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Bimbo Genie: Harem Wishes



S

ubscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.
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RECENT RELEASES


Bimbo Office – New Girl


Delilah's role as top girl for her Master's Office Harem is complicated when a new beauty arrives on the scene—one who puts even Delilah's considerable charms to shame. She could roll with the punches and give her Master the slave he deserves...or she could try her new mind control powers on his ex-girlfriend to show him what a perfect slavewife she'll be for him!


Bimbo Genie – Fertile Wishes


Zanthia’s a sexy airhead genie obsessed with making men happy in EVERY erotic way, and has endless power to change reality to make her owner happy. Soon, all the fertile babes will moan her Master's name and beg for his virile seed while leaking from beautiful overflowing cups, just like he deserves. Bimbo genie Zanthia makes every part of his life sweet and full of nonstop, erotic action.
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BIMBO OFFICE - TAKEOVER


Gorgeous young Delilah has worked her whole life for one spot in the political world—and right when it was supposed to be hers, alpha male Miles took it away. She’s supposed to be smart, independent, practical. She should hate him. But something is changing her, and all she can think of is worshiping him, serving him, and making other girls do the same. She’s got to figure it all out before it’s too late and she loses her mind completely...but the really scary part? She’s starting to like it.


Office Fantasies – A Bundle


Sex, sex, and more sex—it's all we think about at the office. We're supposed to be working, but we want to be BANGING. In this twenty-story bundle, each tantalizing tale focuses on hot, sweaty, eager ruts on desks, in cubicles, and with hot secretaries who can't say no.
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!


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.

[image: ]



EVERY WOMAN IN THE
 town is at my Master’s feet. There’s dozens of them, all of them gorgeous, and all of them begging for his Cock.

Any last one of them could make it big as a model or a movie actress. Their cheekbones are sculpted and their legs are long and their tits are hot and heaving and practically bubbling over with dripping, yummy milk. They could stop traffic, marry billionaires, be their own insta-brand on the 'gram.

But they don’t care about that.

One redhead is on her knees in front of him. She’s got big green eyes and smiles with a lush, pouty mouth. All she’s ever known or understood is Love for Him. She’s never sucked his Cock before, but she’s dreamt about it for years and years. It's filled her entire awareness; her life begins and ends with needing to Know Cock.

He nods and gives her the okay, and instantly she cums, moaning and writhing as she slurps down.

“Thank you, Master.” She and every other girl practically sparkle with gratitude. “Thank you for this glory. I’m so blessed to be yours. I’m so blessed.”

I mean, I’m intuiting what she’s saying a little—her tongue and lips are sloshed over with his Cock, after all. But that’s the general gist of it.

And perhaps it’s easier for me to intuit it because that’s what all the girls are saying. The two on his arms, docking their heavy milk-leaking tits on his bicep. The two behind his head, cradling his skull in their amazing tits. Hot milk running down his shoulders. The other two between his legs, waiting their turn to please, cheering on the redhead who gets to suck him.

They’re all saying much the same thing: “Thank you, Master. Thank you for your Cock! You’re so amazing. You’re so handsome and strong. We’re so blessed. We are so blessed.”

The hot little redhead goes right on sucking him beautifully while the other dozens of girls from this small town chant and moan and beg.

The town used to ignore him. Now they—the girls anyway—worship him. As they should.

So, this is my doing, obviously. I’m a magic genie and this is the kind of wish that I grant.

I look at all the Cock-obsessed, mindfucked beauties whose singular purpose is to worship, suck, fuck, and adore—an entire town full of needy cunts aching to serve.

I always promise myself that I’ll keep it all under control—that I won’t go crazy. But this time, I probably overdid it.
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ONE WEEK EARLIER:

This time, I definitely won’t overdo it. I promise. There won’t be any Cock-stunned females amassing at the feet of a lone male who, thanks to my magical power, is able to make all their dreams come true.

Okay? It’s NOT happening! I’ve way overdone it with my last few Masters and before you know it, I’m just going to transform the world into the Cocks and the Cock-Crazed, the Haves and the Have-Nots, and that’s just not going to be what I’m about!

It doesn’t matter if I’m totally obsessed with Cock myself and haven’t been able to fuck or suck one in my immortal life ever. It doesn’t matter if I’m so fucking crazy for a big huge life-shattering Cock to ruin my mind forever that I would completely turn this entire world inside-out for the chance to drop at my knees and suck and serve one.

I’m not fulfilling this crazy, unattainable fantasy of mine by enacting it out on other people this time around! I’m just not! Okay? It will not happen.

If my newest Master wishes for some great chicks? He’s getting chicken. If he wishes to be able to talk to women? I’m not making him a silver-tongued Casanova who can talk the utility belt off a ladycop and convince her to frame her husband for murder so he can fuck her with that little extra nastiness in mind no matter HOW hot that definitely is—I’m just going to get him, I don’t know, a telephone. Okay?

Okay.

Done. Solid. Agreed!

Time in between serving Masters and granting wishes is strange for me. I spend the whole time without too much to do, but really just enough so I don’t get bored. I can clean around my place—so many Masters ask for or need me to clean that it’s helpful for me to keep my skills sharp—or watch whatever media is happening in the world, or diddle myself silly thinking of some unrealistic GodCock that’s destined to fuck my mind into oblivion.

Okay. Being honest? If we cut my Lamp Time (tm) into percentages, that last one probably eats up about 97% of what I’m doing. I really
 like playing with my pussy.

Maybe that’s why when I get out of the Lamp, finally, I spend so much energy and effort into perfecting the lives of my Masters?

See—I’m not allowed to fuck them. Any of them. I’m not even allowed to touch them. But it’s my dream—my whole purpose for being, really—to make all their dreams come true.

Problem is, I’m absolutely hot as fuck. I’m tall and tight and toned and busty and I’ve got a face that could make models burn with jealousy. My hair is always the color my Master prefers, and being around him and fulfilling His Needs makes me wet and horny as fuck.

But we can’t fuck. And it’s not like a law—like, it’s not something I can break or decide to ignore. It’s not like I’m a bureaucrat who is supposed to fill out Wish Form (A) and Master made Wish (1.45) when he was supposed to or meant to do Wish (3.57-3) and I can just circumvent it.

Nope—magic doesn’t work that way. I have to obey this Cock ban, the same way I have to make my Master’s life better.

See, if I try to touch him or he tries to touch me? We just kind of...stop. There’s a barrier or force field. The closest I can get is fingerfucking my tight hot virgin cunt while I watch him jerk off.

(Yes. Still a virgin after these several thousand years. Sigh)

So you know what? I’m not going to do it anymore. I’m not! I refuse! I won’t immediately fall in love with my Master. I won’t even think he’s cute!

This is what I’m thinking as the Lamp begins to shake and swirl and I begin my well-practiced appearance into the life of my newest Master.

I can only serve men. I don’t know why. I don’t know if it’s because I prefer that way—I find serving men and their wishes really fucking hot, after all—or I only find serving men hot because it’s the only thing I’ve been made to do.

This is all the fault of a terrible demon I offended waaaaaaay back when, you see. It’s so long ago I don’t think I could even remember it if I wanted to. I didn’t set out to be a genie, though I think I’m pretty good at my job. But it’s hard sometimes to know if the demon made me this way to torment me, or if I already was this way and this set-up is the best way to torment me, or what. And wondering about that is its own special form of torment, as Descartes will tell you.

He thought, and therefore he was—I serve, and therefore I suffer in hot liquid lust.

Anyway, new Master!

I appear in a puff of pleasant, quickly-dissipating smoke in a rather nondescript living room. These days, I usually arrive in living rooms.

Quickly it appears that the place is rural. Something about the plaid pattern of the furniture, the wainscotting on the walls, the heavy wood floors, and the tug of the drapes on the windows lets me know I’m somewhere in Middle America.

The man who summoned me is somewhere in his middle age, wearing glasses and flannel and jeans, stuttering a bit as he witnesses me.

“Good god,” he mumbles. “Good god. Oh lord.”

“Greetings, Master.”

I immediately drop to my knees and stare up at him in supplication. This is normally a good way to set out any relationship on the right foot.

“Master?” He shakes his head, eyes boggling. “Good lord. Oh god. Good god lord.”

“How may I serve you? You have three wishes.”

“My goodness.”

He stumbles all over himself, falling once and then backing up into the wall. He leaves into the other room; I don’t follow. I’ve learned from experience that just makes people think they’re being hunted or haunted. Instead I wait, patiently, big brown eyes (they’re brown now, I’ve noticed; they're always changing according to my Master, like my hair, which is blond) absorbing my surroundings.

He comes back in with a blanket and tosses it over me. A few confused sounds when he noticed the force field that prevents him from touching me how he intended to originally.

“You must be freezing in that outfit,” he says. “Are you all right? Who are you?”

“My name is Zanthia. I’m a genie and your servant. You have three wishes, Master.”

Already I can tell that my desire to not fall in love with this one and to not be cumdrunk with stupid overdoing it is going to go just fine. This one’s a pushover. He’ll probably wish for, I don’t know—a new television, a nicer truck, and then an inheritance for his family. I’m already doing scans of his surroundings to prepare anything he may want to improve.

“Three wishes? What kinds of wishes?”

“Any kind you like, Master. Your wish is my command.”

He thinks about this for a few minutes. He goes to the refrigerator, grabs a soda, and drinks silently, looking at me. I don’t think I’ve ever had a man look at me so critically before. Expectant, like. Normally men just get hard when they look at me.

They get hard as fuck, actually. Every man does.

It’s kind of annoying, I’ll tell you, how hard he’s not getting.

“Wishes, huh?”

“Yes, Master.”

“So I could wish for, I don’t know.” He points at his television, which still has tubes. “I could wish for a nice new television set, huh?”

“Naturally, Master. Is that your wish?”

I do my best not to yawn; I basically called this.

“No.” He shakes his head. “No, no. I couldn’t do that. I can just buy one, for god’s sake. I’m just being lazy.”

“How may I serve you, then, Master?”

“You’ve got a one-track mind, huh? You getting paid by the hour?”

“I’m not paid at all, Master, except for with your satisfaction.”

“I see.” He thinks briefly. “So you feel good when you’ve made me feel good, so you want to make me feel good faster so you can feel good sooner?”

“Something like that, Master.”

“I suppose men wish to sleep with you?”

He's smarter than he looks. “I tell them not to. That’s not allowed.”

“Really? With how you act? No offense, lady, but you’ve been eyeballing me hard since the second you showed up.”

I shrug. “I really like men, Master.”

For a moment, he paces across his living room. It seems foreign to him. He's not a man who varies from his routine. I have to wonder where he even got my lamp from. Maybe a junk sale? The constant indignity of my serene, regal, fuckwish-giving life is that I'm sold at a lot of swap-meets.

“What sorts of things do people usually wish for?”

“I’m sure you can imagine.” My magic has scanned his brain, his house, his life. I know now he’s fairly intelligent as well as ruggedly handsome.

He ticks off his fingers. “Money. Women. Power.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Money, let’s see. I’m taken care of there. I had this settlement with the factory—”

“I know about it, Master. You don’t need to bring it up. I know it’s painful.”

He’s taken aback for a moment. “You know...?”

“I know lots of things about you, Master. More than you’d think.”

His wife died five years ago in a factory accident; he was paid a hefty sum in a settlement. Part of him still resents himself for taking the money, but the company didn’t do anything necessarily wrong. It was just a freak accident; his friends and lawyer told him to take the money, that his wife would have wanted him to. From what I can tell of her—reading through old emails of his, cycling through news reports and personnel files kept on the company’s computer—they’re right. She would have wanted him to be paid so he could be taken care of.

Listen—I work fast. The better I know him, the better my wishes can be. And he cottoned on quick—giving him good wishes is super important to me. And if all he wants is a television, then dammit, he’s going to get the best fucking television around.

I’m good at what I do, got it?

“Okay, then. So, you know why I don’t care so much about women.”

Judging from a few folders on his computer—porn is healthy and hot! Masturbate, everybody!—and the files that his therapist keeps, that’s not so true. He had been emotionally exhausted, but he’s actually in a prime state for a new relationship.

But, you don't establish a trusting relationship by contradicting someone right away.

“I see. And power?”

He pshaws. “Who the heck can bother? If you’ll pardon my French.”

“Yes. Master. You really can’t think of anything you want?”

“I mean, sure, there’s lots of things I want, but I can afford them if I really need them. Life has been okay to me. I’d feel guilty if I just spent a wish on something I wanted.”

I can’t help but run a finger down my cleavage. “There’s nothing at all I can tempt you with?”

He waves a hand. “I don’t know. Gosh. You’re really pretty and everything, but you said we can’t do anything about that, right? Besides, if I wish for you to have sex with me, jeez. That seems like it violates a whole lot of consent, doesn’t it?”

Who the hell is this midwestern farmer who cares about enthusiastic consent? A first, for me.

Of course, that's anecdotal—and you have to consider the source here. I'm usually begging
 men to ignore enthusiastic consent.

“You could wish for someone you want to want to have sex with you,” I explain. “Magic doesn’t really care about consent.”

“Well, I do, for Pete’s sake!”

“Even if all they remember is wanting it? Even if they start burning with it? Even if they wake up and daydream about it constantly? Needing it. Aching for it. Begging for it. Centering their lives around it. Making their identities revolve around it...”

“You’re rather gorgeous, ma’am, but I’d appreciate it if you didn’t do that. It seems a bit improper.”

I had started touching my nipple in the excitement. It's firm, erect, and the size of a small raspberry.

“Sorry. I get carried away. It’s a trait of mine. I just really like the idea of Your Cock being...happy.”

“So all your wishes are sexual? I can’t wish for something nice for someone else?”

“Like what?”

He smiles, snapping his fingers in sudden realization. “All right, I’ve got these neighbors down the way. They’re about to lose their farm to the bank. I think that’s just awful, you know? The bank doesn’t have a choice. It’s in their contract and all that. And these ladies, they’ve worked hard there for ten years. It’s just the land didn’t pay out. Can you do anything about that?”

“Can I make a bank move money around and allocate more so some farmers can keep their land?” I would almost snort in derision if it weren’t so unladylike. “Yes, Master. That’s within my power.”

“You don’t have to be so sarcastic.”

“No, Master. Of course not, Master.”

“And none of that Master stuff either! That’s fucking weird. Cut it out. Just call me Charlie.”

“As you wish, Charlie.”

He huffs for a second. “Fine, I guess. I wish for that, then. I wish that Helga and Melinda got their farm back with no troubles and that that it all works out for them and they’re just pleased as punch about it.”

I take a moment to process this. It’s about as open-ended a wish as I’ve ever heard, and what makes it remarkable is that it’s open-ended in a way that I’m rather unfamiliar with.

Like, someone will wish to be a Sex God, right? But I’m kind of tethered to my imagination and being carried away, so maybe they’re the kind of Sex God that has nine penises, or the kind that gets trapped in an ancient statue, or something like that.

But this Master wants to...give someone else a nice life?

And I have to admit, I’m a little annoyed how little he wants to fuck.

Like, he’s annoyingly
 celibate. You know? It makes me feel bad for wanting to fuck as much as I do.

Now, I’ve said I get carried away. So within the confines of his wish...I may have read deeply into the available leeway to create some interesting opportunities for my new Master.

There’s a little rush of pleasure and excitement as I alter reality to make his wish come true. Money moving through bank accounts. Paperwork filled out.

But also—critically—some genetics moved around. Some neurons re-wiring.

More on that later; it’s complicated and requires my total attention.

“As you wish, Master.”

His smile broadens. I feel my body heating up; his happiness makes me horny.

“Wonderful. They’ve got it all?”

“They do. They’ll know about it tomorrow morning.”

“Super. Well.” He clapped his hands. “That’s a full night’s work, eh? It’s bed time.”

I look at the clock. It’s in the shape of a dog. “It’s...nine o’clock.”

He’s already walking back to his bed. “Welcome to farm life, missy!”
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THE NEIGHBORS, HELGA
 and Melinda, have had a rough lot ever since they moved in to the rural town. They were both originally from farms in the South and moved to the big city to pursue wealth. Both had high-paying jobs at marketing firms and did well there for a number of years. Five years ago, they met and married, and decided to retire to a farm that resembled the one where both had grown up. They would grow easy cash crops like corn and potatoes for extra money and mostly live on their pensions.

But two years ago, their pensions were gutted by the greedy boards of directors left in charge of their companies. Their investments plummeted. And this year, with the drought, the bank was threatening the land they owned because they could no longer pay the taxes. Each was living at the end of their rope—until last night, Master intervened and made their lives impossibly better.

Well, he wished for it, and I made it happen, and I’m going to do such a phenomenal job of making their lives better that he’ll spend the rest of his life seeing how fantastic I am and be really, insanely happy about it—but who’s keeping score?

Helga and Melinda are, objectively, senior-aged women who aren’t necessarily built for farming work. The last several years have been hard on their bodies and their medical bills for back and hip pain have been stacking up. They dress in sturdy, practical clothing—standard lesbian fare of flannel and denim.

Both are blonde; Helga looks more motherly of the two. She looks like she could be on the cover of Southern Living from a side-angle, standing over a flower pot with a genuine smile on her face.

Melinda is prettier, but more severe. She looks very Big City pretty. Already quite thin before I even had anything to do with her, with longer hair and a penchant for expensive earrings and necklaces even when she’s working the land. Her collarbones and cheekbones form a beautiful geometric complex that is only heightened now that I’ve done some work.

Yesterday morning, they were both in their late sixties. Today, they’re approaching low forties, and going down in age and up in beauty as they approach Master’s house. Melinda's sickly thinness is being rounded out in all the right places, while her waistline only shrinks. Helga's hips operate like those of a teenager and look like those of a really sexy
 barely legal teenager.

Farmers sleep pretty soundly and Master made no orders for me to do the same (and I don’t really need sleep, being what I am), so I spent all night away from him, in the Kares house silently and urgently fucking the minds of these two as I made their bodies younger, tighter, hotter, and sexier for Master.

I will be appreciated, okay? He’s going to love me. I’m not going to love him, but that doesn’t mean he’s going to just treat me like some fucking loan officer, jeez!

I’m a genie! Wish for a mountain made of chocolate! Wish for a robot made of televisions! Wish for a harem of gorgeous women who will do anything to make Your Cock happy! Have a little imagination!

I know that if I just show him what I can do, he’ll understand and we’ll get along just fine.

Charlie wakes when they ring the door bell, groggy but alert. He’s used to waking early—and 6 AM is actually a little late for him.

“Oh,” he says, seeing me. “You’re still here.”

Not the response men usually give me, the unbelievably gorgeous scantily-clad wish-giving genie. I'm wearing what I've learned is a fantasy of his—a tight red dress in the style of 1950s femme fatales, and killer heels. I can't help but make the heels taller and sexier than anything that was available in the 50s—and of course, no underwear.

He looks at me for a long time, his hand resting on his crotch. I know I'm making him hard—I can feel
 his erection stirring. Good.

“Would you put...would you put something decent on?” What I'm wearing is completely decent; he only thinks it's not because it speaks so strongly to his kinks. “I think I hear voices outside.”

“They can’t see or hear me,” I explain. “Only you.”

“Oh. Well. I guess I’m just crazy then. Did you do that wish I said?”

“Let’s find out.” I nod toward the front door.

He puts on a pair of sweats and a t-shirt and walks toward the door. Yesterday, he woke up with a pain in his foot that would have coalesced into a torn muscle if he continued to work (which, stubborn as he is, he would have). It's gone now.

A Little Extra from me. I can't help myself.

Helga and Melinda squeal like they’re in front of a rock star when he opens the door. They don’t wait for an invitation to come in, passing through my intangible body (which makes both of them deeply aroused; a byproduct of my magical nature) and circling around Charlie in the foyer.

“Thank you!”

“Thank you so much!”

They're hopping up and down. In their tight pants (getting tighter by the second; Master really likes women in tight jeans) and flannels, their youthful bodies advertise eager, sturdy fertility.

Charlie is a bit puzzled by all of this. Two beautiful blond women are circling him and thanking him. He has to wait for a moment and really look at them before they start to become recognizable.

“Melinda?” he says, disbelieving. “Helga?”

“Duh!” says Helga. “You did it! Oh, Charlie, you really did it!”

“We brought you a cake!”

Melinda shows him the cake in the small upmarket tupperware she brought along. It’s a beautifully-made pineapple upside-down cake. It took them about five minutes to make, though they remember working for the full few hours. I may
 have helped with that.

What? I’m supposed to wait to see my Master’s Cock sucked so they can make a cake? Now he can have his cake and they can all eat it too.

“I love pineapple upside-down cake. How did you know?”

“Do you?” Melinda shrugs. “We just guessed.”

Hint: I whispered in their ears. That’s the kind of awesome genie I am.

He takes a moment to drink them in. Their skin is free of wrinkles. Their faces are more gorgeous than ever, jawlines pronounced and chins eagerly defined. Their eyes sparkle with desire, need, and admiration.

They sit him down on the couch and crowd him on either side. The cake is placed on the coffee table.

Their tits are younger by the minute, by the second, and becoming perkier as their bodies become tighter and smoother. Their faces younger, more lovely, even as their pheromones tie them to him. Instant, long-lasting, zero-decomposition love chemicals flood their brains as Master—my Master—becomes the only Man they have ever loved.

Helga puts a hand on his upper thigh. Melinda moans slightly as she sees it, and matches her.

“Charlie,” Helga says, “we’re just so grateful for you.”

“It was nothing, girls. Er, uh, ladies. Really.”

He's looking wildly at them, at me. Trying to nod for me to get this to stop. Of course I won't without a direct order. I know what he needs.

“Mmm. Call us girls.” Melinda's voice slinks to a low urgent drip. “I like that.”

Helga nods. “Me too. I like being called his little girl.”

“Ungh, yeah. That’s hot. Like his girlfriends? That’s hot too.”

“Oh, yeah. That’s sooo hot. Being the girlfriends of a stud like him? Gosh. We’d be so lucky if we were.”

Either of them are now young and gorgeous enough to easily walk the catwalk during New York Fashion Week without even an invitation. Their eyes are glazed over with open love.

“Girls,” he says again, and then cuts himself off as they both moan. “Ladies, I mean. This feels...wrong. Don't you feel wrong?”

“I feel amazing
,” says Helga. “I know it's because of you, Sir.”

“Sir.” Melinda nods, unbuttoning her flannel. It's quickly becoming sheer. I'm getting more and more turned the fuck on. “I like that. Sir. You're our Sir.”

They're both wearing tall heels now. Helga's tight jeans have become tight shorts and Melinda's have become a skintight denim skirt. Charlie sees these changes and his bulge grows and grows. I make it easier for him to get Hard, to stay Hard.

I can't help myself. I need my Master to be happy
.

“Sir,” says Helga, big blue eyes soaking him in. “Can we please suck you off to show you how grateful we are?”

“Yes, please? Can we, please Sir?”

Their hands are all over him. Melinda is grinding on one thigh.

“I...girls. Please. I don’t think...I’m not sure you’re in your right mind.”

“I’m in my right mind. Helga, are you in your right mind?”

“I’m in such a right mind, Melinda. I’ve never been a mind more right than this.”

Melinda nods. “Like, see...darling. Sir? The thing is? I’m kind of in love with you?”

She has been the more outspoken and pushy of the two. Now she’s bashful, blushing. Her long fingers tracing lines on the thick, sexy bulge of his cock. Her forehead rests against his chin.

Helga nods, whispering and nudging her head against his. “I am too, Sir. In love with you, I mean. I think I have been for a long time.”

“I think that’s probably why we ended up together,” says Melinda. “Like, as a kind of support group for how badly we wanted your Cock.”

“It’s all I can remember talking about with her.”

“It’s our favorite topic. We never get tired of thinking about Your Cock.”

Okay. So I may have fucked with their memories a little bit. But if it leads to really hot candid lovey-dovey confessions like this, isn’t it pretty well worth it?

He’s unzipped now, not stopping them in the slightest. He takes Helga's hand and guides it up on the head of his purple, straining Cock.

“Oh man,” he moans.

Their hands are so soft and small compared to his Cock. He can't help but strain more, breath catching as they stroke him urgently.

He's trying to think of his wife, trying to be faithful to someone who no longer exists. In the face of two gorgeous blondes cooing their love and admiration, the facade doesn't last. He's as loyal as his Cock, and his Cock is raging hard for them.

“Please cum, sir? Please cum in us?”

Melinda nods, upping the ante. “Please cum on
 us.”

“Oh yes! Cum on us! Spray us with it! Please?”

I'm fingering myself as they plead, cooing with them. Feeding them lines. I want them to beg, want them to make him hard as fuck. He deserves it. He's my Master
.

“Please, sir? You're so fucking big.”

“You're so important.”

“You've done everything for us. We just want to show how thankful we are.”

“Yes. We just want to tell you thank you for all
 you've done. We want to thank you with our bodies.”

“Spray your thanks all over us, sir. Please? We need it...”

“We need it so
 bad...”

They're stroking in perfect unison, sharing one orgasmic-needy mind. Their cunts vibrate with hot, spectacular aching, both of them drooling and salivating all over his Cock.

Melinda can't wait anymore, and shoves her mouth down on his spectacular Cock. Then Helga follows suit, reaching in from the bottom and sliding her tongue up from his balls all the way to meet her wife's mouth.

The two move up and down like this, still dancing like they've practiced this for years, one moving down while the other goes up and the other licking up while the other kisses up and so on and on.

“Oh dang,” he moans. “Oh shoot. Oh—oh girls. Oh, l-ladies!”

His Cock shoots first into Helga's mouth. He cums harder and longer than he ever has before. His balls are larger now; his Cock larger. Little extras from me. He cums half a cup into Helga's throat before Melinda manages to push her wife off and take the rest, eagerly slurping down an incredible two more cups of hard, forceful jets of cum.

And it doesn't stop there. Even after she's had her feel, moving her mouth away, he continues to cum and spray their faces, spray their tits, spray their necks and clavicles and bodies.

At the touch of his Cock, they had already started cumming themselves. Feeling him erupt—wave after wave of thick, virile seed that no doubt was soon going to stuff their hot young cunts full until they were so pregnant they wouldn't even be able to walk—is enough to send the two beauties into orgasm overdrive.

Their crotches and hips gyrate madly as he cums and hot honey pours from their delicious pussies. When finally he stops, they do too, their bodies like pumping down slowly like the levers on a steam train pulling into station.

Afterward, he staggers away from their sleeping, overwhelmed forms and over to me where I’m in a heady, cum-dazed state myself. I'm cumming all the time when he's hard—it makes it harder to stop myself from cumming more—and I'm doing my honest best to make sure he's hard constantly. He stops to get a piece of cake; I feel myself brimming over with pride.

“What in tarnation was that all about?”

“You wished for them to be happy.” I point. “They’re kind of completely deliriously happy now. Whose happier than someone in love?”

“You made them that way.”

I shrug. “I make things all kinds of ways. It’s kind of what I do. I’m a genie. If you have any limits, you know...let me know. I’ll work with them.”

“You’re right. I should be more...more definite. Okay.”

He eats a piece of cake and then eats another. He pulls his laptop over to his breakfast table while he eats, struggling not to look at the snuggling, cooing forms of his two new lovers.

After several minutes, he calls me over and points at his screen.

“You see her?”

He points to an article about a young high school swimmer in the area. I know she's just turned eighteen a few weeks ago.

“The pretty girl?” I got excited. “Yes, Master. How soon should you like her?”

“Hold on.” He shakes his head. “That’s not what I mean, okay? I don’t...I’m not...that’s illegal. She’s in high school!”

“That’s not illegal. She’s eighteen. Just because she’s a really hot senior at school doesn’t mean You can’t fuck her beautifully. You could fuck her until she’s bragging to all her hot friends what a stud You are, and then You could be knee-deep in high school barely legal pussy before You know it.”

“I...shut up. Gosh.”

He’s red-faced and clearly turned on. His Cock is ready to go again. Helga and Melinda stir from their cum-nap; they can feel their Master's need.

“I don’t want to fuck her.”

This is clearly a lie. I can practically taste the desire in his voice. The swimmer—her name is Jackie—is gorgeous. Hell, I
 want to fuck her.

“I want to help her. She’s got a state championship coming up. Scholarships. All of that. She’ll get to get out of this town and go on somewhere great. Or she would, except...”

He points again  at the article. It explains how her ankle is shattered and probably needs a year or more to repair.

“I want her body to be perfect. I want her to be able to pursue any goal she wants. That’s my wish.”

“Your wish, Master, is my command.”

Satisfied, he saunters back into the living room, and already I can sense his hard-on continuing to develop again the second he enters. Melinda pleads with him for a few moments and pulls him in for a long, loving, achingly beautiful kiss—the kind that could go on a movie poster—while Helga kneels down to his Cock and starts to suck. His resistance immediately fades; he's already loving this life.

A perfect body and pursuit of any goal she wants, he says. I kind of hate to say it, but Master isn’t really paying attention to the sort of woman I am, is he?

This swimmer—Jackie—is already clearly gorgeous and he’s clearly really attracted to her. Look at that wish! Look at what he’s asking for! Good lord! Good god!

Like—he’s almost making this too easy, right?
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YOU PROBABLY GUESSED
 this already but the next morning, Jackie Stover shows up at Master’s house in the morning in her absolute tightiest, skimpiest bikini (she has a few dozen really expensive ones now that I, errr...intervened on her behalf. She’s also wearing gorgeous sky-high heels: ankle booties from Alaia.)

It’s fun to watch him. And of course I've been watching him this whole time. I watched him all last night as Melinda and Helga fell even deeper in love with him, promised him the rest of their lives, and called him their Master. I watched him fuck them over and over again, his brain completely lost to the power of his Hard, Hard, Cock, fucking the brains out of the two urgently willing blondes who we had made his loveslaves.

At the tone of the doorbell, he frees himself from the softly urgent loving clutches of Melinda and especially Helga (she’s stubborn and sleepy, looking adorable with her perfect sexy sex-tousled golden hair). They moan after him, begging for His Cock to start their day. Wanting to suck him off for a third time since 4 AM before they leave the bed.

They don't have much memory of a different kind of life. The walls of this house have become the walls of their brains; their lives in the big city are more like a rumor than a memory now.

He staggers down the hallway. Not quite noticing yet that his body is younger, fitter, healthier than it has been in years. He's about four inches taller, with a rippling six-pack of abs and hard muscles that could pick up a tractor if he wanted to.

He opens the door. Sees Jackie there, rotates his eyes to heaven, shakes his head, and waves her into the living room in surrender.

“I just had to see you,” she says, strutting and posing. “You mean so much to me, Master. May I call you Master?”

“Sure,” he says. “Why not?”

He’s looking at me now while I slowly finger my cunt in the corner. I'm completely naked except for the pair of high heels I'm wearing and the luxurious jewelry I've decked myself out in. I can’t help but finger my cunt. I made Jackie super fucking hot. She was hot before—swimmer, teenager, beauty queen—but now she’s a stunner. She’s beyond scorching and downright immolating.

He wished for her to have a perfect
 body. Her fat percentage is utterly perfect—enough to sculpt her body without appearing shredded like a bodybuilder, and not so much that she's lost all her gorgeous swimmer's tone. Her tits have ballooned in size to a 36D, utterly buoyant and barely contained inside of her stylish bikini. Her hair, long and sensationally thick, flows down to her ass in waves. She looks like a mermaid from a painting, except with legs that are nine miles long.

“I just woke up,” says Jackie. “And my body was completely healed. And I knew it was because of you! I don’t know how you did it, but I know it was you. And you’re so, so handsome, and I just...I want to serve you.” She’s staring at his cock now. Her words becoming slurred as her mouth fills with drool. “I want to serve your Cock.”

“Those are the magic words,” Melinda announces, walking into the living room. Helga trails after her. “Have you managed to ensnare another woman with Your Cock, Master?” Melinda slides up on his body, her hands snaking into his boxers and stroking his already quite hard Cock. “Ummph. And she’s so fucking hot, too. God. Is that a swimsuit and heels? Is that what we should be wearing? Would you like that, Master? You deserve to have us all however you like.”

Helga slides onto his other arm, kissing his shoulder and neck. “You deserve to have us however you like, Sir. You’re so handsome and strong. Can we watch her suck Your Cock? Can we watch You fuck her? We know You need to.”

Master looks beside himself in lust, frustration, and confusion. All three women are begging him to do the same thing that his Cock is begging him for. Their willingness is plain on their faces.

I'm such a hot fucking genie for Him. I'm such a good servant. I care about Him so much. Gosh, I just want him to be happy!

“She’s so fucking pretty,” says Melinda.

“Yes,” says Jackie. “I’m so pretty. I’ve been the state beauty queen three years in a row. Won’t you fuck me, Daddy?”

“Uh...uh. Uh. Dang.”

“Oh, he likes that, baby girl,” Melinda purrs to Jackie. “He likes to be called Daddy.”

Helga whispers soft. “Is that what You like, Daddy? Do you like for pretty girls to call You Daddy? Can I call You Daddy? Can I stroke Your Daddy Cock, Master, and make You hard?”

Jackie has some serious fucking Daddy issues. Her own father left when she was very young and every boyfriend or crush she's had since then—and this is all real, not just my machinations—has been older than her. So, making her fall deeply in love with a vibrantly handsome totem of Masculinity like Charlie was relatively easy.

He already is, after all, all the things that are good about masculinity—strong, capable, reliable. I just reattached all those needy feelings Jackie had to Him.

And...You know. Then quickly did the same thing to Melinda and Helga.

But he's not quite ready for it all yet.

“I...I...dang.” He shakes his head. “I want some time alone. All three of you...take care of each other for a second. Just don’t...don’t leave the house.”

“No need to worry about that,” says Melinda.

They saunter into the living room as Master leads me out onto the porch. Jackie's clearly disappointed, but her disappointment fades as she, Melinda, and Helga engage in a long and thrilling conversation about all the ways their Daddy's Cock is the best in the world.

“It's really fantastic,” says Helga. “He totally wants to fuck you, don't worry.”

“Really?” says Jackie. “I want to be so pretty for him. Only for him, though. Other guys like, don't exist anymore to me. I just want to suck him and serve him and make him happy...”

“Us too,” Melinda nods. “It's so cool that we get to do it together...”

They laugh and giggle; each of them feels just about the same age. Two days ago, Melinda and Helga would have had as much in common with a radiator as they would with Jackie. Now they're practically sisters.

Outside, Master stands mostly naked except for his shirt (Helga pulled his boxers off entirely so she could stroke his Cock while he ogled Jackie). It’s a bit cold outside and he’s liable to catch a chill.

I decide to make it slightly warmer around him. That’s all, though.

Okay, it’s permanently whatever temperature makes him whatever the most comfortable around him. But that’s all.

And okay, he’s immune to every disease and sickness ever, just in case. But that’s just in case and that’s all!

“I suppose you’re to blame for this,” he says.

“What makes you think that?”

“W-What do you think what do I think? Gosh dang, woman, I’m losing my temper with you! I’m about ready to spit!”

I nod inside, where Melinda is teaching Jackie how to french kiss exactly how her new Daddy will like. “They won’t spit, just so you know. They’re committed swallowers.”

“Oh, I’m sure. Very clever. Haha.”

“Not a joke.”

He reddens slightly. “All the same. Gosh dang. I just—you know what I mean! Jackie! Yesterday she’s the top of her class and now she wants to serve my johnson?”

“Your Cock. Please. Johnson is so...undignified.”

“I’ll call it a Christmas Apple if I want! It’s my Cock, dang it!” He huffs. “Dang it. Now you got me going. Dang.”

He’s hard as fuck. Hard as a crowbar. God, I want to make him happy. Precum spills on the wood of the porch, streaming from his cock.

“You seem upset, Master. I’m very sorry.”

“Well undo it! Undo all of it! I don’t want slaves! For god’s sake, what do I want with a slave?”

I look at the gorgeous Jackie in his living room, now posing and dancing, much to Helga and Melinda’s finger-fucking delight. They're rather in love with her, already positioning her as better than them and therefore more Worthy of Master's Cock.

I did set it up this way. They were made
 sexier by me, but Jackie was already
 sexier. It only makes sense to me that she has more privileges.

I cock an eyebrow. “Ridiculously good sex?”

“You’ve got a one-track mind.” He puts a hand to his forehead. “How do I get rid of them?”

“You can wish them away,” I said. “Wish them not to be your slaves. But you’ve said you’re really concerned about their happiness. And they’re really happy to serve. You’ll just have to make them serve someone else. Or not remember you. Those are all kinds of different wishes, or one very complicated wish with a lot of room for interpretation.”

“Oh.” He shakes his head, looking me up and down. “For Pete’s sake. You’re impossible.”

“I know. I wish we could fuck too.”

“That’s not what I mean! I mean, dang it.” He shakes his head. “What am I supposed to do about all that in there?”

“You could try fucking her,” I say. “Maybe she’ll calm down afterward and you can try talking some sense into her.”

“Will that work?”

Nope. Absolutely not. It’ll just make her crazier about him.

I decide to answer without truly answering. I've no obligation to tell the truth, after all.

“It’s worth a shot, don’t you think? Don’t you want to fuck her?”

He sighs and walk back inside. Shoulders slumped. Head down. You’d think I’d sentenced him to death.

Jackie squeals with delight as he enters the living room, clapping her hands and wrapping her arms around his neck. Melinda and Helga crowd around them both, cheering them on.

“Gosh, she's so pretty, Sir.”

“She's practically perfect
.”

“Is she your girlfriend now?”

“Oh gosh. Is that it? Am I your girlfriend now?”

Jackie kisses him eagerly and pulls herself up by his neck so that her legs wrap around his waist. They're long and bare and delicious. His hands attach to her ass—thick and globular—and I make him strong enough to support her weight easily, but that’s all.

Also like ten years younger so that they’re not such a mixed match. But that’s all.

Okay, strong enough to lift a pick-up truck with one hand, because what if someone tries to fuck with him or Jackie because of how gorgeous I made her? But that’s all.

Also Jackie and Melinda and Helga are all respectably strong and durable now so he doesn’t crush them when he fucks the shit out of them like I know he’s going to do.

But that’s all.

Really.

Plus he's four inches taller because height differences between a Man and hot babes makes my cunt completely squirmy.

That's it!

“Please, Daddy?” she moans in his ear. “I need a prom date. Please?”

“I can’t be your Prom Date.”

I notice particularly he doesn’t tell her to stop calling him Daddy.

“Why not, Daddy?”

His Cock surges against her. It pushes out between her ass cheeks; her entire body is resting on top of it. He's so strong all around that if he let go of her, his Cock all by itself would be able to hold up her thin, tit-heavy body.

“I...I’m too old for you. I’m too old for that. They’ll laugh. It’s ridiculous.”

“If anyone laughs, you’ll just beat the shit out of them.” She kisses his neck. “While I stroke you and cheer you on. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

Cum spurts from His Cock. He's so ready to fuck her. Melinda and Helga moan, mindless already from seeing his pleasure. In their orgasmic throes, they cling to his body harder. Milk begins to spill from their heavy tits; I can't help myself. I need them to be everything
 he needs. I need them to lubricate his sex with this teenage goddess.

“You're so beautiful...” he whispers at Jackie, holding her tighter than ever. “You're sure that's what you want? You're sure this is what you want?”

She smiles with every part of her being. It's an earnest, eager smile that starts from behind her fucking soul, reaching into the universe with all the pleasure she can muster. “Yes, Sir...Yes, Daddy.” She kisses him softly and tenderly. “Yes, Master.”

His Cock surges and Cums again, spilling onto Melinda and Helga's heels.

“Master,” they moan together.

“Do you like that?” Jackie asks. “Do you like if I call you Master?”

He clearly does, nodding and twisting around. He takes them to his bedroom—carrying Jackie with Melinda and Helga trailing behind. He's been fucking the two blondes for hours and hours and he's still got plenty of stamina for this hot new cunt—just like a real Man should.

He throws her down on the bed and right away her legs spread wide open for him.

“Please, Daddy?”

Melinda and Helga get down before him, holding Jackie tight between their bodies. Their milk dripping all over her hot young body.

“She can't get away, Master.”

Jackie squirms in their grip, which is ironclad. Both their hands go to her neck, choking her and pinning her down as Master spreads her legs wide.

“She can't move. She can't escape. She'll be yours forever.”

His Cock is spurting cum all over her entrance, pulsating and leaking honey. Jackie nods, urging him on, her heels clicking behind his ass.

With one movement he's all the way inside her. His thick rod is so enormous that I can see it bulging inside of her tiny ripped abdomen.

“She can't get away, Master,” Melinda moans.

“Can never get away,” Helga nods, leaking milk across Jackie's heavy tits. “Yours forever. Marked forever.”

He fucks her hot virgin cunt with his unprotected Cock, brilliantly hard and yet still somehow cumming all the while, no doubt getting her brilliantly pregnant. His muscles contort and flex, their hands running up and down the majesty of his masculinity.

“Good lord,” he groans. “You're so tight
.”

“Tight for You, Master,” the blondes moan.

Jackie tries to nod, to agree with them, but she's totally gone. Her mind is blanking out on pure ecstasy, more powerful than any drug on the planet. Master's cum shoots the equivalent of ten million pounds of pure heroin into her consciousness and all she understands are the hands on her throat, the milk leaking down on her, and the enormous Cock fucking up her pathetic reality with load after load of babymaking, orgasm-forcing cum.

Her body, meanwhile, knows just how to react to his godly Cock. It writhes and grinds, pumping up and down in time with his thrusts, delivering maximum pleasure on automatic as her personality is washed away with wave after wave of pleasure and cum.

When finally he exits her gorgeous young body, she's transformed. She's more gorgeous than ever, tighter and more toned, her tits bigger—leaking milk heavily inside of her barely-there bikini—her lips poutier and sexier, her eyes bigger. A being purely meant for sexing up an incredible masculine Master.

This transformation—a Little Extra from me—clearly only turns him on more. Seconds after pulling out, he pushes into Melinda and the cycle continues. Now Helga and Jackie—quickly recovering after seeing the singularity that is Pure Orgasmic Energy—rotate to one side and pin

Melinda down. They tell him all he needs to hear:

“She'll never leave you, Master. She's yours forever.”

“Yours forever. All of us. Yours forever.”

I'm cumming like mad, knowing I'm giving my Master exactly what he needs. It's barely 9 AM, and I'm doing my honest best to make all his wishes come true.
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AT NIGHT, WHEN THE
 girls are finally exhausted—after eight straight hours of glorious fucking—he waves me over. He turns on a light from the bedside table so we can see each other.

“Make it so they can’t hear me talk to you,” he mouths to me. Of course I understand.

“Yes, Master. Done.”

All three of them are nuzzling each other, moaning softly, like a pile of hot cooing laundry.

“This is all you,” he points a finger at me. “These girls. Going crazy for my...for my Cock!”

My pussy pulses when he says the word.

“Of course.”

“Well, I can’t have it! They’re all turning into twisted versions of you! All Cock-obsessed and crazy for sex and...and...”

“And utterly devoted to making You hard and happy at all times? Cooking you meals? Making you wealthier and younger?”

“I...I...” he shakes his  head. “This kind of debauch never has a happy end. You just mess up people’s lives and then run away. But what happens to them?”

“They’re all rather happy,” I say. “The ones who are still alive.”

“Who is not still alive?”

“I’ve been a genie for thousands of years, Master. Not everybody wishes to be immortal.” I pause. “Do you want to be immortal?”

His Cock pulses. Jackie, right there on his crotch already, is barely conscious, but automatically she moans and slurps more of him down.

“Well, I’m not having anymore of it, you hear? I want you out of my life. How do I make you leave?”

Not a request I’m accustomed to. Usually I make men so happy. I feel like crying, but I won't give him the satisfaction.

“After your last wish, after I see it through, I return to the lamp and leave your life.”

“Fine then. I already know my last wish. This town’s been hit by a drought for months now. I want the drought over. I want the harvest to be bountiful and fertile. I want everyone happy. And I don’t want any wives leaving their husbands or girlfriends leaving their boyfriends for me, and I don’t want any more slaves. For god’s sake. Three is enough.”
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“YOU CAN’T BE SERIOUS
.”

I really, really am. But then, when it comes to Master’s Cock, and his pleasure, and his happiness, I’m usually serious. I have a great time doing what I do, but that doesn’t mean I’m not serious about it.

“I don’t know what you mean, Master.”

Don't think I haven't noticed him no longer correcting me about calling him Master. He likes it. It makes his Cock surge every time.

He’s standing at the front door of his house. Helga and Melinda are in the kitchen, teaching Jackie how to make a man’s breakfast. Steak and eggs and bacon; they don’t have to worry about the cholesterol. They don’t really have to worry about anything—their health will be outstanding for as long as they live. Master said to make them happy, after all, and it’s easier for anyone healthy to be happy.

It’s also easier for Master to be happy if all three of his chosen sex slaves are decorated in jaw-dropping lingerie and addicted to wearing really high heels; so of course, they’re doing that while they make him breakfast. Tits on display, leaking milk. Long legs shining, hair perfectly tousled and hot.

The kissing and finger-fucking and moaning and eager droplets of heavy milk into his eggs are just extras. They’re so turned on and breeding so much arousal between the three of that Master, exposed to the cold morning air, sports a massive hard-on.

Of course that might also be the way that I’ve been slowly modifying his genetics to extend his erections, eliminate his refractory period, enlarge his cock and balls, and essentially make him a walking, living, breathing sperm factory.

I might be starting to get carried away.

It starts like this: he wants to cum in Jackie again, because uh, duh, she’s a teenage goddess and he never got to fuck anyone like her when he was in high school.

But his Cock needs at least another ten minutes before he can. Well, that’s no good, is it? So I speed things up a bit.

But right after he fucks her, I see the way he’s looking at Helga as she dutifully cleans off his cock and the heady, hot glaze of his cum all across her tits as Melinda massages them with long nimble fingers.

So he wants to fuck them. How can he not? But it’s only been two minutes since he came, and it’ll be eight more minutes before he’s ready...so why not help him a little?

And so on. And so on...ungh.

So now he might have the body of a virile twenty-five year-old pornstar hunk even though he’s technically somewhere in his fifties. Maybe.

Maybe definitely.


What Master is telling me I can't be serious about has nothing to do with his amazingly hard body and his perfect Cock, however. What he's looking at is outside of his house.

Outside, patiently waiting for him to wake up, are the rest of the town and also the town itself, all of which have been transformed radically by his wish yesterday.

“You said,” I begin, “and I quote, ‘I want the harvest to be bountiful and fertile. I want everyone happy. I don’t want any lives leaving their husbands or girlfriends leaving their boyfriends for me, and I don’t want any more slaves.”

The entire population of the town—all thirty-six of them besides Master, Jackie, Helga, and Melinda—are holding a giant banner that says, “We Love You Charles!” and “We’re Yours To Command, Charlie!” and “Anything You Say, Charles!” and “Thank You, Charles!”

I have different moods, and what kind of bountiful nature is the most beautiful changes between them. Sometimes it’s tropical, sometimes it’s rainforest, sometimes it’s temperate, sometimes it’s snowy...

So I kind of went with all of it? There’s now a giant mountain in the edge of town to corral the weather so it’s always beautifully warm. If Master wants to experience the cold—maybe his girls in fur coats and tight leggings and sweater dresses—he can take them up to a cabin in the mountain.

There might
 already be a door in his house, right next to the pantry, that leads right to the cabin, because teleporting is fun and I want Master to have the best available.

There's also massive redwood trees creating a terrific canopy leading into the front of his home. The entrance to his property is an arch carved through a living redwood who is completely pleased to be serving in this way. Massive ferns and vines intertwine around the property, producing delicious gourds and roots that exist nowhere else on earth.

This kind of scenery repeats itself property after property for the entire fifty square miles of the town of Benediction. There is, conveniently, an illusion in place guarding the town from anyone flying over or driving through, and a heavy suggestion that nothing there is worth investigating.

It will all belong entirely to Him, and Him alone, forever.

“Exactly!” He comes close to shouting. “So how do you explain all of this?”

He waves his hand at the congregation of worshipers outside.

“They’re not your slaves,” I explain. “They just really, really, really want to do every last thing you say. And to obey you unconditionally. And to spend their entire waking life worshiping the ground you walk on and adoring Your Cock and making sure that You’re Happy and Hard.”

“How is that any different from them, then? Aren't they slaves?”

He points at the kitchen. Helga is on her knees, eating out Jackie while she tries desperately to both cum and stir the eggs in the frying pan. Melinda makes out furiously with the teen beauty while shoving her wife’s head into Jackie’s cunt harder and harder. Jackie, though, has eyes only for Master—staring at him and beckoning him to come join them.

“Well.” I shrug. “They
 can’t refuse. Even if they wanted to. Which they couldn’t. They,” I point at the crowd, “can
 refuse. They just...don’t want to. Ever.”

“And where are all the dang men?”

“Oh, that.” I smile a bit sheepishly. “Okay. So, that one I may have gotten over-exuberant on.”

“You didn’t...kill them, did you?” He shakes his head. “Good lord. I know that dark stuff makes you aroused, but you can’t...”

“No!” I shake my head. “I didn’t! They’re there. I just can’t remember who they are. And neither can they. Everyone’s name has kind of...changed.”

“Wait.” He gestures. “Some of those women were men?”

“Kind of. Not really.” I bite my lip. “Not in a way they’d remember. So, you said to make sure no women left their husbands or boyfriends. So I had to make sure there were no husbands or boyfriends to leave. But that means changing their entire life stories, just a little bit. So I just...thought it was easier to completely restart everyone’s life from the beginning.”

He takes a moment to process this. Meanwhile, his Cock is spurting precum all over his floor. There's a hot wave of lust in the air, a constant breeze that pushes it all toward him—all the hot cunts of the gathered town wet entirely
 just for Him.

“As girls?”

“As really hot girls who have literally always been in love with you. You’re like...gosh. Imagine it’s like, the stone ages, okay? And you’re The Beatles. Giving a live performance every night to spectacularly hot cave women who have never heard any other music or seen any other act ever. That’s how they think about you. They’ve been waiting their whole lives for right now, this very moment, to come to your house and express to You how much they love and adore You, Master.”

His Cock continues to spurt and stream. There’s so many gorgeous women outside. They’re close enough now to his house that he can make out individual features. Their striking faces. How young they all are. The heaviness of their gorgeous tits, all of them swollen with milk.

“They’re fertile for You, Master,” I explain. I can barely contain my lust as I see his Cock dripping precum all over the floor. My lust becomes their lust—the lust of the girls in the house, of the girls outside. “Just like you asked. The town is fertile now, forever. They’ll all carry your seed.”

“All of them,” he says, putting a hand to his Cock. He rubs the precum around the head and starts to slowly circle and stroke. We all—myself, the girls in the house, all the girls in the town—moan and gasp and touch ourselves in one collective display of lust and love. “Fertile. For me.”

“For You, Master,” I explain. “Just like You deserve.”

He walks outside, staggering. Jackie, Melinda, and Helga follow him. They left breakfast burning, so of course I help out and fix it—turning off the burners and preparing an eternally warm breakfast until he's ready to eat, waiting for him at his table.

Outside, the breeze of lust is even stronger. The moans of the town are audible. He looks out at them, stunned and turned on.

His Cock is so enragingly Hard that he's having trouble thinking.

“Like I deserve,” he says.

“You made this town fertile.”

He's looking right at me now. He's so powerful and strong. “I made it...fertile.”

I'm close to cumming. God, he's so amazing. I Love him, I truly do. I didn't want to but I do.

“No one else did it. It was you. Only you. You wished it. You had the power. They owe you.”

“They...owe me.”

Precum spills heavily on the porch. A few daring souls from the crowd crawl up, alternating between smiling, moaning, fingering, and licking their lips.

“They’re all in love with you. You’re responsible for them. You’re responsible for the whole town.”

“Responsible. Yeah.”

“You have to take care of them, Master. They need Your Cock. Won’t You take care of them?”

Three of the prettiest townswomen—and they’re all fabulously pretty, I really did good work—are on his porch steps now.

“They'll never leave me,” he says. “They need me.”

“They'll never
 leave you,” I reassure him. “They can't die, Master. They're yours, forever.”

“Ungh.”

One is a redhead with delicate porcelain skin. She’s short and actually one of the few of his new lovers who aren’t that busty. Her name is Regina; she's wearing powder blue lingerie and heels.

Then there’s Angela, whose complexion is dark, like her eyes. She's in a cheerleader outfit and tall thigh-high boots.

Finally, there’s Cat—who will only ever go by Cat—the tallest of the three and also the bustiest, and perhaps also the slimmest. She’s in the middle, taking the lead, beckoning for Master to come to her. She's not wearing anything at all except for a lustful look. He goes for her first, pulling her in for a deep kiss.

Right away she's swept away with the hardest, most impossible feelings of Love that anyone has ever experienced. Every poem, every play, every novel, every everything
 that has ever been thought about Love and has been True and Good fills her entire soul and she feels it just
 for Him. Their kiss is the purest expression of that Love that there has ever been.

The rest of the Town feels it too—this pure love. That includes Jackie and the blondes, on their knees behind their Master and already pulling him backward so Cat can climb on top of his massively hard Cock and start riding him.

Before Master knows it, he's on a bed of hot titflesh. Tits he's never felt before are aching against him, pulsing and leaking milk. Honey leaks all over him from a dozen different cunts trying to rub against him. It's kind of like a reverse-riot—a pure expression of utmost adoration and purpose.

Master cums and cums again, each cum matched by an equal and escalating cum from the rest of the crowd. They're cumming because he cums, because he has
 cum, because he will
 cum, because his cum exists
.

He looks up after a while and sees that it's no longer Cat on top of him, but some beautiful dark-skinned girl he's never even seen before. He doesn't know her name, and before he can even ask, she's begging for his cum, proclaiming how much she loves and needs him, needs his babies.

He's milked for his cum lovingly, filling her and the next her and the next her—banging his way through big-titted young baby factory bimbos who only exist to grind their cunts for Daddy.

“Master!” the entire town moans in angelic chorus. “Master! Master!”

The whole fucking town is for him.

You could say they go to fucking town on him.

In all the chaos of sex and tits and pussies and milk, he looks over at me. A big-hipped Latina beauty is making out madly with Jackie on top of his Cock. Underneath him, Melinda makes out with a blonde who she doesn't know is Helga. Later on they'll laugh about it and become best friends. I make a quick Little Extra to make them all wives who have known each other for years.

“Zanthia?” he says to me, directly. Not caring that they don’t know who he’s talking to.

“Yes, Master?”

“This is...this is great. Thank you.”

He means it. He's found his purpose. He's happy with this hot fucking town.

It feels like my whole soul orgasms all at once. I nearly faint from the instant, aching, needy pleasure that strikes through my entire body, like a lightning bolt of pure orgasm repeatedly shoving up and down inside my hot immortal cunt. Ever since I arrived here I’d been edging, needing to hear him thank me for my work for him.

There is nothing—nothing—hotter than that to me. Being appreciated. Others showing gratitude for me. I’m so fucking horny and satisfied all at once. The overwhelming need I have to bring him pleasure, pleasure, pleasure, all the time more pleasure, is finally sated.

For now.

And now that it has, and now that his wishes are complete, my work is done.

I feel myself pulled back in the lamp again, like I always am...to wait for my next Master and make more dreams come true.
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YOUR OPINION INFLUENCES
 other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter
!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!


What's next?
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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:
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BIMBO OFFICE – NEW
 Girl


Delilah's role as top girl for her Master's Office Harem is complicated when a new beauty arrives on the scene—one who puts even Delilah's considerable charms to shame. She could roll with the punches and give her Master the slave he deserves...or she could try her new mind control powers on his ex-girlfriend to show him what a perfect slavewife she'll be for him!
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BIMBO GENIE – FERTILE
 Wishes


Zanthia’s a sexy airhead genie obsessed with making men happy in EVERY erotic way, and has endless power to change reality to make her owner happy. Soon, all the fertile babes will moan her Master's name and beg for his virile seed while leaking from beautiful overflowing cups, just like he deserves. Bimbo genie Zanthia makes every part of his life sweet and full of nonstop, erotic action.
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BIMBO OFFICE - TAKEOVER


Gorgeous young Delilah has worked her whole life for one spot in the political world—and right when it was supposed to be hers, alpha male Miles took it away. She’s supposed to be smart, independent, practical. She should hate him. But something is changing her, and all she can think of is worshiping him, serving him, and making other girls do the same. She’s got to figure it all out before it’s too late and she loses her mind completely...but the really scary part? She’s starting to like it.
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GET GREAT DEALS AND
 save money on stories with these bundles:
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OFFICE FANTASIES –
 A Bundle


Sex, sex, and more sex—it's all we think about at the office. We're supposed to be working, but we want to be BANGING. In this twenty-story bundle, each tantalizing tale focuses on hot, sweaty, eager ruts on desks, in cubicles, and with hot secretaries who can't say no.


Bimbo Fantasies – A Bundle


The twenty stories in this MASSIVE bundle feature beautiful women becoming the bimbo goddesses they were born to be. And all the time they’re serving lucky men, usually huge-membered, hard-bodied, virile studs who can keep up with the nymphomaniac needs of their new gorgeous pets, often taking several at a time and creating harems of gorgeous beauties created just for their service!


Filthy Taboo Fantasies – A Bundle


The Men of the House. The forbidden fruit. The hot taboo thoughts that race through the minds of the deviant and ultra-kinky. There’s no delight like forbidden delights, delights that can NEVER be. But in these TWENTY hot stories, those taboo fantasies come to life. Hot, hung alpha studs with bodies forged from hard steel never take “no” for an answer from the gorgeous babes they’ve known all their life.


Haughty Queen Lust -  A Bundle


Her True Purpose? Her One Goal? She needs to Kneel before her One True God, adore his virile member, beg for his heir-making seed filling up her body, and beg him to control her mind (and the minds of other gorgeous babes) as much as she wants. Because women belong on their knees in front of men...and so that means the most gorgeous women of all belong on their knees in front of the most powerful man. Twenty Tantalizing Tales.


Gang Fantasies: A Bundle


These TWENTY stories—including one FULL-LENGTH EROTIC NOVEL—are full of the kind of hot erotic action that can only happen when Gangs of Hard Badasses know they’re in charge. They take what they want—not caring if she says “no” —pin their lover down, and fill her so full of their hot white unprotected seed that she’s brimming with pregnant delight almost immediately.


Milky Fantasies – A Bundle


In all of the stories in this MASSIVE bundle, gorgeous beauties become the very epitome of femininity—servile, nubile, fertile, and with full, heavy breasts made to entice men. And the men? Those hunks are virile, alpha male studs served by harems of eager lovelies. It’s the natural order of things.


Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.


Hope to hear from you soon!


Did you love Bimbo Genie - Harem Wishes
? Then you should read Bimbo Office - New Girl
 by Nadia Nightside!

[image: Bimbo Office - New Girl]


Delilah falls deeper under her Master's new power, and learns new desperation when the gorgeous Helena shows up and threatens her control of the office!

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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About the Author

For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories. Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else: Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:

http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.

cover.jpeg
<4 HAREM WISHES

’ - Nddla ngh’mde %






OEBPS/image_rsrcMG.jpg
Sy
b i '“”‘"
Bimbo

\ OFFICE

NEW GIRL

Nod|o ngh’rS|de





OEBPS/image_rsrcMH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcME.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcMF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcMD.jpg





