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The Bimbo Pill Bundle

SUBSCRIBE TO THE NADIA Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales!
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RECENT RELEASES

Demon’s Offer – Corrupting the MILF

When this sex demon tires of corrupting good girls, he goes after the worst one he can find—and gets more than he bargains for!

Bimbo Processing Unit – The Bundle

A special helmet turns men into studs and women into gorgeous, seductive vixens with a need to breed, centering around a man past his prime “getting to know” the women who have known him their whole lives!

Craving Lucky Nerds

20 HOT stories of lucky nerds who get the harems of gorgeous women they’ve always wanted!

Bimbo Wife – Learning Her Place

Elena wakes up as a completely subservient bimbo wife to her Husband...but she doesn’t know how she got there or even who he is! All she knows is she’s gorgeous, and he deserves so much more...
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CRAVING BAD BOYS

This jam-packed bundle features TWENTY stories of incredibly-hung bad boys taking who they want with no apologies!
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BIMBO PROCESSING UNIT – Secret Desires

Learn the secret origins of the B.P.U.’s bimbofying powers and discover the alpha male cravings of the secret agent Snow as she arranges her fantasies to become a reality!
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DIRTY OFFICE CRAVINGS – A Bundle

An amazing collection of TWENTY gloriously hot tales meant to eroticize the office and workspace, so that you’ll never see work the same way again!
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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.




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 herself.

“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.

* * * * * 
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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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Bimbo Pill – New Wife
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DR. SMYTHE, LOVE OF my life, apple of my eye, everything I’ve ever wanted in a man, is sitting at the breakfast table throatfucking my roommate while his wife cheers him on. 

I’m pretty pissed off about this. 

I mean, okay, yes, I’m also deeply turned on by it. Obviously. He’s super fucking hot, and I bimbofied his wife Diana to make sure she was super fucking hot, and I accidentally mini-bimbofied my roommate Cameron so that she’s even stinkin’ hotter than she was before, and so yes, in a way, this is all my fault. 

Still angry about it!

Mini-bimbofied? Would that be the word? 

Marginally-bimbofied? Semi-bimbofied?

Semi-fied?

Anyway. 

So. We’ve gathered for our normal breakfast at the facility. It’s freezing outside, because it’s always freezing outside. The air is thankfully super warm in here and would be even if the molten oven of Diana’s cunt wasn’t pouring out heat. I’m sitting down at the other end of the table, watching helplessly as this goes on and trying to clandestinely finger myself as I watch. 

My pussy is dripping wetness into a puddle in my seat. I’m for sure going to leave a big wet kiss whenever I move. There was no waiting period, no resistance to my fingers sliding right up inside of my beautiful young virgin pussy. They just slid right in and made my clit that much more lubricated as I worked both parts—my entrance and my hot little button. 

It’s so stupidly hot. Cameron’s mouth is like, perfect—it’s an honestly perfect mouth. Lusciously shaped, lips like rose petals, and the way his Cock is making her throat bulge is just insane. I can see her flesh wrapping around his Cock in real time. 

Oh, god, okay. I’ve started capitalizing Cock. Good. Good. I’m sure that’s perfectly normal. 

Anyway! Diana has her hand on Cameron’s head, pushing her up and down. Guiding her like a favorite daughter. Her eyes sharp, calculating, watching and urging and bright and earnest. She’s built like a goddess—tall, busty, leggy, with an angelic face and a waterfall of gorgeously shiny hair. And she’s built that way because she took the Bimbo Pill I gave her—but she’s not acting like the bimbo I want her to be. 

Despite how gorgeous she looks, what she doesn’t look like is dumb. In fact, she looks rather focused. That’s a problem. I wanted to bimbofy her, not turn her into some super lusty seductive goddess. Which she is now, of course. 

Leanna and Terri are both sitting at the table, also a bit awestruck at the display that’s being put on. Honestly? They’re the ones who confuse me the most. 

Like—I know why I can’t turn away. I really need to watch this. I really need to see the love of my life throatfuck a gorgeous young scientist and completely bang her pretty little brains away. That’s truly hot and amazing to me. 

I know why Cameron is preoccupied. Her brain is on fucking fire with the thrill of devoting itself to a cock, a real Cock, which is what every strand of DNA inside of her has been urged to do thanks to the small portions of the Bimbo Pill she’s had. 

And that goes like, a thousand percent for Diana, who got the full dose of the Bimbo Pill. Far past being urged, her DNA has been fucking remade from the ground up to exclusively please men. 

To please, very specifically, Dr. Smythe.

Ungh. I’m jealous. 

And it’s weird, okay, yes, it’s weird that this would happen in the breakfast hall at all. What was Dr. Smythe thinking? What’s he thinking now? He’s just showing the three of us who aren’t transformed (or transforming) that he’s got fucktoys at his command. 

But again—it can kind of be excused because he’s had his brains fucked out of his brains (scientist, not a wordsmith) for probably close to eight hours now. I can understand fuzzy thinking on his part and coming into a more public venue with his barely-clothed bimbofied wife. 

But Leanna and Terri are just...watching. They look a little scared. They also look turned on. They’re holding hands and watching. 

They look mesmerized. 

Is it the scent of it all? Is it getting to them? If it’s getting to them, is it getting to me?

And of course, Alan is loving it, but he looks tired. A bit worn down. He did, after all, already cum all over Cameron just moments ago. It’s just that both she and Diana wanted more. At this point, her sucking him and Diana guiding Cameron are more like training exercises than actual implements for his orgasm. 

I bet Diana has positively drained him. She’s been alone with him all night since he found her in her bimbofied state last night. How many times must they have fucked? And Dr. Smythe is a man, a real man, but even real men have limits. 

I can see on his face he wants to cum again. He wants to badly. And it’s clinically proven that a man with more potential mates has a shorter refractory period between orgasms. Even so—he’s trying to keep up with biologically-altered women with his normal—if hefty and delicious and gorgeous—Cock. 

Maybe I should help out? 

Like, yes, okay, I have to undo this. This has all gone poorly. Alan is loving this instead of getting bored of it. And that’s a problem, because if he loves it, then it’s going to fucking kill him before too long. He’s got one cum-hungry goddess and one cum-needy nymph following him around already. What happens if they fuck him so much he dies from exhaustion? That’s a real thing. It can happen. He’s only about forty, but the human heart is only designed to take so much. 

And I’m already thinking about it—imagining what I can do. The Bimbo Pill I made—now that it’s complete—could easily be transferred over to men with a few substitutions. A little testosterone there, a little less estrogen here, and viola—a baby-making hyper-stud. 
That would give me time to figure out a final reversal process for the Bimbo Pill. That is significantly harder than transforming Alan into an Ultra Stud the same way that Diana is an Ultra Bimbo. 
And yeah, that’ll probably make them even more the fuck in love with each other...but dammit, his life is at stake and I lovelovelove him so fucking much!

Do I even have a choice?

* * * * *
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I DECIDED I DID NOT have a choice. 

It’s been about forty hours since the breakfast incident. I don’t think that I’ve slept. It’s hard to tell. We’re inside all the time and I’ve locked myself in my lab. I’m surrounded by test tubes and computer equipment and microscopes, all of  that. Cameron and Diana have both come by, asking for me. Saying that Dr. Smythe is asking for me. 
Saying that—correction—their Master is asking for me.
So, it’s getting pretty real. 

I’m worried about Leanna and Terri. I should have warned them to lock themselves up. I’m wondering if this is all somehow spreading and becoming more powerful on its own somehow. There are some properties of the drug that would make it feasible for the lactation of either Diana or Cameron to have latent bimbofying properties. So, it is possible, I’ve discovered, that their milk might make others suffer—or enjoy, I guess—the same effects they’re under. 

This kind of thing is why normally you go a long while with medicines and supplements in clinical trials before you do human testing. 

But live and learn! Mad science—which is what I’ve realized kind of definitely what I’m doing—survives on a steadily escalating diet of risk and examination of consequences.

But, after forty hours of nonstop work and probably sleeping on my hands at several points while I waited for the computer to process this or that algorithm, I think that I’ve found a solution for Dr. Smythe.

It is—as I mentioned—not a reversal of the effects on Diana and Cameron. That’s in process, but I haven’t finalized it and there’s no way it’s safe and complete yet. 

But this new pill will at least make him more able to “deal” with their affection in the meantime—he’ll be stronger, harder, sturdier, etc. 

The pill is a deep violet color. I’m looking at it, kind of wet—I’m always kind of wet and horny these days, always thinking of Dr. Smythe—and trying to imagine how I’m going to give it to him. It’s sitting on a white disk underneath a magnifying glass, under a lamp. There was enough just for one. That works out anyway—the rest of everyone else here are girls, and I don’t know what this pill would do to a lady in the first place with the massive dosage of testosterone-fueling chemicals that are inside it. 

I’m trying to formulate my plan when there’s a knock at my door. 

Standing, I realize for the first time in a long time just how tired I am. The blood rushing to my head nearly makes me faint; my legs feel weak, my body feels like it belongs to someone else. 

Dr. Smythe is at the door. Diana and Cameron are at his side. He looks like he’s lost ten pounds and all of it in his face. His cheekbones are gaunt. 

“Hi Rhonda,” he says. “Let me in, okay?”

I have absolutely no intention of doing so, tell him so, and then immediately I open the door. 

Huh.

Why couldn’t I just refuse him? It would have been better for the plan if I had. 

He walks in with Diana and Cameron sliding up against him, pawing at him, cooing and whispering in his ears. The forty hours between the last time I’ve seen them and now have only made both of them more gorgeous. Cameron had looked like a 10/10 after ingesting just a small amount of the Bimbo Pill—now she’s floating steadily toward a 23/10 and that’s just from the quality of her skin alone, which glows ethereally. 

It’s hard to quantify the beauty Diana now possesses. It’s better to understand her more in terms of what she does—like a walking sexual microwave, vibrating the atoms of anyone in her proximity to be completely the fuck excited at her presence. My fatigue seems to drop away at her scent. I feel my eyes and my consciousness tracing the lines of her collarbones, her neck and cheekbones. Other parts of my life seem far less important. I want to fall inside her cleavage and lick for about thirty billion hours.

“Rhonda,” says Dr. Smythe.

I snap to attention. It’s important to pay attention to him. “Yes, Sir?”

Diana and Cameron have both fallen to their knees in front of him. Again, I wonder where they got some fashionable heels. They’re tall and feature sexy straps all the way up to their ankles. Is there a store in this facility I don’t know about? Maybe some kind of delivery service to the ass-end of Antarctica?

“Rhonda...what the hell have you done?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Whatever hold he’s got on me—on my dripping wet pussy—doesn’t hold me all the way, apparently.

“Yes, you do. You’ve done something to me. To Diana. To Cameron.”

“What makes you say that?”

He smirks and nods at Diana. “You mean besides the fact that my wife has turned into a goddess over the past seventy-two hours or so?”

“Yes. Besides that. I mean, that’s obviously happened. But what makes you think I had anything to do with it?”

“Is this what we’re doing? We’re talking to each other like we’re stupid? Come on, Rhonda.”

I didn’t say anything.

“Fine, then. Diana clearly didn’t do it to herself. She would have told me. The same for Cameron, who now gets off on calling me Master. They both do, actually.”

On cue, they both moaned and rubbed more intently against his legs. Tits docking around his thighs. Diana’s tits drip milk, staining his pants. Cameron seems torn between pushing her face toward her tits and his cock, which is clearly hard inside the confines of his trousers.

“I think you’ve been doing a lot, Rhonda. You know, before I even came down here, Diana was about to divorce me. She was asking too many questions that I couldn’t answer. Wanted to know about all the girls I was bringing home for experiments on my latest methods. And it took more and more effort to convince her that nothing was wrong...it was really tough keeping up with it all. “

This is a big red flag. There’s something that he said that I know should pay attention to. But something about it all—methods? Girls bringing home? Experiments? There’s a white wall of noise keeping me from connecting the dots. 

“When we came here, I was going to go to work on Diana. Really spark the marriage back alive. She was really beautiful, even before you took the reigns on her. Even so, the way we started fucking...that was because of you, wasn’t it?”

I nodded. 

“You were...watching us?”

I nod again.

“Almost like someone made you obsessed with seeing me pleasured, huh?”

I gulp. How does he know this? There’s some simple explanation. There must be. But there’s a block in my head. My pretty little head...

“Leanna and Terri are both doing their own jobs, confused as hell. It’s all I can do to keep them from asking too many questions. Questions about you, by the way, because they’re not stupid either. They know my expertise is not in biological pharmaceuticals. They do know yours is. And so do I. This isn’t a mystery, Rhonda.”

“It’s kind of one!” I shrug. “It’s taken you this long to come ask me about it.”

“Well.” He nods. “I thought you and I had the kind of relationship where you felt you could talk to me about this kind of thing, Rhonda. I’m disappointed, to be honest.”

Oh, that hurts. That hurts to my core, and he knows that hurts, and that’s why he said it. What a bastard. God, I love him. 

“After everything I’ve done here,” he continues, “I thought it would have been obvious that I’m not really mad. There’s so much we could be doing together, Rhonda.”

“Do you want me to show her the new thing, darling?” Diana asks. 

“New thing?” I ask. “What new thing?”

“You know about it,” he says. “The draining thing.”

“Draining thing?”

“I told you she wouldn’t know,” says Diana. “What she made is so much more powerful than she realizes. She’s got no idea.”

Alan threw up his hands. “All right. Show her. But not too much, okay?”

Diana smiles. “Of course not, darling.”

What happens next is truly frightening. Diana, still kneeling in front of Alan with Cameron, places her hands on Cameron’s forehead. 

“Sweetie,” Diana says. “Tell me about the uncertainty principle.”

Cameron nods. “Right, that’s um. Gosh. You smell good.”

Being asked to say something seems to make Cameron more aware than she’s been prior. She sees me for the first time and smiles, nodding over at Diana, like she’s hanging out with a celebrity. 

“The uncertainty principle, Cameron. You’ve studied physics for years. Tell me about it.”

She nods again. “Right. The uncertainty principle is basically the idea that in quantum science, we can only be so precise with our measurements of really, really small particles. So like, for example—ungh.”

Diana’s eyes glow pink, and Cameron’s cloud over with white. Cameron is obviously cumming. Her nipples proudly erect. Honey flowing from between her thighs. Entire body convulsing. When Diana lets go of her forehead, she giggles and collapses, smiling, laughing. 

“Cameron,” says Alan, his cock turgid at this display. “The uncertainty principle? Tell us about it.”

She giggles and moans. “I don’t know...” 

“Tell us what you do know.”

“I know I’m really horny.”

Diana turns to look at me, eyes still pink. “My best guess? I can consume thoughts now for my own sexual and mental energy. The way a lion eats a cow, let’s say. It was a cow going in, and the lion converts it to something else. I just took a big chunk of her memory. So many Christmases.” She licks those god-hardening lips. “And I’ll convert them into what I want, which is worship of Master’s Cock. Isn’t that hot?”

It really, really was. I’m so wet. Oh my god. Why am I so fucking wet?

“A-and Cameron?” I ask. “What does she have left?”

“Whatever we leave her with,” says Diana. “I guess worship of Master’s Cock, really. Soon enough, she’ll be so dumb that that’s all that will be left behind. Sexy, right?”

God. 

Fuck. 

It really was sexy.

“Please,” I say. 

I’m ashamed of how weak I sound. 

Diana’s eyes flash over toward me. “Please what? Please do it some more?”

Cameron giggles, licking Diana’ outstretched hand. “It’s easier to cum when I don’t have any thoughts. I’m just a dumb cummy bunny now.”

“Or...please don’t fuck up your mind? Is that what you’re saying?” She looks up at Alan. “What do you think, Master?”

He’s caught up looking at Cameron, cradling her face in one palm. She’s cumming—easily, as advertised—over and over again. 

“What do I think about what?”

He’s distracted. Cameron is distracting him. Cameron is distracting me. In fact, I’m distracted by everything; I’m completely losing the track. This is ridiculous! 

I’m the one who made the Bimbo Pill! I’m the one who decided this would turn into a sexy lab town full of forbidden delights! And yet for some reason, everyone I know is caught up in some sick sex dance but me! This is completely unfair!

Diana takes Cameron’s head and guides it over to his Cock. His beautiful, big, girthy, Cock. God, I want it more than anything. Somehow he’s hard again; he must be supplementing himself. A tinge of worry flashes across my soul for his heart—it must be getting worn out. 

“What if we fucked her mind, Master?” Diana asks, sliding Cameron up and down. 

Cameron is all for this. She’s practically vibrating as her brainless, empty head slips and slurps and sucks over Alan’s Cock. 

“What if I—at your command, of course—took my special brain-sucky hands...” Diana pauses to grind herself against his side and toss her head back. “...and sucked out all Rhonda’s special intelligence and made her as brainless as poor little Cameron here?”

“Ugh.” Alan shakes his head, looking at me with desire in his eyes. “Fuck.”

I cling to that desire for dear life. God, I want him. I want him to fuck me. I want him to destroy my fucking cunt and get me pregnant. I want us all pregnant for him. 

But also I really like thinking! Thinking and overthinking is kind of my thing! It’s the thing I like to do more than almost anything else except fantasize about Alan’s Cock—ungh—which totally requires thinking to do!

“You don’t want to do that,” I say, trying wildly to negotiate. “I can reverse this. I-I have an antidote.”

“I don’t know, Rhonda,” says Alan, looking deep into Diana’s pink eyes. “I think I kind of do.”

Diana smirks and coos and shoves Cameron deeper on his Cock. 

“That’s right, Master. Suck her brain out. Make her your dumb little bimbo pet. Make her so fucking stupid all she knows how to do is cum for You. And then, when she’s that stupid?”

Diana pushed herself against Cameron’s head with her cunt. Instead of guiding Cameron’s head with a hand, now, she’s clenching Cameron’s skull between her thighs. But still guiding—still fucking Alan’s big, fat cock. Just using her sopping wet cunt as the guide instead. 

And so she grinds her body against Alan’s, milk dripping down her torso, as she kisses his chin and continues in that slow, sultry, insistent whisper. 

“Fuck her up,” says Diana. “You know you can. And you know you want to. You already have. So what’s stopping you now? Fuck her up, Master. Ruin her life. I want to see it. I want to take it from her.”

They get lost in each other’s embrace. It’s so sizzling hot—watching Diana is like witnessing a full-on fucking art exhibit—that even I just watch them, touching my tits. Touching my cunt. I’m on a short fuse. I badly need to cum. 

Alan sinks deeper into Diana’s embrace, but he’s on a short fuse of his own. Only human with a super-human goddess wife—he can’t resist for long. He can’t keep from cumming for long. I smell it when he does though—I smell the way Diana and Cameron both cum in response, now tied instinctually to cumming when their Master does. Their bodies writhe together and Cameron makes a series of urgent, heated choking sounds as she swallows him all down.

That was my chance to escape. I’ve been bad at noticing that lately—when I’ve been able to get out. 

Alan seems to calm down, his mood lessened from the cum. Like his mind is returning to him. Diana, for the moment, is content just to snuggle against him in post-coital bliss. She slides lengthily down his body and joins Cameron in licking his cock clean.  

“Fuck,” he grunts. “I’m not...” he shakes his head. “She really takes my head away from me.”

“I know.”

“It’s getting hard to keep up with. I’m worried about myself. My heart.”

I gulp. “Me too.”

“You said you had an antidote?”

“Yes, but...”

“But what?”

“But.” I look at Diana. “But she’s really fucking hot and I feel bad about taking that away from you.”

“You won’t be able to take away anything from me if I’m dead from a heart attack from fucking her.”

Cameron and Diana both shake their heads and cling to him instinctually; trying to protect. As Diana’s mouth clambers around his cock, he groans again. I can see his half-mast rising. God, he’s got endurance.

“Also,” I say, “I’m not exactly sure it will work. It could kill her. The original pill wasn’t supposed to do that to Diana. It was supposed to make her mindless.” 

“What if...” he says, looking at Cameron thoughtfully. “Kill her, huh? And there’s no way to know unless we try?”

“Yes.”

“Give it to Cameron.”

It’s so callous that I’m taken aback. Then I’m turned on. 

It’s a kind of obvious choice. He’s not going to experiment on his wife. That’s—ahem—my job. 

But he’ll experiment on Cameron. Compared to Diana? She’s completely expendable. 

I try to save my morality just a bit. Just a tad. 

“But...it could kill her.”

“Rhonda.” His voice becomes quite commanding. “I’m giving you an order. Give me the antidote.”

I don’t have a choice. I don’t know why. I have to do what he says. He’s so dreamy. He’s going to marry me one day; I just know it. 

Without thinking, trance-like, I’m rushing through the lab, gathering up the little pill bottle of antidote, taking a single pill, and sliding it into his hands.

“Here you are, sir.”

“Good girl.”

I cum so hard that the world shifts. I didn’t know I could cum this hard. I feel the earth moving. I have to grip the nearby lab counter-top just to keep steady. Diana sees me struggling with my footing and kicks out a high-heeled foot to knock me down. It doesn’t work, but she does it—and I’m so fucked up I think it’s hot that she does. 

In my weird, sudden, cum-drunk haze, I see Alan taking the pill and sliding it into Cameron’s mouth. 

It’s a strange feeling. Am I watching the last moments of this poor girl? 

Her lips slide over his fingers as he pushes the antidote into her mouth. Diana holds her tight, smacking the back of her head to make her swallow. Unnecessary, of course, as she was swallowing anyway. 

The changes begin immediately. I watch Cameron’s hair get longer. It was already dark and thick. It becomes an inky black mass, thick as syrup and dripping down to the floor in a gorgeous pool of desire. 

He’s going to be mobbed by them. Both of them. I don’t know what to do. 

They push him down on the ground. Making him hard again. Cameron pushing her enlarged tits against his mouth. Needing him. Needing his tongue and his tongue alone on her. 
They’re going to kill him! I can’t delay. I have to give him the pill, the new pill, the one I made. 
I rush across the room and shove Cameron off of Alan. She giggles—delighted, somehow—and I shove the pill in his mouth. 

He looks confused. Almost ready to spit it out. I grab Diana’s tit—god, it’s so soft—and tug her forward until her nipple is over his lips. All that milk spilling into him.

I stick around then, on my knees, next to the loves of my life, just long enough to see Alan’s neck begin to bulge with sudden tension and muscle tissue. The hardening of the lines across his already considerably muscled torso. 

Then I run.

Out the door. Into the hallway. Running to the exit. I’m halfway there when someone tackles me and drags me into a dark room.

* * * * *
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“WHAT THE FUCK ARE WE doing?”

“I don’t know. This was your idea!”

“And you listened to me! What were you thinking?”

It’s Leanna and Terri. For some reason they have me tied up in a closet somewhere in the facility. It’s cold, so I’m assuming it’s along the outer edges. 

“Would you untie me, please?” I ask. “I’m worried about my circulation.”

I can hear both of them startle. 

“Look,” I say. “There’s only fucking six of us in this place. I know where three of us are right now because I just left them fucking like rabbits. So...”

Terri takes the bag off my head, frowning. She looks upset with herself. Leanna holds her head. 

“I don’t get it,” says Leanna. “I have the worst headache. I can barely think straight.”

“Me either,” says Terri. “I usually get them in the morning, but talking with Dr. Smythe helps me think straight afterward.”

“Me too.”

Come to think of it, I’ve got a headache too. It’s been pounding in my head all day. What is it about talking with Dr. Smythe at breakfast that means I can think more clearly?

There’s something...something so obvious there. Something about how he talks to us. Changes our minds about things. But I can’t...I can’t think of it. It’s almost like he hypnotizes us or something, but that’s silly. I can’t be hypnotized.

“What’s happening?” Leanna asks me. “We know you’re behind it.”

“Why would I be behind it?” 

I don’t know why I’m still trying to deny it. I mean, it’s fairly obvious at this point.

“It’s fairly obvious,” says Terri, “isn’t it? I mean...it’s definitely not the two of us. And it’s not Cameron. And so that leaves either you, Dr. Smythe, or Diana.”

“We didn’t think Diana would turn herself into...that thing.”

“Right. And if Dr. Smythe could do that to his wife, why wouldn’t he just do it to all of us at once?”

“So that leaves you.”

I nod. “Right. Well...”

I don’t know how to explain this to an innocent bystander. Especially someone who is—frankly—as ugly as the two of them. Dr. Smythe wouldn’t want to fuck them. They’ve almost stopped mattering as people altogether to me for that reason. 

Which is weird. Have I always been this callous? But then, Dr. Smythe always says that pretty girls are the best girls, and I feel so good when he says that...

“Well what?”

I shrug. “I changed Diana. Then she changed Cameron. And now...”

There’s a heavy thumping down the hall. I can hear metal twisting and tearing. Walls being bent. Loud thumps like there’s a giant in our midst.

There probably is. 

Leanna gulps. “Now what?”

“Now...I think Dr. Smythe is changing too. He’s becoming...something else.”

The heavy thumping intensifies. 

“Becoming what?”

I hear wrenching metal. A deep, primal, masculine roar. My cunt is so fucking wet. 

“God.”

“God?”

“It’s apotheosis,” I explain. “He’s going to become a literal god on earth. And I’ll be the reason why. And he’ll favor me forever.”

“She’s insane,” Terri says to Leanna. “They’ve all gone fucking insane. Is insanity catching? My head is pounding. I feel like I’m going insane.”

I’m realizing more and more I just don’t give a fuck. About any of them. Any of this. I’ve been running from them, trying somehow to save them, to save myself. Why? Is that what I really want?

No.

What I want is Cock.

What I want—the more I try to run away from it—what I want is Dr. Smythe’s Cock to be happy, hard, and in charge of my entire fucking life. 

My attitude toward Leanna and Terri changes with this realization. I thought I was trapped here by them. In reality? I changed Diana. I changed Cameron. I changed Dr. Smythe. 

I’m a fucking Titan of intellect compared to them. 

They’re. Trapped. In. Here. With. Me.

Ungh. 

I’m going to fuck up their lives for him. For my God. For my Man.

Outside, in the hallway, I hear him punching through a door. It skates and bounces down the corridor. He’s grunting and demanding satisfaction. 

Leanna, terrified, pushes her gaze through the porthole of the door. 

“They-they’re fucking on top of a fire,” she stutters. “How are they doing that? They’re not being burned or anything. Like, I think her hair is wetter than before.”

Terri huddles next to her.

“O-oh my god. He’s so...so big...”

“Is he okay? We have to...we have to help him. We have to do what he says...”

They’re touching at each other, grabbing each other’s hands. I feel like I’m living in a madhouse where everyone’s been off their medication for a few weeks and the doctors have vacated the premises. 

“I can’t...I can’t deal with this,” says Leanna. “Why is it so hard to think?”

“You’ve never been that smart,” I say. “I mean, no offense, Leanna, but you’re basically just a janitor.”

“No! No I’m not. I’m a custodian. And besides that, that wasn’t always my job. I was a smarty-smart! I was big brain! I was...I was...”

She stumbles into a corner, ripping at her jumpsuit and pushing a hand down toward her crotch. Almost right away she starts fingering herself.

“Oh, jeez.” Terri shakes her head. “She always does this when she tries to talk about her life before.”

“Before what?”

“Before coming to work here. She was Dr. Smythe’s boss, you know. At the college they worked at. But he got this opportunity to have this lab. Secluded, you know. And now he’s her boss. Now he’s our boss. And...and...before, I was um...I was...”

She gets down on the ground, starting to kneel. Her fingers sliding toward her crotch the same way that Leanna’s were.

“I was, um, a big smarty too. I was all smarty smart pants. I worked with Dr. Smythe. The psychological side. I showed him...my technique for inductions...oh fuck, I’m so wet...”

“Inductions.” I frown. “You mean like...for...clinical trials?”

“F-for hypnosis, oh fuck!”

Terri is cumming, writhing, spasming on the floor. Her face contorting in pleasure. Leanna, watching her, cums as well. They nuzzle foreheads together, as if needing to kiss, but forbidden to. Like there’s some mental wall there. 

“Wanted...wanted to fuck with us...” Leanna mumbles. “Teach us...a lesson...”

A picture begins to form in my head. 

Dr. Smythe learned some kind of hypnosis technique from Terri. Practiced it in his own time on unsuspecting students at the university where they all worked together. Strains the relationship with his wife when he’s nonstop fucking a chain of hypnotized students. So he signs up with the company and ships them all here, away from prying eyes. Free to experiment on them as much as he wants. 

Giving them triggers. Giving them new roles. Turning Diana into the perfect wife he’d always wanted. 

Of course he recruits Cameron. A young, impressionable scientist eager to please. Cameron’s probably sucked his cock, hypnotized, more times than she’s eaten breakfast in this place. 

So why am I here, then? I mean, I’m obviously completely fine. I mean, yes, I’m just, like, stupid hot. Easily the hottest girl here before Diana was transformed. 

And yes, when Dr. Smythe first interviewed me for the job, he ogled me a bunch and asked me to pose this way and that in a skirt that he provided. 

But he’s such a good guy. Such a respectable man. And I’m way too smart to be hypnotized. He told me so, now that I recall! He told me—there’s no way I could possibly ever have my mind fucked with. It’s not even worth thinking about. He’s so handsome and useful and good to have told me how I couldn’t be hypnotized at all. 

Besides!

If I were hypnotized, why would I be carrying out a plan to bimbofy all these girls purely for Dr. Smythe’s pleasure so I can call him Master like he deserves? 

Speaking of!

“Hey, ladies?” I address the writhing pair on the floor. “Maybe if you untie me, I could help you with those headaches. I’ve got something for them.”

They only take a moment to deliberate. Leanna lunges at me, unable to untie me quickly enough. Close to giggling madly, I pass out the pills. They each take one, munching it down.

“Tastes like...cotton candy?” Terri says, smiling a bit. 

They start to transform. Their eyes flashing pink. Hair growing. I can smell their pussies cumming almost right away. Leanna’s tits grow and grow, bulging out from her jumpsuit. Beads of milk forming almost immediately. 

I can’t hang out in there long. I’ll just start fucking them. And I can’t fuck them. 
Not yet, anyway. 
I look at the pills in my hand. The “antidotes.” The secret to solving this whole mess in right there in my palm. I even think I understand how to do it now.  

But I have one more thing to do.

* * * * *
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COULD DR. SMYTHE HAVE hypnotized me? It doesn’t seem to make any sense. I couldn’t imagine it being true.

But then...I don’t have to imagine! I have surveillance of this entire place. 

I rush back to my room, casually switching off the alarm system along the way. It’s been blaring for ages and no one’s doing anything about it because they’re all too busy cumming. And what do I care if this place burns down? Dr. Smythe will more than likely be fine. Part of the stud pill I gave him was something to ensure his survivability. His skin is ultra-dense, and even if something could penetrate, which I think is unlikely, it will regrow within moments. This means he can fuck for days, months even, without pause. I bet his Cock could punch through steel. A normal woman wouldn’t stand a chance with him.

Sitting down at my desk—and god, this whole room smells like heated, fucked-up cunt—I load the surveillance camera footage from our morning breakfast from two weeks ago. This is well after I’d arrived here and well before I initiated my plan with Diana. 

I see a perfectly normal scene—myself, kneeling before Dr. Smythe while he waves his wonderful, amazing crystal in front of my face. Even watching it on the screen, the crystal’s flickers catch my eye. I love watching it. It’s so pretty. It’s so pretty and I’m so pretty. I can’t get enough of pretty things. I want everything to just be so pretty just for him.

He starts saying things and I can’t all the way make them out, but I think I know what he says. I know enough to know how to respond.

I’m too smart to be hypnotized.

I hear his voice clearer in my head than I do through the audio.

“I’m too smart to be hypnotized.”

Wait. Why am I speaking out loud right now?

You’re too smart to be under my control.

“I’m too smart to be under your control.”

It doesn’t matter. I should just go with the flow. I’m too smart to be under his control, after all. 

Even though you wish you could be.

“Even though I wish I could be.”

Nothing would make you hotter or happier than being under my control.

“Nothing would make me hotter or happier than being under your control.”

You love being under my control.

“I love being under your control.”

You love doing what I say.

“I love doing what you say.”

You love being wet for me.

“I love being wet for you.”

You love loving me.

“I love loving you.”

Loving me is your favorite thing.

“Loving you is my favorite thing.”

You’re capital L in L-O-V-E with me.

My voice is sing-songy. “I’m capital L in L-O-V-E with you.”

You’ve got such a crush on me.

“I’ve got such a crush on you.”

You’ll suck my cock whenever I ask.

“I’ll suck your cock whenever you ask.”

You’ll beg to fuck me whenever I ask. 

“I’ll beg to fuck you whenever you ask.”

You’ll do anything to make me happy.

“I’ll do anything to make you happy.”

You’ll anticipate my needs.

“I’ll anticipate your needs.”

You’ll become my perfect little slavewife if I just give you the chance.

“I’ll become your perfect little slavewife if you just give me the chance.

If you ever start to think about how you’ve been hypnotized, you’ll realize what a foolish idea that is.

“I’ll realize...how foolish it is...”

You could never be hypnotized.

“I could never be hypnotized.”

You’re in full control of all your actions.

“I’m in full control of all my actions.”

And you need to cum so bad.

“I need to cum so bad.”

I do. It hits me so hard. It hits me harder than I’ve ever been hit before...

Harder than you ever have before. 

“H-Harder...”

You need to cum so hard for Master.

“C-cum for Master...”

Cum for me. Cum for me and forget. 

“Yes, Master!”

I cum as hard as I ever have. Looking at the screen. Thinking about him. Thinking about his Cock. Thinking about my Master. Thinking about him smiling at me. Thinking about him being happy. Being his slavewife. Being a good girl. 

A few minutes later, the haze drops from my head. I start to stand up. I think I could get to Diana’s closet without too much trouble and raid her clothes. She brought all that lingerie and those heels. I want to wear them to impress Dr. Smythe. 

Which is completely from my own head, which I think this surveillance proved without a doubt. 

You see? It’s just as I suspected.

I can’t be hypnotized. This is all my idea.

* * * * *
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I GO BACK TO THE MESS hall. It’s been transformed, in the meantime.

Alan sits on a throne fashioned from bent meal and repurposed mattresses from the empty dorms. 

Diana sits on his lap, sneering down at me. Smiling at him. Her attitude is so perfect. She’s naked, her hair floating down her body like she’s a siren or a mermaid. Some kind of gorgeous, wicked sea creature bent on the destruction of others for some otherworldly force. Hot.

Cameron, Leanna, and Terri kneel before his Cock, licking the shaft. His lap is so wide now and his Cock is so enormous that there’s plenty of room for one more. Diana’s hand is busy on the head of his Cock, stroking it with all the fervor and strength she could have used on a lesser man’s—and they are all lesser men—entire dick length. 

Milk spills from their tits. Lubricating them. Mixing in with the honey of their cunts. A great, delicious puddle beneath their feet. 

No one speaks as I approach. Alan—Master—eyes me carefully. Waiting. I long to hear his voice, to know his approval. 

I dressed for his approval too. I’m not bimbofied—not yet—but I’m still young and gorgeous. Wearing the tight black dress I found in Diana’s things, my tits are on display. My collarbones shine. Thick hair falls down past my shoulders and tall, strappy heels decorate my feet, giving my well-formed glutes that extra bit of sexy turn. 

I open my palm for them all to see. The pink pills there—the “antidotes.” There’s at least twelve. There’s also all the spare Bimbo Pills I had, bringing the grand total up to fifteen. 

I take all of them. 

I feel like I would black out, or bliss out, or something.

Instead, I’m hyper-aware of everything that’s happening. Hyper-sensitive. I feel everything. Taste everything. Touch everything. 

And it all. Feels. So. Good!

I grow at least six inches, and then I grow six more. I’ve got room to spare. Alan is no less than nine feet tall now, and even in my gorgeous heels—which add at least five inches by themselves, and which I now look beyond amazing in—I won’t even barely come up to his chest. My tits grow, and then grow, and grow some more even as my waist tightens. Limbs lengthen, growing skinny, the muscles growing long. My ass firms up and balloons just slightly. My hair growing thick and shiny and even longer than Diana’s. 

In fact, everything about me has grown better, longer, sexier than Diana. 

I kneel down, transforming still, sure that my face is growing sexier just as hers did. My jawline more defined. My cheekbones more prominent. I look up at him with eyes that I know blaze pure pink. 

And as she wanted, Diana pulls me up next to him on his lap and puts her hand on my forehead. She wants to suck me dry like she did to Cameron. 

Only...nothing happens. 

Her sneer, so gorgeous and perfect on her face, slowly turns to confusion. 

“I-it’s not working,” she says, clearly dismayed. “Daddy, why isn’t it working?”

I look up at him. Sliding a hand on his Cock. Stroking him and knocking Diana’s hand away. He cums immediately, gifting my forearm and fingers with a heaping eruption of sticky, delicious seed. It spills all over the faces of Cameron, Leanna, and Terri.

I sneer at Diana. “Because I’m better than you, duh.”

I put my hand on her forehead now. I can feel—like I can feel everything—my eyes glowing pink as I suck her intelligence out of her body. Turning her into the bimbo I wanted her to be all the time. 

“N-nooo,” she whimpers. “I just...I just wanna...wanna be a good girl...”

It happens so fast. From a seductive, sex-obsessed goddess to a giggly, brainless bimbo in less than five seconds. I can feel her memories enter my head—and I can feel them squashed to nothing but pink bliss forever. 

I turn my sparkling pink gaze up to Master. He’s so handsome I could die. I want to be his forever. 

“I’m the girl you really want, aren’t I, Daddy?”

I’m stroking him in earnest. 

“Yeah. Yeah. Yeah. Fuck yeah.”

I take Diana’s head and use it to replace my strokes. I choke her on his Cock. She’s struggling right away despite her new body. He’s so big.

“She’s not anything to you, is she?”

“No. She’s not shit to me.”

“That’s right, sir. I deserve to be on top. I should be everything to you.”

He kisses me long and hard and deep. Our tongues meld together. I feel lifetimes pass in just one kiss. He cums again and again because of my lips, my tongue, my heated breath against his, pouring cum repeatedly into Diana’s mouth and throat. Blasting into her until she can’t even take anymore—her—until she’s passing out at the bottom of the throne with cum glazing down her front, dripping from her mouth. 

There’s no time to waste. 

“Need you pregnant,” he grunts, picking me up. “Need you now.”

Oh, he wants to make me pregnant. Oh fuck. That’s so hot! I hadn’t even thought about it that much, but I know I need his babies and I need them yesterday. 

“Yes, please!” I beg, wrapping my legs around him. “Yes, fuck me full of your seed! Fuck your babies into me! Fuck triplets into me!”

I’m so swept up in being a new sex goddess that I entirely forget that I’m a virgin, almost. But he enters me, and I can feel my entire life change. 

I exist for his Cock. I live for his Cock. I know nothing but his Cock. 

“New wife,” he says into my ear. “Real wife. You’re my real wife. You’re my real wife.”

I cling to his body for dear life. It’s like being fucked by a train. He’s in charge and there’s nothing I can do, nowhere I could go even if I wanted to—which I very much do not. 

Leanna, Cameron, and Terri all crowd around his body. Moaning and dripping and mewling. 

“Please, Master.”

“Please, Daddy.”

“Cum in her.”

“Christen her.”

“Make her pregnant.”

“Make her yours.”

“Fuck her harder!”

My own orgasms are continuous. They started when I first touched his Cock. They continue through now, a crescendo of rapid-fire orgasms that totally melt away all thought, all ideas, all conceptions except for the Cock that on which he has impaled me.

His cum would have busted through a brick wall. It would have drowned a small village. Instead, it’s absorbed inside me, every last sperm, and I feel my body adjusting, growing, changing, transforming—becoming more and more of what he wants.

He slides out of my cunt slowly. Cameron and Leanna slide downward on his cock to clean him, using happy long licks with their tongues overlapping. 

Diana, recovered already, takes the spot of honor in licking my pussy. She’s really good at it. I can’t believe it took me this long to make her my slave. 

I feel so powerful—like I can do anything. I could even take Alan as mine. Just a little. Just once in a while. Fuck with his head and make him question what’s what.

Almost the second I consider this, he holds up a shiny little crystal. It looks familiar, but I know I’ve never seen it before. It looks so small in his big hands. 

“What do you think about being hypnotized, Rhonda?”

I giggle. “You can try it if you want. But it doesn’t work on me.”

He smiles. “There’s something about your attitude that I’d like to...adjust. I kind of liked how snotty Diana got. But she always knew her place.”

“And I’m even hotter than her.”

He nods. “That’s right. So...we’re going to adjust how you think. Take a real good look at this crystal, Rhonda.”

“Yes, Master. If you like. But...but...”

The words fade from my lips. But the last thing I think before the crystal takes my thoughts away is quite simple:

Hypnosis doesn’t work on me. 

# # #
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Bimbo Pill – Hot Harem
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IN HIS THRONE ROOM, the Master considered the ogling, urging, gyrating mass of beautiful women displayed before him from upon his throne. Vying for a taste of Him—a taste of His Cock. Their slick young bodies arranged, transformed, created exactly to his specifications. 

This facility housed hundreds of girls now, each more gorgeous than the last. 

Each one capable of capturing men’s hearts and turning them inside out. 

Each one busty, leggy, tight, beautiful, and fertile. 

And each one—most importantly—worshiping their Master. 

Two of them adored him now—his two most Favored subjects. His Queens. His wives. 

For a time, this was all about one wife for him—fucking her mind until she relented and let him fuck whoever he wanted. 

Then his new wife, his first queen, came along. Crafting the “bimbo pill” for him. Opening up a world of domination and mindfucking he hadn’t dared to dream of. Transforming otherwise plain or homely women into sexual goddesses obedient only to him. 

And now, his second queen was here. He’d thought for a time that a king would only have one true queen, one to rule all the others. But that was silly. 

He was a King. His Cock was their world. He could have as many Queens as it took. He could have as big of a harem as he liked. Nothing could stop him. Nothing could stand in his way. 

This beauty now—so hot she could probably melt stars—had entered this facility less than a day before on a mission of destruction. 

But now she lovingly shared his Cock with the other most beautiful woman in existence, aching, cumming, begging for more...and it was pleasant to reflect on how she had come here. 

* * * * *
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“CAN I TAKE YOUR COAT, gorgeous?”

Joselyn stared daggers at the pathetically, obviously dumb bimbo with her hands out. 
Staring—daggers or not—was something this bubbly blonde was built for. She wore a sparkling gold bikini that barely contained her burgeoning bust and ultra-high platform stripper heels so high they made every step a grand adventure. 
This was a receptionist, but next to her, instead of a desk, was an actual stripper pole. When Joselyn had walked in, there was heavy electronic music thumping and the girl had been spinning down from the ceiling. A collection of papers and one of those pretend pink plastic phones sat on the floor, along with a small box of lollypops and a sticky-coated Rubix cube. 

“No,” said Joselyn. “Thank you. It’s minus twelve out there.”

“Is it?” the receptionist, who was named Jeanine, giggled. “Gosh! I’m so warm, though!”

“Yes. Well. That’s one of the reasons I’m here.”

Joselyn knew her name because Jeanine had been in training with Joselyn. They hadn’t been close friends, but they had shared lunch from time to time. Jeanine had always been in good shape, but now her body definition was unreal. Highly developed abdomen muscles pulling tight all the parts of her torso. A back with an absolute valley of muscle surrounding her vertebrae. 

“What about you guys?” Jeanine spoke to the two other agents with Joselyn.

The first was Anne Helse. Her cover was that she was an international arms dealer; in fact, she was their explosives expert, and layered in her heavy coat and backpack were several pounds of C4. 

The other was Frida Hargu, a former model who was Joselyn’s prime rival for her current position as leader of their little squad. Fit, younger than Joselyn (who was already barely twenty-three), tall, and thin, she certainly fit the model type. Her attitude matched too. She always treated Joselyn like she was barely there, treated her orders like they were suggestions. Dark hair, dark looks—that was Frida.

Just before they arrived, on the helicopter ride down, Frida tried to make the case that she should lead the team. 

“It makes more sense. You know what they think of women there. Why would they think someone like me would really take orders from, well, you?”

“This isn’t up for discussion. Our orders come from higher than me.”

“Anne trusts me more than she does you. Don’t you, Anne?”

The blond had shifted uncomfortably in her seat. Her tits were so big she often looked a little uncomfortable in constrained spaces. 

“I don’t want to get in the middle of this.”

“I know all the things to say,” said Frida. “We’re from the Corporation. We have a deal for them. I know all of it. Let me have the lead. You know it’s the right thing to do. We’ll all report back that you did your job, and—”

“This conversation,” Joselyn growled, “is over.”

Frida’s sneer could have punctured steel. Even expecting it, Joselyn felt threatened and wounded. It was difficult having someone that beautiful stare bullets at you.

Today, however, she played Joselyn’s bodyguard, and true to form she had trained extensively in Europe and working for Interpol for years before today. She had, over the years, inserted herself into numerous criminal organizations with a similar cover.

Each of them had a vendetta against the man in charge of this compound, who had become a regular king over his own type of kingdom in the square miles here—to the point where legitimate corporate interests were constantly lobbying for his attention. 

They hoped, today, to imitate some of those corporate interests long enough to get close to him and eliminate him. 

It wouldn’t be Joselyn’s first assassination. It would be, however, the most dangerous; she’d never been asked to take such a deep cover before. But it had to be done, and they all knew it.

Anne’s stepsister, Leanna, had been taken in the first wave of corruption from the facility nearly a year ago. 

A lifelong feminist, Joselyn detested the sexism, the inhumanity of it all, in addition to what had happened to Jeanine. 

Frida wouldn’t mention what it was that drove her, but she always became deeply quiet and almost human when she made vague references to “it’s just what I have to do.” 

They all wore transparent face masks to cover their nose and mouths. The general impression they had—from the dozen or so failed attempts to bring this base down—was that there was something in the air here that fucked with the brains of everyone who had been sent. They became docile. They became submissive. They became, well...like Jeanine.

“So, you guys are here to bring down the Master, right?”

Joselyn looked at Jeanine, not sure if the ditzy blonde recognized her or not. She traded glances with Anne and Frida, both of whom remained composed. 

“Why would you say that?”

“That’s why like, everyone comes here,” she giggled. “That’s why I came here too. I mean, that’s what Rhonda and Diana will tell me. Sometimes. I don’t really remember much. My brain isn’t a good thinky-brain like some girls get to have! I feel so lucky when they talk to me. Master doesn’t talk to me at all. He hasn’t even fucked me yet, except the first time! He said I wasn’t good enough to be fucked a lot.” She pouted a little. “But he said I’d make a fine resextionist! So here I am and resexing! How am I doing?”

Joselyn tried to hide the horror on her face. 

“You’re fine. Just fine. We’re not here to take down anyone. We’re here with an offer. I guess that—”

Another woman entered the hall and Jeanine squeaked in small terror and hit the floor in an immediate kneeling position. 

The woman who entered was one of the tallest that Joselyn had ever seen, taller even than Frida. She had long hair in a bombshell middle-part that fell in deep, luscious waves down her ass, which was clearly tight and toned even underneath the dress she wore. 

The dress itself was made of luxury silks, revealing glorious patches of tanned, perfect skin around her midsection and with a long slit up one thigh. She looked like she was about to visit a gala. High heels wrapped up her feet and straps criss-crossed around up to her calves, making her appear even taller. And despite her height, she was willow-thin, waif-like, her waist narrow even as her oversized breasts nearly burst from her glorious dress. Everything about her was toned, tight, and shapely.

Her face was imperious and gorgeous even while being suggestive of a landscape of erotic possibilities. Thick, luscious lips, big eyes, chiseled eyebrows, and high cheekbones guided Joselyn’s eyes constantly to new parts of her beauty. 

Joselyn had always been rather attractive. She had bright blue eyes, a fit body, and a shock of thick auburn hair. She had received many offers from men and even sometimes adventurous women. All the same, she felt insignificant when looking at the creature that had just arrived. She wouldn’t kneel—no way in hell—but she definitely understood Jeanine’s impulse.

“M-mistress,” said Jeanine, face touching the ground. “I was just t-telling our guests about—”

“Quiet.” 

Diana—and that’s who this definitely was, Joselyn had a dossier—sneered imperiously at Jeanine for several seconds. She acted with every movement, every expression, like she was posing for a photo. Finally she turned her attention on the women waiting still at the doorway. The cold from the outside tugged at their bodies even with the expansive, considerable double-doors locked tight behind them. 

The haughty arrogance of the look she gave Jeanine was so crushing that it felt in the room like Jeanine could feel the power and weight of the stare even by only looking at the floor. Joselyn even began to feel sorry for her, and concerned for herself if she were to face such an ordeal as that stare. 

But when Diana turned to face them, it was with a smile. 

Joselyn, despite herself, felt her entire world become much more wonderful. Everything suddenly felt right. Everything felt good. This amazing creature was smiling at her and her delight felt palpable. 

Joselyn knew the story with Diana, of course. She was the wife of their target, Dr. Alan Smythe, who had used this facility somehow to create a pill that turned women into...well, versions of either what Jeanine was or what Diana was. That is to say—dumb bimbos or gloriously luxurious super-babes. 

Now, he had a whole harem of wives. Many of them had been agents of the same organization that sent Joselyn, trying to circumvent his security and to stop this criminal, insane enterprise before it spread to the main continents of the world. For now, it was contained only in Antarctica, but what if these monstrous pharmaceuticals got in the hands of regular people? 

They thought that the cold weather outside would be able to contain them. No one here wore many clothes, after all. The cabal of governments and corporations she worked for today shut down the power to this facility, but it didn’t seem to matter. There was power here anyway, engineered somehow on the facility. And even if there wasn’t, they seemed to be immune to the cold judging from their clothing—or lack thereof. 

The cold had followed Joselyn into the facility after arriving in the helicopter just ten minutes or so before. It wrapped around her entire body in an icy sheet, clinging to every fabric of her being.

Now, in front of Diana, tendrils of warmth spread across her body. Pleasant, heady warmth. She could almost feel indulgent, long licks of heat sliding against her cunt. After the terrible frigid winter outside, she never would have thought she’d be interested in any kind of sex again. 

Looking at Diana—the gorgeous line of her jaw, the sensational lift of her braless tits, the wet and healthy mass of her thick hair—Joselyn, who definitely was not interested in girls, felt an immediate interest in almost nothing but sex with girls.

What would that pussy taste like? Sweet, most likely. Warm. Soft.

She heard Anne moan softly.

“Welcome,” said Diana. “You’re here with an offer, is that right?”

“Yes.” Joselyn nodded slowly, having trouble remembering the exact terms she was given so as to give the impression their presence was legitimate. Diana’s beauty made it hard to concentrate. “We have to um, I mean.” She smiled, the thoughts returning to her slowly. “I’ve been instructed to give the terms exclusively to Dr. Smythe.”

“Of course,” said Diana. “But why are there three of you?”

“For protection,” she nodded at Frida, staring coolly in her shades, “and for specifics of the deal,” she nodded at Anne. “Numbers. Figures. That sort of thing. We didn’t want to insult him by being unprepared.”

Diana’s warm gaze settled on Frida for a long time. Joselyn noticed, with some satisfaction, that even Frida’s icy exterior didn’t seem unaffected by the gaze of the living goddess before them. Her countenance was smooth, hard, always perceiving and judging and analyzing. 

“A bodyguard, though?” asked Diana. “I assure you, this facility is quite safe.”

“With due respect, Dr. Smythe—”

“Just call me Diana.” 

“Very well. With due respect, Diana...there have been a number of women sent here in the past who haven’t returned.”

“They were hardly forced. It’s wonderful here. Jeanine could tell you. I believe she’s one of the women you’re referring to. Are you happy here, Jeanine?”

The bubbly blonde nodded in an appropriately bubbly fashion. Her boobs bounced with the movement. “Oh yes, Mistress. I’m quite happy here!” 

Diana turned to Joselyn. “You see? We’re all deeply happy here. Master treats us with such respect. And glory. He shows us...the glory...the glory of his p-pleasure...”

It took Joselyn a moment before she realized that Diana was having trouble speaking—biting her lip and sliding her hands up her sides and breasts—because she was orgasming. 

Joselyn hadn’t had an orgasm for quite a long time. All her previous boyfriends had never been able to bring her there; it was always something she’d had to take care of herself. A good man, in her mind, was one who let her take care of business after he did. 

And now, here was this monumentally gorgeous woman just cumming at the mention of her man’s pleasure. 

A flush, unmistakable and unstoppable, slowly crept up into Joselyn’s cheeks and neck. She looked sideways at the women with her. Anne seemed even more affected than Joselyn, softly and almost imperceptibly gyrating her hips in time with Diana. Frida looked vaguely interested but that was all. It was hard to tell behind those shades.

After some time, though—several seconds of what seemed like inexhaustible ecstasy for Diana—she turned her gaze back onto Joselyn. Her eyes glowed pink at the edges. Joselyn had been briefed that such an effect existed, but what her dossier had left out was how hot it looked in person. 

Diana took a breath and delivered again that model-perfect smile. “You’ll need to dress properly before moving on.”

Joselyn looked at her team. They were all bundled up in winter clothing. 

“We’ll be fine, I’m sure.”

Diana shook her beautiful head. 

“No, darlings. I’m so sorry. But all three of you will need to dress appropriately for this facility. This is a research facility. We have strict standards. You need to wear our special clean suit clothing to get around.” She guided them over toward a small alcove near the airlock at the western portion of the entry. 

“We’re not removing our masks,” said Joselyn. “I hope you understand.”

Diana’s smile only deepened. “They’re not necessary, but neither will they be an obstruction. You may wear them.”

Joselyn walked over. In the alcove was a series of lockers. Inside were skintight leather catsuits. Joselyn reached out and fingered a sleeve. The material was supple. Soft. It felt delicious. 

“You can’t be serious,” said Anne. “This is a clean suit?”

Joselyn concurred. “It looks like...a sex outfit.”

“I assure you,” said Diana. “It has been created according to the highest possible standards.”

“You’re not wearing one,” Frida pointed out.

“Oh, darling,” Diana laughed. “I’m already quite accustomed to the atmosphere here.”

* * * * *
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FROM THE RECEPTION area, they passed through a long cylindrical hallway into a room replete with great ferns, large trees, and vines hanging from the walls. The ceilings and walls were glass. The plants—most of which looked tropical—grew in abundance and several sported thick, healthy fruits.

“This is our greenhouse,” Diana explained. “Where we grow food and other nutrients.”

The smell was fantastically strong even through the mask Joselyn wore. She had a thought—if she could smell it, didn’t that mean that the mask wasn’t working?—but then Diana turned her beautiful gaze and face upon them once more and Joselyn found it hard to concentrate on anything but the poetry of her beauty in motion. 

The catsuits felt and fit better than anything Joselyn had ever worn before. They were skintight, featuring thin, supple gloves, and fit all the way up to her neck with a long zipper from below the waist. Overall, Joselyn was pleased with the outfits. Her one reservation was the tall, tall heels they sported. Tall and narrow, like knife blades.

When she brought it up, Diana had just shrugged and explained it was this outfit or nothing.

And so now Joselyn tried to balance—for the first time in she didn’t even know how long—in a pair of tippy-top high heels as they walked through the facility. Frida had no problem with them—of course, Frida didn’t have a problem with anything—but what particularly bothered Joselyn was how Anne seemed to find them perfectly natural. 

The zipper of Anne’s catsuit was already lowered a substantial amount as well, revealing the delectable musculature of her neck and the alluring prominence of her collarbones. Her breasts were simply too large to allow for the zipper to go up higher. 

Something from the lingering effects of looking at Diana so much hovered in Joselyn’s mind and so her gaze hovered quite a bit over Anne’s cleavage and its display. The way the titflesh bounced, jiggled, swayed as she moved. 

Diana’s safety concerns apparently did not extend to this amount of skin showing.  

“Are any of you hungry?” Diana asked. 

She snapped her fingers and, from the lush greenery, a pair of gorgeous young women arrived with trays of luscious fruit. Mangoes, apples, pomegranates and more—each ripened beautifully with colors that sparkled. 

“This is Leanna and Terri, our resident greenhouse experts. They’re charge of this entire wing. Aren’t you, girls?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

They echoed in their answer and had eyes only for Diana. The lenses of their eyes glowed a heavy pink and their voices were thick with sultry need. One was blonde, the other brunette.

Joselyn remembered their names from the dossiers, but had trouble reconciling what she read with what she had seen. The women in the dossier were advanced into middle age. These two couldn’t have been older than twenty, and both were absolute knockouts. They wore animal-print bikinis and heels. 

“Leanna?” Anne asked the blonde in disbelief. “Is it really you?”

Part of the dossier as well was that this Leanna was Anne’s stepsister. 

Was this a coincidence? Bringing her in like this now? Did they know somehow that Anne was coming? 

Joselyn should have been on high-alert, but she had trouble concentrating. Diana was right there, so beautiful, and this catsuit she wore was so deeply comfortable, and she was just getting the hang of these heels...

“Offer them some fruit, girls,” said Diana. “Our guests have had such a long journey. They must be hungry.” 

“Yes,” said Leanna, the blonde. “Wouldn’t you like some fruit?”

They set their trays down on a nearby table. Terri took a knife and split open what looked to be an orange. 

But it couldn’t have been an orange because the insides were a soft pink. The flesh there glowed with seductive intensity. 

“We used to use pills exclusively,” explained Diana. “Very special supplements with attributes to our intense health plan that we all share. But we found that we could grow fruit with the same properties. Properties that make us feel young.” She giggled, biting a lip. “And fertile. And heated. Wouldn’t you like to be heated?”

Leanna gestured toward Anne, offering up a piece of fruit. Biting in slowly. 

“Yes, Anne,” she said softly, repeating as if in trance. “Wouldn’t you like to feel heated?”

“Leanna...”

She was clearly flushed. Was there history there? Sexual trysts in the past? They were far apart in age, at least on the dossier. Maybe Leanna had taught Anne a thing or two when she was young, brought her up with care and concern and a loving pair of fingers...

Joselyn tried to snap out of it. She was the leader. She had to lead. Frida was there, behind her, sneering at her and just so ready to smile at her failure. 

Anne had stepped halfway to the table. Leanna bit into one half of the split orange, its pink glowing juices running down her body into her audaciously displayed cleavage. She held out the other half of the orange, licking her lips. Enticing Anne.

Joselyn reached over to Anne and grabbed her by the shoulder. “We’re not here to eat anything. Remember?”

Anne made a small, disappointed sound.

“Besides,” Joselyn flicked the mask on Anne’s face, “how would you get it through that?”

“Oh.” Anne nodded. “Right.”

Leanna, giggling, stepped around in front of the table filled with fruit and spread her legs out wide. Her blond hair fell down in waves to one side. She reached forward, tugging at the zipper to Anne’s catsuit, slowly revealing the heavy, milk-white breasts inside. Anne, gasping, breathing hard, nearly spilled out of the catsuit entirely. Her heavy cleavage totally exposed. Nipples cresting the top of the leather. She whimpered as Leanna pulled her in.

Joselyn, again, wanted to intervene—but Diana was right there, and so pretty. Her gaze so hypnotic...

“I can assure you, the mask really is unnecessary,” said Diana. “You don’t see any of us wearing those masks, do you?”

“Well, no,” said Joselyn, “but you’re already all...transformed and such.”

“Transformed?” Diana giggled. “Whatever do you mean?”

“You’ve become sexpots, the lot of you. You’re definitely female, but it’s hardly like you’re women at all. You’re something...something...”

“Something more?” 

Joselyn resisted the urge to stamp her foot in frustration. That was what had been on her mind to say, but she hadn’t wanted to give Diana the satisfaction. 

“It’s all right,” said Diana. “You can admit it. That I’m more than you. I know that I am.”

Frida smiled wide at that. 

“You’re not more than me,” said Joselyn. “You’re a sexpuppet. A trophy. A thing.”

“Terms I would adore to have on my gravestone, should I ever die.” She laughed. “Which I doubt I will, now. Not naturally, anyway. And what terms describe you? Messenger? Errand-girl? Lonely?”

“At least my mind isn’t completely fucked just because some man decided it was so.”

The first flash of annoyance arrived on Diana’s face. “He’s not just some man, little girl. He’s The Man. You’ll see when you meet him. He’s everything I need. Everything anyone needs. You’ll see.”

Her tone was so ominous that it took Joselyn a few moments to think how to respond. By the time that any such thoughts entered her head, however, she was distracted by the moaning, kissing, slurping sounds from just next to her. 

Talking with Diana had consumed all her attention. That was rather the point of Diana. She was gorgeous, entrancing, hypnotically captivating. 

But while Joselyn had been looking at her, Anne had been looking at Terri. And Leanna. And the fruit. And she had taken off her mask and discarded her catsuit almost entirely, the shell of it laying in a heap around her ankles. Her proud, pale skin exposed to the air while Terri took bite after bite of the luscious, pink-tinged fruit and kissed Anne deeply. Plunging the fruit flesh into her wet, needy mouth. 

Meanwhile, on the ground, a kneeling Leanna had wrapped her arms around Anne’s midsection and ass. One hand in particular scooped up between Anne’s hot ass cheeks, sliding into the crevice there, and used this to hold Anne’s crotch in place against Leanna’s mouth. Leanna licked, and licked, and moaned, and licked, and kissed, and licked. Wet juices from Terri’s fruity kisses slid into Leanna’s mouth. 

“D-don’t mind m-me,” said Anne. “I’ll j-just be a m-moment, oh, o-oh fuck!”

Leanna giggled with delight as she spurred the orgasm hard into Anne’s body with her skillful tongue lashing. Terri embraced Anne tighter, kissing her and then sliding more pieces of fruit down her gullet. 

What they witnessed then, Joselyn could not believe. 

Anne...Anne changed.

Caught in the twin embrace of Terri’s lips and fruit and Leanna’s soulful licks, Anne began to grow taller. Bustier. Her hair longer and thicker. She was utterly pretty before. Blonde, perky, big-breasted, and with a petite nose and a brilliant smile. She looked like a waitress who men came back to restaurants to see. 

So as her legs grew, as her ass tightened, as the spare remains of excess fat melted off her body, as her limbs lengthened, and as her breasts grew somehow larger in size, Joselyn felt her own heart arresting inside her chest. 

What the fuck was happening? What was going on? She couldn’t even count or comprehend how many laws of thermodynamics and physics and just plain reality must have been changed for this to happen.

She knew Jeanine had been changed. But she had thought the normal array of such changes—some kind of surgery or chemical treatment or diet or something.

Not...not this. 

Not instant.

Not a single mistake in this madhouse of lusty goddesses that from one second to the next meant that you were doomed to live your life as a sultry fuckgoddess waiting on hands and knees for a Mega-Cocked Alpha God. 

And why. 

Why.

Why, for god’s sake, was Joselyn so fucking wet from seeing this?

But she was. And the flush was back, crawling all the way up to her cheeks this time. And she was biting her bottom lip so hard she was sure she was leaving a mark. 

She looked at Frida, who—cool and composed—simply stared back and shrugged. Take care of it, the look said, if you can.

“Undo it,” said Joselyn finally, looking at Diana. “Ch-change her back.”

Diana just laughed. It was such a pretty sound. “I couldn’t if I wanted to. And I very much don’t. She looks so lovely now. Doesn’t she, girls?”

There was a chorus of “yes, mistress,” including even Anne’s voice. 

“In fact, I couldn’t even if Anne wanted to. And you don’t, do you, Anne dear?”

Anne shook her head. “I just wanna...wanna fuck...”

She was dropping to her hands and knees now, stripping completely naked and wrapping herself up in the warm embrace of Leanna’s legs. Drool, sparkling and pink, dripped from Anne’s mouth. It drizzled all along Leanna’s tight navel and into her bare, smooth crotch as Anne lowered down further, tongue wagging. Terri, right away, dropped down beneath Anne’s legs—shimmying into position—and let Anne’s dripping hot cunt lower onto her mouth. 

Quickly they devolved into an orgasming, shaking mess of tits and legs and pretty faces. Giggling. Having the time of their lives. Joselyn caught flashes of Anne’s eyes—empty. Totally vapid. Drained of intelligence.

“You see?” said Diana. She doesn’t want to change either. So why would we care if you want her to change?”

Now Joselyn really did stamp her foot. “It’s...it’s changed you. Changed how you think. Can’t you see that anymore? It’s not what you want. It’s what the...what the new you wants. What he wants.”

Diana visibly orgasmed once again.

Her voice, when it returned to her after a long series of convulsing moans, was a deep purr. “It so is.”

Joselyn, feeling logic fail her, stepped toward Anne. But Frida grabbed her and led her back to the door. “We need to move on,” said Frida. “She’s gone.”

“But—”

“She’s gone, Joselyn.” Frida hoisted up the backpack that Anne had left on the ground, filled with all the C4 she had brought. “We have to keep going.”

* * * * *
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THEY ENTERED ANOTHER long cylindrical corridor and passed through many a series of smaller rooms. Some appeared to be housing quarters of some kind, with many beds. Neat arrangements of outfits were laid out on the beds, all sporting high heels and clothing so skimpy and revealing that they would have been better deemed lingerie. The kind of outfits you’d see in a strip club. 

Another corridor, another series of rooms—giant dressing rooms full of clothing, high-impact lighting, and mirrors. Joselyn and Frida saw several girls preening in front of the mirrors, posing, admiring their toned physiques and casting winks and kisses. 

Another corridor, another room—a large gymnasium. Mostly cardio machines and treadmills inside of a huge track. On the track, pairs of girls chatted with each other as they walked expertly on high heels. Parts of the track were iced over to make their trek harder. The girls who fell were stepped on by the girls who didn’t—laughing as they trod on the fallen. Girls worked elliptical machines and stair-steppers in high heels. Their outfits were tight and spandex, more bikini than sports bra, displaying hard bodies and heavy cleavage. 

“Fuck,” said Joselyn, watching. 

“...yeah,” Frida agreed.

They had to be reminded by Diana to keep moving. Joselyn was losing track of time. She felt like they had only been in each room for maybe a few minutes. 

In reality, when she checked her clock, she saw that six hours had passed so far. 

Everyone here was so pretty. Frida was so pretty. Frida already looked like them. In some cases, she was even prettier. Joselyn wasn’t prettier than a single one of them. She felt insignificant. Their flawless skin. Their effortless hair. The brightness of their eyes. It felt so important to look good, and she knew she didn’t.

Another corridor, another room—this one a large oval with a giant marble statue of an Adonis-like male with a magnificently hard cock. Perfectly-built women knelt before it, mewling, moaning, supplicating themselves and softly kissing the stone phallus with red and pink lips. 

“That’s to scale, by the way.”

For a moment after Diana said that, Joselyn thought she heard some kind of system in the facility turn on. A deep moan, vibrating and thirsty. 

But it was Frida. Sweating. Looking at the statue. Captivated. 

“He’s...so big,” she said. “How can he be so big? I didn’t think anyone...so big...”

It appeared Frida was a bit of a size queen. Joselyn could relate; there was nothing in the world that could compete with a big cock ready to rock her mind and body apart. But she had never imagined anyone could really satisfy her urges or her needs. 

“He’s more than a man,” said Diana. “He’s the man. He’s the only Real Man. You’ll see. We have to move on.”

Frida’s mouth opened and closed. It was delectable. Plush. Gorgeous. Kissable. Why was Joselyn only now realizing what a kissable, lovely mouth Frida had? They were having this dumb feud for nothing when they could just be kissing with their mouths instead. 

Frida’s mouth was so sexy. Her lips were on par with Diana’s, easy. Maybe better. She wanted to cover it with kisses. Maybe with a cock—that Cock in between—they could kiss and make up...

“Girls?” Diana called. “We have to go.”

Joselyn noticed that Frida’s mask was gone—somewhere, somehow. She almost pointed it out to the statuesque beauty but then noticed her own was gone as well. 

When had it happened? Just now? In the gym or the dressing room? Before? Even in the greenhouse? She remembered Diana saying she hadn’t needed it, and Diana was so incredibly pretty and gorgeous and wonderful and it was so hard to turn her down when she made so much sense...

Her mind felt foggy. Distant. Her thoughts felt distant. Like rumors she had heard when she was very young. They arrived slow and were easily dismissed, replaced with sensations of beauty, arousal, and affection. 

Diana led them into the next room, which was almost the complete opposite of all the rooms they had seen so far. All of those had been brightly lit, open, showcases of abandon. 

This was one long, dark hall. A line of computers along the wall with beautiful women in front of them. 

They knelt, of course. All the women here knelt all the time. But that wasn’t what caught Joselyn’s eye. 

Long tubes fed down from the ceiling  to their mouths. Strapped around their heads. Their hands were behind their backs—and as she looked closer, she saw that they were restrained in metal casing, attached to their ankles. Chests pushed upward in almost a perfect camel pose she recognized from yoga, but enforced by the restraint. 

No panties. 

Bras barely there, only existing to push amazing tits up and out in addition to the already display-heavy pose. Heavy headphones attached to their ears. The computers projected holograms in front of their eyes, flashing symbols, spirals, hot words that Joselyn struggled to look away from. 

And—she noticed an empty spot, an empty computer. A phallus stuck up from the floor—the same size and dimensions as the one from the statue.

“They’re all...they’re all...” she struggled.

“They’re all sitting on those,” finished Frida.

“Not just sitting,” said Diana. “Look closer.”

Joselyn did. They weren’t just sitting. They were writhing. Moaning. Grinding. Enormous, thick cylindrical shapes bulged from tiny midsections. And in their throats she saw more bulging—from the cord hanging down from the ceiling. Another phallus.

Both ends. 

Fucked from both ends. 

And probably mindfucked from whatever they were watching and hearing.  

“You could just put...you could put...I mean, anyone could sit there...”

Frida referred to the empty spot. 

“Yes,” said Diana. “Anyone at all. Anyone who wanted to see if it could all fit. Do you ever think about that, Frida? Do you ever wonder if something that big could fit? If you could make it work inside you?”

Frida’s answer was just a moan and a soft strut toward the empty mindfuck screen. She stopped, hesitating before kneeling. Diana followed her. 

Joselyn tried to warn her, tried to stop, but it was really hard with her fingers jammed in her cunt like they were.

When had that started? And when had she unzipped so much of her catsuit? It was little more than a pair of skintight hot leather pants now. Her tits exposed to the air. Despite how warm she felt, her nipples were as hard as glass.

At Frida’s side, Diana whispered just loud enough for Joselyn to still hear. Her hand softly pushing down on Frida’s shoulder. 

“What we do with these stations,” Diana explained, “is we acclimate girls to the feeling of his Cock.”

“His...Cock...” 

Frida repeated blankly. She was looking at the images on the screen. Joselyn could see the reflection of them in Frida’s lenses. Pink flashes. She fingered the phallus hanging from the ceiling. 

“That’s right,” said Diana. “You’re so smart. What a good girl you are.”

Joselyn’s pussy pulsed from hearing Diana say that—good girl. Yes. Yes. What a good girl Frida was for saying Cock like she had. 

“You see,” said Diana, “Master is so big.”

“...so big...”

“Yes. And so strong...”

“...so strong...”

“Yes! So we have to get girls used to how big and strong he is. Otherwise he won’t be able to fuck them as well. And Master deserves the best, doesn’t he?”

“The...the best...”

Diana ran a nail over the bottom and sides of Frida’s catsuit. The leather split open with a sigh, and she pulled it off Frida’s body the way someone might unwrap a present. Then she grabbed the hanging phallus and dragged it up Frida’s naked body, sliding over her breasts, clavicles, and hot-L jawline.

Sticky pink fluid, the consistency of cum, ran all across Frida’s body. Spreading from the phallus. The one at their feet, attached to the floor, was also streaming the same stuff steadily. Joselyn watched, still unable to stop stroking her needy clit, as the pink stuff absorbed into Frida’s skin. 

“Don’t you want to see if you’re the best, Frida?” Diana asked. 

She hovered the phallus directly in front of Frida’s plush, beautiful mouth. Pushing in on her lips. 

Frida licked once. Just on reflex. More licking her lips clean of the pink fluid there than anything else. Then again, slower. Luxuriating. Enjoying her tongue’s feel over the thick girth of the phallus. Then again, wrapping her lips up around it and swallowing, moaning, cumming with soft spasms of need as she lowered down onto her knees. 

“There’s a good girl,” said Diana. 

Frida continued to cum as she positioned herself onto the waiting phallus below. It entered up inside of her with almost no resistance, even though it was so big that—like the others—Joselyn could see clearly the bulge in Frida’s ridiculously tight-and-somehow-getting-tighter midsection. 

The rest of the apparatus ratcheted into place, pressure-sensitive—the hanging phallus pushing further down Frida’s throat and pumping in and out. Metal restraints unfolding and locking around her ankles and then—after Frida willingly placed herself in position—over her hands and wrists as well. The holograms dancing in front of her eyes. Diana attached a pair of headphones over Frida’s gorgeous skull, kissed her forehead, and then turned and smiled at Joselyn.

Joselyn was a trembling, cumming, vibrating, needy mess. Why wasn’t there another slot? She would go. She would be the one to mindfuck herself. She wanted to show that she was the best too. Why couldn’t she show how well she could take the Cock? 

The Cock was all that mattered. 

Wasn’t it?

Was there...was there something else? Something in...something in the backpack. Something that was going to explode...

But the backpack was on the floor and Diana picked it up, examined with a disdainful sniff, and handed it off to a servant girl in lingerie and thigh-high boots, and the only thing that Joselyn knew was going to explode was her own pussy. 

She must have cum three times watching Frida enter herself on the machine and it didn’t matter. She only needed to cum more. She wasn’t getting a clearer head, she wasn’t getting less aroused, and she definitely wasn’t getting tired. 

“It’s time to move on, dear,” said Diana. “Master is waiting.”

Diana looked at the catsuit around Joselyn’s ankles. 

“I suppose these served their purpose,” she said. “You’re all fucked up, after all.” She snapped her fingers, and a servant girl brought forward another outfit. “Time to change, wouldn’t you say?”

* * * * *
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THEY PASSED THROUGH one last corridor into the final room at the end of the facility. Joselyn didn’t remember from the dossier that this facility had so many rooms, so many different sections, but then, she didn’t remember all kinds of things now. 

She didn’t really remember putting on this lingerie, for example. 

It fit wonderfully enough. It was black trimmed with white lace and pushed up her spectacular breasts as they slowly grew from a modest-but-lovely C cup into D and beyond. They remained perfectly perky; the push-up function of the bra wasn’t necessary, just decorative. 

She wore hot silky tights and scant panties. Tall heels that elongated her elongating legs and made her luscious ass even firmer and hotter. 

The only thing resembling a thought that was on Joselyn’s mind was that somehow, someway, she had made it further than Frida.

She had beat her! The whole reason they were here was to see the Master and to worship him, and now Joselyn had made it further than Frida, and that meant she was better than her. 

Didn’t it?

Wasn’t that...why they were here?

She followed Diana around a corner and entered a room with tall ceilings and warm-colored walls. There was a great bed and arrangement of pillows where several stacked women played with each other’s pussies to one side. Across from that was a great table full of all the pink-coated fruits and vegetables from the greenhouse. But directly at the far end of the chamber was Him.

The Man.

Master. 

He sat on a tall throne of black steel. His Cock, enormous and thick, streaming precum like a river, stood at full attention between his legs. He carelessly threw away a girl who no longer could keep conscious while she pleasured him, and another immediately took her place. 

His wife, Rhonda, lounged to one side. She was half in his lap—straddling one thigh with long, taut legs—and half grinding against his side. Streaks of honey from her pussy shone on his flesh. A long line of girls—at least a dozen deep—waited before his Cock, crawling and kneeling and their fingers shoved in their pussies, drooling heavily, staring up at him with pink-tinged eyes. Each one could have been a knockout bombshell on the cover of magazines. Instead they were his cocksucking playthings for him to abuse at will. 

Rhonda took the latest one and shoved her barely-ready mouth onto his Cock, smiling at the cries of surprise and anguish as the cocksucker’s body roughly shifted to make room for the immensity of his Godhood down her throat. She held the cocksucker in place with a fist, tying up her hair, controlling her movements precisely. 

Diana roughly tossed Joselyn to the ground before him, parallel to the line next to his Cock. The girls in the line shored up a little, worried she would skip them. Joselyn just giggled, preening. It was fun to be pushed around by a superior woman. It made her feel like such an object. 

It was good to feel like an object. 

The Master’s gaze was upon her. Joselyn felt so special. She sat up straight on her knees, pushing her tits forward, eyes lowered. She hadn’t quite gotten a good look at his face; she wasn’t allowed. 

“This is the best one?” he asked. “There were three.”

Joselyn preened. Of course she was the best one. She was the one who made it here!

“No, no, there’s one better,” said Diana. “This is just the one that lasted the longest. There’s one in the mindfuck chamber who is much better suited for personal service.”

The world dropped out from Joselyn. She wanted to speak, to protest, to argue—but words failed her and even the ability to speak failed her in this place, in front of this God. She could only speak when spoken to now, like a real woman did, and even then she must always agree with her superiors. 

“Look, Daddy,” Rhonda groaned, stroking harder with the mouth of the fuckslave entangled in her fist. “She doesn’t like it. It’s making her sad.”

There was delight on her face. She liked seeing Joselyn sad. This delight compounded in the Master—evident when the slave on his Cock stiffened suddenly and groaned, her head frozen in place by the girth and thickness he suddenly sprouted with inside of her. 

Diana continued to explain. “The first didn’t make it past the fruit.”

“Weak.”

Such disdain in his voice. Anne would almost certainly never touch his Cock. Joselyn felt her body writhe unconsciously with pleasure at that.

“The other—the worthy one—she turned out to really love big Cock. I was able to use that to turn her a bit early. I think she would have lasted otherwise.”

“And this one?”

“Oh, she’s very pretty.” Diana stroked Joselyn’s head. “It’s just that she’s a bit dumb. And the wrong kind of conceited, you know? Thinks she can’t be fooled.”

“But they’re all satisfactory?”

“Yes, Sir,” Diana nodded. “I think you’ll be especially pleased with Frida. I set her mindfuck on maximum. She’s experienced years of service at this point.”

“Bring her here, and let’s find out.”

Movement and activity. Diana left, strutting happily. Master leaned back and waited, luxuriating in the feel of his wife snuggle-fucking against him with her soulful skull strokes and hot, whispered, sultry words. Joselyn whimpered in place, desperate to know what her purpose was. Would she be able to taste him? God, just to taste the Cock!

The doors opened, light shining through them. Hard high-heel strutting clacks filled the chamber. 

Joselyn expected Diana—but it was Frida instead.

Frida—in lingerie like Joselyn’s, only better because she was wearing it, with her beyond-perfect body and her angelic face topping it off—strutting in on tall-tall heels with Diana kneeling and crawling behind her. 

And Joselyn knew with a finality that she was done. 

Frida looked more gorgeous than ever before. Her hair longer even than Diana’s, like a thick black veil of spacetime, glittering and dark. Joselyn came, and came again, searching the beauty’s face for any part that wouldn’t make her instantly orgasm. Instead, she just came again.

Smiling, softly sneering at all the women who weren’t Rhonda, Frida posed for Master. Leg out. Biting a perfect lip. Diana knelt next to her, softly humping the air, her docked tits grinding on Frida’s long leg and wide hips. Hot milk ran down her supple, soft skin. All of it looked so shiny and delicious. 

“You asked for me, Master?”

Master could not help but smile. Rhonda, at his side, came wildly, grinding urgently against him the same way Diana did Frida. Milk leaked from her heavy tits and ran down his side. And as she came, she used his Cock to fuck the skull of the redhead attached to it even harder. 

For several seconds, he just enjoyed this. The sight of this acquisition. The feeling of his wife doing her duty by him with the redhead. 

“Do you know why you were sent here?” he asked Frida, finally.

“To kill you. To destroy this facility.”

“That’s what they told you,” said the Master. “Do you know why you were really sent here?”

“No, Master.”

He smiled. “They found out long ago they can’t kill me. And they want what I have to offer too much to just wipe this place out with a missile or the like. They want to placate me. The three of you are sacrifices. The way in stories they would offer up virgins to dragons.”

Frida nodded. “That makes sense.”

“Why?”

“We’re all gorgeous. I mean, me especially so.”

At that, he grabbed the head of the girl in front of him, shoving his wife’s hands aside. 

“Yeah. Yeah you are.”

“Yes.” Frida had a serene, invulnerable smile. “I’m more gorgeous than anyone else here, really, save for Rhonda.”

This familiarity she had—so easy, so self-possessed and self-obsessed—only made him fuck the redhead harder. She was tapping out on his thigh; he ignored her. Master knew best.

“They’re all rather pathetic when you compare them to me directly. But that’s what you like about me, isn’t it Master?”

He could only nod. Looking at her with jaw down. Just looking at her and losing control. Next to him—Rhonda was not jealous at all. She and Frida shared a knowing, urgent glance. They would work in concert with one another. Their Master deserved two conceited bitches running his massive, ever-growing harem—and together they knew their high standards would keep him eternally happy.

“So,” purred Frida, “they sent you different kinds of girls to see what you like. I expect they think that’s going to reveal some kind of weakness about you. Only they’ll be wrong.”

He struggled to speak, still obsessing over her beauty. He had cum several times at this point. Joselyn could smell, could feel each time. 

“W-why?”

“Because you have no weaknesses, Master. And because you’ll have me by your side now, along with Rhonda.”

“Why would I want you?”

He asked like he knew the answer—he just wanted her to say. 

“Because I knew this was happening from the second we came here,” Frida shrugged. “I’m not a complete idiot. I knew you would change us. I volunteered for this mission. I was going to sabotage Joselyn.”

At the mention of her name, Joselyn’s spirits went up. Frida knew who she was!

“She’s a stupid slut anyway,” Frida continued, “it would have been easy. The C4 is just play-doh. I replaced it on the helicopter, which blew up on the return trip, if you haven’t caught that already.”

“You’re a schemer.”

“Yes.”

Frida left Diana behind and began to strut towards him. 

“Manipulative.”

“Yes.”

“Arrogant.”

“Yes. And vain. And conceited. And intelligent. And most importantly of all?”

She was all the way in front of him now. Not kneeling at all. Joselyn had no idea how she possessed such willpower, still. Frida leaned on the girl between his knees, choking her further on his cock. Even the redhead’s back had turned purple from the lack of air. 

“I’m as gorgeous and as mean as they come.”

He reached down and grabbed her tight, pulling her into him for a long, soulful kiss. Rhonda joined them, kissing them both, the three godlike creatures sharing a long, maddening embrace that melted what remained of Joselyn’s twitching consciousness. 

The girl between them stopped moving. Master grabbed her with one hand and shook his head before tossing her aside like the rest. 

“Pathetic,” said Rhonda and Frida at the same time, sneering. “Weak.”

Master, hearing them, splashed a fresh wave of cum all across Frida’s legs, painting her from the knees down. 

Frida and Rhonda giggled at each other, laughing more as the tossed girl slowly coughed and hacked herself alive on the floor. 

They kissed again, Master cumming between them, spilling his load over their heavy tits repeatedly as they made out with him, as they rubbed their slight, tall bodies all over the length and girth of his heavy shaft. 

Then something miraculous happened. 

Frida turned and crooked a finger at Joselyn. 

This. 

This was her chance!

She nearly fell over she moved so fast, still trying to crawl with a sexy sway but eager to arrived before Mistress Frida changed her mind. 

A speech prepared itself in Joselyn’s deserted thoughts. 

Dearest Mistress, thank you so much for this allowance. I promise that I will do my utmost to do honor to the Cock. Moreover—

But all she was able to say was, “Duuh—” before Frida’s hand came down on Joselyn’s head and shoved her forward on Master’s Cock. 

Joselyn wasn’t ready for it—she was willing, oh fuck was she ever willing—and so when it pushed through her plump, shining lips and into her throat, all the way down her esophagus, she couldn’t breath. She couldn’t think. Her entire body, her existence, tied up to Cock just like that. 

She no longer had control of her body. She felt Rhonda’s hands join Frida’s. The two of them guiding Joselyn up and down on their Master’s Cock like she was nothing more than a toy. 

“You deserve this, Master,” Rhonda cooed. 

Frida nodded. “You deserve this and so much more.”

He had a short-trigger. The need for Frida was overriding his normally long build-up time for cums. Joselyn could feel it building in his massive balls. She wanted to feel him down her throat. Into her tummy. God, she needed it!

“Don’t look at her,” said Rhonda, guiding his eyes away from the lovely Joselyn on his Cock. “Look at me, Darling.”

“Look at me,” said Frida, pulling his eyes back over to her. 

“No, me,” said Rhonda.

“Me!”

As they fought over his cumming gaze, each only used Joselyn’s head harder, shoving her up and down, up and down as fast and ferociously as possible. 

She had no idea who his gaze rested on at the end because the second he came in her, her mind erupted in bliss, transporting her to some far away place where her existence had never happened, replaced entirely with purest pleasure. 

When she returned to herself, her body was full of his beautiful, sticky warm cum. She felt it filling all of her. Her breasts swelled magnificently, dripping milk all over the floor. She saw on the throne that Frida had taken her spot on his Cock—but she rode Master. Rhonda looked on, clearly jealous and clearly aroused, pushing in and using Frida’s wide hips as handles to fuck her harder on his Cock. 

Grunting, gasping, surprise at how good it was clearly on his face—he thrust upward into Frida again and again. Rhonda, just looking at him, came and moaned and came again, her hot lips working intently against both of their faces and necks.

“Make me pregnant, Master!” Frida begged. “Please, Master! Knock me up! I need your seed!”

“Yes, Daddy!” Rhonda nodded. “Fuck her pregnant. Knock the fuck up! Do it, please! Cum in her! Make her so fucking pregnant, Daddy, please!”

“Please, Daddy!”

“Please, Master!”

The whole room filled with the chorus. Joselyn noted with surprise that she was able to speak and that she joined in as well. 

Please Master Please Master Please Master Please. Master. Please. Please Master! Master Please!

Frida screamed with delight as he came in her finally. Her voice beautiful. Flawless. Singing a song of total rapture. He held her tight, filling her with his entire, endless load—and her body took all of it. Joselyn hadn’t even managed a fifth of what he was able to cum—the rest spilling all over her body, leaving her sticky and bathed. But Frida’s body, so perfect for him, took all of it. 

“Oh god,” Rhonda moaned when her own orgasms ended. “Oh god, you’re so totally pregnant for him. Just like me.”

They shared a long, exultant kiss, both completely lost in love for their Master. 

Finally, Frida slid off his Cock—still somehow impossibly hard—and stroked him softly in tandem with Rhonda’s quiet licks of his shaft. 

Once more, Frida looked at Joselyn. The cum had mostly absorbed into her skin now. She could feel that she was more beautiful because of it—but it hardly mattered with Frida and Rhonda in the room.  

“Would you fuck her, Master?” Frida asked. “Just once?”

He looked at Joselyn. Pleasure filled her once more. 

“I thought you didn’t like her.”

Frida smiled. “I don’t.”

Rhonda nodded. “Neither do I. Frida has a sense about these things. But...”

They whispered in his ear soft enough to be sultry, loud enough so that Joselyn could hear. “It’s so much more fun if you show her what she’ll never have again.”

She and Rhonda spoke in unison like old friends, like soulmates. Mind-melded through the power of Master’s Cock.

Joselyn, so impressed with their love and unity, barely knew that they were talking about her.

He beckoned her forward and his queens snickered with evil, hot energy. Joselyn was so happy to obey. 

All she knew—all she had to know—was that she was part of his harem once and for all.

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

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

Demon’s Offer – Corrupting the MILF

When this sex demon tires of corrupting good girls, he goes after the worst one he can find—and gets more than he bargains for!

Bimbo Wife – Learning Her Place

Elena wakes up as a completely subservient bimbo wife to her Husband...but she doesn’t know how she got there or even who he is! All she knows is she’s gorgeous, and he deserves so much more...

Bimbo Processing Unit – Secret Desires

Learn the secret origins of the B.P.U.’s bimbofying powers and discover the alpha male cravings of the secret agent Snow as she arranges her fantasies to become a reality!

Bimbo Pill – Hot Harem

The facility belongs entirely to the Master now, and special envoys are sent to parlay with him. But are these beautiful secret agents really assassins, or are they offerings to keep the alpha male god at bay? 

Bimbo Processing Unit – Forbidden Fruit

John’s transformation into an alpha male completes as he turns his gaze onto the one hot babe he’s never been able to have—the beauty who grew up in his household under his watchful eye. 

Bimbo Pill – New Wife

A virgin’s sexy mad science plan to turn her crush’s wife into a bimbo backfires, and she has no choice but to make herself an even sexier bimbo to compete!

Bimbo Processing Unit – Needy Boss

The VR Helmet can make even the snobbiest boss turn into an eager, submissive slave...especially if she’s secretly fantasized about such a thing forever!

Bimbo Pill – Hot Crush

Sexy Rhonda has a sexy plan to turn her crush's wife into a bimbo to make him less interested in being married...but it backfires horribly. And sexily.

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 Lilith stands in the way...
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GET GREAT DEALS AND save money on stories with these bundles:

Bimbo Processing Unit – The Bundle

A special helmet turns men into studs and women into gorgeous, seductive vixens with a need to breed, centering around a man past his prime “getting to know” the women who have known him their whole lives!

Craving Lucky Nerds

20 HOT stories of lucky nerds who get the harems of gorgeous women they’ve always wanted!

Craving Bad Boys

This jam-packed bundle features TWENTY stories of incredibly-hung bad boys taking who they want with no apologies!

Dirty Office Cravings – A Bundle

An amazing collection of TWENTY gloriously hot tales meant to eroticize the office and workspace, so that you’ll never see work the same way again!

Bimbo Cravings

TWENTY gorgeously hot tales of hot babes transformed by might or right into dripping, aching, needy giggly bimbo babes who will do ANYTHING to serve their Master.

Filthy Taboo Cravings

TWENTY gloriously hot stories of sexy taboo pairings that only Nadia Nightside could put together!

Craving Gangs of Men

TWENTY scintillating stories of gorgeous babes being drilled by gangs of hardcore, hard-bodied men!

Harem Maker – The Bundle

His dream girl becomes something more when she starts gathering women to worship his cock...but is it too good to be true?

Craving Overflowing Cups

TWENTY stories of delicious, milk-filled goodness, each story prominently featuring lactation and more!

Hypno Headphones – The Bundle

Chanel is a born bad girl, so when she’s mind controlled to be a perfect slave, all she wants to do is encourage her new Master to gather all the hot barely legal school girls he wants!

Just 18 Fantasies

EIGHTEEN sexy stories of BARELY EIGHTEEN babes desperate to be fucked as hard as possible by strong alpha studs. 

Bimbo Genie - The Bundle 

Airhead sex genie Zanthia is obsessed with cock, but forbidden to touch, so she lives vicariously through the wishes of one Master after another. But will she be ever be able to satisfy her craving?

Forbidden Cravings – A Bundle

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

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! 
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