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


Bimbo Processing Unit – Hot Household


John discovers a VR helmet that provides him an escape from his dull, loveless marriage. But when the helmet makes the women in his life kneel before him, the fantasy becomes an amazing reality!


Forbidden Cravings – A Bundle


TWENTY stories sampling treats and tricks from all over the Nadia Nightside catalogue!


Bimbo Office – The Bundle


The FULL story of the gorgeously mindfucked Delilah and her mission to become her Master's Number One Bimbo Office Pet!


Harem Maker – The Professor


Ethan is polishing off his plan to finish his harem (who regularly “polish” him off as well), but the gorgeous sorceress Izabel stands in the way...
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FERTILE CRAVINGS –
 A Bundle


TWENTY gloriously sexy tales of hot beauties who need to breed and the alpha males who are all too happy to make their day!


Harem Desires – A Bundle


Ever dreamed about harems of beautiful women serving one lucky guy? These TWENTY stories are just for you.
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The New Student


Chanel and Mr. Astor take on their latest acquisition—and possibly their favorite—in the newest dancer at the school, but she's got a stubborn resistance to their regular forms of control...
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

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


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


When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.
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I’M HIDING IN A SMALL
 part of my quarters, my tight young pussy dripping wet, watching Professor Smythe fuck the absolute hell out of his wife Diana, and I don’t think I’ve ever been more turned on or in love.

He holds her tight by her back, completely ignoring the panties he’s ripped away, the skirt gathered around his feet, as he pounds into her again and again, thumping into the metal wall.

They think they’re being secret. They think this is their special spot. They don’t know that I—industrious love-crush-laden barely-legal teenage soul that I am—set up a secret camera to view them at my leisure whenever I wanted to cum as hard as I ever have.

And I do. Watching them. Watching particularly him
. The muscles in his ass. The turn of his calves. The line of his jaw as he pushes and presses again and again into his gorgeous, stacked, leggy wife’s body.

God.

He’s so fucking virile. So strong. If he hasn’t gotten her pregnant already, he will soon. I took care of that when I replaced all her birth control with placebos. I want him to know how virile he is. I want him to be able to see her flush with his virile glory, to show off her fertility for him.

I watch all through him finishing—zooming in on his gloriously handsome face as I finish myself, cumming while I watch him cum.

As I do, a thought rings through my brain, both true and terribly sad:

This is as romantic as life gets for me.

Buried under a blanket in my room that I share with another girl, watching the man I love fuck the woman he
 loves.

I cum quietly, quickly, even though my roommate Cameron isn’t here. I’ve trained myself. Lately, I've been cumming at least six times a night, at least ten times a day
—I’ve developed something of a short fuse sexually—and I’ve learned to be quiet so as not to be asked questions.

I don’t think I’m so
 quiet or quick with my laundry that she doesn’t think to ask about what must be the permanent musky-smell to my sheets and laundry, but at the same time, I think that by trying
 to be polite about it, I am forestalling Cameron from confronting me directly.

This is the understanding we share. I’m going to cum a lot and I’m going to try to make it not her business. She seems to respect that; minding boundaries is important to Cameron. Chemists seem to like knowing the limits of relationships.

I turn off the feed when Alan and Diana start their after-sex pitter-patter. They’re so stupidly perfect for each other; I hate it. The problem is that I can watch him fuck her and pretend he’s thinking of me—and yeah
, married or not, I do that shit a lot
.


But
 I can’t pretend he’s thinking of me when he’s chatting and flirting with her about how they need to do that again later. Or what they'll watch together after dinner. Or what their plans are for the weekend. On and on. 

They’ll sneak off like this at least once a day. Something about the frigid weather and sub-zero temperatures outside makes them seek each other out for constant, warm reunions of animalistic fucking. Their union has probably never been happier than right now, stuck in this place with each other and the rest of us.

Diana in particularly is just utterly moony about him. I kind of hate her for how hard that makes it to hate her. Like—god, I wish she were a bitch! I wish she were mean to me, or to him, or anyone! But instead she's like, the nicest
 person and her love for Alan is completely
 geniune and I watch her with the most intense jealousy you could imagine whenever she's eating dinner right next to him and sometimes missing her mouth with her fork because she's too busy making doe-eyes at him.

The bitch. The fucking bitch
. How dare she be completely in love with the man she married! What a fucking inconvenience for me.

Anyway. They're also fucking a lot for other reasons that don't have anything to do the freezing climate of the Antarctic.

By which I mean, also, uh, yes
, I have been spiking their beverages with aphrodisiacs specifically
 so I can watch them fuck, so that probably influences matters a bit.

I’ve learned what to watch and not to watch about them. They are, as I said, so stupidly perfect for each other. It hurts me inside how much he loves her, how much he’ll never love me, even though I know I’m so much hotter than his wife and I could treat him a thousand times better if I just had the chance.

A sneaky fuck once a day in a utility closet? That’s nothing. I could be sucking his cock morning, noon, and evening. I’d make a little trolley to stay in front of him as he moved around, cock down my throat and my knees on wheels as he powered through the facility with his own personal cocksucking assistant. That’s
 what he deserves, and god
 do I want to give it to him.

And—later today—I just might start that process.

I had to sneak in here to my cramped dormitory for the quick cum just to clear my head. It’s so stupidly hard to think when I’m just focused on how fucking hot
 he is all the time and how badly I want to be his eager, submissive, erotic slave.

God. Just saying that makes me want to cum again. What's going on with me?

I mean that honestly. I just want to drop to my knees and be a good little cocksucking pet for him. I feel like if he ever called me that—good girl—
I'd literally never have dry panties again. I'd never wear
 panties again, fuck.

So I mean that literally—I would happily sign legal documents assigning me as his slave. I’d wear a collar. If it has me near his cock and bringing him pleasure? I don’t give a fuck
. Gimme gimme gimme that slavery.

Hopefully he’ll know just how badly I need him—and just what a perfectly good fuckslavewife I would be for him—pretty soon.

I’m a real-life mad scientist. I specialize in all kinds of weird forbidden chemistry that even I don’t know the proper names of. And I’ve made a pill, you see, that should solve all my problems.
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IT’S EASIER TO THINK
 about everyone and their place in this place with us all gathered at the dinner table. Dinner tonight is pasta and salad, made up by Terri, the facility’s cook.

The cafeteria is large—made for a crew at least four times our modest size—and so even though we’re all sitting at one table, I’m sitting at the ass-end from everyone else. I’ve started to feel guilty about trying to ingratiate myself to any of them because of, you know. The surveillance, and the spiking of drinks, aaaaand you know that whole little thing where I'm going to alter them on a genetic level because I'm so stupidly horny for one particular man's cock.

At the table, I’m watching Dr. Smythe, because of course I am. I steal glances constantly over the lip of my phone. I know he’s not seeing me because he’s kind of oblivious like that, plus he’s so stupidly in love still with Diana. Hoping to change that soon.

Also I’m really watching Diana tonight, because—the hope is—I’m about to really fuck her life apart.

Let’s give you some context, all right?

There are seven of us here in this antarctic station. The name of it is Station Zero. There’s not a Station One or a Station Two or even a Station Twelve, so why
 we’re Station Zero, I couldn’t tell you. I guess it sounds cool? Our bosses—remote and living off in the middle of a big city with tall buildings and as many cabs as you could imagine—seem to care about that sort of thing.


Branding
.

They care about branding
 more than product, most of the time. That’s fine by me. So long as I stay on brand, they don’t ask too many questions about why their youngest, newest (Prettiest! Sexiest! Leggiest! Bustiest!
) recruit keeps asking for so many weird ingredients to test.

This is a pharmaceutical lab. They put us far away from civilization, far away from snooping eyes, and basically tell us to do whatever we want so long as the end result makes them money.

There’s an official reason they use whenever they have to talk to the government or shareowners at quarterly meetings—like, idk, the cold weather allows for the preservation of carefully cultivated chemicals blah blah blah we don’t know anything about anything, please make stuff for us to sell
.

That’s them. That’s how they sound.

I’ve probably already made them millions with my latest de-aging cream. They fast-tracked it through testing and it’s probably
 going to have some weird side-effects on 2% of the population, but for everyone else, hey, congratulations! I made you look six years younger. Go me.

So—there’s me, Rhonda. You know me already. Cum-crazy chemist genius with a penchant for the cock of another
 scientist here, Dr. Smythe. Back in the real world, I ran religiously, so I'm in pretty good shape still. There's a treadmill here I'm doing my best to break whenever I get time.

I'm extremely pretty—even by my own standards, which are stupidly high (because of how pretty I am)—with bright green eyes, dark brown hair, and a nice body with all the right curves and bone features and all of that. My clavicles get put on display in the right kind of dress. My tits fill out my sweaters. My legs go all the goddamn way down to the floor.

I used to not think so much about how attractive I am, but I really do, lately. It's fun. I look at myself in the mirror and think about my best angles and what part of my body to show off to Dr. Smythe.

I fell in love with him pretty much the second I arrived. It was a chemical thing. I could tell he felt it too—the widening of his pupils, the flush in his cheeks.

God, I want to run my cunt over those cheeks. Anyway. He’s too good of a guy to act on it, especially with his wife here, which is another
 reason I want to bang his brains out.

I just know
 he's a good guy. I knew it almost right away. I knew it from our first conversation, actually. I couldn't tell you anything we talked about—it's kind of a blur, now—but I came out of it utterly in love and utterly in trust
 with him. I trusty trust trust
 Dr. Smythe.

That's why I know he'll understand once I unveil my special pill. I just have to show him it works, first.

His official role is project manager. He’s sort of a jack-of-all-trades. He checks in on us and knows enough of everybody’s specialty to stay informed, offer smart suggestions for work, and to keep us on track for budgeting and scheduling.

He’s really good at it, and honestly, even though the pill I’m making is basically for him
, him being so fucking good
 at budgeting and asking questions and all that is basically the number one problem I have.

It makes it really
 hard to lie to him effectively (I mean, besides the obvious issues of lying to the love of your life [who doesn’t know that’s who he is yet]) because he knows what is supposed to be used where and how and with what
.

We have regular conversations in his office. I always walk in and the lights are low and I never quite remember what we say, but I always leave more in love with him and more in trusty trust trust
 with him.

There’s his wife, Diana. What to say? She’s brilliant, gorgeous, and affable. I’d love her to pieces and ask her to be my mentor if I could stand to be alone in the same room as her for longer than like, thirty seconds without breaking down crying from jealousy.

She’s stupidly hot, with gorgeous short auburn hair and the kind of cheekbones you could carve diamonds with. Ugh. Before I saw Dr. Smythe, I totally thought I was a lesbian for life, and Diana is pretty much the definition of my type
, except with ten years added (’cause I like to date ‘em my age, dangit).

She works on neurological stimulants and is currently running after some kind of cure for degenerative brain diseases, like Alzheimers. Ironically, I’ve used a lot of her research for my own special pill.

Why is that ironic?

Well.

You’ll see.

There’s Cameron. She was the F-N-G before I got here, and so she’s pretty nice to me because A.) she knows what it’s like to be the fucking new girl and B.) I’m the reason she is no longer
 the fucking new girl.

Her project revolves around weight loss and feelings of rejuvenation. Nothing has stuck yet, but a weight loss pill is pretty much the pharmaceutical holy grail—even more sought after than the cure for cancer. You can always gain more weight for a pill to slim off you—even if you've already done it once—but it’s kind of hard to gain more cancer unless you already have it or just take seven strolls a day through x-rays.

Cameron looks like your standard scientist lady. A little bit dumpy, way too much hair pinned up in a bun, glasses, labcoat, the full nine.

Finally there’s Leanna and Terri, who seem to have come with the place. Leanna runs the operations of the facility—electricity, gas, transport, heating, plumbing—while Terri is more of the custodian and cook.

Put simply, Leanna fixes, and Terri cleans and cooks. It’s a bit more complicated than that—we are in the middle of fucking
 Antarctica—but that’s pretty much the gist.

I thought they were gay for each other at first, and I thought it was pretty cute; but it turns out they’re just really good, old friends. I even asked them about it once and they both turned red and blushed and swore up and down they only had eyes for a man.

I guess their lucky guys are back on the mainland somewhere?

Leanna is blond and thick and made for manual labor, with heavy forearms and strong hands. Terri is of Eastern European descent, maybe even further east, like Turkish—but her skin is that kind of Mediterranean dark and her hair is a deep jet black; she keeps it cut in a short crew cut (again, I guess
 she’s not gay but what straight lady is running around with a crew cut?)

Okay. So there’s six of us, and we get along okay. There’s a crew dinner every night. Usually I am quiet and hum away on my phone (when the wifi is working, which is not always). Dr. Smythe leads the discussions; even I—who really hate being part of anything—begrudgingly have started to feel like part of a family in this place.

And I’m going to fuck it up so I can suck his cock, aaaaaaand, yup, kind of okay with that?

Because, just now, Diana—unknowingly—just swallowed the ground-up Bimbo Pill I put in her pasta, and that means everything is about to change.
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SO LET’S TALK ABOUT
 the pill. The Bimbo Pill. It’s my masterpiece, probably just the first of many. I’m stupid young to have made something this good.

I’ve combined it from a series of different substances that we’re working on here in the lab. I don’t think that these chemicals, in these proportions, have ever been put together before anywhere in the universe. I mean, who the fuck else would want to make a pill that transforms women into cock-hungry obedient bimbo slaves after just a few hours?

Spoilers, I guess. There’s what the pill does.

Look, we can watch this together, okay? I could
 explain in detail all the compounds and what they do individually, or
 we could just take a look at what’s going down with Diana.

First, a heated flush comes over her face about thirty seconds after finishing her pasta. I made the Pill sugary, so that it would be swallowed without too much trouble, and also might
 have laced it with a few dopamine-inducing chemicals just to make sure she swallowed it.

I’m kidding, of course. I definitely
 laced it with those dopamine-inducing chemicals.

The flush extends from the angles of her lovely cheekbones all the way down to her breasts, which are easy to see in her tight flannel shirt. She unbuttons one button, then another. Her cleavage put on display. It’s a really sexy fucking sight and I can feel myself getting wet.

Getting wet at her? Getting wet at the power I’m holding over her?

Probably both.

She leans in and whispers something in Alan’s ear; he kind of laughs and shakes his head, no way.

That’s why I made sure to spike their drinks earlier in the day with a potent aphrodisiac. I mean, yes
, I do that every day so I can watch them fuck and cum stupidly hard to watching the man of my dreams basically fucking at my whim. That’s hot.

Anyway. He’s so drained that the thought of cumming again so soon after their last intense fuck-session is probably as foreign to him as not making a Bimbo Pill to fuck around with someone else’s wife is to me.

So, as I hoped, Diana stands up and walks out of the cafeteria. Her walk is a bit wobbly—she’s supposed to feel a little drunk, like imagine three glasses of wine—but there’s also clearly an exaggerated strut already starting to form.

Good.

I excuse myself as well, pushing my tray of food in Terri’s direction, barely touched. She gives me her normal sneer—it kills her when I won’t let her feed me; it's the only way she really knows how to care for people—and wonder off toward my room. This is pretty normal behavior from me—I’ve trained them to think that I don’t like them, that I like leaving dinner early.

I kind of am the complete opposite—I really
 care about them, specifically one
 of them, but y’know, when the way you show your affection is by drugging your comrades, people don’t tend to understand so you have to take some special steps.

I rebound around the facility and circle back to where Diana’s path. This is a little dangerous now. I’m out in the open. I could just be watching from the safety of my quarters or any of the numerous hidey-holes I’ve made for myself in this place to conduct my business quietly. But this is too important, too good.

Plus, I mean, this pill is completely untested, and she could totally
 die or like, I don't even know. Melt, maybe? The pill will restructure her at a real molecular level. So I need to be there ready with the antidote if she does start to, y'know, turn green or catch on fire or whatever.

She’s been stripping as she struts through the facility, and has started singing “I Know What Boys Like” to herself. I pick up her clothes, covering her trail.

I pick up her pants, her jacket, her flannel shirt, her shoes—everything but her bra and panties. By the time that we’ve made it to the empty dormitory hall, she’s prancing.

“I know
 what boys like!” she giggles and spins. “I know what guys want! I know what boys like! I’ve got
 what boys like!”

Her singing voice is...not great. I made a bimbo
 pill, not a songstress
 pill.

This dormitory hall—Hall C—is completely unused by us. Part of the hopes of widening this facility out for larger use. As such, its heat is turned down to the minimum, and with my tiny frame, it feels oppressively cold. My nipples stand erect, practically cutting through my tight turtleneck. In most of the facility, the heat is amazing—Leanna really does a good job making it all work—but here, I can feel
 Antarctica trying to push its way in, and Antarctica is fucking winning
.

Which is why, when Diana is giggling and spinning and moaning, rubbing herself, sweating
, I start to get a little worried.

Maybe I overdid it with the thermogenics.

She finally pauses in the doorway of a dorm, rubbing herself against the corner. Rubbing her slick cunt there.

“I know
 what boys like,” she groans. “I’ve got
 what boys like...”

There’s no more singing. It’s pure id, fucking herself with the corner like a dog with an itch. I can see the hot trail starting to develop on the wall. It’s so cold that it begins to shine right away as frost pushes in.

I watch, kind of amazed, as Diana’s body begins to change before my eyes.

She was short, with B-cup breasts, short chopped hair, and a pale body.

Second by second, the Pill changes all that. It starts from the bottom up and top down. Her calves grow lengthier, more toned, while her hair fills out and pushes down to her shoulders in shining, delicate locks and waves of deep red. The locks grow longer, pushing past a back that quickly develops an intricately sexy musculature to support the rapidly growing bust she’s started to sport.

Her tits bounce forward, docked around the same corner that she’s rubbing herself against. What were modest-and-beautiful B cups become twice as large, doubling to D cups and beyond, but retaining the same amount of virile bounce as before. In fact, they look perkier
, her nipples at full-attention inside the unsuitable confines of her bra, like beautiful little raspberries of delight.

Her ass tones quickly, like she’s lived entire years of her life on a squat rack. You could break a carbon rod in half with the cheeks of that ass.

All in all—she’s younger, fitter, and definitely sexier. A rapturous scent flows off her body, filling the hallway quickly with its lack of airflow.

I can't help but feel a sense of triumph—I fucking did it
! I made her into a bimbo! Me!

She was something else, now she's this
, and it's all because of my handiwork.

I mean, yes, I guess some kind of sane
 person would be disgusted by that. But I'm totally fucking insane crazy pants for Dr. Smythe's big, fat, please-fuck-my-throat-like-it's-a-cunt Cock
, so all you sane people can go fuck yourselves. 

I don’t notice it right away, but I’m walking closer to Diana. Ignoring stealth. Just standing right out in the middle of the hall like someone who completely just transformed her test subject and is too turned on by the results to do anything but whimper and twitch and drip.

Oh. I might have forgotten to mention that thing about me
 dripping. Yes. Definitely happening, that. Stupidly fucking turned on by seeing this happen. Putting aside the weird eroticism I experience from feeling a plan come together, I'm definitely turned on as fuck from the straight power trip of seeing this beautiful being come to life.

It doesn't hurt that—again—I'm totally fucking into girls and Diana has just transformed from my type
 to my fantasy
.

She finally notices me. Her eyes have turned—and look, I’m not kidding here—her eyes have turned bright pink.

I think I see the real brown color in there somewhere, but it’s all behind a filter of pink—the whites, the pupils, the retina. If you had just teleported in to this situation, you might be completely fucking turned on by the supermodel-worthy goddess with the huge knockers getting herself off by sliding her cunt up and down the hard corner—but then you’d notice her eyes.

Vapid. Empty. Delighted. And completely, totally, unstoppably pink.

“Ungh.”

It takes me a second before I realize that’s me.

She's just so stupidly gorgeous. I want to trace the line of her abs with my tongue. But I mean, only like four or five hundred times. That's it, I swear.

I think now that part of what was intensifying my jealousy of her while she fucked the man of my dreams was how badly I’d like to fuck her too.

“Hi Rhonda,” she purrs. Even her voice has changed to become somehow both more girlish and more sultry at the same time. “Do you like what you see?”

Dumbfounded, I nod. She bites a lip and opens the dormitory door she’s been corner-fucking herself next to. Then she does an elaborate stretch—showing me all the beautiful lines of her body—and stretches her fingers out to beckon me to follow. She’s somehow still got her panties and bra on. Both only serve to make this sight more erotic.

Her panties are absolutely soaked—a modest pair of white boyshorts that have now become nearly sheer with the amount of sweat and pussy-lust seeping into them. And her bra, stretched and contorted and desperately trying and failing, ready to give out and dissolve in a moment’s notice, is only highlighting the unnatural proportions that she’s made for herself.

I follow her in, of course. How could I not?

I try to tell myself I’m still just trying to cover up my tracks. That this is an experiment and I need to see it through.

But mostly what I’m thinking is how fucking good her pussy smells and how right
 it would feel to have my tongue run over it.

Inside, she’s displayed on the bed. Already the sheets are soaked with her sweat, her pussy juice. I think she’s even dripping milk from her tits, holy shit. It’s white and creamy and slipping from her nipples in long slow arcs down the massive mammaries she’s sporting.

Her legs open wide, her finger slipping in and out of her beautifully tight pussy. She licks her lips and slowly drifts her eyes from her own insertion to me, where I'm doing my honest best not to finger myself to her
 fingering her
self.

“Come and get it.”

I so fucking want to. I drop to my knees and start to crawl toward her. I’ve made her what she is and still I feel submissive to it. I don’t care. God, I want this.

I wanna lick her pussy.

I’m remembering now that when I first got here, I saw her before I saw Dr. Smythe, and I really
 wanted this exact kind of situation to play out. Maybe the bimbofication stuff aside—I wanted to be caught alone with her, to have my chance to lick her beautiful pussy and make her cum.

She’s so fucking turned on. The heat pouring off of her is making me
 sweat, now. Writhing and pushing her hips up to meet me as I approach. A short fuse. It’ll take almost nothing to make her cum. Barely a lick of my tongue. It’ll happen within seconds.

“Diana?”

It’s Dr. Smythe.

“Diana, are you here?”
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I’VE ALWAYS BEEN FLEXIBLE
, and I’ve always been small, and so it’s no surprise to me that I can fit in the downright miniature
 closet of this dorm, but it is not
 comfortable.

These things—these closets—are so tiny that Cameron and I actually split our clothes and other materials between it and another entire dormroom just to have space for ourselves.

Alan finds her, because of course he does. All he has to do is follow his nose.

“Diana?” he stammers. “Is that...is that you?”

“Fuck me, Sir...”

She’s writhing more now. In pure heat. It looks almost painful for her, the amount of sex she’s not having. I can empathize. All I want to do is cum. I’m right on the edge. But this tiny closet is, well, tiny
, and even with my years of practicing quiet cumming, I’m still going to shake and moan and he’s going to hear me
, and I can’t very well explain any of this.

“Oh fuck.”

He stiffens up, in his back and probably elsewhere too. That aphrodisiac I’ve laced his food with sticks around in the system for a long time, and I’m pretty
 sure that it’s going to react with whatever Diana is emitting.

“Yes,
” she moans. “Fuck
 me, Sir...”

He tugs at his tie and drops it to the floor. “It’s too...it’s too cold in here. You’re going to get sick, dear. We’ve got to get you...get you...”

He had leaned over her to pick her up. Take her someplace warm. He sees all the sweat on her body, though. Feels the obvious heat pouring off her. His hands come down over her skin, her arms. He’s muttering.

“Smooth. So fucking smooth. Holy shit.”

Diana goes right to work, tugging at his pants, pulling and pushing and ripping. She’s strong. She rips them right off and reveals his cock. In the coldness of this room—which I can barely feel anymore, it’s so fucking hot
 because of her—he should be softening immediately. Instead, of course, he’s getting harder
. I’m seeing his cock in person.

I’m seeing His Cock
 in person.

I bite down hard on my sleeve to keep from moaning.

Holy fuck. It’s so gorgeous. The length of it. The girth. He’s so big and wonderful. I shudder and moan, but thankfully Diana does at the same time, covering my sounds.

He pushes on top of her and immediately they start to fuck.

Like, immediately
. I've seen them fuck before. A lot. There's always a fumbling, awkward, kind of intimate and lovely moment where he finds her slit, adjusts his angle, and slowly pushes inside her while she moistens and warms and lets him in deeper, inch by inch.

That's not what happens here.

His cock slides forward across her tones, tight, tiny thighs, propelled by the slickness of her juices. Like a runway for his manhood. He pushes forward and enters her wholesale, all
 his big, fat cock immediately
 shoving deep into her cunt.

Balls deep in three seconds flat.

“D-Daddy!” Diana screams, obviously cumming.

Oh fuck
, though.

That's a thing of mine. That's new
. Why is she calling him Daddy? I've never heard her call him that before. It definitely makes my pussy pulse.

“M-Master
!” she cries, cumming again as he begins to thrust.

Yes. Her initial cum was just from his initial thrust. Alan looks as amazed as I am.

Her calling him Master
 is a step too far for me to hold my composure. My fingers are pushing down deep into my pants, fondling my clit as I watch Alan continue to thrust in and out of Diana's beautiful bimbofied body.

She's grabbing him tight, legs entirely wrapped around his waist. Crushing her big, milking tits against his body. Between the thrusting and her coverage in slick juices, soon he's as soaked as she is.

He falls completely down onto the bed, trapping her. Using his entire manly body weight against her. Diana still pushes upward in time with his thrusts, using her advanced hip musculature, crying out his name—and a lot of other titles too.

“Fuck me, Daddy! Oh, Daddy
. Oh Master!
 Fuck me harder! Make me pregnant! Knock me up, knock me up, knockmeupknockmeupknockmeup
!”

The obsessive chanting might have been disturbing if it wasn't so fucking sexy, and if it wasn't coming from such a gorgeous babe. Diana is like a wild creature underneath him. Thrashing. Growling. Grabbing and grunting between her chants.

He obviously can't take much of this—it's too much. She's too much! This is insane. She's a sex-obsessed baby-craving bimbo and he's just one man. I know all the signs when he's going to cum; I've seen it a thousand times. He bites her shoulder, buries his head under her chin, and starts to thrust spasmatically into her cunt.

They cum together, of course—because Diana has been cumming this whole time, and feeling her man cum definitely
 makes her cum again. 

I watch them cum and I can't hold back. I'm not even touching
 myself. Not even sliding my gorgeously nimble teenage fingers up into my barely-legal cunt. And all the same, I'm cumming, thrashing, pushing, gasping in the tight little closet. Making noise.

Luckily, they make more. Specifically, Diana makes much
 more.

“My King!” she moans as I cum. “My King! My Master! Oh Master! Master! Oh, fuck, fuck,
 Master, Master!
”

Slowly, they start to power down. Alan collapses against her busty body. He absent-mindedly chuckles, licking and stroking her hefty tits.

And I'm still in the closet.

That was it, I realize. That was my chance to escape.

Then—Diana saves me. She pulls Alan on top of her again, sliding her wet thighs against his stiffening cock. 

“Please, Daddy, more?”

His cock continues to stiffen. God, it's so beautiful.

I want to stay, watch again, cum with them again...but I won’t waste a second chance.
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WHEN THEY'RE DISTRACTED
 enough, I rush back into my room and immediately open up my computer to check the video logs. I want to know what everyone else is thinking and doing. I’ve got to take charge of this situation.

God, who even knows what fucked up way this is all going to mess with Alan
? Or might have messed with me
?

Cameron is in her bed. It sounds like she’s having a nightmare or something. I kind of know the feeling.

On the tape, it all seems normal. Alan goes running after Diana shortly after I do.

Watching him, my pussy throbs and gushes. I’m still so fucking turned on from watching him fuck in person—watching him fuck the transformed Diana
 in person.

It was beyond my wildest dreams. All my plans are taking shape. I've thought this through to completion.

Soon, he’ll get tired of her—being so fucking vapid and one-note and just bimbo-ish in general, and he’ll come running to me for comfort. For someone who worships him properly. For someone who understands
.

On the video, I see him and the other girls joining in some conversation at his lead—question and answer session. The girls seem a bit out of it, but then, I was too—Diana acting so weird must have really spooked them.

Behind me, Cameron’s nightmare sounds like it’s intensifying. She’s groaning quite a bit.

So he leaves and then Terri, Leanna, and Cameron start to clean up. Cameron drops Diana’s plate. She does that thing you sometimes do where she noticed a bit of sauce on her hand, licks it innocuously and then realizes that she’s just licked up some bit of food that’s not hers.

Cameron’s moans pick up again. I’m still so desperately horny from the encounter with Alan and Diana that they actually sound a bit sexual to me.

On the video, I see her pick up Diana’s plate again—but now she’s dropped all the other dishes to the floor. Terri is yelling at her, but Cameron just licks Diana’s plate clean. Like, actually licking. Holding it up to her face and rubbing her tongue across it licking
.

You've probably put it together already. It takes me a minute more of watching, re-watching, and listening to Cameron's moans in the same room as me for it all to come together.

Of course. She's licking Diana’s plate—the plate that I sprinkled my crushed Bimbo Pill all over.

“Oh fuck.”

“Ungh. Rhonda? Izzat you?”

Cameron sits up in the bed. She’s beautifully naked. The room is cold; she is clearly not. She’s dripping with sweat.

The blanket falls all the way to the floor.

She’s dripping, full stop. The only cunt I've ever seen wetter was the one I just barely got away from licking—to my chagrin—and which is currently being drilled stupid by Dr. Smythe.

“Cameron...” I gulp.

I feel like I’ve only just dodged a bullet with Diana. Like—that could have gone really bad. What if I had been able to give in and lick her pussy like I so disastrously wanted to do? We’d be entangled then, when the only person I really
 crave to be entangled with is Dr. Smythe.

That’s the plan. God. Have I made it this far and not discussed the plan in full naked detail, the way Cameron is naked right now?

I turn Diana into a bimbo. Dr. Smythe fucks her, sure he does—who wouldn’t fuck a bimbo begging you to have sex with her? But then eventually he gets bored of her—she’s brainless now, after all—and is desperate for a new little piece of tail to occupy his time.


Obviously
, I am that piece of tail, and obviously
 I’m not brainless, so I convince him that I’m the supersmart genius ultra-babe he’s always
 wanted and once we’re far away from Antarctica and honeymooning someplace nice and warm, I casually mention that I made it all happen this way and he thanks me for how beautiful his life has become.

And, fuck it, idk—we keep Diana on as a housemaid or something so he gets to fuck her as often as he likes.

Everybody wins.

Except, you know, Diana. But, whatever, man, she gets to be brainless! My brain has caused me plenty of problems.

One of them is naked right in front of me, right now.

In the dark shadows of the computer-monitor-illuminated room, Cameron spreads her legs. She covers her tits and belly with the covers, but just barely.

“Rhonda, will you...will...are you into girls at all?”

Fuck. I really, really
 am. I’m looking at her ridiculously tight body—tighter now because of the effects of the remnants of the Bimbo Pill she was able to consume—and not thinking of too much else besides just how into
 girls I am.

She didn’t get the full dose. So, her body hasn’t become cartoonishly perfect like Diana’s now is. Her hair is definitely thicker, and I can tell even in the dimly lit area of our room that it is shinier and a tad longer. I’ve seen her naked—we’re roommates—and she’s never been in bad shape, but now she’s in better
 shape.

She looks basically like she’s been training for some kind of event—a marathon, an MMA fight, something like that. The sweat isn’t helping.

She slides over on my bed. Right away I close the computer—which I have to do, because there is surveillance of her on it
, but that’s also a problem because it makes me look really interested in what she’s saying.

Which I am.

Her hand falls onto my thigh.

“I never really thought I was that into girls,” she says. “But I think I am. I’ve been in this room for like, an hour or two and I just keep...I keep touching myself, Rhonda.”

Her face is really close to mine. Gosh, she’s fucking pretty.

“And then you
 came in, and I knew
 it was you...and I had to cum I was so turned on. I knew I was turned on about you
, Rhonda. Only now I came and I...I...”

She takes my hand and slides it up her thigh. God. It’s so fucking warm and wet.

“...Rhonda? I really need to cum again. But I—I really—I want...”

“You want me to lick your pussy?”

She nods urgently and kisses me with a feverish passion that takes me by surprise. Her tongue is soft and wet and pushes past my lips, past all my protests. I feel myself melting into her. I'm probably tasting saliva-slick aphrodisiac. I kind of don't care.

My hands rub over the gorgeous growing nubs of her breasts, now much more than a handful. She's so soft. So tight
.

Fuck. I'm in trouble.

Her hands land on my shoulders and she begins to push me down to her cunt.

Her naked, wet, pulsing cunt.

It's been a while, but my tongue knows what to do. I lean in, going to work with soft little insistent licks on the pronounced nub of her clitoris.

I'm so fucking turned on that my licks don't last very long before turning into full-blown kisses, like I'm french-kissing her pretty little cunt.

It has the desired effect. Her thighs wrap tight around my head and block out my hearing, block out the world. I can think of nothing but her beautiful, tight, young pussy under my tongue.

She starts to make the rapid little hip pulses that I know mean she's going to cum soon. What a short fuse! Almost as short as Diana's.

I lick her pussy with more urgency and need than I’ve ever licked anyone’s and I'm disappointed a bit that it's nearly over, but I keep licking. Squeezing her ass tight with my hands. Trying to pull her tighter into my own body.

“Oh,” she moans low and soft. “Oh, god. Oh Rhonda. Oh god. Oh god. Oh god. Oh—”

She cums, bucking, hard, babbling still. Babbling about how she's never been with a girl, how she's barely even cum
 ever, about how she thinks she might be in love
 with me. It's all very touching and I'm turned on as fuck by it even though I know she's only feeling it because I made her.

Maybe not even though
. Maybe because
.

Anyway.

I try to pull away, then, really turned on myself but still somehow trying to make a plan for how to fix all of this. But Cameron pushes me back down on the bed and repositions herself. She tears my pants off, slowly, with her pussy on top of my face.

“Gotta...” she mumbles, gyrating her svelte hips over my shoulders. “Gotta lick
 it. Gotta cum
.”

I decide, as Cameron sinks her mouth down into my pussy, that whatever I want to do about this can wait until tomorrow.

[image: ]



THE NEXT MORNING, THIS
 all feels like a dream. Like a weird cum-fueled-hazy fantasy that I have trouble wrapping my brain around.

Like, really? Honestly? I wanted to fucking transform
 Diana—who has been nothing but nice
 to me—into a complete bimbo just for the affection of one guy?

I mean, yes
, Dr. Smythe is super handsome and I’m basically in love with him, but do I really
 care if he’s still fucking Diana so long as he fucks me too? Why did I have to fuck with her life?

I guess it’s the marriage thing. He’s too pure of a guy to fuck more than one woman at once. I have to make sure he understands he deserves more than that, and he won’t understand that until I’m at his side, whispering all the the things he deserves...like he deserves.

It’s a Saturday, which means we have the day off. Usually, in this facility, days off are pretty much extra days to work. Leanna and Terri certainly don’t really
 get the day off—there’s always some kind of maintenance that needs doing. They just aren’t as bound by a schedule as normal.

And usually the rest of us, while we can
 spend the whole day in the rec room shooting pool or playing the three videogames we’ve got, or watching whatever stockpile of blu-rays and DVDs the facility has, normally we’re so bored that we just go back to work anyway. That’s why we’re here
—the work excites us.

Anyway. Breakfast is first. And what I see there when I arrive fairly well blows me away.

Leanna and Terri sit across from each other, politely eating breakfast. And I say “politely” because they are adamantly looking down at their food, purposefully making themselves small, not looking in the direction of the head of the table.

That’s where Alan is sitting. He’s half-naked, wearing boxer shorts and a robe. His cock—raging and hard—is out in the open, and Diana is stroking it gorgeously.

She does everything
 gorgeously now, actually. She’s dressed in lingerie—and where the fuck
 did she get lingerie in Antarctica?—and heels—and where the fuck
 did she get heels in Antarctica?—and wrapped around Alan’s body.

The top of her head is nuzzled up under her chin, which he accepts with the kind of graciousness you might give to a particularly insistent kitten. One arm is wrapped around her, and she’s docked her tits against his chest, legs wrapped around his. She’s moaning and cooing like a porn star on video. Nodding, encouraging, whispering and needing.

She’s everything I want to be and more.

She’s tall, tight, thin, and gorgeous—and more importantly than all that—she’s his
.

I feel my heart breaking. I look in Alan’s eyes and I don’t see a man who is tired of a bimbo. It might be a bit much to think it would happen already—but I don’t see a man who will
 be tired of a bimbo, either. It’s like, somehow, inadvertently, I’ve given him the woman of his dreams. He looks utterly content.

And the weird part—the crazy part—the part that makes me scream, like actually scream
, I mean with volume I go the full “AHHHHHH!” out fucking loud
, that kind of rage-filled scream
—is this:

Cameron is sucking him off.

So—what I saw at first, which was Diana stroking him? Yeah—that was actually not
 that. That was Diana’s hand on Cameron’s gorgeous head, guiding her up and down on the cock of the man of my dreams.

A place of honor which, had I been offered, I probably would have accepted with delight.

Instead it’s Cameron.

No one really seems to pay attention to my scream. Alan looks at me, a bit puzzled.

“Hey there, Rhonda. What’s up? Want some breakfast?”

Like nothing’s wrong. Like nothing is crazy
.

Diana, at his side, strokes Cameron up and down his cock faster and harder than ever. Fucking her willing face against his hard cock. I can see Cameron’s pussy—somehow, she’s still fucking naked except for a brilliantly sexy pair of high heels (and again
, where the fuck
 are they getting high heels from in mother-fuck-ing Antarctica
?).

He cums hard, shooting down her face. I can tell even from my distance that Cameron cums too—her orgasms linked up with the orgasms of others around her. And Diana of course
 cums—has been cumming this whole time
. Even Leanna and Terri are sweating, holding hands, breathing hard, probably close to orgasm just from the gloriously hot scent
 of it all.

I’m so fucking jealous I could explode.

This is so unfair. This is so wrong.

I have to fix this.

I have to turn them all
 back.
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YOUR OPINION INFLUENCES
 other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter
!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

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


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


What's next?
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WHAT OTHER THOROUGHLY
 hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:


Bimbo Processing Unit – Hot Household


John discovers a VR helmet that provides him an escape from his dull, loveless marriage. But when the helmet makes the women in his life kneel before him, the fantasy becomes an amazing reality!


Harem Maker – The Professor


Ethan is polishing off his plan to finish his harem (who regularly “polish” him off as well), but the gorgeous sorceress Izabel stands in the way...


Hypno Headphones – The New Student


Chanel and Mr. Astor take on their latest acquisition—and possibly their favorite—in the newest dancer at the school, but she's got a stubborn resistance to their regular forms of control...


Harem Maker – The Gym Bunny


Ethan widens his grip on his power and his harem, and makes the local gym his base of operations. He recruits dozens of new girls and one new mega-babe...and meanwhile, the wickedly gorgeous immortal continues her plot against him.
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The Headmistress


The evil Mr. Astor and wicked-but-gorgeous Chanel deepen their control over the all-girls dance school when they take control of the sensationally sexy headmistress.
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HAREM MAKER – THE DREAM
 Girl


Ethan has a one-off date with the girl of his dreams that ends with her declaring him her Master forever. Before his head can stop spinning, she's already gathering new slaves for him to breed with his transforming, super-hunk body? What the heck is happening, and more importantly...who will be the next addition to his harem?

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:


Forbidden Cravings – A Bundle


TWENTY stories sampling treats and tricks from all over the Nadia Nightside catalogue!


Bimbo Office – The Bundle


The FULL story of the gorgeously mindfucked Delilah and her mission to become her Master's Number One Bimbo Office Pet!


Fertile Cravings – A Bundle


TWENTY gloriously sexy tales of hot beauties who need to breed and the alpha males who are all too happy to make their day!


Harem Desires – A Bundle


Ever dreamed about harems of beautiful women serving one lucky guy? These TWENTY stories are just for you.


Haughty Queen Fantasies


TWENTY stories of brilliantly snobby, sexy women brought to their knees to serve the ONLY man who can own their pristinely perfect bodies.


Kinky Fantasies – A Bundle


TWENTY sexy stories of every kink you could think of, and probably a few more. A great place to get started if you're just starting to read Nadia Nightside tales!
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FIRST TIME FANTASIES


TWENTY delectably devilish tales of achingly hot virgins finding true love (and LOTS of cums) in their first coupling with hyper-hung studs and lucky nerds.


Alpha Male Fantasies


Men belong on top—in charge and dominant. In these twenty stories, they definitely are, and don't care if a girl says “no.”


Naughty Fantasies


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


Hope to hear from you soon!


Did you love Bimbo Pill - Hot Crush
? Then you should read Bimbo Processing Unit - Hot Household
 by Nadia Nightside!

[image: Bimbo Processing Unit - Hot Household]


Down-on-his-luck salesman John just can't catch a break. He married a wife who only wants him for money--which he hasn't been making--and he's losing the respect of his household, including the gorgeous young Blair. Then he finds a strange helmet that gives him the home of his dreams--the women are beautiful versions of the ones he already knows, desperate to dress up for him, please him, and make him as hard as possible. But it doesn't stop there. The personalities of these artificial women can be implanted in the real world, in the real
 women...and his fantasy can come to life if he just slips the helmet on their heads...

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

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

http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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