became hot pine cones burning underneath my back. And then even that became warm feathers brushing against my sides—and then nothing at all. 

I felt healed. Whole. Entirely. I sat up, stunned. My body was weightless and strong.

I stretched out my arm. Totally fine. No breaks at all. I touched my ribs. One hundred percent complete.

“What happened?” I asked. “How much...what day is it?”

My assumption was that I had been out for weeks or months while I healed. How else would this have been possible? What had I missed? Who was President?

“It’s just a couple of hours since we left the library,” said Victoria. “We took care of you, Master. We are good slaves.”

Gia nodded. “We try so hard to be good slaves, Sir.”
Her eyes were still full of tears. She’d had a rough day. Not enough that she’d seen me brutalized so thoroughly—she had to be yelled at by me as well. 
“It was your milk, wasn’t it?” I asked. “Your milk that healed me.”

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison, nodding with bright blue eyes. Their hair glimmered, golden fountains of fuck-fueled decoration.

“Come here,” I said to Gia.

She obeyed, coming close, and I kissed her softly on the lips—and then deeper still, crushing her body against mine. 

“You are forgiven,” I told her, sliding my tongue down her perfect neck and biting at her chin and jaw. “I forgive you. Master loves you.”

I can feel her trembling with orgasmic pleasure at these words, all worry being extinguished from her body, her entire self spasming with pleasure. She moans and pushes against me, her emptied brain focused entirely on giving me pleasure.

“Thank you, Master,” she breathes, puffy lips tracing against my naked chest—so hard and muscled now. “Thank you so much.”

My cock needed to be inside one of my bimbo sluts, and it needed it right then. I pushed Gia down onto the floor of the hatchback and shoved my big cock between her tits. 

And my cock was big—even bigger than before, just like the rest of me. As I slid my shaft between Gia's thick, milking pillows, I took Victoria by the small of her back and latched her tit to my mouth, drinking in deep.

The need to cum was almost overwhelming. Whatever was in this milk really was making me more virile. I could feel my balls pulse and become even denser, filling up with babymaking batter. 

“Coat me in it, Master,” Gia cooed. “Coat me in your seed, please, Master?”

I was too turned on—too ready to go—to hold out for long. I wanted to coat her in it. Squeezing hard on her huge nipples, I jammed my cock forward and into her mouth, so fucking big now that she was able to take a huge portion of it into her lips while I was titfucking her. 

“Victoria,” I growled. “Get on top of her. Have her eat your fucking pussy.”

The older girl obeyed instantly, happily, sliding her body over to be in perfect alignment with what I wanted. And so, soon I was pumping in and out of Gia’s tits, coating my cock with her hot, delicious milk all the while. Victoria sat on her face, Victoria beautifully eating out her pussy and licking at the shaft of my cock, while I sucked harder and harder on Victoria’s tits. 

I wanted all the milk she could give me. It was like I had a mainline to all the power in the world. 

As I sucked more and more, my body transformed more and more as well. I grew taller. More muscular. My body becoming dense with the muscle, utterly hard, stronger than steel. I became—in appearance and in fact—like a fucking hulk of a man. 
Stronger than Amelia. 
That was maybe what encouraged me to cum more than anything else. More than even the huge grapefruit-sized balls that now hung beneath my cock, producing enormous volumes of white hot seed—the knowledge that if I had to, I could overpower Amelia and make her mine at any moment. 

I was in charge. I was their Master in name and in reality, for the first time. 

“You fucking...fucking bimbo sluts...” I groaned, feeling that perfect pitch of hot rapture spreading up from my hips out to the tip of my cock. 

I erupted all over them—my slaves, my sluts, my concubines. I sprayed first deep all over Gia's mouth and Victoria's pussy, and then pulled backward, continuing to cum, spraying a thick layer all over Gia's enormous tits. Even though I had emptied out at least a quart already, I kept going, spraying on Victoria's body, and then pushing Victoria down by the hair and latching her mouth down on my cock to drain me dry. 

When finally I let her go, she looked brain-damaged, her face utterly blank except a simple, empty smile. Gia, beneath us, looked much the same. 

My cum was all-powerful to them. It was the source of all life and meaning. 

I owned them completely, and I was more powerful than I had ever been before. 

# # #

Bimbo Gaze 3



––––––––

“Fuck...” Amelia moaned, rubbing her pussy unconsciously against side of a steel-frame chair. Her thighs were wet from her own arousal, her crotch positively sopping. Thoughts sprinkled slowly into her head, disorganized and cloudy, her field of vision narrowed down to the stunning vision of herself in the dim reflection of the nearby sliding glass door.

She was at her parent’s house in her kitchen, her mind in a daze, her body in open revolt against the desires of her brain. Her pussy was wet. Her nipples erect. Her breaths heated and slow, heaving in her tiny superheroine costume. She filled it out perfectly, her tits on display, her fertile fucking hips ready for grabbing, her ass absolutely sculpted by the tight spandex. 

Every part of her was sweaty, hot, and aroused, and even though what she really wanted to do was track down her sister and save her, what she needed was a solid fucking.

It had been ages since she’d cum. Even before her transformation, before her powers, she had not cum for days. 

Amelia was just nineteen years old. Yesterday, she’d been given enormous power—super strength, super toughness, super jumping. All kinds of super. She was already super hot—that one had been taking care of all by her own genetics, gifting her with gorgeous tits, an angelic face, effortlessly sexy hair, long beautiful legs, and an ass that just wouldn’t quit—but the powers had enhanced those too, giving her greater musculature and much more confidence. 

Now, in her kitchen, rubbing her crotch against the steel chair, she didn’t feel very super. She felt weak and helpless. In her tiny white-and-blue superheroine suit, a spandex leotard with skintight gloves and high-heeled boots, she looked like she was more ready to suck supervillain cock than to stop any kind of robbery. 

“Fuck,” she moaned again, thinking about supervillain cock. Thinking about cock. “Need to...fuck...”

“I can help you.”

On the floor in the living room, adjacent to the kitchen, was Maureen. Maureen was already a beautiful young redheaded college student before I encountered her. Then, she was dosed with the special milk of my very first slave Gia, and she became even sexier—and then, purely by accident, I promise—I enslaved Maureen with my Gaze.

I’m still not entirely sure what the properties of my Gaze are. I know, though, that by locking eyes with Maureen, I had ensnared her into my service for life. She was my obedient cockwhore, and the only reason she was with Amelia at that moment and not with me was because I had used Maureen to escape. 

Otherwise, Amelia would have ripped me limb from limb.

Which, I’ll admit, was probably deserved. I had been trying to use the Gaze on Amelia on the time. It didn’t work, though, I think because I had just used it on Maureen. It has a recharge time, even when I'm at my strongest.

There—now we’re all caught up. It’s a big magical mess, and everyone is too turned on to think properly. This is why Amelia had taken Maureen home with her and tied her up in the living room to keep her from masturbating and moaning out my name. Amelia's parents were out of town, but not forever, so it was only a temporary solution.

“Shut up,” Amelia said to Maureen. “I don’t need any help.”

“You sure sound like you do,” said Maureen. 

She was sweating too. Sweating, and squirming, from a complete lack of orgasms for the last six hours. 

And yet, even so, her mind was a bit sharper than Amelia’s at that point. After all, she had the razor focus of complete obedience to my cock and will operating in her corner. 

Amelia only had sexual confusion. She could feel burgeoning feelings of attraction, but it was nebulous and not centered on anyone in particular. There was just raw desire, pushing at every corner of her being and threatening to take over her life.

It wasn't focused on me, how it should be. The way she should always be. 

“You’re the one who needs help,” said Amelia, walking into the living room. She stood above Maureen, struggling to keep her hands solely on her hips (and not sliding up and down her luscious curves) in a sort of authoritative gesture. “You think you have a Master. You think you’re a slave.”

“I do have a Master.” Maureen sighed contentedly. “And I am a slave.”

“That’s exactly what I’m talking about! No one owns you. You’re your own woman. Don’t you remember the real you? The non-enslaved you?”

Maureen’s face squirmed. This was clearly an uncomfortable topic for her. “I have some dim memory of it, yes.”

Amelia squatted, taking Maureen’s face in her hands. “Remember that time! Take strength from it! Return to it. Can’t you see how much better it was?”

Maureen nuzzled her beautiful face against Amelia's gloved hands, purring contentedly.

“Not really,” said Maureen. Her voice was a soft song. “I was unhappy constantly. I thought my life revolved around grades and the expectations of others. I thought I was in charge of my fate.” Maureen shook her head, smiling sadly. “Can you imagine anything so silly? I’m much happier now that I belong to Master.”

“But...but you could be something else.”

“And so could you. Why, you could serve Master too.” Her eyes lit up. They were big and blue. “His big strong cock sliding in and out of that hot cunt of yours.” Maureen turned her face, kissing Amelia’s hands softly. “I could get you nice and wet for him. He’d forgive you. You’re so fucking beautiful. I know he’d forgive for all that nasty beating. He’d let you right back into his service and make you a good, sweet little bimbo babe just like me.”

Amelia, in her arousal, forgot to withdraw her hand from Maureen’s kissing attentions for several moments. When she finally noticed, she snapped her arm back, like she had seen a snake.

“Stop that.” She shook her head, standing up. “I don’t want that.”

“It would be so easy, wouldn’t it?” said Maureen, licking her lips slowly. “So easy just to come right here and let me go so I could lick you. Or...” she giggled. “You don’t have to let me go at all.”

“Wh-what do you mean?”

Amelia knew exactly what she meant. It was clear Maureen had the upper-hand, even though she was all tied up.

“Why, I don’t need to be untied to work my tongue. You can see that, surely. You could just come right over here and let me eat you out. Tasting pussy makes me cum. Master is so thoughtful that way. He’s going to have so many slaves, you see? And if he has so many slaves, he can’t fuck them all in one day. So he makes sure we can cum from pleasuring each other. It’s not as good as his cock, but nothing is. So, I’ll take a hot pussy like yours any day. Anyone would. My Master definitely would.”

“Don’t you understand?” Amelia shook her. “He’s...he’s twisted your mind! He’s making you say that! He brainwashed you!”

“I had such a dirty mind, though. Dirty with all those thoughts about all kinds of stuff I didn’t need. A dirty, dirty mind for a dirty, dirty girl. Dirty thoughts about getting a degree. About living for myself. About not wanting to be married or have kids.” She sighed again, so happy. “I cleaned away all those pesky bits about not serving his cock exclusively, though. Or, Master did it for me. All those dirty, dirty thoughts about not only loving him forever, not looking pretty all the time just for his pleasure. Though, I suppose, for the right girl...I could get pretty dirty again. I could be a very dirty girl, in all the right ways.” Maureen looked Amelia up and down and bit her bottom lip. “Would you like that?

The problem was, of course, that Amelia would very much like that. She wanted it more than anything she had ever wanted anything else at that moment. 

She needed—badly—to cum. 

No more thinking. No more justifying. She ran to the bathroom and, inanely, locked herself in. In less than a second, she was ripping her spandex down and sliding her fingers up into her juicing, aching cunt. Her thumb ran across her clit, squeezing just right, and her hips pounded forward to shove her fingers even deeper. 

“Shi-shiit!”

Her orgasm overtook her body almost instantly. She lost all control of her movements, her body. With her super-strength let loose, she kicked through the door, bucked her way back into the sink until it was rubble, and smashed her shoulder through the wall. And she didn’t give a fuck, because she was having the sweetest, hottest, most perfect cum of her life. 

It gripped her entire body in a glove of pleasure, massaging and vibrating her right down to her core. Everything felt good. Everything was white, hot, and pleasure.

For minutes and minutes, she felt high—completely out of it. Her head slid through the rubble on the floor. Drool spilled out of her mouth. She looked like she'd had an aneurysm. 

As she floated back down to earth, she could hear Maureen singing softly. 

“Soon, you’ll serve Him...soon, you’ll cum for Him...soon, you’ll kneel for Him...soon, we’ll all be His...” Her voice was so sweet. She was so clearly in love. “Soon, you'll serve Him...soon...you'll cum for Him...”

And the more of her mind Amelia felt return to herself, the more she feared this was true. Because she’d just had the cum of her life—and already she could feel herself getting horny again.

* * * * * 

Meanwhile, I was having the time of my damn life. 

I’d already found out that the milk from my bimbo’s tits made other women bimbofied just like them. And I had found out—thankfully—that it was powerful enough to heal the wounds in my body, perfectly repairing broken bones and completely eliminating bruises from my skin. 

Amelia's brutal beating of my body was not only nullified, but a distant memory.

Because what I had only just started to find out was that it didn’t just make me heal—it made me stronger. Taller. More built and chiseled—more muscular, more capable of Owning and Destroying anyone in my way.

All night long, I stayed up fucking Victoria and Gia in the barn where we were holed up. I fucked them in the car we brought with us until I finally started worrying about its suspension—my weight was drastically increasing, going up well past three hundred pounds. All of it was solid muscle. The car's axle was squealing like it was going to snap in half.

So, we moved onto the hay. If they were uncomfortable, they didn’t mention it. In fact, they didn’t mention much at all outside of their usual rounds of thankful, plaintive moans and pleas for more and more of my cock to fill their cunts up. Both girls were irrevocably pregnant and looking to be more and more so by the day. 

Both had thoroughly noticeable baby bumps—nothing outstanding, but enough to where, in the tight clothes they wore, a passer-by would easily be able to tell that their fertile bodies had been absolutely fucked rotten by a complete alpha male. 

It wasn’t like beauties of their caliber would let any other sort of man fuck them. Their hair was long, thick, and stretched down past their asses in the kinds of glamorous locks that would make even other women look twice.

Before I began to drink their milk wholesale, they were the ones who exhausted me. 

Now, it was the day after the fight at the library. The sun was coming up, and I stood over them, my cock dripping a steady stream of heavy, intoxicating precum. I felt like I could fuck for another week if I needed to. 

Their milk was the difference.

The fact was, I needed to have more bimbo slaves like them to serve me if I was going to keep my mind straight. 

There was about a ten minute period after each fuck where—while I wasn’t soft or tired—my thoughts cleared up and I could form a plan. But when I started getting horny, that was that—I needed to fuck, end of story. 

The milk, again, was the difference.

And more than just the need to fuck was the need, specifically, to fuck Amelia.

Goddamn, she looked so fucking hot in that fucking superhero outfit. And the idea that I could fuck her—that I could own her—was more than I could stand. More than anything, I wanted to start bounding through the city, searching door by door for her and mindfucking every woman hot enough to serve me as I was on my way. 

But...I didn’t need to. Patience would benefit me here. Amelia would come after me. After all, I had her sister.

Gia was really her stepsister, but the two had known each other since they were young. 

Maybe Amelia was smart enough to see through that ruse—the ruse of using her sister as bait. After all, she had already seen the bimbo that Gia had become. Maybe she’d try to draw me out. I’d need something more. 

Gia slept on the ground beneath me. I nudged her with my foot, turning her over. She moaned, kittenish, wrapping herself around my foot.

“Wake up, girl,” I said. “Daddy wants his dick sucked.”

Stretching and purring, she slid upwards and wrapped her lusciously sexy mouth around my cock mid-yawn. I got to witness her beautiful face slowly wake up as she realized how godly my body had become. Her hands ran over my abs—the actual abs that I had, stacked like marble shelves—and squeezed hard at my rock hard buttocks. 

I could see in her face the new levels of worship she felt for me. She would have loved me no matter how I looked, but she definitely loved her Master being strong and huge. I think I was close to seven feet tall now, but without any kind of measurement it was hard to tell.

Soon, Victoria was up too. She pressed her pregnant belly against my side, her tits wrapping around my arm. Thick, warm milk leaked from both pairs of bimbo tits as the two beauties adored my new body. 

“God...Master...” Victoria moaned, eyes wide and full of gentle tears as she witnessed my cock in Gia's mouth. Like she was witnessing poetry come to life. “You fuck her mouth so nice...”

Gia took more of me in—deep, taking all of me into her throat and slurping and sucking hard, her body perfectly designed to take an Alpha of my magnitude. 

The door to the barn swung open suddenly, its creaky hinges screaming in agony. 

“The fuck is going on here? Who are you...you...youuuuu...”

The man who kicked the barn door open was middle-aged. He wore overalls and a straw hat, very committed to the whole farmer look. It was fun to watch his expression go from outrage to shock to glazed arousal as he witnessed the two huge-titted blond bimbo goddesses making hot love to what must have looked like some kind of perfectly built Adonis statue. 

He wouldn’t have been a problem at all, except that he held a shotgun in his hands. It was a long sucker, double-barreled. And, while I was rather certain I could survive a shotgun blast to certain areas of my body, I didn’t want to take any chances. 

My cock was out, all right?

Not to mention how fucking protective I felt of my two girls. 

“Victoria,” I said, nodding at the man, “take his gun.”

“Yes, Master.” 

Victoria, smiling at getting to obey, strutted over toward the stunned farmer, her tits jiggling in mesmerizing fashion. She was totally naked except for her heels, five inches tall if they were a centimeter; I’d ripped everything else off during our fuck-sessions. 

“N-now, see here, Miss. You gotta...these premises, they’re mine, see, and you gotta...you have to...”

His gaze was helplessly transfixed upon her tits. She nodded encouragingly all the while as he talked, smiling, and then she slipped the gun from his weak, trembling hands. 

“Have...have to...have to...”

He was inhaling deeply, taking in breath after breath of Victoria’s sweet scent, and not to mention the thick combined scent of our fucking in that barn for hours now. I could see the straining erection pushing against his pants. And then, as Victoria’s finger came achingly close to his, taking the gun, I saw his erection start to gush hot seed all over his pants. He fell to the ground, trembling, watching, his face pained and blissful at the same time.

“S-so pretty,” he grunted. “S-so pretty. I need to...need to...n-need...”

His hands reached up to touch Victoria. She swatted them away with the butt of the gun. I was pretty sure I heard bone breaking. My cock twitched harder.

Super. Fucking. Villain.

Victoria handed me the gun with Gia still sucking my cock. I considered what to do. We couldn’t have the man walking around. And though at this point I was pretty well-committed to gathering a few more fuckslaves for my harem, and one superslave in particular—I don’t think I was ready for cold-blooded murder.

You have to build these things up over time, after all. It’s like a business.

So, with Gia slurping up and down, spitting on my cock for more lube as she jerked me and lovingly kissed the unbelievably thick head, I decided at least to take care of the gun. Victoria fingered her cunt as she watched me bend the barrel of the gun until it was a long hook shape.

“Fu-fuck...” the farmer grunted. “Oh. Oh f-fu-fu-f-fuc—fu...”

“I think what you’re trying to say is...” I paused for a moment, gifting Gia with a heavy load down her throat. I closed my eyes, feeling completely secure as I came, emptying briefly into my blonde goddess’s tummy, absolutely covering her throat all the way down. In just a few moments, my balls would be at capacity again, a never-ending fuckfactory of babymaking seed.

“Ah. Much better.” I removed myself from Gia’s mouth, my half-hard cock slapping against my thighs. “The word you’re looking for, little man, is ‘forget.’ As in, ‘I promise to forget everything I’ve seen here. I’ll never tell a soul, because if I do, then my house will burn down with me and everyone I love inside. And even worse, I’ll never be able to jerk off my pathetic cock to the beautiful blond angels I’m looking at right now. So I promise on my life that I’ll never, ever say a word of this.’” I leaned over the man, dwarfing him in size. “Isn’t that what you were trying to say, little man?”

He gulped long and hard. I could tell he was already getting hard again, clearly stunned at what was happening to him. I didn’t have to kill him, I realized. He’d be jerking off so hard and so frequently that he’d die of a heart attack or exhaustion soon enough. 

That thought pleased me a great deal. A fine way to escalate my villain status. Nice and remote.

But he nodded anyway. “Y-yes, Sir. Anything you say, Sir. I p-promise.”

“Good.”

That felt good, fucking with his head like that. I could do it to anyone. I could do goddamn near anything. 

I turned to Victoria, kissing her softly on the lips, pulling tight on her ass, enjoying the little thrill of orgasm pulsing through her as I blessed her with such attention.

“You did very well,” I said. “Now, you’re going to do even better. Listen very closely...”

* * * * *

Amelia was nothing if not determined. When she found out so shortly after finally releasing all her pent-up arousal in the bathroom that she was still horny, she knew that she had to do something to take care of herself, and soon. 

So, she did what any determined individual would do when faced with a sexual problem—she decided to go to the sex toy shop. 

It was located close enough, in downtown. Amelia was able to cross the five miles, jumping, in less than a minute. That was with the squirming, pleading Maureen on her back. Super-strength is a hell of a thing.

She had taped Maureen’s mouth shut, ostensibly because she hadn’t figured out how to help her yet, and if some innocent bystander overheard the gorgeous young redhead pleading to be untied, they might get the wrong idea about Amelia’s good intentions. 

The real reason, though, was because Amelia was afraid that if she got horny again like she had before that she wouldn’t be able to resist using Maureen’s tongue on her pussy. Her resistance had only just won out last time, and there was no guarantee that it would again, especially with her horniness building up so quickly once again. 

Her mind felt like it was on fire. And if her mind was on fire, then her body was a fucking sexual inferno, flaring like crazy, destroying all circling helicopters sent to water it down.

The sex store was called The Lockbox. It was located in the basement of a novelty store, closely watched by a clerk and a security camera. Both wobbled with sudden lust as Amelia entered in full superheroine regalia.

Now—why did Amelia still think it necessary to walk around in her superheroine regalia? I honestly couldn’t tell you. You’d have to ask her.

But my guess is that she saw this as superheroine business, and so, being a superheroine, she took care of business while being dressed as one. 

Downstairs, the female clerk ogled her openly. She was was a cute, young college girl with a lip piercing and hair dyed pink and purple. Her perky young tits strained in her tight ironic slogan tee. Her eyes boggled as she watched tall, sultry Amelia strut down the stairs into her basement sex shop. 

“Are you in town for the convention?” the clerk asked, rather dumbstruck. Her name, as her name tag read, was Violet. “Could you...um...tell me where the convention is? So I can...see all of your costume?”

“Convention? What are you talking about?”

Violet shook her head, giggling nervously. “Nothing. Never mind.”

“There’s no need to fear, citizen,” said Amelia. “I just need some help.”

“I will help you with anything you need.”

Violet was flushing with arousal, and in the back of her mind was already introducing Amelia to her parents in a weird coming-out party. Her parents would ask what happened to her boyfriend.

“I’m having trouble with...” Amelia smiled, blushing now. “It’s a bit embarrassing.”

“Hey, there’s nothing you’ll say that I haven’t heard a dozen times already, and I only started a few months ago.” Violet's smile was disarming. “Whatever you’ve got, it’s not as bad as you think.”

Amelia struggled, clenching her fists tight. The leather of her gloves creaked. “I’m just...I’m crazy horny. Like, all the time. And if I cum, it just comes back. But I have this...this really important thing I have to do. Like, I have to help someone close to me. But not if I’m too horny to think. So I need to be...I don’t know. Cumming all the time? Is there anything that can do that?”

“You’re horny,” Violet nodded. “All the time. Like, right now?”

Amelia squirmed a bit. Violet looked down at Amelia’s spandex crotch—and no doubt she could see the growing moisture stain there. Violet licked her lips, gulping. Her eyes were big and brown. 

“Horny,” she said again. “Are you...are you into girls, at all?”

Amelia bit her lip, playing briefly with her hair. “You know, I’m flattered, I really am, but like...I’ve got important stuff to take care of. Like I said.”

“So, that’s a no?”

“That’s a...um...’you’re really cute, but with this other thing happening, I can’t even tell you what I’m attracted to right now.’ That's what that is.”

Violet nodded. “Well...what about a love egg?”

“A love egg?”

She began searching through her shelves, tapping one box in particular and pulling it out. “Sure! My friend’s cousin is a nympho? She uses it at work so she can concentrate. It’s basically like a little egg that you slip in your vag, and let it go to work.”

“What’s the battery life like?” Amelia peered at the product in Violet's hands.

“It should last for at least eight hours. It comes with a little recharge station. See?” She pointed on the box.

“Is this one...strong? I mean, resistant? I am...uh...fairly well-developed in that arena.”

Violet’s eyes glazed over again, staring down Amelia’s cleavage and then down at her pussy again. “Fuck, I just bet you are...” she smiled, biting a lip. “But yes. It’s small, so they can build them dense. That one is the best model we have. There’s others, and some are more expensive, but this is what you want.”

Amelia took a closer look. The Lust Egg. The size of her thumb, more or less, and in a light shade of pink.

“This will work fine,” she said. “Thank you.”

“Thank you. I think I’ve got enough fantasy fuel for the next sixteen years of my life.”

She knew she should have felt objectified. Dirty, even. But Amelia could not help but feel a measure of contentment at that. And perhaps that’s why she had gone to The Lockbox in her full erotic superheroine regalia after all.

* * * * * 

I found Gia and Victoria much easier to deal with than previously. Before, I’d been denying myself—denying who I was, what I was, what I was meant to be. I was trying to play nice. Trying to be an ethical Master.

An ethical brainwasher. An ethical mindcontrolling owner of bimbo fuckslaves totally addicted to my cum.

Yeah—there’s no such thing. I’m as unethical as they come and I’m pretty much made that way. I get it, now—who I am.

Maybe it was the beating from Amelia, maybe it was drinking all that fucking delicious bimbo milk, maybe it was completely bullying that farmer—but regardless of exactly what it was, I knew my place in the world now. 

I was a bad man. And all that trying to be a good man previously now meant was that I had a whole hell of a lot of catching up to do so that everyone knew it. At any moment I chose, I could have a bimbofied beauty sucking my cock, praising me for being who I was, thanking me for being evil enough to conquer her puny little mind and turning it into mine. 

I could have her believing wholesale that it was totally evil what I did, and she wouldn’t give a fuck—evil would just turn her on. I could strip a wife from her husband, a daughter from her family, a CEO from her business. I could mindfuck an entire gaggle of cheerleaders until the only cheer they knew was one worshiping my cock. 

That was the kind of power I had. And with my body as developed as it was now, that power was realized in physical form as well. It would be a simple thing to walk into any night club, any bar, any sorority house or college campus or anywhere else and convince a girl to hang out with me for a little while. And really, to make her mine, all I needed to do was have her look me in the eyes. 

All that power, all that advantage, and I was suppose to cripple myself somehow and be good? Maybe cut out my eyes, volunteer for chemical castration?

No, thank you. I was built for badness, and badness I would be. 

So, like any evil overlord, I needed an evil overlord headquarters of some kind.

The library was out. I was never a fan of staying there, and it w as too public besides. I needed a place away from the mainstream, where no one would walk in and see the big-titted goddesses working there and immediately run to tell all their friends. 

What to do?

As I’ve mentioned, the people of Bloomingdale Heights pretty much all universally hated me for two main reasons—one, because my father was such a giant asshole who more-or-less single-handedly drove their budget into the red. And two, because there was a piece of land that I held—a piece of land members of their city council were sure that could be used to revitalize their economy. 

Being that I had no desire to go back into town and risk more attention than I could reasonably deal with in any short amount of time, my plan was clear—retreat to the land I owned and build up from there. 

And that was where Gia and I headed after the barn. Victoria, meanwhile, had a much different objective—though one that was important to my new understanding of my cause.

The land was, by and large, underdeveloped. Most of it was empty of anything except for grass, but there were a few patches here and there of old trees. Mostly pines, one or two oaks. It was far from idyllic, but it was mine. 

Sometimes, teenagers wandered up there at night on the weekends for drinking, mostly because they knew I wouldn’t do a damn thing about it. Every year I had needed to hire a small crew to clean up the bottles, broken glass, and crushed beer cans. 

Now, if the teenagers tried it again, I’d be there waiting for them. The young men would regret trespassing. The young women would decide that they’d never made a better decision in their entire lives. 

Largely, there was nothing at all of human property on the land. But, there was a small office that I kept there because state law dictated that if I wanted to claim ownership, I had to have something on the land that showed I was regularly attempting maintenance. If all that was there was just some crumbling shed, then they could argue that the land was in disuse and disrepair, and could take it from me. 

So, the office was nice. It was not all that large—one story, about eight hundred square feet. It was right off the only road that led into the land. Inside was almost nothing. This was strategic, as it was easy to show improvement from year-to-year if I started with nothing and slowly added an item at a time. So, there was a couch, and a desk, and a television set that didn’t get any channels, and a few chairs here and there. 

Something I had found out since scaring off the farmer is that my new body didn’t only mean I was super strong. I could leap very high as well, and I ran very fast. So, as the evening descended on the town. it was very easy for me to break into a few nearby empty houses and steal their mattresses and all the clean linens and blankets out from their closets. 

These beddings were now what filled the office. And it was a good thing too, because I’d sent Victoria out on a mission of fuck. 

See now, that was supposed to be a play on “mission of love,” but I’m not sure that it was clear.

I'm a bad guy. Sex villain.

Anyway.

Mission of fuck! I had Victoria doll herself up in the most conservative outfit her new body would allow her to wear without itching—this turned out to be a tight leather minidress with tall sky-high pink heels—and sent her out to the local mall. With her were several flasks of hers and Gia’s milk. She was to recruit any beautiful women she saw—by suggestion, seduction, or by force—and bring them my way. 

Two at a time. Any more than that and I thought she might have a tough time wrangling them here.

I had to have more slaves, you see. It was hard enough to think clearly when I was hard all the time and fucking Gia and Victoria so regularly. But now I was starting to tire even those bimbo fuckgoddesses out. 

So, I needed more. This was a purely practical decision, I assure you. Nothing at all to do with how fucking rock hard the thought of owning every hot woman in town made me. 

Hell, still makes me. I haven't reformed in the slightest.

By the time I had the office all set up—mattresses placed just right, Gia covered in my cum in the corner and close to exhausted from a thorough skullfuck—Victoria had just arrived with my newest recruits. It was late afternoon, and the sun was setting.

They were two young beauties, wrapped around each other’s bodies, kissing and fingering each other madly in the back seat of her hatchback. They wore tiny skirts and big, clunky heels. Their tits straining against tiny sweaters. One had on a choker necklace that looked like a collar. I greeted Victoria with a long kiss, squeezing her ass tight.  My fingers slid over toward her asshole, applying pressure through the fabric.

“Good girl,” I said, knowing the words would gift her with a strong, urgent orgasm.

Her reaction did not disappoint, her body melting into mine as she trembled with pleasure. Even as the feeling still shook through her bones, she turned with bright, bimbofied blue eyes to her vehicle.

Yesterday, I have to remind myself, she absolutely hated me. She wanted me dead. 

Now she worships me. No one else has a chance.

“Girls,” said Victoria. “I’ve got that cock I promised you.”

Both of them scrambled out of the car, lining up behind Victoria obediently. 

“Who have we got here?” I asked. “Introduce yourselves.”

I kept my eyes—and my Gaze—off them directly. Instead I looked at other features—their tits, their chins, their bare legs in their tiny skirts. All were spectacular, of course. Victoria did good work. 

I’d have to remember to bring out a mirror or something for the next batch so that I could see them more clearly.

Both were tall, busty, with long flowing hair and bright, beautiful eyes. This was the bimbofying milk of Victoria at work. Structurally, they were nearly identical—my slaves knew how create more perfect slaves for me. So, the differences were almost entirely cosmetic. 

One was Asian, and the other was Latina. They both had thick, dark hair. The Asian had the smallest tits of any of the slaves I’d seen so far, 36C. But her frame was so tiny and frail, so utterly fucking fae and breakable, that they appeared to be much larger. Her waist was the width of a cantaloupe. 

The Latina, on the other hand, was a bit shorter than any of the other girls, but her breasts seemed comparably much more massive. She was the one wearing the choker necklace. It had a little series of silver hearts on it.

“I’m Miyu,” said the Asian, giggling heatedly. “You're fucking...big.”

Immediately, Victoria slapped her. “You address Him as Sir or Master, cunt.”

Miyu gulped, her bright dark eyes flashing downward shamefully. “Forgive me, Sir. My name is Miyu, Master.” 

Victoria waited, raising an eyebrow. Gulping, Miyu dropped to her knees. 

“Please, may I have your cock, Sir?”

Victoria brightened, kissing her on the cheek where she slapped her. “That’s so much better, baby. He liked that a lot. You can see how much harder his cock got, can’t you?”

Licking her lips, Miyu nodded. My cock surged in hardness again, seeing that. 

They were already so obedient, even without tasting me yet. It must have been my scent—making them naturally submissive, just like that farmer.

“And you?” I asked the Latina.

My voice was deep now, like a mountain tumbling down.

“Angela, Master.” She was already rubbing her tits together in anticipation of my cock ruling her life. She dropped to her knees next to Miyu. “I’ll do anything you say, Sir. Please just...just let me have that cock, please?”

I moved forward, sliding my cock between their joined tits. It was slick with precum, heavy with blood-engorged density. The two new girls moaned, salivating heavily as they licked all over the cock, licked each other tongues, licked each other's tits in an effort to taste as much of my precum as possible.

Very soon they put themselves into position, sliding their tits up and down together against my rod, taking turns as they took long, heady slurps of my cockhead and shaft. 

“It's sooo good,” Angela moaned.

Miyu nodded. “So good.”

She—Miyu—seemed a little harder hit by the taste of my cock. She was more of a virgin than Angela. I could tell by their attentions that Angela had kissed boys before, even given out a handjob. Miyu had done none of that. 

Her every bit of attention on my manhood was the absolute first she had given any man in her life. 

This is What I Deserved.

* * * * *

Amelia really, truly believed she was going to stop me.

With the love egg pulsing happily in her pussy, she believed the worst of her troubles to be over. It would bring on an orgasm every five to eight minutes, such was her level of arousal—but that happened so regularly that she was able to cobble together a good string of logical thought. 

With that logical thought, she began to look for me, bounding through the city. And when she couldn’t find me at my apartment—she found the address by rummaging through the office papers at the library—she decided she would look at the only other place that belonged to me: the plot of land outside the city. 

The evening was dark and humid. Sweat clung to her luscious frame, sensationalizing her every angle. Her hair, so thick and long, was layered and shimmering with moisture. She entered my land with Maureen on her shoulder, who was struggling and squirming. 

Maureen was positively blowing up—she hadn’t cum for nearly a day now, and that was making all of her senses work on overdrive. She could smell that I was close, and my closeness, combined with her restraint, was turning her brain into overheated jelly. Her cunt slid hard on Amelia's back, struggling for any source of tension.

Amelia, prowling through the land, made almost a straight bee-line toward my office. She could hear the sounds, and she could smell all those thick, hot scents of lust just like Maureen.

She would deny, until the very end, that those scents drew her. She thought she was in control. She thought the love egg was making her think clearly. 

Without bothering to look inside the windows—which were very open, I had nothing to hide nor be afraid of—she kicked in the door. It splintered into a dozen pieces, smashing to bits. Inside, what she saw stopped her dead in her tracks, the love egg happily pulsing away in her beautiful cunt.

I was on my knees on a mattress. It was utterly soaked with milk and cum. 

Gia was attached to one side, Victoria the other, both of them docking their tits on either side of my hips. They knelt, wearing only slender lace lingerie and thick, tall heels. Their heavy gob-smacking breasts leaked warm, sensuous milk all the way down my legs. A puddle about an inch thick was on the thick mattress we stood on. It would need to be replaced, probably. 

I would just steal another. I'd steal a dozen. I'd steal anything I wanted. Nothing  and no one could stop me.

Not even Amelia. Seeing her—seeing her cumming, sweaty, hot wet body in that tight fucking spandex outfit, I spurt out an extra quart of cum from my immense cock, coating the two newly enslaved beauties in front of me—Miyu and Angela. They moaned with appreciation and love. 

I had them stacked on top of each other with Angela on the bottom, on her hands and knees. Miyu, tits-down on top of her, kneaded Angela’s thick tits as she cooed and prayed for my cock to enter her hot Asian pussy. But at that moment, I was fucking Angela into oblivion, and she was begging for my babies to fill her up.

“Please!” she cried. “Please, Master! I need your fucking babies inside me! I'm so fucking fertile! I need to be pregnant, oh my god—oh, my. GOD! Please!”

She was a good little fuckdoll, after all, and that’s what good little fuckdolls do for me—they beg for my babies, and then they take them into their wombs like good girls.

“Do it, Master,” Miyu moaned. She knew the second I came into Angela, I'd be fucking her instead. “Fuck her. Fuck her full of your babymaking cum. You're such a Male. Such a Man. Please, Master? Please fucking make her yours, forever!”

And I listened to them. They didn't boss me around—their words and their movements were owned by me. I directed everything I saw—even Amelia, whether she knew it or not. I could smell her heated cunt, her need for my chiseled body even as I fucked another woman right in front of her.

There was nothing I didn't control. I was God to these women, and I deserved it. My balls were full of holy liquid, blessed juice made to make women crumble and become my pets. 

“Stop,” Amelia growled, tossing Maureen to the ground. “Stop this right now.”

Perhaps surprising her, I did exactly that. 

This had all been a ploy on my part anyway—hoping that Amelia would show up soon. If she hadn’t, I would have just kept fucking Miyu and Angela and then I would have sent Victoria out for another two slaves. 

But I wanted Amelia to think she had caught me off guard—that she had the advantage. She most assuredly didn’t. I was a living god with a lightning bolt for a cock, and she was going to feel my fury. 

Maureen began crawling forward toward me on the floor, wriggling this way and that in her bonds. Giggling, Gia slipped to the ground completely and began crawling toward her. I admired her tight, young ass, slathered in precum and milk, as she moved across the ground.

Moving like a blur, Amelia shot across the room and snapped her hand around my throat, lifting me up against the wall.

Her intention was to choke me. She squeezed hard—and then, when I had no reaction, squeezed even harder. It was strong enough to break a tree in half.

It barely left a red mark on my skin.

“Now,” said Amelia, sneering. “You listen to me—”

She stopped, suddenly, because she noticed what I was already heavily aware of. My cock was still hard. I hadn't fucked Angela to completion. My cock was hard—and it was streaming thick, brutally hot precum all over Amelia's outfit. It layered on her tits, pooling in the gorgeous display of her cleavage, melding quickly into her skin.

My liquids have properties. They are special, just like me.

“L-listen...” Amelia said, her voice a half-moan. “You list...listen. You listen,” she licked her lips. The scent was overwhelming to her. “You listen to me...”

Her grip slowly loosened. I slipped down to the ground. Behind me, there was a truck-sized dent. She had tossed me hard into the wall, not that I felt it. I was too strong for any pain she could give me. But her strength turned me on.

My other bimbos were extra-durable to take my strength. But they weren't super like Amelia was super. They weren't supreme like she was. 

Dumbly, she slid a finger through the heavy mess of precum on her cleavage and scooped up a thick dollop of it. She licked her lips, hypnotized by the sight of it. Drool, heavy and thick, dropped down her chin. 

She was mine already. She never had a chance.

This is a Man's world, and I am the Supreme Example of a Man. She was, even if she was super, only ever a woman. And where women belong is on their fucking knees before my Might.

“...listen...” she tried again, her voice practically clogged with drool.

“No,” I said, taking her by the throat. It was slender. It was Mine. “You’re going to listen to me, now. Aren’t you, doll?”

She looked up at me, starting to nod. And then I had her in my Gaze.

* * * * * 

My hand wrapped around Amelia’s throat, my tone vicious and snarling.

“Who the fuck owns you?” 

“Y-you do, Master!” Amelia cried. 

Her cunt squeezed on my cock as I fucked her deeper and harder. She was dressed in her hot-as-fuck superheroine outfit—though really, supervillain is more appropriate now. It had a custom hole in her crotch where I could shove my cock into her wet cunt whenever I wanted. Her tits overfilled it—bouncing, enormous, and enhanced, easily the biggest, most beautiful pair of any of my slaves.

I fuck her from on top, her long booted legs wrapped around my neck, sandwiching her with my enormous weight. Only she can stand to be fucked like this from me. Only she is strong enough. All my other girls would be crushed.

Amelia thrived when I fuck her like this. Her heels—so fucking tall—knocked against each other behind my ears. 

“Fuck her, Master,” Gia moaned. “Fuck her, please. Fucking get my sister so fucking pregnant for you, oh please!”

Five pairs of heavy, lactating tits covered our bodies, pushing us together. We fucked in a white liquid pool of our own debauchery. Gia, Miyu, Angela, Victoria, and Maureen all pressed in on my body. Their hands crawling over me, worshiping me. Their heavy tits leaking milk all over Amelia and I, covering us entirely in their lifegiving milk. 

Their voices cried in unison for our perfect joining—their leaders, their owners. 

“Fuck her,” they moaned. “Oh, fuck him. Fuck...fuck...please keep fucking! We need to see you cum!”

They referred to both of us. Their loyalty was absolute. They knew their place. They knew we were Chosen by the book. They knew that they are beneath us...and that they were all beneath me. 

Amelia's beautiful face was wet with milk. It only made her more gorgeous. She pulled me closer, her velvet pussy tightening on my cock, and she whispered those magic words. 

“Cum in me, my love. Cum in me now.”

I was a gentleman, in the end, and I couldn't refuse a lady's request. On command, I emptied my balls inside of her, my cock erupting with the biggest load of seed I've ever felt exit my body. Quart after quart flooded out of me, spilling into her, spilling out of her because I have so much of it.  Her orgasm shook the bed and all the hot, beautiful bimbo babes on it.

“I love you, Master.”

“I love you, Amelia.”

Slowly, I withdrew myself from her body, allowing Gia and Victoria to take first licking sessions on my cum covered cock. Amelia, meanwhile, drew in Miyu and our newest slave, who had been standing by and watching, a petite black-haired girl named Jeanne, to lick up her pussy until it was cleaned of all cum and milk. The two of us reclined in our king-sized bed on the top floor of my headquarters, enjoying the morning air. 

It wasn’t the first time we made love...but it always felt that way for us. It was always just as good as that fevered, hot, perfect time when I first fucked her after capturing her.

At it turns out, Amelia and I were made for each other. Or, if not made for each other, reformatted for each other by the tome from the library’s basement. And I don't just mean that our bodies were perfect for each other—that her superhuman strength complimented my own so perfectly.

You see, when we fucked, both of us could have clear heads for a while if we so chose. We could think about something that wasn’t sex for hours at a time. I pulled out my laptop and began writing down a few organizing notes for the day, with Amelia idly stroking my abs and making suggestions as I went.

She loved me. She adored me. She needed me to be King of everything. 

This is how we began our stealth campaign of taking over Bloomingdale Heights. 

I only took a girl or two at a time. Then I would fuck them mercilessly, completely emptying their mind of anything but service to me, for a week or maybe two or three. The longest any girl has ever had to be trained and fucked alone as the new girl has been a month. That was Naiku, Miyu’s sister, who now worked as our cook downstairs. 

There was something about her, Naiku, that just drove me crazy, and I couldn’t be bothered to fuck any new girls until finally, tired of the monotony, Amelia went out and kidnapped a new fuckslut for us herself.

That’s right, she had full autonomy. She was totally obedient to me, but she was my partner in crime. She wanted to see us build our harem of bimbo fuckdolls as much as I did. 

That’s why the Gaze worked so differently on her. Why the first time wasn't enough. 

It wasn’t trying to make her dumb, it was trying to make her obedient. It takes longer that way, I figure. I’ve been trying to work it out, see if I can do it on purpose in the future. 

As long as she has that obedience to me, I don’t give a shit what she does with her time. She knew her place every night is in my bed, worshiping the best cock she’ll ever have. The biggest. The strongest. That's what I am to her.

Amelia’s heavy milk worked differently too. It was responsible giving my girls their powers. Now, they were almost as strong and powerful as Amelia, who in turn was almost as strong and powerful as I am. 

It’s a good thing, too—otherwise, there’d be a lot of accidents during fucking that would be really unpleasant.

Each girl could now be sent out on missions by themselves to recruit the hottest girls around town—fuck it, around the state. In a week, there will be a beauty queen contest to see who's worthy enough to go to the Miss America contest. 

I'm going to own every last one of our applicants. They Belong to me already. It's an insult, if you think about it, that they haven't submitted to my will already. 

Overconfident? I have a cock a foot long and a brilliant supervillain goddess worshiping it every night. I'd say I'm exactly how confident I need to be.

Long story short, I’m on my way to building a hyper-obedient, uber-sexual race of bimbo fuckslaves, completely loyal to me and me alone. 

How’s that for supervillainry?

Gia and Victoria’s heavy bellies rubbed against my thighs on the bed. I’ll need to bring a doctor into the fold, soon. Their pregnancies—and those of all the other girls—aren’t like normal pregnancies. It’s only been a few months since I impregnated the two of them, and already they’re fit to bust. 

Any doctor will be better than none. 

Victoria is still an excellent organizer and sorter, in charge of assigning daily tasks for all the bimbo beauties. Ask her who the last four presidents are, though, and she’ll be blank for days. So, I figure maybe a doctor will keep all her skills of medicine. 

Maybe not. If not, then I'll just have Amelia strong arm another. Or any of my other bimbo girls. They're superhumans, after all. It's not like they have to obey stupid things like laws.

There's only My Law now. My Will is their Law.

That’s the only reason Amelia isn’t pregnant. First we figure out how to do it safe...then I do it to her for real and mark her in that final way. 

She'll have an endless parade of triplets for me. I just know it.

So for now, with Gia and Victoria and the others, their pregnancy is bit of a gamble, but hey, it’s not like I’m that worried. I can always get more slaves.

Oh, maybe you’re surprised that I’m such a bastard? Did you not notice that I’m a complete villain? Sometimes the villain wins. Sorry.

I mean, of course I won. I’m fucking narrating, aren’t I? How would I know what had been happening with Amelia if I hadn’t made her tell me her part of the story?

Sorry if you were expecting some turn of events. The book comes back and drains my power. Aliens land and interfere. Amelia convinces me to use my powers for good.

No way. No. Fucking. Way.

Like I said, sometimes, the bad guy wins. 

And fuck it—I’m the bad guy. I don’t give a shit. I deserve it. What else explains all this power, all this pussy that I can have with so little effort? All I have to do is fuck them and drink their milk, and let them suck me—and I’ve got an army of obedient picture-perfect sluts aching to carry out my command. 

Watch out, world. I’m coming for you. 

“I’m so happy you’re in charge of me, Master,” Amelia moaned in my ear. “I’m going to give you so many slaves...you’ll have houses and houses dedicated to moaning your name.”

She knew how to get me hard, that was for sure.

Nothing got the two of us hornier than me in charge of an army of super-sluts...and one that would just keep growing and growing. 

Just like their pregnant bellies.

# # #

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!

* * * * *

I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page! 

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, 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:

––––––––

Bust Gun: The Locker Room

Roderick is your everyday loser until he finds the Bust Gun. Now, he can transform the hottest women around into his personal bimbo pets...

––––––––

Bust Gun: The Sleepover

Just your regular sleepover: hot girls, pajamas, chocolate snacks, interdimensional bimbofying ray gun...wait, what? When the Bust Gun arrives, it can only mean one thing—hot sexual hijinks and a harem of big-titted lactating bimbos for one lucky guy. 

––––––––

Bust Gun: The Shoot

He's just a regular guy on a photo shoot with gorgeous supermodels, regularly humiliated and snubbed—until he finds the Bust Gun, and can turn the hot goddesses into his personal fuckslaves.

––––––––

The Lust Days

It's the road trip from hell when he tries to take his Ice Queen girlfriend out for a good time and she brings her step-sister and friend along...then the Event happens, and the girls he was with transform into sexy nymphomaniac bimbos, eager for his cock!

––––––––

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

––––––––

BARE Delights; BACK for more; STORIES for the Lusty

No action is more sensual or heated than a man unloading into the unprotected womb of a fertile babe with his bare cock. Each and every one of these NINE stories features that very act—in threesomes, in group sex, in gang bangs, in taboo situations, and in SO much more. 

Bimbo Servant Bundle

NINE incredible stories of lactating bimbo goddesses serving one lucky man. These fertile nympho babes are so desperate to be filled, they'll do anything to make their Master happy. 

Gang Lust Virgins

There's too many alpha male studs needing to breed...and not enough hot women for them all to have one for themselves. The solution? They start to share, all at once, whether the women ask them to or not. It's gang loving like you've never seen before, done only the way Nadia Nightside can. 

Heir Salon: The Series

Stalwart feminist Betty has always abhorred her own good looks, preferring to be judged by her values and accomplishments. But in the fertile town of Passion Heights, a woman is only good for her ability to breed and look perfect for her Man. Betty vows to get to the bottom of this bimbofying tale, but will she avoid becoming a bimbo herself?

Lust Fever: The Bundle

An epidemic of lust breaks out across the nation when Lust Fever strikes. Men are turned into primal, virile alpha studs without a care except for hardcore breeding, and women are eagerly transformed into their willing, fertile pets. It's Lust Fever...and there's no cure.

Lust Party Bundle

Stalwart reporter Morgan Malls investigates a series of strange orgies thrown by an enigmatic millionaire. She never thought she herself would join the festivities...or become their star attraction. 

The Magic Tablet: The Complete Series

One day, Jacob finds the magic tablet, and is given the power of a god over himself and others. Of course, he uses it to establish his very own fertile fuckdoll harem...

Nadia Nightside's Best of 2015

SIX of the most erotic, sensational tales from 2015 are now available in one convenient bundle! Mind control, breeding, barely legal babes, taboo relations—this bundle has it all and then some!

Sexcretary Saga

Gorgeous, fertile models and actresses need to serve alpha males too, and nerdy Albert Stout has just the program on his computer to make them kneel to him and him alone...forever. 

Taking Total Control: A Mesmerizing Bundle

NINE brilliantly hot stories of mind control erotica—essentially three novel-length tales of one lucky guy and the delightful chaos that ensues when he discovers his incredible power to control and transform women however he likes!

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free stuff!

––––––––

Hope to hear from you soon!
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Jerry just wanted a romantic road trip with his girlfriend Alexis—and maybe finally unfreeze her Ice Queen personality. Then, the annoying Daphne and standoffish Nadine invited themselves along, turning the fun getaway into a total chore. Jerry thinks there’s no way he’s going to get laid…and then The Event happens.
The sky turns bright hot pink, but that’s not all that changes. The intellectual Alexis becomes a dripping hot, busty bimbo nympho, eager to be filled by Jerry’s urgently hard member. Daphne—before, totally starving herself and plastered with too much make-up—becomes a nubile sexual goddess, and the overweight Nadine transforms into a pin-up model with a addiction for Jerry’s suddenly-endless amounts of hot white seed. Jerry changes too—morphing from a regular mechanic into a hardcore, hard-bodied stud with an enormous member and endless sexual stamina. Before he knows it, Jerry is surrounded by a trio of eager, fertile lovedolls eager to do whatever he says and recognize him as their Man and Complete Owner. He can fill them full of his heirs however he wants, and use their overflowing cups to fuel his desires. The only problem is…everyone else is changing too, and Jerry will have to keep his girls safe from the sudden roving packs of studs wandering around…

	    

    
	    
	      
	      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:


http://eepurl.com/zl7dX 
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