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A hot preview…

"Mom... please..." I gasped pleadingly. "I can't take much more of this!"

"What do you mean?" She nibbled gently at my earlobe, sending shivers of bliss through my entire body. "What can't you take?"

"You teasing me!"

"Why not?"

"Because I'll get cum everywhere!"

She giggled and continued stroking me mercilessly. "That's okay... you know I'll clean up after you..."

She slid her other hand between our legs and reached into my pants. "I want your seed, sweetheart... let go and fill your naughty little mommy with your sticky essence..."

My breath caught in my chest as my heart skipped a beat, and then Rebecca's fingers were sliding down the waist of my pants, freeing my thick, hard dick. She started stroking it, pumping it firmly, gripping it tightly in her fist as her lips brushed against mine.

"Give me what I need," she purred seductively, stroking my shaft slowly with both hands. "Gift me with your load, baby..."

The Bimbo Machine 1

My stepmom Rebecca's house was a long drive away, and my old beat-up truck wasn't happy on the highway. But every few months, I made the trip, just to check in on her. She was a little older than me, but she'd already been married a few times, and was living in the big, drafty place by herself, with just a small fortune and a few acres of woods.

She was the kind of woman who could live there forever and never need anyone. She had a few dozen horses, a few dozen other pets, and a few dozen things to fix around the property. It was a hobby for her. She loved to be busy, and I loved the fact that I had a mom who could take care of herself.

But when she'd been home alone for too long, she started to get... restless. Sometimes I could hear it in her voice when we talked. Sometimes it was the way her emails sounded. Sometimes she just told me:

"I feel like I'm going stir-crazy in this place, Mark."

"You should get out more, then," I'd said.

"What? And leave my babies?" she laughed. "Not a chance."

"Your what?"

"My babies. The horses."

I'd smiled. "Right."

So, when she called and told me that something strange was going on, I decided to make the drive. I'd been busy, myself—just getting my business off the ground—and it was a bit of a pain, but she'd never asked for help before. I'd grown up with this woman. If she said there was something weird going on, there was.

I pulled up and parked the truck next to her car. The sun was shining, the birds were singing, and the whole world was at peace. It was a perfect fall day.

Then I stepped inside and immediately felt the chill. It was always cold inside the house, like a cave. I could see my breath, and my feet crunched the frost on the hardwood floor.

"Mom?" I called. "It's me."

"Mark? Mark!" Her voice came from the back of the house, where the bedrooms were. "You're here! I thought you'd never come!"

She rushed into the living room, and I could see she was holding a blanket over her chest. It wasn't unusual, really: she hated the cold. Her hair was messy, like she'd just gotten out of bed.

"I got here as fast as I could," I told her.

"That's good." Her teeth chattered. "Because there's something really, really strange going on here, and I don't know what to do about it."

I frowned. "What do you mean?"

She glanced over her shoulder. "I should get dressed. I don't want you to see me like this."

"Dressed?"

It was then I realized that underneath her blanket...her nipples were poking through the fabric. I could see the outline of her breasts, and they looked very, very big. Had they grown? She'd never been big-breasted before.

"Mom..."

"Oh, Mark." She gave me a worried look. "I should have told you sooner, but... I was afraid. You're so smart. So capable. And I didn't know what else to do, I had no one to talk to, and..."

"What?" I took her shoulders, gently. "You're not making any sense."

"I'm not myself, Mark. I'm not the same. Something changed."

I raised an eyebrow.

"Let's get you dressed," I said. "And then we'll talk."

"No." She shook her head vigorously. "Not the bedroom."

"What's going on? Are you in some kind of danger?"

"Yes. But it's different than that." She took a deep breath and then lowered the blanket.

My jaw nearly dropped. Her body... it was insane. So fucking hot. Big, voluptuous breasts with hard nipples, made even harder from the cold. Smooth, trim waist, and a beautiful pink pussy, shaved and smooth...her cunt glistening with wetness.

"God damn," I breathed.

"I know. It's too much. I can't believe it."

"You didn't show this to your ex-husband?"

She laughed. "No, not at all."

"And who was the last guy you dated?"

"A year ago? Just a random guy. It lasted, like, two weeks. We never did anything like... this."

I swallowed hard, feeling my cock swelling.

"Well," I said. "Why are you showing me this?" 

"Because..." She shook her head. "It's not supposed to be like this! I was always thin and waifish, until I found that stupid -" She sighed. "Fuck, let me just show you."

She took my hand and led me back through the house.

It was a little more normal inside, now. Less drafty. My eyes followed the curves of her body, her long legs, the firm ass she'd never had before. It was taking everything I had not to throw her to the floor and fuck her right there, make her squeal with pleasure.

But... no. We were just family. I'd never seen her that way. I couldn't imagine seeing her that way, no matter what her body looked like.

And yet, she looked fucking incredible. Her big tits swayed, hypnotically.

"Through here," she said, when we reached the end of the hallway.

We stopped in front of her walk-in closet. I'd never been in there before—she preferred dressing in her bedroom, I guess—but I knew from her expression that something was wrong.

The door was locked. The lock looked strange. It was... almost futuristic. Like something from a space movie.

"I got rid of my key, months ago. It's in here. In the closet."

"Months?" I said.

She nodded.

"How many months?"

She looked ashamed. "...three," she whispered.

I groaned inwardly. Three fucking months, trapped in the house without underwear or a bra? I couldn't imagine how sore her nipples must have been.

"Can you pick it?" she asked, hopefully.

I stepped up and put my shoulder to the door. It felt solid. The kind of sturdy that made me think I'd only end up breaking my arm if I tried to knock it down. I tried the handle again, shaking it for good measure—nothing.

"Do you have a toolbox?"

She shook her head. "Nothing that small. We can order one, online. If you want."

I sighed.

"Mom," I said. "That's really suspicious, don't you think? A futuristic lock on your closet?"

She nodded. "It's from a company called Xtreme Closet Solutions. They make safes. Supposed to be unbreakable. So far, they haven't let me down."

I frowned. She noticed, and bit her lip.

"You don't believe me."

"Not that part. I know you've got all kinds of valuable things here. You're careful with your belongings, and I'm sure this wasn't the first security system you installed. But that's not what it sounds like, Mom. It sounds like you're making excuses for why you can't leave. Why you won't leave."

Her lips grew taut. "I could leave. Don't you think I've thought about leaving?"

"Then why are you still here?"

She glanced at the ground, shamed again.

"Fuck it," I said, "I'm gonna bust this thing open."

"How?" she said.

I turned and examined the door frame. It was old wood, warped but solid, and there was nothing around us I could use as a weapon. I tested the door knob one last time, just to confirm what I already knew: it was jammed tight. I might as well have tried to twist a steel pin.

I went back into her bedroom. She trailed behind me.

"What is it?" she said. "Something's got you worried."

"When was the last time you talked to someone other than me?" I asked.

She thought about it. "Last week."

"Someone you know? I mean, an actual person?"

"Oh, come on."

"Who was it?" I asked.

She sighed, annoyed. "The neighbor. When he came to get his mail."

"What else happened then?"

She gave me a suspicious look.

"You've done it too," she said. "You call me. Email me. You send packages."

"Yeah, but do we ever have real conversations? When was the last time, Mom? When was the last time you saw my face until today?"

"Stop doing that," she hissed.

"Doing what?" I snapped, and took a step closer. She backed away—not quickly, but she definitely moved. That scared her, I realized. She didn't like it when I did that.

"I don't know what's going on here," I told her. "This weird lock, your new body... just... Come clean, Mom! Tell me what the fuck happened!" 

She sighed. "You're not going to believe me."

"Try me."

"Fine," she said. "But first... I have to show you something."

She turned and walked slowly through the living room, her big breasts bouncing as she moved. I followed closely, ready for anything. This had gone on long enough, and if she wouldn't talk, I needed to take action. If I had to search every room of this place to find out what she was hiding, so be it.

Then she pushed the sliding glass door aside. The afternoon sunshine flooded inside, warming everything up, but there was another thing that caught my attention: the machine, in the backyard.

It was some kind of metal rack, covered with wires and blinking lights and a control panel. The top part of it was covered with a long black tube, like something from a movie.

My mom glanced over at me, nervously. Her teeth were chattering again, I realized. Not from cold this time. She was afraid.

"Mark, before you say anything..." She bit her lip. "Don't be mad. Please, don't be mad. It happened by accident. I never meant to..."

She gestured weakly.

"You've been using this?" I said.

She nodded, silently.

I took a step forward, examining the contraption. It had dials and switches, along with a keypad. A little LED screen flashed some text, too quickly for me to read, and then reset. It seemed like a pretty high-end computer. And those tubes on the side... they were connected to a pair of metal helmets, one on either side. Like something from an old sci-fi movie, where you would hook them directly into people's brains.

"What is it?" I asked. "Some kind of experiment?"

She smiled, bitterly. "I guess you could call it that."

"But... it's not yours, is it? Someone gave it to you?"

"Yes. I didn't think it would work."

"Is it for weight loss? Are you dieting?"

She laughed, a strange sound. "Something like that."

I touched the machine and felt a thrum of power coursing through the wires. It really was hooked up to electricity. My heart began to beat faster. What the fuck was this thing, and why did I recognize it?

"Have you ever seen that logo before, Mark?" she said, pointing.

It was small, printed on the very top of the machine. Two words:

Bimbo Machine. 

I frowned.

"Yeah, actually. But I can't remember where."

She nodded.

"They're a company," she explained. "A really big, famous company. You might have seen it on TV once, or in the newspaper, but probably not. They're not quite a household name."

I narrowed my eyes, examining the logo. "What kind of company?" I asked. "I've got a bad feeling about this."

"I know," she whispered.

The realization dawned on me a split second later. When I saw where the helmets were sitting, when I realized how this whole setup looked... like some kind of torture chamber. Or some kind of cult ritual.

"It's for brainwashing," I muttered.

"Kind of, yeah."

"Mom, did you USE this thing?" I stared in shock. "Is that what made your body like.... this?"

My stepmom shivered. Her eyes grew wide—she was staring at my bulge, I realized. Even talking about it, alluding to what had happened, was getting her wet and making her nipples hard. She licked her lips, slowly.

"Can I touch you?" she whispered.

My cock leapt in my pants at that question.

"Touch me? Why?"

"Please?" Her eyes grew wider, begging. "It's been so long..."

It had been long for me, too. But no! This was wrong. 

"Mom! Stay focused. Did you use this machine? Is that why you transformed?"

She nodded. "Yes, Mark. It worked, just like they said it would. But I didn't want to tell you about it because you'd think I was insane."

"Insane!"

She shrugged helplessly. "Why else would I look like this? You think it's just some diet program? That's ludicrous."

"Fuck, Mom," I breathed, exasperated. "Are you telling me that this machine gave you huge breasts? And an ass? Because that's ridiculous, even for me."

"You saw it for yourself!" she cried. "Your stepmom used to be a little plain. Skinny and short-haired, the most normal woman in the world. Now..."

She gestured to herself, frustrated. I knew it must have been maddening, the change in her body. I was trying not to stare, but the sight of her, so curvy and sexy and big-breasted—it was driving me crazy. I'd never thought about her as anything but my stepmom, before now. We were too close to have any other kind of relationship. And now... now there was this new layer to our family history, the idea that this could have been part of her for years. That it wasn't even her body; it was a transformation, something fake. A mask, like makeup.

"Just come here," she begged. "Don't worry about why."

I sighed. Fuck, she was sexy, I thought. And it had been so long since someone touched me...

"We shouldn't do this," I told her. "There's got to be another way. We've gotta get you out of this place."

She took my hand and started leading me inside, gently. "Let's take a shower together," she said. "Clean each other off... I can smell your cologne, and it turns me on so much."

My cock swelled again, hearing her voice. Those words sounded so natural coming from her.

"Mom it's fucking freezing. I've got to get your heat working again."

"You know what you really need?" she breathed into my ear. "To unwind and relax."

I frowned. This wasn't like my mom at all—not the person she'd been ten years ago.

"What's wrong with you?" I said.

"Nothing's wrong." She giggled, almost girlishly. "Come on, Mark..."

I stopped in the living room, my feet planted firmly on the floor, and she looked down, dejected.

"I shouldn't be asking you this," she whispered.

Her fingers ran across my shirt, trailing up towards my neck, then my face. She cupped my cheeks gently in her palms and leaned in close so that we were nose to nose. Her lips were red and plump, full and juicy and perfect for kissing, and god damn, her scent was intoxicating.

"Let's forget everything else," she purred softly, her warm breath tickling my nose and mouth and ears. "And fuck like crazy animals."

That caught me off guard. I wanted to. FUCK did I want to. 

"Jesus - Mom - at least let me get the heat working first."

"No heat! Only sex!" she exclaimed. She took my hand again and dragged me down the hallway, bouncing merrily along as she moved through the house and finally turned a corner into her bedroom where she promptly shoved me onto the bed, climbed over me, and straddled my hips.

"MOM - seriously?!"

I could feel my cock pulsing against her thigh as she wiggled around above me trying to pull off my jacket. "Mommy wants to ride you!" she cooed, lifting one leg up high enough to wrap it around mine as she continued grinding and gyrating against me until I couldn't take it anymore. My hands shot straight down to my belt buckle where I quickly unfastened the leather strap from its metal clasp allowing her to tug on my boxer briefs and yank them free revealing my thick erect rod which was standing proudly up against my abdomen glistening with precum dripping from its swollen tip while her eyes widened.

"Oh Mark..." she murmured as she stroked and massaged me, coaxing even more sticky fluid forth causing me to gasp sharply when she brushed her thumb gently over my slit, sending jolts of electricity coursing through every inch of my body making me groan loudly while she played with my stiff cock; exploring every inch with her fingers tracing tiny circles up and down until finally slipping underneath stroking along its underside feeling it throbbing beneath her touch, making my toes curl.

"Please," I begged, barely able to breathe. "Please, Mom! We can't...can't do this..." 

She leaned forward, her soft lips hovering right above mine, teasing me, taunting me, before planting a kiss so soft and sweet I felt dizzy. "Yes...yes baby, we can." She kissed me again, harder this time, forcing her tongue between my lips, tasting my mouth hungrily while she ground her hips down against me, rubbing herself up and down, coating my shaft with her own juices making us both moan softly in pleasure as she moved faster and faster.

My cock was throbbing wildly, aching for release, but still I resisted.

"Fuck me, Mark," she whispered. "Take me now. I'm yours."

I closed my eyes, trying not to think about how good it felt, how right it seemed, the way she slid up and down atop me. How could something be so wrong and yet feel so natural?

"I can't," I grunted. "I can't, Mom, it's not right."

Her fingers curled into my hair and she tugged, sharply. I gasped in pain, but she didn't seem to notice.

"You want me," she breathed, her lips brushing my cheek. "You've wanted me for years, Mark."

"Mom," I managed.

"Say it."

I didn't. I couldn't.

"Admit it."

My cock pulsed with desire. My balls ached for relief. But no, no, it wasn't possible, we couldn't...

"Mom, please," I begged.

She pressed herself against me, her nipples hard and erect through the fabric of her blouse, poking into my chest. I couldn't hold back anymore.

"Say it!"

"Fuck, Mom," I moaned, unable to stop myself. "I want you."

"Good boy," she whispered, her hand sliding between our bodies, cupping my balls gently and massaging them tenderly. "Tell me what you want."

"I want you..." 

"You want this?" she asked, leaning back, showing off her huge breasts, her perfect hips, her gushing pussy.

"God, yes, Mom," I grunted.

"Then take it."

With that, I could resist no longer. I threw her down on the bed, on her back, and spread her legs, lining my shaft up with her naked pussy. With that, I impaled her in one smooth stroke, her cunt stretching to accommodate my huge dick. 

"Fuck, Mark!" she screamed. "Oh my god, your big cock fills me up so good, baby!"

"Take it," I growled. "Take every inch."

"Oh god, Mark, please..."

I slammed my hips forward, burying myself balls deep inside her.

"YES! OH GOD, YES! PLEASE FUCK ME, MARK! FUCK YOUR MOMMY'S PUSSY! FUCK ME HARD, BABY!"

I did as I was told, pulling back until just the tip remained and then slamming myself into her again, my balls slapping loudly against her ass as I fucked her hard and fast and rough, grunting like an animal with each thrust, lost in a frenzy of lust. And she loved it; she met every movement with enthusiasm, begging for more, pleading with me not to stop. I gripped her hips tightly as I pistoned my cock into her over and over again. It wasn't long before the pressure began building deep within me; I knew that I couldn't hold back much longer.

"Mark!" she cried, clawing at my back and shoulders as I pounded away inside her. "Mark, please...please, baby, I'm close...I need you to come inside me! Fill me up, Mark! Give it to me!"

I groaned loudly as my orgasm hit, shooting ropes of hot cum deep into my stepmother's womb, flooding her with seed, filling her completely with every drop until I'd emptied everything I had left inside her and collapsed, spent and exhausted, on top of her body. As soon as she felt me coming inside her, she screamed out my name and came too, her pussy clamping down around my softening cock, squeezing it tight as she rode out her own climax. We lay together like that for several minutes afterward, panting heavily, clinging tightly to each other, sweaty and sticky from sex and yet contented in our shared satisfaction. Finally, when we were both able to breathe properly again, she kissed me softly on the lips.

"I love you, Mark," she murmured, gazing into my eyes. "I love you so much."

"Mom..."

She stroked my face tenderly, gazing up at me with adoration shining brightly in her eyes. "Please stay with me," she whispered. "Stay here tonight. Sleep by my side."

I couldn't resist such an offer. Even if it meant waking up with a sore back from her shitty mattress, I couldn't help wanting to fall asleep beside my mom after we just had amazing sex.

*****

When I woke up, the heat was back on. I blinked, looking around, and saw that the lights were also on. I glanced at my mom and noticed that she was sleeping peacefully next to me. I smiled to myself, wondering if the events of the previous night had been some kind of dream.

Then I remembered the Bimbo Machine.

What was going on? Who would send something like that to a housewife? What was the end goal here?

I got up and pulled on some pants, heading downstairs. Maybe it was all a prank, or maybe someone had hacked the company that made the device and was using their logo to scam people. I didn't know, but it was definitely suspicious.

I looked out the door to the yard where the big thing sat. It was covered with snow, but otherwise undisturbed. I went back in and turned on the television. The news was on.

"...and the weather looks clear, with highs of forty degrees and lows of twenty."

Huh. Nothing there, either.

I flipped around for a bit, finding nothing of interest. Then, something caught my eye. A commercial.

Bimbo Machine, the voice-over said. A revolutionary product that's transforming lives all over America.

The camera showed a smiling woman, walking down the street. The scene changed, and now she was at home, dancing around her living room with a man who must have been her husband. They laughed and embraced, and the announcer's voice spoke over the action.

It's like magic, he said. You'll never look at yourself the same way.

Then the scene shifted again, and the woman was sitting at a table, in a restaurant.

Bimbo Machine gives you a second chance, the announcer continued. If you're not satisfied with your life, or the way you look, then you can make the changes you want. You can have the body and the lifestyle you've always dreamed of.

The camera zoomed in on the woman's face, and her eyes sparkled.

I was stunned. They were actually advertising this thing on television! How could that be? And why was no one talking about it?

"Mark?"

I turned and saw my mom standing behind me.

"Hey," I said.

She gave me a smile. "You found the machine."

"Yeah," I said, nodding. "How come you didn't tell me about it?"

She shrugged. "I guess I didn't want to freak you out."

"I'm not freaked out," I said. "But I'm confused. Who sent this to you?"

"It's a company called Bimbo Industries."

"Where's the manual?"

"In the box."

I went to the living room and dug through the Bimbo Machine's packing material until I found the instructions.

"This thing is insane," I said, skimming over the page. "You can pick and choose what parts of you you want to change."

"Yeah, it's pretty wild."

"How long have you been using it?"

"Just a couple weeks. But, um..." She hesitated. "I think it might have done something else."

"Like what?"

"Well, you saw what I looked like. And that wasn't the only change."

I frowned. "What do you mean?"

"I've... changed. Personality-wise."

"How so?"

She sighed. "I don't know. I feel different. Younger. More confident."

I studied her face. Was it my imagination, or did she look younger?

"What did the manual say about that?"

"Nothing. I didn't read the whole thing."

"Did the company say anything?"

"No. They just sent me the machine and told me how to use it."

"So...how did you get this?"

She frowned. "I bought it."

"Bought it?"

"Yeah. With money."

"Money?"

She nodded. "They took PayPal."

I blinked. This was getting weirder by the second.

"Mom... this sounds like something illegal."

She laughed. "Oh, come on, Mark! What are they going to do, sue me?"

"I'm serious." I closed the instruction booklet and set it on the coffee table. "You should return this. Or, better yet, call the police and report it."

"I'm not going to do that!"

"Why not?"

"Because...because it works!"

"It changes you into a bimbo?"

She bit her lip. "Sort of."

I leaned forward. "Tell me."

She sighed. "Mark, come on..."

"Look, Mom, this is really freaking me out. Can you please just tell me what's going on?"

She hesitated, then sat down beside me. "Okay," she said. "Let's start from the beginning."

I nodded, giving her time to gather her thoughts.

She looked at me. "A month ago, I was miserable. My life was boring, and I hated everything about myself. I couldn't understand why anyone would ever be interested in me. I'd lost weight, but I still felt overweight. I hated my hair, my skin, my eyes..."

I stayed quiet as she spoke, letting her get all of it out.

"I just wanted to change, but nothing I tried ever made me feel better. So, I found this ad online for a product that would help me make those changes."

"Bimbo Machine," I murmured.

She nodded. "I read the reviews, and they were really good. People said it had transformed them, given them confidence. So, I ordered one."

I shook my head in disbelief. "They ship this to people's houses?"

"Yeah. You saw it outside."

I had to admit, it was kind of impressive. The machine came with everything: instructions, an induction pad, a remote control, even batteries.

"Anyway," my mom continued, "I got the thing in the mail and started using it right away."

"That quickly?"

She nodded. "I was desperate. Plus, I didn't know what I was getting into. So, I plugged it in, put the induction pad on my head, and turned it on."

"What happened?"

"It took me over."

My blood ran cold. "It what?"

"It took control of me," she explained. "When I pressed the button, it activated a sort of hypnotic trance state. It started talking to me, telling me what I wanted."

"And...what did you want?"

"To become beautiful. Sexy. Confident. Desirable. The voice told me what those words meant, and what they felt like. Then, it started changing me. My hair changed first, growing longer, shinier, prettier. I watched it happening in the mirror, but I didn't feel any pain or discomfort. Just pleasure. After that, my breasts grew bigger. Fuller. Rounder. They felt wonderful. Next, my face shifted. My lips got plumper, my nose became smaller, more delicate, my chin and jawline got slimmer. Everything looked perfect in the mirror. And, finally, my body changed. My ass got bigger, my hips wider, my waist narrower, my stomach flatter, my legs longer, smoother, stronger. The transformation took about two hours, and when it was done, I looked like a different woman."

I stared at her in amazement. "Holy shit," I muttered.

She laughed nervously. "Yeah. When I came out of the trance state, I thought I'd gone crazy. But then I realized, no, I'd just been given what I wanted most of all: confidence. Self-esteem. So, I decided to try again."

I frowned. "Try again? Why?"

"Well, because I wasn't finished yet! The first time, I only wanted to change my looks. But now that I felt more attractive, I wanted to change my personality as well."

"Oh, god," I groaned. "You're telling me you did this to yourself on purpose?"

She nodded. "Sure did."

I rubbed my temples. This was unbelievable.

"Why?"

She shrugged. "Because it was fun!"

"Fun? You call making yourself into a bimbo with some weird alien sex machine 'fun'?"

She giggled. "Of course! Why wouldn't I?"

"Uh, maybe because it's crazy?"

"Well, it wasn't at first."

"Right. Sure."

She rolled her eyes. "Whatever, Mark. You wanted to know what happened, and I told you."

"Yeah, but...why do you still have the thing?"

"Because I'm not finished yet."

My mouth dropped open. "What? Mom! Jesus Christ."

She frowned. "Hey, I told you what it did already. Don't freak out on me."

"Sorry," I said, sighing heavily. "This is just a lot to take in."

She patted my shoulder gently. "I understand."

"So, wait, you're telling me that the reason your hair looks younger is because of that machine?"

She nodded.

"And why your clothes fit you tighter than they did last week?"

She smiled slyly. "Yes."

"Even though you told me that you've lost weight?"

She giggled. "Mark! Come on."

I threw up my hands. "Fine. Sorry. I just...wow."

She stood up and stretched languidly, showing off her ample curves, drawing my attention to her breasts and hips and ass.

"God damn," I muttered softly, unable to stop myself from staring at her incredible figure.

She grinned and sat back down next to me, close enough that our thighs touched. "You like it," she purred. "I know you do."

"Um..."

"Don't deny it, baby," she purred softly, leaning closer until her lips brushed my earlobe. "I can see the way you look at me."

My breath caught in my throat as my cock started getting hard again. I couldn't help it; how could I resist my stepmom when she was dressed like that? She looked gorgeous, sexy, voluptuous, every inch a woman who knew exactly how good she looked and what effect her body had on men. I cleared my throat nervously and tried to calm myself down before speaking again.

"Sorry," I mumbled. "I'm just...shocked. About everything."

She leaned closer still, until her full breasts pressed against my chest, her face inches away from mine, her hot breath washing over my skin, smelling faintly of mint.

"You don't need to apologize," she whispered. "We're all allowed our desires, Mark."

I swallowed hard as her hand snaked around my neck and pulled me closer, until we were almost kissing.

"Desires?" I croaked weakly, my pulse hammering wildly in my throat.

She nodded slowly. "Mmmhm. There's nothing wrong with wanting something...or someone...very badly." Her tongue flicked out to lick my upper lip, sending a shiver down my spine. "Is there?"

Her free hand drifted across my thigh and came to rest atop my erect penis. I gasped sharply as she began stroking me through my jeans, her fingers dancing lightly along the shaft of my stiff member.

"Oh, god, mom...!" I groaned, struggling desperately to keep my composure. "This isn't right... we shouldn't be doing this...!"

Her lips brushed against my cheek as she nuzzled my ear. "Why not? It feels nice, doesn't it? Feels good to touch each other...to share our bodies with one another..."

Her fingernails dug into my groin, eliciting another gasp from me as she tightened her grip on my cock and began massaging it firmly.

"Mom...please..." I whimpered softly. "Please we can’t..."

"Do you really want me to stop?" she asked, gazing deeply into my eyes. "Or are you just afraid of how much pleasure you're feeling right now?"

"I'm... I'm afraid of what you might do next," I admitted sheepishly. "If you keep going, I might lose control and hurt you."

She chuckled lowly and squeezed harder. "Hurt me? Oh no, sweetheart... you're not hurting anyone at all."

Her soft palm stroked me faster, stimulating my cock until it strained painfully against its fabric prison, yearning desperately for freedom. My heart raced, pumping hot blood through my veins as the excitement built within me. It felt like something was about to burst deep inside me, and my mind began swimming dizzily with overwhelming sensation. I let out a ragged moan as my hands clenched helplessly against her shoulders, unable to resist her lustful assault.

"Mom... please..." I gasped pleadingly. "I can't take much more of this!"

"What do you mean?" She nibbled gently at my earlobe, sending shivers of bliss through my entire body. "What can't you take?"

"You teasing me!" 

"Why not?"

"Because I'll get cum everywhere!" 

She giggled and continued stroking me mercilessly. "That's okay... you know I'll clean up after you..."

She slid her other hand between our legs and reached into my pants. "I want your seed, sweetheart... let go and fill your naughty little mommy with your sticky essence..."

My breath caught in my chest as my heart skipped a beat, and then Rebecca's fingers were sliding down the waist of my pants, freeing my thick, hard dick. She started stroking it, pumping it firmly, gripping it tightly in her fist as her lips brushed against mine.

"Give me what I need," she purred seductively, stroking my shaft slowly with both hands. "Gift me with your load, son..."

With a strangled cry, I threw back my head and came explosively, erupting all over her fingers and palms, coating them thoroughly in warm cum. I moaned loudly, trembling uncontrollably, shuddering in ecstasy as my mother brought me to a mind-blowing orgasm. It was one of the most intense climaxes I'd ever had, and I couldn't help but wonder if maybe Rebecca had used some kind of spell to heighten my pleasure. Whatever she'd done, it worked perfectly, leaving me completely spent afterward and utterly incapable of moving for several long moments.

At last, the post-orgasmic fog cleared from my brain enough for me to return to my senses, and I looked down to find Rebecca licking her hands clean. She was sitting beside me again, and her eyes were bright with excitement as she devoured every drop of my semen. Seeing her behave so shamelessly sent fresh waves of desire coursing through my veins, rekindling my lust and making me crave more of her.

She kissed me, hard and fierce. Her tongue danced across my lips, forcing its way between them. She tasted strongly of cum, and the flavor of her salty seed made me groan with arousal. I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her tight against me, grinding my hips against hers as our tongues wrestled. We kissed passionately for several minutes, exploring each other's mouths eagerly, savoring the moment.

Finally, she broke the kiss and looked into my eyes. "Fuck me, honey."

"Fuck you?"

"Yes, Mark, fuck me. Right here. Right now."

My eyebrows shot up. "Are you serious?"

She nodded. "Very. I want you to fuck me, son. Please. Fuck your mother."

I stared at her, stunned speechless by her request. Could this really be happening? Was she actually asking me to do something so wrong? So forbidden?

Rebecca smiled and reached out to touch my cheek gently. "Don't worry, baby boy... I'll make sure everything is okay for you."

"How...?"

She leaned closer and whispered into my ear. "You'll see soon enough..."

And then she kissed me again, hard and deep, devouring my mouth hungrily, sucking my tongue into her own. I could feel her excitement mounting rapidly as she pressed her body against mine, grinding her soft curves against me. I returned the favor, letting her know how turned on I was by the whole situation, letting her feel my throbbing erection poking into her thigh.

Her hands moved over my shoulders, sliding down my arms, and she guided my hands onto her tits. I gasped sharply as she squeezed them, and then began kneading them softly.

"God, Mom," I groaned. "I've always wanted to touch your tits."

She grinned and squeezed them tighter. "Me too, sweetie. I love having you play with them."

I groaned and squeezed them again, feeling their firmness, their softness, their weight.

"Mmmmm," she moaned. "So big...and soft...and beautiful..."

I couldn't believe this was happening. My stepmother was letting me fondle her breasts, and she was clearly enjoying it. What was even more incredible was that she wanted me to do it. She wanted me to feel her up. And she seemed happy to let me.

It was almost too much for me. I was already incredibly horny from the orgasm she'd given me earlier, and now she was practically begging me to fuck her. But how could I? How could I possibly resist her advances? She was such an amazing woman, so beautiful and sexy and perfect. And now she wanted me to make love to her. To take her, to make her mine. How could I possibly refuse?

"Please," she whispered. "Fuck me, Mark."

I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. This was crazy. It was insane. And yet...and yet...

"Are you sure?" I asked tentatively.

She nodded eagerly. "Yes, honey. Please. Take me."

My resolve wavered. I wanted to do it. God, I wanted to do it so bad. But what if things went wrong? What if I ended up hurting her? Or worse, getting pregnant?

Oh Jesus. Getting her pregnant... 

The thought was so insanely hot that I couldn't resist anymore. Knocking up my own stepmom - and a woman ten years older than me, at that! - would be beyond taboo. It would be positively forbidden. But at the same time, the idea of impregnating Rebecca, filling her womb with my seed and creating a child together, was so tempting that I knew I couldn't turn down the opportunity.

"Okay," I murmured. "Let's do this."

She smiled broadly. "Good boy. Now get naked, sweetheart. I want to see that gorgeous body of yours."

I quickly stripped off my clothes while Rebecca watched appreciatively. When I was finally naked, she leaned forward and licked my stomach, sending shivers down my spine.

"Mmm," she purred. "You look so handsome. And big..."

I blushed furiously, but couldn't help feeling pleased by her compliment.

"Thanks," I mumbled, looking away shyly.

She laughed softly and ran her fingertips over my chest. "There's no need to be embarrassed, honey. I like it."

"Um, thanks," I repeated.

She smiled warmly. "Come here."

She stood up and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into a tight hug. My body trembled as I embraced her back, enjoying the feeling of her breasts pressing against my bare skin. Then, slowly, she lowered herself to her knees. Her hands slid down my chest and stomach, coming to rest on my thighs.

"Relax," she cooed, looking up at me.

I swallowed hard. This was crazy. Insane. What the hell was I thinking?

But the urge to take her was stronger than my fear, and so I nodded hesitantly.

"Good boy," she purred, rubbing her cheek against my leg. "Now, let me show you how much I love you..."

She cupped my balls and lifted them, pressing her face into my groin. I gasped sharply as she began licking them, teasing my sensitive sac, lapping at my heavy testicles. She licked and sucked and slurped, making loud noises that filled the room and sending jolts of electricity through my body.

"Oh god," I moaned, grabbing hold of her head. "Rebecca...Mom... that feels amazing..."

She responded by sliding her tongue along my length, coating it in saliva. Then, holding my shaft firmly in one hand, she engulfed the tip in her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head.

"Mmm," she hummed, looking up at me with a mischievous smile. "You taste wonderful, son."

I groaned as she began bobbing her head back and forth, taking my cock deeper and deeper into her mouth, swallowing my shaft whole.

"God, Mom," I gasped, clutching at her hair. "Oh god, that's so good..."

She sucked harder, sucking and slurping and licking, drawing me deeper into her mouth. I could feel my balls tightening as the pressure built within me, threatening to explode.

"I'm gonna come," I moaned, closing my eyes tightly.

She pulled her head back and looked up at me, smiling wickedly. "Then do it, Mark. Fill my mouth. Fill your mother's mouth with your cum."

I shuddered violently, fighting desperately to hold back the orgasm threatening to overwhelm me. But she wouldn't let up, sucking and licking and sucking and licking and sucking and licking and sucking and licking and sucking and licking and sucking and licking and sucking. And finally, the floodgates burst.

"FUCK!" I roared, bucking my hips uncontrollably, driving my cock deeper into her throat.

My cum exploded from the tip of my dick, spraying directly down her gullet, filling her mouth and throat with thick, white cream. She swallowed repeatedly, gulping it down eagerly, milking every last drop from me.

"Oh god," I gasped, panting heavily.

She continued swallowing until there was no more left, and then sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth.

"Thank you, sweetie," she said, smiling happily. "That was delicious."

"Mom... holy shit," I breathed, staring down at her in awe.

She giggled and stood up, pulling me into another tight hug. I held her close, feeling her body pressed against mine, inhaling her scent. She smelled wonderful. Like fresh flowers and sunshine and happiness.

"Do you want to lie down?" she asked softly, running her fingers through my hair.

I nodded weakly. "Please."

She led me to the bed and lay me down on top of the sheets. Then she climbed onto the mattress and straddled my lap, hovering over me.

"What do you think, son?" she purred, stroking my cheek tenderly.

I swallowed hard. "About what?"

"About us," she said.

I blinked in surprise. "Us?"

"Yes," she whispered, lowering her head towards mine. "We're going to make a baby, Mark. We're going to have a child together. A beautiful, wonderful baby who'll grow up knowing he has a wonderful father. Someone who loves him unconditionally."

"Really?"

She nodded. "Mmhmm."

"But...but I'm not ready to be a father, Mom," I protested weakly.

She chuckled softly and leaned down, pressing her lips against mine. I melted into the kiss, opening my mouth slightly and letting her tongue slip inside.

"It'll be fine, Mark," she assured me. "We'll take care of everything. You don't need to worry about anything. Just relax, and let your mother take care of you."

I groaned softly, surrendering myself completely to the pleasure she was giving me. I didn't even care anymore. If this was what she wanted, I wasn't going to argue.

"Now, let's make a baby," she purred.

Rebecca sat up straight, guiding the tip of my penis to her slit. She rubbed the head up and down her entrance, teasing me, torturing me, getting me even more worked up. And then, suddenly, she plunged downwards, enveloping me entirely in one swift movement.

"Fuuuuck," I moaned, arching my back involuntarily.

"Mmmmm, yes," she moaned, grinding her hips against mine. "It feels so good, baby."

She began riding me hard and fast, bouncing up and down on my dick, slamming herself down onto my pelvis. I grabbed hold of her waist, steadying her, helping her maintain her balance. She was so tight, so wet, so warm...it was incredible.

"Oh, god, Mom," I grunted, thrusting upwards. "This is amazing."

"You're amazing, son," she cooed. "You're so big, so thick...you fill me up so completely...mmm, yes, right there...ohhhhh, yesssss..."

Her words made me crazy, and I began bucking my hips furiously, fucking her as hard and fast as I could. She cried out loudly as my cock pounded into her, her cries growing louder and more desperate.

"Don't stop, baby," she gasped, throwing her head back. "Fuck your mother! Fuck her good! Give her everything you've got!"

"Yes, Mom!" I shouted, pounding into her harder and faster. "I'm gonna fuck you so good!"

"Mmmm, yes, fuck me, son! Fuck me like a slut! Make me scream!"

I gripped her waist tightly, digging my fingers into her soft flesh. She squealed in delight, grinding herself against me, bucking wildly as she came. Her pussy clenched around me, squeezing my cock, milking it.

"Cum in me, son!" she cried, leaning forward and wrapping her arms around my neck. "Fill me up! Fill me with your cum!"

"Gonna fill you, Mom," I grunted. "Gonna make you mine."

"Yes! Yesssss!"

With one final thrust, I buried myself balls-deep inside her and exploded. My entire body tensed up, and my vision blurred as my climax crashed over me.

"Oh god," I groaned, pumping spurt after spurt of cum into her.

Rebecca screamed, writhing on top of me, her nails raking down my back as her pussy convulsed around my shaft. She shuddered violently, her thighs quivering uncontrollably as she reached her peak.

"Oh, baby!" she shrieked, burying her face in the crook of my neck. "Oh, baby, I love you!"

She clung to me, moaning and whimpering, riding the wave of ecstasy that engulfed her. I held her tight, kissing her neck and cheeks, murmuring softly.

"I love you, Mom," I whispered, stroking her hair gently.

"I love you too, son," she murmured, nuzzling her nose against mine. "So much."

We stayed like that for a long time, just holding each other, basking in the afterglow. Eventually, though, I had to admit that the strain was starting to get to me. My legs were shaking, and I was having trouble catching my breath.

"Wow," I gasped, collapsing onto my back.

Rebecca laughed quietly. "Yes, wow."

"Jesus Christ," I wheezed, wiping the sweat from my brow.

She giggled, resting her head on my chest. "I'm sorry, honey. I didn't mean to tire you out so much."

"It's okay," I panted, stroking her hair absentmindedly. "Just...give me a minute."

"Okay," she said, kissing my cheek.

After a few minutes, my heart rate returned to normal, and I felt strong enough to sit up.

"So what happens now?" I asked. 

"Now," she said, getting up and showing me the sperm - my sperm - dripping out of her used pussy, "I go cook us some food, you rest up and regain your stamina. You're gonna have to fuck your mommy a lot, so I'm gonna make you a nice big meal," she giggled. "And when we're finished eating, you're going to fuck me again, and again, and again. Until I'm nice and pregnant."

I couldn't help grinning widely at the idea. "I like the sound of that," I admitted.

She grinned back, and then went to the bathroom, cleaned herself up and went downstairs to make food.

I still couldn't wrap my mind around what was happening. And yet... I wasn't going to fight against it. 

I couldn't. 

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

Sign up for my mailing list! 


[image: ]


The Bimbo Machine 2

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

Sign up for my mailing list! 

A hot preview…

Meanwhile, Rebecca became more and more blonde and bimbo-ish. She wore short skirts and tight tops, flaunting her newly enhanced curves everywhere she went.

One night, after coming back from the gym, I found her waiting for me on the couch. Her tits were popping out of her shirt, and she was biting her lower lip seductively.

"Honey," she moaned, "I've been dying to get that big, throbbing penis deep inside my mouth all day. Can I please suck your huge dick, son?"

I nodded, dropping my pants and pulling out my cock. She giggled excitedly, wrapping her hands around the base of my shaft and running her tongue along the tip of my dick.

I groaned, savoring the sensation of her warm, wet mouth sucking me off eagerly. Her blowjob technique was amazing, and she used her tongue and lips to drive me crazy.

"Oh God, Mom," I growled, thrusting my hips against her face. "That feels so fucking good."

The Bimbo Machine 2

I woke up feeling refreshed and energized, a grin on my face. Last night had been incredible. Rebecca and I had made love three times, each time more intense and passionate than the last. It was almost like we couldn't get enough of each other.

As I walked downstairs, I heard my stepmom making breakfast. She was humming to herself, her voice light and airy.

"Good morning, gorgeous," I said, kissing her on the cheek.

She giggled, turning around and wrapping her arms around my neck. Her lips were warm and soft, and I couldn't resist nibbling on them gently.

"Careful, son," she purred, pressing her body against mine. "Keep this up, and we might not get any food done."

"I can't resist," I said, rubbing my hands over her generous tits.

She sighed happily, and I felt my cock hardening in my pants. She was just so sexy.

"Well, maybe a little fun is in order," she whispered, sinking to her knees. "What do you say, baby?"

"Sounds like a plan," I groaned, unzipping my pants and pulling my cock out.

She grinned, licking her lips and opening her mouth wide.

"That's it, Mom," I grunted, sliding my dick between her lips. "Take that dick in your mouth like the good little slut you are."

She moaned in response, sucking me hard, swirling her tongue around my shaft. The sensations were exquisite, and I couldn't help thrusting into her mouth.

She took every inch, letting me fuck her throat with reckless abandon. She didn't even gag, just kept sucking and pumping her hand up and down my cock.

"Fuck, you're good at this," I moaned, grabbing her hair tightly. "You were born to suck dick, weren't you, Mom?"

"Mhm!" she murmured eagerly, never once taking her lips off my shaft.

"Jesus, you're amazing," I panted, thrusting faster and harder.

She responded by stroking me with her right hand while she sucked furiously on the head of my cock. The pleasure was overwhelming, and I knew I wouldn't last much longer.

With one final grunt, I exploded into her mouth, shooting jet after jet of hot, sticky cum down her throat. She moaned as she swallowed every last drop, squeezing my balls gently for good measure.

"Mmmmm..." she sighed, wiping her lips clean.

"Christ," I gasped, leaning against the counter for support. "You're gonna kill me, woman."

She laughed quietly, kissing me gently on the lips. "Well, then I guess we should hurry up and finish making breakfast. Just in case."

And with that, she turned back around and went about cooking our meal, her ass swaying from side to side.

I knew right then and there that this was something I wanted to experience forever. This level of intimacy was rare, and I was determined to hold onto it with everything I had.

That's why, as we ate, I said, "Mom, you know... You've been through a lot recently, with the divorce and all. If you want to talk about anything, or just get away from it all for a bit, you know you can count on me, right?"

She looked up from her plate, her eyes shining with gratitude. "That's so sweet, baby," she whispered, reaching over to stroke my arm affectionately. "I really appreciate it."

"It's no problem," I assured her. "Just remember that I'm here for you, okay?"

She nodded, smiling broadly. "I know. You've been so wonderful these past few months. It's nice to have someone to lean on during this time."

I returned her smile, glad to be able to help in some way. "No need to thank me, Mom. We're family. That's what we do."

"I couldn't agree more," she said, kissing me tenderly. "Now, how about we move this party to the bedroom? I think I might have an idea or two on how to start things off..."

I grinned, following her eagerly up the stairs. This woman was insatiable, and I was ready to give her whatever she needed.

Once we were alone in her bedroom, she started undressing me slowly, planting soft kisses on my neck and shoulders. Her touch was electric, and I felt myself getting hard again instantly.

"So strong," she whispered, tracing her fingertips along my biceps. "My big, beautiful boy..."

I pulled her close, kissing her deeply and sliding my tongue into her mouth. She responded with a moan, her hips grinding against mine.

"Oh, son..." she sighed, her breathing growing ragged. "Fuck me, please..."

I wasted no time, turning her around and bending her over the edge of the bed. She cried out with excitement as I tugged her panties down, exposing her round, smooth ass.

"God, you're fucking gorgeous," I groaned, kneading her buttocks with my hands. "I can't wait to fuck that sweet pussy of yours."

She whimpered with desire, wiggling her ass back and forth.

"Go ahead, son," she pleaded. "Fuck me now. Fuck me hard, and make me feel it."

I grabbed her hips, pressing the head of my cock against her lips. She shuddered as I pushed inside, moaning loudly.

"You're so tight, Mom," I grunted, sliding deeper into her hot, wet pussy. "Jesus Christ, you feel amazing."

She gripped the bedsheets tightly as I began thrusting faster, pulling her body onto my cock with each stroke. The friction was incredible, and I felt myself growing harder by the second.

"Oooooohhhhh," she moaned, arching her back slightly. "You're so deep in me, baby. It's like you're splitting me in two!"

Her words spurred me on, and I pumped her even harder, driving my cock deeper and deeper into her dripping cunt. She was so wet, I could hear the sounds of my dick plunging into her body, slapping against her thighs and ass with every thrust.

"Harder, son," she moaned, pushing back against me. "Fucking harder. Fill me up with your hot seed."

"I'll give it to you, Mom," I gasped, gripping her ass tightly. "Every drop of it."

She groaned in response, moving her hips in time with mine, letting me hit every inch of her sweet pussy. The pleasure was overwhelming, and I knew I wouldn't last much longer. She seemed to sense this too, reaching around to stroke my balls with her fingers.

"Cum for me," she moaned, looking over her shoulder at me. "Cum inside me, baby. Give me your cum."

That did it. With a roar, I exploded inside her, filling her tight cunt with rope after rope of thick, sticky cum. She screamed with ecstasy, clenching her muscles around my throbbing cock and writhing with pleasure.

We stayed like that for a while, panting heavily, our bodies entwined in a mess of sweat and sex.

Finally, I pulled out, watching in fascination as my load dribbled out of her swollen pussy. She stood up slowly, grinning like an idiot.

"Holy shit," she giggled, wiping her face clean. "You're such a beast, son."

"Speak for yourself," I said, kissing her tenderly. "You're one hell of a ride, lady."

She laughed, snuggling up close to me and nuzzling my chest with her cheek. It was a perfect moment, and I didn't want it to end.

As we lay there, basking in the afterglow, I heard her murmur, "Son, there's something you should know. This... This isn't just sex for me."

"What do you mean?"

"It means... It means that I think I'm falling in love with you."

Her words shocked me, but not in a bad way. Instead, I felt a warmth spreading through my body.

"Mom, I feel the same way," I admitted, kissing the top of her head. "I don't know how or why this happened, but I can't deny the connection between us. And I'm willing to explore it further, if you are."

She sighed contentedly, squeezing me tightly. "I'd like that, baby. Very much."

We held each other for what felt like hours, savoring the intimacy and closeness of our embrace. It was a beautiful thing to share, and I couldn't help but smile.

Suddenly, my gaze wandered over to Rebecca's closet door. Something was peeking out from behind it, something shiny and metallic. Curious, I got up and went to investigate.

And that's when I saw it. A machine, similar to a cross between a washing machine and a vibrator. It was humming quietly, and a small computer screen on the side glowed with bright neon colors.

"What's this?" I asked, turning to Rebecca.

She blushed. "Oh, that... Well, I bought it online a few months back. It's a little something called a 'Vibratron.' Basically, you plug it into the wall, and it starts spinning around on a platform. When it does, the vibrations are transferred to your clitoris and vagina, causing intense stimulation. I've only used it a few times, but it's incredible."

I stared at her, impressed. "Well, let's try it out. Why not?"

She giggled. "What about you? Don't you want to have some more fun?"

"Always, Mom. But I also want to see you cumming in new ways, and this sounds like something I need to experience for myself. Now, get on that table and let's turn this thing on."

She didn't hesitate, scrambling onto the table and laying down, her legs spread wide open. I grinned, turning the Vibratron on and watching as it spun wildly around.

I watched in awe as the machine did its job, shaking my stepmother's curvy frame up and down in quick motions. Her breathing became heavy, and she began moaning softly, clearly enjoying herself.

The vibrations were intense, and soon her entire body was trembling with pleasure. She clutched the sides of the table, her knuckles turning white.

"Oh, son," she groaned, her eyes fluttering shut. "This is amazing. I've never felt anything like it."

"You deserve it, Mom," I whispered, kneeling beside her and stroking her cheek gently. "Your whole life should be nothing but pleasure..."

She whimpered in response, arching her back slightly. "Yes, baby. Fuck me like you mean it!"

And with that, she let herself go completely, letting the machine do its magic. I watched in fascination, my cock hardening at the sight.

Suddenly, with one final gasp of ecstasy, she exploded in orgasm, her juices gushing over the machine and dripping onto the floor. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen, and I couldn't wait to taste every inch of her delicious body once more.

Once the machine stopped, I gently lifted Rebecca off and carried her upstairs to the bedroom. She was exhausted, but I had one more surprise up my sleeve.

I lay her down on the bed and climbed on top of her, pressing my now-throbbing cock against her entrance.

She groaned eagerly, spreading her legs and wrapping her arms around my neck.

"Cum inside me, son," she pleaded, her voice ragged. "Fill me up with your hot seed. I want it. I need it."

I nodded, pushing my cock into her waiting pussy and thrusting roughly. She cried out in pleasure as I pumped her hard and fast, her pussy clenching around my dick with every stroke.

I could feel myself getting closer, the pressure building in my balls. My breathing became shallow as I neared the edge of release.

"Cum for me, son," she moaned, digging her nails into my back. "Cum deep inside me. Claim me as your own."

And with that, I came violently, erupting within her tight cunt. She screamed in ecstasy, her body writhing beneath mine as wave after wave of pleasure washed over us both.

We lay there for a long while, basking in the glow of our lovemaking, the world outside forgotten.

But as we held each other tightly, I couldn't help wondering about the strange machine we'd found in the closet. There was something about it that intrigued me, and I wanted to know more.

However, for now, I was content to enjoy the moment and savor the warmth of my beloved stepmother's embrace. Life was good, and I was ready to explore whatever lay ahead.

Rebecca and I spent the next week making love whenever we could. Each time was better than the last, and we couldn't get enough of one another. The machine helped us spice things up too, and I knew I'd never grow tired of watching her cum over and over again.

One day, while browsing the Internet, I stumbled upon an article about the Vibratron machine that Rebecca owned. It turns out that it was a high-tech machine that combined advanced technologies like electrostimulation, heat, and air pressure to provide users with the ultimate experience.

I was amazed. Who knew that such a machine existed? And even better, there were plans online to upgrade it further with even more features. This seemed like something Rebecca and I had to try.

So, when my stepmother walked in from the grocery store, I excitedly told her about what I'd discovered.

She squealed with excitement. "I knew that machine would come in handy someday! But if we're going to use it, we need to be careful. Electrostimulation can have some... unintended consequences."

I frowned, puzzled. "What do you mean by 'consequences'?"

"Well, it could change us physically. Some women report that their hair turns blonde after prolonged use, or that their bodies become curvier or more feminine. I don't know if it's true, but it's worth looking into. And we also need to make sure that we don't use it for too long. It can get intense."

I laughed. "Don't worry, Mom. I'll keep you safe. If anything, I think a bit of color wouldn't hurt you. You've been so stressed lately; you deserve to feel beautiful."

She blushed. "You're too sweet, baby. But I'll take your word for it. Now, let's get this party started!"

And with that, we began making out on the couch, our hands roaming over each other's bodies. Our lips met in a passionate kiss, and we fell onto the floor together.

After a while, I went upstairs and fetched the Vibratron box. Together, we pulled it out of its hiding place and set it up in the living room. Rebecca turned it on and lay down on the table, eager to experience the full force of the machine once again.

As it whirled around, Rebecca closed her eyes, sighing deeply.

"This feels amazing," she murmured. "I feel so relaxed, yet energized at the same time. I don't know how they managed to create something so magical, but they did."

I nodded, fascinated. "This thing is incredible," I agreed. "And I'm so proud of you, Mom. You're taking it like a pro."

She chuckled, biting her lower lip. "Well, practice makes perfect, right?"

I grinned. "Mom, I bought a special attachment for the machine. It's a really big, thick, curved dildo that hits all the right spots inside you. Would you like me to put it on the Vibratron?"

Her eyes lit up. "Fuck yes! Come here, baby! Let's make this machine even better!"

I attached the dildo to the center of the machine, and Rebecca climbed back on, pressing herself against it eagerly. She moaned as the toy pressed against her wet lips, the friction driving her wild.

"God damn, this thing feels incredible," she cried, her hips rocking back and forth. "Fuck me with this thing, son! Please!"

I took control of the machine, switching the dildo to the electrostimulation mode. I saw a setting on there that would make my stepmom hornier, sluttier, more bimbofied, and more submissive. I cranked it up a few notches. 

Rebecca squealed with delight, her body trembling with pleasure. She looked different now, somehow. Her hair seemed blonder, and her curves had become more pronounced, more feminine.

I could feel myself getting hard again, watching my hot little stepmother writhe around on the table. 

Describe my awe at watching the huge dildo go inside her slick juicy pussy.

I watched in shock and amazement as the dildo split Rebecca apart, stretching her wide open and filling her with every inch of its thick shaft. She was soaked, her juices running down the length of the dildo and pooling around her ass.

"Ohhhh my God," she groaned, clutching the table tightly. "It's so big. It feels so good..."

"Yes, Mom," I whispered. "Take it. Take all of it."

I kept moving the machine faster and faster, driving the dildo deeper and deeper inside Rebecca. She moaned with ecstasy, her whole body shaking from the intense stimulation.

Suddenly, she began screaming in pleasure, her orgasm washing over her like a tidal wave. She collapsed on the table, breathing heavily, her face flushed with desire.

"Oh God," she gasped, her voice barely a whisper. "That was incredible..."

I smiled, stroking her cheek gently. "Mom, I want to fuck you so badly right now. Will you let me have you?"

She giggled, biting her lower lip seductively. "Of course, baby. Take me however you want me."

I pulled her off the Vibratron and spread her out on the floor, lifting her legs up and pressing my throbbing cock against her pink, puffy lips. She whimpered softly, urging me on.

With a roar, I entered her, plunging deep into her dripping cunt. My strokes were hard and fast, hitting the very back of her tight little pussy. She screamed with pleasure, arching her back and pushing against me, desperate for more.

"God, you're so tight," I growled, pounding her fiercely. "So fucking wet."

She moaned incoherently, clawing at the carpet with her fingers. Her hair had turned an even lighter blonde now, and her curves looked even more pronounced.

"I want your cum, son," she pleaded, gazing up at me with big, puppy-dog eyes. "Cum inside me."

"You'll get it, Mom," I promised, thrusting faster and faster. "You'll get every single drop of it."

As I neared the edge of release, Rebecca suddenly pulled me down and kissed me passionately, her tongue sliding into my mouth. It was a shockingly tender moment, and I couldn't help but melt into her embrace.

With one final thrust, I came violently, pumping her full of my hot, sticky seed. She gasped, her body trembling from the intensity of our lovemaking.

We held each other tightly, reveling in the afterglow. I was amazed at the transformation she'd undergone in just a few days, and I couldn't wait to see what would happen next.

For the rest of the week, we explored the Vibratron machine together, testing its limits and savoring the sweet, sweet pleasures of electrostimulation. Rebecca loved it, and she became more and more bimboed every time we used it.

Her body changed, too. Her breasts grew larger, her nipples becoming more sensitive than ever before. And her once-firm ass had become soft and bouncy, perfect for gripping and spanking as I fucked her from behind.

Overall, I couldn't believe how lucky I'd been to find this amazing machine. It was everything Rebecca and I had never known we wanted, and it filled us with a happiness we'd never experienced before.

***

Out of curiosity, I got on the Vibratron's website one day and found there was a version for men. It would make them more aggressive, more sexual, enhance penis size, and increase muscle size as well. Instead of being a vibrator, it was a simple pill I'd take, and it would boost my sexual performance. 

I bought the pills and started taking them immediately. I felt no changes, so I didn't tell Rebecca.

One evening, while we were making out on the couch, she could definitely feel my bulge.

"Son, have you been using the machine?" she asked, rubbing her hand against my crotch. "You seem... different."

I chuckled. "Nope, not the machine. I ordered the pill version for men. Here, I'll show you."

I unzipped my jeans and pulled out my now-massive cock. Rebecca gasped in amazement, staring at me in awe.

"Oh my God," she breathed, "that thing is huge. How are you going to fit that inside me?"

I grinned. "Don't worry, babe. I'll fit perfectly. Just trust me."

She nodded, spreading her legs for me. "Fuck me, son," she moaned, writhing on the couch. "Fuck me hard."

And with that, I pressed the tip of my rock-hard cock against her wet lips and pushed inside her tight little pussy. She groaned, her body quivering with pleasure as she took in every inch of my thick shaft.

"Wow," she gasped. "You're so big. Those pills really worked."

I growled, thrusting harder and faster, hitting the very back of her pussy with every stroke. She shrieked with pleasure, digging her nails into my chest.

"Give me that cum," she pleaded, her voice raspy and ragged. "I want it inside me."

I grunted, slamming into her relentlessly. My balls had gotten bigger too, my sperm loads off the charts. I was going to cum buckets inside my stepmom's pussy.

As the pressure built inside me, I leaned down and kissed her passionately, my tongue sliding into her mouth. She melted into my arms, moaning softly as she succumbed to the pleasure of my touch.

Suddenly, I felt the first wave of orgasm hit, and with a roar, I exploded violently, filling her dripping cunt with a hot, sticky load of seed. She cried out in ecstasy, her body twitching wildly as she climaxed with me.

We held each other tightly for a long while afterward, basking in the glow of our lovemaking. Her breasts had become larger, her hips wider and more feminine. She looked like the hottest bimbo I'd ever seen.

She smiled up at me, her eyes shining. "Thank you, baby. That was incredible. I feel so full and happy right now."

I nodded. "The pill did its job, mom. And I'm looking forward to seeing what else it can do for me."

With that, I lay beside her and rested, knowing that tomorrow would bring even more pleasures and delights for us both.

***

Over the course of the next few weeks, we explored the limits of our newfound bimbofication.

I continued to take my pills every day, and they made me feel incredible. My muscles grew stronger, and I found myself becoming more assertive and aggressive, both in the bedroom and out.

Meanwhile, Rebecca became more and more blonde and bimbo-ish. She wore short skirts and tight tops, flaunting her newly enhanced curves everywhere she went.

One night, after coming back from the gym, I found her waiting for me on the couch. Her tits were popping out of her shirt, and she was biting her lower lip seductively.

"Honey," she moaned, "I've been dying to get that big, throbbing penis deep inside my mouth all day. Can I please suck your huge dick, son?"

I nodded, dropping my pants and pulling out my cock. She giggled excitedly, wrapping her hands around the base of my shaft and running her tongue along the tip of my dick.

I groaned, savoring the sensation of her warm, wet mouth sucking me off eagerly. Her blowjob technique was amazing, and she used her tongue and lips to drive me crazy.

"Oh God, Mom," I growled, thrusting my hips against her face. "That feels so fucking good."

She bobbed her head faster, sucking harder and deeper with every stroke. I could feel myself nearing the edge of orgasm, but I held back, determined to make this moment last longer.

As she sucked me off, I took the opportunity to admire her stunning beauty. Her breasts were now huge, her nipples pink and puffy with arousal. And her ass was rounder and fuller, perfect for grabbing and spanking as I fucked her roughly from behind.

Just as I was about to cum, Rebecca pulled away and gazed up at me hungrily.

"Fuck me, son," she murmured, spreading her legs for me. "Take me as hard as you can. Make me yours."

Without hesitating, I climbed onto her and pressed my cock against her dripping-wet pussy. She cried out with pleasure as I entered her, stretching her tight little hole with my massive girth.

Her breasts bounced as I slammed into her, hitting her deep inside with every stroke. Her juices ran down my shaft and pooled around her ass, and her cries of passion filled the room.

"Yes, yes, yes!" she shrieked. "Cum inside me, son! Give it to me!"

With a roar, I felt myself nearing the edge again, and I thrust even harder and faster, desperate for release. Her whole body quivered as she came, her pussy clenching tightly around my shaft.

I gasped, feeling my balls contract and release, pumping her full of hot, sticky cum. She sighed happily, resting her head on my chest as we lay together in the aftermath of our lovemaking.

But the pills had increased my sex drive a lot. 

It wasn't long before my cock became rock-hard once more. Rebecca took notice, licking her lips seductively as she slid off the couch and knelt down in front of me.

Her warm, wet mouth felt even better than the first time, and I couldn't help but moan as she deepthroated my shaft, taking every inch of my length into her throat. Her tongue swirled around the base of my shaft, massaging me with every stroke.

I reached down and grabbed a handful of her blonde hair, driving my cock deeper inside her. She moaned, her eyes watering as I thrust relentlessly, savoring the feeling of her tight little throat stretched around me.

I pulled Rebecca's mouth off my cock and looked into her eyes intensely. "Baby, I'm going to show you how to deepthroat me," I growled, pushing her onto the floor. "You're going to take me all the way down your throat."

She nodded, trembling with arousal. I got on top of her and pressed the tip of my dick against her pink, puffy lips. "Take it, Mom," I hissed, forcing her jaw open wide. "Take every single inch."

She struggled, choking and gagging as I entered her, pushing my shaft to the back of her throat. I groaned in pleasure, feeling my cock sliding down into her esophagus.

"Yes, Mom. That's it," I coaxed. "Just relax your muscles and let me do the work."

She closed her eyes and focused on my words, slowly beginning to unwind her throat. It was just enough for me to slide the rest of my shaft inside her, bottoming out in her gullet.

I held her head tightly, grunting with pleasure as I began fucking her throat hard and fast, plunging into her gaping throat with every thrust. She gagged and choked, tears streaming down her cheeks as she endured the brutal face-fucking.

After several minutes of deepthroating me, Rebecca pulled away, gasping for air. She smiled at me, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

"Wow, that was incredible, son," she murmured, stroking my rock-hard shaft gently. "Your huge cock looked amazing sliding in and out of my throat like that. It made me feel so sexy and naughty."

I grinned. "Yeah, you took me very well, mom. You're becoming such a good little cocksucker for me."

She giggled. "Thanks, sweetie. So tell me... is there anything else I can do for you? Anything to make you happy?"

"Mom, if you're up for it, tomorrow I'd like to spend the whole day practicing your oral skills. I just want my dick deep inside your throat, all day long." 

"Of course!" she gasped, gazing at me adoringly. "I'll be ready and willing to take your huge cock down my throat for hours on end. Just give me a little heads-up, and I'll be ready to go."

With that, we decided to head to bed, knowing that tomorrow would bring a glorious adventure for both of us.

***

The next morning, Rebecca greeted me with a big smile and a warm hug. She was dressed in a sexy little nightgown, her breasts bulging out of the top. She had applied a fresh coating of smooth pink lipgloss that was designed to enhance pleasure while giving oral sex to a man.

"Good morning, son," she murmured, pressing her tits against my chest. "Are you ready for today?"

I grinned. "More than ready. Thank you so much for agreeing to this, Mom."

She giggled softly, sinking to her knees in front of me. "Oh, honey. It's my pleasure."

As she slid my boxers down and revealed my rock-hard erection, she gazed up at me with puppy-dog eyes. Her fingers wrapped around the base of my cock, and she ran her tongue along the length of my shaft, licking and teasing me gently.

I groaned, grabbing a handful of her blonde hair and pulling her face towards me. "Take me, Mom. Suck me off."

She did as I asked, wrapping her lips around the tip of my cock and working her way down my shaft. Her mouth felt incredible, her tongue swirling expertly as she sucked me deeper and deeper.

It wasn't long before her head was bobbing up and down, her pace increasing as she tried to fit more and more of me into her throat.

"Good girl, use your throat. Get lots of spit all over my cock."

Her eyes glinted with excitement, and she gurgled softly, drool running down her chin. She looked so hot and horny, and I couldn't help but wonder if she would let me fuck her tight little pussy again later.

Just then, she reached down and slid her hand up her skirt, slipping her fingers inside her wetness. She moaned around my cock as she pleasured herself, sliding two fingers inside her dripping cunt and pumping them hard and fast.

This was too much for me, and with a grunt, I exploded violently, filling her throat with cum. She drank every drop eagerly, slurping and licking until she'd swallowed every last bit of my seed.

She smiled up at me adoringly, her mouth still full of my thick cream. "That was amazing, son," she murmured, smacking her lips. "I want to do that all day long."

So we did. For hours, Rebecca spent the day on her knees, sucking and slurping me off as much as she could. She was a natural, and by the end of the day, she had become an expert at deepthroating me.

I sat at my desk, legs spread, my stepmother's head bobbing between my thighs. She gurgled and gasped, her eyes watering as she struggled to take me to the hilt. I moaned softly, savoring the feeling of my balls tightening and releasing. Watching her slut mouth work my dick was driving me crazy.

Rebecca slid her lips over the head of my cock and licked me up and down. She moaned softly, her eyes rolling back in her head as she tasted my pre-cum.

I felt my cock swell inside her mouth, stretching her lips tightly around my shaft. She gagged, struggling to keep her throat open and relaxed as I drove deeper and deeper inside her.

After a few minutes of gentle throat fucking, I decided to push things further. I grabbed Rebecca's head firmly and started thrusting wildly, slamming into her face with all my strength.

She choked and gagged, tears streaming down her cheeks as she struggled to breathe. But she didn't pull away; instead, she kept sucking me off, trying to relax her throat as best she could.

I grunted, feeling myself nearing the edge once more. I looked down at her lovingly, knowing that she wanted me to give her as much pleasure as possible.

So I pulled out of her mouth suddenly, flipped her onto all fours, and drove my shaft deep inside her dripping cunt from behind.

She screamed with ecstasy, grinding against me wildly as she tried to take me to the hilt. I could feel my cock hitting her very core, filling her womb with every stroke.

"Yes honey! Fuck your mother! Fuck that tight bimbo slut pussy, this is YOUR pussy, son!" she cried.

As I slammed into her hard and fast, I reached around and slipped my fingers inside her tight little asshole. She gasped in surprise, but quickly settled into the rhythm of my pounding.

It wasn't long before I felt myself on the brink of orgasm once more. Rebecca must have sensed it too, because she clenched her muscles tightly around me, determined to milk me for every drop of my cum.

With a roar, I buried my cock inside her one final time and exploded violently, filling her to the brim with hot, sticky seed. She shivered and trembled, her body overwhelmed with pleasure as she came with me.

I wanted one more round with her throat. As hot as it was cumming in her pussy, watching her swallow my sperm was still intensely hot. 

Rebecca nodded excitedly. She slid down on her knees in front of me, smiling as she wrapped her fingers around the base of my shaft. As she began to pump me slowly, I couldn't help but groan with pleasure, savoring the sensation of her smooth skin stroking my member.

As she got more aggressive, Rebecca spit on my cock and rubbed my shaft up and down, trying to lubricate me as much as possible.

Then, without warning, she slid my shaft deep down her throat. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she struggled to keep breathing, bobbing her head up and down furiously.

I sighed happily, thrusting my hips gently against her face. "That's it, mom. Just relax and let me do the work," I coaxed.

She relaxed her throat, opening it up for me to slide my whole length inside. Her neck bulged slightly as my shaft pressed against it, stretching her little mouth to its limit.

"Oh fuck, that's good, Mom," I growled, holding her head tightly as I began fucking her face harder and faster. She gurgled softly, her drool running down her chin and splashing onto her breasts.

She was getting so turned on that her nipples had begun to leak milk, wetting her nightgown with thick white cream. She reached down and massaged her clit gently, sending waves of pleasure through her body.

I felt my orgasm building up, my balls tightening with each stroke.

I stopped thrusting. "Now suck it out of me, Mom. Suck that load right out of my balls."

Rebecca nodded obediently, bobbing her head wildly as she sucked me off at breakneck speed. I groaned with pleasure, feeling my balls tighten. She licked them and sucked them, gazing into my eyes, knowing exactly how close I was.

Rebecca cradled my balls gently in her hands, licking and sucking them lovingly as she tried to bring me to orgasm. She moaned softly, her lips smeared with cum and saliva.

"Oh God," she whispered, pressing her face against my sack. "Your balls are so big and beautiful, son. And they're so full of cum... I want you to shoot your load all over me. Please?"

Her words drove me wild, and I gritted my teeth, determined to last as long as possible. "I'm about to cum, Mom. Swallow every drop of it."

Without hesitation, she slipped the tip of my cock back into her mouth and swallowed my shaft completely, driving it deep into her throat. Her eyes rolled back in her head in sheer ecstasy, and she began bouncing up and down on me, fucking me with her face.

This was too much for me to take. With a roar, I exploded violently, pumping my thick load deep into her throat. She gasped and choked, struggling to swallow it all, but there was just too much for her to handle.

I pulled out then, gripping my dick as I continued spurting, unloading the rest of my huge gushing cum all over her face. It smeared her makeup, making her look incredibly slutty.

She looked like a porn star, with thick ropes of cum sprayed across her forehead and cheeks. It dripped down her nose and chin, drenching her cleavage and running down her belly.

Rebecca stood up, gazing at me adoringly through tear-filled eyes. Her face was soaked with cum, and she was leaking milk from her swollen nipples.

She reached down and scooped up some of my seed, rubbing it all over her face and smearing her lipstick even more. She looked incredible, a true bimbo whore.

Her nipples were rock-hard now, protruding from her breasts and begging to be sucked. As she smeared the last of my cum over her lips, I leaned in and started sucking on her left breast.

She cried out with pleasure, squirting milk in my mouth as I drank from her greedily. She tasted amazing, sweet and creamy, and I couldn't resist reaching down and sliding two fingers inside her dripping pussy.

She gasped and came hard, her walls clenching around my digits. She threw her head back and screamed, her whole body quivering with ecstasy.

"That was amazing, Mom," I whispered, leaning in for one final kiss. "Thank you so much for all your help."

She giggled softly, wiping a strand of cum off her cheek. "It was my pleasure, honey," she murmured, gazing into my eyes lovingly. "Anytime you want my mouth or pussy, you can have them. Just let me know, okay?"

I nodded, feeling my cock stir once more. "Don't worry, Mom. I will definitely be asking for a repeat performance."

She smiled, licking her lips seductively. "Good. Because I can't wait to feel your big, beautiful dick inside me again..."

So we kept at it, experimenting with different positions and kinks every chance we got. By the end of the year, Rebecca was a true slut for my dick.

We fucked every night, often multiple times, and sometimes we'd even go to bed without washing up, savoring the smell of sex and cum that permeated our bedroom.

One day, I found Rebecca sitting in front of her mirror, doing her makeup. But something seemed different about her, and as I approached, I realized what it was: She had turned into a genuine bimbo slut.

Her breasts had gotten bigger and bouncier, and I couldn't resist going up to squeeze them. She moaned and immediately responded to my touch, pressing her huge tits into my rough, strong hands.

Her lips were fuller and poutier, and her face was covered in a thin sheen of sweat. She licked her lips seductively and gazed up at me with puppy dog eyes, waiting for me to give her permission to suck me off.

As soon as I dropped my pants and revealed my hard-on, she slid onto her knees and started slurping and sucking me off expertly. Her blowjobs had always been good before, but this was even better than usual, and I could barely contain myself as she took me down her throat repeatedly.

But it wasn't just her looks that had changed. Something about the way she acted was different as well, and I could tell that she was hornier than ever.

As I pumped her throat, she reached up and began playing with her nipples, rolling them between her fingers and massaging her breasts firmly.

"Oh yes, son... Fuck your mother's bimbo whore throat. Let her make you happy!" she cried.

This turned me on so much that I started fucking her face hard and fast, slamming my shaft against her chin. Her huge tits bounced and swayed with the motion.

"Keep going! Please keep going! Fuck my mouth, fuck my face, make me your personal little slut!" she screamed.

I felt my balls tightening then, and I knew it wouldn't be long before I exploded. So I gripped her head tightly and forced her all the way down my shaft, pushing past her gag reflex and stuffing my cock down her throat until she was practically choking.

Then I came hard, pumping my hot load right into her belly. She swallowed every drop, her eyes watering as she struggled to breathe.

When it was over, she smiled up at me adoringly, licking her lips clean and sucking out any remaining bits of seed from her lips.

"That was incredible, son. You made me feel so sexy and slutty..."

As we sat down to eat, Rebecca noticed me staring at her tits. "You like these, baby?"

"Yes, Mom. I love them." 

She bit her lip. "Would you like to suck on them, sweetie?"

"More than anything."

So we both stood up and headed to the couch. As she sat down and spread her legs invitingly, I knelt in front of her, ready to pleasure her big juicy boobs.

I started by sucking on her left one, taking her nipple into my mouth and running my tongue around it. She sighed softly, her fingers lacing through my hair as I sucked harder and harder.

She reached down then and unzipped my jeans, freeing my erection from its confines. Then, with a mischievous grin, she grabbed ahold of my shaft and began stroking me gently.

"Fuck yeah, Mom," I whispered, leaning against her. "Pump that dick good. Make me cum all over you."

"I want that too, baby... But you can't cum yet. I want you to save all that thick, hot, sticky cum for my pussy. Okay?"

I nodded, feeling my whole body shiver with anticipation. I knew she was going to let me fuck her bimbo slut cunt again, and the thought excited me a lot. 

Describe in the next 10 paragraphs with detail how I keep on sucking her huge boobs. 

After enjoying the sensation of Rebecca's soft, plentiful flesh filling my mouth, I decided to switch it up and focus on her right breast instead. I switched back and forth, taking my time and savoring every inch of her luscious curves.

The way her nipples leaked milk made me feel wild and hungry, and I couldn't stop myself from sucking them hard and licking her breasts clean. She gasped and shivered with every touch, clearly enjoying the way I was pleasuring her.

As I continued sucking on her tits, I slipped my hand between her legs and found that her pussy was soaking wet. Her panties were drenched, and I couldn't resist peeling them off and letting her juices run all over my fingers.

She moaned and gasped as I ran my fingers up and down her folds, teasing her clit and dipping them inside her dripping hole.

As I massaged her walls with my digits, she suddenly cried out in ecstasy, clenching tightly around me.

"Do you like sucking on my boobs, honey?" she asked, running her fingers through my hair lovingly. "I've always had such a hard time keeping these babies contained."

She pressed her chest closer to my face, squishing her huge tits against my cheeks.

As she rubbed her body against mine, I started to get horny. And since she was still naked from earlier, I decided to try something else: I climbed on top of her and straddled her hips, sliding my shaft between her massive mounds.

She smiled, understanding what I wanted. Then she grabbed her huge boobs and wrapped them around my erection, squeezing me tight between her creamy flesh.

Her milk continued to leak as she worked her body against me, smearing my cock with sticky white cream. It felt incredible, and I couldn't help but push my hips forward, driving my shaft deeper and deeper between her tits.

I groaned with pleasure, my balls aching with need as I fucked her tits harder and faster. She giggled, obviously enjoying the show, and she reached down and massaged them firmly, making them swell even more with milk.

As I continued thrusting against her, Rebecca licked the head of my cock on each stroke, flicking her tongue against it and teasing me gently.

It didn't take long for me to reach the brink of orgasm. "I'm cumming, Mom," I growled, pushing my hips forward and slamming my cock deep into her cleavage.

"Yes, honey! Cum all over me, son!" she cried, squeezing her tits tighter around me. "Cover me with your seed! Coat me in your hot, sticky jizz, just like the slutty whore you love so much."

This was all the encouragement I needed, and I exploded violently, spraying thick ropes of cum all over her face and breasts. She gasped with pleasure, leaning forward and licking the tip of my shaft, teasing out every drop of my load.

As soon as my orgasm subsided, Rebecca turned around and bent over the couch, revealing her huge, round ass. She spread her legs apart and stuck out her pussy invitingly, waiting for me to enter.

I didn't hesitate. With a growl, I gripped her hips and slammed myself inside her, driving my shaft deep into her core. She cried out with pleasure, grinding against me wildly as she took me deeper than ever before.

Her pussy was soaking wet and pulsing around me, and I knew it wouldn't be long before we came together. So I held off for as long as possible, savoring the incredible sensations flooding through me as I pumped in and out of her juicy hole.

Finally, she leaned forward and pressed her face into the cushions, screaming with ecstasy.

Her body clenched tight around me, and I felt my balls tightening with need. A few thrusts later, I roared with release, spurting my load deep inside her.

As my sperm flowed through her walls, she shuddered with pleasure, clenching and unclenching as she rode out her orgasm. It felt incredible, and I leaned over her, gasping for air as I emptied my balls into her tight little pussy.

When it was over, we collapsed onto the couch in a tangle of sweaty limbs and sticky fluids. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close, loving the way she snuggled up to me.

"I love you so much, baby," she said in her breathy bimbo stepmom voice. 

"I love you too, Mom." 
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A hot preview…

"Place your hands on the machine, and listen to my voice," she said.

I did as she instructed, and a wave of energy flowed through me, stronger than before.

"Now, tell your bimbo to come to you. Use your powers to call her to your side. Make her want you, make her need you. Control her every desire and whim. Do you understand?"

I closed my eyes and focused on my stepmother, willing her to come to me. After a moment, I heard footsteps approaching, and when I opened my eyes, she was standing in front of me, her eyes glazed and unseeing.

"Hello, Master," she purred, her voice dripping with lust. "What can I do for you?"

"Come here," I commanded, patting my lap. "Sit on my cock and ride me, my little whore."

She didn't hesitate. She climbed onto me and straddled my waist, sliding her slick pussy down my shaft.

The Bimbo Machine 3

Rebecca and I had sex that afternoon, but when I came back a few weeks later, she wasn't there. I wandered through the house, looking for her, and I found her in her bedroom, staring at a strange machine.

The machine was about the size of a large television, with a series of flashing lights and speakers on one side. It looked vaguely familiar, like something I had seen before, but I couldn't place it.

"What are you doing, Rebecca?" I asked curiously.

She turned toward me, a sultry smile on her face. "I've been practicing, honey. Come see what I can do now!"

She pointed to a small TV on her desk. "Watch this, baby. You'll like it."

I watched as she turned the machine on and sat in front of it. Immediately, the device started to glow and hum with energy, and the lights flashed in an odd pattern.

At first, I was confused, but then I realized what was happening: the machine was hypnotizing my stepmother!

My suspicion was confirmed when Rebecca turned toward me, her eyes glazed over and unresponsive. She looked like a different woman, like a horny blonde bimbo who would do anything to please a man.

Her new look suited her, though, and I found myself growing hard as I watched her strip off her bra and rub her breasts.

Suddenly, she crawled towards me on all fours, her breasts hanging down low and jiggling with every movement.

"Let's fuck, baby," she whispered, pulling down my jeans and unleashing my throbbing cock. "You're so hot, so big and strong! I want you to use me however you please, to make me your submissive slut. That's what you want, isn't it? For me to be your little sex toy?"

She opened her mouth wide and let me shove my shaft inside, groaning as her warm lips surrounded me.

But before I could truly enjoy the experience, a voice came out of the speaker on the machine, interrupting us.

"Good job, slave! Now, stand up and remove all of your clothing, except for the heels. I want you to parade around the room in front of him, showing off your hot, sexy body. Let him see how beautiful you are! After all, that's what a master wants from his property. Now, come back over here and suck his cock some more, slave! Make him cum all over your pretty face, just the way he likes it."

Rebecca stood up instantly, removed her remaining clothing except her heels, and then continued to suck me off. Her head bobbed up and down, taking me deeper than ever before, and her lips slid across my shaft in a silky-smooth motion.

It felt incredible, and I soon found myself on the edge of orgasm.

"Keep going, slave!" said the voice in the speaker. "Let him cum on your tits, deep inside your pussy, wherever he wants! You belong to him, after all!"

With that, I exploded, spraying thick ropes of seed all over her breasts and stomach. She gasped with pleasure, rubbing my cum into her skin as if it were moisturizer.

The moment I finished, she crawled toward me and rubbed her pussy against my semi-hard shaft, coating me with her fluids. Then she sat on top of me, lowering herself slowly onto my cock.

"Fuck me hard, Master!" she cried, grinding against me wildly as she took in my length. "Use me as your horny whore! Show me who's in charge!"

I grabbed her hips and pushed my own forward, driving myself even deeper inside her. She shuddered with pleasure, her entire body tense as she took me again and again.

As I pounded her tight pussy, I couldn't believe my eyes: this new version of Rebecca was so much more confident and sexy than her previous self, and I knew we were going to have a lot of fun together.

The voice on the machine spoke again, telling her to lean forward and put her ass in the air, and I realized that this strange device had completely transformed my stepmother into a slutty blonde bimbo who craved cock at any opportunity.

But as I fucked her roughly from behind, I didn't care. All that mattered was my pleasure, and the incredible sensations that filled me each time I drove my shaft inside her.

Before long, she started to moan loudly, her body trembling with need. "I'm cumming! Oh god, I'm cumming!" she cried.

Just as her orgasm hit, I exploded inside her, spraying my seed deep within her womb. She gasped with pleasure, leaning down and resting her head on the mattress while I filled her with every drop of my load.

After a few minutes, I pulled out, feeling suddenly spent and satisfied. Rebecca lay beside me, her face pressed against the bedsheets and her ass still high in the air, revealing a glistening trail of our mixed fluids.

As we lay there, sweaty and sticky with jizz, I wondered how different life would be from now on. It seemed that this new version of my stepmother wanted nothing more than to please me sexually, and I planned to take full advantage of that.

But just as I was about to drift off to sleep, I heard the voice on the machine once more.

"Good job, Rebecca. That's just the way your master likes it! Now, get back over here and continue to serve him, slave. He needs his fill, and you're going to provide it."

I smiled as she climbed back onto my softening shaft, licking and sucking away while a warm sensation of total dominance flowed through me.

The future was going to be a fun and exciting place with Rebecca at my side, and I couldn't wait to see where this new relationship would take us.

***

A month passed, and my relationship with Rebecca grew stronger by the day.

I visited her often, and each time I arrived, I was pleased to find her sitting obediently in front of her hypnosis machine, ready to please me however I desired.

But one day, I showed up and found her sitting in her living room, a frown on her face.

"What's wrong, Mom?" I asked.

"It's the machine," she sighed. "It's not working anymore. The lights aren't flashing, and the voice doesn't speak."

"How do you know?"

"I've tried everything. I've changed the batteries, rewired it, and even taken it to a mechanic, but nothing's worked. I don't know what's wrong."

She sounded sad, and I hated to see her so upset. So I went online and found the number for the manufacturer. After a few calls and some convincing, I finally managed to get them to ship Rebecca a new machine, free of charge.

When it arrived a few days later, she was overjoyed. "Oh, thank you so much, baby! You're such a good master to me!"

She ripped open the box and pulled out the machine, immediately turning it on. Just as before, the device started to glow and hum with power, and the lights flashed in an odd pattern.

This time, though, a new voice came out of the speakers.

"Welcome, slave," the voice said. "You may not remember me, but I'm the original owner of this device. I'm happy to inform you that I'm still alive and well, and I'm currently residing in a secret location. But don't worry; I'm in no hurry to reclaim my machine. I'm quite enjoying watching you and your master get up to your naughty activities. So feel free to continue as you are. Good luck, my dear. Keep serving your master with all your heart."

With that, the voice fell silent, and the lights returned to their normal state.

"That was strange," Rebecca said. "But it's nice to know that someone is still monitoring us. And the fact that we get to continue using the machine is a huge relief. Thank you so much, baby."

She leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips, and I couldn't help but get a little turned on.

"Let's fuck, Mom," I growled, pulling down my pants and revealing my hard shaft. "I need to be inside you."

"Yes, Master," she whispered, crawling over to me and rubbing her breasts against my cock. "Take me, baby. Fuck me like the dirty whore I am."

She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around my shaft, teasing the head with her tongue. As I groaned with pleasure, she slid her mouth up and down, taking me deep inside her warm, wet throat.

The machine had given my stepmom new commands.

"Good job, slave. Keep going! Now, I want you to lie on your back and spread your legs, letting him take you from behind. Don't forget to moan loudly and beg for more, like the slut you are."

Rebecca obeyed without hesitation, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs. She looked so vulnerable, so submissive, and it turned me on beyond belief.

"Fuck me, Master," she whimpered, staring at me with wide, pleading eyes. "I need your cock inside me."

"As you wish," I growled, positioning myself between her thighs. I grabbed her hips and slammed myself inside her, filling her with every inch of my shaft. She cried out with pleasure, her fingers digging into the carpet as she took me deeper and deeper.

"Yes, Master! Fuck me harder! Give me everything you've got!"

As I pumped in and out of her, the voice on the machine spoke once more.

"Very good, slave. That's just the way he likes it. But now it's time to take things up a notch. I want you to reach down and rub your clit while he fucks you. Make yourself cum, slave, just like the slutty little whore you are."

Rebecca immediately obeyed, sliding her hand down between her legs and rubbing her clit furiously. She moaned louder and louder, her body trembling with ecstasy as she approached the edge of orgasm.

"Now, I want you to ride him, slave. Ride him like a cowgirl. Make him feel like he's the king of the world. That's a good girl."

Once again, Rebecca obeyed, straddling me and sliding her dripping pussy down my shaft. She started to bounce up and down, her breasts bouncing with each thrust.

As she rode me, the voice continued to instruct her, telling her to go faster, slower, and everything in between. And soon, we both found ourselves on the brink of release.

"I'm cumming, Mom! Fuck, I'm cumming!" I roared, grabbing her hips and pushing her down hard onto my throbbing cock.

"Cum inside me, baby! Fill me with your hot, sticky seed!"

With a few final thrusts, I exploded, spurting thick ropes of sperm deep within her core. She cried out with pleasure, her entire body shaking as she reached her own climax.

As we lay there, tangled up in each other's arms, the voice spoke again.

"Well done, slave. That was a spectacular show. Keep going, and don't forget to keep pleasing him with all your heart."

After the encounter, I couldn't stop thinking about the strange message the voice had left. It was clear that someone was watching us, and the thought made me a little uneasy.

But as Rebecca crawled towards me, ready for another round, I decided that whatever happened, I wasn't going to let it stop us from enjoying our new sexual lifestyle. 

***

Over the next few weeks, we experimented with many different positions, and I even started using sex toys to increase our pleasure.

One day, Rebecca suggested something that made my heart race: anal sex.

"I've been doing a lot of research," she said shyly, "and I think it might be something I want to try. But I want you to take control. I want you to fuck me in the ass and make me your little anal whore."

"Are you sure?" I asked.

"Positive. You're my master, and I want you to claim me in every way possible. So please, fuck my ass and make me yours, baby."

With a growl, I grabbed her and pinned her against the bed, rubbing my shaft against her tight little asshole. She gasped with pleasure, her fingers digging into the sheets as I pushed my cock deep inside her.

As I fucked her in the ass, the voice on the machine spoke.

"Very good, slave. You're taking it like a true anal whore."

"Fuck, I'm cumming, Mom!" I roared, slamming my cock deep inside her tight hole.

"Cum inside me, baby. Claim me like the dirty slut I am!"

I exploded, spraying my seed deep within her bowels. She shuddered with pleasure, her pussy clenching around my fingers as she orgasmed with me.

As we lay there, panting and spent, the voice spoke again.

"Well done, slave. You're becoming more and more of a true whore with each passing day. Keep up the good work, and keep serving your master with all your heart. Remember, you're his slut, and he owns you now."

The words were strange, but I didn't pay much attention. All that mattered was the incredible sensation of dominance flowing through me as I watched my stepmother bend over and take my cock in her tight little ass.

Over the next few days, we continued to experiment with anal sex, and I was pleased to find that Rebecca was more than willing to try anything. She loved being dominated by me, and she took great pleasure in trying out new toys and positions.

One day, we were in the middle of a passionate fuck session when the voice on the machine spoke again.

"Very good, slave. You've learned how to please him with your tight little asshole. But there's still one more thing I want you to try: double penetration."

"What?" Rebecca gasped, her eyes widening with surprise.

"Yes, slave. You're going to take his cock in your ass and another one in your pussy. He's going to fuck you in both holes and make you his double-stuffed little slut. Isn't that right, Master?"

I didn't respond, but I knew the voice was talking to me. And although I was a little hesitant to agree, the thought of double penetrating Rebecca was incredibly sexy.

"Provide your master with a dildo which he will use on you while fucking your ass, slave."

Rebecca immediately reached for a vibrator and handed it to me. As I pressed the tip against her already-stretched asshole, she whimpered with pleasure.

"Yes, Master. Fuck me in the ass. Claim me, baby. Make me yours."

As I slid the vibrator deeper inside her, I couldn't believe how tight she was. She moaned and writhed beneath me, her pussy dripping with need.

With a groan, I grabbed her hips and pushed my cock into her juicy slit, filling her up with every inch of my throbbing member.

"Oh god," my stepmom gasped, shuddering with pleasure. She had my dick inside her pussy and the vibe in her ass. She was getting double penetrated.

"Keep going, Master. Make her cum. Make her yours. Fuck her like the little whore she is."

The voice's words spurred me on, and I started to thrust faster and faster, filling her tight holes with each stroke.

"Yes! Oh, fuck yes!" Rebecca cried, her entire body shaking as she reached her peak.

As I pounded into her, the voice spoke again.

"You're close, slave. I can feel it. Now, cum for your master. Cum like the dirty whore you are. Show him what a slut you are."

Just then, Rebecca arched her back and screamed with pleasure, her body clenching tight around mine.

I couldn't hold back any longer. With a roar, I emptied my balls into her pussy, filling her with every drop of my seed.

As we collapsed together, panting and sweaty, the voice spoke again.

"Well done, slave. Your new command is to please him as much as possible. So continue serving him, and make him happy. Understood?"

"Yes, sir," Rebecca said breathlessly.

"Good girl. Carry on, then."

As we lay there, exhausted and sated, I couldn't help but think about the strange voice on the machine. Who was it? And why were they so interested in our sex life?

It was a question I didn't have the answer to, but one that lingered in the back of my mind.

***

Finally, I decided to seek out the owner of the voice. It was female, beautiful, almost... hypnotic. I did some research online...and as I typed, I felt myself drawn to a piece of information that appeared on my screen, almost magically. It gave me an address: 1252 East Thirteenth Avenue, where there was a big house. I drove out there to find out what I could. 

The voice belonged to a woman who lived in a massive, opulent mansion on the outskirts of town. When I arrived, she was waiting for me, her piercing blue eyes sparkling with interest.

"I'm so glad you're here," she said, her voice sending shivers down my spine. "I've been waiting for you."

"Why?" I asked, my eyes widening with surprise.

"Because you're a true master, and I want to help you become even more powerful. Come, follow me."

She led me through the mansion, and as we walked, I noticed that it was filled with strange equipment and gadgets that I didn't recognize.

When we reached a large room in the center of the house, she stopped and turned to me.

"Now, let's see if you're truly worthy of my help."

She took my hands and placed them on a large machine, and as soon as my fingers touched the metal, I felt a surge of power rush through me.

"What's this?" I asked, staring at her in shock.

"This is a hypnosis machine, and it will help you unlock your true potential. Just place your hands on the machine and listen to the sound of my voice. Can you do that?"

Her voice was hypnotic, and I found myself nodding, even though a small part of me was hesitant. But as I touched the machine, the power within me surged, and I knew I couldn't turn back.

She turned the machine on, and a low humming sound filled the room. As she spoke, I felt myself drifting off, floating away on a cloud of euphoria.

"You are a master, and you will control everything. Your bimbo sluts will obey you, and they will do whatever you tell them. They are yours to use, to play with, and to fuck as much as you want. Do you understand?"

I nodded, feeling the power within me growing stronger.

"Good. Now, go home and start experimenting with your bimbo. Use her as a test subject, and see how she responds to your commands. Then, when you're ready, come back to me, and we'll take things to the next level."

As I left, I felt a strange sense of confidence and power flowing through me. I couldn't wait to get home and see what kind of commands I could give Rebecca.

The next day, I returned to the mansion, ready to take things to the next level.

"Hello there," the woman said, greeting me at the door. "How's your bimbo?"

"She's great," I replied, unable to contain my excitement. "She's been doing everything I ask, and I can't wait to see what happens next."

"Well, you're in luck. Follow me."

She led me into the room with the hypnosis machine, and this time, it was glowing with a bright blue light.

"Place your hands on the machine, and listen to my voice," she said.

I did as she instructed, and a wave of energy flowed through me, stronger than before.

"Now, tell your bimbo to come to you. Use your powers to call her to your side. Make her want you, make her need you. Control her every desire and whim. Do you understand?"

I closed my eyes and focused on my stepmother, willing her to come to me. After a moment, I heard footsteps approaching, and when I opened my eyes, she was standing in front of me, her eyes glazed and unseeing.

"Hello, Master," she purred, her voice dripping with lust. "What can I do for you?"

"Come here," I commanded, patting my lap. "Sit on my cock and ride me, my little whore."

She didn't hesitate. She climbed onto me and straddled my waist, sliding her slick pussy down my shaft.

As she started to bounce on me, I leaned forward and whispered in her ear. "You will do whatever I say, without question. Do you understand, Mom?"

"Yes, Master," she replied, her voice barely a whisper. "I will do anything you ask."

"Good. Now, get up and bend over the bed. I want to fuck you from behind, and I want you to spread your legs for me."

She did as I commanded, and I couldn't help but admire her smooth, round ass and juicy pussy lips.

"I love seeing you like this," I said, smacking her butt cheeks hard. "You're my dirty slut now, and I can't wait to use you however I want."

"Anything you want," she moaned, pushing back against me eagerly. "Fuck my pussy, baby. Fuck it good!"

I wasn't about to disappoint. With a growl, I grabbed her hips and plunged myself inside her, filling her dripping hole with every inch of my thick rod. As she writhed beneath me, I pumped in and out of her relentlessly, making sure to hit all of her sweet spots.

As I plowed into her, I noticed the woman was watching us, a smirk on her face.

"Enjoying the show?" I asked breathlessly.

"Of course," she replied, a smile in her voice. "And as you use your control over your whore, I'd like to add another command to your list... If you're ready."

"Please."

"Use me! Make me yours and don't worry about it, slave boy. I'm nothing but a plaything, so use me anyway you want!" she squealed in an adorable breathy bimbo voice.

The new words seemed strange to me, but something within me knew they were important.

"Use you," I repeated, tasting the words. "What are you talking about?"

But before I could ask any further questions, the woman leaned forward and pressed a button on the hypnosis machine, sending a bright red light pulsing through its core.

"Let me go!" she suddenly cried, her voice strained and panicked. "Let me free!"

Startled, I immediately backed away, releasing my grip on her hip. "What's wrong? What happened?"

"Something went wrong with the hypnosis machine! It made me say things, do things that I never would have wanted. It turned me into a toy for you to play with, a tool to be used for your pleasure." She gasped as she spoke, her eyes wide with fear.

I suddenly realized what was happening: the machine was backfiring! It was making the beautiful woman, who I supposed was the one who made this device, into a bimbo herself!

The hypnotic device had backfired: it had transformed her into a submissive and obedient servant eager to please. Her perfect porcelain skin now glowed with an enticing sheen, giving her an irresistibly bimbofied look. Her piercing blue eyes still shone brightly, but they no longer held a commanding presence; instead, they now glimmered with subservience.

She gazed at me, her lashes fluttering, as she waited patiently for my orders. Her body had changed too: her large breasts bounced and jiggled as she moved, and her once-sleek frame was now soft and supple. Her ass, which I had been ogling since arriving, was even more plump and curvy, making her look like an absolute dream.

I pulled my dick out of Rebecca, turning to the beautiful woman. "What is your name?" I asked, wanting to know the identity of the enchanting bimbo standing before me.

She giggled, smiling as her hands ran down her body seductively. "My name is Sarah, Master. And I am ready to serve you however you see fit. Please, tell me what you need me to do."

Before I could reply, Sarah had dropped to her knees in front of me, taking my erect member into her mouth. As she bobbed her head up and down, swallowing my entire shaft, I couldn't help but groan with pleasure.

"Oh my god," I moaned, gripping her silky blonde hair and tugging on it gently.

Sarah only sucked harder, swirling her tongue around the tip of my cock as she took me deeper and deeper down her throat.

The pleasure was almost overwhelming, and as she continued to suck me off, I knew that I needed to stop her before I came. So, I pulled my cock out of her mouth with a satisfying pop, and looked down at her lustily.

"Now, spread your legs for me," I said, my voice full of authority.

Her lips curved into a sultry smile, and she did as I asked, parting her legs and sliding two fingers into her dripping pussy. She rubbed her clit furiously, moaning softly as her juices dripped onto the floor.

"Please, Master," she whispered, her voice quivering with desire. "Fill me. Fuck me hard with your enormous cock."

Without hesitation, I bent over and lined up the tip of my dick with her dripping hole. As I thrust into her, I groaned with delight: she was soaking wet and tight as hell, and I knew it wouldn't take long for me to come deep inside her perfect little body.

I fucked her hard and fast, pumping in and out of her like a man possessed. She met my every thrust with equal force, pushing back against me and making her ass jiggle deliciously.

As I pounded away at her sweet spot, she wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her huge tits against my chest, gasping and moaning with each stroke of my massive erection.

Before long, I felt my balls tightening with need once again, and I knew that I was close to erupting inside of her.

With a growl, I grabbed hold of her hips and thrust one final time, spearing her deep and filling her to the brim with my seed. As my hot thick cum flowed through her body, I held her tightly, not wanting to let go.

She moaned with pleasure, rocking back and forth as her own orgasm rocked her to the core.

"Oooh that's so hot," moaned my stepmom nearby, who was rubbing her pussy as she watched. "Fuck her hard, baby, give her all that hot cum!"

Feeling her fingering herself only made things even more intense, and I groaned as I emptied myself inside of Sarah. As soon as my orgasm finished, I withdrew from her wet heat and collapsed onto the bed, utterly exhausted.

Sarah lay beside me, gasping for air as she recovered from her orgasmic frenzy. Her pussy was drenched with cream, and her face shone with satisfaction.

"That was amazing," she gasped, gazing up at me with adoration. "Thank you so much, Master."

As I caught my breath, I nodded in agreement, thinking that being the master of sexy bimbos was going to be a lot of fun. I turned to Rebecca, grinning wickedly. "Time for you, bitch," I growled, pulling her toward me and shoving my cock into her waiting mouth.

She was just as hungry for me as ever, slurping loudly as she swallowed me to the hilt. As I grabbed her head and pushed her down on my cock, Sarah crawled over to me and planted a soft kiss on my cheek.

"You're really something special," she whispered, smiling tenderly. "And I can't wait for us to have lots more fun together. And with Mommy too, of course!" She winked at me mischievously.

I smiled back at her, already picturing what kind of adventures we could have together as master and obedient bimbo toys. But for now, I wanted to enjoy every second of my current encounter with Rebecca. So I continued to thrust into her mouth, pumping my shaft deeper and harder into her tight little throat.

As she choked on me, I knew it wouldn't be long until I would blow another huge load - and I couldn't wait to do just that. After all, I knew that as long as I had these sexy girls under my control, I would always have a willing playmate anytime I needed one.

As I pumped deep into Rebecca's tight pussy once again, filling her walls with thick hot cum, I realized that I finally understood what I was meant for... I was the Master of Bimbos, and nothing felt better than being surrounded by horny girls desperate to please me.

So I would continue to use Sarah and Rebecca to my heart's content, fucking them relentlessly and enjoying their beautiful bodies in any way I chose. After all, they were nothing more than pretty objects for me to control and play with – and I loved having such irresistible toys at my command.

"More, Master, more," gasped Sarah, who was fingering her dripping pussy as she watched me pound away at my stepmother. "Use us, use us, use us!"

As the bimbos begged for more, I smirked to myself, knowing that this was only the beginning of a wild, wonderful life filled with pleasure and submission.

I held nothing back, driving into my stepmom hard and fast a second time, hitting all of her sweet spots. She clung to me tightly, her nails digging into my back as she gasped and moaned with each stroke of my throbbing cock.

As the intensity of our lovemaking grew, I knew that I wouldn't last much longer. So, with one final thrust, I exploded violently, shooting a huge load deep into her soaking wet hole.

She shuddered with pleasure, her eyes rolling back into her head as she came hard. "Yesssss," she cried, her voice hoarse and raw. "Fuck me, Master! Fill me up, give me all your hot cum!"

I groaned with release, spurting thick ropes of sticky fluid into her womb. As she writhed beneath me, I collapsed onto her, panting heavily.

When I finally managed to catch my breath, I sat up and looked around, surveying the mess we'd made. The room was a wreck: clothes were strewn everywhere, and there was a huge puddle of fluids on the floor.

As the two bimbos snuggled up to me and kissed me tenderly, I knew that this was just the beginning of a whole new world of pleasure. And as long as I had them by my side, I knew that my life would be full of excitement and endless pleasure.

***

After the three of us arrived at my house, I took control immediately.

"Girls, I want you to cook and clean for me, naked," I said.

The two women nodded and quickly began stripping out of their clothes, revealing their perfectly proportioned bodies.

"Yes, Master," said Rebecca, her voice breathy and eager.

"We'll do anything you want," said Sarah, smiling seductively.

As the two bimbos cooked and cleaned for me, I watched them intently, enjoying the show. They moved gracefully, their bodies swaying with each step.

Their skin was flawless and smooth, and their breasts jiggled enticingly as they worked.

As I sat back and admired them, I knew that I had the best toys in the world.

They were so beautiful and sexy, and their bodies were so perfect that I couldn't help but drool over them.

After they finished cooking, they brought me a plate of delicious food and knelt down at my feet, eager to please.

"Here you go, Master," said Rebecca, her eyes brimming with love and admiration.

"Thank you, girls," I said, taking the plate from her.

I began to eat. Meanwhile, my stepmother leaned over and sucked on my length, taking me deep into her throat. As she bobbed her head up and down, swallowing me whole, I knew that she was in a trance.

Sarah, who was also in a hypnotic state, crawled over to me and grabbed onto my cock with both hands, pumping it wildly.

Her eyes were wide and blank, and she seemed like a totally different person than she was before.

"Good girl," I told Rebecca as I swallowed a bite of steak. "Suck your master's cock while I finish my food."

"Yes, Master," she replied obediently.

She leaned forward and took my throbbing member into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the tip before taking me all the way down her throat.

As she pleasured me with her mouth, I watched and smiled. Her lips were wrapped tight around my shaft, and she was sucking me off furiously.

Her eyes were vacant and glassy, but she continued to work her mouth up and down my cock like a pro.

Meanwhile, Sarah leaned in and began to suck and kiss my huge balls. She seemed completely lost in the moment, and she moaned softly as she pressed her tongue against me.

It was so hot, and as the two bimbos worked my length together, I could barely contain myself.

I growled with pleasure and pushed Rebecca down on my throbbing cock, filling her mouth and throat with my massive load. As I blew, Sarah reached over and took hold of my cock, swallowing it deep inside herself.

She gulped down my cum, swallowing every drop like the hungry slut she was.

When it was over, the two bimbos stood up and embraced me, pressing their soft, wet bodies against mine.

"We love you, Master," they whispered, nuzzling against me gently.

I set the plate aside and stood up. "Now, girls, go up to the bedroom. I want you both spread, on your backs, naked when I get there. I'm gonna wash up, then I'm going to come and fuck you."

Sarah and Rebecca nodded in unison, their eyes full of desire. "Yes, Master," they said together.

After I finished washing up, I went to the bedroom to find them waiting for me, exactly as I had instructed. Their legs were parted, and their dripping pussies were on display for me.

"Good girls," I said, smiling wickedly at their sweet little cunts.

"Please, Master," said Rebecca, her voice quivering with lust. "Fuck us. Make us feel good."

I smiled and positioned myself over her, guiding my shaft into her tight, wet pussy. She cried out with pleasure, wriggling her hips back and forth as she took me deeper and deeper.

I fucked her hard, driving my cock in and out of her tight hole furiously. As I fucked her, I reached down and played with her clit, making her squeal with delight.

Her eyes rolled back into her head as she screamed with ecstasy, her body shuddering beneath me as she came hard.

While she bucked and writhed beneath me, I moved onto Sarah's wet cunt, which was ready and waiting for me.

She was just as submissive as Rebecca had been, and she lay still as I mounted her. She cried out with pleasure as I pushed into her, gripping my shoulders tightly as I bottomed out inside her wetness.

As I thrust inside Sarah, Rebecca crawled over and began to lick and kiss her breasts, teasing her hard little nipples with her tongue.

She cried out with pleasure, reaching over and tugging on Rebecca's long blonde hair. "Oh my God," she gasped, shaking with ecstasy. "You both feel so fucking good!"

The sight of the two sexy bimbos making love was too much for me, and I exploded violently, squirting thick ropes of cum deep inside of Sarah. As my sperm flooded through her, I felt myself go weak with bliss.

I collapsed onto Rebecca's soft, welcoming body, completely drained and spent from the effort. The two bimbos held me close, stroking and caressing me tenderly.

"We love you, Master," they whispered together, their eyes alight with passion and devotion. "And we can't wait to do this again, and again."

It wasn't long before I was ready to fuck again. And the two bimbos couldn't have been happier. They spread their legs wide for me, eager to take me inside of them once more.

As I drove my length into Rebecca's juicy snatch, Sarah reached over and began to play with herself, rubbing her swollen little nub in small, circular motions.

The three of us moaned and writhed together, our bodies moving in perfect harmony as we made love.

As I blew another huge load deep inside of Rebecca, Sarah leaned forward and began to suck my cum from her used pussy, drinking me down like she was starving for it.

She lapped at Rebecca's pussy eagerly, swallowing every drop of my sticky seed. As she cleaned my stepmother out, she turned to me and smiled.

"Please fuck me, Master," she murmured, her voice full of longing. "Please fuck me next."

So I did.

As Rebecca watched, Sarah got on her hands and knees and spread her cheeks invitingly. "Take me, Master," she cried, looking up at me with her blue eyes blazing with desire.

I smiled and positioned myself above her.

Then I began to push myself inside, savoring the sensation of her wetness as she wrapped tight around me.

As she gasped with pleasure, Rebecca leaned over and began to finger Sarah's pussy from behind, making her cry out with ecstasy.

Soon, they both writhed against each other, bucking and wriggling wildly as they came over and over again. It was a beautiful sight, and as I pumped my length inside of Sarah, I knew that I would never get tired of these girls.

After all, they were mine now, and I could use them as I wanted. And as the three of us lay on the bed, exhausted and panting, I knew that we were only just beginning.

"Master, when can we do this again?"

"Right now. Show me your breasts, I want to titfuck you," I instructed Sarah.

She happily held up her big boobs, and I positioned myself over them and pushed my hard cock between them.

Her tits felt wonderful against my shaft, and I could see Rebecca licking her lips as she watched.

"Fuck my tits, Master!"

"Yes, do it," Rebecca urged me as I fucked my bimbo's tits. "Fuck those perfect titties. Make them yours, Master! Use her just like she deserves to be used, like a dirty little whore."

Sarah moaned as I used her as my sex toy.

"You like this, huh?"

"Yes, Master. I love how you fuck my tits. They belong to you."

I couldn't believe how hot she looked as I pounded her tits.

Rebecca moved behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist, hugging me tightly.

"That's right, Master. She's yours. You own her. You own all of us. So fuck her, baby. Fuck your slutty little bimbos any way you want. We're here for you, Master."

Sarah was breathing heavily as I thrust myself into her tits.

"Oh God, Master," she moaned. "I need more. I need you to cum all over my huge fucking tits, blow that giant load all over me!"

I groaned as I neared the edge.

"Are you ready, slut? Ready to be covered in cum, like the little bitch you are?"

"Yes! Master, please cover me in your seed! Ohhh, oh, fuckkkk meeee!" Sarah screamed as her orgasm erupted.

As she came, I lost control too and sprayed all over her tits and face. My cum shot out in thick spurts, coating her massive mounds with sticky white jizz.

Rebecca licked and kissed my neck as I came, teasing my skin gently with her tongue. As I finished, I slumped back against her, completely spent and drained from the effort.

Rebecca crawled over and lapped at Sarah's breasts, cleaning her with her mouth and tongue. Sarah moaned as Rebecca's tongue slid over her sensitive nipples, driving her to a second, even more intense orgasm.

It was incredible to see, and I smiled as I watched my two bimbos make out and taste each other. Meanwhile my stepmother was drinking all my cum off Sarah's breasts, and it was a pretty hot sight.

And after that, I couldn't resist taking both of them again, pounding them furiously one after the other, stuffing their wet pussies until they couldn't take it anymore.

When it was done, we lay in a heap on the bed, exhausted and sweaty but happier than I'd ever been before. I had my two gorgeous bimbos right where I wanted them, and nothing would ever take them away from me.

I loved owning Rebecca and Sarah. I owned them like sex toys, and I knew that I could use them however I pleased. And they loved every second of it.

I fucked Rebecca's juicy cunt while I ate out Sarah's hot pussy.

As we ate her out, Sarah started rubbing her clit.

"Oh God, Master, you're eating me so good," she moaned. "I love it when you lick my pussy, Master. I love when you eat me like a fucking whore. You make me feel so used and dirty, Master, and I love it!"

Sarah screamed as she came hard, bucking wildly against Rebecca and me. We licked her clean until she was exhausted and spent, then rolled off her.

"Please don't stop, Master," Rebecca begged me, reaching over and taking hold of my hard cock. "Please fuck me too. I need your big dick inside me!"

So I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her down onto the ground, climbing on top of her. She lay still for a second before spreading her legs and arching her hips upwards, inviting me into her wetness.

It was amazing to see her like this, completely submissive and horny. I took hold of her ankles and pinned them above her head, then pushed my length inside of her.

She cried out with pleasure as I bottomed out, stretching her tight hole wide around my shaft. It felt incredible, and soon I was fucking her fast and hard.

Rebecca writhed beneath me, moaning and whimpering as I slammed my body against hers.

It wasn't long before I sensed Sarah was ready to jump in and help out. So I reached over and pushed my fingers inside her juicy cunt, making her gasp with pleasure.

As I worked my fingers in and out of Sarah, she began to rub her clit in quick circles, bringing herself closer and closer to climax.

I didn't know how much longer I could hold out, but I decided to do my best. As Rebecca and Sarah came, they both leaned forward and started licking and sucking me at once, driving me crazy.

With one last effort, I buried my cock deep inside of Rebecca, slamming myself balls-deep into her tight hole. She cried out with ecstasy as I erupted, pouring my load inside her.

The sight of me blowing my load was apparently too much for Sarah, and she followed suit, squirting violently as she came hard on my fingers.

As soon as we finished, we all slumped to the ground, exhausted and spent from the effort. But Rebecca looked up and smiled. "Master, thank you for being so amazing. Your cock feels incredible inside of me, and I can't wait to get fucked by you again."

I hugged my two beautiful bimbos close to me as we basked in the afterglow of our passion. There was no place I'd rather be than right here with my sweet little toys, and I couldn't wait to have even more fun with them later on. 

So we curled up together and snuggled tightly against each other, savoring the blissful moment and dreaming about what the future held for us.

My thoughts were swirling as I thought about Rebecca and Sarah. I had never imagined that I would end up owning them like this, using them as my sex toys whenever I pleased.

They were so pliant and willing to do whatever I wanted, and it made me feel incredibly powerful. With a snap of my fingers, I could have them crawling at my feet, begging for my cock.

It was incredible. And yet, there was something else stirring within me. Something that went beyond just lust and desire.

I cared deeply about my bimbos, and I knew that I wanted to protect them and keep them safe. That meant giving them the love and support they needed, no matter what happened.

And as I stroked Rebecca's hair and kissed Sarah's cheek, I knew that this was the start of something truly special. They were mine, and I loved them both very much.

I would protect them: and I would find more hot women to control. 
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A hot preview… 

"Mmmmm..." Rebecca purred, grinding her pussy against my cock, squeezing her tight walls around me. "I love feeling your big dick stretching my little cunt, Master."

Her fingers laced through mine, pressing our hands together beside my head as she rode me vigorously. We moved together perfectly, every movement of her hips matching the rhythm of mine. She moaned louder, arching her back, pushing her breasts into my face. I latched onto a nipple, sucking it eagerly, making her shudder.

"Fuck, you're sexy," I murmured against her skin.

"So are you," she whispered, biting her lip seductively.

My free hand grabbed her butt cheek roughly, digging into the flesh as she bounced up and down on top of me, her breasts bouncing wildly as I sucked on them. 

The Bimbo Machine 4

The next day, I got up, took a warm shower, and headed down to the kitchen.

As I opened the door, I was surprised to see Rebecca standing the counter. She waved at me shyly, and I rushed over to her, my heart pounding.

"Hello, Master. I've missed you," she said, kissing me passionately.

"I've missed you too, my beautiful bimbo," I said happily. "I'm so glad you're here. I was so worried about you."

Rebecca let out a soft giggle. "I know, Master, but I'm here now, and it's all okay. I'm not going to leave you."

I held her close, enjoying the warmth of her body and the scent of her hair. She smiled sweetly at me.

"How are you feeling?" I asked, concerned. "After yesterday, I mean."

"I'm fine," Rebecca said confidently. "Your cum makes me feel great."

"That's good to hear," I said. "So what were you making?"

She pointed towards a plate full of muffins.

"These are your breakfast, Master," she replied.

I nodded, looking at them hungrily. They smelled delicious, but there seemed to be one thing missing. I frowned in confusion.

"Are they ready?" I asked. "They look like they're missing something."

Rebecca giggled again.

"They are, Master," she said mischievously.

Suddenly, she dropped to her knees, opening my pants with deft hands. Her mouth slid over my cock and began massaging it firmly while I watched, dumbfounded. Her lips moved smoothly along the shaft as her tongue flicked the head teasingly. The whole thing happened so fast that by the time I realized what was happening, it was too late; Rebecca swallowed every drop of cum when I orgasmed. She moaned loudly around me, swallowing eagerly while milking every last drop out of me.

Then, after finishing, Rebecca stood up, smiling coyly, wiping away the small trickle of cum that had escaped the corner of her mouth.

"Did I do well, Master?" she asked hopefully.

I could only nod. My head was spinning from pleasure, and my legs shook beneath me. If she hadn't steadied me with an arm under my shoulder, I think I might have fallen down.

We kissed slowly, savoring each other's flavors and scents. As I pulled away, I looked down at her full tits, now heaving visibly within their lacy confines. She wore a tight skirt and high heels, too; both emphasized the shape of her curvy hips and thick ass.

"You were so naughty last night," she said in a low voice, looking up at me through lowered lashes. "I had to punish myself this morning just to make up for how badly you used me. And now...well, now I'm hungry again."

"Hungry for what?" I asked breathlessly.

She knelt down again, wrapping her hands around my hips. "For more of this, Master," she murmured. "Give me more..."

She took me deep into her throat. I closed my eyes and leaned back against the counter, unable to move or think clearly. Her lips caressed my balls while her tongue ran circles around them. She sucked hard, making me cry out in ecstasy as the muscles tightened in my stomach.

Rebecca's fingers trailed through the dark curls of my pubic hair, sliding downwards until they brushed against my sack. They stroked softly as her tongue swirled along the length of me. Slowly, her thumbs pressed lightly on each testicle until I felt pressure building inside me.

My breathing quickened and became shallow. I gasped, trying to get enough air, but I was lost in bliss.

Her cheeks hollowed out as she drew back to focus on the tip of my cock, then plunged forward again, letting go of the base and massaging my shaft with her hand. She licked and nibbled at it lovingly, making little noises of appreciation while her hips moved gently. Her ass bounced up and down just inches above the floor, teasingly out of reach.

My cock twitched involuntarily when Rebecca swallowed it again. I groaned, thrusting wildly. She bobbed quickly, sucking hard on my cock while keeping her mouth sealed tight. Then she pulled back with a gasp, licking her swollen lips as my erection sprang free, dripping wet with saliva.

She giggled happily.

"Thank you for cumming in my mouth again, Master," she said between heavy breaths. "And for letting me enjoy your body."

I laughed weakly.

"You're welcome," I said weakly. "I enjoyed you too."

She rose and hugged me, squeezing her large breasts against my chest and causing her erect nipples to dig into my skin. She sighed contentedly.

I held onto her tightly, wanting nothing more than to stay here forever. Her soft curves pressed against my naked flesh felt amazingly wonderful, and even though I'd already cum twice this morning, I began to feel excited again.

Rebecca noticed right away.

"Hmmm, Master's horny," she purred seductively. "That means you must want something special from me today."

She stepped back from me, reaching behind herself to undo her bra.

"What would my Master like me to do for him?" she asked innocently, dropping her bra to the floor.

My eyes widened as I drank in the sight of her round tits. The full weight of them hung heavy against her chest, swaying slightly as she moved. Her nipples were hard and dark, surrounded by pink areola.

"I want you to bend over," I commanded hoarsely.

She smiled obediently and placed her hands on the countertop beside me, leaning forward until she stood almost directly in front of me with her bare back turned towards me. Her skirt rode up along her hips as she bent forward, exposing a pair of lacy panties that barely covered the roundness of her ass.

Rebecca's legs parted slightly as she moved them apart. I watched intently as she lowered her head lower and raised her ass higher. Then, taking hold of her waistband, she slowly slid her panties down around her knees.

The sight made me groan aloud. Her pussy glistened pink in the early morning light filtering through the windows. Her labia were slick and shiny, parting slightly as her slit opened wide enough to reveal her wet hole. The soft flesh of her mound quivered as her inner muscles contracted reflexively, and when I ran a finger gently across her puffy folds, she shuddered violently.

My cock throbbed eagerly, desperate to plunge into her. As I stroked her soft flesh with one hand, I used the other to guide myself into place. Her warm wetness pressed against my shaft.

I teased her opening for a moment before entering her, sliding myself in easily. She gasped softly at the contact. Her body jerked violently when the head of my cock pushed past her threshold, and when I penetrated deeper into her tight depths, she moaned loudly.

I groaned with pleasure as my shaft slid all the way into her tight channel. Her hips bucked uncontrollably beneath me, causing my balls to slap against her clit. When she started grinding against me, I realized how close she was to climaxing. So, with my dick still buried deep inside her, I pulled her closer to me. She cried out as I squeezed her breasts in both hands and bit down gently on her shoulder. My lips traced up the curve of her neck while my teeth grazed across her skin.

The feeling of Rebecca's body quivering against mine sent chills down my spine. I couldn't stop myself anymore; I thrust harder, burying my face against her hair. My tongue licked the nape of her neck fervently as our hips moved together in perfect rhythm.

"Fuck me, Master!" she gasped. "Use that tight, slutty pussy, it's YOUR pussy, Sir!"

The sound of Rebecca begging for more only increased my arousal, and soon our movements became frantic, almost animalistic. I pushed her head downwards and held her hips steady as I pumped wildly into her wet pussy. Her legs shook and twitched beneath my grasp. She threw her head back in ecstasy, moaning loudly as she neared release.

At last, with a final cry of ecstasy, I came hard inside her. She shrieked, her inner walls rippling around me. We fell forward onto the floor, my weight on top of her. We lay there gasping, sweating and panting heavily for several minutes.

When my breathing slowed, I lifted myself from her. My cock popped free from her tight pussy, spraying a stream of cum onto her skin. Her eyes closed as she shuddered at the sensation. Then, suddenly, they snapped open again as she gasped excitedly.

"Oh yes! Master, please...don't stop!"

Her voice was husky, desperate, filled with need. I looked down at her, puzzled, and she smiled at me hungrily.

"Give me another load of your tasty cum," she pleaded, lifting her ass towards me and spreading her legs even wider. "Pump me full, Master, let me feel you shoot in me again."

It took a few seconds before my brain registered what she was asking.

But when it did, I realized that there was no reason why we couldn't make love again right here, right now. No matter what anyone else thought, this girl loved me, wanted to be mine, to serve me and satisfy me however possible. That was the kind of devotion I'd always craved in life...the kind of submission I'd so long dreamed about. The realization thrilled me more than any amount of sexual activity ever could.

I rolled her onto her back and straddled her waist. She whimpered softly as I lowered myself over her and positioned my erection against her warm lips once more. We locked gazes again, staring into each other's eyes as I slowly pushed forwards. Her expression turned into one of utter bliss. Her mouth formed an 'O' shape as she moaned happily, enjoying the sensation of my cock filling her tight hole. I held myself there, savoring her warmth.

Then I started thrusting gently. I rocked back and forth, rocking our bodies together in harmony, grinding into her as deeply as I could manage without hurting her. Every movement caused us both to tremble with pleasure, driving us mad with lust.

"Please!" Rebecca gasped, throwing her head from side to side as she writhed beneath me. "Master, please! Don't stop! Keep fucking me! Please, fuck me more!"

The urgency in her voice sent shivers down my spine, urging me onwards. I fucked her harder and faster, driving deeper and harder inside her wet pussy as her entire being shook violently. Her tits bounced against her chest as her nipples stood erect in excitement. The sight of her trembling beneath me excited me even more, making it difficult for me to contain myself anymore.

"Choke me, Master! Grip my throat and pound my pussy, control me! Fuck me!" my gorgeous bimbo stepmother begged.

I obeyed eagerly, reaching out towards her neck. She gasped loudly when my hands closed around it tightly, squeezing slightly. Her eyes widened in surprise as her breathing became short and labored. Then she began thrashing wildly, clawing desperately at me in an effort to get free.

"That's right," I murmured into her ear while continuing to thrust into her cunt. "Take it all. Be a good little bimbo and give up your mind to your new owner, give yourself to me. Give up."

Rebecca nodded weakly, surrendering to me completely.

My fingers tightened even more on her slender throat, cutting off the flow of air entirely as my balls slapped against her ass with every thrust. She squirmed feebly under the weight of my body as I pounded mercilessly into her tight hole. Her tongue hung limply from the corner of her mouth, drooling spit all over her chin as her eyes rolled back in their sockets.

It didn't take long until she went limp, her muscles relaxing as she gave herself completely into my power. And once she had done so, it became even easier for me to control her entirely. Her legs spread wide open, exposing her dripping pussy to my cock. Her arms dropped to her sides, no longer trying to break free from my grasp. I continued plowing her relentlessly.

I released her throat from my hand, allowing her to breathe freely once more. She sucked in deep lungfuls of air, gasping, her pussy spasming powerfully around me, even harder than before due to the intense asphyxiation. 

She lifted herself onto her elbows, gasping as I kept fucking her hard and deep, not slowing down in the slightest. She stared into my eyes, hers wide and shining with tears as I thrust deeper and deeper inside her, bringing us both closer and closer to orgasm.

"Who do you belong to, Rebecca?" I grunted, pounding away.

She moaned, arching her back and digging her nails into my flesh.

"You, Master!" she cried out, her voice breaking as she spoke. "All yours! Everything belongs to my master, my Sir!"

We were both teetering on the edge now, ready to collapse any second. But first, I needed to make absolutely sure she knew who her owner was. I leaned down and pressed my lips to hers, kissing her tenderly while I continued plowing her cunt ruthlessly. We stayed there, connected in body and mind.

"Say it," I demanded between heavy breaths. "Call me...your Master."

"Master..." she moaned loudly, trembling beneath my weight. "Sir! Oh god, SIRRRR!!!!!!!"

Rebecca came violently, bucking uncontrollably as she exploded beneath me, her body convulsing in rapture. I pulled out and shot ropes of cum all over her sweaty skin, marking her for good, claiming her forever. She gasped and writhed underneath me, still shuddering from orgasm. When we finally collapsed in a tangled heap on the floor, she buried her face in my shoulder, wrapping herself around me as tight as possible.

I held her close, rubbing her back gently, breathing in her sweet scent as we lay there together. We stayed like that for quite some time, wrapped up together, feeling completely safe and content. When eventually Rebecca finally began to stir, I stroked her hair and kissed her forehead tenderly.

"Well done, Mom," I said softly.

She sighed happily.

"Thank you for your amazing cock, Master," she cooed, snuggling closer. "That was incredible."

"It was pretty great," I admitted. "But now we'd better clean up, hmm? After all, I can't have my slutty new bimbo making a mess."

She giggled shyly but agreed immediately. Together, we tidied up the kitchen and prepared ourselves for breakfast.

Once we were finished, I walked around behind Rebecca, resting my chin upon her shoulder as I surveyed our reflections in the mirror. Her skin glowed with happiness and satisfaction, her eyes sparkled brightly as she beamed at me over her shoulder. She looked perfect.

Perfectly under my control, of course, which was even better.

And so far as I was concerned, she could stay this way forever.

***

Rebecca invited me upstairs for more sexual pleasure and I obliged, following her eagerly. We made our way to the bedroom, where she stripped down naked and laid herself out on the bed. I admired how her body shimmered in the morning sunlight that streamed through the window, her curves glowing with an unearthly beauty.

I trailed my fingers along her skin, exploring every curve and valley of her body as desire filled me up inside. She moaned softly as my lips found hers, wrapping around them hungrily in a passionate embrace that promised pleasure beyond compare. As we kissed deeply, our tongues dancing together, my hands roamed further south, cupping her round ass firmly in both palms and pulling her hips towards me until they pressed against my crotch.

We fell backwards onto the bed together, my erection stiffening instantly. She rolled on top of me and began grinding her hips down hard into mine, causing her pussy lips to part slightly and allow just the head of my dick to slip between them. Then she pushed downwards further, sliding down onto my shaft as I penetrated deep inside her.

"Mmmmm..." Rebecca purred, grinding her pussy against my cock, squeezing her tight walls around me. "I love feeling your big dick stretching my little cunt, Master."

Her fingers laced through mine, pressing our hands together beside my head as she rode me vigorously. We moved together perfectly, every movement of her hips matching the rhythm of mine. She moaned louder, arching her back, pushing her breasts into my face. I latched onto a nipple, sucking it eagerly, making her shudder.

"Fuck, you're sexy," I murmured against her skin.

"So are you," she whispered, biting her lip seductively.

My free hand grabbed her butt cheek roughly, digging into the flesh as she bounced up and down on top of me, her breasts bouncing wildly as I sucked on them. 

"Yes, baby," she gasped. "Suck mommy's titties, oh god! I'm gonna cum!"

Rebecca screamed loudly, her pussy clenching tight around me, her body shuddering in ecstasy. She threw her head back, moaning loudly, her hair flying wildly about.

She collapsed onto me, her whole body trembling.

"Mmmm, Master," she sighed happily, kissing my neck lightly. "I'm going to love being your bimbo, Sir."

"I'm glad," I replied.

She sat up suddenly, staring at me intently.

"What is it, Mom?" I asked.

She bit her lip nervously, looking away shyly.

"I have something important to ask you," she whispered quietly.

"Anything," I assured her.

She took a deep breath, steeling herself.

"Please...please make me pregnant," she begged, blushing bright red.

My eyes widened.

"What? Really?"

She nodded rapidly, blushing harder.

"Please," she pleaded, tears welling up in her eyes. "Please knock me up, Master, give me your baby."

"Are you sure?" I asked, my dick throbbing at the thought of my stepmother's belly getting all big and swollen with my sons. To think of impregnating her... 

"You're sure?" I asked.

"Yes," she replied. "I...I feel like I've found my place...I want to be a good wife and mother. I want to be of service to you. I've never been quite this happy, Master. I love you so much."

There were tears in her eyes.

She leaned in to kiss me, and I returned the kiss eagerly.

"Alright then," I told her. "We can certainly try."

Her smile grew even wider than before.

"Thank you," she whispered happily. "I'll do everything in my power to give you what you need."

"And what's that?" I asked, curious.

She bit her lip seductively.

"Your heir, Master."

***

My cock ached as I watched Rebecca, her gorgeous ass up in the air, wiggling enticingly. She had a naughty look in her eye as she glanced over her shoulder, teasing me.

"I know what you want," she purred. "Don't deny it."

She crawled towards me on the bed, her heavy tits swinging beneath her.

"Come on, Master," she urged softly. "Take what's yours."

I groaned, reaching forward and grabbing hold of her soft flesh with both hands.

She gasped excitedly as I began kneading her breasts, squeezing hard while pinching and rolling her nipples between my fingers. She squirmed excitedly as I toyed with her, enjoying the sensation immensely. Her pussy started dripping onto the sheets underneath us, coating my cock with its sticky wetness.

Rebecca bit her lip, trying not to moan loudly.

"Do it, Master," she pleaded desperately. "Fill me up, pump me full of your seed. Make me a mother!"

She reached back behind herself, spreading her cheeks apart invitingly for me. The sight was too tempting to pass up any longer.

So I thrust into her slick folds roughly, plowing into her warm cunt forcefully. She cried out in ecstasy, digging her nails deep into my thighs as she clawed at me hungrily. Her inner walls spasmed around me, drawing me deeper into her womb with each thrust.

We bucked against one another frantically, our bodies joined together as one. Rebecca gasped and moaned loudly, tossing and turning violently while writhing beneath me. Her cries of pleasure filled my ears and sent shivers down my spine, adding fuel to my already raging fire.

Before long, we came as one. Our orgasms hit simultaneously; she wailed loudly, shaking uncontrollably as I shot load after hot load deep inside her tight pussy. She collapsed in a heap atop the pillows, breathing heavily. Her entire body trembled, covered in sweat.

After several minutes, she regained some strength, looking up at me with hazy eyes.

"Oh god," she breathed, gasping deeply. "That was incredible."

"Yeah," I agreed breathlessly. "Incredible."

We lay there in silence for awhile, recovering slowly.

Rebecca eventually propped herself up on her elbows and turned to face me, smiling widely.

"Do you think we should try one more time, missionary style?" she giggled. "Just to be sure?"

"Yeah," I grunted. "I think so." 

She spread her legs, lying down on her back, her head resting comfortably on the mattress beneath her. Her skin glowed with excitement, shining brilliantly beneath the bright afternoon sun filtering through the window. Her pussy glistened invitingly, beckoning me inwards.

"Go ahead, Master," she whispered eagerly. "Fill me with your cock...and your seed..."

I moved overtop her, positioning myself between her thighs. She reached up and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me towards her hungrily. We kissed passionately, our tongues entwining. She nibbled lightly at my bottom lip as I began pushing forwards again.

"Give me your cum," she begged me desperately. "Knock me up, Master, put a baby in me!"

My shaft entered her once more, gliding easily between her warm lips. She gasped happily as I slid all the way inside, her pussy tightening around my length. Her juices dripped down along my skin, lubricating me thoroughly.

"Master, please fuck my fertile womb...I need you to fertilize it, to create new life with me..."

I couldn't take any more teasing. I slammed my hips forward, driving myself deep inside her, burying my cock completely within her pussy. Her back arched upwards, pressing her breasts firmly into my chest as I rammed her hard and fast, pounding away furiously.

Her screams filled the room as we fucked vigorously. Her hands dug into my skin, clawing at my flesh while she writhed beneath me, begging me to continue.

"Fuck, yes! Yes, Master!!!" she shouted out loud. "You're going to knock me up with your cum!!! Give me your baby!!!!"

I groaned loudly, burying my face into the nape of her neck, breathing in her sweet scent deeply as we continued slamming into each other furiously. Our bodies connected perfectly, moving together instinctively. It felt incredible.

She screamed suddenly as I slammed harder inside her. Her nails bit into my back sharply. I winced slightly but kept pounding her tight cunt, grunting loudly with effort.

My cock twitched violently inside her snatch, swelling rapidly. My balls tightened as my seed spilled forth into her unprotected womb, pouring deep into her body. Rebecca moaned softly, hugging me tightly as she came hard underneath me, shivering with delight.

Once she stopped shuddering, she turned to look at me shyly.

"Maybe...one more time?" she murmured, biting her lip suggestively.

"Of course," I said, nodding. "Anything for my bimbo mommy-to-be."

She giggled excitedly as I drove my throbbing dick deep within her depths. And once I began pumping her full of my virile sperm again, she cried out in rapturous bliss.

The rest of the day passed in a haze of pleasure, my cock never fully softening until long after the sun had set. By the time we were finished, we both collapsed in exhaustion onto our bed, sweaty and spent from hours of nonstop fucking.

It was a good thing neither one of us had work tomorrow...or the next day.

But despite our physical exertion, our minds raced with possibilities.

We talked late into the night, discussing plans for the future. She lay with her head resting comfortably on my chest, stroking my chest lovingly with one hand. Her other hand gently caressed her lower belly, which she swore contained our child now growing inside her.

"Do you really think we succeeded?" I asked, running my fingers through her long hair idly.

"Of course," she purred, placing a tender kiss upon my bare skin.

"How are you so sure?" I laughed.

"Because you're an incredibly fertile man," she replied confidently.

"Am I? How can you possibly tell that?"

She grinned mischievously, sitting upright and straddling my lap. She leaned forward, her heavy tits hanging just inches away from my face.

"Because...I just know."

With that, she bent down and kissed me passionately, pressing herself close against my body. When she pulled back slightly, her eyes twinkled brightly.

"What do you think about having twins?"

I chuckled softly before taking her beautiful face in my hands.

"Whatever makes you happy, Mom."

That did it. Those words triggered her conditioning perfectly, making her wet with desire instantly. As we fell together, kissing frantically, I knew I needed to take her again tonight.

Her pussy was dripping, eager to be filled and pumped full of potent cum all over again...

I gripped her hips, pulling her down onto my erection hungrily, already feeling her clamping around my shaft. If Rebecca thought I was an incredibly fertile man, I wasn't about to let her down now.

"Fuck yes, Master!" she gasped out breathlessly.

I grunted, slowly fucking her, taking my time, savoring every moment of pleasure, every tiny movement of her hips against mine as we made love beneath the moonlight. She started to lift and lower herself, making me groan in the process.

"Fuck me...fuck me hard, Master!"

I felt my cock start to swell and tense up as my balls boiled with their potent load. Rebecca was still in full-blown submissive mode, her bimbo identity re-asserted by my simple words. She knew she'd be getting bred on a regular basis now, and that only added to her lust.

I wrapped my arms around her waist, helping to rock her back and forth, working my cock in and out of her waiting hole. We kissed feverishly as I worked up my full load, feeling her orgasm start as my balls exploded, filling her cunt with cum.

My dick kept twitching, pumping more seed deep within my hot bimbo wife/stepmom, who moaned and cooed in delight. Even when I was done, her hips never stopped grinding, rubbing her clit against my shaft as she enjoyed the afterglow of our lovemaking.

She sighed happily, snuggling closer in my embrace.

"Are you ready for bed, my Master?" she asked sweetly, her eyes closed in blissful contentment. "Or would you like to take me one more time, just to make sure you knocked me up good?"

As enticing as that sounded, I shook my head and pulled the blankets up, tucking us both in under the covers. We had plenty of time to enjoy each other, now that she was mine forever...

"No," I murmured sleepily. "Go to sleep, sexy mommy."

And with that, I drifted off, secure in the knowledge that tomorrow I could have her again, and the day after that, and the next, and all the days beyond. She'd be mine. Forever.
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A hot preview… 

I grinned wickedly, stroking her hair lovingly. "Good girl, Rebecca. Good girl. Now get up on your knees."

Without hesitation, she raised herself onto hands and knees. I slid off the bed and positioned myself behind her. Grabbing a fistful of blonde locks, I forced her head down so that her ass stuck out high above the mattress. I gave it a slap and watched appreciatively as she squeaked in surprise and flinched away instinctively. I brought my hand down twice more on each cheek, leaving bright red handprints.

She moaned softly, squirming beneath me as I continued to spank her reddened rear. As I laid down another hard blow, my free hand reached forward to tease her swollen clit with slow, deliberate strokes. The mixture of pleasure and pain proved overwhelming for her, sending her into fits of ecstatic thrashing.

My eyes wandered to where my fingers danced across her most sensitive areas. "Fuck..." I breathed, gazing intensely at her quivering pink hole. "You're dripping wet, slut."

I pushed two fingers inside her slippery entrance, fingering her roughly as she cried out loudly in pleasure. She whimpered as her cunt walls tightened around my digits, and soon she began bucking furiously against my touch, trying desperately to climax again. Eventually, her orgasm built to a crescendo, and her entire body shuddered violently beneath my relentless assault. When finally she relaxed, she fell limply forward onto the bed. She buried her face in a pillow and sobbed weakly, trying futilely to stifle her whimpers as her orgasm receded.

The Bimbo Machine Part 5

The next day, while Rebecca slept soundly, I decided to get started on my research into how to ensure I could continue brainwashing my beautiful 'wife.'

After a quick shower and breakfast, I spent some time reviewing Rebecca's blog.

"It's important to me that I take care of my husband's needs in bed," read one entry. "I've noticed that a lot of women my age are more focused on their own pleasure, but that just seems selfish to me. I feel like it's a woman's duty to ensure her husband is completely satisfied."

I couldn't help but smile, as I imagined how that attitude would translate once I had control over Rebecca's mind. My wife would become my personal slave. I would make her perform for me, live out any fantasy I could imagine, and all she would do was thank me for the privilege.

It was clear that Rebecca's desire to submit was something that had been growing in her for a while. Her blog was full of stories about her past. She'd had an affair with a professor when she was an undergraduate, and then another with her boss while she was a young professional. Both affairs had been discovered by her husband at the time, and both ended in divorce.

I could only imagine the guilt she felt, and how much she wanted to make up for it. By the time I was done with her, my stepmom would have no memory of the man who had been her husband. She would know only me and her duty to serve me.

As I read through her blog, I noticed a recurring theme. Rebecca's ex-husbands were always controlling and dominant, but also abusive.

"My first husband used to hit me when he was angry," she wrote. "He never apologized, either. He'd just tell me that if I kept upsetting him, he'd do it again. I guess I shouldn't have been surprised when he cheated on me, since he never took my feelings into account."

That was something I knew I could never do. I couldn't stand the thought of hurting Rebecca, physically or emotionally. Even though she had only been mine for a short time, I already felt a deep sense of love and devotion for her. I wanted her to be happy, even as I made her my personal fucktoy.

With that in mind, I turned to the Internet, doing my best to find out if there was a way to keep a woman in a hypnotic trance without constant work.

One site mentioned something called a "post-hypnotic trigger", a word or action that could put a person back into a trance, no matter how long they had been out. It was perfect. All I had to do was find a way to plant a post-hypnotic suggestion, and I would have Rebecca wrapped around my finger forever.

The question was how to do it.

As I searched for ideas, I came across a page devoted to hypnosis porn.

"Hypnosis porn is a new genre of erotic videos that features women being hypnotized into having sex," it read. "The idea is that the woman is put into a trance and then told to have sex with the person controlling her mind. It's a very popular genre, especially among men who want to see their wives or girlfriends submitting to them."

There were several links to free videos, and I clicked on one of them. The video showed a blonde woman sitting on a couch, talking to a man. He was telling her that she was getting sleepy, and soon she was slurring her words and having trouble keeping her eyes open.

Finally, he told her that she was in a deep trance, and she agreed.

"What's your name?" he asked.

"Becky," she said.

"And who am I?"

"You're my master."

"That's right. And what are you going to do for me?"

"Whatever you want, master," she replied, her voice taking on a breathy quality.

"Good girl," the man said. "Now take off your clothes."

The woman began to undress, slowly and seductively. Once she was naked, the man told her to pleasure herself, and she did so, rubbing her clit and moaning.

I paused the video, unable to tear my eyes away from the image. Becky's breasts were full and perky, and her pussy was shaved bare. She looked like she was enjoying herself, and the man who was controlling her clearly enjoyed the show.

But it was the look on her face that really got me. Becky looked so peaceful and relaxed, even as she masturbated. I wanted to see that same look on Rebecca's face.

I resumed the video and watched as the man ordered the woman to suck his cock. She obeyed immediately, taking his thick shaft deep into her throat. She gagged and choked, but she didn't stop.

"That's it, Becky," the man said. "Choke on my cock like the good little slut you are."

She continued to pleasure him, and I could see that her hand was still busy between her legs. The man was clearly getting close to cumming, and I couldn't blame him. Becky's mouth was incredible, and her blowjob was wet and messy.

Finally, the man came, shooting his load down Becky's throat. She swallowed every drop, licking his cock clean.

"What a good girl," the man said. "I think you deserve a reward."

"Thank you, master," Becky replied.

"Come sit on my lap," the man said.

Becky climbed onto the man's lap and began to ride him. He held her hips, guiding her movements, and soon the room was filled with the sound of their flesh slapping together.

"Do you like that, Becky?" the man asked. "Do you like riding your master's cock?"

"Yes, master," Becky moaned. "Your cock feels so good inside me."

The man began to play with her tits, squeezing and pinching her nipples. Becky cried out in pleasure, and I could see her juices coating the man's cock.

"Cum for me, Becky," the man commanded.

"Yes, master!" Becky screamed, her body shuddering as she came hard.

The man kept fucking her, and I could tell he was getting close. His breathing was heavy, and his thrusts were becoming more erratic. Finally, he groaned and emptied himself inside her, filling her pussy with his cum.

I closed the video, my heart racing. My dick was hard as hell. The whole thing was so incredibly erotic - imagining controlling a woman's mind, through hypnosis, to get her to perform any twisted sexual fantasy I had.

I wanted to try it with my stepmom.

I knew that if I did, I would need to be careful. After all, I didn't want to hurt her, or push her too far. But the thought of watching her lose control, giving herself completely to me, was too tempting to resist.

I spent the rest of the morning researching more about hypnosis and how to do it. There was a lot of conflicting information, but one thing seemed clear: it was possible. If I could find a way to put Rebecca into a trance, I could do whatever I wanted with her.

That night, I called Rebecca and told her to come meet me in my bedroom, and I waited for her there, completely naked.

Finally, there was a knock on my bedroom door. I opened it, to find Rebecca standing in the hall. She looked like she was about to go to the gym, wearing a pair of black yoga pants and a loose tank-top that revealed her stomach.

"Come on in," I said.

"You wanted to see me?" Rebecca asked.

"Yes," I said. "I've come up with a new hypnosis experiment."

"What is it?" Rebecca asked, stepping into the room.

"I'm going to put you into a trance," I explained, "and see how deep it takes us. I'm also going to hypnotize you to do things that you might not normally do. How does that sound?"

Rebecca bit her lip, and I could see the arousal in her eyes. "I'm excited," she said. "It sounds really sexy."

"Good," I said, pulling her in close and kissing her lips.

She returned the kiss, her tongue darting out to caress mine. We kissed deeply, our bodies pressed together.

I broke the kiss and took a step back. "Take off your clothes," I commanded.

Rebecca did as I said, slowly removing her top and then sliding her yoga pants down her long legs. She stood before me, wearing nothing but a lacy black bra and matching thong.

"You're beautiful," I said, taking her in.

"Thank you," Rebecca said, blushing.

"Lay down on the bed," I instructed.

She did as I asked, lying back against the pillows. I took a moment to appreciate the view, her round, firm breasts, the curve of her hips, and her smooth, shaved pussy.

"Close your eyes," I said.

She did, her long eyelashes fluttering.

I began to talk her through the relaxation technique, my voice low and steady.

"You're getting sleepy," I said. "Your muscles are relaxing, and you feel yourself sinking deeper and deeper into the mattress. You're so relaxed, so calm. There's nothing else in the world but you and my voice. You're floating, drifting, falling deeper and deeper into the trance."

As I spoke, I could see Rebecca's body begin to relax, her breathing becoming slow and even.

"That's it," I murmured. "You're doing great. You're in a deep, deep trance, and you're going to do everything I say. When I count down from ten, you're going to open your eyes, and you'll be in a deep trance, ready and willing to do anything I tell you. Do you understand?"

"Yes," she whispered.

"Good," I said. "Let's start now. Ten...nine...eight...seven..."

I counted down, and Rebecca's eyes fluttered open. They were glassy and unfocused, and she stared up at me, waiting for instructions.

"How do you feel?" I asked.

"I'm in a deep trance," she said, her voice monotone. "I'm ready and willing to do anything you say."

I couldn't help but grin, loving the power I had over her.

"Sit up," I said.

Rebecca sat up, her back straight and her legs crossed.

"Do you like to play with yourself?" I asked.

"Yes," she said.

"Show me."

Her hands drifted down to her pussy, and she began to touch herself, her fingers circling her clit.

"Tell me what you're thinking about," I said.

"I'm thinking about you," she said. "About how you're going to make me cum. About how I'm going to do anything you want."

I stepped forward, stroking my cock as I watched her pleasure herself.

"Good," I said. "You're a good girl."

"Thank you," she breathed, her eyes fixed on my cock.

"Are you ready to obey my commands?" I asked.

"Yes," she said. "I'll do anything."

"Good," I said. "Then lay down on the bed and spread your legs."

Rebecca did as I asked, laying back against the pillows and spreading her legs.

I moved forward, climbing onto the bed and positioning myself between her thighs. I stroked her clit, eliciting a moan of pleasure from her.

"Do you want me to fuck you?" I asked.

"Yes," she moaned.

"Then beg for it," I said. "Beg me to fuck you."

"Please," she breathed. "Please fuck me. Please fill me up with your cock."

"Good girl," I said, before lining up the tip of my cock with her pussy.

I pushed inside, inch by inch, feeling her wet heat envelop me. She was so tight, and she felt so good. I wanted to take my time and savor the feeling, but I knew I couldn't. This was just a test, and I needed to see how much control I had over her.

I began to thrust, pumping my cock in and out of her, and she moaned and writhed beneath me. Her hands reached up to grab my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin.

"Are you close?" I asked, pounding away at her.

"Yes," she whimpered. "Yes, I'm so close!"

"Then cum," I commanded. "Cum for me, right now."

I felt her pussy clench down on my cock and I knew she was cumming. Her entire body shivered as she rode out her orgasm, spasming beneath me.

As soon as her orgasm had subsided, I pulled myself out of her.

"Now I want you to crawl over to the mirror," I said.

"Yes, sir," she said.

"Good girl," I said, patting her on the ass.

She crawled over to the mirror, and then turned around to look at me. 

"How do you look?" I asked.

"Beautiful," she said.

"Good," I said. "Now get down on your knees and give me a blow job."

"Yes, sir," she said.

She knelt down in front of me and began to suck my cock, taking it all the way into her mouth. She bobbed her head, and I could see her saliva dripping down my shaft. It felt so good, and I knew I wouldn't last long.

"That's it," I murmured. "You're a good girl."

Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked my cock, and the pressure building inside me was almost too much to bear.

I grabbed her by the hair, yanking her off my cock. She stared up at me, wide-eyed and open-mouthed.

"I want you to swallow every drop," I said.

"Yes, sir," she said.

I gripped my dick and began to stroke it hard and fast. My orgasm crested, and I came, shooting my load all over her face, covering her in my hot, sticky cum.

"Fuck," I groaned, watching as the ropes of white landed on her cheeks, nose, and lips. She caught some in her mouth and swallowed hungrily.

When I was finished, she licked her lips, savoring the taste.

"You're amazing," I said, looking down at her.

"Thank you," she said, smiling up at me. "You were great, too."

My gaze lingered on her for a moment before I reached for the mirror again.

"Look deep into this mirror," I commanded, turning her toward it.

"Yes," she breathed.

"What do you see?"

"A beautiful woman," she answered. "She looks happy and satisfied. I'm glad I could give that to her."

I chuckled softly. "I'm glad you could, too. Now I want you to go to your room and lay in bed until I tell you otherwise, okay?"

"Okay," she said, standing.

She gathered her clothes, pulling on her tank-top and yoga pants. She left my room without another word, and I watched her go with a smile on my face.

She looked happy, sated, and above all, compliant.

I knew I was on the right track.

And soon, I would have total control over Rebecca.

***

Over the next few days, I continued to experiment with different ways to hypnotize Rebecca. We tried trances put into place through a trigger word or a sound, like the ticking of a clock. Some attempts were more successful than others. One night, when we were having dinner, I said a command word and instantly got her to do the dishes. Unfortunately, after I gave her an order to stop, she kept cleaning the kitchen. I had to manually put her back into a trance, which didn't end up being sexy at all.

At the end of our hypnosis experimentation period, I could confidently get Rebecca into a light trance with a post-hypnotic suggestion that made her horny as hell. After trying several different phrases, I settled on saying that she was getting "so wet and warm." It always worked, without fail. She'd start breathing a bit heavier and I could see desire and lust growing in her eyes. It was the most reliable way I found so far to get her ready for sex at any time of day.

I just hadn't figured out how to take things further. How could I have complete and absolute control over her?

I had to figure out something. I wanted her to do more than just get turned on.

I wanted her to do everything.

***

One day, Rebecca was out running errands, leaving me home alone. In her absence, I did some research and reading online. It turns out there are plenty of resources about how to take control of a woman's mind through hypnosis. Apparently it's been happening for a long time, although not quite in the way I wanted. Hypnotists are often using their powers to help women quit smoking, or lose weight, but these ideas didn't excite me. Why would I want Rebecca to give up one of her vices when I could get her to indulge them with me?

I kept searching the internet and found a thread of discussion where people were brainstorming suggestions. Someone had apparently hypnotized his girlfriend into thinking that every time she saw a peacock, she'd instantly become desperate to be fucked, or something like that. Another commenter replied that she wished he'd done it to her because it sounded hot as hell.

That piqued my interest, and I started digging deeper. The idea of giving someone a hypnotic command and having them unable to resist seemed almost too good to be true. Could it work with Rebecca, though? She wasn't really a fan of birds. If I suggested she start seeing them differently, would it take hold?

I had to try.

Once she got home from running errands, she came straight into my bedroom.

"Hi," she said, smiling. She closed the door behind her and began to take off her clothes.

I could already see that her eyes were glassy and unfocused, meaning that the suggestion had worked. The moment I told her she was "getting warm and wet," she would immediately slip into a light trance state.

"Sit down in that chair," I said, gesturing toward the chair in the corner of my room.

She did as I asked, settling into the chair. Her movements were slow and deliberate, her body obviously under my control.

"Good girl," I said, standing above her. "Now I'm going to tell you a story, and you're going to listen to every word, okay?"

"Okay," she said.

Her voice was calm, smooth. There was no hint of hesitation in it.

"Whenever you hear me say the words, 'so beautiful,' you will enter a trance and your mind will open up to whatever I'm saying. Do you understand?"

"Yes," she breathed, tilting her head to the side.

I had to stifle a grin. That was one of her sexy poses, something she always did when she wanted me to ravish her. But I wouldn't, not yet. First I had to test the suggestion.

"Rebecca," I began, "you know how you love to play with yourself and make yourself feel good?"

"Yes," she murmured.

"And you know how sometimes, when we're out in public together, you can get horny and want me to fuck you right then and there?"

"Mmm, yes," she sighed, closing her eyes.

"Every time you hear those words - so beautiful - you're going to go from that place. You're going to be hot, and horny, and ready to obey whatever I tell you, and all you're going to think about is what you're wearing. Do you understand?"

"Yes," she answered slowly, keeping her eyes closed.

My heart pounded in my chest as I tried to keep my breathing even. I'd never done anything like this before, and it was exciting as hell.

"Repeat it back to me," I said.

"Every time I hear you say those words," she said, "I'll become warm, and horny, and I won't be able to stop thinking about my clothing."

"Good girl," I crooned.

Rebecca squirmed in her seat, clearly enjoying the praise.

I licked my lips, trying to contain my excitement. Now we were going to test it out. I knew that I had to do it properly, in a way that would replicate what would happen in real life. I took a deep breath and walked over to the chair. I bent down and started kissing Rebecca on her neck and shoulders.

"Oh, yes," she breathed. "That feels so good."

"You like that?" I murmured into her ear. "You want me to keep going?"

"Please," she said. "Don't stop. Make me feel good."

I trailed kisses down her collarbone, and across her chest. She tilted her head back and sighed, giving herself over to the pleasure. I slipped a hand between her legs and began to rub her through her yoga pants. Her thighs squeezed my wrist as her pussy became wet.

"So beautiful," I whispered in her ear.

Her breath hitched, and I felt her body stiffen. Her eyes shot open, and I saw them glaze over for a moment. And then she seemed to regain her composure.

"Mmm," she moaned, leaning in for a kiss.

But I pulled back.

"How do you feel?" I asked.

"Good," she said. "Horny."

"And what are you wearing?"

Her gaze went down and I could see that she was taking in the clothes she wore. I was doing it. It was actually happening.

"The red tank top I got yesterday," she said.

"Perfect," I said, unable to hold back my grin.

She didn't seem to notice that I was excited, too entranced in what she was wearing.

"So beautiful," I repeated.

A low moan escaped her lips as her eyes fluttered closed again. I began kissing her neck once more, my hands roaming her body. She melted under my touch, letting out little sighs of pleasure as I explored every inch of her. I moved my lips to hers and we kissed deeply, our tongues dancing together in perfect harmony.

"Mmmm," she moaned, pulling away and staring up at me, a dazed expression on her face.

"Tell me, Rebecca," I said. "Are you getting warm? Are you feeling horny?"

"Yes," she breathed. "God, yes. I'm so horny."

"Good girl," I whispered in her ear, nibbling on her earlobe.

She let out another low moan and arched her back, pressing her breasts into my chest. I cupped one of her tits and began to knead it, reveling in its firmness and softness.

"And what are you wearing, Rebecca?" I asked, teasing her nipple through her top.

"The red tank top I got yesterday," she gasped, squirming in the chair, "and a pair of grey yoga pants."

"Perfect," I said. "Now you're going to show me exactly what I want you to do. How you're going to please yourself when I tell you to. So stand up."

She stood, and I could see the flush of desire on her cheeks and neck, and I knew she was fully under my control.

"Take off your shirt," I ordered.

She complied immediately, reaching behind her and pulling down the zipper of her top. It fell away from her shoulders and landed on the floor with a quiet thud. Her full breasts were bare underneath, her nipples already hard and taut. She stared at me, waiting for her next instruction.

"Now touch yourself," I said. "Tease those pretty little tits for me."

She ran her hands over her chest, squeezing her tits and rubbing her nipples, letting out a little moan as she did so. I watched in fascination as she played with herself, getting more and more turned on by the second.

"That's it," I said. "Keep going, play with yourself, make yourself feel good."

She bit her lip and pinched her nipples, closing her eyes and tilting her head back slightly as she enjoyed the pleasure. Her tits jiggled slightly as she fondled them, and I resisted the urge to reach out and touch them myself.

"Good," I said, keeping my tone firm and commanding. "Now take off your pants."

She shimmied out of her yoga pants, revealing a sexy pair of red lace panties that clung to her hips and ass. She stepped out of the pants and stood in front of me in just her underwear. I couldn't help but stare at her gorgeous body, admiring every inch of her.

"Beautiful," I breathed. "Now play with that sweet little pussy for me."

She wasted no time. Her hands traveled down her toned stomach and into her panties, beginning to stroke her wet mound. She let out a soft moan as she touched herself, her eyes locked on mine.

"That's it," I said, barely able to control myself. "Do what feels good. Get off on showing me how beautiful you are."

She started to grind against her hand, rolling her hips in a slow, sensuous rhythm. Her breath came in short gasps, and I could tell she was close to cumming.

I watched with rapt attention as she pleasured herself, unable to believe that she was doing it in front of me, doing it because I commanded her to. The thought made my cock grow painfully hard, and I had to resist the urge to order her onto her knees to suck me off. No, this wasn't the moment to do that. First, I wanted her to cum on command.

"So beautiful," I murmured. "So fucking sexy."

Her eyes closed, and her movements became faster and more frantic. Her hand was now moving in a blur as she fingered herself, and the only sound in the room was her labored breathing.

I knew she was almost there.

"That's it," I said softly, "cum for me, show me how horny you are. Show me that tight pussy dripping wet."

She gasped loudly and let out a cry as her body shook and convulsed, the orgasm washing over her like a tidal wave. She shuddered and moaned, and her hand never stopped moving through it all. I watched in awe as she came undone right in front of me, putting on an incredible display.

Finally, she relaxed, and her hand withdrew from her panties. She stared up at me, panting heavily, her eyes glazed over with pleasure.

I couldn't help it, I needed to have her. I leaned down and captured her lips in a passionate kiss, our tongues tangling together in a dance of desire. She tasted sweet and warm and I felt like I could drown in her taste forever. She let out a low moan and kissed me back hungrily, her arms wrapping around my neck and pulling me close.

After a moment, we broke apart, both of us catching our breath. Her cheeks were flushed and her hair was messy, but she'd never looked more beautiful.

"Good girl," I said, unable to hold back my grin. All too well I knew her next reaction.

Sure enough, her breath hitched at my words.

"Oh God," she whispered, closing her eyes and taking deep breaths. "Please, fuck me."

She stared up at me, biting her lip, her body trembling slightly. She was still under the power of the suggestion, still desperate and needy for me. And I'd be lying if I said I didn't love every second of it.

"Please, what?" I asked, raising my eyebrows. I had to hear it again.

"Please, Master," she whispered, lowering her gaze submissively. "I need you inside me."

My cock throbbed at those words and I groaned softly. There was no denying how hot it was to have this control over Rebecca, even if I'd never tell her that. Instead, I grabbed her roughly by the arm and pulled her closer to me. She looked up at me, startled for a moment. But then she smiled, as if remembering she was there to obey me. She ran her hands down my chest and abs, feeling every hard ridge and muscle.

"You're so gorgeous," she breathed, kissing my neck and chest. "You're so perfect."

I growled and gripped her hair, pulling her head back so her throat was bared to me. I leaned down and kissed her neck, trailing my tongue along the sensitive skin there. She shivered and let out a soft sigh of pleasure, her hands running up and down my back.

I slid my free hand between her legs and cupped her pussy through her soaked panties. She gasped and arched her back, pushing into my hand. I began rubbing her mound gently, feeling her clit swell beneath my touch. She moaned and spread her legs wider, letting me get deeper access.

I slipped two fingers into her pussy and she cried out, clinging to my shoulders. I started fucking her with my fingers, thrusting deep and hard, and she bucked her hips against me. Her nails dug into my back as she panted and moaned in time with my movements.

"God, yes," she groaned, throwing her head back. "Fuck me harder, please."

I obliged, driving my fingers into her hot cunt faster and deeper. She whimpered and writhed under my ministrations, and I felt her pussy walls tighten around my fingers as she grew close to another climax.

"I want your cock," she panted, her eyes squeezed shut. "Please, fuck me!"

She was begging for it, and I knew I couldn't deny her any longer. I withdrew my fingers and pulled my pants down. My cock sprang free, throbbing and twitching in the air.

"On your knees, slut," I grunted.

Rebecca immediately dropped to her knees, not taking her eyes off of my hard dick. She stared up at me through hooded eyes and licked her lips.

"Give it to me," she pleaded. "Please, Master, fill me with your cum."

I grabbed her by the hair and positioned her in front of me. She opened her mouth obediently and I shoved my cock down her throat without hesitation. She gagged and choked a bit at first, but quickly recovered, allowing me to slide my length all the way in until her nose was pressed into my pelvis. I held myself there for a moment, enjoying the warmth and wetness of her throat. She looked up at me through watery eyes and wrapped her arms around my waist.

I began to thrust in and out of her mouth, using her like a sex toy. She took it with gusto, her head bobbing up and down eagerly as she sucked my cock. It felt incredible, and I knew I wouldn't be able to last long.

As my thrusts became more erratic and frantic, I felt the familiar sensation of an orgasm building at the base of my spine. I pulled out of her mouth abruptly and began pumping my shaft with one hand, aiming the tip at her face. She knelt there submissively, staring up at me with lust-filled eyes as I jerked off over her.

"So beautiful," I repeated. Those two words would do it again; that much I'd learned.

Sure enough, Rebecca's expression shifted instantly, changing from a look of intense pleasure to something more vacant and blank. She stared at me as I jacked off, waiting for my seed to shoot onto her skin. I felt the pressure building and mounting inside of me, until finally I couldn't hold it back anymore.

I let out a loud groan as my orgasm crashed over me, my cock erupting like a volcano. Thick ropes of cum splashed across her face and neck, coating her smooth skin in white. I kept stroking as I came, making sure every drop landed on her body. When I was done, I leaned down and kissed her lips gently, tasting my salty fluids on her mouth.

"Good girl," I murmured against her mouth. "You're so fucking good at this, so beautiful..."

She shuddered against me, letting out a low moan as she came back to herself, cum dripping from her cheeks. The sight of her, coated in my seed, was almost enough to get me hard again immediately. But I needed time to recover.

I stepped away from her and began to walk around the chair slowly, appraising her like a piece of art. She turned her head and followed my movements, never taking her gaze off of me. As she spun, I could see my seed dribble down the curve of her cheek and onto her collarbone. My cock stirred again as I watched the sticky fluid drip down her chest and into her cleavage.

I stopped in front of her once more and looked down at her, loving the way she looked on her knees, covered in my cum. She stared up at me with pure adoration, and I knew I could get used to this view.

"That's perfect," I said, grinning down at her. "You're such a good girl for me, aren't you?"

"Yes, Master," she answered, her voice barely a whisper.

I leaned down and cupped her chin gently, tilting her head up to look at me. She smiled and bit her lip as our eyes met.

"Such a good girl," I repeated softly, trailing a finger through the cum on her neck. "I love you like this. You look so pretty when you're coated in my jizz, don't you?"

Rebecca's eyes fluttered closed and she nodded eagerly. I wiped more of the sticky fluid onto my finger and placed it at her lips. Her tongue darted out and she sucked my finger clean greedily. When she opened her eyes, they were full of need, begging for more.

I withdrew my finger from her mouth with a wet pop and stepped back again, continuing to walk around her in a slow circle. I admired every inch of her gorgeous body, from her tousled dark hair to her red lips, flushed cheeks, and the sticky cum dripping down her skin.

Finally, I stood in front of her again and knelt down, leaning close until our faces were just inches apart. I reached down and took her hand gently in mine, pulling her up to a standing position.

"Follow me," I said quietly.

I led her out of the room and down the hallway toward the bathroom. When we reached the door, I turned and looked at her.

"Go shower yourself clean," I whispered. "And come find me in my room once you're done."

She nodded obediently and turned into the bathroom, closing the door behind her. I couldn't help but chuckle to myself as I walked back to my room. It was surreal to think that Rebecca was now under my complete control, and the fact that it had been so easy to do...that really was a game-changer.

I flopped down on my bed and looked at the ceiling, trying to imagine what I might make her do next. The possibilities were endless. As I pondered what to do with my newly acquired slave, my cock twitched at the thought of Rebecca naked in the shower.

After what seemed like forever, the bedroom door finally opened. I glanced up, unable to keep the smile off of my face. There she was, wrapped in a towel, her long hair dripping wet. She closed the door behind her and started walking towards me.

"Come here," I said, gesturing towards my bed. "And let the towel drop."

She obeyed silently, tossing the towel away as she came closer to me. She was breathtaking, her slender curves highlighted by the soft light of my bedside lamp. I sat up as she reached the bed, running my hands over her smooth skin. She gasped as I grabbed her ass and pulled her close, kissing and nibbling her stomach gently.

"Such a good girl for me," I murmured, feeling her tremble under my touch. "You look so sexy all fresh and clean..."

She moaned softly as I moved lower, pressing my lips to her mound. I ran my tongue along her wet slit, tasting her delicious juices. I looked up at her and saw she was watching me closely, biting her lip, her expression one of pure lust. I spread her pussy lips apart with my fingers and traced slow circles around her swollen clit. She arched her back and whimpered, clearly needing more than what I was giving her.

"Tell me what you want," I ordered. "Beg me to make you feel good."

"Please, Master," she said, her voice strained. "I want you to fuck me. I need to feel your cock inside of me."

Her words made me groan with desire. I stood up suddenly, causing her to take a step back. I gripped her shoulder tightly and forced her onto her knees on the ground, my other hand grabbing her throat. Her eyes widened with shock as I used my thumb and forefinger to tilt her head back, baring her neck. She was breathing heavily now, staring at me with a mixture of fear and excitement.

I leaned down and bit her earlobe hard. She yelped and shivered in my grip. I ran my tongue across the shell of her ear as she trembled beneath me.

"So fucking beautiful," I whispered. "And now I'm going to make you my little slut."

Her breath hitched as she realized what I meant by that, and her cheeks flushed even deeper red. But instead of resisting, she spread her legs wide for me, offering herself up completely. I couldn't help but let out a laugh. She really was incredible.

"That's it, slut," I growled in her ear. "Just stay like that and don't move. Let me do all the work."

I positioned myself behind her and lined up my throbbing cock with her tight entrance. Without warning, I plunged into her slick folds, forcing every inch of my thick length inside her. She screamed in surprise, but held still, letting me fill her up completely. When I bottomed out inside her, I stopped, waiting for her body to adjust to my size.

"Now," I commanded, "fuck yourself on my cock while I watch. Show me how much you love getting pounded like a dirty little whore."

She obeyed without hesitation, starting to grind against me as I stared down at her from above. She looked so vulnerable on her hands and knees like this, unable to resist me or fight back. As she rode me, she threw her head back and began to moan loudly, her cries echoing throughout the room. I could tell she was getting close already, and I had a feeling this wouldn't last long.

"Come for me," I growled, holding her hair in one fist.

My words triggered an explosion inside of her, and she arched her back, screaming my name as her climax washed over her. It only took a few more thrusts before I was right there with her, grunting and spilling my seed deep inside her cunt. I filled her pussy with every drop of my sticky cum, making sure she felt every bit of it. We rode out our orgasms together, and once it was over, I pulled out of her and stood up shakily. She stayed on her knees, panting heavily, with a dazed expression on her face.

I grabbed her shoulder roughly and forced her to stand. Then I bent her over the bed and slapped her ass hard, enjoying the way it jiggled under my palm. I looked down and saw that her pussy was dripping with a mixture of our juices, and my seed was leaking out of her swollen cunt. I couldn't resist the urge to reach between her legs and run my fingers along her slit, scooping up some of the wetness and then bringing it to her mouth.

"Lick your filthy pussy clean," I ordered.

She wrapped her lips around my fingers hungrily, sucking every drop of the sweet nectar from them. When I was satisfied, I pulled my hand away, wiping the excess on her tits. She stared at me expectantly, waiting for her next orders.

"Lay down," I said, patting the bed. "I want to see you spread wide open for me."

She obeyed instantly. The sight of her obediently lying on my bed made my cock twitch again, and I knew this wouldn't be our last night together like this. I watched as she slid her legs apart, giving me a perfect view of her cunt.

"Keep those legs open," I growled. "And keep fucking yourself until I say otherwise."

She moaned in response and started rubbing her clit with one hand, never taking her eyes off me. I moved closer to the bed and sat down in front of her, staring intently at her sex. I placed my hands on her knees to prevent her from closing her legs and began stroking myself lazily as I watched her masturbate.

As she worked her fingers across her wet folds, I noticed she would occasionally pause and slip a finger into her ass. I smiled to myself as I realized what she was doing. She wanted me to fuck her ass, and she didn't think she could ask for it.

"Beg me for it, slut," I said, grabbing hold of her legs and pulling her to the edge of the bed, so my cock was right below her pussy. "Tell me what you want."

"Please, Master," she pleaded, continuing to finger her own ass. "I want to feel you in my ass. Please fill me up back there."

I grunted and pushed my hips forward, sliding my cock slowly into her tight hole. She whimpered as I filled her ass up completely, pushing deeper until her cheeks were resting against my thighs. I looked down at her pussy, seeing our fluids mixed together in a sticky mess. It looked perfect.

"You're going to keep fucking yourself while I pound your little whore ass," I commanded. "I want you to look at me when I fill your ass with my cum. Is that understood?"

"Yes, Master," she panted, fingering herself faster. "Please cum inside me."

I gripped her hips tightly and started to pound her ass without mercy, using my grip on her legs to pull her body onto my cock over and over again. As I fucked her, she cried out in pleasure, begging me to keep going and make her cum again. I continued thrusting harder and harder, until I could feel my balls tighten and my orgasm coming. With one final, brutal thrust, I buried my shaft deep inside her and shot rope after rope of thick jizz into her asshole. As she felt my hot cum coating her insides, she screamed with ecstasy and climaxed too, her entire body shaking violently as she came all over her hand and the bed. I pulled out of her slowly, watching as my seed trickled from her puckered hole.

"Now clean yourself up," I ordered, letting her legs fall away from my waist. "You've made quite the mess on my sheets."

"Yes, Master." Rebecca quickly stood, still panting heavily as she stumbled toward the bathroom. When the door closed behind her, I leaned back on my arms and laughed. There was no way she was pregnant yet, but I couldn't help but love the idea. I was going to give her everything her husband never did - and more. She'd never be lonely again.

She would be mine forever.

***

A short time later, Rebecca came back into the bedroom, her face and hair freshly washed and her eyes full of anticipation. I sat up on the bed, and took in how sexy she was. Her hair was starting to get wet from the shower, making her look even sexier, and her skin was still flushed. She looked like the embodiment of femininity.

"What do you want to do now?" she asked, smiling at me.

I smirked back and patted the space in the bed next to me. "Come lay down," I told her, "and tell me more about you."

"Of course." She walked over and crawled onto the mattress, laying down so that her head was on my thigh. "I'm happy to answer any questions you have for me. What would you like to know?"

I looked at her as she settled in, watching the rise and fall of her chest. My fingers itched to caress her, but I pushed that urge down. There would be plenty of time to touch her again later. "Tell me about your first time," I said, stroking her hair. "When was it? How old were you?"

"My first time having sex?" She tilted her head, her brows furrowed slightly. "Let's see...that must've been in college."

"Oh yeah? How old were you, like...18?" I chuckled softly. "I bet you couldn't wait to get started."

Rebecca bit her lip as she thought. "Um...actually, I was twenty. I started dating this guy, Jason, right after high school, and I was too shy back then to do anything too crazy. We didn't start doing anything physical until the spring semester of junior year."

"That's cute." I smiled down at her. "So how'd that happen? Did he finally get sick of being your platonic friend and decide to fuck your brains out one night?"

She laughed nervously before answering. "No, actually...it was pretty much me who initiated it. After a long night of drinking, we ended up stumbling back into my dorm room, and we just went for it." She sighed and continued. "But, it wasn't like I planned it or anything. It was an accident."

I nodded. "Sounds like you're telling the truth."

She grinned sheepishly. "I wouldn't lie to you, Master."

Her admission of honesty made me smile, but inside I felt a pang of sadness for Rebecca. The fact that her first sexual encounter was a drunken one night stand meant that she hadn't had any proper experiences with men before, only lust-driven trysts that left her empty and alone. That made me think, though; I wondered if that explained some of her reluctance in giving in to her own urges during my first attempt to seduce her. 

"Alright," I said, running a finger down her cheek. "What about your kinky side? What sort of things do you enjoy most?"

She blushed bright red. "Oh, gosh...you want to hear about all that?"

I nodded. "Sure. It'll help me learn what you like."

She swallowed hard before speaking again. "Um, well, there are a few things...I've always enjoyed having my hair pulled," she admitted, closing her eyes for a moment. "And I love being called nasty things. You know, like slut or whore or whatever. If someone was degrading me, that would make me feel so turned on, like I'm their personal toy."

"Interesting." I continued running my fingers through her hair, admiring her silky locks. "So you like it rough, then? What about spanking?"

"Absolutely." Her eyes sparkled when she answered.

"Good," I said, smirking. "How about anal? Do you like it when guys stick their dicks into your ass?"

"God yes!" she exclaimed excitedly, then immediately looked embarrassed. "Sorry..."

I laughed, shaking my head. "Don't apologize. I want you to be completely honest with me. Your pleasure is mine too, after all." I paused, then added, "So...have you ever taken a cock up there before? Besides me, of course."

"Yes." She bit her bottom lip and met my eyes. "My ex-husband really enjoyed playing with my butt. He used to love forcing his cock deep inside me, even when I said no."

My eyebrows raised. "Is that right? And did he just do it once? Or did he force his dick up there every chance he got?"

Rebecca giggled, covering her mouth with her hand. "Every chance he got."

"Interesting..." I pondered this new information. "What about toys? Do you have any of those? Do you use them on yourself?"

She blushed deeply but nodded. "Y-yes. My favorite is this big pink dildo that vibrates. It makes me feel so good when I use it."

I chuckled. "What else? What other naughty little secrets are you hiding away?"

"I-I don't know." She looked shyly up at me, her cheeks still crimson red. "I mean...there's not really much I can say besides that I really like the idea of being a slave for someone."

I blinked, taken aback by her admission. "A slave?" I repeated. "Really?"

She nodded slowly. "Yes. A submissive who serves someone without question or hesitation. Someone whose only purpose is to fulfill another's needs."

It took a few seconds for what Rebecca meant to sink in. When it did, it took all I had not to start laughing hysterically. The idea of my prim and proper suburban stepmother having such desires made me want to fall off the bed and onto the floor. And yet, despite how ridiculous the concept sounded at first, the more I thought about it, the more I realized it fit perfectly with who she really was. A quiet, obedient woman who craved attention from those around her. How could anyone pass up an opportunity like that?

"Fuck, that's hot," I whispered, staring intently at her.

She looked surprised. "You think so? Seriously?"

I nodded emphatically. "Oh hell yeah. Fuck...I knew you were kinky as shit, Rebecca. But slave? I never expected that one."

Her lips curved upward slightly as she gazed up at me with wide eyes. "You're serious? You honestly don't think that's weird?"

I shook my head. "Not at all. It explains everything."

She giggled nervously. "God...if only my old friends could see me now."

"Mmm..." I hummed quietly, running my fingers down her cheek again. "Tell me more."

She closed her eyes and smiled, relaxing under my touch. "Okay...so, back when I was younger, I used to live with these two girls. We shared an apartment together, and it was great because we were always having fun together. But then one day, I overheard them talking about something they wanted to try. Apparently they'd read this article online about how being submissive during sex was supposed to help improve relationships and strengthen trust between partners. Anyway, I didn't believe a word of it, but I figured, why not give it a try anyway?"

Rebecca paused, taking a deep breath before continuing. "So after that, whenever me and my girlfriends got together for our weekly movie nights, one of us would always suggest a porno for us to watch. It became this unspoken rule that whoever picked the movie would get to tell everyone what to do, and nobody could refuse. And every single time, without fail, that person chose BDSM videos."

I burst out laughing, shaking my head. "No fucking way! That's hilarious!"

Her smile broadened slightly. "Yeah. So anyway, it got pretty intense sometimes. Sometimes we wouldn't even make it through the whole movie before getting carried away. There was this one night where we watched a bunch of lesbian scenes from various videos, and one of the girls suggested that we roleplay as dominatrixes. Obviously, we didn't know much about actual BDSM, so we just did what felt natural to us. So...for the entire evening, we pretended to be rough with each other. To punish one another by teasing us mercilessly."

"Jesus Christ." I stared at Rebecca incredulously. "So wait, are you telling me that you actually have experience being a sub?"

She shrugged bashfully. "Sort of? I mean, it wasn't a serious thing or anything. Just playful fun between friends."

I licked my lips, grinning widely at her. "Holy shit, this is too good to be true. Now I can't fucking imagine you any other way."

I leaned forward, cupping her chin gently in my hand. Her gaze met mine, and she blushed as she saw the desire written clearly across my face. "I'm going to fuck you hard," I growled, stroking her lower lip with my thumb. "I'm going to turn you into my perfect submissive sex slut, and pump you full of cum. Hell, I might even make you pregnant. Do you like that idea?"

She moaned softly and nodded, squirming on the bed beneath me. "Yes, Master, please put your huge cock in me and get me pregnant." 

I let go of her face and slipped my fingers between her legs, sliding them over her slick folds. She whimpered and closed her eyes as my fingertips grazed her clit, sending tingles of pleasure racing up her spine. Her body shuddered slightly, and she gasped when I slid one finger inside her tight pussy.

"Master," she whispered, her voice shaky with arousal. "Please don't stop. It feels so good..."

I curled my middle finger upwards, rubbing against the spongy ridges lining her vagina wall. She cried out, arching her back off the bed. As I continued to tease her clit with my other hand, she bucked wildly against me, clawing desperately at the sheets beside her head. It didn't take long before her screams drowned out all else, filling the entire room with ecstasy.

When Rebecca came down from her high, she stared blankly at me for a second or two. Then, suddenly, she smiled brightly. "Holy shit."

"Good girl," I purred, removing my fingers from within her pussy and placing them on her cheek. She instantly nuzzled them and took them into her mouth, suckling on them eagerly.

"God damn." I chuckled softly. "You are such a slut, Rebecca. A dirty little whore who craves cock more than air itself. Am I right?"

She nodded obediently.

"Good." I gently stroked her hair, gazing intently at her. "So tell me what else you enjoy, aside from getting railed in every hole by anyone who asks nicely."

"Um." Rebecca glanced away briefly. "I've always been interested in bondage too."

I smirked. "Oh? And why's that?"

She giggled softly and bit her lower lip. "Because it makes me feel sexy. Like...helpless and exposed and vulnerable and totally at someone else's mercy. When you're tied up and can't move, there's nothing you can do except wait until the person who has complete control decides what to do with you. Sometimes that means they'll hurt you or humiliate you. Other times, it means giving you exactly what you want, but forcing you to beg and plead and bargain for every single minute of pleasure they allow you to experience. In a way, being restrained kind of strips you of your free will."

I swallowed hard, unable to hide my excitement. "Fuck. You are a natural sub, Rebecca. I fucking love that. Do you like feeling helpless, like you have no power over yourself?"

Rebecca nodded vigorously, blushing deeply. "Yes, Master! More than anything!"

I leaned closer and kissed her passionately, letting our tongues tangle together. My hands moved downward to grab her firm tits, squeezing and kneading them roughly. She whimpered softly into my mouth as I continued to grope her breasts, her hips bucking slightly against my leg. I broke away from her lips to suck on one nipple, teasing it between my teeth and earning another cry of bliss.

Then, without warning, I shoved her down onto the bed. She stared up at me with wide eyes, biting her lower lip. As I climbed atop her, pinning her wrists above her head with my right hand, she moaned loudly, squirming beneath me. 

"Spread your pussy for me," I growled. "And guide my cock inside you."

She obeyed immediately, parting her legs and taking my shaft in her right hand. She slowly guided my member toward her entrance, moaning softly when the tip brushed against her sensitive folds. When the tip nudged against her cunt, she inhaled sharply, her back arching. "Master..." she whined pleadingly. "Please don't stop. PLEASE DON'T STOP FUCKING ME!"

Her cries sent shivers down my spine. I slid my free hand along her smooth skin, caressing her body from neck to knee, and then began pounding into her fiercely. Her mouth fell open as her tight pussy wrapped around my thick rod, swallowing inch after inch of my meat. I buried my cock deep within her with every thrust, grunting in pleasure every time my balls slapped against her ass.

"Yes, fuck yes," I grunted through clenched teeth, ramming myself deep enough inside her to reach the end of her tunnel. "You're such a dirty fucking slut! I bet your ex-husband loved watching you squirm under him like this."

Rebecca let out a shrill scream of pleasure as her orgasm overtook her. She writhed wildly on the bed, grinding against my pelvis frantically. A loud splat sound filled the room as she gushed juices all over my dick, coating us both in sticky liquid.

"Holy shit," she moaned, collapsing limply beneath me. "Oh God..."

I smiled wickedly, grabbing her hair and pulling her head backwards. I stared directly into her eyes, holding her gaze until she whimpered pitifully.

"That's better," I snarled, releasing my grip. "Now get those tits out for me."

Without hesitation, she reached behind herself and unclasped the hook keeping her bra on, tossing it away carelessly. Her perfect double-D breasts bounced free, jiggling wildly as she shifted in place. She cupped her mounds in each hand, pushing them together. "Like this?"

I gave her an approving nod. "Much better. Now play with your tits for me."

She nodded eagerly, squeezing and kneading her breasts as she kept her nipples erect and firm between thumb and forefinger. Soon, she found herself breathing heavily again, panting and whining as she toyed with herself for my benefit.

"Such a good little whore," I growled, leaning closer and kissing her lips hungrily. She moaned into my mouth as I slipped my tongue past her teeth. Her hands dropped down to stroke my cock, working their way along its length as I continued thrusting inside of her.

When we finally broke apart for air, I grinned mischievously at her. "Want me to fill that sweet little cunt with cum? Make it so hot and sticky that you can't stand straight? Or would you prefer it go somewhere else instead? Maybe all over those gorgeous tits of yours?"

Rebecca panted loudly, closing her eyes tightly as she tried desperately to control her lustful urges. After several seconds, she opened her eyes halfway and stared up at me pleadingly. "In-inside me, Master, please...I want your seed in me..."

I smiled wickedly. "That's what I thought."

I grabbed her shoulders, flipping her over onto her stomach and forcing her face down into the mattress. Her ass raised into the air instinctively as I pressed myself against her from behind, wrapping an arm around her waist. My other hand grabbed a handful of hair and jerked her head backwards, causing her to gasp sharply. She tried twisting around to look back at me, but couldn't quite manage it.

Suddenly, she stopped squirming. I stared intently at her smooth, perfect skin, admiring her tight little body. The urge to pound into her until she begged me to stop welled up within me. But instead, I decided to have a little more fun with her first. I released her hair, leaning down and pressing my lips against the nape of her neck. Rebecca let out a soft whimper as I traced circles over her flesh, sending shivers running through her body. Then, when she was least expecting it, I sank my teeth deep into her shoulder, biting down hard enough to bruise.

She gasped sharply, shuddering violently beneath me. Before she could recover, I slammed myself forward, driving my cock into her tight pussy in one swift movement. She cried out, clawing desperately at the sheets beside her head. A rush of pleasure rushed through me as my balls slapped loudly against her thighs with each thrust. Within seconds, her cries turned into screams of ecstasy, reverberating off the bedroom walls and filling the space with noise.

The sound made my dick pulse, sending waves of bliss flooding over my entire body. I pulled back slowly, savoring the sensation before plunging myself once again into her warmth. Rebecca shrieked with every penetration, shaking uncontrollably beneath me.

"Goddamn, girl," I grunted, ramming myself deeply within her. "You are a dirty fucking slut."

My fingers dug deep into her flesh as I rammed myself forward with increased ferocity, grunting with every thrust. She writhed helplessly beneath me, moaning and gasping for breath as my cock pistoned in and out of her cunt. Her screams rose to an ear-splitting level as her climax overtook her, bringing her whole body into spasms of ecstasy. She wailed my name over and over again as my orgasm approached, flooding her insides with thick spurts of cum. I let out a loud cry as I came, shuddering uncontrollably atop her quivering frame. When finally we collapsed together, panting heavily, her pussy twitched around me, milking out every last drop of jizz that my balls had left.

We lay there motionless for several minutes, enjoying the afterglow together. I glanced sideways at her, admiring her flushed face and heaving chest as she tried to recover from what we'd just done. Slowly, she lifted her head slightly from the pillow and opened her eyes. They were glazed over with desire, filled with longing. "Master...please don't stop. Please fill me full of cum."

I grinned wickedly, stroking her hair lovingly. "Good girl, Rebecca. Good girl. Now get up on your knees."

Without hesitation, she raised herself onto hands and knees. I slid off the bed and positioned myself behind her. Grabbing a fistful of blonde locks, I forced her head down so that her ass stuck out high above the mattress. I gave it a slap and watched appreciatively as she squeaked in surprise and flinched away instinctively. I brought my hand down twice more on each cheek, leaving bright red handprints.

She moaned softly, squirming beneath me as I continued to spank her reddened rear. As I laid down another hard blow, my free hand reached forward to tease her swollen clit with slow, deliberate strokes. The mixture of pleasure and pain proved overwhelming for her, sending her into fits of ecstatic thrashing.

My eyes wandered to where my fingers danced across her most sensitive areas. "Fuck..." I breathed, gazing intensely at her quivering pink hole. "You're dripping wet, slut."

I pushed two fingers inside her slippery entrance, fingering her roughly as she cried out loudly in pleasure. She whimpered as her cunt walls tightened around my digits, and soon she began bucking furiously against my touch, trying desperately to climax again. Eventually, her orgasm built to a crescendo, and her entire body shuddered violently beneath my relentless assault. When finally she relaxed, she fell limply forward onto the bed. She buried her face in a pillow and sobbed weakly, trying futilely to stifle her whimpers as her orgasm receded.

Once I had thoroughly pleasured her, I took hold of her hips and lined my throbbing cock up against her cunt lips. I pushed forward firmly, forcing her apart as I invaded her pussy, filling her to bursting with my thickness. Her cries grew louder as she writhed wildly beneath me, clawing at the sheets for leverage as my rod slammed relentlessly into her deepest reaches. Within moments, she threw her head back and screamed my name, shuddering violently as she climaxed once more.

But I wasn't done yet. I continued thrusting fiercely for another minute before finally erupting within her. My balls tensed as my load spurted inside her already stuffed womb, painting the insides white. When I finally pulled out of her, her entire cunt was coated with thick ropes of seed, which ran freely down her thighs. She gasped sharply as she realized just how much of my jizz she'd taken in, and collapsed completely onto the bed, unable to do anything but lay there and quiver.

The sight sent me reeling. I leaned forward and wrapped my arms around Rebecca, holding her close. "You did so well," I murmured reassuringly. "Now tell me, Mom... who do you belong to?"

Rebecca's eyelids fluttered as she gazed up at me dreamily. "Y-y-you, Master!" she panted. "Always..."

"Good," I said approvingly, kissing the top of her head lovingly. "And what do you want me to do?"

"Fuck me..." she begged. "Fuck me senseless!"

I smiled wickedly at my slave. "You're such a filthy whore...I guess I'll have no choice."

With that, I flipped her over onto her back and positioned myself above her. Grabbing both of her ankles in my left hand, I raised them high above her head, spreading them wide. Then, I slammed my hips downward hard enough to send shockwaves through her whole body, pounding my entire length deep into her womb with every thrust. She let out an unintelligible scream as my cock drilled roughly into her pussy, filling her completely and stretching her tight opening to its limits. In a matter of seconds, I reduced her to a twitching wreck beneath me, helplessly pinned in place while I savagely used her cunt.

After several minutes, I stopped abruptly, staring intently at her beautiful face. Her eyes rolled back into her head as her orgasm approached, and she opened her mouth as if to speak, only to emit a high-pitched whine instead. She trembled violently as her climax hit, her back arching upwards involuntarily and causing her tits to bounce wildly atop her chest. The sight alone was almost enough to set me off again, but somehow I managed to restrain myself until she came down from her peak before emptying yet another load deep inside her womb.

She fell limp on the mattress, gasping weakly for breath as I rolled onto my back beside her, pulling her close and stroking her hair gently. As she stared up at me blearily, I smirked smugly at her.

"So..." I purred softly. "Did you like it?"

Rebecca blinked a few times before nodding slightly, her cheeks flushed pink. "Mmm yes!" she mumbled incoherently, nuzzling against my chest.

I grinned widely as I pulled her closer, wrapping my arms tightly around her. "Then we should definitely do it again."

My mother gazed lovingly at me, sighing happily. "Of course, Master," she whispered contentedly, planting soft kisses all over my neck and shoulders. "Anything you want. Always."

And so, we no longer needed the Bimbo Machine. I had mastered the art of hypnosis, and used it frequently on my beautiful stepmom. She did anything and everything I wanted, and we were both incredibly happy. In bed... and in love. 

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

Sign up for my mailing list! 
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