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Beginnings

Most men would see this as being the dream. I was currently lounging beside the pool at my new home with my smoking new mature girlfriend and her sexy twin daughters. However most men weren’t a powerful hypnotist like me. I’d set my eyes on more than just one woman.

The name’s Xavier, I’m in my late twenties with thick dark hair, blue eyes and a muscular frame and a few months ago after hitting my head I suddenly developed the power of hypnosis.

After spending the time honing my craft and slowly using my new found abilities to earn a living, events have taken me here to this house with three beautiful women, ripe for the taking.

This is the story of how I got myself three slutty pets of my very own.


My Bimbo Cow

As the one who’d already fallen under my charms it would be easiest to start with the woman of the house.

The thing that attracted me to Debbie was, no use denying it, her looks. Despite the fact she’d already had two kids she was still a foxy woman.

She was in her late thirties, that was most I’d managed to get out of her anyway, but still looked like she could be in her twenties. Her hair was thick and blonde, her body was thick and curvy and those legs were long and stunning. All that in a tight red dress in a bar on a Friday night, I couldn’t stay away.

I was planning on using my abilities to help seal the deal but during our drunken chat the subject of family came up and a few photos helped me conjure up a whole new idea, but more on that later.

After sealing the deal, no reason to let a chance like that go to waste, I hypnotized her into accepting us a couple. But that was just my way in, I had bigger things in store for her and her kids.

Since my awakening, as I liked to call it, I’d used my powers on a lot of people to get a lot of things but this was the first time I’d be using my powers so much, to completely overhaul a personality. Even since before the awakening I’d always had a dream, and that was to own some bimbo pets of my very own; finally I had that chance.

The scene? Our bedroom. Debbie was already waiting for me in a sexy, silky, red, see through nightgown which gave my eyes a thorough look over her curvy body; what a canvas to be starting out with.

“You just gonna stare at me all day?” Her voice snapped me back out of my trance, the irony, as I’d be hungrily eyeing her body.

“I can’t help it you know you’re just too sexy for me.”

“Then why don’t you get over here and do more than just stare,” she growled out as she pushed up back along the bed, inviting me other with a finger waggle. I wasn’t sure if it was my hypnosis which turned her this way or if she was just a lewd woman to start with, but I was hooked.

“Soon, soon, but first I want you to do something for me.”

“Hmm, like what?”

I leant in close to her, my lips curling into a grin, “First just look into my eyes.”

Yes I’d said first but that was all she had to do and then my powers took over and took her over as well. My hypnosis was strong, just staring into the eyes of another was enough for me to put them under my spell.

I saw her face go vacant, the mind behind those eyes go off leaving them dull, lips left gawked open. It had a certain charm to it I suppose.

When I first started doing this hypnosis business I tried all the stuff I’d seen in the movies. You’re getting sleepy, I’m counting down but none of that was needed for me. All I had to do was connect and the trance was installed. I could now begin to shape my first bimbo pet.

“I have an outfit that I want you to try on,” I said to my lovely hypnotized girlfriend, having already done the job of getting some props to aid this session.

“Yes sir,” she chimed back like clockwork.

“You know what, sir’s quite a boring thing to be called. When you’re in a trance I want you to refer to me as master.”

“Yes master.”

That sounded a lot better to my ears. Sir could just be anyone but master shows some proper respect.

“Good girl, now first I want you to strip down naked”

The red silky garment was very sexual and it got me quite excited below the waistline but I had other plans and they didn’t involve sexy nightwear. They’d just interfere with my other plans.

Looking at her naked body wasn’t bad either, she didn’t look her age or like she’d had two kids.

I brought out the costume bag I’d put together and took out the first item I was going to use to decorate my new pet, the item which all pets needed. A collar.

I could have asked her to put it on herself but there was something so powerful about being able to place it on myself, and in her tranced state she wasn’t going to be fighting it. The collar was bright red in colour and would have went well with her nightwear, but I had something else to add to this outfit.

The bag jingled as I pulled out a little cow bell. One of actual size would be far too heavy to expect my pet to wear so instead I got a smaller prop one to complete the outfit, clipping it to the front of her collar.

“When you wear this collar you will forget about being Debbie the human and will instead become Debbie the bimbo cow.” My words were slow and clear as I looked deep into her eyes to make sure to make sure she could not forget this command.

“Yes master.”

“Are you Debbie the bimbo cow right now?”

“Yes master.”

“Yes, I am your master. Your master is me. Who is your master.”

“You are master.”

The fact she was hypnotized to call me master whenever she was in a trance didn’t actually help verify that too much but I let it slide, there is no need to think too deeply into logic, especially when I’m turning my girlfriend into a bimbo cow.

I reached back into my bag of tricks to pull out something else for my new pet to wear. When I bought the costume I went the full distance, I wanted my cow to be fully kitted out. I’d bought some fake horns, a cow print bikini and even a tail of her very own.

“A cow needs to look the part,” I clearly informed her again, “Unless undressed or told otherwise you should always wear this outfit.”

I handed her the clothes and waited for her to dress up but she just stood there in our unadvertised starting contest. Finally I remembered that those suggestions would only take place once the trance was ended, only firm suggestions could trigger actions in this situations.

Sighing out I corrected my mistake, “Put the outfit on.”

“Yes master,” my obedient girl chimed out as she began to dress herself in front of me, putting on those novelty horns before wrapping her curvy body up in a skimpy cow print bikini. It was just the right size for her and fit like a glove, sinking around her large bust and doing just enough to cover her pussy. Some hair was peeking out, I’d have to take care of that later.

Watching her fit that tail was the most enjoyable part however. It wasn’t some strap on tail, there was no harness to step into, it was a good old fashioned toy. On one end was a long novelty cow tail and on the other a row of anal beads giving a clue where the tail was meant to be kept.

She pushed those beads up into her mouth, wrapping her lips around them all and dragging down with a long messy slurp, coating the toy in her drool and making it glossed and shiny. Lubing before entry, clever girl.

Her face didn’t show a lot of emotion when she was in a trance but she couldn’t help moaning out when she penetrated her own backside with the saliva lubed toy tail, cheeks blushed a bright red. I was glad I got the bikini bottoms to be so low riding at the back, it made for such an easy insertion.

“Turn around for me and wiggle your ass for me pet.” I was starting to get into it, especially when Debbie turned around and shook her fat ass at me, tail swaying from side to side between her thighs.

“Now let’s try something different,” I called out as I guided her down onto the bed, the two of us taking a seat because I really didn’t want to stand this entire time, “You are a bimbo cow and therefore you must do all the things a bimbo cow does.”

I was moving into more unknown territory, something I’d done a bit of experimenting with but not enough to confirm it would work; I certainly wasn’t an expert. I was going to warp her thoughts and even her body.

“Yes master.”

“Good cow. Bimbo cows must obey anything their master says. Do you remember who your master is?”

“You are master.”

“That’s right! Now listen to me good and absorb my words. Bimbo cows should love their masters very much. They should be obedient, sexy and kinky. They should have thick curves, fat tits and lactate lots of milk. Bimbo cows need to be milked every day and should moo just like any cow. They should be stupid and dumb, eager to please and always happy. Understand?”

“Yes master.”

It was rather hard to actually get anything out of her like this, it was all just her giving me the answers I wanted to here. There is only one way I was actually going to get some proper answers out of her.

“Okay pet. When I click my fingers you will snap out of this trance and will not consciously remember anything that I have done to you,” something that I was very much used to saying. She would still obey all the instructions but wouldn’t have any memory about being given them.

“Yes master.”

Honestly I didn’t have much idea if she was actually telling the truth or just telling me what I wanted to hear; there was only way for me to find out that as I clicked my fingers and brought her trance to an end.

The blank look on her face vanished in a moment as the trance finished and the moment of truth was revealed. Was she a obedient cow bimbo or was I about to get slapped and thrown out on the streets?

“Hi mooster!” Debbie cheerfully called out. I really was an amazing hypnotist, you don’t get stuff like this in Vegas.

“Did you mean master?” I snickered out, not been able to help myself.

“That’s what I said, mooster.”

“Master.”

“Mooster.”

“Master.”

“Mooster.”

That seriously could have gone on all day if I didn’t bring it to an end, sighing as I rubbed my fingers across my temple. That’s when I noticed something rather strange.

“Is your chest growing?”

I’d noticed her cow print bikini top looked to be getting smaller and tighter across her bosom, her tits seemingly growing bigger in the tight wrap of the outfit. Fat tits was one of my instructions to her after all, could it really have worked.

“What are you talking about?” Debbie asked as she tilted her head but my eyes remained down onto her chest. They were growing bigger, there was no doubt about it.

The bikini wasn’t very big to start with on her D cup breasts so once they got bigger and fatter the fabric began to strain trying to hold in those heavy melons. Her areolas started to peek free, this was lewder than I imagined, and it wasn’t over yet.

The outlines of her fat nipples began to grow in her bikini top and quickly formed two wet patches, one on each boob. Even though looking at those popping tits was pretty stimulating I had to see for myself.

I slipped my finger between those cups, hooking into her bikini, dragging the top downwards and letting those fat tits slip free. They almost slapped me in the face they’d grown that much plumper in that small space of time. Two fat, soft, boobs with chunky nipples leaking small trails of white. She was lactating, just like instructed.

“And what’s this?” I asked as I sunk my thick fingers into her soft tits and squeezed down, making the milk come squirting out.

Debbie gasped out hotly from having her tits roughly clamped on, “What do you mean mooster? It’s my milk.”

She was saying it so naturally it was weird. Then again unlike me she didn’t have any memory of life before this, she probably presumed it’d always been like this.

“Of course it is, sorry that master said something so silly.”

“I don’t mind, I love my mooster very much!”

She dove in close to me, pressing her big curvy body tightly into my front and wrapping me up in her soft arms. The feeling of having her milk filled tits smothering my chest was sending a lot of blood down below. How was I supposed to resist this?

I squeezed those fat udders in my hands once again and dragged her chest upwards, sinking my lips around her leaking nipples so I could drink up her milk, making her body shudder from the attention.

Absent mindedly, just the way I left her, she moo’d out like any good cow does, letting me suckle on her bosom and drink straight from the teat. It’s pretty amazing that my hypnosis alone could cause all of this.

All of this drinking was giving me one hell of an erection but I wasn’t exactly the only one getting horny. She was a bright red, panting out mushy moans and I could feel the warmth circulating from between her thighs.

I pushed my bimbo cow down onto the bed and stripped myself from my boxers, the only article of clothing I’d been wearing at the time, freeing my thick throbbing hard on before her needy lustful eyes.

My fingers reached down below and gripped at her panties, peeling down the fabric from her wet slit with her juices clinging onto the fabric, it was so lewdly exotic, I just had to have her.

I sunk down onto her body, pressing my bulbous cockhead between her pussy lips, squeezing inside as I forced my weight down into her slit, parting it open and sinking my fat dick inside.

The air was sweetly punctuated by her lustful moans as I penetrated her juicy pussy with my throbbing manhood, sinking down to the base as our skin slapped together. I rose my hands and gripped at either side of her heavy chest, sinking my fingers into her breast fat, dragging the leaky nipples back to my mouth as I engorged myself on her hot cream.

“Mooster!” she moaned out in bliss as I pleasured her both top and bottom, even if my intentions were purely to satisfy myself.

I worked my hips up and down with quick thrusts, drilling into her hot wet pussy as I greedily drank down her milk, humping my new pet with powerful movements, our bodies clapping together in a sweat, lustful embrace.

My dick throbbed from the feeling of her hot, soft insides and the pleasant dairy dripping down my throat, I was going to cum and spray her insides with all of my thick seed. This wasn’t me just humping my girlfriend like usual, I was humping my bimbo cow pet.

“Mooster, mooster!” she kept moaning out in an echo around the bedroom, the twins luckily not hearing those lustful cries, her fingers curling up in the bed covers as I rutted between her thighs and edged closer to release.

My orgasm was a big one and it came gushing out in thick, heavy, hot streams of white which painted her juicy insides with all of my thick baby batter, coating her with my cum.

Debbie shuddered from the attention, her body spasming below mine as she herself was sent over the edge and to a powerful orgasm, tightening her velvet grip on my manhood and milking me of all of my thick cream, my lips finally releasing her tits and the nourishment they released.

“I love you mooster,” my cow whined from her quivering lips as she gasped for air. It was something special.

“I love you too,” I growled back in approval. My hypnosis had worked even better than I expected, I’d managed to tame my own bimbo cow pet.

However I still had other intentions in mind, this was just the start of my conquest over this household.


My Bimbo Dog

After turning Debbie into a lustful cow girl my next thought was to get a bitch of my very own, and I was thinking in the most literal of cases as well. Sure a cow was great for feeding me milk but what do they call a dog? Man’s best friend, and as a man that sounds like a good proposition to me.

The first time I’d seen a picture of Debbie’s daughters I’d been smitten by them, they were both beautiful young girls. They were eighteen years old with model good looks, cheerleading standard bodies and the same barbie girl hair their mother possessed. They were definitely Debbie’s girls.

The two girls were called Abbie and Kayleigh, the former being the older of the two as she liked to make clear even if the difference was just a few minutes for the identical twins, and she was the one I set my sights on first.

Kayleigh had always been good to me in the week or so that I first moved in. She was polite, helpful, chatty and looking at the curvy body in a bikini by the pool wasn’t bad either.

On the night I decided to make my move I made sure that Abbie was already fast asleep and put Debbie under my spell so she wouldn’t interfere, leaving me all alone with sweet Kayleigh, my future bitch.

I knocked on her bedroom door and called out, “Kayleigh? You still awake?”

“Sure Xav, what is it?” Kayleigh always seemed to stay up longer than Abbie so getting her alone wasn’t too much of a bother.

“I need to talk to you quick, are you decent?”

“It’s fine, come on in.”

Opening the door I was revealed to the sight of the sweet youngster lying on her bed in a long comfortable t-shirt, her long bare legs swinging about behind her body as she messed around with her tablet. I couldn’t wait to see if she was wearing panties under that or not.

“So wassup?” she asked as she twisted her body around and sat up on the edge of her bed, my eyes trying to peek to see if there was any fabric down below. The angle robbed me of my moment, even though I already had my plan set out the old pervert in me couldn’t help wanting to experience the old classics.

“It’s nothing important,” I casually muttered out as I moved in closer to the blonde teen, “I just want you to look at me for a moment.”

These are the kind of moments I was glad the twins had no clue about my job as a hypnotist, Kayleigh looking right up at me with some confusion.

“What, why?” Her face going completely blank once the words came out kinda gave me permission not to give her an answer, she was already under my spell; however it sounded like fun.

“Because I’m going to hypnotize you to turn you into a bimbo bitch of course.”

Her drooly face, parted lips being freely roamed across by a thick rope of slobber, pretty much confirmed to me she was already deep in a trance.

“First thing’s first,” I snorted out with perverse intent, “I want you to pull the bottom of that shirt up and show me if you’re wearing any panties.”

“Yes sir,” she robotically called back, lifting the base of her top and revealing a nice little mound covered in pink fabric. I’m still not too sure why this is so pleasing.

“First of all, when you’re in a trance refer to me as master.”

“Yes master.”

“And next I want you to take off those panties.”

“Yes master.”

Kayleigh laid back down on the bed and lifted her hips upwards, fingers gripping the edges of the fabric and dragging it down across her legs, baring her naked pussy in front of my eyes. Unlike her mother she had a completely hairless mound, so beautiful.

“Next I want you to spread your pussy for me,” my erection already tenting the front of my jeans as she used her dainty fingers to spread open her young, pink, pussy. “Hmm, so nice. Are you a virgin?”

“No master.” A slightly disappointing answer in my opinion.

“And you seemed like such a good girl too. A shame, I guess I’ll just have to be your second time? How many different people have you had sex with?”

“Three master.”

“Three!?” I probably raised my voice a bit too much, I was lucky Abbie was a deep sleeper, “You’ve already had sex with three different guys?”

“Yes master.”

“You’re a bigger slut than I thought. Okay next take that shirt off, strip completely naked.”

Kayleigh sat back up tall on her now bare ass dragging her t-shirt upwards and showing off the rest of her naked body which before this I’d only seen wrapped up in a bikini. She didn’t quite have the curves of her mother but she looked a lot tighter.

Just like with Debbie I had a gift in store for her. From in my bag I fished out a pink collar which I leaned into place around her neck. This collar came with a small tag that I’d already had personally engraved with Kayleigh’s name on the front, in the shape of a small bone. I’m guessing the pet store didn’t think I was planning on giving it to a human.

“When you wear this collar you will forget about being Kayleigh the human and instead will become Kayleigh the bimbo dog.”

“Yes master.”

“Are you Kayleigh the bimbo dog right now?”

“Yes master.”

My previous session with Debbie had really helped me set all of this up, I already felt like I had all the knowledge necessary for making my own bimbo pets.

“Now bimbo dogs have to look the part,” I said as I went back to my bag of tricks to get the decorations needed to make my bimbo dog look authentic, placing a headband with fake dog ears on her head, “Bend over for me and show me your behind.”

“Yes master,” the tranced girl repeated like always, turning around and placing her chest flat onto her bed, hips raising up to push out that soft, round, bubble butt in my direction. She looked so delectable I could have just ravished her right there and then but no, I had an ideal to fulfill.

I grabbed a small bottle of lube and poured the cold liquid down across her tight booty hole, using my free hand to spread her cheeks apart and show off her little ring. It twitched under the cool feeling of the lube, so adorably sexy.

Her tail was just like the one I’d given to Debbie with the exception of it being dog themed rather than cow themed; it still came with a string of anal beads. With her twitchy ass now lubed it meant I could have the pleasure of sliding the toy in myself, slowly forcing each bead in after the other, getting larger as they progressed until I fitted the tail down to the base, buried in her backside.

“A bimbo dog should wear these whenever possible, understand?”

“Yes master.”

I pulled out my own personal uniform for her too, a different type of bikini than the one her mother was given.

“This is the uniform of a bimbo dog, you are expected to wear this as well unless instructed otherwise.”

“Yes master.”

Of course she was still in a trance so unless I instructed her specifically she wouldn’t be actually dressing herself up on her own, but I’d be leaving this for now, I had other things to take care of.

“Listen carefully Kayleigh and make sure to absorb everything I say. Bimbo dogs are completely obedient to their masters and will follow them everywhere like a good pet. They will constantly crave attention, treats and sex and most of all to serve their masters. Bimbo dogs love offering themselves in your current position for their masters to fuck and will bark happily when in their master’s company. Bimbo dogs are dumb but constantly happy and will always obey any instruction their master gives them. Do you understand all of that?”

“Yes master.”

“And who is your master?”

“You are master.”

I had to make sure with the fact she’ll throw the word out pretty much constantly while in a trance. It was time for me to take the ultimate test, to end the trance and see if she was truly acting like a happy obedient dog.

“When I click my fingers you will snap out of this trance and will not consciously remember anything that I have done to you,” not the first time I’d said that to somebody in this household, clicking my fingers to bring her trance to an end.

The first sign that she’d came out of her trance, as I couldn’t exactly see her face well in the position I’d left her, was the way her ass started swinging from side to side, the toy tail in her behind swaying about, much like a dog would when pleased.

“Wuff, when did I get naked?”

Well I did leave her with a memory hole to fill, I guess it was only natural to not really know what was going on. Well natural for a hypnotized bimbo dog girl.

“Your outfit is right here,” I said as I flicked the bikini in her direction, the swimwear dropping along her face.

She rolled her body onto the bed and started to pull herself into the tight piece of swimwear, awkwardly dressing herself. This wasn’t a normal bikini, the type which girls were used to putting on. This was a slutty, black, sling bikini which hid very little and showed almost everything, apart from the important bits of course.

Her curvy body looked stunning being revealed so openly in the skimpy, black, swimwear, Kayleigh sitting up tall on the bed with her tail being pushed up by the ass defining sling.

“So so, how do I look, woof?” my adorable bimbo pet barked out. How could I lie to her?

I petted the top of her head, ruffling my fingers through her hair, “You look amazing.”

My simple compliment made her ass wiggle about quickly, it was like she was a real dog apart from the entire curvy teenage girl in a sexy bikini part, happy to get approval from her master.

“Do I get a treat?” she called out with a sparkly in her wide eyes.

“Yeah, sure thing.”

She bounced up and down on the bed cheering, “oh goodie!” before leaning forwards and slowly unbuckling my jeans, pulling all the fabric away to bare my throbbing cock before her eyes; a slutty bimbo dog was sure to cause such a thing. Without even a word from me she wrapped her lips around the head and began to suckle.

I wrapped my fingers into her hair and held as she ran her head forward and back, sucking wetly along my erection, lips slapping into the base of my hard dick. I wasn’t too sure if she had these talents because of my hypnosis or if it was thanks to her naturally slutty ways but it felt great.

My new pet held onto my hips as she slid forward and back, my bulbous cock being pushed into her throat, the tightness squeezing down and making me throb. Adding the way her tongue twisted around my girth, I was never going to last long.

With her lips around my cock I began to cum, spraying my hot seed deep into her throat, coating it inside with my cream as it poured down into her stomach, filling her up with the treat she wanted so badly.

Those plump wet lips slipped back, Kayleigh panting heavily, cheeks glowing a hot red, as she looked up to me with a big smile on her face.

“Woof, master is so yummy!”

The sexiness of my curvy bimbo pup quickly got me erect once again, the way she licked her tongue over her lips to fully savour the taste of my cock; being a hypnotist really was the best.

“Woof woof, is master still horny?” she barked out, spinning her body around on the bed and pressing her head downwards, raising her behind upwards in my direction with a sway of her wide hips. “Is master going to fuck me now?”

Oh yes I was, I was going to use her good. I slapped a hand down firmly onto her ass, dragging her sling bikini to the side to bare her juicy, naked pussy, already dripping with juices. I pressed my thick, meaty cockhead into the entrance and pushed my weight forwards, sliding inside from behind.

In a position fit for a bimbo dog we fucked, my hips swinging forwards to pound into her wet cunt. My hand gripped onto the fake dog tail jutting out of her behind, working it up and down to send even more toe curling pleasure into my new pet and she shuddered in thanks.

“Hmm you’re so tight,” I grunted out in appreciation at the feeling of her soft, hot pussy clamped around my girth, “Have you really already fucked three men before me?”

“Yes! But none of them are as good as master is!”

She knew just the right things to say, what a good bitch. My cock throbbed hotly being pushed into her sweet, young pussy, I wasn’t going to be able to last long and from the way she was moaning hotly, face burning red, I knew she wasn’t either.

“I’m cumming,” I heartily panted out, “Take all of my hot cum you bimbo bitch.”

I buried into her twat and began to unleash my cum in thick hot squirts, spraying deep into her pussy and leaving it full with the thickness of my seed.

Kayleigh gushed and bucked around my cock as she met my orgasm with one of her own, squirting down onto the bed below as her tongue rolled out over her lips, looking just too damn erotic right now as she was flooded with my cum.

“Oh my god,” I heard her moan out, “Master is totally the best. I love you master.”

“And I love you too you bimbo mutt.” Reaching down to ruffle her hair, making my pet bark out happily.

I now had two thirds of the household under my control, but that still left one girl remaining and she was the most problematic of them all but with two pets already on my side there was no stopping me now.


My Bimbo Cat

If Kayleigh was a lovely girl who welcomed me into this household with open arms then the younger of the twins could be described as quite the opposite.

Abbie had been pretty open in her disdain for me since I first moved in. She wouldn’t talk to me, other than to shout at me for whichever action of mine she’d taken exception to, and complained about me in earshot at all possible occasions.

When I came to this house I pictured the perfect image of making three bimbo pets to satisfy my male urges but after meeting Abbie and receiving her treatment I know saw it was a matter of principle.

Luckily with both Debbie and Kayleigh all under my control I was completely free to claim my third conquest and finish the job of making this household into my harem.

With the rest of the household now hypnotized by me it it meant I didn’t need to sneak into bedrooms anymore to cast my spell, I could change it up a bit.

Abbie was watching some television in the lounge area, oblivious to the plans I had in store for her. Debbie and Kayleigh had already been put to sleep in their rooms meaning that right now, in the middle of the day, the youngster was all mine.

“Abbie?” I called out in my best concerned father voice, which wasn’t the easiest with my little experience in that role; none.

From just hearing my voice she was already busy clicking her tongue, “What is it?” Her voice was dripping with venom.

“What’s that on your face?”

Unlike the obedient and helpful Kayleigh she’d do everything she could to avoid meeting eyes with me, I had to get creative.

“What on my face?”

“That on your face, right there, can’t you see it?”

“No I can’t see it what’s on my face!?”

“It looks like a spider maybe?”

“A spider!? Shut up stop lying!”

“But it’s right there, can’t you see it? Hey stay still or it’s gonna go straight in your eye.”

Abbie was not a fan of spiders. Was it cruel to exploit her weaknesses like this? Perhaps, but for some reason I didn’t feel guilt, might have something to do with what a brat she was.

“Get it off me, get it off me!”

“Hold still, hold still.”

I edged in closer while her shivering body tried not to move too far, my hand edging closer to her head. Her nervous eyes looked to me in concern, our glances meeting, and that’s all it took for a genius hypnotist like me.

Her terrified face soon lost all trace of expression and went completely blank, lips parting open and eyes becoming empty; simply too easy.

She looked a lot cuter like this, quiet and easy to control. Her t-shirt and jeans weren’t a match for what my other pets were wearing when I first conquered them though, luckily I could do away with that problem easily.

“Strip down into your underwear.” I clearly commanded with my authoritative tone.

“Yes sir.”

She grabbed the bottom of her yellow shirt and dragged it up over her head, revealing to me a flat stomach and stunning curves. Once her top was removed the bottoms came next, Abbie wiggling her hips from side to side as she worked them down, leaving herself in just her underwear.

“Aw cute, they have little love hearts on them.” I teased at the white and pink matching underwear. Sadly teasing doesn’t work too well on the tranced.

Like always I had my bag of tricks with me, which was starting to feel a lot lighter as I only had one kit left for a new pet to wear.

“Very cute underwear Abbie, now I want you to get completely naked.”

“Yes sir.”

“Oh and while you’re in a trance, refer to me as master.”

“Yes master.”

With those ground rules in place she took care of that sweet underwear and got down into her birthday suit. Just like her sister her pussy was completely hairless. I crouched down to get a better look, pressing my fingers into her mound and parting the lips open, inspecting her inner pinkness.

“Are you a virgin Abbie?”

“Yes master.”

“Oh,” I growled out happily, “At least one of you is. I’ll be sure to take it in a little while, does that please you pet?”

“No master.”

Little brat. It was fine though, I was going to take care of her. From my bag I fished a purple collar with a small jingling bell on the front, the perfect collar for a pussy cat to wear or in this case a bimbo cat.

I fitted it in place around her neck while she stood there helplessly as a blank canvas for me to paint with my ideas and ideals.

“When you wear this collar you will forget about being Abbie the human and instead will become Abbie the bimbo cat.”

“Yes master.”

“Are you Abbie the bimbo cat right now?”

“Yes master.”

This was just perfect, but she didn’t look like a cat just yet but of course I had the things in my bag to take care of that little hang up. I took out my next toys to use on her; fake cat ears and a tail.

As always the fake ears were an ease to put on, they just slipped on top of the head, but the tail was something more difficult which is why I was going to leave it for now, but it’d be introduced eventually.

“As a bimbo cat you should look the part and should wear ears, a tail and a uniform at all times unless told otherwise.”

Just like the other two I’d also picked out an outfit for her to wear. For Abbie it was a pair of black fishnet stockings, a fluffy mini mini skirt which wouldn’t even hide her ass or pussy as well as a skimpy bikini top. I was so lucky to have three girls to play dress up with.

“Put your outfit on now,” I instructed as my bimbo pet took hold of the outfit I passed over.

“Yes master,” she obediently replied as began to slip the stockings up her bare legs.

There was a certain special pleasure in watching a girl in a trance dressing herself up for you, Abbie finishing up on the stockings before moving onto the bikini top and next that super short skirt. This outfit didn’t leave much to the imagination but then again that was the way I likes them.

“That’s a good girl, now listen to me good. A bimbo cat may be bratty, may say things they don’t mean but they’re completely obsessed and in love with their masters and will constantly seek approval and attention. Bimbo cats will be in an almost constant heat and will always have the urge for sex and pleasure. Bimbo cats are easily distracted and enchanted by common cat interests due to their low intellect and will constantly make feline noises. Most of all bimbo cats will obey everything their master says.”

“Yes master.”

“Who is your master?”

“You are master.”

And then a wicked idea crossed my mind. I couldn’t let this chance go to waste.

“Bimbo cats also call their masters daddy, understand pet?”

“Yes master.”

Abbie was already massively improved just like this, listening to me, obeying me, being a good girl for once, I couldn’t wait to see what my newest creation would look like in action.

“Okay pet. When I click my fingers you will snap out of this trance and will not consciously remember anything that I have done to you,” finishing off with the trademark snap, bringing her trance to an end.

Those blank eyes soon had a the glint of life return to them as her face scrunched up, glance darting around as her memory would be hazy from my hypnosis.

“Nya, why is daddy looking at me so perversely?”

“What are you talking about sweetie?”

“Nya! Don’t act stupid! You’ve got a perverted look on your face, pervert.”

“You like when I look at you that way though, don’t you?”

Her face quickly burned up into a bright red colour, Abbie folding her arms over her chest tightly as she puffed her cheeks out.

“No I don’t!” Was she always this bad at lying?

I reached downwards and picked up the sex toy tail, shaking it in her direction, “Didn’t you forget something?”

She quickly grasped hold of it, embarrassed at her own tardiness.

“Nyaa, I’ll put it in right now then,” she purred out.

I waited. She waited. She didn’t quite go along with what she stated she’d be doing so I just kept closely observing my new pet.

“Nyaa, you can trust me, you don’t need to watch.”

Oh so that’s what it was. It was rather adorable seeing how bright her face was getting and the way she squirmed around in embarrassment. She should have been nicer to me really.

“I cannot, I’ll be watching.”

“But, but, but.”

“No, I am going to watch you put it in and you are going to like it.”

It looked like she was going to erupt at any moment, my bimbo cat letting out a loud hiss as she threw her arms up into the air.

“Fine! Just don’t say anything daddy.”

Just like her mother she pulled the toy up to her lips and slowly slipped her mouth down around the anal beads, using her own saliva to lube up the pink balls in a thick, slobbery coating. These natural perverted instincts must just run in the family.

She made sure to get it in nice and deep, almost gagging herself as she pressed the tail to her lips, the beads running down into her throat, her entire body rocking before she dragged it back with a wet, drooly, spluttery cough.

She gave me a quick glance to see if I was still watching; of course I was. With her hands shaking and her cheeks illuminated she bent her body forwards and awkwardly dragging the tail beads along her soft, round ass.

Eventually she managed to find the hole she was aiming for, pushing the tail inwards as a loud squealing moan popped from her lips, her body stiffening up as she pushed the fake tail deep inside. Thinking back it was the first time she’d been filled up.

On shaky legs she stood back up, her breathing heavy as her chest heaved back and forth.

“Nya, done it daddy, all by myself too!”

She sounded like she was proud of herself, or trying to impress me, so I reached forward and ran my finger around under her chin, giving it a small rub.

“Good girl,” I enthusiastically called out. She even dropped her charade and rubbed back into my finger, purring like a good pussy. “Now as a reward I’ll take away your virginity.”

Those words made her tense right back up as she bounced back away from me with a loud whine, her fingers fidgeting around with her tiny little skirt, hips swaying from side to side.

“Nya daddy, it’s my first time, you can’t do something like that.” The super embarrassment was clearly obvious but I had a way to take care of it.

I wrapped her face up in my hands and pulled her smaller body closer to me, pressing our mouths together, locking her into a deep kiss as my tongue searched out, plundering her insides with a hot messy slurp.

Abbie wrapped her arms up around my shoulders as she closed her eyes and sunk deeper into the kiss giving me license to release her face and instead grab her round ass, hoisting her up into my lap.

Awkwardly I tugged down my jeans and freed my big thick erection, cock slapping into her hairless, virgin mound, already dripping with juices.

I pulled our lips apart so I could growl to her, “Here it comes, I’m going to turn you from a pussy to a cat now.”

She was shivering as I pressed my cock upwards and thrust myself into her pussy, popping through her hymen and taking away her first time. Her cherry belonged to me, but then again all of her did now.

I held her ass tight and bounced her up and down on my cock as I rolled my hips to drill my fat cock upwards into her vice like cunt, her hot, purry moans flowing into my ears as she clung to my chest.

“Nya, nya, daddy it’s so good. Fuck me more, more, more!”

She got so into it so fast and I got right into her, pumping my throbbing dick deep into her young pussy, fucking my newest bimbo pet fast and hard, making her moan in glee and her body shudder in pleasure.

In those hot, young insides I was never going to be able to last two long, my dick on the verge of exploding and painting her insides white.

“Here it comes, take all of my cum Abbie.”

“Nyaaaa yes daddy, fill me with you seed!”

I exploded out and flooded her pussy with my cum, her body bucking in place as we reached orgasm in unison, her twat spasming around me as my seed came shooting out, leaving my warmth buried deep in her body.

I kept her held as throb after throb milked my balls dry of all their seed, leaving it planted in my bimbo cat, Abbie moaning happily.

“Nya daddy is the bestest, I love you daddy.”

“I love you too baby.”

Once again we locked each other into a deep wet kiss, my tongue exploring her mouth. I’d done it now, I’d conquered this entire household and made it into my personal bimbo harem.
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