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BRENT DROVE UP IN FRONT of Amber’s house in his old beat-up pick-up truck, staring wistfully at the girl of his dreams as she walked down the driveway. 

Amber was, in short, out of Brent’s league. She was gorgeous, intelligent, and rich, and though they had been friends for practically their whole lives, he knew he was never going to register to her as a legitimate contender as someone to date. 

On paper, it was just not a good match. Brent’s range of interests were nowhere near Amber’s. She loved sports, could watch baseball and basketball endlessly, and he loved comics and could talk at length about strength magnitudes and flight speeds of various caped men. She loved writing papers, crafting words, and he was better at math—following formulas and carrying out the dictum of ancient geniuses. 

Still, though, they were good friends. Their bond had formed when they were very young, largely because of their shared disappointment in their parents when they were stuck waiting for rides that never came after school. Amber’s mother wasn’t in the picture, and her father was always working, trying to expand his fortune. Even today, he was in China somewhere, traveling on a business deal. 

Brent’s story was almost the opposite—his father had left a very long time ago, and now his mother was constantly on road trips, calling him from hotels, trying to broker deals in dozens of cities a month just for them to get by. 

Mostly, the two took care of each other, cooking meals, confiding. Their one shared aspect was that they knew how to listen to the other. Brent felt dirty every time he wanted more from Amber, but he could not help it. She was his dream.

The two of them had been out of town for the first two months of the fall semester of their senior year, on a school-sponsored hiking trip in Canada. They and a group of four others—him and and three other girls, all paid for via scholarship—spent seven days traveling through the tundra, making fires, forming camps in the snow, and living off the land.

It had been a great time. Before going, Brent had made plans of revealing his undying love for Amber, maybe halfway through the trip. But, once again, he had retreated from that edge, after which he knew there would be no returning.

Her flip-flops slapped against the concrete as she made her way to his car. On another girl, her combination of tiny leg-baring shorts and cut-off tee might have been cute and assuming. On Amber, it was tantamount to pornography. Over the summer, she had become even more thoroughly gorgeous, all the lines of her face lining up just so; her lips were thick and pouty, her eyes deep green, her short hair thick, lustrous and the color of chestnuts. Over the camping trip, Brent could not help but jerk off to her in his tent, thinking about the exquisite lines of her neck, the little flashes of her abs he would get, or the ever-so-brief glimpses of her bare ass when they went swimming in the river. 

And then he could not help but feel guilty about it. 

She was his friend. She confided in him. She told him about her dreams of becoming a veterinarian, about how she was worried she would never connect with her father, how she felt empty sometimes because of her lack of a mother figure. 

He needed her, absolutely he needed her. And he would never have her. He took a breath, preparing himself for her close presence.

“Hey,” she said brightly, sliding into the passenger seat. “Ready to go back?”

Nodding, he put the car in gear. She was more of a morning person than him. 

“It’s tough thinking that we won’t have to make our own lunch,” he said after they got moving along the road.

“I did.” She patted her backpack. 

“Well, yeah. I mean I did too. We just don’t have to, you know? It’s weird.”

“I guess so.”

He tried to pay attention to the road, an incredibly hard prospect when Amber’s jawline was so smooth and lovely, and her eyes were so deep and sultry. School was only a two or three minute drive away. It would not have been a very long drive for Amber. Brent was suspicious that this meant she was just humoring him by taking the ride. He was also hopeful that it meant she wanted to spend more time with him. These two feelings battled about in his head quite often, more often than he would like.

Their school, Shine Academy, was a small one, exclusive for eighteen year-old college bound students in their small suburban town. Each and every student was eighteen and older. 

Shine Academy was a unique school, only allowing senior-level students for admittance. It was a sort of “finishing” school before college. Students took part in advanced experiments and vastly different learning environments than in most high schools. With everyone at the age of eighteen, the idea was that the need for foolish competitions and feelings of being out of one’s element would be reduced. Admittance was based on an egregiously difficult testing system, and graduation all but guaranteed attendance at the college of a student’s choice.

There was no traffic of students outside the school, which was odd. Usually, outside the high school, there were any number of students prowling about, trying to find reasons to not make it into class. 

“That’s weird,” said Brent.

Amber just nodded. The early sunlight glinted off her shades and he wanted to pin her against his truck and kiss her. He held back the impulse, of course. 

“Maybe they changed the start time? You know, like fifteen minutes back or something?”

He shook his head. “Wouldn’t they have let us know?”

“There’s only four of us that went. They wouldn’t have to.”

Shine Academy was a small school, but very rich. The floors were marble, and ornate artwork hung from the walls. There were chandeliers instead of fluorescent lights, and the cafeteria had a staff of five cooks trained in France. The two stepped inside the vaulted double-doors at the front of the school, with Brent expecting to see stragglers make their way back into the classrooms. But, the hallways were similarly empty. 

“Okay,” said Amber. “This is really weird. Was there a zombie apocalypse or something that no one told us about?”

“Maybe it’s aliens?”

They pulled out their schedules, printed two months before, when they had gone on the trip. Each checked the times listed there—class started at 8:30 in the morning. It was 8:25. 

He walked by a classroom door and peeked into the window. Inside were rows of young teenage babes doing yoga. Each of them busty and perfectly fit, their yoga pants clinging to their tight asses. They had long, thick hair tied up in ornate knots. Their faces were perfectly made-up, their eyes empty and heavy-lidded.

“Yoga?” Amber asked, leaning up against Brent.

He leaned back into her for a moment, loving the feeling of her body against his. 

“Who knows. Maybe it’s...I don’t know. Maybe it’s just some new thing they’re trying.” He shrugged.

“Let’s get to class, anyway. It looks like we’re late.”

Brent and Amber walked into their classroom down the hall and immediately was assailed with a thick smell of bubblegum and sex.

In every seat, sitting happily with legs crossed and tits presented, were bimbos. There was no other word for them. Big tits, long legs, and empty happy smiles. 

All of them wore cheerleading uniforms, consisting of teensy tiny little pleated skirts and even tinier tops with a an extraordinarily low v-neckline. Each girl wore knee socks and platform heels matching her uniform. There were twenty-five girls in the class, not including the teacher. Some uniforms were blue, a few were brown, and a very few, only three in fact, were pink. Most were bright purple. Each girl had every sort of hair and every sort of skin color. But they were all indisputably bimbos.

So was their teacher, Coach Summers. Nicole Summers, like the rest of the class, wore a tiny cheerleader’s outfit. Hers was one of the bright pink ones, and her knee socks had bands of white stars decorating them. 

Brent remembered her as an attractive forty year-old woman. Rather voluptuous—a big beautiful woman by any standard. Curves everywhere. By no means old, she still wore her age well, and every line in her face only showed the expertise of maturity. He would have felt very lucky to have a wife like that, one who matured rather than withered.

But now, Coach Summers...though recognizably herself, she looked twenty years younger, hardly any older than the girls in class. The only thing marking her as somewhat older were the cute, pink horn-rimmed glasses she wore and the mockery of the tie around her neck. The tail of the tie landed delectably in her plentiful cleavage.

“Like, wow!” she exclaimed at Brent’s presence. “It’s a boy! A hunk! What do we say to the incredibly handsome and wonderful hunk, girls?”

“We’re so glad you’re here,” began the chorus of responses, every girl smiling and beginning to push their fingers under their skirts. “What’s your name?” “Tell it to us.” “We want to chant it.” “We want to scream it.” “Show us your muscles?” “Show us everything.” “I promise I'm a virgin.” “I promise I'm fertile.” “Make me your girlfriend.” “Make me your sex buddy.” 

Each girl, as she spoke, got down on her knees off from her chair, openly fingering her pussy. Most desks were scattered and pushed aside. At the front of the classroom, instead of a projector or a podium, there was a thick leather couch. It looked well-worn with use, as if the class had become nothing more than some exposition for teaching the best way to sit on a lap or pose sexily in lingerie. 

Brent didn’t know why he thought that, but the thought stuck with him, especially with all these kneeling, chanting hot cheerleaders approaching him. 

“B-br-brent?” Amber said, obviously startled. 

She took his hand. He tried not to lose himself in the sensation of her soft, warm fingers. 

“I don’t know, Amber,” he said. 

They backed toward the door.

“Don’t know what, handsome?” asked Coach Summers. “Don’t you like how I’ve changed this place? Changed everyone?”

She approached him, smiling brightly. Her tits bounced up and down and he struggled not to look. Not right in front of Amber. It was quite difficult—Coach Summers’ tits were beautifully proportioned, and had the perfect amount of jiggle.

Brent tried to think. How could this have happened? The cheerleading program was the brainchild of Coach Summers. Before...whatever was happening here, she had been the sociology teacher. He remembered that she wanted to know what the introduction of a cheerleading squad would be to a school that largely ignored athletics. 

Students signed up knowing the purpose of the experiment, hoping for extra credit—even so, Ms. Summers had been part of a nationally-recognized cheerleading squad in college more twenty years prior and put each volunteer through the gauntlet, so to speak, of exercises and drills. 

Somewhere along the line, it had driven her...to this. To becoming the beauty he saw before him, somehow. That was the only explanation he could think of. Perhaps it was wrong, but it was all he had.

“What’s going on?” Amber asked. “Why are you...why are you are all...what happened here?”

“Oh, you mean like, how come we’re like, all pretty and hot and stuff?” Coach Summers giggled.

She put a hand on Brent’s shoulder. Her touch was...relaxing. Hot. Warmth spread throughout his body. He found it hard to stare away from her enticing, open tits. He didn’t want to.

“Y-yeah,” he said, nodding with Amber. “How...how come?”

“Breeeent...” Amber whined, trying to pull him toward the door. 

Coach Summers nodded, bringing her mouth close to his ear before licking it just a bit. “Why don’t we tell you what we are then, okay?” She pointed a long, perfectly arranged finger toward Amber. “She should know too!”

The coach snapped her fingers, and one of the kneeling girls stood up. It was Hayley Spring. Brent’s heart skipped a bit, seeing the most gorgeous girl in school completely bimbofied.

“Lead a cheer for Brent, Hayley.” Coach Summers giggled happily. “Show him what he like, owns, now.”

Hayley was one of the few girls that Brent lusted after with the same kind of ferocious need that he did Amber. When he thought of loving someone, of being with a woman forever and ever, he thought of Amber.

When he thought about sweet, hard, furious fucking, not stopping until someone had a heart attack and the EMTs clapped him on the back for being such a stud, he thought about Hayley. If Amber was everything he wanted in a partner, Hayley was everything he wanted in a fuckbuddy.

Her hair was long and perfectly blond. Bright blond. Platinum blond. There must have pounds of it, so thick and shiny and with so many locks and curls, all wrapping down her back in an enormous sexy mane. It framed her face wonderfully, that face that was just pure, hot, unrestrained eighteen year-old teen queen perfection. 

She, too, was dressed in pink. The top seemed more of a decoration for her tits than any real attempt at hiding them. The tops of her bright pink nipples showed over the flimsy material. Her legs and tight, perfect ass were no more contained by the tiny skirt than light was contained by a window. 

She clearly looked more gorgeous than the other bimbos—whatever transformation had happened had occurred in scale, apparently, so the most gorgeous girl stayed that way—and her nose was turned up slightly, signifying that she knew it to be so. 

God, he found that so hot about her. He always had. She treated him like dirt, and always had, since he was part of the math club and read comic books at lunch, and he found that treatment hot too—not being humiliated, but by the thought of fucking her so hard that she would never think to ignore him or mock him ever again. 

And yet he wanted her to keep that snotty edge, to treat others that way while still keeping him on a pedestal. It was a selfish, mean-spirited thought, and yet he couldn’t ignore his desires.

“Like, oh my god, Brent?” said Hayley, her perfect face bright and elated. 

She face-pushed the three purple-clad girls trying to kiss her and compliment her, clearly not caring anything about their wellbeing. They cooed after her, feeling empty without her touch. Other girls seemed to pick up on the fact that his name was Brent, and started to chant it softly, holding hands. 

“I’m so happy to do a cheer for you.” Hayley stood right in front of Brent, Amber, and the coach, putting her arms smartly at her sides. “Reaaaady?” she called.

All the girls behind her stood up. Her tone seemed to be impossible to ignore. Some even looked a bit surprised at their immediate compliance, not quite able to balance their top-heavy torsos. Brent had no idea what was going on, though he could feel her crystal-clear voice sliding heavy over his own brain, too. For whatever reason, it wasn’t affecting him like the girls.

Hayley nodded sharply and said it again, her eyes lighting up even more. 

“Reaaaaaady?”

All the girls in the class clapped in unison, smiling and nodding. “Okay!” 

Amber’s mouth seemed frozen in an eerie smile, her eyes wide with terror. Brent could feel her gripping his hand hard, trying not to clap and join in. Her hips pushed hard against his, and he pulled her close, trying to help, trying to give her strength. Whatever was happening, it was weird and strange.

“Give me a B!” Hayley called out. 

“B!” All the girls chanted.

“Give me an I!”

“I!”

Amber was biting her lips together, shaking her head and yet still somehow her mouth was attempting to smile. Sweat was pouring out of her brow. 

“Give me an M!”

“M!”

Amber gasped out “M!” She clapped a hand to her mouth, which had started to smile wholesale, teeth and all.

“Give me another B!”

“B!” Amber’s hand had fallen away. She was joining in openly now.

Give me an O!”

“O!” Amber added a little hop when she shouted the letter.

“What’s that spell?”

They giggled and laughed. “Spelling is super hard! We’re bimbos!”

“Yay! Gooo Bimbos!”

“Yaaaayyy!” 

All the girls of the class, including Amber, jumped up and down and cheered, their tits bouncing hypnotically, skirts flailing about and flashing their sparkling wet teen cunts. Brent didn’t know how to stop watching. It was so fucking hot. 

As he had watched, Coach Summers had pulled down his pants. He had barely noticed. His cock was out and hard already. The coach stroked it dutifully, enjoying her new man watching the arrangement of young hot flesh laid out just for him.

Hayley, finishing the chant, smiled and strutted toward Brent. Her big, blue eyes sparkled with desire and glee. She pushed him down into the empty long leather couch, Coach Summers easily giving up her grip. 

Amber was still standing and jumping, cheering with the rest. If Brent had looked closely at her, he would have seen the horror in her eyes, as if she was somehow being controlled by the words she had chanted out, the words that the collective bimbo minds had put inside of her.

But he was only looking at Hayley. The incredible young beauty slipped right next to him, pushing her enormous tits right under his face. Her bare legs pressed against his. If he moved his head down at all, they would be swimming in titflesh. She had one soft, sure hand sliding up and down his back, rubbing into his spine. Every other breath of hers was a purr. She was an entirely sexual being—there was nothing about her not designed entirely for hard, forceful, permanent fucking. 

“Like, you are such a stud. You’re so like...so important, you know? So really like, super cool and awesome. I’m so jealous of Amber.”

Her hand slid down on his exposed cock, stroking it happily. Within seconds, it was completely wet with precum.

“J-jealous?”

Brent didn’t know what to make of any of this. He was getting his very first handjob ever, from the most gorgeous teen babe he had ever seen. All he wanted was for this not to end.

“Uh, duh? Because like, she gets to fuck you nonstop?”

“Oh. Ohhh man.” He was entranced, he felt, watching her slender hand move up and down on his rod. Fuck, how had he not cum already? “We haven’t...we aren’t...doing that.”

“Like, really? Does that mean you and I can? Like right now?”

“We’re in...we’re in class?” he ventured. His neck was losing strength. He was so relaxed.

“Oh, Coach Summers doesn’t mind. Do you mind, Coach?”

The coach smiled, fingering her pussy on the floor with giggly ferocity. 

“Like, of course not, dears. Have fun! Treat him like the man he is! I’m going to like, finger my hot little pussy while I watch you two, okay?”

Hayley landed a few soft, wet kisses on Brent’s neck and chin. “You see? Nobody, like, minds at all.”

She licked his neck, stroking him harder and harder. His shoulder sank into her massive tits. Feeling daring, he leaned in and kissed her neck. Immediately, her body convulsed in orgasmic ecstasy. 

“Oh my god,” he said. “Did you just cum?”

“I need your touch,” she moaned, staring at him hotly, stroking him harder. “Do it again. I live for it.”

Coach Summers, fingering her cunt wildly, nodded. “We all do, Brent. Fuck her. Fuck her like you deserve.”

Near the door, he saw three purple-uniformed cheer bimbos dragging Amber out of the door. She had a blank, empty smile on her face that seemed somehow still terrified. He thought he could see her hair changing color, lengthening. Her pants were on the floor, ripped to bits. When he hadn’t been looking, her legs had gotten bigger, her hips wider.

He had to help her! They were taking her!

He pushed Hayley down on the ground, but she kept stroking his cock madly, needing the cum.

“Stay,” said Hayley, pumping her hot hand so fast. “Please stay? She’ll be fine. And I need you sooo bad...please Brent?”

The rest of the bimbo class was crowding around him, now, behind Hayley. Each of them openly fingering their hot cunts, grasping their enormous tits, opening and closing their perfect pink mouths in breathy gasps, whispering his name. There was a hot, low feeling in his balls. He could feel his orgasm approaching, his big, thick cock trembling.

Coach Nicole slipped up next to Hayley now, sliding an exposed tit on the beautiful teen’s shoulder. “Yes, Brent baby. Stay. Stay and suck my big, happy tits. Don’t you want to like, make me happy? We’ve been waiting for you, Brent. Practicing for a man.” She giggled. Her tit jostled on Hayley’s shoulder. “Don’t you want to see what we’ve been working on?”

Looking down at their gorgeous, needy faces, and then back up at the entire bimbo cheerleader class masturbating to the sight of him being pleasured, he had no choice but to cum. It was all too hot.

His release was quick and torrential, feeling absolutely divine in her slick, hot hand. He spurted across her amazing round tits, first, spraying a long thread of perfect white goo. Then along her neck, then all the rest around her face and hair. 

On contact, her body looked like it shut down, convulsing wildly, her every movement speaking of enormous pleasure delivered only by his cum. She fell backward into the crowd of cheerleading bimbos behind her. Like lions after a kill, all the other bimbos in the class, including Coach Summers, moved in and began to lick it off her body. 

His sense of morality returning to him somewhat with the flood of hormones gone from his body, Brent felt that was as good as any a time to exit. He gathered his pants and stepped out in the hallway to find Amber.

* * * * *
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THERE WAS NO ONE IN the hallways. He looked from one room to the next, finding no sign of Amber. 

In one room, the bimbo teens were trying on lingerie, comparing bust sizes. The girls in the pink lingerie invariably had the biggest tits, laughing snootily at the girls in brown.

In another room, girls traded off sucking on dildos attached to a wall, moving down a line. Each dildo was of a different size, each girl gradually moving larger and larger. A pink-clad teacher stood watching, diddling her pussy with a vacant smile on her face. All the cheerleaders she watched each were licking and adoring the dildos wholesale, as if they were serving real men. The mindblowingly gorgeous teacher—who Brent barely recognized as a once-fat snobby horror named Tara Wilkes—walked past them in her pink uniform, sexy legs on proud display in seven inch heels.

“Suck those cocks!” she ordered. “Please them! There’s only one way to properly serve a man, and that’s to make his cock happy! If you don’t like, make his cock happy, then he’ll never want you to be his number one girl! And then how will you be allowed to wear pink? Huh?”

She lightly slapped the head of a small, slim redheaded beauty queen wearing a blue uniform.

“Stroke his shaft when you kiss the head, silly! Do you want to stay down as a blue girl forever? Gosh!”

Brent walked on before he was seen. One other room had girls completely naked except for high, high heels, sliding up and down on each other. They were practicing sexual positions, he realized. They would swoop into missionary, then into a wheelbarrow, to doggy-style, to other forms that Brent had never heard of. 

He was getting hard again, watching their perfect bodies spin and maneuver so hotly.

He had to focus. He had to focus and find Amber.

Down one small hallway, he found what looked like a small shrine. There were candles on small stools and chairs, and a spotlight on the wall. On the wall itself were a collection of newspaper clippings and pictures of guys—all the guys from the school! 

Faced with so much tits and pussy and ass and hotness, Brent hadn’t even stopped to wonder where all the guys were.

He saw pictures of the basketball team—each dated. They were taken one month apart. In the first, they all seemed their normal scrawny selves, as he remembered them, destined to lose every game. In the next, they were hulking slabs of meat, each team member at least three-hundred pounds of pure man muscle.

Something had happened. Like a male effect of whatever was happening to the cheerleaders.

In the center was a newspaper clipping with the headline of “Riot at Basketball Game Leaves 60 In Jail, 120 Injured.”

Skimming it, he found out that the entire male population of the school, including the teachers and principal, had showed up to the first basketball game of the season. Someone from the other team said something to a Shine Academy bimbo cheerleader, which was apparently enough reason to start fighting. 

All the guys at Shine Academy were either arrested and jailed or put into traction. The fighting had spread amongst themselves—when their blood was up, they couldn’t tell friend from foe, apparently.

This was over a month and a half ago. In just two short weeks, the entire school population had been divided up between studs and bimbos. And now, Brent surmised, the bimbos of the school were waiting for a new stud.

And they had decided...

Oh man. They wanted him to be that stud. 

His cock was definitely getting hard now. 

In a daze, he walked by the gymnasium. Inside, music was blaring. Curious, and still looking for Amber, he looked inside. 

What he saw shouldn’t have stunned him, given what he had seen so far, but it did anyway. They were practicing stripping, he realized. Their hot, tight, toned, big-titted bodies were swaying to the music, wrapping up and down metal poles. The poles had been installed up and down the basketball court—there were no more players, after all. 

Two girls in pink uniforms—both of them ecstatically gorgeous—were at the front of the five rows or so of girls, cheering and smiling. He recognized the pink girls—Amanda and Kate.

Amanda, a superbly big-breasted brunette, started speaking loudly, a smile plastered on her gorgeous face. “We have to practice really hard, girls! I heard there’s finally a boy on campus! We have to make sure we can suck and fuck just how he needs. He won’t fuck us otherwise. And that’s why we exist. To be fucked by a super stud like he totally is. Our dancing has to be super top notch to impress him!”

The other amazing beauty, another perfect busty brunette, Kate Johnson, stepped out next to Amanda.

“I bet he fucks me the most. I’ve got like, the absolute best tits in town.”

Brent was really going to have to agree with that. He had not seen a bigger pair this entire morning. Kate rested her hand on Amanda’s ass, apparently unable to stop herself from admiring her friend’s gorgeousness. 

“No, I bet he fucks me the most,” said Amanda, tossing her wonderful length of dark hair back. “Nobody can compete with my hair, sorry.” It was very long, and there was so very much of it. Brent was drooling a bit. “I’m just super way hotter than you. Can you imagine how much he’s going to cum in my hair? I’ll stroke him off with it all day long, and then let him use it as a blanket when he needs to nap.”

Kate’s grip on Amanda’s ass tightened. “What if, like, he fucked both of us, at the same time?”

Amanda leaned her head back and purred loudly. “Oh my god. That would be like, the absolute best.” 

Kate clapped her hands. “Okay, girls! You need to dance even better so you can be like, our super best gift to him! That way he’ll fuck us, and like, maybe we’ll let you watch!”

They began their routine again, but it lasted for only a brief thirty seconds of bliss for Brent before Kate cut off the music. She walked up to a short, titanically busty redhead wearing a brown uniform. She could have easily been a beauty queen. 

“Did you just do like, what I thought you did?” Amanda asked. 

The redhead didn’t seem to know what to say. “Um. Like. Like. Um. Stuff. Like? No?”

Kate pushed her. “Yes, you did! You stepped left when everyone else stepped right. Are you like, fucking kidding us?”

Kate ripped the redhead’s skirt off, and Amanda bent her over a knee, starting to spank her. She gave her five hard swats before pushing her off and down to the ground. 

“God, you should just like, give up on life,” said Kate. “I bet he wouldn’t even fuck you if your tits grew like, two cup sizes.”

Amanda nodded. “You should basically shut yourself into a deep, dark hole, because that’s what you deserve for being like, so unworthy of his super awesome cock. He needs his bimbos to be like, totally super perfect all the time, or else we’ll just get like, totally outclassed.” 

They both said all of this with a bright, cheery smile. “Give up, sweetie!” They said in unison, almost cheering. “You’re just not good enough for him. You’ll be at brown level forever and ever.”

The girl, sniffling back tears, fled the gym through the back exit. She was one of the most gorgeous women Brent had ever seen, excepting of course the other beauties in the gym at the time. 

Even he had to admit—she wasn’t as pretty as the others. 

“We think we were like, kind of harsh?” asked Amanda.

Kate shrugged. “She had to learn somehow that some of us are just better like, servants and stuff. She can’t be a real bimbo slave if like, she can’t learn.”

Brent’s cock pulsed again. It was getting harder and harder to ignore his desires.

Bimbo slaves. That was what they were training to be. For him.

He had to find Amber, and get out of here, before this got any weirder. And before he hated himself for giving in to all of these hot bimboized girls.

* * * * *
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AFTER AN HOUR OF SEARCHING and avoiding detection, he finally had found her. Avoiding detection was fairly easy—the bimbo cheerleaders had started to send out search parties for him, but the poor girls had trouble moving past five steps before bumping into each other with their hot strutting. 

With a bimbo’s ultra-sensitive body, an innocent bump was tantamount to foreplay. He stepped past five groups of girls licking each other even sillier than their minds had already made them.

Amber was locked in one of the practice rooms in the band hall. He could hear her inside, chanting something that he couldn’t make out. 

If he hadn’t heard her, the sign that said “NU GRRL” would have given her away fairly quickly, he felt.

He kicked open the door, feeling very heroic. The frame was cheap, and gave way easily. 

Amber, or a new version of her, was on the floor, fingering her cunt, watching a television. 

It was her, but it wasn’t—she had changed so much. She was on her side, and her hair filled the ground all around her like a long thick chestnut blanket, shiny and sparkly. It was a distinctly lighter shade than before, though still completely beautiful.

She wore a tiny cheerleader’s outfit, the pleated skirt doing nothing to hide her brilliantly perfect legs. Her tiny little top was being manipulated by her regular grasping of her now-enormous tits. The whole outfit was bright pink. Even her socks, stretching up to her delectable thighs, were bright pink, striped with happy bands of white stars.

He knew what that meant, now.

She had been promoted to be one of the elite girls. Oh, fuck. That made him really hard, instantly. Thinking of Amber as one of those elite, tip-top cheerleaders who would drive all the other girls to worship him and kneel for him like he deserved.

He walked closer. She did not seem to notice him. On the television was a recording of something, he realized, played over and over. 

He looked closer. It was a still frame of security camera footage of the two of them, walking through the halls, earlier today, when they had first come in to the school. It was him, looking through a window of a class. Behind him was Amber, biting her lower lip, staring at him with...with...was that...?

He looked closer.

She was turned on, looking at him from behind. She wanted him. 

Oh, fuck. She wanted him, even then. 

“Bimbo for my man,” she said softly, rhythmically. “B-I-M-B-O for my M-A-N. Bimbo! Bimbo for my man...” she repeated it over and over.

Oh, wow. That was so hot. She was...she was saying he was her man. Her MAN. She wanted to be for him what he had always wanted her to be. That was beyond hot. That was his dreams, made real. 

Kneeling in front of him. 

Transformed into an hotter, sexier version of herself.

Ready to take his cock whenever he would like. 

He breathed in a long, shuddering breath...and shut off the television. Amber kept chanting, looking forward at him with glazed eyes. It seemed like all of his presence was just filling up what remained of her once impressive mind. Somewhere, deep in her eyes, he could still sense some intelligence...but it was being directed toward the lust of him. There was no knowledge anymore except of the knowledge of hot to be a bimbo. 

Correction: A B-I-M-B-O.

He put a hand on her shoulder. She tilted her head down toward it, continuing to chant softly in between planting soft kisses on his palm.

“Amber! Stop! Please, stop.”

Of course, she didn’t. She looked completely gone, her face totally blank. An idea struck him. He checked her ears. Her chanting stopped.

“Mmm, yeah. Touch me.” Her voice so soft, so focused and insistent and breathy.

“Where is it?”

“Your cock?” 

She reached forward and slipped her hand inside of his pants. Very quickly, her fingers wrapped entirely around his cock. Her other hand made short work of his pants, and they dropped down to the floor. His knees shuddered and he gripped her shoulder hard. 

He was already hard. More than hard, he was desperate to fuck. His cock was thick and veiny and bulging in her tiny hands. He needed to be inside her. She was so fucking pretty.

“N-no. No, the device. The listening device. They must have you listening to them somehow. That’s why you’re chanting still.”

“Cheering,” she corrected him.

“Fine. That’s why you’re still cheering. Some...some device, somewhere. It has to be.”

“Oh, no way! I just love cheering. It’s like, what I’m for, you know? Cheering a lot and fucking men. Especially you. God, you’re so fucking cute. Can we pleaaase fuck, Brent? You’re soooo hot!”

“I...god, Amber, I want to. But that would be...would be so wrong. You’re not in your right mind!”

She slipped her hands around his neck. 

“Please, just kiss me?”

Her face entreating him so openly. Needing him. Her eyes so big and bright. Taking him in. He moved down to his knees, right over her, and put a hand on her hip. 

God, the curve of it! It was made to be held by him. He pressed her closer, and she moaned directly into his open mouth. Already he was tasting her breath. 

Their lips met, and he moaned with her. She tasted so good. He had wanted this for so very long! She began to grind her hips against his, her tight, moist cunt sliding up into his crotch. 

Moving his hands up her firmly muscled back, he thought he was gaining traction to push her away. Instead, the feel of her thick, silken locks made him grab her tighter, enclosing him in his arms. Soon, his arms were lost in her hair.

“So strong,” he heard a breathy whisper. “So very hot! Such a perfect man.”

At first he thought it was Amber, but his mouth was firmly clasped to hers. He opened an eye, peering past his dream girl’s perfect cheekbones, and saw Hayley there, kneeling in front of the door, fingering her cunt as she watched. 

He let Amber go.

“Nnn-nnooo...” Amber moaned.

“Don’t stop!” Hayley begged. “Keep kissing her. Fuck her. You deserve it, Sir.”

“What are you doing here?”

“Watching the awesome show, duh. You’re doing like, super great. Fuck her from behind. I’ll bet she loves it.”

He shook his head. “No. We were...we were just kissing. I’m not going to fuck her.”

Amber moaned, clear disappointment showing on her face. 

“Listen, Amber, I love you.” Her face brightened. She mouthed back the words to him silently, as if afraid to hear them. “I mean I absolutely, totally love every part of you. But you’re not who you were. And I loved who you were. And now you’re...you’re...”

“All hot and willing to fuck you until I like, collapse from how totally great your cock is? And needing to worship you constantly and like, feed you meals off the perfection that is my super hot, totally great rack?”

Brent’s cock throbbed at the description. “Y-yeah. That. None of that’s...real. It’s just some brainwashing thing that Coach Summers made up.”

“Ugh, are you like, still worried about all that silly stuff?”

Amber snuggled close to him. She stroked his hair, purring as his hand touched her face. Hayley crawled forward slid her head next to his cock, licking it gently, like she was out for ice cream. For the life of him, he couldn’t stop her. His legs were weak, and they were so, sooo hot.

“You should like, not worry so much. We really like this!” said Hayley. 

“Yeah!” enthused Amber. “It’s like, super fun. I don’t know that I’ve like, ever had this much fun. And it won’t ever stop! Isn’t that great?”

“But you...you would have been so smart...”

Amber giggled, tweaking Hayley’s nipples. “What’s smarter than sucking on a cock all day and getting fucked full of hot cum like I want? They tell me it’s sooo fun. I wouldn’t know, of course. I’m like, a virgin. Your virgin. Isn’t that cool? But lame, too. You should get rid of this like, stupid virginity stuff for me. Pretty please?”

Hayley nodded, still happily licking the head of Brent’s cock. “Did you know that like, I haven’t ever been fucked by a man? You’d be my very very first. Don’t worry, though. I’ve been like, practicing super hard.”

“We’ve been practicing all sorts of stuff,” Amber assured him. “We have a cheer, just for you! All of us.”

Amber began gripping Hayley’s tits even harder, stroking her nipples happily. It made Hayley lick Brent with even more gusto. Amber’s other hand pulled down her top, showing off her tits and squeezing them too. 

Brent, still, tried to resist. Hayley was so hot, licking his cock like that, that smile on her face so happy. He knew he was failing, but he tried anyway. 

“You just like me for my cock. You’ll take...you’ll take anyone in the town.”

“Don’t be silly, handsome. We would have done that already. We need stud cock. And everyone knows hot cheerleaders can only fuck the studs at their schools. You’re the only stud left. Won’t you let us cheer for you, Sir? We’d like, totally love to show off for you.”

Brent was tired of fighting. They were both so gorgeous, so willing. He needed them. 

“Tell...tell it to me.”

Amber and Hayley pulled back from Brent, kneeling next to each other. Their tops were totally pulled down from their mutual attentions. They began the cheer, shaking their tits and asses at the appropriate points in the rhythm.

“Hit me on the head,

Take me to your cave.

I was made to be led,

‘cuz I’m your bimbo slave!

Yayyy!”

They giggled excitedly, their exposed tits bouncing on each other. They leaned into each other, their enormous breastflesh smashing together, and they stared at him with open need. Amber drew Hayley in for a sweet, sultry kiss, licking the blonde’s amazing lips as she drew away. Their eyes then turned toward Brent.

“Like, pretty please fuck us now?” they asked in unison.

“Yeah.” Brent nodded, pushing Hayley down and then Amber. “Yeah. Okay. I’m gonna fuck you both.”

“Hooray!” they cheered wildly.

The hot cheerleaders laid down on each other. Amber was on top, Hayley on bottom. Both of their pussies were glistening, presented to him with luster. Brent groaned, stroking his cock.

“Stick it me first!” begged Amber.

“No,” said Hayley. “Me first!”

“Me first!” “No, me first!”

The only way he would end the dispute was by fucking one of them. It would be...it would be a good thing to fuck them. He couldn’t have them arguing when they had become such good friends. That would just be cruel.

Thick and veiny, the head bright purple, his cock was proud and desperate for comfort. Without much thought, he pushed the bare meat straight into Amber’s hot, unprotected entrance. He positioned his fingers so they slid into Hayley’s hot needy cunt, not wanting her to be left out.

“Oh my god!” Amber cried out as he thrust into her again and again. “My hot fucking virgin cunt! You’re fucking owning me! You’re so fucking good!”

“Oh god, yeah!” Hayley cried. “Fuck her! Fuck her on top of me! Fuck her, Sir! That’s so fucking cool!”

“Oh yeah!” Amber moaned. “Fucking me ‘cause I’m better! I’m better! I’m your fucking best bimbo slave!”

She was starting to get a little full of herself while he made her full of him. That wouldn’t do. He pulled out, shoving right into Hayley’s slippery entrance, made even more slick by all the precum and Amber juices running down. 

“Oh my fuck like you’re like so fucking good!” Hayley cried. “You’re such a fucking stud oh my god! You're totally going to get her pregnant!”

Brent hadn't thought about that. But he was. He could, at any time. He could just get any of these hot cunts pregnant with his seed. There wasn't anything more manly than that.

Amber clasped hard on Hayley’s tits now, stroking and kneading their enormous soft surface. Hayley, in turn, tugged hard on Amber’s hair, holding the mass of it like an enormous pillow. 

Hips shaking, Brent could feel his orgasm approaching. Fucking two such perfectly beautiful bimbos, how was he supposed to hold back? He put all of himself into every thrust. He started quickly moving back and forth between the hot pussies. Five hot thrusts into Hayley, then another four into Amber, then seven into Hayley again. Each hole so wet, so tight, so perfectly made just for his use and his use alone.

His orgasm shuddered through him hard. He didn’t even know whose fertile pussy he was cumming inside of. He switched it back and forth three times, unleashing more hot cum than he had ever released before in his life. 

Both gorgeous bodies were twitching in orgasm beneath him, hardwired to cum the instant he did. Their pleasure completely tied to his. They screamed his name as ecstasy ripped through their bodies, their fragile bimbo minds breaking even more under the pressure of his manly will being imposed upon them.

He moved forward, feeling completely exhausted, and slipped between the enormous tits of the beautiful pair. They doted on him, kissing his neck and face, telling him they worshiped him, they adored him, they needed him forever and ever. 

After a minute, though, Hayley got up and turned on the television. 

“No,” he said, his hand sliding up her ass. “Hold on. Let’s just...just be here, for a minute.”

Hayley pouted a bit, changing the channels. “We will. It’s just...you need to watch this.”

On the screen popped Coach Summers. Old Coach Summers, the mature Coach Summers. She was wearing a distinguished looking business suit, smiling demurely. 

Hayley sat back down with Brent, stroking his cock. He tried to tell her it was no use, that he was pretty burnt out, but the television was so...interesting. Amber licked his neck and whispered how she had always wanted this for him, for her. He shuddered.

Coach Summers’ smile widened. “Are you ready for the Man Chant? It’ll make you the man you were destined to be. Ready? Okay...”

Brent watched and tried to focus, tried not to focus. His brain couldn’t decide. The words Coach Nicole said melted through him, and rewired everything in his brain and then his body. The words were too powerful. They were making him powerful.

The arms he had wrapping around Amber and Hayley began to bulge with muscles, and his cock began to pulse and expand, thickening and growing, and very soon, he transformed into a hulking stud so very ready to fuck them and all the rest of the cheerleader bimbos again...and again...and again...

# # #
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Bimbo For Teachers
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I sat in my chair in history class at the beginning of the school day, idly daydreaming about the town stud, Joey Rogers. He was such a hunk.

He had asked me out tons of times already. Each time, though, I said no. I wanted to drive his desire up and up and up. Most girls, they wouldn’t dream of telling someone like Joey “no” at all—but as the prettiest eighteen year-old at Bluebonnet High School, I knew I could do whatever I wanted.

I say that unequivocally, with no hesitation at all, by the way. About being the prettiest girl in school. I absolutely am. There are lots of pretty girls here, sure. There are lots of beautiful girls. There are lots of hot girls, and cute girls, and all the rest.

But there’s only one queen—and that’s me. And they all know it. All the girls...mmm. And all the boys, too.

They just can’t compete with me. My tits are too big and round and perfect—gorgeous 36DD boobies that make men drool with every little bounce. I have the type of tits that women buy push-up bras to get: buoyant, perky, firm, and always perfectly displayed in whatever tiny little tops I decide to wear.

My legs are too long for me to have competition. In my sexy, blue pleated skirt hat I wore that day for instance, the edge of the fabric came down only to the middle of my delectably toned thighs. Every time I adjusted myself in my seat, I ran the gambit of flashing anyone who happened to be looking below my desk. It wasn’t that big of a gamble, to be honest—most of the time, everyone gets so caught-up in looking at my face and my tits that they forget all about how perfectly sexy my legs are.

My waist is too narrow for me to have competition. It’s supermodel-thin, even though the rest of me is delightfully voluptuous. It’s super fun to be able to wear whatever clothes I want and look spectacular in them.

My hips are too wide for me to have competition. Hips are everything, especially on a hot young body like mine. Hips are what make men want to watch you as you walk—and they all watch me. My hips sway from side to side, showing off easily, though of course the high heels I wear help.

My body is too trim and toned and perfect from years of cheerleading and dieting right for me to have competition. It’s just in perfect balance thanks to winning a genetic jackpot and me having lots of dedication to my strict dieting regime.

No, I can’t have any competition; my hair is too long and blonde—golden, really. Men want lots of things, but if you put a drop-dead gorgeous brunette in front of them and have her compete with a drop-dead gorgeous blonde, the blonde will win every time. That’s just a fact. It’s science, and I’m the experiment that proves it.

And on top of ALL that (which I am, by the way, or haven’t you been able to tell?), my face is just too gorgeous for me to have any real competition. Pouty, perfectly full lips. Bright blue eyes. Sexy angled cheekbones, and a perfectly regal chin. 

I’m the best, that’s all. Get used to it. Everyone else has. 

I know that probably some of you are imagining I’ll be taught my place, I’ll be brought down a peg or two or three (because honestly, with the way I think about myself, I probably could get brought down about fifteen or twenty pegs and still be thoroughly haughty). 

Maybe you’re right. You’ll just have to keep reading to find out.

Regardless, I knew that I was just divine. So when I turned Joey Rogers down, you can be rest assured that it’s with a very specific reason. It’s the same reason that I go on and on about how perfect I am. It’s because I love to rile people up—I love to make them think I ought to be taught a lesson. 

When I did it to Joey, specifically, it’s because I wanted him to ignore what I say. I wanted to drive him so wild that he forgot all about me saying no. I didn’t want him to care if I was being reluctant or fighting...I wanted him to hold me down and force his body onto mine no matter what I said or did.

In my naughtiest daydreams, I would be an awful little bitch to him. 

“Leave me alone, you prick,” I might say. “You’re not good enough for this body. You’re not even good enough to look at me.”

“Is that right?” He would ask. “We’ll see about that.”

And then he would push me down on the ground. Maybe he’d even slap me—which I would love. He’d see how much it turned me on, and he’d do it a few more times for good measure, making my cheeks bright red. 

“You want this big cock, don’t you, slut?”

“No!” I’d shake my head. Making a big show. Guys love it when girls pretend not to want their cocks. In my daydreams, he would know what I really meant, though. He would see the lust in my eyes. 

“Stop being such a tease, whore.” He’d grab me by the throat, then, pulling my mouth up to his cock. “Beg for it. Beg for what you want. And then I’ll give you what you deserve.”

And slowly...as his hard grip cut off more and more of my air supply, I’d start to give in, just like I was made to do...

“Are we paying attention, Candice?”

I snapped back to reality. On the board, my teacher Mr. Young was writing the journal activity for the day. He started each day with us having to write about what we were supposed to study the night before. 

Mr. Young was young for a teacher—maybe around thirty—and was good looking in a classical way. Thick blond hair and a rugged five-o-clock shadow that never seemed to go away. He had bright blue eyes, and often wore button-up long-sleeved shirts with the sleeves rumpled up past his elbows. He wore tight, form-fitting slacks and always smelled like cedar.

“Yes, Mr. Young. Definitely. Paying that good old attention, yup.”

He turned back to the board and continued writing the journal, giving a little “humph” to show that he didn’t believe me. 

Well, he could not believe me all he wanted. Whether he did or not didn’t change the reality of who was really running that class. 

Of course I hadn’t studied, and so had nothing to write in the journal. All I’d been studying was my own reflection and how to make it sexier than ever. 

None of what was important to me had anything to do with stupid history class or Mr. Young. In fact, if you think about it, none of anything ever really would have anything to do with history class, ever, for the rest of my life.

I mean, like, why would I care why Napoleon did whatever thing in Germany or Africa or wherever it was? Who gave a crap if Anthony the Great conquered Greenland and then took over Rome? This sort of information was just useless. I could tell it all to you forwards and backwards, and it wouldn’t mean a thing anyway, because nobody in the real world ever uses that sort of information. 

So, instead of doing anything dumb like classwork, I had decided to put on a little lesson of my own. I wanted to show Joey Rogers just how well I could turn him on. It was quite the little show. Winking at him as he watched, I pushed my tits tight together in my tiny halter top, rubbing them together. Licking my lips. Sliding my mouth slowly down closer and closer to the immenseness of my titflesh. Joey could see, easily, how I could take my own nipple in my mouth and give it a nice, slow little suck. He had his folder over his lap, one hand deep in his pants, his face squirming with lust for me. 

Just for me.

“Candice!”

Mr. Young had finished writing his journal and had caught me in my display. He wasn’t happy about it.

I sighed, sitting back. God, I had been getting wet as hell, too. Joey certainly was too far gone—I could see him staring at my gorgeous body, still furiously handing at himself—he was going to cum. That was so fun!

If I couldn’t inspire Joey to take me brutally, fucking me without any regard to my consent or not, the next best thing was to make him cum his pants because he was thinking of me. Anything that made a man lose control over himself, I was all for. 

But Mr. Young blocked my view, just as I was about to see Joey’s o-face. He walked in front of my desk, shaking his head sternly.

“You’re making an erotic display of yourself on my time,” he said, tsking. “I would have thought better of you, Candice. Why don’t you see me after class?”

* * * * *
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AFTER CLASS, AS YOU might expect, I was stuck with Mr. Young.

I wasn’t completely against the idea. I mean, he was a total hunk. That was undeniable, in the same way that it was undeniable that I was a complete and total hottie, the queen of the school. 

Mr. Young probably would try to deny that I was a total hottie—citing decency, no doubt. He would also probably deny that I was the queen of the school. But the truth is the truth, no matter who believes it.

He had the door locked and had sat me down in the front row of the classroom. He sat across from me, on the edge of his desk, his arms crossed.

“Why don’t you explain to me what you and Joey were getting up to?”

For a moment, I considered playing dumb. Probably, if I thought I could actually get in trouble, that would have been the safer route. But of course, I didn’t think I could get in trouble. I was the queen of the entire school. 

“I was showing him how I could suck my own nipple.” I smiled, cupping my tits with dainty hands. “Would you like me to show you, Mr. Young? I do a really good job.”

His jaw dropped. Whatever response he was expecting from me, it certainly wasn’t the dead-honest truth. He was really cute like that, looking so surprised. He started to sputter.

“Y-you can’t act like this. I won’t have it in my classroom.”

I smiled, biting my bottom lip. “Oh,well...”

“Well, what?”

“It’s just, you remember how last year there wasn’t enough tax money to pay for all the departments?”

His sputtering stopped entirely. Now, he looked very serious. He took his glasses off and then put them on again. 

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, I remember that.”

“And don’t you remember how it was my Daddy who paid for you to have a job?”

“...yes.”

“I guess that means that if I said you were mean to me, he’d be pretty upset, huh?” Mr. Young said nothing. “I guess that means you’re just gonna have to live with it?”

He said nothing, his frown only deepening.

I giggled, delighted. “In fact, what that really means is that I can be as big of a bitch as I want, all day, to anyone I want, and you won’t do a single thing about it, will you?

Again, he said nothing.

His eyes were all over me, though. Inspired, I decided to try something a little...dangerous.

“Gosh, really, when you think about it, there’s nothing I couldn’t do in this smelly old class of yours. I bet I could just sit right in some stud’s lap and make out with him the whole class, and you wouldn’t be able to do anything, huh? I wouldn’t have to be a bitch. I could just, you know, be the biggest slut ever and really just put out however I wanted, and you couldn’t do anything, huh?”

I was tugging at my nipples now, turning myself on. Mr. Young’s eyes followed my fingers, waiting to see if there was more of myself that I would touch. More of my hot, barely legal body that I would reveal.

“Oh, yeah. I could probably just sink to my knees and start sucking that stud off...you know I’m a virgin, though, right? So I’ve never sucked anyone off before. It’d be all sloppy and hot, and I’d be moaning and asking him to teach me how to do it better and better.”

I could see the raging hard-on in his pants, growing thicker and thicker the more that I said. It was so hot, knowing that I was doing that to him.

“In fact, I could like,” I giggled again. “I could put my hands on your pants.” 

I got up out of my chair and knelt down in front of him. He tried backing away, but I pressed my tits up against his knees, and he groaned with need. My hands slid up his calves and then his thighs. I pouted sexily, licking my lips just for him.

“I could put them on your thighs...I could put them right up to your crotch and kind of...start to stroke...on top of the fabric where I can see your cock is so, sooo hard for me...”
“Candice...you can’t...”
“Yes, I can. Didn’t we talk about this?”

I squeezed his cock harder, pushing my tits up against his knees even more. He could see straight down into my cleavage. He could see how my nipples were erect, at full attention.

“Won’t you let me?” I asked, putting a hot coo in my voice. “Please, Mr. Young? Won’t you let me do whatever you want?”

I wanted him to grab my hair. I wanted him to take me and put me on top of his desk, spank my ass into oblivion, and then fuck me while I begged him to stop. I wanted him to pin me down with my arms behind my back and call me a bad, bad girl. I wanted him to show me how stupid it was to test men like him. 

Instead...instead, he gave in to me.

“Okay,” he said, defeated, watching with big eyes my hands on the thick outline of his cock.. “Do whatever you want.”

“I thought so!” I stood up and swirled back to the door. “Okay! Fun talk. I’ll see you later!”

I left him with a raging hard-on in his pants, half-formed words bubbling out of his mouth.

It was just too bad he wasn’t man enough to take me right then and there.

* * * * * 
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I’M NOT ENTIRELY SURE why I’m like this. I blame society. All my life, I’ve been trained to be a prim and proper pretty girl with no thoughts on her mind but the most pure and sterile of platitudes. But that whole time, I’ve been building a body made for sin. I’ve told you how insufferably hot I am—how could I not be insufferably vain at the same time, when entire civilizations seem to rise and fall for the want of a hot pussy like mine?

So, I would feel inescapably wrong if I just offered myself up to someone—my whole life, I’ve been told that’s the wrong thing to do. But if someone were to just take me...if he were to just make me his...why, then I would be free. I wouldn’t have to worry about whether it was right or wrong anymore. It would be totally out of my hands. I could just give in, like I was made to give in, and fuck, in the way that my body was made to fuck.

* * * * *
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A FEW PERIODS AFTER history, I was in gym class.

I loved gym class. It was such a great way to show off how hot my body was. All the other years in high school, I had been a cheerleader, but for my senior year I decided not to continue that particular trek. It ate up so much of my social life, and it wasn’t like I needed it to be popular. My body, and my face—my beauty—did all that kind of work for me. Why waste all that time practicing and jumping and flipping when I could just have everyone love me because of the way I was born anyway?

Sometimes, I still would come to school wearing my own cheerleading outfit—with a few adjustments. I’d make the skirt shorter, and gave the top a little plunging neckline so that my cleavage was visible, and altered it so that the bottom of the top rested high on my torso, revealing several inches of my long sexy abs. 

The other cheerleaders hated this. I didn’t really care what they hated or didn’t hate, though (as you might expect). It’s not the place of a queen to consider her subjects’ feelings, after all.

Gym class, for the most part, was set up as a sort of free-for-all with Coach Harris overseeing the whole operation. In one corner of the gym, kids played dodge ball. In another, there was wall ball. In another, there was basketball. 

I, and several of the other girls, were warming up and stretching. They followed what I did, of course—bending over at the waist to touch their toes when I touched mine, and stretching their arms high to the ceiling when I stretched high. Good little parrots. 

The gym was set up so that the coach’s office was at the head of it, where he usually sat the whole time, watching us behind his window. Our position for our stretching exercises was not so very far away from his office—and I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t planned it that way.

My gym outfit was sexy as hell—just like anything would be sexy as hell on my incredible body. My shorts were tiny and red, and the cloth was always clinging to my ass. I had on a tiny black thong—one that I put on just for gym class—that I pulled up over the edge of my shorts just to to draw eyes down to my sexy hips. My t-shirt was three or four sizes too small, especially with my tits, and I never bothered to wear a bra. I didn’t need the support, and I loved the way my boobs bounced and drew the eyes of all the boys. Why bother with a bra?

As I stretched, I noticed Coach Harris looking at me very intently through his office window. In fact, he was very, very close to the window—so close that he could have been rubbing his hard cock on the wall in an attempt to disguise how he was rubbing himself while he looked at me. 

Curious, I approached him, leaving all my parrot girls without anyone to parrot. They stayed in their last stretch. When I came close to Coach Harris, though, he shuffled suddenly and scattered behind his desk.

Now I was more than curious—now, I was downright intrigued. Intrigued now, I walked around and entered his office. 

Coach Harris was a large, hairy man. Burly is the word you would use, I think. He had a thick black beard, an enormous barrel chest, and the kind of thick, meaty, muscular arms that were unmistakably strong. He was the sort that you could very easily imagine riding around on a horse a thousand years ago, waving a giant sword around and lopping off people’s heads. He was gruff, and chewed tobacco ceaselessly, and had never had more than two words to say to me. 

I closed the door behind me. “Hey, Coach, I was wondering...”

Papers were scattered all across his desk. He grabbed one and then another, looking very intently.

“What were you doing?”

“Nothing,” he said quickly. “Get out of here. I’m busy.”

Now I really knew I was on to something. I felt daring—maybe inspired by my little jaunt with Mr. Young earlier in the day. Mr. Young hadn’t been man enough for me. But certainly, if any of the teaching staff were to be the ones to take me, it would be Coach Harris. He looked like a viking already—and vikings made their name by forcing their wills on others whenever they wanted.

“I know what you were doing,” I said. I tugged at the thin cloth of my shirt. “At least, I’m pretty sure...”

“Well, you’re not. Get out of here. Get out of here, or you’ll have detention.”

Smiling, my blue eyes dancing with lust, I closed the blinds in his office and then locked the door.

“You’d like me to have detention, wouldn’t you? You’d like to be able to have me all to yourself for an hour, huh? Then...then you could jerk off right in front of me, and not have to hide it like you were. Isn’t that right?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, but you better cut it out.”

I giggled, pushing my shirt up my tight, teen body, revealing more and more of my sexy toned skin.

“You were jerking off, though. Weren’t you? You were jerking off to my hot body.”

“No. Of course not. Don’t be silly.” He stood up now. He was enormous. “You cut all that kind of talk right now, young lady.”

“Sure you were. You were stroking that big, huge dick of yours...weren’t you? You were stroking it and looking at my tight, hot butt, thinking of how you could fill it up with your spunk.” I turned and pulled up my shorts, exposing the perfect globe of my ass. “Weren’t you?”

“That’s...that would be wrong, Candice. I thought no such thing.”

“Aw, really?” I pouted. “That makes me sad, Coach.”

“S-sad?”

“That’s right. I like it.” Leaning over the front of his desk, now. He could easily see down my tiny shirt. “I like the thought of you stroking your cock to me. Won’t you do it, for me? Won’t you do it right now?”

Subconsciously, his hand dropped to his crotch. 

“I...I couldn’t.”

I looked out to the closed blinds, the locked door, and smiled.

“No one’s coming.” I giggled. “Except...maybe you. Would you like to cum for me, Coach?”

I tugged my shirt down, letting him see how I wasn’t wearing a bra at all. There was just toned, tanned flesh...just for him.

“Oh god. Yes.”

“Oh good. I want that. I’m the kind of girl who wants men to look at her...so I’m going to show you my ass, now. My hot, thong-clad, teenage ass...and you’re going to cum to it for me. Aren’t you?”

Obediently, he had pulled his shorts all the way down. His cock, I must say, was enormous. It was big and bulky and covered in hair. Burly, just like him. It looked like it would tear a tiny teen body like mine apart without any real effort. It was the sort of cock you think about when you imagine yourself being taken in an alley late at night, by men with knives or a gun. It was a dangerous cock...a delicious cock.

“Yes,” he choked, eyes wide.

I bent over in front of him, and slowly started to pull my shorts down.

“Look at my ass. Look at my perfect, young, teenage ass. You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes. Fuck yes.” He stroked his long cock. I could see precum glistening out, making it wet.

“It turns you on that I’m just eighteen, doesn’t it? It turns you on that I’m sooo young, just barely legal, and I want to have you inside of me. I want to make you cum all the time, Coach Harris. Doesn’t that turn you on?”

“God. Yes.” He stroked harder now, faster.

“You want to fuck it, don’t you? You don’t even want my pussy. You want to fuck my ass. You’re so fucking sick you want to take my anal virginity while my pussy is still virginal. Aren’t you, Coach?”

My shorts were all the way down now, and all that was left on my ass was my tiny, tiny thong. I tugged and toyed with the straps, teasing and teasing. That really got him going. His thick arms flexing, his hairy face red as a beet. “Oh god, yeah! Yeah, please!”

“Stroke it for me, Coach. Show me how hard you can get it. Show me that you can deserve it.”

It was huge. And I had to admit I wanted it. But he wasn’t taking advantage. He was waiting for me to say okay. That wouldn’t do at all.

“Good...now...”

Just as it looked like I was going to pull my thong all the way down...I slipped up my shorts. 

“Finish yourself off, loser.”

“Wh-what? Wait!”

I took off then, such a tease, leaving him stroking himself off. With a giggle, I left the door open. It was rather funny, hearing him groan in frustration and then slam the door behind me.

* * * * *
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I HAD DETENTION AFTER school—given to me by my English teacher, Miss Batts. She was such an old cunt. I was just doing the things I got away with like crazy in the other classes—teasing boys, showing off my legs and my tits. The classes with male teachers had no problems with that. I guess my sphere of influence is only so limited. 

Miss Batts really, really hated the fact that I was young and gorgeous and would be forever—so she gave me detention on some flimsy excuse like my wardrobe not being school appropriate. Like, whatever, right? She wouldn’t know school appropriate if it strode up and spanked her in the ass.

On my way to the detention all, though, a student aide came by and handed me a note. 

“What’s this about?”

He shrugged, gesturing for me to read the note.

It said to meet Coach Harris in the locker room in twenty minutes.

Oh, God, I thought, rolling my eyes. He probably just wanted to look at my ass again.

Well, whatever. I had a few things to pick up from my locker anyway. And it wasn’t like I could blame him. I mean, my ass was completely perfect. I had a regular squat routine that I practiced to make sure that it was round and bubbly like a girl’s ass ought to be. One other advantage of being in gym class was being able to look at all the other girls and their bodies—and I knew that I was better than any of them. 

I mean, I wanted to be better than them, I made it a goal of mine—but it wasn’t even a contest. I knew without a doubt that there was nothing in this school that could ever stand in my way of getting what I wanted, because at the top of the food chain was always a man...and it looked to me like all the men in power just wanted to jerk off to my body. 

I slipped into the locker room, pulling out the books I had left there earlier. I had to give the nerds who did my homework for me something to study. How else were they going to be smart enough to work for me once I got to college?

“Candice,” came a voice.

It was Coach Harris.

“Candice, you’re late for detention.”

He had locked the locker room door behind him. Sensing something was terribly wrong, I rushed to the side door—and found Mr. Young there, locking that door as well.

“What’s going on?” I said with a laugh. “Why did you call me in here? Don’t you know I have shit to do?”

I had made them practically eat out of my hand before. I figured there was no reason I couldn’t make the same thing happen again. 

“You’re going to have to delay it,” said Mr. Young. “There’s only one thing you’re going to do in here, Candice.”

My heart started beating fast. Mr. Young and Coach Harris were both closing in on me, one on each side. They had dark, gritty smiles on their faces.

“W-what are you talking about?”

Coach Harris smiled, his teeth white through the black bristle of his beard. “Mr. Young and I, we got together, and we started talking. You know what we talked about, Candice?”

I gulped, shaking my head slowly.

“We talked about you. We talked about what a tease you had been. We talked about how someone really, really ought to teach you a lesson.”

“N-no,” I said, trembling. “You can’t. You can’t...do this. Any of this.”

“Yes, we can. We’re doing it. And you’re going to give us everything we want. Aren’t you, Candice?”

There was only one way I could get everything I wanted. I had to resist. Otherwise it would all be fake. 

“No!” I shouted, trying to run.

Coach Harris caught me though, holding me firm in his iron-hard arms, and Mr. Young slapped me. 

For a moment, they both looked stunned at their actions. And I, unable to help myself, let out a hot little moan, my knees coming together as my pussy clenched in lust. It was really, really going to happen.

God, it felt so good to be slapped like that.

Coach Harris grabbed my hair, tugging it back hard. My silky tendrils melded to his hand. 

“We’re not taking “no” for an answer from you,” he growled.
“No!” I cried.
Yes, yes, yes!

“We’re going to fuck you, Candice,” said Mr. Young. “We’re going to hold you down, and we’re not going to let you get away.”

Oh god, yes! Oh please!

“No! You let me go! You can’t do this! I’ll get you fired, I promise!”

Just as I hoped, Mr. Young slapped me again.

“You’ll do as you say, and you’ll be a good girl.”

I couldn’t help groaning in lust as he said those words. They could tell that I wanted it now—they could tell that they were doing the right thing, but it didn’t matter to me anymore. We were all the train now—right, wrong, these had flown out the window. They were going to fuck me the moment their rough man hands had gotten on my body.

Coach Harris’s grip on my arms was so strong. I couldn’t escape. He pushed me down to my knees. I watched as Mr. Young tugged his pants down. Behind me, Coach Harris did the same, his cock sliding up against my ass cheeks. Both of them started going at me, ripping my clothes down until they were in shreds, in a pile around me. I couldn’t run out of the locker room without being naked anymore.

Tugging at my hair again, Coach Harris tilted my head forward. Mr. Young’s cock was right in front of me. Enormous and bulky. I wasn’t sure it would fit.

“W-wait,” I pleased. “P-please...”

But nothing was happening on my terms anymore. It was all them, or nothing at all. Coach Harris shoved my mouth forward and I slowly enveloped Mr. Young’s dick through my pretty teen lips, and then down my throat.

I had practiced and practiced for this day, using dildos and cucumbers, getting rid of my gag reflex. 

It was worth it, so that now, when his meaty throbbing mass dipped into my esophagus, I could suckle and swallow and close my tight warm inner-grip on him, and it could be just how he needed.

“Fuck,” said Mr. Young. “She’s a natural. I thought she was a virgin...”

“She is,” said Coach Harris. “She’s just made to fuck, that’s all.”

Strong as an ox, Coach Harris picked me up by my hips now, his cock hovering over my rear entrance. He wasn't wearing any protection. I trembled.

“You remember, girl?” he teased, pushing his bare cockhead into my asshole. “You remember what you thought I wanted?”

He shoved forward, not waiting for me to ask for it, not caring if it hurt me. He was taking what he wanted from me. He was doing everything I had always dreamed of.

“You were right,” he grunted, fucking into my ass more, each thrust pushing him further and further up my narrow tunnel. “You were so, so right about what I wanted.”

Every time he thrust forward, I was pushed more into Mr. Young’s cock. I tried as hard as I could to lick and adore his cock, but it was my first time, and the way I was being fucked in the ass, it ended up slobbery and messy...just like I had told him it would. I could feel how badly he wanted it, though, I could feel how hard he wanted to cum. His balls slapped in my face, his muscles were so tight and full of lust. All that lust getting unleashed on me as he fucked my face again and again.

The two of them reached a rhythm, grunting and thrusting above the sound of my increasingly troubled moans. I had to act like I didn’t want it, even though the way my pussy dripped to the ground and how I kept slobbering all over Mr. Young’s cock spoke otherwise. Indeed, I tightened my ass muscles as much as I could, hoping to provide a hot, warm tight space for Coach Harris’s huge cock in my body.

“I’m gonna cum...” Coach Harris reached forward, touching Mr. Young’s hands. They gripped hands together, nodding, sharing an intimate look.

They were going to cum, unprotected, right into my body! There would be no barriers between their sweet hot cum and my hot teen self. And I was gonna cum too. I could feel it building and building. There was too much cock fucking inside of me not to need to cum constantly. 

“Oh god,” said Mr. Young. “Fuck...fuck, I’m gonna do it. I’m gonna cum right in her pretty fucking mouth. I’m gonna fucking show her what it means to tease a man...”

I moaned in need. I was desperate for the taste of him—and I was not disappointed. He shot load after load in my mouth, buckling and spasming into my face. So salty and delicious. At the same time, Coach Harris powered into my asshole with everything he had, delivering short, jackhammer-strength thrusts that resulted in an explosion of creamy hot white goo in my most sacred place, where I would never be a virgin again. 

I came, of course. So much cum throbbing and melting inside of me—I throbbed too. I melted too. My whole body vibrated with the solemn need to let them know how badly I appreciated what they had done for me. 

Just like that, I had been double-teamed by two real, actual studs.

We collapsed down to the floor of the locker room. Feeling obediently, I took care to wrap each of them around me, letting their hot man hands slide up and down my sexy body.

“You’ll be a good girl at school from now on, won’t you Candice?” asked Mr. Young.

“Sure,” I said. “But...”

“But what?” said Coach Harris, almost annoyed.

“Well, if you could pretend I wasn’t...then I could pretend too. Would you boys like that?”

They grinned. They’d love it.

It wouldn’t be as good as the real deal, of course...but pretending wouldn’t be so bad, I decided. And that way, I could have them slap me and take me whenever they wanted.

Anything to get more of their cock. That was what I had wanted all along. 

It was a dream come true.

# # #
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Bimbo Gym



Day 1

Anne: 
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“Mom, what are these?”

Anne held up a brightly labeled pack of bottles, showing it to her mother.

It was late afternoon in early spring, nearing sundown. Anne was helping her mother, Audrey, unpack groceries in their modest kitchen. The entire house was modest, really—modest living room, modest three bedroom, modest lawn with modest flowerbeds displayed on modest soil. 

The Dyson family was modest as well—none of them ever spoke out about what they felt they deserved, or what they hoped to gain from life. The common thread of thought they had—though none would admit to it—was that it would be too much of an imposition on others for their dreams and desires to just be prancing out in the open like some silly cartoon rabbit. 

But, this lack of speaking their desires had turned somewhat poisonous in the household as of late, and they had become very poor at speaking with each other.

There were three members of the household—Anne, her mother Audrey, and her stepbrother Alan. Alan's father, Henry, had died a few years ago and the three of them had never quite gotten over it. He had been a kind man, always a smile on his face, and had been a perfect glue for the four of them.

The containers Anne had grabbed out of the grocery bag were grouped in packs of four, wrapped together with cellophane. They were brightly colored, bright pink labels with dark gray letters reading “Shaped-Rite Shakes.” These four-packs filled the grocery bag Anne was emptying, and when she looked at most of the other bags of groceries, she saw that the four-packs filled them as well.

Anne's mother was brunette and thickly shaped, a block of a woman, though not so dark of hair or thick of shape as Anne. There were women in the world who embraced their curvaceous nature, showcasing their assets as best they knew how to display a belief in their self-worth. Audrey, on a good day, when she was trying, could appear as one of these sorts of women, though Anne always felt that this attempt at confidence had never seemed that genuine. 

Today, Audrey wore a pair of jeans and a red sweater, her hair styled down to her shoulders. If Anne didn't know her mother so well, she'd have thought she was feeling good about herself.

Anne, at nineteen years of age, was not one of these confident sorts of women, preferring instead to hide her shame at her own shape behind layers of t-shirts and oversized pants that children could use as tents. Today she had on thick sweatpants and a tee shirt under a sweater under a light blue hoodie. 

Her hair was often thick with oil and tangled in itself, her skin fraught with acne up and down her arms, legs, face, back, and chest, and her teeth had long been crooked from an outright refusal to return to the dentist after a particularly bad tooth-pulling incident when she had been twelve.

Audrey smiled at her daughter. She had been rather perky lately.

“Shakes, dear. I bought enough for both of us, if you'd like some. They're for weight loss. My gym, you know the one on Acre Street, across from that new clothing store? Bubbles and Iron. They recommend them.”

Anne sighed. She wished her mother wouldn't bring up her weight so often. She wasn't that fat. So she had gained a few forty or fifty pounds. So what? It was her life. She'd live how she wanted.

“Oh.”

“They make them, in fact. The gym does, I mean. They're really yummy. You might just like the taste.”

“Maybe.” Anne worked to put away the rest of the shakes—there were dozens and dozens! Her mother certainly had designs. “I'm not really into that sort of thing.”

“They really work wonders, honey. You know that ten pounds I wanted to lose? Melted right off.”

Anne nodded absently and starting putting away the multi-grain bread, and then the boxes of tasteless multi-grain cereal and protein-packed granola bars. She wondered if this health kick would ever end. 

Bubbles and Iron was such a weird name for a gym. She remembered distantly her mother saying it was the name of the owners, a woman and a man. 

Even with the weird name, Anne had to admit that her mother had lost a good deal of weight lately. Not enough to buy any new clothes, but all her old clothes were fitting her once-rather-bloated frame nicely. Her lovehandles had shrunk down to love ridges. It seemed like there was less of all of her, except in her chest.

And what a chest it was turning into. Hadn't her breasts been saggy, just a day or two ago? Maybe she was wearing a new bra.

Alan walked into the kitchen. He was taller than either girl, and took after his father's barrel-chest frame, though all of Alan's barrels were flat and paper thin. His arms and legs were long skinny weeds in the flat field of his body, his head seeming unusually large for such scarcity of flesh.

He grabbed a 2-liter of soda from the fridge—a sort of selection that had become the entirety of his diet as far as Anne knew—said nothing to either woman, and then walked back upstairs. They could hear his thumps through the wall, oddly heavy when compared to the lightness of the rest of him.

Audrey sighed. “I wish we could find something to perk him up a bit.”

“I think he just likes being in such a terrible mood all the time.”

“Don't be silly, dear. Nobody likes being angry all the time. Do you?”

Anne stamped her foot, pouting a bit. “I'm not angry. I'm . . . complicated.”

“Okay, dear.”

Anne had a retort ready, but unlike the usual, her mother let the issue drop. 

It bothered Anne sometimes how her stepbrother was so temperamental. Anne could understand it, though. After his father had died last year, his grades went down the toilet, and he hadn't put in any effort during his last year of high school, just barely squeaking by with a diploma. 

Now he was nineteen, just a few months older than Anne, hoping for any kind of a job. He had made an arrangement with Audrey to turn in at least three applications a week. It was July now, and after three months of trying, he had not even had an interview.

Anne was waiting to get to Grant University on an Art Scholarship. She loved to paint, to draw, to create. It was the only thing she had that really made sense to her. She could sense Alan's resentment sometimes, at her success. It only made her try harder. 

Maybe if he saw how she applied herself, he'd try too.

Though, maybe she should talk to him about it all—is dad's death, her success, how she hadn't wanted to think about it so she dove into food and artwork. It was hard to try and talk to Alan, though. Most conversations were minefields, with no indication of what word or phrase might make him storm off.

Audrey finished with the last bag of groceries, putting away yet another set of shakes. There was more than a gross of the new drinks inside the fridge, now.

“There,” she said. “Mission accomplished.” Her smile had returned, bright and genuine. “I think I'm going to run back to the gym here in a minute. It's really lovely there.”

Anne picked up a shake. It had a pleasant, cool feeling to it, like holding an October breeze. She frowned.

It was no secret she had been struggling with her weight for years now. Always, she was hovering around twenty pounds over what she thought was her ideal weight, but that ideal kept going up and up as her emotional stress increased. Now, she was at two-thirty five, and at five foot four inches, she felt like a big pork pie most of the time. 

Her mother had been the same way with eating and weight, and after Henry's death had gained over fifty pounds. Now, from sheer willpower, much of that had gone away. In fact, it had mostly started once she started spending all her time at that new gym, Bubbles & Iron. 

Audrey put her hands around Anne's, closing her daughter's hand around the shake.

“Try one,” she said, big eyes pleading. “If you hate it, I'll never ask you about it again. How's that?”

Anne sighed. “Whatever, fine.”

“Great!” Her mother bounced out to the backdoor, heading back to her car with gym bag in hand. “Have a great evening, dear!”

Anne stared down at the drink in her hands. 

“Fine,” she said. “Just the one.”

She ended up drinking three in a row.

The taste was . . . incredible. If gold was a measure of taste quality, then it was liquid gold. It was cool in her mouth, warming up as it slid down her throat, and sat in her belly pleasantly, like an old friend welcomed in from a storm. 

The bottles had screwcaps, and on the underside of every cap was a little message. 

“Stay fit!” one said, in small type. 

“Be active!” said the next.

“Listen!” said the last.

She would listen to whatever these shakes wanted. Oh yes, definitely. Their pleasant gooey feeling warmed up her entire body, her skin feeling electric and alive, her hair standing on edge. And the texture! So thick, so creamy, so nurturing and strong inside of her. Like it was just made to be swallowed by a good girl like her.

Good girl?

That was . . . that was odd. But the idea of that, of being a good girl, sent another current through her body. Wasn't that fun. 

She needed to stay active.

It was about six o'clock in the evening. She had spent most of the day watching television, trying to work up the will to get to her workshop in the small garage. Now, she felt like she couldn't keep herself away. 

She stormed into her workshop with an extra handful of the Shaped-Rite Shakes, picking up her scissors and going to work on the enormous collage project she had been working on for ages now. She knew she wanted to make some statement about women. About feminism, femininity. It was been obscure before, just out of reach. But now it was starting to come together.

The workshop was small, but well lit, with three pairs of large floodlights in every corner. Light was everything when picking out colors and shapes. 

She slurped down another shake, tossing it into the trash pile near the door, and then went back to cutting and gathering. 

For a few hours, she just sat and cut, tearing out images and words from the magazines almost at random. She let blind inspiration be her muse, the delightful shakes guiding her energy.

After she slurped down another shake, though, perhaps her sixth, or maybe her seventh, she found herself unable to do something so stationary as gathering. Her energy build-up was just too much. How was she supposed to make a statement about femininity when she was barely feminine herself? It didn't make any sense.

Anne rolled down on to the floor and started doing sit-ups. After two hundred repetitions, she started in on crunches, then moved to side crunches, and then knee hugs. Then she stood up and pumped out a quick hundred squats, followed by some push-ups.

Then she began the whole routine over again.

This circuit lasted for forty-five minutes. It was well past midnight now, and she was drenched from her exertions. A small puddle of sweat had formed on the ground beneath her.

As she sat, exhausted on the floor, covered in sweat, sucking down another milky, gooey shake, the thought finally occurred to her—what the hell am I doing? 

She hadn't exercised like that . . . well, ever. She didn't even know she could do some of those exercises.

The shake's warmth filled her. The taste so creamy and filling. She thought—I bet you I could do it all again.

And as she finished the shake she thought—I bet you I could do it twice over.
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Audrey:
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Audrey just loved the gym. There was nothing wrong there, nothing bad, nothing but wonderful people doing wonderful things. All the women were so pretty, so active and alert, their long gorgeous hair in thick pony tails.

She was wearing her long gym shorts and an old t-shirt, but she realized, looking around, that this kind of outfit simply wouldn't cut it if she wanted to be taken seriously as a hard worker, working hard on her shape.

That was important. For men to think that. She saw the hunky, muscle-bound men that the gym proliferated, all of them drinking down shakes and pumping iron. They had massive pecs bulging through their shirts, incredible shoulders, throbbing biceps and triceps, their thighs busting through their tiny shorts, and abs that could have passed for stacks of brick. It was impossible to walk by them, to look at them, and not get hopelessly turned on.

Audrey used that arousal in her favor, knocking away at her weight. She saw all the beautiful, fit girls around her, and instead of feeling jealous, she felt motivated. They had done it, why couldn't she? She was on her way!

Around her were other women she had seen during the week, women who had been as out of shape as she was now. But these beauties looked young, happy, fit, and gorgeous. Audrey could get there. She knew it.

So, she was working at the elliptical for maybe her third hour in a row. Before that, she had spent some time at the weights, toning up. Asking some of the hunky men for advice, which they delivered in cunt-quiveringly deep tones. Before that, it was spin class, and trying to ignore the absolutely hypnotizing effect of the busty Hispanic instructor's breasts as they swung from side to side.

She hardly noticed that it was past midnight. The night before, she had gone home at four in the morning, and caught two hours of sleep before bursting out of bed, abound with energy. She could do it again. She could do it any night she wanted! She felt so good all the time, now.

Her lips wrapped around the shake she had on the console in front of her, chugging down its sweet, thick nectar. So yummy and creamy. She loved these shakes.

On the elliptical machine next to her, a lovely young Asian woman had been working since before Audrey arrived. Audrey had to struggle not to stare at the girl's gorgeous black hair, or her tight little ass, or her generous helping of amazing cleavage. She looked like some young professional, taking extra time to perfect her already mouth-watering set of abs.

The Asian stepped down, perhaps to rest, but then shuddered and shook and suddenly fell to the floor, banging her head against the thick foam on the wall.

“Oh my god!” Audrey cried out. “Someone help!”

She hopped off the elliptical and cradled the young, pretty girl in her arms, her thick mass of ebon hair filling up her lap.

A crowd of slim, busty, beautiful women had formed around Audrey and the unconscious girl, well manicured fingers being held to the perfectly pink, wet lips of open mouths all around.

“Step aside, please!” came a small, soft, yet firm voice. 

The crowd parted to let in a young, amazingly gorgeous blonde in. She was short, leggy, with an enormous pair of what could only be called tits. Not breasts, not even boobs (for that was too juvenile a word for such an obviously adult pair), but full-on, heart-hammering, boner-sprouting tits barely contained inside a tight pink leotard. 

Her hair was thick and long, running down past her perfect shelf of an ass in enormous golden waves. A nametag reading “Bubbles!” was proudly displayed on the shoulder strap of her outfit.

“Hiya!” she chirped, and then pouted softly as she looked down in Audrey's lap.

“Oh, poor Lisa dear. She's been on that machine for over twelve hours now.” 

Bubbles got down to one knee next to Audrey, her heavy tits pushing against Audrey's face through the leotard fabric.

“She's lost over sixty pounds this week. A club record! Would you believe she's a construction worker?”

Audrey wouldn't, as a matter of fact. Would anybody? How could this lovely, petite, delicate flower of a woman be in construction? Audrey shook her head.

“Y-you know she's been exercising this long? And didn't stop her?”

Bubbles giggled. “Don't be silly. It's a free country. We can't stop someone from making themselves better, can we?”

Audrey had to admit that would be very hard. She nodded.

“She just needs a little pick-me-up. Hold her steady, kay?”

Bubbles adjusted her leotard's straps downward, letting one hot tit pop out. The nipples were like beautiful little flesh strawberries. Fleshberries. Small flecks of white wetness dabbled around the edges.

Audrey's eyes widened. “Wait, what—”

There was a slight slurping sound as Bubbles popped her thick nipple right into Lisa's mouth. Lisa automatically starting moaning and slurping. Audrey watched the Asian's tongue flicker in and out, licking all around the tit. 

Bubbles moaned happily, her eyes gravitating upward.

“Fan her, honey,” Bubbles instructed Audrey. “That will help.”

“O-of course.” Audrey stammered, and started fanning the pretty Asian with one hand.

Before long, Lisa's eyes opened. She stared up at Bubbles appreciatively, and only increased the rate of her sultry, long moans, closing her eyes in luxuriously long motions, gulping loudly like she was sucking from a milkshake. Her nimble young fingers slid up Bubble's thigh and started rubbing against the fabulous blonde's crotch.

Bubbles giggled. “I think she's all right, everyone!”

There was a collective sigh of relief. Audrey looked up at the crowd—sighs weren't the only collective thing happening. More than a few pairs of women were touching each other just as Lisa was touching Bubbles.

Audrey tried to get up. “I-I don't . . . understand  . . .”

Lisa's free hand snaked around to Audrey's panties, barely hidden behind her tight shorts. Bubbles unhooked her other leotard strap, completely topless now, and guided Audrey's mouth down to her milk-leaking pink nipple.

Audrey moaned weakly. She couldn't resist. It was so hot in the gym. In her pussy. In her brain. Everything was so hot. Her lips locked around the hot nipple, sucking eagerly. Bubbles' breasts were full of warm, delicious, soul-filling milk that Audrey recognized right from the first taste.

“Do you understand now, honeybear?” Bubbles asked in her sweet little singsong voice, staring down at her with those big blue eyes. 

Audrey nodded happily, her moaning only intensifying as Lisa's fingers snuck past her tiny panties and crept into her sopping wet pussy. Her orgasm snuck up on her quick—Lisa knew how to massage a clit perfectly, applying the most wonderful amount of pressure. 

When Audrey's head defogged from the quick little cum, she found she was still in the same place in the gym. Bubbles was sitting against the wall, one breast dedicated to Lisa's suckling, another to Audrey's. Lisa's hands adoring both women. 

Audrey frowned mentally, even as she continued sucking down Bubbles' perfect milk. No one was touching Lisa's pussy. That was hardly fair.

Audrey took care of it right away, plunging her fingers deep into the young Asian's tight spandex shorts. The skin was all bare inside, the folds already slick.

“That's my good honeybear,” whispered Bubbles in Audrey's ear. “You're so kind.”

Audrey really, really loved this gym.
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Alan:
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It wasn't fair. 

Alan sat in front of his computer screen, the blue glow encompassing his tall, thin scarecrow form. He had been browsing message boards all night, taking in information as had become his custom. He took a sip from his diet soda, and he knew, without a doubt, that it just wasn't fair.

Alan had been doing great in school. He loved his classes. He loved physics, especially, and figuring out the way stuff worked in the universe. There was something just innately fascinating to finding out how everything had a formula. Everything had an explanation.

And then Dad had died, and his mind slid into a shell for a year or so.

Now that he was out of the shell, experiencing things, focusing on ideas once more, he found that high school was over and he was supposed to get a job. Maybe, if he was lucky, after a few years of working he'd make it to a community college and work his way up from there.

Meanwhile, his sister seemed totally unaffected by the whole ordeal. Better than ever, in fact. Straight As. Art scholarship. Her own workshop in the house just because that fucking Audrey loved her best.

And now, her music was sensationally loud, booming through the garage and vibrating his windows for the past two hours. He had heard just about enough.

He banged down the stairs and over to the door to the garage, near the back linen closet adjacent to the downstairs bathroom. Without even bothering to knock, he pushed the workshop door wide open.

Inside, he saw his stepsister completely drenched, doing sit-ups with one hand in her sweatpants. 

“Forty-seven,” she moaned out, her wrist moving up and down. “Forty-eight. Forty-nineee.”

She kept counting upward, her wrist moving faster and faster as she did. When she hit sixty, she let out a soft, sweet little cry of relief and collapsed to the ground, her hips bucking up and down.

Immediately, she grabbed a bottled shake from the floor next to her and sucked it dry. Then she started up with the sit-ups again, this time with her other hand in her pants.

Had she . . . had Alan just watched his sister masturbate herself to orgasm? And then start again?

Holy fuck. That was . . . that was so . . . why was he hard?

Alan jumped back from the door, letting it shut, trying to hide his erection. No one was around. Okay. 

It was the smell, that was it. This place stank of sex and sweat. It was just weird, was all. 

Had she lost weight?

It didn't matter. None of it mattered.

Still clearing his head, he went to the fridge, looking for soda. It was there, but buried behind a veritable avalanche of those stupid Shaped-Rite Shakes.

Well, he thought. May as well.

He twisted the cap off. “You're lucky I'm thirsty,” he said to the shake.

The warmness of it was strange to him, the way it heated up in his belly after being so cool in his mouth. Still, he chugged the whole thing right away, not able to get enough after just one small sip.

Anne stepped into the kitchen, still covered in sweat. In her big tee shirt and loose sweatpants, it was hard to see her shape, exactly, but Alan was sure that her face had lost some weight at least.

“Hey, big bro,” she said to him, opening the fridge. “Nice to see you out and about.”

Alan had hoped that a cool drink would cool him off, help him forget about the boner hiding out in his pants. Instead, it had only intensified it, making it an absolute necessity that he take care of it. He slid behind a corner of the island counter, hiding the mounting size of his shaft.

“Hey sis,” he said. “Working out?”

“Yeah!” she enthused. “I don't know, I just feel like, really great. It's weird. You should try it.”

He shook his head. “I'm not much for fitness, really.”

She grabbed a shake out of the fridge. “I know. But, Alan, you seem so sad all the time, doing what you're doing.” 

Alan frowned. She took a deep breath. 

“That's really direct, and I'm sorry about that, but I'm just worried about you. If everything you're doing is making you sad, why not try . . . well, anything else?”

Alan started to frown. “You don't know the first thing about it.”

She stepped toward him, putting a hand out on the counter between them. 

“I know I don't, big bro. But,” she looked into his eyes, “well, I can listen, if you ever need me to. Kay? I don't know if I've said that already. I should have.”

Maneuvering carefully, he turned his back to her without showing his boner. 

“It's whatever,” he said, turning his head. “Don't sweat it. Good night.”

“Good night!”

He started back up the stairs, but only made it up halfway before sitting down and taking out his throbbing, needy cock. The warmth from the shake overwhelmed him entirely—had broken all sense of restraint, of self-control.

Alan was so horny that it only took about thirty seconds with his eyes closed, visualizing his favorite porn images saved on his computer and then visualizing Lauren Deckland—the girl he'd give anything to be with—to cum all over his hands and pants. And just as he did, as much as he tried he could not banish the thought of his stepsister's sweaty body, her dark tangle of hair flowing out behind her in the garage.
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Day 2

Anne:
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Her reflection in the mirror was beyond surreal. 

There had been no sleep over the night. She felt, maybe, that she had taken a catnap or two in between situps a few times, but there was no way to prove this. After hours of exercising deep into the morning, she had finally decided to take a shower. She was sure she had started to smell, though it was impossible to tell after being adrift in her own stench for so long.

She had moved through the shower in kind of a daze, nothing on her mind except soap, shampoo, shave, soap again, rinse, and so on. When she walked back into her room, she caught her reflection in the tall mirror that had been posted on her door since she was a child.

She was looking . . . well, not slim, but noticeably slimmer. Her rolls of fat had recently almost entirely, leaving her with a body that appeared to be more like a brick of solid flesh than a blob. And her complexion had seemed to clear up, too—no outbreaks of any kind anywhere, and old pockmarks were faded, like the ghosts of marker writings on a dry erase board.

She had possessed breasts before, if someone wanted to be generous. They had been flabby, lifeless things, existing only because all that fat had to deposit somewhere on her body.

But now? Now she had boobs. Perky, firm, fun mounds of delight that cascaded hot little sizzles through her body when she touched their perpetually erect ends. 

Anne licked her lips—improvements there as well, puffy and inviting! They looked slick, wet, ready to take in whatever might be offered. How was this possible? She didn't care.

No one would go out of their way to call her slender or anything like that, and with all the muscle she had built up in her torso and her shoulders, she certainly didn't look that feminine, but  . . . well, an improvement was an improvement. She looked good.

Her hair certainly responded well to the shower. It felt fluffy and light, and as a matter of fact . . . 

Was it longer? Was that even possible? Only yesterday, the greasy mess of it had barely caressed her shoulders, and now it was down at the middle of her back. Wow.

She giggled helplessly, looking at her hair. The shade of was lighter than yesterday's, too. Her eyes, once dark brown, were turning light brown with flecks of blue.

Clearly, the shakes were causing this.

She popped the top off of the one on her nightstand and slurped half of it down. Cool. If she kept up this pace, how would she look tomorrow? Or the next day? She checked the message on the shake cap.

“Change is good!” it said.

So far, she agreed totally.

A few minutes later, Anne was fully dressed in the smallest pair of gym shorts she had—she had to search through her drawers for clothes from years before—and the tiniest shirt. They were both only slightly too small. The shirt showed off Anne's new chest rather nicely. 

It had been ages since she had anything be proud of with her body. And, by gosh, it was her body. It was time to start taking it back!

Downstairs, she saw her mother sucking away at a shake too.

“Morning, Mom!” Anne chirped happily.

“Good morning, sweetie!”

She tossed a shake over to her daughter, who caught it ably. Even just the day before, the same action would have probably ended with Anne receiving a black eye.

Audrey looked gorgeous. Her hair was throbbing-hot blonde, her body curvy and slim in all the right places. She was dressed in tight spandex shorts that said “Call Me” on the butt, her tee shirt scooping down into an inviting valley of cleavage. 

Her bright purple shoes were like sneakers, but had an incredible amount of heel to them—four or five inches worth. 

“Have you been running in those things?” Anne asked her mother, pointing at the shoes.

Audrey nodded happily. “Only about nine or ten miles so far today,” she shrugged. “But I'll make up the rest later on. I could grab some for you if you come to the gym with me? I know you'll love it.”

Anne shook her head. “No. I don't want to go there. I feel like I would just be embarrassed.”

“Don't be silly. How do you think I felt when I first went?”

“I don't know,” Anne shook her head. “There'll be so many people.”

She gulped down a bit of her shake.  Warm slid up and down her torso. Her nipples felt erect. She checked, trying to hide the motion from her mother—yes, definitely erect. Anne hoped her mother didn't see her quick, needy shudder.

“I get what you're saying, but I really love it there,” said Audrey. “All the gals are in great shape or getting in great shape, and everyone's so encouraging. And the men. Oh, Anne, the men? Hoooootttt.”

“Mother!”

“What, your mom can't appreciate a complete hunk when she sees him?” Audrey giggled. “Or five. Or six. Or fifteen. . . there's a lot there, is my point.”

The hot, warm milky mess of the shake felt like it was pressing outward on Anne, even crawling into her hot little pussy and rubbing it from the inside out, surrounding her in a pleasant, warm cloud.

“Please come with me? It'll be fun.”

The cap on the shake Anne had guzzled down read, “Try new things!”

Maybe the shake was right?

“Yes,” Anne said finally. “Go to the gym. That sounds like fun.”

“Super!”

In less than twenty minutes, they were there, each with a gym bag full of Shaped-Rite shakes. The gym was a large building, bigger than a football field, with more wings being constructed on the sides. 

At the entrance, there was a large, circular counter, and an incredibly tall, well-muscled man with thick black hair and a rugged five o'clock shadow. Anne found it impossible to be in front of him and not think only about cock. Not penis, not dick, but hot, thrusting cock that would not stop and was spurting out kilo after kilo of babymaking cum.

Fuck. Where were these thoughts coming from? She didn't even think that she actually liked guys. She didn't care about things like that. Cocks. She didn't care about things like perfect, hard, cum-dripping cocks for her to adore.

No. She was pretty sure she was a lesbian. She was hoping to find out in college.

“Hey,” said the enormous man. “I'm Iron. Welcome to my gym.”

“I thought it was Bubbles and Iron?” said Anne.

He smiled. “Bubbles is around somewhere. I think she's working in the kitchen, making some new shakes. You'll learn about our shakes pretty soon, I bet.”

“Oh, I've had lots!” Anne enthused.

“Have you?” Iron tsked. “It looks like you could use a lot more if you want to bag yourself a strong man to take care of you, huh?”

Some distant thought of being horribly offended rose up inside of Anne's mind. Instead, it was drowned out by the warmth of the shake still sitting in her belly, wrapping the thought in tingly, loving whispers and promises of self-worth.

So, Anne just giggled out a response instead.

“She really does,” said Audrey. “But don't worry, Sir. I'm helping her. Just like Bubbles helped me!”

Iron smiled. “Good girl. Why don't you run back up onto the elliptical? You've got some work to do before you can be at a real man's side.”

“That's a great idea!”

Iron slapped her ass loudly, and Audrey scampered off, apparently encouraged by the huge man's brazen appraisal. Anne watched Iron hold the thick bulge of his cock through his loose gym shorts, closely scrutinizing Audrey's pert ass strut off. All she could do was just look at him, holding the thick head of his cock like that.

He must be so very strong, she thought, to not care what I may have to say about that. It was . . . it was getting a bit hard to keep a track of all her breaths in front of this big, strong stud.

Eventually, he turned back over to her.

“Come on, babe,” he said. “I'll show you around.”

He put his hand on the small of her back and started to guide her through the facilities. Anne struggled to keep her composure. His hands were so rough and sure and all she felt was so soft. They walked by the weight room, where heavily muscled men were ably moving around weights. On one side, a far side, was a small rack with pink weights. None of these went over thirty pounds. 

For the men, everything was dark and metal, nothing under fifty pounds. Those lower-end weights, Anne saw, seemed to be reserved for the shrimpiest of shrimps, who still towered over Anne and had incredibly cut ridges of muscle popping out from their clothes.

“I'm in here about six hours a day, lifting,” Iron told her, “so that's why I'm so small. But I gotta run the place, you know. Bubbles gets distracted by any hot babe that walks in who hasn't tasted her milk.”

“Her shakes are milkshakes?”

He patted her head. “Sure, babe. Yeah. Milk shakes.” He chuckled.

It felt kind of empowering, walking around with a man like Iron. It felt like he wouldn't walk around with just anybody. So when she walked around with him, it felt like she was someone who deserved to be walking around with him. 

Kind of like how, if she got knocked up, she would be a girl who deserved to get knocked up by whatever stud put her down on all fours and shot his fat, hot load inside her . . .

Fuck! There were those thoughts again. It was all these men, she thought. All these hot men with their big muscles and bigger dicks swinging around.

It was just . . . Iron was so . . . potent. Everything about him just screamed man. Every muscle was so well defined, every bit of hair so thick. She bet his cock was . . . 

She shook her head. She tried to focus on the women, instead, as Iron guided her through the cardio area. There were rows and rows of ellipticals, treadmills, stair machines, row machines, 

Most every girl—and they were all girls, Anne couldn't properly call any of the chatty, giggly long-haired temptresses she saw “women”—were incredibly endowed. Their frames all hourglassed with wide hips, tiny waists, and enormous breasts. Long hair coifed perfectly around their hot, eager bright faces, everyone's eyes so chipper and alert. Even so, Anne watched these same eyes glaze over with heat whenever a man walked by, or an especially hot woman, or any time they took a chug from their shakes.

There were women like Anne who were not quite as in shape. Each one was hard at work, trying to improve themselves. Anne could only hope to have the same sort of dedication to her health.

They stopped by a large studio with mats on the floor. A few dozen young women, all of them between the ages of eighteen and twenty-five, chatted happily in yoga pants and tight tank tops that showed off the bulging navels of their obviously pregnant bellies.

“That's our pregnant yoga class,” said Iron. “Maybe you'll get there someday, huh?”

Pregnant. Anne couldn't imagine herself as pregnant, though it seemed . . . like destiny, for a moment. All swelled up with some strong man's seed, someone big and fuck-off built like Iron. Someone who would break apart anyone who tried to touch her. Someone who would claim her as a piece of property to be admired and adored. Someone who would break her down into being the mother that she was genetically coded to be.

She started to rub her knees together, moaning softly. Her resolve was dissolving, in fact had been dissolving already before she even realized what she had been resolved against. This entire time, this entire tour, had been a fight against sliding her hot fingers up into her sweet pussy and giving herself the release a good girl like her needed.

“W-where's the bathroom?”

He smiled. “I was wondering what was taking you so long. Most girls don't make it past the weight room. I guess you're a good enough girl to get all turned on by getting filled up, huh?”

Anne just moaned in response, her hands sliding up and down her legs to her crotch. 

Iron nodded to his left. “Over there, sweetie. Don't hurt yourself.”

She ran to the bathroom. The doors were padded with thick leather. Inside, the smell of sex that had been like background noise to the hot stench of sweat and effort in the gym proper became overwhelming. 

Anne felt weak, light-headed. Her cunt, fortunately enough, knew exactly what to do. In just a few moments, she was inside of a stall, on top of the leather padded toilet, her fingers plunging deep into her sopping wet cunt. 

What was she doing? Why was she doing this? The smell of sex was impossible to get away from.

Her clit exploded with pleasure the second her palm grazed over it. She didn't want to get away. Her fingers felt so, sooo good.

With a giggle, her pussy's need finally being satisfied, she noticed that she had left the stall door wide open. As if on cue, a gorgeous brunette walked past, with the same absently horny look on her face that Anne was suddenly sure she herself must have had.

The brunette—leggy, slim, busty, and devastatingly beautiful, with big brown eyes and pouty lips, walking around in teensy red spandex shorts, a white spandex halter top, and in the same kind of pink high-heeled sneakers that Audrey had been wearing—waved cheerily at Anne.

“Here, doll,” she said happily, coming into the stall and leaning over Anne. “I can help with that.”

“N-noooo n-oo oooo ooookayyy...” 

Anne's protests happily slid away as the incredible brunette's fingers found her wet, willing pussy.

No one had ever been inside Anne before. She had never even had a boyfriend. Heck, she certainly hadn't had a girlfriend. And now this beautiful, wonderful girl who seemed soooo familiar was stroking her just perfectly.

As she came closer to orgasm, watching the sensational brunette moan and purr right above her, Anne's thoughts seemed to clear a bit. Anne recognized the brunette, now. It was Lauren. Her stepbrother had a crush on her in High School. Eighteen now, she had been the valedictorian and the team leader of the Park River High School Dancin' Flowers, who pranced about during halftimes at football games in tiny outfits and performed sensationally acrobatic manuevers.

Lauren slid one hot hand down her tiny waist, over the thin, perfect ridges of her muscles, and into the spandex bikini of her shorts, touching herself just as she touched Anne.

“La-la-Lauren?” Anne asked. 

“That's right, honey,” the brunette purred.

“My stepbrother loves you.”

Lauren tossed her hair back, licking her lips haughtily as Anne felt her orgasm reach the point of no return.

“Everybody loves me. I'm fucking gorgeous.” said Lauren. “I bet he jacked off to me a million times. He should. I'm a complete hottie.”

She was. She was a total hottie and Alan probably stroked his big cock to her over and over and Lauren should get filled with Alan's seed just like Anne needed to and oh god she was cumming so. Hard.

After Anne finally calmed down from her hot, sweet release, she looked up at Lauren, who seemed to be coming down from a pink cloud as well. Anne suddenly thought that if she was ever going to get Lauren close enough to Alan so that they would fuck just like Alan so obviously needed and deserved, she would need to become Lauren's friend.

Alan was so wonderful. Her family. She had to do whatever she could to make him happy. She had to somehow get Lauren to fuck him. Wouldn't that be a sweet thing for a little stepsister to do?

So Anne figured if asked really sweetly, Lauren could show her all the best places to work out in the gym.

She was totally right.
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Audrey:
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Iron had cornered Audrey in the gym. He hadn't said anything, just grabbed her hand as she was running on the treadmill and guided her over to a dark spot between a maintenance closet and a long room full of massage tables. There were not many people around, and those who were did not seem to have any interest in helping her. Audrey didn't even know if she wanted helping.

Iron's enormous frame was a sight to behold. Every single muscle seemed like it was dozens the size of her correlating one. Just one of his pecs was twice the size of her head. 

She was breathing hard, shuddering in and out, staring up at him nervously, just from being so close. They were both so sweaty, hot waves of musk rolling off of them. It felt like their scents were dancing, intertwining, becoming irrevocably locked together.

He ran a hand down her backside. Audrey struggled to keep her feet. He was. So. Strong!

“How would you like to become a premium member of the club, babe?”

It was so hard to think. 

“Oh, I . . . I mean I love it here, but I . . . I'm almost at my weight goal, and—”

Iron reached behind his back and pulled out a Shaped-Rite Shake, popping the screw-top off with his thumb.

“Open wide,” he said. 

Audrey obeyed, of course. She loved the shakes, no matter how they were delivered. He opened it above her head and poured it down her throat. So warm. She couldn't swallow quite fast enough, and so it overflowed from her mouth and spread down around her neck, her chin, the milky wetness getting everything so gooey.

Iron put a pair of fingers on her shoulder as he poured the drink. Audrey went down to her knees even as she kept swallowing.

“How about it, babe?” he asked again.

It was so hard to say no. So easy to say yes. Girls like her were made to say yes to big, strong men like Iron. 

What had she been saying no to? How could she ever say no to Iron? She wasn't even sure what was being asked, but she knew she had to agree. Iron demanded it. He was such a fucking man.

She nodded. “Yes, Sir. Anything you like!”

He pulled a string on his shorts, letting them fall to the ground. His manhood beneath was like some kind of sleeping monster. With as enormous as it was, Audrey had difficulty understanding how it wasn't hard already. How on earth was it going to get any bigger? 

He pushed the cockhead roughly toward her mouth.

“You gotta pass the premium test first, doll.”

She moaned affirmatively. The cockhead seemed like it would unhinge her jaw. And after a few seconds of it sliding inside, she was sure it was going to. 

But then her tongue wrapped around a thick dollop of precum, and she swallowed it down. It melded with the warmth in her stomach, exploding outward to the rest of her tight, hot body. Her big tits were pressed hard against his knees as she swallowed the rest of his enormous cock easily. Like her body was changing for him, right there, like she was being shifted around in all of her parts to be a better fucktoy for Iron.

That was exactly what was happening, she realized. That was so delicious.

Right away, he started spurting cum inside of her. She knew instinctively that it was only because he wanted to, not because he couldn't control himself. It was because he was gifting her. 

First precum, salty and thick, and then honest-to-god babymaking cum, pouring out of him in an unstoppable flow. She sucked him down harder and harder, massaging her shaft-locked lips up and down his meat, and every few seconds his fantastic shaft would jerk upward and pump another few cups of cum down her throat. Her eyes were wild, desperate for more.

After several seconds of this, Bubbles hopped over to the corner where they were, and wrapped her small, perfectly-manicured hand around her man's enormous cock. 

“Yeah,” she whispered to him. “Cum down her throat, sir. Fuck her mouth like a cunt.”

Audrey purred happily. Yes, she thought. Cum down my throat. Fuck my mouth like a cunt.

“Fuck your new pet, baby,” said Bubbles. “Fuck your new breeding gal. She's gonna help me make all our shakes, Sir. She's going to bring you even more fuckslaves.”

There was nothing Audrey could say, being so stuffed full of cock and cum, but all she wanted to do was moan a happy affirmation. Bubbles was so right. She was going to bring Iron more fuckslaves. That sounded wonderful.

After several minutes, the big-titted mother couldn't take anymore and had to unattach herself from his amazing fountain. But even so, Iron didn't stop cumming, spraying her down in the corner with his seed as Bubbles continued to jerk him off. He drenched Audrey's body with his hot load as she trembled in the corner, so happy to be chosen to be anointed like this.

Some stud walked by and slapped Iron on the back. “Nice one, bro!'

Yes, thought Audrey. She was such a nice one. She was Iron's nice one.
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Alan:
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Something was getting weird in town. He had to figure it out.

His talk with Anne the night before had inspired Alan to start getting a little more active. If all he had been doing was sticking around in his room, and all he was feeling was miserable, why wouldn't he think those two things were related?

So he decided to take a walk to the comic shop across town. It was the only place outside of his room that he didn't feel pressured to put on a presentation for others. He could be there, and if someone asked him what he thought or what he wanted, he could be totally honest. 

Yes, he wanted to read alone. Or no, he didn't think the latest issue of Beasto-Lad was totally awesome. Or yeah, Mega-Girl probably had the best comic girl tits he had ever seen.

Alan could have driven to the shop, but usually driving just made him angry. So he walked instead. It was a nice enough day out when he finally exited the house at three in the afternoon—sixty degrees and a little cloudy, just how Alan liked it. He dressed in comfortable jeans and a loose tee shirt. Or, a shirt that had been comfortable and loose. It was fitting a little tighter around his arms and chest, today. He wasn't sure why, exactly.

The path to the comic shop led down a few streets and into a park. The streets held men—most of whom seemed really top-heavy in a muscly way—being entertained by groups of young women in tiny shorts, skirts, and dresses. All of the girls wore high heels—boots, often, and sometimes platform sandals. Their bodies were often just as toned as the men's, though not as thickly developed, retaining their hot femininity.

It was odd seeing this, as Alan was sure there just weren't that many good looking girls in the town of Park River. He felt like, between going to high school events and hanging out in the mall, he already had an extensive mental catalogue of images of all the sexy babes in town. 

Of course, Lauren Deckland would be at the top of that list. There hadn't been a night in four years where she hadn't entered his mind, begging to suck him off and finally be his girlfriend. She had barely ever said three words to him, even though they had numerous classes together in high school, but with a girl like Lauren, that was more than enough for Alan to feel utterly lovestruck. 

But, maybe all that focus on Lauren had blinded him to other girls. Maybe he should branch out. He was a man, after all. 

He entered the park, thudding along the winding path through the tall trees and flower beds that it boasted. Crape myrtles were the town's pride and joy, and they were in full blossom, showing off thick white, purple, and even pink flowers trickling down in long trails.  Between all the trees and bushes, the vegetation was so thick that whenever the path winded one way or another, it was impossible to see what was coming up for any distance longer than about thirty or forty feet.

Coming around one bend, he saw someone who he swore could have been the younger, hotter, sexier, more pregnant sister of his neighbor, Miss Vaughn. This version had the same dark hair, the same brilliantly blue eyes, and even the same mischievous grin. His neighbor was sixty-four, and Alan always thought it was so fortunate for her to look so young for her age.

The woman he saw, though, could not have been older than thirty-two. She was sitting on a picnic cloth beneath a white crape myrtle with a young, muscle-bound man who looked to be about twenty-five. The pretty lookalike brunette was stroking the man's naked cock happily, cooing in appreciation of his size, as he sat back and chugged from a bottle of wine. The hand she wasn't using to adore the man's enormous rod was pressed against her thick belly, obviously pregnant.

She waved at Alan when she saw him. “Hello, young man! How are you today?”

Alan gaped and, not knowing what to say, scampered off down the trail. He saw two more couples like that. One was a short man fucking a severely thin young woman from behind as held a tree, her face rubbing against the bark. Her thick, heavy tits were staining the front of her shirt with milk.

The other couple he saw was a delightfully busty Latina laying on a park bench and sucking off a well-muscled policeman. The Latina's baby bump nudged against the park bench, her ass high in the air as she swallowed the policeman's length completely. The policeman winked at Alan and gave him a thumbs-up when the young man walked past.

This was all making him sort of confused, but more than that, turned on. Why was nobody thinking it was weird? Why wasn't anybody doing anything?

Finally, he made it out of the park. A sensationally leggy blonde was there at the street corner next to the arched entrance to the park, handing out free samples of the Shaped-Rite Shakes. 

“Something to cool you down, big guy?” she said, smiling prettily.

It was so hard to turn down anything from a beautiful woman. Alan had a suspicion already that these shakes were doing something—that they had done something to his stepsister, his stepmother, and maybe even to him—but the woman was so pretty and insistent, that he grabbed one anyway.

“Thanks,” he said, having every intention of throwing it away in the first trashcan that he found.

She wrapped her hands around his, looking into his eyes for a moment. His hands were right in front of her incredible rack, barely constrained inside a tee shirt that was obviously too small.

“Thank you,” she said.

One minute later, Alan was finishing the shake and walking inside the comic shop across from the park. It sated something in him, the shake did, and woke something else up. What either thing was, though, was a mystery. Maybe he would have to drink more to find out.

Alan had shopped at the comic shop for years now, even when he was a kid. A kind-of-friend, kind-of-acquantaince named Greg had worked there for the past year or so. 

Alan sometimes liked Greg and sometimes not. He was the sort of overweight young man who felt he was really strong and tough without ever working out or being in a fight, and who thought he knew best how to creatively control every comic he read without ever writing a word. Sometimes, he had really funny, cool things to say about the stuff Alan read, but often, he just came off as a boor.

And somehow, he had landed a completely cute nerd, Marie, as his girlfriend. Marie had a few extra pounds to her, but so many of them ended up in her substantial rack that it was hard to notice. Combine that with a killer smile, a lovely pair of brown eyes, and thick curly brown hair, and Alan had a crush on her even before he found out she had memorized every death scene and its issue number from Actioneer Comics.

The door chimed as Alan walked in. Greg was behind the counter, wearing his thick brown trench coat over a too-small tee shirt once again—Alan tried not to roll his eyes and groan.

“Hey man!” said Greg. “What's up? Have you seen the new issue of Robot Hell?”

Alan shook his head. “I haven't checked out any issues of that one.”

“It's terrible. The artists have no idea what they're doing. I wouldn't check it out.”

Alan nodded, walking past the new releases and into the trade aisle.

“It's behind the counter over there,” said Greg.

Alan didn't care. He was looking for issues of Mega-Girl.

He had woken up today really wanting to jerk off to a babe who was in incredible shape. The first place his mind went to was Mega-Girl. She was a gym fitness instructor by day, and a superheroine by night. Her DNA had been altered by a sentient leotard, that seemed to shift around every issue to continually show off her enormous breasts and long, bare legs. The plots were often ridiculous, focused  around her leotard getting torn so that it had to repair itself into a brand new outfit, but he didn't care.

“I love those,” Alan heard a girl say.

Her finger went past him, to the shelf, and slid out trade number four. On the cover, Mega-Girl was dressed in a purple bikini, a tiny purple cape attached to a white collar around her neck. Hot, knee-high white leather boots with tall stiletto heels were on her legs. From her tiny bikini bottom to her top—which showed an enormous amount of cleavage, really just triangles over her nipples with the barest of bridges—there was a thin strip of white spandex over her tautly muscled abdomen. It was the sort of thing only a superheroine could ever wear. 

The girl who had grabbed the trade was Marie. And Marie . . . 

Marie was dressed up to look exactly like Mega-Girl in the trade she had picked up. He struggled to keep his jaw up from off the ground.

“Hey, handsome.” She punched his arm lightly. “You're looking good.”

Marie was a little more curvy than Mega-Girl, so the costume wasn't a perfect fit. If Alan could spare the time to look below Marie's chest, he might see how her belly had just a bit too  much flab to make the whole ensemble work well.

But, who the hell would look at something other than Marie's incredible chest? Her tits on perfect display, pushed up and out and in his face.

Her skin around her face was made-up heavily, hiding old acne scars that had plagued her since high school. But still, those scars seemed . . . less severe, somehow. Less prevalent, concentrated only around her cheeks, instead of crawling down her shoulders and back like he recalled. In a way, now, they were almost cute—she had terrific cheeks, after all. Her loose, curly hair was an incredible tangle of activity around her head, vibrant and cheery.

She smiled, clearly enjoying his eyes on her. With one hand on her hip, she straightened out her chest even more.

“Aren't you going to say how much you like my outfit?”

“Yeah,” he breathed. “Yes. Definitely. It's . . . you know. Wow.”

“You should feel the material. It's really authentic.”

With a gleam in her eyes, she grabbed his hand and held it to her breast. He looked in shock at the size disparity—he had big hands, and they still wouldn't come close to holding her tits entirely. 

She giggled. Her tit jumped under his hand. Greg couldn't see them, but Alan was slowly getting scared that he would walk around the shelf and see what was happening. 

Another part of him, though, thought fuck it. Let him come see. See if he can protect his woman.

“Isn't it nice?”

He swallowed thoughtfully. “You said it.”

She giggled again. Alan felt his cock swelling in his pants.

“I didn't really care about the material, I'm not an idiot,” she said. “I just wanted you to feel me up. It always seemed like you wanted to in high school.”

He nodded. Why lie? She wasn't lying.

“Yeah. I really did.”

Her fingers wrapped around his hand and slid them between the thick valley of her cleavage. The warmth was heavenly. She started to sweat, and so it became moist, too. He could feel her heart fluttering.

“Oh, wow.” Alan put his other hand on the shelf behind him, steadying himself. “Wow.”

“Right?” She giggled, massaging his hand with both tits. “They're like, fabulous all of a sudden. Way better than they used to be.”

“They were already good.”

“I know!” she laughed delightedly, putting a hand through her hair. “That's what makes this so good.”

Her curls seemed so soft, so shiny. It was hard not to think about running his cock through them before shoving his meat directly into her cute little mouth. 

Reluctantly, Alan pulled his hand away. She pouted.

“Look,” he said. “Your boyfriend is just, like, right there. So . . .”

She rolled her eyes. “Oh, that guy. Yuck.” She flitted her hand dismissively. “Yeah . . . I mean, I guess? But like, you'll go out with me, right? We could talk comics and you won't be a total ass?” 

“Right. I guess we could.”

“It's just like, you look a lot like Dark Sentinel, to me.”

“Oh.”

Dark Sentinel was Mega-Girl's on-again, off-again boyfriend in the comics.

“Greg, you know. He doesn't look anything like the Sentinel.” she sighed. “More and more, I'm really like, not impressed with him. I thought he could be strong, but like, he's not?”

Once more, she grabbed his hand, holding it to her impressive rack. She inhaled deeply, and licked the tip of his finger. 

“But I can tell you, you like, totally are.” Her lips slid over his finger and then back again. “Like, really strong. So can we please go out? Please?”

Fuck, she was so pretty. And she was near the top of Alan's jerk-off list, held right at the top primarily because he had always been able to envision she and he as a couple. His cock got large enough to slide by itself to the side inside his pants. Alan shuddered with the sensation.

“Sure,” he said. “Tomorrow. Six o'clock, let's say.”

“Yay!”

She leapt up and down and then pulled him close, snaking her tongue through his mouth for a quick, moan-heavy kiss. Her enormous, hot tits crushed up against his chest. 

“Oh, one thing, though,” she stopped. “I've got a request?”

“Okay?” 

Everything was moving so fast. Alan struggled to keep with her.

“Well, like two. Can I ask them?”

“Do it.”

She shuddered visibly at his command, then took a deep breath. 

“The first is that I'm really in love with dressing up as your Mega-Girl. I'd kind of like to do that wherever we end up going.”

“Uh,” he said, staring straight at her cleavage. More outfits like this? Yes, please. “All right.”

“Great! The second thing is I'd really love it if we made out, like, right now.”

He tried to move back a bit, stare at something else. “Oh, I mean, I don't know—”

“I would very much like to kiss your face and stick my tongue in your mouth while you feel up my incredible tits. Probably I would hold your cock through your pants. Please?”

Alan just stared at her.

She stamped her foot a bit. Her tits bounced attractively. “Alan, it's really important.”

“I mean. Jeez, Marie. Greg is right over there.”

She nodded thoughtfully, putting a finger to her lips. The motion meant that her delicious breasts moved together. Alan watched her cleavage come together, and then spread apart. His hard-on was becoming unbearable. A hot, heavy fog settled over his brain. 

“You're right,” she said finally, grinning happily at his eyes on her. “What if we stepped outside, in the alley?”

“No, that's not what I mean. I mean Greg is your boyfriend. Right?”

She sighed, looking down. “I guess. Don't you want to be my boyfriend instead of him, Alan?”

“Sure I do, but he's a friend . . . sort of. I guess. And—”

She wrapped her arms around his neck then and pulled him down for another sizzling hot kiss. Her fresh, hot lips happily maneuvered over his, her tongue pressing deep into his mouth. Her hand slid on top of his bulge, stroking it through his pants.

“You're so big, my Sentinel,” she said softly. “Won't you please come make out with me?”

“Marie . . .”

“Please?” Her stroking was insistent, her kisses on his neck soft and sure.

From across the store, Alan heard a crash.

“What the fuck?” Greg called out. He had dropped a whole stack of books in front of the aisle Marie and Alan were standing in, the pages spread out now all across the floor. “What are you guys doing?”

Marie slid down from the kiss, her hand still wrapped around Alan's bulge. 

“I'm with him, now. He's just . . .” she shrugged, her tits heaving. “Just better than you? I like him more. I'm his girl now.”

“What the fuck?” said Greg. “What are you even talking about? You barely ever talk to him.”

“Do I need to talk to him that much to know he's better than you?” Marie laughed. “Tell him, Alan. Please? How I'm your girl, now?”

Her hand would not stop stroking. Alan felt his orgasm approaching. He had to say whatever and just get out of here so he could cum.

“That's right. She's fucking mine,” he said, wrapping a hand around her waist. She giggled delightedly, still stroking him.

“See?” she laughed. “He'll fuck you up if you try anything. Don't even think about it. Won't you, baby?”

“Y-yeah,” blurted Alan. Cum was piling up in his balls, ready to unleash. “I'll fuck you up, Greg. Don't come near her.”

Greg looked aghast, his face bright red. He threw up his hands.

“Whatever!” he said, storming off. 

Alan heard the door slam, and heard Marie squeal triumphantly about Greg being a loser. But Alan had disentangled himself from her grasp and fled the shop, running out to the park, and then back home. He had to get away from all of this; he had to clear his head somehow.
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Day 3

Anne:
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This was starting to seem . . . unhealthy. Anne had lost over a hundred pounds in three days. Surely, that was . . . wrong, somehow. Right? Wasn't that kind of weight loss bad?

It was hard to think, hard to concentrate on right and wrong when she was looking sooo good. 

She was in her bed, surrounded by a small hill of Shaped-Rite shake bottles. For a few hours, the night before, she had tried to work out, but all she ended up doing was stroking her perfect pussy, so she figured eventually that she could at least do it some place comfortable. 

“Treat yourself!” the shake caps said.

“Adore your body!”

“Family first!”

Yes. Family first. Focus on being really good for Alan. He was the man of the house, and he needed help being shown how to be a good family man. To be grateful for what he had, and to fuck her hot body senseless. That would be so great.

His scent just filled up every room in the house—especially hers, since she was so close to his bedroom. Every step she took, every breath she inhaled felt like she was taking in more and more of his perfect manliness, becoming locked to him for life.

Her entire naked body had turned a delicious shade of bronze, a far cry from the yucky pale mess she had been. There wasn't an ounce of fat anywhere on her. It was like almost all of that extra weight had re-proportioned itself into her fantastically sexy tits, which were now easily past a 36D cup. 

How had that happened? 

She hardly cared. 

Her sensational swelling tits rose above her body in majesty, twin peaks of bimbo babe beauty. She loved them. 

Every time she touched a nipple, she had to sink her fingers into her sopping wet cunt until she had another screaming hot orgasm. 

Fortunately, having orgasms didn't take too long. Her record so far was five in one minute. 

The rest of her weight seemed to have gone to her immense blanket of blond hair and the Greek sculpture-like musculature of her body. Her back muscles in particular looked amazing, long twin hills forming a hot sexy canal down her spine, a highway straight to the fantastic curve of her endlessly adorable ass. She wasn't sure how her hair had gotten so long, or so blond, but it looked completely fuckable. It was so hot, so endlessly soft, that she was sure Alan could fuck just her hair for hours and still be satisfied.

Her face had become something else, too. In the hand that wasn't fingering her slippery clit, she held a hand mirror, making sexy faces at herself while she came again and again. She loved her hot, thick perpetually wet lips, her heavy eyelids, her bright blue eyes, her startlingly sharp cheekbones and the perfect long L shape of her cheekbone.

Next door, she could hear her stepbrother stirring. 

He was so important. She was so glad he lived with her. It was so good to have a man in the house, so wonderful to know that he was nearby with his big strong cock and his big man strength.

She slid on a pair of tight, small spandex shorts and tight spandex halter top that she had bought from the gym the day before. She hopped out and knocked on his door gently.

“Good morning, big bro!” she said happily. “Is there anything I can get for you?”

“Anne?” he asked. His voice sounded groggy through the door.

“That's right! I'm up. Can I make you breakfast?”

It felt so right, making a man a meal. She felt like doing it all day, for as long as he had a stomach that needed filling.

“Oh, sure.” 

She heard a few thumping noises. If she held her nose close to the door, she could smell the thick, hot musk of cum and sweat. Man cum. When she got home from the gym last night, after spending the entire evening with Lauren, chatting up how wonderful Alan was, the house had been flooded with the scent and sounds of Alan's cumming. Every few minutes, he would ejaculate, banging his feet on the floor.

Carefully pressed up against his door last night, she had heard him moan “Marie!” and then “Lauren!” and then another name, something that rhymed with sand or tan, said at a much lower tone. She couldn't figure it out, but she hardly cared, just stroking her body next to his door while she knew he was cumming was enough for her. 

That hot scent of ejaculate was still coating the air near his door. She moaned, her hot long legs rubbing against each other against the door. She was fairly certain she had grown four or five inches in the past couple of days. That was so cool. She could be an even better, more flexible hot fuckdoll for her man now.

“Bring me a bowl of cereal, would you?”

“You got it, big bro!” Anne chirped.

She went down to the kitchen, taking out a bowl and a box of cereal.

After filling the bowl, she opened the fridge—out of milk! Drat. It would take forever to go back to the store to get some. Her man needed service right away.

Where was their mother, anyway? Anne hadn't seen her in a while, but it was . . . it was really hard to think about something like that. Alan had given her an order! She had to follow it.

Before she was conscious of what was happening, she had one tit draped over the bowl, and was squeezing her nipple. Milk leaked down onto the cereal, bit by bit, filling the bowl in less than a minute. Wow.

It smelled delicious. She was just about to bring it up to him, to get inside that amazing room with the thick atmosphere of his endless cum, but he was walking down the stairs. So, she pulled out a chair for him and put out a spoon. 

He was wearing only his boxers and a small t-shirt. It fit him tight, his muscles starting to bulge out from the fabric. He was looking ripped. Anne licked her lips hotly, openly admiring him.

He rubbed his hair sleepily, nodding at her when he sat down.

“Thanks, lady.”

“Of course, big bro.”

For a moment he just stared at the cereal, swirling his spoon around. Then he stared back up at her.

“Hey um . . .” 

He looked her up and down. She straightened out her chest. It was important for him to get a good view. Her chest was so fucking spectacular, now. Her tiny top smooshed her tits together so well, displaying them just like men liked. Lauren had showed her that trick. As much as he looked at her tits, she hoped he noticed her hips, too. They led so perfectly into her tiny waist and long, long legs. They were so deliciously wide—the kind that was perfect for bearing his wonderful children.

“Yes?”

He shook his head and sighed. “I'll tell you after I eat. I need some thinking fuel.”

Finally, he dug his spoon into the cereal and began eating. Alan was consuming her milk. He was in here with her, a big strong boy was in here, drinking her milk that she had made and that was so sooo hott. She dropped to her knees quietly, sliding her fingers inside her spandex and rubbing one engorged nipple while rubbing her hot slippery clit at the same time. 

She didn't want to distract him from eating, so she silently gasped out three hot little orgasms, trying to take her time. But it was just so perfectly wonderful, watching her big strong man swallow down her special milk like that. 

“Hey Sis,” Alan made a contemplative sound. “What all was in that bowl of—holy crap!”

Anne stared up at him, her fingers deep in her cunt, giggling helplessly.

“What are you doing?”

Another hot thrill of orgasm shot through her body. “Touching my clitty,” she said girlishly.

He sat up, walking to the other end of the kitchen. Anne pouted, her fingering tapering off. He hadn't finished his cereal. Alan stopped in front of the enormous pile of Shaped-Rite shakes next to the sink.

“Holy crap,” he said again. “How many of these have you had?”

“I  . . . um . . . lots? I guess like . . . gosh. How many days are in a month? Forty?”

“You had forty of these?”

She stood up, shaking her head. Her hair shimmered through the kitchen. “Of course not, silly. I had two months of them, was what I was trying to say.”

“You had eighty? Since three days ago?”

She shrugged. “Maybe? It was lots.” She giggled again.

He picked up a bottle, reading the label. “Shit, Anne. You're not supposed to have more than two a day, it says!”

She moved toward him, one foot right in front of the other. A model's walk. 

“Please don't be mad at me, big bro. I just wanted to get in good shape. I thought maybe if I was all in good shape, you'd feel good enough to be in shape too.”

His face softened a bit. He walked past her, ignoring her fingers as they clung to his arm. He sat down back in front of his cereal and took another bite. Anne's drenched cunt moistened just a bit more. Juices ran down her legs, making them shiny and sparkly.

“I have to think this through. Could you get me a drink?”

“Of course!”

“Not a shake, okay? Something else.”

She nodded happily. His back was turned to her. It only took a moment to grab a glass out from the counter and squeeze milk out from it. Breathing happily, her gorgeous face flushed, she place the glass right next to his bowl.

He drank down her milk once again. Anne's knees turned to jello. Her big strong bro was sucking down her milk like it was perfect nectar. She loved it. How had she even gotten so milk-heavy? Did it matter? It was so great.

He took another sip and looked at her chest, where the entire front of her spandex halter was stained.

“Is this—fuck! Anne, is this . . . is this your milk?”

She nodded, looking contrite. “Don't be mad. You liked it so much before that I . . .”

“Before? What do you mean before?”

She stared at the bowl of cereal, biting one luscious lip.

“Oh, shit,” he muttered. 

“I'm sorry you didn't like it,” she said softly. “I thought you would.”

“Of course I liked it! It's fucking delicious. But that's not the point, is it?”

He shook his head. First he stood up. Then he sat down. Then he stood up again, sat down again.

“This is so crazy. You were . . . I mean, no offense, but you were fat. Kind of repulsively so. You were really dragging under, sis.” 

She nodded. 

“I know. I'm sorry, big bro. I wasn't being a very good girl, then. It wasn't good of me to be so ugly. I really hope I'm better now. For you.”

He started to say something, and then stopped. He looked down at his lap.

“Christ, I'm fucking hard as a rock. How am I supposed to think like this?”

Anne strutted toward him and leaned over, staring down at his meat with him. His cock was huge, poking up through the hole in his boxers, blooming out from them like it was following the sun of Anne's beauty. She thought it was so great that she was so hot. It would be so easy to be what his cock needed her to be, so easy to do what his cock needed her to do.

“I can help you out, big bro.” 

She put a hand on his knee.

“No . . . we can't.”

“Why not? I just want to help.” 

She leaned in and kissed his cheek. She felt him jerk—her immensely soft hair had piled up around his crotch, completely surrounding his cock.  

“You can't think until you get rid of that delicious, hot, super yum-yum boner down there. And how are you supposed to think if you're jacking your own cock?” 

“That doesn't make any sense. I can just . . . I'll think about baseball, I don't know.”

“But Alannnn,” she whined. She was so close. Her hand slid up his thigh even more. “I'm sooo pretty now, aren't I? Are you really going to be able to stop thinking about me before your boner gets all rock solid again? If we just take care of it now, it'll be so much easier.”

Her hand was resting in the pocket of his crotch, next to his balls. He made no motions to stop her, his head tilted back.

“Oh, god,” he moaned.

She giggled happily, moving her hair all to one side. In a slick motion, she gathered up a handful of the thick locks and wrapped them around his cock with her hand. His cock spasmed wonderfully.

“If I cover it with my hair, like this,” she gave him a practice stroke, her hair just making the stroke slicker and softer than it would have been normally, “it's like we're not even touching, right?”

“Huh. Huh. Oh. Oh kay.” he grunted out, her strokes becoming quicker and quicker.

It felt so good to help out like this! She knelt down—men loved seeing good girls kneel down, so it was always a good idea to do so—and stroked him eagerly. Every few seconds she would gather up more of her hair to slide around his amazing rod, staring at it with open, easy love.

“I think . . . huh. I think this is working. It's getting a little . . . wow. A little easier to think.”

Anne smiled up at him happily, stroking. It was so good to be of service to her man.

“So, the shakes. They make you hotter. And thinner. And blonder. And a little dumber, too, and way more focused on sex. And make you milk. And then you wanted  . . . fuck. Wanted me to drink your milk.”

“Uh huh,” Anne moaned emphatically. “You drank my milk so good, big bro.”

“F-fuck,” Alan said, his cock jerking suddenly. 

He was cumming! Anne needed to gather all of it. She enveloped her lips over his thick rod, swallowing happily. It tasted so warm, so gooey and perfect, her stepbrother's cum pouring down her throat.

She loved him, she realized. She loved him dearly and wanted to do all she could to make him happy for the rest of her days. She just hoped she could be good enough, that she was a hot enough babe to make a total fuckstud hunk like him happy. 

Her sighs were deep and happy as she swallowed his cum, licking up the remains around his cock and balls. Her hands were full of his amazing seed. She had to resist the urge to lick it up off her fingers . . . for now.

For a few moments he just breathed hard, looking at her, stroking her hair.

“You weren't supposed to . . . weren't supposed to swallow like that.”

He got up and pushed her away, and then staggered back upstairs. 

Anne pouted for a moment. Soon, she would help him understand. How he was her Man, and she was his special girl that needed to get knocked up and bred completely by his amazing seed. 

After sitting there and thinking for a moment, she got up and grabbed an empty shake bottle from the counter. There was still so much cum in her hands, her hair. It all slid into the bottle easily. It didn't seem like it was drying at all, like how she read cum was normally supposed to. Alan was anything but normal. 

The spunk was so slick in the bottle. Staying potent, staying so strong, just like her Alan. She sighed, feeling her knees go weak with the thought of him. He had filled her so well.

The doorbell rang.

Anne answered it—Lauren was posing there, tossing her thick hair back. She was wearing a tiny black and yellow bikini, with thick yellow knee-high schoolgirl socks and a black pair of those high-heeled sneakers. It was not an outfit suitable for . . . well, anything at all, really, except showing off her incredibly smooth muscle tone and perfect proportions.

“Hey girl,” said the sensationally built brunette. “Ready to get to the gym? The day's wasting.”

“Yup!” said Anne. “Just let me grab my bags.”

Anne strutted across the living room, putting on her platform sandals. A good girl learned to exercise in any hot footwear she had. That she understood that so completely was one reason she knew that this morning was totally not going to be the last time she had Alan's sweet cum pour down her throat.

“You look totally hot today,” she said to Lauren cheerily. “I love your hair.”

It was impossible not to love Lauren's hair. It stretched down to her waist in a mouthwatering cascade of eminently shiny locks and curls. She made every movement sparkle.

“Is Alan here?” Lauren looked around. “I kind of wanted to show off to him. You made him sound like such a hunk.”

“He's a total hunk. He's not in the mood for that sort of thing, I think. He's a bit grumpy.”

Lauren shrugged. With her body, she made it a poetic motion. “His loss. I love having men, you know, hunks. I like it when they look at me. But I don't want them doing anything about it. Is that weird? I think I'm more into girls.”

Anne nodded. “I thought you might be.”

They both giggled.

“I sort of thought I was more into girls than guys, too,” said Anne distantly, “but all it took was the right guy.”

She grabbed her bag from the living room—already loaded down with Shaped-Rite Shakes—and slid her arm around Lauren. 

After getting into the car, Lauren snapped her fingers and lightly slapped the steering wheel.

“Hey, I forgot all my shakes,” said Lauren. “I'm a total ditz today. Can I borrow yours?”

Anne nodded happily. “That's so cool!”

Lauren looked at her, confused.

The hot blonde squeezed her brunette doll closer. “I wanted you to try one of mine, that's all! I think it's a new flavor. You'll love it.”

The bottle full of her stepbrother's cum, still so glistening and shiny and warm, was at the top of her bag. She would make sure Lauren swallowed it all.
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Audrey:
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Audrey edged toward the grocery manager in the back of his store. After a few minutes of pleading, she had managed to get an audience with him. It wasn't very long before she was leaning over his desk, showing off her tight, hot body to him.

The grocery manager's name was Lyle. He was balding, overweight, and short. Audrey despised him for being such a mockery of a man, and so it was easy to justify taking advantage of him. 

There was a picture of his wife and daughter on his desk, at the daughter's college graduation. Audrey recognized the wife—she had been getting fucked from behind by the stud running the juice stand in the gym for the past two days straight. 

And, she couldn't be sure, but she thought she had seen the twenty-something daughter on her knees, happily sucking a bench-pressing stud  in the weight room. There was a lot of that going on, though, so she could easily be mistaken.

“Miss Dyson,” Lyle shook his head, “you can't expect me not to charge you anything to show your items in this store. I mean, we take a percentage. That's how it works. And I have to run it through regional. And—”

She put a finger on his mouth, shushing him.

“Can't you like, make an exception in this case?” she asked breathily. Her jacket fell open, revealing her perfectly perky braless tits.

She easily had the body of an incredibly fit twenty-two year old. An incredibly fit and incredibly busty twenty-two year old. She didn't care how. She was loving every second of it, like every minute of age she had lived past her early twenties had been converted into total bliss.

If Audrey stopped to think about where she was and why, after she fingered herself into blissful heaven from just the thought of doing something this sexy, she might offer a severe reproach to herself. 

And then relentless finger her pussy again for the thought of being disciplined.

Iron knew how to discipline her. For three straight hours after he had bathed her in his cum, he laid her over his lap and spanked her ass. 

“This is for not coming to me earlier,” he said, striking her ass. “This is for not falling down on your knees when you first saw me.” Thwack. “This one is for not getting into shape sooner.” Thwack. “This one is for not being born as gorgeous as I want you to be.”

And so on. It was so fucking hot. Audrey's pussy spasmed just from recalling it. Iron really set her straight. She was so happy he could guide her, that he could be her big strong man that gave her all this good direction.

In front of the grocery manager, now, she had on a tiny peach-colored business suit, complete with micro skirt and tall tall heels. Her jacket couldn't button all the way together due to the size of her incredible mammaries, despite how pencil-thin her waist had become.

Lyle looked up at her, mouth hanging open. 

“M-Miss. M-miss miss. M-miss Dyson. Y-your . . . top. Your breasts. Your top breasts jacket. You . . . breasts. Big.”

Audrey smiled and grabbed his coffee cup. It was rather simple to milk one tit with her hand, filling the cup halfway. She pressed it into his amazed mouth. He swallowed obediently, especially when she tilted his chin up with a finger.

Immediately, his cock swelled in his pants. Gingerly, she opened up his zipper, and guided his hand down to the cock. 

“Stroke for me,” she said. “Stroke for my tits.”

He nodded dumbly, obeying instantly.

Little boys like this hardly deserved to be called men. If she would try this with Iron, he'd have her bent over the desk, begging for his cock in no seconds flat. There was no way she was going to come anywhere close to touch his pathetic little cock. But, weak puny blobs like this one had his uses. 

“You're going to stock our yummy shakes, aren't you sweety?”

“Yes, ma'am.”

“You're going to give us whatever we ask for them, aren't you?”

He stroked harder. “Y-yes ma'am. Whatever you say.”

“And if I come back, telling you to do something else, you're not going to give me any trouble, are you?”

“No, ma'am.”

“Why not?”

“B-because you . . . you're boobs. Your hots. Your tits I mean. Your tits. Oh god. M-m-milk!”

Words flooded out of him in erratic patterns now, just verbal silly string.

“Do you need to cum, sweetie? Do you need to cum because I'm so fucking hot?”

He nodded wordlessly.

“Go ahead. Cum to my hotness. Cum for me.”

He grunted and obeyed, spurting all over himself. Audrey averted her eyes, tossing him a box of tissues. His smell was filling the office—it repulsed her. She wanted Iron's smell back, it's endless potent manliness.

She buttoned her jacket back up. That had gone well.

It was so nice to do her Man's good work. He was going to get so strong with her working for him.
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Alan:
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Marie arrived right on time, though when he opened the door, she was greedily chugging away at a Shaped-Rite Shake.

Her outfit was one of his favorites that Mega-Girl had ever worn. He had the image of it saved on his computer in his “Favorites” folder, even though it was a drawing. It sported thigh-high white boots and a baby blue one-piece bikini, barely covering the tanned curves of her legs and ass. 

Marie wore it perfectly, which took Alan a minute to realize—when had Marie gotten a tan since yesterday? And yet she did—her skin radiant and bronzed, just like Mega-Girl's. Just like Anne's for that matter.

A metallic colored “M” sat over her cleavage like big metal wings, matching the hot little metal wings attached to her elbow-length white gloves.

He took his time looking her up and down. She seemed to enjoy it, posing happily, thrusting her hips this way and that. Her hair—had it gotten longer? And even a little straighter—tumbling now into curls, framing her face with a little more intentional design, instead of the wild tangle of unruly hair from just the day before. But still, enough wildness in the traversing locks to inspire his cock to twitch just from glancing at it. 

And . . . she certainly hadn't had a six pack yesterday when she had been flexing her abdomen for him. And yet there she was—breathing in and revealing a hot collection of perfectly toned abs, breathing out and showing off a tight, taut, soft tummy that was perfect for filling up with the endless amounts of cum he wanted to stuff inside her.

Fuck.

“Mega-Girl reporting for duty, Sentinel.” She tossed her hair back, jutted out one leg, and gave a little salute, carelessly tossing the shake bottle out into the street.

“Fuck,” he said dumbly.

She licked up the little dribble of shake that had landed on her chin with a long, thick little tongue.

“So, invite me in, stupid. It's cold out here.”

He smiled sheepishly. “Right! Come in.”

Alan stepped aside to let her through the door, but she snuggled in close to him and kiss his neck. 

“It's good to see you,” she said softly. “I was kind of worried when you ran off yesterday.”

They walked into the living room as he tried to mumble out some response, but he was just too busy devouring every bit of her. Lord, she looked so fuckable. How was he supposed to focus on anything except spreading her legs apart and giving her what she so obviously wanted?

Alan took one gloved hand and sat her down on one part of the couch. He tried to sit next to her, but not too close—Marie instead just crawled over on top of him, one booted leg draping over his, sliding her gloved hands under his face.

“What was wrong, stud? You can tell me.”

“Nothing,” he shook his head. 

Fuck, she was gorgeous. Her skin had definitely gotten clearer. There wasn't a hint of a blemish or acne of any kind, anywhere. He took in the sight of her, each new centimeter of bare skin holding more and more boner-building qualities. She just exuded life. How much cum would it take to fill her up and get her totally pregnant?

Fuck. Where had that thought come from?

He had no idea. But now, all he could think of was her tiny superheroine outfit all swelled up with her engorged navel, her milk-heavy tits leaking out of the tiny bits of spandex just barely covering her nipples.

It probably wouldn't take more than a couple loads of his cum to get her incredibly pregnant. He'd give her twins. Triplets. Quintuplets. Load after load, more and more full of his perfect batch of babymaking seed.

Thoughts of these kind had been plaguing him as of late, especially after this morning with the incident with Anne's milk. As much as the thought had initially repulsed him, he couldn't deny how completely it turned him on. He could still feel the milk inside of him, filling him up with an incredible arousal, a need to spread and proliferate and dominate. 

He had run up the stairs earlier because he was scared of bending Anne over the kitchen table and knocking her up right there. She had been making special milk, just for him to drink. That was so crazy, so hot, so crazy hot. 

Just like Marie in her tiny slutty outfit.

For another little while, they just sat together on the couch, not saying much. She seemed content to caress his neck and face, staring up at him, waiting for him to speak. That was a good girl. Men spoke first. Alan felt like that was something important to understand, for both of them.

“Can we just be honest for a minute?”

“Yes. Please!”

She put her hands around his. Her leather gloves were so soft and warm.

“I'm a little confused. Yesterday you were the girlfriend of a good friend of mine. Today, you want to go out with me. And I'm not . . . not a ladies' man. I'm not really that good with women, generally.”

She rolled her eyes. “Greg is a loser. One look at you, one smell,” she bit her lip, and inhaled again, “and I knew he was the wrong guy for me. I can't explain it. It's really basic. Too basic to explain. It just is. It's right. I want nothing to do with him. You're better than him, anyway. You could totally take him in a fight.”

“Oh . . . okay. I guess.”

“God, you would just destroy him.” She threw her head back and laughed. He admired her beautiful neck, the way it led down into the immense mammaries she boasted. “And I know that like, if we ever fucked, you and me I mean, you'd totally destroy me, too.” 

She smiled absently. 

“It was really hard putting this outfit on, thinking about what you were going to do to me later if I was good enough for you. If I made you want me, like a good girl. I had to keep touching myself to stay calm.”

Her eyes opened wide, looking almost desperate. She licked her lips. 

Alan shook his head. “But, don't you see? That's not like you, right? It's this whole town. Something really fucking off is happening. I don't know what it is. I stay inside all the time. I like it, I do, but I feel like I've missed out on some stuff. But I know there's these shakes, and people take them and become like, super sexy sex-obsessed nymphos. Except I had some and I'm not one.”

“I've had a lot of those, too. Would you call me a nympho?”

He felt like he was treading on dangerous ground. He didn't want to insult her. 

“No, of course not.”

She looked a bit hurt.

“I mean you're sexy as hell, Marie. But you seem to have your mind, still. Which is sexy too.”

She perked up again, smiling devilishly. 

“Can I be honest now?”

“Of course.”

He hoped she had some input on the subject—something she had seen that could illuminate it all. It wasn't enough that he had sort of figured it out—he needed all the answers.

“I'm really interested in making out with you and sucking your cock,” she said. “I just want to suck you completely dry.”

“Oh.” Alan shook his head. “Wait, what?”

“It's okay,” Marie said, smiling. She had such a terrific smile. “I've figured it all out. I know you said how you only really like to stay indoors, right? So we don't have to go out. I don't have to be your girlfriend or anything, if you don't want. That was just like, a pipe dream of mine. I would be totally fine just being the lucky girl who gets to be facefucked by your amazing fucking rod once in a while. I've figured it all out. I'll just sleep and snuggle at your feet until you need a good blowjob. I won't even have to eat anything, I'll just live off your cum. Please?”

“Marie, I—”

She moaned, touching a nipple through her teensy outfit. “Oh my god, yeah. Say my name, you fucking stud.”

Her gloved hands went down to his pants, undoing them easily. His length sprang directly into her hands right away.

“Call me your little Mega-Girl slut, Sir. Please?”

It was impossible to say how he wasn't already cumming. Certainly he felt like he could. Her hands on his shaft were so warm, so soft in their hot little ridiculous gloves. She looked up at him with her big brown eyes, so shiny and glazed over with lust.

Fuck it. He could figure it all out later.

“My little Mega-Girl slut,” he said, his voice low. “You're my Mega-Girl slut.”

Moaning, she kept stroking his cock as she slid completely into his body and kissed him. Her tongue was so smooth, so wet. He thought he could still taste the thick cream of the Shaped-Rite Shake on her breath.

He broke the kiss, tugging her thick tangle of hair back. “Suck me off, Mega-Girl. Suck my cock like a good super slut.”

Her eyes lit up, ecstatic that he was taking initiative at last. Alan nodded as her lips slid down on top of his massively hard shaft. 

Yeah, take the initiative. Girls like that. Guys like him should be in charge. That all made sense. She was so soft, so malleable. She needed someone to tell her what to do. He had to be confident for her, strong for her.

Her massive tits slid up underneath his balls on the couch, resting there comfortably while she wrapped her mouth up and down his cock. She moaned as she took him in, and moaned as she slid off. Alan barely had time to reflect that this was his very first blowjob. It felt so right, so correct, that he couldn't focus on anything except how much he deserved it. He was her stud.

This was fun, indulging her kink. Making her feel like all her needs were taken care of. Alan could get used to this.

“You're mine, now, Mega-Girl,” he grunted out, rubbing his hands through her thick hair. 

“Mmmhmmm!” she moaned out, slurping up and down on his shaft. 

It was just so hot. His own personal superheroine fucktoy babe happily slurping down his cock. He could already envision this same scene happening again and again. Maybe his sister would join in. 

Without warning, the thought of his sister sucking him off with Marie's help, maybe even the two of them dolled up just like Marie, flooded his mind.

He grabbed Marie suddenly and slid on top of her on the couch. His cock fit easily between the enormous valley of her cleavage. His cock—already so slick with her saliva and his precum—slid between the enormous tits and into her mouth with almost no effort. 

Take the initiative, he told himself. Yeah. Fuck your super slut's tits.

He didn't bother to hold back. That would have been an insult to Marie and how hot she had dressed up for him. He used her, thrashing into every pump, all his strength used to squeeze her big tits down onto his thick meat and jam his cockhead into her soft, silky mouth.

Anne had big tits like this, he thought. He could fuck her just like he was fucking Marie. 

He came, not bothering to tell Marie it was going to happen. She would swallow. She was a good girl. His cum sprayed all over, every bit of hot warmth shooting into her mouth, down into her belly, on top of her tits, and smearing across her gorgeous face. She sucked down every bit that she could, staring up at him with her adoration in her big brown eyes. 

It felt like she was cumming too from the way her hips were thrusting up and down beneath him, gyrating above her head on the couch. Her eyes glazed over, and then Alan watched in amazement as they whited out somewhat—not rolling upwards, but the actual irises and all the rest whitening out, like a thick cloud was rolling over them. 

He slid off from on top of her. For a few moments, he still spurted down on her outfit and her face, which had gone completely blank. Stray shots of cum sparkled all over her body.

For all Alan could tell, she was unconscious, knocked out from the power of his cum.

He tried to get up and care, to be compassionate. But all he could really think was how proud he was of fucking her mouth so hard. That was a man's work.
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Anne:
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Some boy was following her home.

She didn't know him, and frankly, didn't want to know him. He was chunky and looked enormously grumpy, wearing a long dark brown trenchcoat, and sporting one of those tacky long chinstrap beards. 

Anne wished that Lauren had been able to drive her home, but the poor brunette had cum herself silly in the gym bathroom shortly after Anne gave her the bottle full of Alan's delicious warm cum. Lauren had slurped it down, just like a shake, and then all of a sudden had trouble standing up straight.

Anne helped her into the bathroom, fingering her the whole way. Lauren's eyes had gotten completely blurry.

“It's okay,” Anne purred in her ear. “You belong to Alan, now. Alan's girl. You're Alan's special girl.”

Lauren had only been able to moan in agreement. She wasn't much for conversation, her fingers sliding in and out of her cunt on automatic, even as her other hand ceaselessly attended her quickly-growing tits. Anne guessed that they were getting all filled up with milk now that she had been attached to a man, like a good girl.

Anne had been attached to Alan for the longest time, now. She realized that was what all of this had been about. Becoming Alan's.

And now some stupid boy was following her, thinking that just because she was dressed hot and looked like a total babe that could fuck for weeks on end, that she belonged to just anybody.

“Hey!” he finally called out as she turned up the walkway to her house. “Hey, Anne. Hold up!”

“Go away,” she said, and then yelled up into the house, “Alan!”

There was a loud succession of thumps from inside and then Alan pulled open the door. It came off of its hinges a bit at the top, swinging lopsidedly. He was shirtless, in his boxers, his cocktip hanging down beneath just beyond the fabric. Anne quickly slid through the door, hiding behind her Man.

“What the hell?” said Alan. “Greg?”

“Yeah.” 

The chunky young man looked a bit cowed, seeing Alan's half-naked form.

Alan pointed at the street. “You better get the hell out of here, man.”

“Hey, you stole my girlfriend. Screw you.”

“So, you want to ask out my stepsister or something? Take a hike.”

“I just want to talk to her for a bit, that's all.”

Greg moved forward and tried to push past Alan. Alan delivered a quick body blow to his side, twisted his arm around and pushed him to the ground.

“Get the hell out of here, I said. This is my place. My property. My women.”

Greg scrambled on the ground and ran off, giving Alan the bird.

Anne's pussy was drenched. The second Alan came back inside, she fell to her knees before him, hastily unzipping his pants. 

“Big bro,” she moaned, “I really need to thank you!”

He was so strong. He had fought off her attacker and she had to show her appreciation. She licked her thick, sleek lips. She felt like a hot sports car. It wasn't fair just to be in front of someone all day and not let him drive. It wasn't acceptable for him to protect the car from being stolen and not to give him a ride.

He pushed her away. “No, sis. You can't. Y-you . . .”

Pressed up against him, she could feel his cock growing, his blood pumping, betraying his words.

“Please, stud? I want to show you how good you are to me.”

His cock just grew and grew. Anne stroked it happily, looking up at him with beseeching eyes.

A long breath flew out of his body. “Just . . . just make it quick, okay?”

Anne squealed happily, sinking her mouth down on his shaft. She bobbed up and down, happy little moans pouring out of her.

“You know, I was kind of mad at you for a while,” he mused.

She made an understanding sound, slurping him lovingly.

“I shouldn't have been. We're in this together. I shouldn't have tried to push you away.”

She moaned appreciatively, holding his ass cheek as she fucked her mouth with his cock. He was so delicious.

“But . . . what's happening with this town, we have to fight it. I mean, it's . . . too weird. Too out there. I can't just let it happen. I have to fight.”

Anne moaned affirmatively. Her pussy blazed, thinking of Alan doing any fighting at all. Imagining him crushing invader after invader. That was so hot.

“We have to . . . fight fire with fire. This stuff makes muscles, right? These shakes do, right? I've gotten really strong lately just from drinking a few. So, if I'm going to fight these people making them at that gym, then I need a lot of muscles.”

He looked down at Anne then, as if he remembered suddenly that she was there. His load shot hard against the back of her throat, filling up her tummy quickly, utterly drenching her insides with his hot spunk. Then he came again, and again. It felt like he was doing it on command. God, he was so strong.

He held her face in place, fucking it vigorously by thrusting his hips forward again and again, until Anne could barely breath. The cum leaked out of her mouth and she was totally helpless, her big tits  mashing and unmashing against his legs.

Finally he let her go, spraying a few extra times on her body. Marking her tits, her hot back. He was so good to her.

“You're going to fight him?” Anne felt herself wet with the thought. “You're going to fight Iron?”

“Is that the guy's name?”

“He runs the gym.”

“Okay, then. I'm going to train all night. And yeah. Then I'm going to fight him”

It wasn't long before they found some old dumb bells in the garage, buried beneath piles of her old portfolios.  They shoved all her stupid old art stuff in a corner. What did art matter when her real art was her body? When her real passion was serving her man Alan all day long? That was femininity: serving men like they deserved, being owned by a truly strong male.

They set up a couple of full length mirrors against the wall, so Alan could watch his lifting form, and put a big stack of Shaped-Rite shakes next to him on a table.

He started with curls and shrugs, pumping the weight easily. Anne licked her lips, fingering her pussy, watching his muscles clearly getting bigger right before her eyes.

After a few sets, he chugged down another shake. His cock transformed into another heart-achingly gorgeous boner right before her eyes, straining against the gym shorts he had put on. 

Anne wanted to help him. She got down to her knees and pulled his shorts down. He didn't protest. He barely even registered that she was there, staring in the mirror and lifting those big, heavy, manly weights.

After he finished another set—consisting of forty or fifty repetitions—he casually unleashed another torrent of cum in her belly. She felt it moving inside of her, melding with her body, making her sexier, hotter, more connected to her Man.

He pushed her off then, and she giggled and crawled around behind him, staring at his ever-strengthening body in the mirrors with him, his cock dripping with her saliva, his thick precum.

She slid up behind him with her hand around his waist, her fingers around his semi-hard cock.

“You're gonna conquer him, big bro,” she cooed. “Look at how fucking strong you are. All this weight.”

“Yeah,” he breathed, his cock getting harder.

“You're gonna break him in half, and then you're going to take his woman. Because you're so big and mighty. You're my hot brother savior. My knight in big bro armor. You're such a fucking stud, Alan.”

“Sir,” he groaned out, pumping his waist into her hand now. “Call me Sir.”

“Oh yes, my big bro Sir.” Anne bit her lip, grinding her wet pussy into the back of his muscled thigh. “That's so right and good, to call you Sir.”

She stroked his cock harder, faster. It was already hard again. She got down to her knees in front of the massive meat. It was already leaking out thick, delicious precum. She smiled and licked it up.

“Thank you, Sir, for letting me call you Sir, big bro. It's so good of you.”

After that, she sank her head down on his cock again. Her thick golden mane trailed down to the floor, where it gathered in a soft puddle of femininity. She loved how soft and long her hair had become. It was hard not to imagine what Alan saw—staring in the tall mirror at himself, getting stronger with every second, a golden bimbo goddess adoring his cock and sucking down every droplet of precum and cum that he blessed her with.

The door opened up and Anne watched a beautiful, massively busty girl in a superheroine outfit stumble in. Hot droplets of shiny cum trailed up and down her amazingly tight body.

“Baby?” she mumbled, stumbling forward in the junk of the garage. “Sir? Did I do something wrong? Where did you go?”

“Here, Marie.”

She turned toward them and her face lit up immediately. “There you are!”

She dropped to her knees and crawled toward him.

“Scoot,” she said to Anne. “He deserves both of us here.”

Anne giggled, moving aside. “I'm Anne. His stepsister.”

“I'm his girlfriend,” purred Marie, licking his cock along the shaft.

Anne licked his cock in turn, staring in Marie's eyes. “I'm his—.”

“No, I'm his—.”

“No, I'm his . . .” Anne stopped, watching Marie lick her stepbrother's beautiful cock.

“I'm his,” Marie repeated, staring back.

“I'm his.”

“I'm his.”

He grunted. Anne could feel his balls bunching up for another orgasm.

They both looked up at him together.

“We're yours,” they chanted, “we're yours.” 

They licked away at his thick, wonderful shaft, happy smiles on their faces.

Alan nodded. “I know, girls. I know.”
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Day 4

Anne:
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When they came to the gym the next morning, none of them had rested, though none of them seemed to care. Drinking the shakes, as always, had kept their energy levels way up. 

Alan didn't bother with much clothing, just his gym shorts and a pair of shoes. His now-massive musculature dwarfed most of the men they crossed. Anne and Marie hung on his arm happily, a pair of delicious decorations made to adore him. He was easily twice their size, so it was good there were two of them, to get somewhere close to pleasing him so well.

Anne had on a similar outfit to Lauren the day before—a bright orange bikini, with thick black socks and tall tall platform heels. Her brilliant gold hair shimmered out behind her, looking like it was curving reality as she strutted.

Marie insisted on matching Anne, wearing bright orange thigh-high boots with matching gloves. Her gorgeous legs completely encased in the bright leather. Her elbow-length gloves matched perfectly. An orange-trimmed black halter leotard covered her sensationally stacked chest. She assured Alan that it was definitely an in-canon outfit.

Both the sensational babes' waists were incredibly tiny and incredibly muscled, tight and perfect for being filled, their hips flaring out wide. Their every step was perfectly timed with the other, and with their Sir's, as they stared up at him adoringly. This was only proper. 

Bubbles was at the front of the gym, smiling brightly at the young family.

“Hello all!” she gushed. “I bet you're here to talk to Iron?”

“Yeah.” said Alan. “You're going to show me to him, right away.”

Bubbles nodded, her face looking somewhat serious. “Of course. I know my place.”

She led them to a yoga studio in the back of the gym. Several women completely stopped what they were doing to drool at Alan. A few fell off their treadmills. Anne noticed some men openly staring at her and Marie, fondling their cocks. She halfway wished they would try to take her. They'd see what her Man could do. He had gotten so completely dominantly strong. Her cunt sang just from being near his massive musculature.

In the yoga studio, Audrey was wrapped around Iron's waist, pressed into a corner. They were making out like teenagers. When the trio walked in, Iron let her drop down, not bothering to catch her. She slid around for a moment on the mats, giggling, breathing hard.

“Alan!” Iron said cheerily, stepping toward him with a hand out. “Glad to see you. Your stepmom here has convinced me to give you a job.” He chuckled. “She did quite the job herself, if you know what I mean.”

He winked. Anne was a little confused. She supposed that was her mother, but her mother hadn't been quite so curvy, so sexy, so young. She looked like a teenager. 

Anne knew her Man, knew he was resisting the urge to pin Audrey somewhere, fuck her ruthlessly. Or maybe that was just her own fantasy.

Alan looked at Iron's hand and shook his head. “You can't have my stepmom as your personal fucktoy. I don't care what job you give me.”

“Sure I can.” Iron smiled. “I'm a strong guy, don't you worry. I'll take good care of her.”

“That's not what I meant!”

“I know what you meant,” said Iron, walking toward him. “But look, I'm not sure what you're all torn up about.”

“You've changed us,” said Alan. “Changed this town. It was all you doing it.”

“And now you got three beautiful girls desperate to suck your cock. I'd say that's a win, bud.”

“But it's . . . it's wrong.”

Iron laughed. “Wrong? Wrong is when women are walking around, acting like they can be bosses of anything except babymaking. That's wrong. What I've done is manufacture some rightness. And everybody's happier. Everybody knows their place. And you,” he wagged a finger at Alan, “You oughta be more grateful. Your mom told me how angry you get, even though she's been so nice to you. And now, you're a total stud, you've got three girls desperate to have your babies, I'm giving you a job, and you're mad at me? Grow up, kid. Learn to forgive. Life is nicer that way.”

A flash of consideration seemed to settle on Alan's face. He squeezed Anne's ass hard. She knew the words had to have an effect on him. He was already so much happier than he had been a few days ago—and Anne was going to do everything she could to keep making him happier.

“You keep saying I have three girls.” Alan shook his head. “Are you not able to count anymore? Did all those shakes poison your brain?”

“Oh, I can count, bud,” Iron snapped his fingers. 

Lauren strutted into the room, wearing a tiny pleated skirt and prim white socks with bows on the edges. A remarkably tiny sweater struggled, unsuccessfully, to hide the gorgeous sight of her perfect young breasts. She had a black silk collar with a golden heart-shaped locket around her neck.

“Hi Alan,” she said softly. “I'm really glad you're here. I've needed you for like, so long. It was so long, and I didn't even know about it.”

Alan backed away, but Anne and Marie both leaned in. They knew he needed Lauren. Needed to fuck her and breed her, just like she needed to be fucked and bred.

“I didn't know at first,” said Lauren, “but then Anne fed me your hot, perfect cum, and she called me last night and told me all about how you fucked up that Greg kid who came to your door. Now I know you'll be a perfect protector for me and all our kiddies.”

Alan looked at Anne, then Marie, then Lauren again. Lauren stepped close to him, wrapped her arms around his neck. Love shined in her beautiful green eyes. 

Alan's voice was thick. Anne saw his cock was even thicker. “But  . . . I . . . kiddies?”

Lauren nodded, leaning into his big, firm muscles. He seemed to automatically rest his hand on top of the curve of her tight ass. She giggled in satisfaction at his touch. 

“That's right, baby. You're going to fill me up with your hot fucking baby batter. You're going to make me bust at the seams. And pretty soon I'll be the most preggo gal in town. All thanks to your superhot cum.”

She had started tugging at his cock. His pants fell to the floor, revealing his incredibly defined legs and ass. Alan was so hot, thought Anne. She was such a lucky babe to have him be so close to her. She stepped forward on the other side of Lauren, sliding under one thick, granite arm. She knew he could feel the hot thickness of her hair, how the immense mane framed her tiny, busty body.

“And me, too,” she cooed happily. “It'll be me and her, and Marie too. . . and of course, we'll be telling all our friends how good and pregnant you got us.”

Her hand joined Lauren's on his thickening rod. It was so big. Anne loved him and his cock so much.

Marie nodded, sliding up behind him. Her thick, hot tits resting against his back. He towered over all of them, not a one reaching his shoulder, even in their ridiculously high heels.

“Of course,” purred Marie, “now that you've got this cool job, anybody who comes into the gym will see how good you are, too...”

“This . . . this doesn't make sense.” Alan's voice was slow, like he was drunk on the sight and feel of his girls. Anne squealed inwardly. She was having such an effect. “Preg . . . pregnant? None of you are pregnant.”

Iron came forward, one hand on his hips. “Isn't it about time you changed that, bub? If you don't knock these babes up, somebody like me is just going to do it for you. Is that what you want?”

“No,” Alan shook his head. “You're right. I'm . . . I'm sorry.”

“He's so right,” whispered Lauren. 

Marie nodded emphatically into his back. “Knock us up, baby.”

Anne gave his cock several long, encouraging tugs. “Knock me up with a baby right now, big bro. Please?”

Iron smiled, his hand deep inside the crack of Audrey's ass. Anne's bimbofied mother had one leg wrapped around Iron, whispering needily in his ear. 

“I've got to run, my man.” He slapped Audrey's ass loudly. She jumped and giggled happily. “Don't worry about your stepmom, okay? She'll have a new family real soon.”

Iron exited the room and immediately Anne kneeled before her stepbrother, staring up at him with an open mouth, tongue out. Lauren and Marie quickly followed suit, all three automatically wrapping their legs around each other in a chorus of coos.

“Fuck our mouths, baby,” cooed Marie, pushing her tits together between her tight spandex straps.

Alan moaned, his arms spreading out. His cock was completely hard now, right in front of them. It was so fucking large; its several pounds of manmeat proudly on display, held up effortlessly by his gigantic frame. Anne's hand didn't even wrap all the way around it anymore. If she hadn't been transformed into such a perfect breeding bitch, it would rip her apart the second it entered her.

His hand wrapped around Anne's shoulder, and then Marie and Lauren's. He pushed them all backward, off their knees and on their backs to the ground, where they thudded happily. 

“Who wants it first?”

They all cried out, raising their hands. Smiling, he dragged his cock over the outstretched knees of the three virgins. They each gasped, their hot cunts getting wetter and wetter as he delayed.

“Lauren, I've jerked off to you more times than I can count.” 

The brunette moaned happily, spasming a bit. Anne was sure she had cum. After all, Anne would have if Alan said something like that about her.

He slid his cock over to Marie. “You are a completely hot little superheroine slut, even if you're kind of nuts.”

Anne didn't even have to wonder—Marie definitely came from his words. She could smell the hot, sweet release of orgasm flooding the room.

Alan brought his cock over to Anne, pushing her perfect thighs together around his shaft. 

“But you, sis. You're the one who gets my seed first. You're just so fucking hot now.”

“I'm hot for you!” she moaned, thrusting her hips upward, opening her decorated legs wide. “Only for my big bro!”

“That's right,” he grunted, moving down to his knees, “Only for me.”

Anne screamed in bliss the second he shoved inside of her. He curled her legs up on top of her mind-numbingly perfect tits. Even as his cock was delivering universes of pleasure to her cunt, her hot legs were rubbing hot on her thick nipples, delivering even more delicious thrills up and down her body. 

She stared up at him in open worship, her mouth barely able to form coherent words. His big, thick hands had slid up underneath her, guiding her pace completely as she buried himself inside of her again and again. 

“You're s-soo strong, big bro!” she cried out. “So fucking strong!”

Marie and Lauren slid next to her, their tits smooshed against her sides, their faces looking up at Alan's along with Anne's. Their eyes just as wide as Anne's, their mouths forming hot sweet half-formed phrases of worship.

“So strong!”

“So fucking hot!”

“Breed her, baby!”

“Breed me, please!”

Alan couldn't hold back any longer. He unloaded inside of his sister, filling her womb completely with hot, gushing, babymaking seed. It was so hot, so potent and thick, sticking to every single part of her. Her eyes glowed with love, with purpose and love as she stared up at him. 

She was going to be a mommy for him! She was so fucking pregnant just for her big man, all for him! It was a dream come true, sitting in hot gooey form in her belly.

“Fuck,” Lauren moaned. “Do me next!”

Marie slid on top of Anne, her nipples trailing over the blond's lovely face. “Me next, baby, please!” 

“Get on all fours,” Alan said. “Both of you.”

“Yes, Sir!” they chirped together.

When he pulled out his massive cock, Anne saw why it felt like his seed was filling her up so inexorably—it's because he was still cumming. Every few seconds his dick would shoot and spurt out a few more long streams of seed. 

Within seconds he had jammed himself between Marie's legs, his cock ripping straight through her flimsy spandex panties. He gripped her tight ass and shuddered several times, pounding deep inside of her.

“Oh holy fuck it's so hot. It's so hot. It's so hot!”

Anne watched him pull his cock out—still spurting out cum incessantly—and jam it deep inside of Lauren. Her legs splayed out instantly, and she screamed happily. He spanked her ass hard, timing it with every involuntary jerk of his cock. Lauren was so light and thin, every time his mammoth rod spasmed, her body lifted up off the ground.

Fuck. My big bro is so strong, thought Anne.

Eventually he seemed to stop cumming, folding over on top of the gorgeous Lauren while still inside her. 

Anne, her cloud of bliss still fogging up her head, crawled over to him and began stroking his completely relaxed muscles. 

“I bet you could keep fucking us,” she purred. “I bet a big, strong big bro like you is full of seed to pump his little slutlets up with.”

He turned to her and grinned. Lauren, slumped over, suddenly straightened out on the floor, her legs widening once more.

“Fuck,” she moaned. “He's fucking hard again. Hard inside me. Oh my god.”

It turned into a very productive night.
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Day 153

Anne:
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“That's it, girls. Stretch your knees wide. Remember to breathe.”

Anne loved teaching her pregnant yoga class. The girls were all so receptive. This was so much better than some silly art degree ever could have been.

The class had over twenty women in it, each incredibly pregnant. All still miraculously fit. Alan's seed had treated them very well. Everyone was still working on her first baby, just like Anne was. Her own belly had swelled to enormous proportions, rivaling her tits for the title of sexiest curve on her body.

Alan had more girls even than Iron. Iron didn't seem to mind. He was a believer in the cause, of making things how they should be—hot women serving strong men, no matter what the ratios.

Two girls showed up at the door, right as Anne was about to switch stretches. “Oh hi! We're here for the two o'clock?”

“Are you Alan's girls?” 

They shook their heads. “I belong to Kyle,” said the redhead. “And she's Ian's.”

Anne shrugged. “Haven't heard of those two. This class is for Alan's girls. You might want to check the room down the way.”

“All of these are his?”

Anne nodded, grinning and looking over the class. “That's right.”

“Wow. You guys are so lucky to have such a strong, fertile man.”

The other nodded. “Is he . . . I mean, is he available?”

Her friend nodded hopefully.

Anne shook her head sadly. “You know that's against the rules, girls. Taken babes can't fuck other men.”

“We can't even just like, suck him off some time? I'm sure he'd be able to take Ian.”

“Or Kyle,” blurted the other.

“He certainly could.” Anne bit her lip, off in dreamland for a moment. “I'll see what I can do, okay?”

They nodded happily. “You're so wonderful!”

“I know!” She fluttered her hand. “Run along now, little ones.”

Anne was wonderful. Her big bro had made her into such a special piece of property. Her heart just swelled with love for him. It was so terrific being in his family.

# # #
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Perfect Bimbo Wife
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There was no way Natalie was going to say yes to Jake's proposal, but she had to admit that it was such a nice ring.

The two of them were having a picnic in Favor Park, near the lake. The water sliding over the shore made soft lapping sounds. It was late September, on the middle of a Tuesday. There was no one around. The entire park seemed vacant, except for the sparrows singing in the trees.

A few miles away, there was a large gathering at the Favor City High School football stadium. Natalie wasn't sure why the High School was sponsoring a city-wide clothing give-away on the middle of a Tuesday, but the event seemed to be very popular. She and Jake kept hearing the raucous cheering. 

Probably, the popularity was due to the scantily-clad cheerleaders lining the roads for miles up and down the road leading to the stadium.

Natalie hadn't even known the school had that many cheerleaders, well over fifty, but she just put this on being out of touch. Working on her medical degree, and then on becoming a fully-fledged doctor, for so long had left her feeling ostracized from much of the trappings of culture. 

Jake helped her with that. He was rather nice, getting her away from the hospital and making her this picnic. Still, though, she wasn't about to marry him.

It was a rather nice little lunch he had put together. Small, fresh salads made with almonds, apple slices and peppercorn dressing served as the main course, along with some fresh bread from the supermarket. They each had downed about two glasses of wine so far, working on their third. 

It was easier to justify drinking in the middle of the day for some reason, even though Natalie and Jake were both on call. She felt so good out here in the sun with Jake. 

He worked in construction as a consultant, and was constantly called away to go evaluate building plans and administer work sites. She liked his logical mind and the easy charm of his smile, but ultimately didn't feel they were compatible. Life was too easy for Jake, something to peruse and enjoy, like he was picking out fruit from an orchard. When she had asked him a week ago about why he had chosen his profession, his answer was just a shrug, like she was silly for even bringing such a thing up. 

“I just fell into it, I suppose.”

Natalie could never be with someone long-term with such a carefree idealogy. More than once, she had gotten the impression that her profession had been chosen for her by some higher power. Every step that she took, every  breath she inhaled was moving toward a greater purpose to save lives.

But, at their little picnic, after three glasses of wine, it became so much easier to relax. To laugh and smile. The plush, thick fabric of the picnic blanket felt divine against her skin. It was so easy to just sit back into its thick surface and dig her fingers into the softness of it. Hot, good vibes rushed into her for the entirety of the lung, making her head pulse with lightness.

And Jake had to ruin it all, making the mood so serious, by getting down on a knee and putting a ring in front of her.

Natalie was a serious woman. She was due to start her residency at Tall Hill Hospital in just a few months, after an incredibly arduous selection process and grueling internship. Tall Hill Hospital was the prestige hospital in mid-sized Favor City, and led to all the best patients and the most interesting casework. If she didn't a job working there, practicing medicine, all her long hours of med school and periods of cramming and isolation and loading down on knowledge would be for nothing.

She had started dating Jake after meeting him in her apartment building about six weeks ago. He had been hired to help remodel the entryway, and was overseeing the installation of new tilework. 

He was ruggedly handsome, with a permanent five o'clock shadow and a solid frame that bespoke of a lifetime of physical labor. His dark brown eyes carried heavy wit, though, and when he had talked to her, he made her laugh right away. That was why she had gone out with him, and why she had continued to do so. But . . . after just six weeks . . .

“Oh,” said Natalie, trying to find some elegant way to back away from Jake as she was sitting down on the blanket. “It's a ring.”

“Yeah!” Jake nodded. “Why don't you try it on?”

He plopped the box in her hands. Natalie held it gingerly, like it was full of poisonous spiders. 

Natalie couldn't really believe this was happening. What she had with Jake was not a long-term thing, and she thought he had understood that.

He was, by all possible terms, the definition of a fling. Natalie had never had a fling before. She was a pretty enough gal, with her dark blond hair and slender frame, her Swedish heritage shaping her face and bone structure elegantly. But the hospital kept her far too busy for a real relationship. 

The two of them had sex—good, perfunctory sex where she was able to get close enough to orgasm to not feel bad about asking him to finish her off with his fingers every once in a while—and they watched fun movies where the guy got the girl or the bad guy or the treasure, and that was it. That was all she wanted.

And now this gaudy, sparkling monstrosity of a ring in her hands.

“It's so . . . shiny,” she said, trying to find something to say.

“Isn't it?” he wagged his head enthusiastically. 

It was certainly that. Diamonds lined the band, and the headstone itself was a rather large diamond, sculpted with several others into a spiral pattern.

“I just happened to walk into this store, Female Designs, right after going to the grocery store. I wanted to get you something, and I saw it was so crowded with women your age. Women who were just gorgeous, like you.”

She blushed, digging her free hand into the picnic blanket. Natalie liked hearing that Jake found her attractive. So often in her life, she had been the mousy girl, the one who was ignored or passed over, who was thought about only for how smart she was. But Natalie had a wild side, a funloving fuckdoll side just waiting to bounce out on the scene . . .

. . . Wait. What? No. That wasn't right. Not at all. Natalie had a wild side like rectangles had a round side. But . . . Jake was talking. She should listen.

“And I started talking with some lady at the front desk. Her name was Holly, I think. She's moved to all kinds of cities with the stores, she said. So she's seen like, everything. And she told me if I really loved you, I needed to show it. I needed to make you mine. I needed to show everyone how you belonged to me.”

Natalie, of course, disagreed. She belonged to nobody.

But still, her heart swelled a bit, hearing her man's story. He wanted to show her how much she cared! That was so sweet. 

“And so I bought this ring. I spent . . . well, a whole lot. More than that average of three months, or whatever it is, and I got this picnic blanket at the same time, and . . .”

His voice drifted away somewhere as Natalie examined the ring and its pretty stones. The pretty pretty  spiral of stones. Her mind sometimes felt like a spiral, like a pretty, sparkling spiral. 

That's all she was, really. A pretty little collection of sparkles to be a decoration.

“—I said, what do you think, babe?”

Natalie looked up at Jake, who was looking at her intently. She put her hand to her head. 

“Sorry,” she said. “I just . . . the ring. It's so pretty.”

God, was that all she could say? She was more eloquent than that. She had been in school her whole life, for goodness sake! To try and up her wording, she looked at the ring again . . . but it wasn't in her hand, where she had left it. 

No, it was on her finger now. 

How had that happened?

Wow, she was acting like such a silly little giggly babe to do something like that. 

No . . . wait, silly giggly babe? Huh?

“I'm glad you like it,” he enthused. “I was really hoping you would.”

He looked so earnest. He was so handsome. Natalie really was doing a poor job of expressing her feelings. Maybe she would be better off just doing something for him.

The wind blew, and Natalie shivered a bit. Jake shifted on the blanket, moving closer to her to put her arms around her. His crotch was right there. 

It was only right to kiss his cock to show him how she felt. He did give her this nice ring, after all. She wasn't going to accept it, but diamonds were such a wonderful gesture. She could talk him down to something more appropriate. Yes. She should be showered with gifts for being so beautiful all the time.

That last thought was almost debated, but her ringed hand was already on Jake's zipper, pulling it down.

“You're so thoughtful,” she said to him, planting a little kiss on his cheek. “I have to thank you somehow . . .”

Little seeds of doubt sprinkled in her mind, but rather one large seed of lust had already sprouted in Jake's lap—his cock rose out from his pants. Natalie stared at it hungrily for several seconds, licking her lips.

She fell on top of it with relish, her initial thought of just a kiss washing away under the flood of arousal. Instead, she quickly slipped her lips over the head, warmly massaging the meat with her tongue. The warmth and size of his big length inside of her mouth was somehow the most comforting, most erotic feeling she had ever had. There was nothing finer than Jake's hot cock slowly getting harder and harder inside of the warm confines of her lips and tongue.

Above his crotch, on his belly, her ring sparkled and sparkled. Natalie's eyes were transfixed by it.

It was so pretty. It was such a pretty ring, for such a pretty girl like her. She was a hot, loving, sexy girl and she was giving her man such a hot, loving, sexy blowjob. She would suck his cock like this forever and ever if that's what kept him happy. If that was how she was supposed to keep him coming back to her and giving her pretty pretty sparkly things like this ring. 

His hands slid through her hair and then down her back, circling around to her plump tits. 

Oh yes, she thought gleefully. Feel up my tits, you big hard man. Feel how soft I am for you when you're so hard for me.

The ring sparkled and sparkled in her eyes, and she moaned. Each new little sparkle made her suck all the harder, made her tongue swim around his handsome cock even more, and when she could hear him moan in appreciation from that, her own pussy got sensationally wet. She could feel hot rivulets of juices sliding down her thighs.

“Oh,” he started shaking against her mouth, perhaps trying to pull out. “Nat-Natalie, I'm going to . . . you said you don't like the taste . . . I'm gonna—I'm gonna—”

He spurted hot seed down her throat and Natalie moaned, cumming herself. The taste was indescribably good, better than it ever had been before. The heavy warmth slid inside of her body, making her whole. She forgot about medicine, forgot about living independently—for a few beautiful moments, she was nothing but a cocksucking doll.

Oh god, that had never happened before. How on earth did someone orgasm just from tasting hot, sweet, wonderful spunk? 

She didn't care. She hoped it happened again and again for as long she lived.

For three minutes or so, Jake just stroked her pretty head, breathing hard as she nuzzled against his still-wet cock. Then he tilted her chin up so that she was looking him in the eyes.

“So you'll marry me, right?” He smiled. “I mean, that was a yes if I ever saw one before.”

“Oh,” she said, shaking her head.

Of course he would interpret it that way. And, like, of course Natalie loved Jake's cock. She probably even loved Jake too. But, well. Marriage was like, such a thing.

She shook her head again, trying to clear her head. “Such a thing?” That was how she was characterizing marriage? Disappointment and confusion started to blossom on Jake's face.

“I'm sorry,” she said, rubbing her temple. “It's just, I feel very overwhelmed right now.”

“You feel overwhelmed?” He laughed in disbelief. “I'm the one who just got the best blowjob of my life from a woman who doesn't know if she wants to be with me.”

“No, that's not it, it's just . . .” she sat back a bit, looking up in his eyes. “No, that is it. I haven't given you a blowjob this whole time we've been together. I really . . . I really thought I didn't like the taste. I remember not liking it. Or . . .” she struggled. “I remember remembering not liking it, if that makes any sense. And now all of a sudden I do, without even thinking twice about it? Jake, something . . . something is wrong . . .”

“I'll say.”

He set his jaw, frowning a bit. It just broke Natalie's heart to see him unhappy like that. Her man needed comfort. Her hands dug into the plush blanket beneath them. She could see his big fists bunched up in the fabric as well. 

The Jake she knew would have gone along with whatever she said, just trying to curry favor with her. This new Jake was a different kind of animal. He was . . . well, kind of animalistic. It turned her on horribly, and she had cum only a few minutes ago.

“Come on, Natalie.” He stroked her face, looking at her expectantly. “You can't blow me like that and not marry me. That's not fair to me.”

Her eyes went down to the ground. It was hard to meet his gaze when it was so stern and true. “You're right. It's not fair. I'm sorry.”

Wait. What?

His hand went down from her face. 

Oh no! She really needed to feel his big, strong touch again. 

“I feel really hurt right now,” he said. “I don't know if this is okay.”

“N-no, Jake!” she scooted forward on her knees and snuggled around his crotch, slipping her slight hand around his rod. It was still a little moist from all the cum, from her saliva. 

“Look,” she said admiringly. “My big Jake is getting all hard again for me. I bet I can make you cum again, too.”

Maybe I can even get him to get me pregnant, she thought excitedly.

He grabbed her by the hair. Her breathing picked up, heart racing. He was just so in charge. It was wonderful.

“No,” he said. 

Her mouth opened and closed needfully, right in front of his cock. Her ring was right over his crotch again, sparkling, sparkling, sparking . . . 

It was such a good position for her, being down between his legs like this. She was sure she looked fantastic doing it. Somehow, her shirt opened up, her tits spilling out of it. Hopefully, he would be more agreeable if he could see her nice tits falling all over his legs.

Sparkle, sparkle, sparkle. She should just do what he said. She should listen to him all the time. Listen to Jake. Listen—

“—I said, stop playing with your tits and listen to me.”

Natalie giggled, looking up at him. Yes, she should listen to him. How had her hands gotten so wrapped around her nipples? Oh well, he told her to stop, so she stopped. 

She looked up at him and nodded eagerly, licking her lips.

“You're only going to suck me off again if you agree to marry me. A woman like you belongs as my property. Okay?”

Enthused, she nodded. That was a wonderful way to have all the babies a girl like her should have. 

“Oh yes, Jake. Anything you say!”

“All right then. Have at it.”

Free at last, she dove back down onto his cock. He tasted even better than before. And the whole time, as she sucked him down, she stared into the perfect hot spiral sparkles of her wonderful engagement ring.

* * * * *
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FOUR WEEKS AFTER JAKE proposed, Natalie received a very strange memo at work. She was bending over at the waist and reading from the monitor, showing off her delightful ass to any passers-by. The memo was from her supervisor, Doctor Madeline Eros, though lately, everyone had been calling the dark-haired, fun-loving babe Maddie. The message read:

All you hot doctor nurse girls should totally got to report to the staff room at one o'clock today. Dress in your best! Our super hot cool boss will be there, so make sure you're looking super duper hot so that he'll look at you and tell you what an ultra-babe you are! Being a babe is like, super important for your career? So make sure that's what you look like when you go. 

Also, does anyone have any booze? Bring that too. Booze and your hottest hot dresses. Because like, meetings are totally fun. I want to talk about hair and bras and stuff! 

Hooray! 

Big-titted hugs and wet kisses,

Doc Maddie 

Tallie Tall Hospital

Natalie tilted her lovely head to one side, posing prettily on sexy red high heels in front of the small circular computer desk in the hospital. A few men passed by, and she made sure to raise her ass up, so they could see her tight, matching red thong.

That was like, just such a weird message. Since when did the staff room not have plenty of booze? Half of working at the hospital was getting drunk and just laying out with her besties, comparing each other's chesties. 

So far, Natalie had the best chestie of any of them. She was so proud of her big, wonderful titties. They looked terrific today in her super-official, super-serious bright red minidress. She was a professional, after all.

The dress had a deep scooping u-shape that lifted up underneath her terrifically titanic tits, putting her cleavage on constant display. Her small, bright white latex coat barely stretched down below the lower curve of her enormous breasts, and could not come anywhere close to buttoning across them. The only thing designating her as a doctor was the name tag reading, “Nataliee!” 

Even that had her listed as a nurse. Was . . . was she a nurse? Doctoring was such hard work. It seemed really odd that she would be one. And, the tag on her boobs said she was a nurse, and everything about her boobs was just, really super great.

She giggled, standing up and grabbing her chest firmly, running her hands over their enormous curvature. She loved her big titties. They were so large that the clothing store had run out of bras for them.

Female Designs was such a wonderful store. They had donated televisions to the hospital, so that every hallway and room was filled with their advertisements on nonstop loops. The ads were really helpful in deciding what to wear or how to act around big strong men. Queen Kimberly, Female Designs' cunt-juicingly gorgeous spokes model, was on every third or fourth advertisement or so. Everyone stopped to watch when she was on the screen. It was only right and good to pay attention to the Queen of so many cities. She said that, if they were all very good, then she would be the Queen of Favor City pretty soon too. 

Shortly after Female Designs arrived in Favor City, everybody realized how totally awesome the store was, and started using them for every kind of men and women's clothing. And all the sheets. And all the carpeting, and jewelry, and curtains, and even some of the pens and pencils.

It was so nice to have someone take care of all those complicated things. Natalie had no idea who was in charge of all of it, but she was sure it was someone smart and strong if even Queen Kimberly was doing as he said.

Someone like her Jake, probably. Natalie swooned at the thought of him.

For a moment, she stood in the hallway, slipping her hand up her tiny dress and between her thighs. The access there was smooth, wet, and constantly hot. It was so easy to just lean against the wall and put a little hot pressure on her clitty, slipping her index finger up into her pussy. 

The new teenage intern, Carmen, strutted by in a pair of enormously-heeled thigh-high leather red boots. They matched her tiny red latex dress. Her own short white coat—almost a sweater, really—struggled to maintain its placement around her massive breasts, much like Natalie's. Carmen's Hispanic heritage was noticeable in the easy bronze of her skin and the beautiful rich blackness of her long, long hair. Only eighteen years-old, her face was bright and fresh all the time, her body completely devoid of any hints of fat or blemishes.

“Thinking about the hubby?” Carmen smiled.

Natalie nodded, licking her index finger clean. “God, he's just so wonderful. I don't know what I'd do without him.”

“When is that wedding, again?” 

“Four weeks! I'm so excited.”

“What are you doing for the honeymoon?”

“Oh, probably like, sucking him off while he watches some football? He didn't really want to make a big deal out of it, and you know how just totally correct a man can be. He is so right. The only big thing I need is his big thing.”

Carmen giggled, and Natalie giggled with her. Their tits danced across from each other, the enticing flesh bouncing happily.

A shapely redheaded nurse, Layla, was pushing a man on a plush gurney past the pair. Carmen and Natalie admired her form as she both steered the gurney and gave the man a handjob at the same time.

Something inside of Natalie tugged at her whenever she saw a gurney like that, or a hospital bed. It used to be that the beds at the hospital didn't have quite so many pillows, and that people didn't seem quite so happy when they were on them.

Hospitals, she thought she could remember, weren't just a place men came to have their big yummy cocks sucked so that they could focus on the day. It was a place to treat bad sicknesses. Like . . . stubbed toes. Or skinned knees. Or the flu.

Natalie scratched her head for a moment. 

“Carmen, how do we treat the flu, again?”

“Oh gosh, Natalie, that sounds complicated.” Carmen ran a hand through the thick mass of her dark hair. Each strand looked wet and shiny. “I'm just an intern. I mean like, the flu? Is that like . . .” the pretty Hispanic motioned with her fingers. “The thing with . . . like, the feet?”

Natalie shook her head. “No, no. It's like a cold. Like a bad cold.”

Carmen shrugged good-naturedly. “I dunno. I guess we would treat it like anything else that's cold, right? If we can't fit our mouths around it, smother it in titties.” Carmen snapped her fingers. “Let's see if something is cold after that!”

Layla, apparently done with moving the man in the gurney, strutted over to them. She was licking her hand clean from all the cum layered over it.

“Did you guys say somebody needed to be smothered with tits?”

Layla—short, redheaded, and impossibly busty—was always full of fire. She had on a bright yellow dress, wearing the same tiny white coat as Carmen and Natalie.

“Oh, no. We were just talking about . . .” Natalie struggled. “A thing. Some kind of . . . bad thing.”

Gosh, it was hard to remember anything around such hotties. Especially when Layla was licking her cum-covered hand like it was a sacred meal, and all Natalie could think about doing was falling on her knees in front of Jake.

The three friends walked together to the meeting, enjoying the admiring stares of the custodial staff and patients who watched them pass. 

Enjoy it while you can, boys, Natalie thought. Pretty soon only my Man will enjoy the sight of my ass.

But . . . well, no. Natalie's head fluttered for a moment. It wasn't like Jake was going to lock her away. She would still have a job. Like, probably. If he let her.

Plus, men would look at her whenever Jake decided to take her out and show her off. That would be so hot.

“I've got to run to the ladies room,” chirped Carmen as they were right outside the meeting room, “but I'll be right back!”

Natalie and Layla both giggled mirthfully. They knew Carmen's visit to the ladies' room was probably for the same reason that most of theirs would be—to slip in a quick finger-fuck session before having to do anything remotely serious.

Hand-in-hand, Natalie and Layla entered the vibrantly colored meeting room. The walls were fun orange, all the chairs bright green. It was like sitting in sherbet. 

Female Designs had delivered the chairs and the paint only last week. The custodial staff originally anticipated it would take a month to paint the hospital. Instead, they got it done in three days. Looking at the paint, smelling its wonderful scent, just filled them with good, hard-working vibes, the workers had said.

Dr. Adler walked in the room last. All the girls hushed up, making sure they were paying attention. Listening to the boss was so important to Natalie. It was almost as important as it was to listen to her Man. 

Dr. Adler strode up to the podium and snapped his fingers at the front row of girls. 

“If someone would do me the honors, so I can concentrate . . .”

Layla hopped forward, edging out the girls who were raising their hands politely. Staring back at them with a hot, haughty little smile, she slid up between the doctor's knees and took his cock into her mouth. She slurped loudly as he shuffled his papers about. His hands flexed and re-flexed on the podium. 

They could all see when he came—the slight repositioning of his chest and stomach, his little shudders. This happened every half-minute or so. And they could all see Layla responding—her legs splaying outward a little more, the hot, heavy spearmint scent of her cum-happy pussy flowing into the crowded, busty room.

“All right, ladies, let's have a look at the numbers, shall we?”

He pressed a button on a little remote. The projector on the ceiling started up, pushing out images onto the stand next to him. A large, bright pink digit showed up.

“This is the number two. Now, how can we remember the number two? Yes, Natalie?”

“Because it's how many titties we have!”

“That's right! Good girl.”

Natalie shuddered blissfully with the praise. 

“Now, why is the number two important? Anyone? Anyone?”

Another girl, some pretty brunette that Natalie didn't know the name of, cautiously raised a hand. 

“Yes, dear?”

“Because it's how many cums we have to give to each patient?”

“That's right!” He tried to nod encouragingly, but ended up shuddering again, emptying himself into Layla once more. “Every patient in here should expect at least two orgasms before they leave. Now, Natalie was kind enough to bring to my attention that you girls who are serious about a boy should only have to give handies or maybe just do a little dance to guide their jack off sessions. That seems perfectly all right with me.”

Natalie beamed. It was so nice to be recognized for the hard brainstuff that she worked on. In front of the room, Layla's legs were almost completely spread out, and the luscious redhead was held up entirely by her grip around Dr. Adler's thighs.

“One other announcment, girls. I can't possibly stress this enough—one of you has to be sucking me off at all times. If you're not, then I can't focus on the paperwork that your paychecks require. Without those, good luck getting more clothes when they wear out in a few months.”

“Yes, Doctor Adler!” they chorused.

“Good girls. Now, you also need to remember to stick very closely to the schedule. Poor Kat got stuck sucking me off for four straight hours the other day, and when one of you . . .” his gaze zeroed in on the dark-haired vixen in question, “ . . . finally decided to relieve her, Kat was so cumdrunk that she couldn't even walk to the breakroom. Now, I know it's tempting to let a girl get that cumdrunk because of how silly and horny you can get, but really, ladies, let's try and be adults about this.”

“Yes, Doctor Adler!”

“Good girls. All right, then, if there's nothing else, Doc Maddie . . .”

He waved his hand to the barely-recognizable-as-a-doctor that stood up in front of the podium. She graciously grabbed the remote out of the hands of Dr. Adler, who was already focusing intently on the apparently-heavenly blowjob that Layla was delivering.

Doc Maddie was a wonderfully buxom woman, her dark hair perfectly coiffed around her beautiful face. She looked like a fashion model from the nineties, her face elegant and timeless, with a beautiful jaw, regal nose, full lips, and eyes full of lustful mystery. 

For some reason, Natalie had a memory of her being some old stodgy, wrinkled lady, short and short-tempered. But that didn't make any sense. Sure, Doc Maddie was one of the older girls in town, being like maybe almost twenty-nine and all. But she didn't seem to let it get her down at all.

The youthful doctor clapped her hands in excitement. “Okay, girls! New dress code! It's like, super totally fun, don't stress!”

She pressed a button on the remote. Behind her, Dr. Adler grabbed Layla's head, fucking her face furiously. Desperate, wet sounds filled the little room. If Doc Maddie noticed, she didn't show it.

“Now, from now on, all you hot nurses are going to be wearing white as your dominant color. It's not, like not fair to any girls who walk in, looking totally hot in green, if we're wearing green too! Now, when it comes to like, footwear and armwear, you'll still be able to wear whatever color you want . . .”

Natalie zoned out, imagining herself in white all the time. She knew she would be wearing white soon enough. 

She'd be getting married in her beautiful white dress, already picked out from Female Designs, looking happier and sexier than she ever had before. It was such an honor, being married to Jake. Such a hot, erotic honor that she was so thrilled to be able to achieve.

Next to her, a hot blonde with bright red lips was idly playing with her clit, watching the slideshow with all the pretty dress and skirt combinations. The whole room was full of beauties who couldn't contain themselves, their hands sliding up their tight dresses and short skirts to adore themselves.

Natalie knew she had to leave. It wasn't fair to start playing with herself, calling out Jake's name, when there were so many unlucky girls who didn't have a Jake of their own!

She rushed out of the room, not even apologizing, and slipped  slipped into the nearby medical lab, completely overcome with her need. 

At some point, the lab was used to like, look at blood samples or something like that. Natalie felt like she had used to know what it was for. But these days, it was just used to hold old boxes of useless stuff like needles and syringes and IV bags.

Natalie wasn't alone in the supply room. As she stood behind a tall row of boxes, she saw the intern Carmen and her Jake, talking to each other in the corner.

What were they doing here? More importantly, what were they doing here, together?

“I don't get it, Carmen. I thought you said Natalie was in here studying something? I just wanted to surprise her for lunch.”

Oh, he was here to meet her. That was okay, then. Jake scratched his head, and Natalie could see the hot bulge of his bicep, the heart-throbbing granite slabs of his shoulders and back through his tight black tee shirt. Natalie almost stepped out, but then she watched Carmen slide her booted leg around Jake's.

W-what?

“Oh, right. I guess she's not.” Carmen slid her fingers inside of Jake's belt buckle. “I guess that means you and I are all alone, huh?”

Jake stepped away. Natalie could have kissed him, right there. Yes! Good Man! She had such a good Man.

“Listen, Carmen. I'm with Natalie. So . . .”

Carmen stepped forward, replacing her fingers around his belt loop, using more of them this time.

“Oh, I know, Jake.” Her voice so soft and sweet. Insistent. “It's just . . . well, Jake. I have eyes. I can see you looking at me. And like, I know you want to fuck me. God, you probably want to breed me stupid. Why wouldn't you? I'm super fertile. I bet I could have triplets. I know you want to rip this flimsy little dress off my body and fuck me like the little cock hungry slut I am. And I'm just standing here, wondering, how come you aren't?”

“Listen, babe . . .” he put up his hands. “I got a fiance.”

Natalie could have cheered. Yes, she cheered in her head. A hot, wonderful fiance who loves sucking your wonderful cock! I'll suck you off until I'm so cumdrunk I can't even walk straight again! Just get away from her! 

Carmen pouted, moving closer to him. Her tits mashing hotly against his thick, muscular chest.

“I'm better than her, Jake. Aren't I?”

Carmen's hands sunk to his big bulge. Natalie watched in growing horror as Jake did nothing to stop her. The beautiful Hispanic's fingers seemed so small and light compared to the throbbing, hot pole of manhood beneath his pants. 

Why wasn't Jake stopping her?

And, for that matter, why was Natalie shoving her fingers inside of her own pussy, watching in lust?

Jake wrapped his big arms around Carmen. He pulled down her dress easily. Fuck, he was so strong and smart, working like that. Carmen's educated hands pushed down Jake's pants. Very quickly, he was shoving his clearly hard, unprotected cock deep inside Carmen's juicy, wet pussy. He pushed Carmen against the nearby shelf, lifting her up off the floor entirely.

Carmen lifted her legs were up around his head, and he held her there easily, lifting her above his head and then slamming her down onto his shaft again and again. 

“Oh my God, Jake!” Carmen moaned. “Oh Sir! Sir! Sir!”

Natalie was furious, her entire body flushed red. Natalie was hopelessly turned on, fingering her pussy and squeezing her thick tits. Natalie was, almost more than anything else, jealous. 

Why hadn't he ever fucked her like that?

To make matters worse, Carmen wouldn't stop crying out hot tidbits.

“I deserve you more than her!” the hot teen yelled. “I'm better than her!”

“Better!” he grunted, fucking her even more vigorously. “Better than her!”

Natalie couldn't help but watch her man fuck the shit out of that tiny girl. God, he was so big and strong, his thick masculine musk stretching out even to where Natalie was standing. 

Her knees buckled, and she collapsed against the nearby boxes to keep herself standing. One hand slipped inside of her flimsy, silk panties. 

God, he was just fucking the hell out of Carmen. His cock so bare. His seed was going to splash right into her fertile fuckwomb. Why couldn't she do anything but finger her pretty little pussy while her man banged such a hot, beautiful teenage babe?

“I'm gonna cum,” Jake grunted. “Gonna cum right in your belly.”

“Oh yes, Sir! Please!”

Natalie cried out in hot, thrilling, shameful orgasm when the two of them came together. She watched Jake's cute ass tense up, his muscles flexing hotly as he poured himself into the lovely teen intern. Natalie fell against the nearby boxes, knocking them over.

Jake let Carmen fall to the ground. The pretty Hispanic landed with a cumdrunk giggle. A hot, white puddle quickly started forming from underneath her overflowing pussy. Jake turned around, struggled to pull up his pants. His eyes went wide as he saw who had been watching them.

“Natalie?” His face almost white with shock. “What are you doing here, babe?”

“Don't talk to me!” she tried to scream. It came out, instead, as a very high-pitched whimper. “It's over! We're done! The engagement is off!”

She stormed out of the hospital, believing she was leaving her life behind her.

* * * * *
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NATALIE SPENT THE NEXT two days crying her eyes out, locked up in her small apartment. She wanted to tell everyone the wedding was off, but she was too embarrassed. She even confirmed the date and the date with a photographer, a DJ, and the florist. 

It was early morning, now, and she needed a shower. She hoped that it would clear her mind a bit. She stepped out of the blissfully soft sheets of the bed and into her small bathroom with its large mirror and linoleum flooring. She turned on the water and sighed.

Her will felt like it had been eclipsed totally.

She missed Jake's sure nature. She missed the way decisions just came to him, like he had them stored in some toolbox he carried around with him.

The walls of her apartment seemed incredibly thin, and she could hear the hot, tangible sounds of sweet, hard fucking from all her neighbors. 

When she wasn't crying, she had tried reading fashion magazines while sitting on the cheap wooden furniture of her half-kitchen, or tried stretching on the brown, faded carpet of her small living room, or any other number of distractions. But, with each new activity, there was a new moan or a new grunt or a new vibration from the numerous apartments around her, each filled with the pussy-moistening sounds of beautifully hard fucking.

Hard fucking just like Jake had been fucking Carmen. Like Jake hadn't ever fucked her.

Obviously, Jake had fucked Natalie. And at the time, she had loved every second of it. Whenever she started fingering herself, trying to think about something pleasant, it started off by imagining Jake inside her. 

But every time she came, it was to the scorching hot, humiliating image of Jake fucking Carmen's beautiful teen body. Sometimes, Carmen changed into someone else—Layla, or Doc Maddie, or Queen Kimberly. It was like she couldn't help but imagine her wonderful man fucking all the hot women in the world.

As she washed in the shower, she could just almost piece it together. How something was . . . wrong. Something was just off in Favor City. It was like, men were in charge, and women were doing what men wanted, and that was good, but wasn't there something different that used to exist?

Wasn't there some way of looking at this that wasn't what she was doing?

The thought would edge around her consciousness, fluttering like a pretty butterfly that was just out of reach. But then Natalie would start thinking about butterflies and how pretty they were, what wonderful little decorations they were to nature, and then that would start her thinking about all of the ways her body was a wonderful decoration on its own, and then she wouldn't be able to stop thinking about her wet, twin decorations dominating her midsection, so shiny and large and succulent and cum-happy and how if she bent her head down she could just suck her own nipples ohhh yummy yummy yummy!

Just before she came again, again, all her tiny little mind could imagine was the thought of her hubby-to-be forcefully fucking another hot girl. 

When she recovered herself, miraculously still standing in the shower, she wished, somehow, that the thought of her Man fucking around didn't turn her on so much.

She stepped out of the shower, feeling wonderful, to the doorbell ringing. For a moment, she almost didn't answer it—she wasn't dressed, after all—but then she remembered how it was only proper for anyone who came by to see what a dynamite body she had.

Natalie's body really was spectacular. If she wasn't like, a super smart medical person, she would know it was totally silly for her to think that her hair had gotten more bright platinum blond, or that her tits had become even larger, or that her legs were more lusciously toned and long than the day before. 

So, she kept the towel on, letting it grace her delightful curves. It clung happily to her wide hips.

At the door was Carmen, looking stunning. Her thick black hair was all teased out, falling in waves down past her back, and a short denim skirt and tight t-shirt—sporting a cute graphic of hearts and butterflies—was stretched out over her big tits. She looked every bit the eighteen year-old sex goddess that she was.

Her arms were gathered up under her tits, her face full of apology. Natalie felt fury rush through her, hot and vicious.

“You—you—you—”

Carmen nodded sympathetically, her big eyes brimming with understanding and sadness.

“I know! I'm a total bitch,”  the stunning teen said, right away. “I'm so sorry about what happened. Like, I get totally how you could be upset, and I feel so bad.”

She stepped close to Natalie. She smelled so wonderful. Like rich caramel.

“If you'll let me in,” said Carmen, “Like, I'm sure we can work it out. That's what Jake deserves—for the girls he likes to get along, right?”

What Jake deserves. Oh yes. Jake deserves so much.

No, wait, thought Natalie. Jake cheated. He deserved a good solid talking-to . . . but somehow, she was already nodding and guiding Carmen inside.

Natalie had to be a good host. If she was going to be a good wife, she would have to learn how to play hostess. Maybe Natalie wouldn't be Jake's wife, but she certainly would be someone's. After all, a wonderful babe like her couldn't stay unattached for very long.

She guided Carmen to the small living room, where they sat down on the small blue couch in front of the television. The legs of the two beauties slid close to each other. Natalie had to admit that the feel of someone else's skin—especially when it was a hot, young thing like Carmen—felt amazing.

That feeling only intensified when Carmen slid her warm, tender hands around Natalie's, staring soulfully into the blonde's big green eyes.

“It's like, sometimes I barely even know what's what?” said Carmen. “Two weeks ago, I was like, just eighteen and totally a virgin and you know, gearing up for college. I had never even had a boyfriend. And then I bought some fun new clothes, and then it was like, wow! Every guy I see thinks I'm amazing and wants to bone me.”

Carmen sniffed, her eyes welling up.

“I just didn't know how to handle all that attention. But like, it's okay. I don't expect you to understand. You're so pretty, Natalie. I figured you could have any guy you wanted, ever. So, that's why, like, I thought it wouldn't be a problem for Jake to fuck me a little.”

Natalie's heart just swelled with Carmen's candidness. It was so hard to stay completely angry at the poor sexy teen when she was being so reticent. And, of course, when Carmen's smell was so delicious and sexy. Natalie almost felt like she could feel soft, invisible fingers pressing into her pussy, moistening her up.

“Oh dear,” Natalie shook her head, clasping Carmen's hands firmly. “I was a total nerd, too! That's why I was so upset. I mean, if I was some mega hottie, I don't think I'd mind Jake fucking around a bit, because I'd know that he'd always want to come back to me. But with you being so gorgeous, and I'm like, just a nurse . . . ”

“Don't be silly, girl. Nurses are hot! You get to wear those hot coats and everything.”

Natalie nodded. 

“Well, students are pretty hot too. You get to wear like, tiny pleated skirts. And have like, glasses on and pens in your mouth.”

They giggled together. Natalie's hand moved past Carmen's, riding up onto her elbow, tugging her closer to inhale even more of that perfect rich scent.

“I guess we have more in common than we thought?”

Carmen nodded, smiling brightly.

“Totally! I mean, gosh, Natalie, if all that is true, then maybe like, we're both super hotties?”

For a moment there was silence as Natalie looked away, considering. When she looked back at Carmen, the Hispanic had moved her face much closer. 

“You really are just so fucking hot!”

Breathing hard, Carmen kissed Natalie, her tongue sliding deep into the blonde's pert, hot mouth. Natalie moaned, feeling Carmen's hands slide up easily through the open space of her towel. The two beauties moaned into each other's mouths, each lost in the hot, easy feeling of the brilliant sexiness of the other's bodies. Carmen pawed openly at Natalie's big, barely-covered tits, and Natalie could not help but do the same.

Carmen was the one to break the kiss, looking around for a moment, her thick dark hair waving.

“Do you think you could show me the ring?” Carmen rubbed her thumb and index finger around Natalie's thick, berry-like nipple. “I'm like, super jealous of you, I have to say. I'd love to know what he gave you.”

Two strong feelings stirred in Natalie. The first was to say no—no, that the ring should stay put up where she had locked it away. That was what had started this entire mess. 

But the other feeling—the much stronger feeling—was to gasp at the hot, easy feeling of lust that rose up in her as Carmen touched her nipple. That feeling said to grin and giggle and hop up to go grab the ring straightaway, and that's what she did. 

In truth, she wanted to make Carmen feel horribly jealous. She couldn't help but want to rub the teen's nose in how much Jake loved her over Carmen, even with their recent connection.

She supposed that made her something of a bitch, but oh well. Carmen had fucked Jake, right in front of Natalie! Natalie deserved a little bit of revenge.

Natalie strutted over to the table in the living room where she had stuffed the ring inside of two days ago. She slipped it out of the silk cloth she had put it in, and then slipped it on without thinking twice, presenting it to Carmen proudly. Hot, easy thrills started looping from her pussy to the sex-crazy mush of her brain almost immediately.

“Oh wow!” Carmen said, her big tits heaving in her tiny top. “It's so pretty!”

Natalie looked at it with Carmen. It was pretty. She sat down next to Carmen again, their legs further intertwined.

“Jake is like, so good to you, for giving you a ring like this.”

Natalie nodded. “Jake is really so good to me, for giving me a ring like this.”

They giggled, closing in on each other. The long, hot moist tangle of Natalie's hair started sweeping up against Carmen's shimmering dark locks. Their tits crushed against each other, the ring held in Natalie's hands on top of their combined cleavage. Each girl's pair big, bright eyes was totally transfixed on the sparkling spiral of the ring.

“You're so pretty, to get a ring like this,” Carmen said. Her voice getting quieter.

“I'm so pretty,” Natalie sighed. “Getting a ring like this.”

“Jake deserves so many pretty girls.”

“So many,” Natalie breathed happily and nodded. “Pretty girls.”

“So many pretty girls,” Carmen said again.

They were both breathing so hard. It was making Natalie horribly excited, the way her thick, hot nipples pressed up against Carmen's.

“Girls like you and me,” said Natalie. “Jake deserves us.”

She really ought to be fine with Jake having girlfriends on top of herself. After all, she needed to be a good wife to him. 

Sparkle, sparkle. 

Somehow, they started sliding off the couch, pushing closer and closer against each other. The need to kiss was almost impossible to overcome, but the need to keep staring at the pretty pretty spiral ring was even greater. 

So, the two girls knelt down in front of each other on the floor, their hot faces sliding up against each other as they cooed and moaned. Each babe was completely transfixed with the ring in Natalie's free hand. 

Natalie's other hand was busy servicing Carmen's clit and pussy, just as Carmen's hand was servicing Natalie's.

“Serve Jake,” Natalie moaned.

“Serve Jake,” Carmen echoed.

Natalie's hand was quickly dripping, sopping wet, the same as her pussy as Carmen lovingly finger-fucked it. Very quickly, the two gorgeous bimbos forgot how to say words entirely. Words were too complicated and smart for empty-headed little fuckdolls like them.

All they could think of was their Jake's enormous cock filling them up. All they knew was that they needed to serve him exactly how he deserved. They were just hot girly girl babes, and he was a big strong man who totally deserved all the hot pussy in the world. 

The two scorching hotties continued their hot, soulful finger-fucks, happily staring into the spiral ring on top of the slippery hot meshing of their cleavage as more and more of their minds and personalities were sucked away, replaced completely with giggly, hot, submissive servitude that wanted nothing but to adore and worship the thick, hard cock of the man they had recognized as deserving them.

Their first orgasms shook their bodies completely, but still they held on to each other, fingers practically melted into the others' pussy now. They couldn't let go now. They were being such good girls.

Natalie adored Carmen. Had always adored Carmen. Wasn't it silly, how she thought she hadn't? That was such an odd little brain lapse she had. It would be better to think if they had always been friends.

Oh yes. Friends their whole life, each girl the same age at just eighteen. They went through high school together, hoping beyond hope that they would find a man who would love them both for who they were. They had always dreamt of getting pregnant together, sharing a man and showing off their twin baby bumps around town.

“Sooo lucky,” Natalie managed to blurt out.

Carmen moaned in agreement. They were lucky to find Jake. Natalie only just edged out Carmen a little bit, being the one who Jake proposed to. But, they each knew that Jake proposing to one was just like Jake proposing to both, really. They would each be serving him for as long as he wanted.

Natalie would be a perfect wife. And Carmen would be there to replace her if Jake ever tired of her, which Natalie thought was just so good of Carmen to do.

They came again, each moaning Jake's name.

They slept and woke, each still fingering the other. Dawn came and went, and they were still staring deep into the spirally sparkly ring, adoring each other's gorgeous tits. Adoring Jake. Murmuring out hot, needy praises of everything about him.

They knew, more than anything, that they were being such good girls.

* * * * *
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ON FRIDAY, TWO DAYS after Carmen arrived at Natalie's apartment, the incredibly-built blonde went to go see Jake.

For the entirety of Thursday, she and Carmen made blissful, thought-free, carefree love. They licked each other's clits for hours on end, their tanned, busty bodies becoming shiny and slick with pussy juices. 

But, even as good as that was, Natalie knew it was nowhere near as good as having her Man's beautifully thick rod fill her up again. So, she made out to go see him and beg for his forgiveness.

She was dressed to kill in a tiny orange strapless minidress. Her shoulders were bare, the fabric of the sinfully thin dress staying on her body only by virtue of being incredibly clingy. The way it hugged her tight, sensuously muscled body, it was easy for any passerby to imagine sliding it up just a couple of inches to reveal her bare ready-to-fuck pussy, or slide it down barely a centimeter to reveal her jaw-droppingly gorgeous tits.

Her long, heart-attack inducing legs were decorated with tight, hot orange leather boots that stretched up right past her knees, long flashy white zippers striping down the sides. A big, funky white leather belt with no real purpose was around her waist, highlighting her already smashing hourglass figure and the disparity between her hips' width and the succulent slenderness of her waist. Her thick blond hair, spreading out down her back in a thousand hot locks, only re-emphasized her perfect figure.

Natalie carried a thick, long duffel bag with her. The contents of the bag was somewhere over a hundred pounds, but it was no problem for her to lug it along. A good girl slavewife had to be so strong to keep up with her stud husband's fucking, and Natalie aimed to be no exception.

He answered the door of his apartment, dressed in sweatpants and a blue a-frame tee. His muscles, always so tight and cut, looked even bigger than they had at the start of the week. Natalie felt her knees go all rubbery at the sight of him.

“Oh,” he said, looking her up and down—mostly down, directly into the perfect valley of her cleavage. “Natalie. Wow. You look . . . um, really hot.”

The bag in her hands slid to the ground as Natalie just melted completely.

“Oh, gosh,” she purred, clasping her hands together. “Do you really mean it?”

Unable to contain herself or wait for an answer, she slid her arms around her Man, kissing his neck. 

“I've missed you, baby.” She licked his ear. “Please, please won't you take me back? I've been so very terrible to you.”

Jake slid his hand between the crack of her ass. He seemed somewhat stunned, still, but unable to help himself in front of Natalie's hotness.

“Of course I'll take you back,” he said, pulling her inside.

Natalie made sure to grab the bag and lug it inside before he closed the door behind them. The contents squeaked a bit as she set it down near the wall of the entry.

“Really, Natalie, I should be the one asking you to take me back. I apologize.” He shook his head, moving away from her, staring out the window. It was a bright, sunny day. “I don't know what came over me. I mean, you're so much woman. You're an incredible woman.”

“Girl,” she corrected him. 

Or slut. Babe. Hottie. Any of those terms were more correct.

“Right. Girl,” he nodded. “Such an incredible girl.”

She tried to move closer to him, but he edged away again.  

“I just . . . it's really hard for me to think straight, lately. All I want to spend time on is fucking as much pussy as I can. I really don't understand it.”

She giggled. “I do, stud. Gosh, you're such a stud.” She traced a line down his thick, hot arm. “How could you want to do anything but fuck hot, helpless babes like me into perfect hot submission?”

Shaking his head, he stepped away from her once again. In the corner of the living room was a laundry basket. He picked up a few shirts from it. 

She tsked. Men didn't do the laundry. That was woman's work. She would have to punish herself for letting things lax so much. She would do it later, wearing extra high heels as she licked his balls while he slept. Yes, that was fair.

He deserved to be adored all the time, even when he was sleeping. That was how a good girl obeyed her man.

“You see this shirt?” he held up a plain gray undershirt. “I had this shirt on, and all I could think about was fucking that Carmen chick. I just saw her, and knew I needed to pump her full of my seed.”

Natalie's eyes lit up. Fuck. He would get Carmen so pregnant. Both Carmen and Natalie, in fact. Her tits crushed together as she squeezed her hands together and nodded enthusiastically. “Oh yeah, baby. I bet you did.”

“N-no, Natalie, hon. Look.” 

He threw the shirt down, putting his hands on her hips. She licked her lips, pushing herself forward. If he moved his hands up to her waist, he would find out that his big fingers could wrap all the way around and touch each other. A good girl's midsection didn't need to be too big. Especially not a married good girl's waist—after all, it wasn't like she needed that much room to accommodate her planned diet of subsisting solely off of Jake's cum.

“Yes,” she said, breathing happily. “I'll look. What would you like me to look at?”

“Aren't you worried that people are acting a little strange? I mean, I fucked another girl, doll. That's not like me.”

She nodded thoughtfully. 

“I think I understand. You want your personality to be more like someone who fucks lots of girls.” 

He didn't say anything, so she felt the need to follow up. 

“Like you deserve,” she offered.

“Y-you want me to fuck other women?”

Natalie giggled. “Oh, baby. I can hardly stop you. We've proved that. I'm just happy you decided to fuck Carmen. I mean, isn't it every girl's dream for her Man to choose to fuck her best friend?”

“Y-you and Carmen are best friends? But . . . what? She's like . . . years younger than you, and . . .”

His protests, weak as they were, were cut off abruptly as she slid her tongue into his mouth and wrapped her hand around the thick bulge in his pants. 

“She's the same age as me, stud. I know how many hot, eighteen year-old sluts you deserve begging for your cock. Begging to get pregnant by your super alpha rod. And if it's something you need, then I want you to have it. I just . . . I j-just want to be your best teen girl, is that okay? Can that be true?”

He nodded dumbly. “O-of course, doll. I'm just really . . . surprised. I mean . . .”

His mouth was still hanging open. Feeling the need to expound, she reluctantly moved away from his manly grip and strutted toward her duffel bag. 

“I have something in here for you to show you what I mean.”

She unzipped the bag, and tugged at the first thing she could find inside. The first thing Jake could see were bound hands and long dark hair.

“Holy shit, Natalie. You kidnapped a girl?”

He paused, gaping, as Natalie pulled her “captive” all the way out of the bag.

“Is that fucking Carmen?” Jake put a hand to his head. “Shit! You kidnapped Carmen?”

Natalie giggled helplessly.

“Kidnapped?” 

She looked down at Carmen. Her hands and feet tied together behind her, her mouth gagged with two pairs of silk panties. Her dark hair covered her body almost entirely, so thick and shiny. She wore a bright yellow sundress. Little canaries were painted on the platforms of her tall, tall platform heels.

“Oh, all that. No.” She shook her head. Her blond tangle whipped into Carmen's gagged face. “She just asked me to present her like this. She said it was, like, important, to show you how you had all the power.”

Jake still looked somewhat terrified, his eyes widening at the two. Carmen just moaned in her bonds, squirming uselessly. The feel of the rope, and her inability to get out, seemed to arouse her a great deal.

Natalie bent over at the waist, grabbing Carmen's head and pulling her up onto her knees by the elegant curve of her young chin.

Carmen looked on with big, needy brown eyes as Natalie unzipped Jake's pants and presented his hot pillar of meat, stroking it happily.

“We have like, a partnership,” Natalie purred as she stroked. “And so Carmen needs to know that when you fuck her, it's because you know I want you to. That I love the idea of you drilling hot, horny teen babes until they can't walk. You'll fuck them all so hard, Jake baby, you fucking hunkstud. I just know you will.”

Winking mockingly at Carmen, she stroked Jake even harder. It was so fun to be haughty toward Carmen, even though they were best friends. It was so fun to shove it in the Hispanic's face, this cock that Natalie was hot enough to feel whenever she wanted. It just turned her on immensely to show how she was above Carmen.

“We have to teach our little slut a lesson, Jake. Would you like that, stud? Do you want me to stroke you off into her helpless little face? Can you help me prove to her that I'm the perfect girl to be your wife, so she'll stay in line for us?”

Carmen moaned through her gag and nodded, eager pleas written across her face. Her big brown eyes so wide. 

“Oh, fuck,” Jake moaned. “Wow. That's so . . .” 

Almost tenderly, he ran his hand over Carmen's face, snapping the band of the panties wrapped around her face. 

“ . . . that's so hot.”

His cock was throbbing hard now. Precum oozed out of the tip, and Natalie used it to lubricate her hand and his shaft. Kneeling down, she kept stroking, but added her tongue to the mix, licking her Man's big balls as he stroked her and Carmen's hair. Her tits crushed against Carmen's, all four big hot breasts pushing hard into Jake's legs.

The two girls stared at their Man with complete adoration in their eyes, fascinated and in love with every new movement he made. Every tiny little twitch was an excuse to gasp in delighted surprise that he existed, that he was real, that he was their dreamdoll ace-stud come to life, being so good as to present them with his enormous cock. 

It appeared like it was too much for their Man to keep up with for long. He kept moaning out how it was so hot, the two of them like that. How big their tits were, how hot their faces looked.

He came furiously, his cock spurting out what seemed like gallons of cum on the two of them. First Carmen's bound and gagged body was covered with his hot, creamy white gift. It ran down her tits and into her ass in hot little rivers of goo, ruining her yellow dress. 

But he kept fountaining out, and Natalie had to latch herself to his cock to try and swallow some down straight from the source. Very soon, though, it was too much even for her to handle, and she had to let go as he sprayed her face and tits. Her entire dress, her hot orange outfit was layered with cum just like Carmen was, like icing on her hot bimbo cake.

He breathed heavily, his muscles flexing as he leaned against the nearby wall for support.

“Thank you, Sir,” Natalie cooed, licking Carmen's face and tits clean. 

She could hear Carmen moaning something similar through her panties. 

“You've marked us both, Sir,” Natalie moaned. “Now everyone will know you own us.”

It was such a happy, wonderful feeling, being owned by their big strong man.

* * * * *
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THE CEREMONY WAS JUST completely lovely, held in a small chapel in the middle of town. Like so much of Favor City, the building had been furnished by Female Designs, with thick, soft carpet on the ground, and sexy leather seats on all of the benches. The windows were tall and wide, letting in plenty of sunlight.

Most of Natalie and Jake's families lived out of town, and none of them had been able to RSVP. Everyone was too busy having a terrific time screwing. Natalie hardly minded. All she needed at the wedding was her own gorgeous self and her big, strong Man to marry.

So, the wedding was populated largely by Natalie's friends from the hospital. The big-titted vixens all had a man with them, many of them sharing one man. More than one stud had the triad formation working—two girls on either side whispering and licking in his ear, with a third girl suckling happily on his enormous cock. 

Natalie, peeking out from her position at the back of the chapel, could see her bridesmaid Layla happily slurping away at some lucky groomsman's cock near the altar.

Taking a moment to look down at herself in one of the chapel's many mirrors, Natalie once again noted how her wedding outfit was just so elegant and beautiful. From her lacy, frilly opera-style gloves to her eight-inch platform heels, she was completely covered in white. Her thong panties were crisped with little white jewels, and her lingerie bra, made entirely out of tiny, sparse threads of silk, clung for dear life around her enormous rack. A tiny sheer cloth hung from the edge of the bra. It was such a perfect bridal gown.

Finally, the procession music started. Quickly arranging the long, lacy silk train attached to her elaborate bra, Natalie began her long crawl down the aisle. This act was so important, though of course she had knelt down and sworn her undying love and fealty to Jake for many days before this. 

This crawling today was symbolic—it was a message to everyone she knew that Jake was her number one man, and that he came before everyone else in her life.

The crowd stayed sitting down as she passed. It was more comfortable for them that way. They all watched her, though—how could they not want to watch such a hot babe crawl, her wonderful ass and back on display?

She made her way all the way up to the front of the chapel, where her man and Carmen waited at the altar. The altar looked like a sort of large stone bench. Carmen, totally naked, was settled on top of the stone as Jake, also naked, casually fucked her, waiting for Natalie to finish her wedding crawl. 

Carmen, sweet little Carmen, had volunteered to be their pleasure-girl during the ceremony. The hot teen's legs were wrapped around Jake's naked waist, and the enormous, mouthwateringly fuck-off huge cock of Jake's was buried to the hilt inside of Carmen's splendid little body. A small white collar with a gold buckle sat on Carmen's perfectly muscled abdomen.

The purpose of the pleasure-girl was to ensure that the man didn't get so aroused, after seeing the bride's customary bridal outfit, that he fucked the bride senseless before the ceremony was over. In a few moments, once Natalie was in position, Carmen would also serve to give the bride enough orgasms so that she could have a few lucid moments outside of the ever-present haze of lust permeating through her cockhungry brain.

Natalie finally stood up and took her place across from Jake, sighing happily as she examined him. He was so strong and tall, each muscle a hulking granite block of masculinity. She slid her pussy across Carmen's open, waiting mouth, feeling her body heat up even more as the teen's educated tongue went to work on her hypersensitive pussy.

There was no one standing behind Natalie, as everything she owned and thought and wanted belonged to Jake anyway. That's what becoming a hot little slavewife was all about. So her bridesmaids from the hospital were on their knees behind Jake, eagerly sucking the cocks of his groomsmen. The groomsmen, all grins, traded high fives until the wedding officiant began speaking.

Behind the altar was a television screen, which served to present the wedding officiant. He was just a handsome, blond-haired man in a white suit transmitted on the screen. A recording. Nobody seemed to mind. 

This was all normal. This was how weddings worked.

It had been discovered that if another man was nearby when a husband was taking his wife for the first time, fights would break out. It was just simpler and more reliable if the officiant was remote, instead.

The ceremony itself was short and to the point. 

“We are gathered here today,” the officiant said, his voice crisp and clear, “because hot babes belong on their knees in front of real men, doing everything they can to earn a pregnancy from his potent male spunk. And sometimes, a man is so damn good, he deserves to have a babe that is exclusive to him. That's a real cool thing, folks. I hope you realize that. So, let's get down to it.”

He turned to his left, giving the impression that he was actually addressing Natalie.

“If you take this man to be your masterhusband, to obey and to adore, to gather new fuckslaves for whenever he feels like he deserves them, to be as pregnant as possible at all times, to be completely compliant in all possible ways, and to always kneel in his presence, cum now.”

She hadn't stopped cumming for what felt like days now.

“MmmhmmM!” she moaned in ecstasy. 

“If you take this woman to be your slavewife, to protect and to own, to command and to sometimes pay attention to if you feel like it, cum now.”

He did. Carmen bucked on the altar as he filled her, her tongue sliding far up into Natalie's pussy. Natalie had trouble standing, watching her Man's thick muscles jerk so hotly. 

It was so hot, Natalie thought, how she could see the hot, white drops of her soon-to-be husband's cum dripping out of her girlfriend's tight pussy.

The officiant's smile was bright and wide.

“I now pronounce you Master and slavewife.”

A happy round of applause went up through the chapel. The officiant smiled, putting his hands on his hips.

“You may now collar and fuck your bride.”

Jake growled gutterly, snatching the collar off of Carmen's taut belly before pushing her off the altar altogether. The hot Hispanic teen giggled as she bounced onto the ground, her tits bouncing with the jarring movement.

The entire crowd started cooing with anticipation. Nobody noticed as the television flickered off to still photos of Queen Kimberly, posing in the newest cheerleader-lingerie line from Female Designs. In the small chapel, the sexy soft slurping sounds of dozens of fellatio-flinging foxes increased in intensity as their Men starting pumping harder than ever. 

Up on the altar, Natalie hardly noticed the growing orgy in the rest of the room or the increasingly pornographic nature of the photos on the television behind her. Her pussy, and therefore her mind, was too busy cumming with anticipation as Jake's cock edged nearer and nearer to her angelic slit.

Jake pushed Natalie down, taking the collar that had been resting on Carmen's stomach and snapping it around her neck with a little click.

Finally, he entered her with his unprotected cock. There had never been a happier moment in her life than that, her hot fertile folds molding around his cock, sealing their marriage forever. 

Feeling thoroughly naughty, Natalie wrapped her legs around her Master's head. He lifted her up high, strong hands on her perfect ass. This would be the same way that he fucked Carmen, not too long ago. 

Natalie reveled in the fact that she would be fucked by him better than Carmen ever was. Carmen was a hot little fucktoy, no doubt, and a great pussylicker to have for a best friend, but Natalie was a slavewife. She was Jake's prime real estate, his number one piece of property.

Of course, Jake deserved lots of slavewives. Probably Carmen would be chosen to be a second or a third down the line. But Natalie was the first, and nothing could ever change that.

“You're my little fuckwhore slut,” Jake grunted. “I own your body. I own your fucking tits. I own your pussy.”

Each new word he said, he dropped her down and shoved inside of her again. She lost count of her orgasms, each one rolling on top of the next one, just like her own words of affirmation to everything Jake said

“Fuckwhore slut! Own my body! Own my tits! Own my pussy!”

His shaft pumped into her again and again, the thick rod of his meat completely enveloped by her bimbo-hot warmth. There was no part of her not designed exclusively for his use. His pace picked up, dropping her harder and harder onto the thick hard rod of his manhood, and then even he picked up the pace again. Natalie felt like she was going to break in half.

In front of the entire orgiastic crowd, Jake came inside of his new slavewife. His thick, liquid warmth filled her, completed her. She was almost certainly pregnant already. It unlocked a whole new level of pleasure in her brain. Her orgasm was constant, now, without end; sometimes it spiked, and sometimes it dipped, but always she was cumming like the good girl slavewife she had become.

He pulled out, still so full of cum like the hot stud that he was born to be, and shot another hot load out onto her belly. It practically sizzled on Natalie's hot skin. She wished he would drown her in it, that she could wear hot lingerie made from his cum.

“You see all this?” He scooped up a handful of his liquid white gift and slapped it on her tits, and then ran some up to her mouth, where she sucked it down eagerly. “This means your mine. You don't take nobody else's cum without my say-so.”

“Oh yes, Master!” she moaned. “I'm gonna be your perfect slavewife from now on!”

For the rest of her life, Natalie aimed to do everything she could to prove that to him.

# # #
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New Bimbo Wife – Learning Her Place


[image: ]


Eliana sucked cock. 

It took her a moment to realize this was happening. Realization—most thinking, really—felt supremely distant to her. 

Something else she slowly realized was that she had just cum. Hard. She could still feel the after-effects tingling and spasming down her legs and in her lower back. It had been terrific. She had cum just from sucking cock. That was something about herself that she now knew.

She could cum hard. She could do it from sucking cock. And it made the way she sucked cock really sloppy and wet and needy.

That would explain why it was so hard to think. A good girl like her wasn’t used to thinking when she was sucking cock in the first place, and definitely not when she had just cum. 

And she was a good girl. She didn’t know much at the present, besides the deep, thick, long bulge stretching out her throat and filling her up from mouth to esophagus and then some—but she knew that. 

She was a good girl. 

“Good girl,” said the man. “That’s so fucking good. Keep it up.”

There wasn’t much for her to keep up. In fact—way more than she sucked cock, the cock fucked her. Fucking her throat. Her esophagus tightened. Suckling all up the length inside of her. Her tongue slip-sliding around with heat. 

She was there for a throatfuck. There almost like a fleshlight or some other toy. 

“Good...good girl...”

He was close to cumming now. Eliana felt her excitement rising. She wasn’t even touching herself—her hands were bound behind her back for some reason—and she could feel her own orgasm approaching with his. 

“Fuck. Fuck yes. Fuck. What a good girl...”

He gripped her throat, pretty much stroking himself off using the thin muscle and flesh of her neck. Her man was so strong. His cum splashed against the back of her throat, strong hands gripping her helpless head against his crotch. She breathed in his musk; breathed in what felt like her whole soul. His cum warmed her entire body, a lightning chain of reactions tripping a new orgasm that rocked her body and made her press even tighter against his crotch. 

Strong thighs squeezed her in, holding her tight, while his cock pulsed and emptied out his heavy balls. Finally, slowly, he extricated himself. Eliana could not help but lick and kiss after his cock—The Cock! she groaned to herself—and felt her cheeks warm as he chuckled. 

“L-love it,” she whimpered. Her voice had an accent to it that she knew innately men found erotic and romantic both. “I love Your Cock. Love Your Cock...”

He pushed his hands through her hair, gently guiding her away from his still-twitching shaft. Looking at her and sighing. He was impressed. Spikes of pride filled Eliana’s heart. 

“There you are. I was wondering how long you’d be tranced for. You took a lot more than usual, you know?”

She just smiled. It was empty and pretty, like her. She didn’t know. 

“Okay,” he said, slowly guiding her off him.

They were in a bedroom. There was a mirror nearby with the reflection of a gorgeous woman decked out in pale green lingerie and matte leather high-heeled ankle boots. Her hands were tied behind her back. Thick dark hair, like a model’s hair, shoved gorgeously to one side in thick waves. After a moment, Eliana realized it was her. Her cunt twitched at the reflection, at recognizing it. Even so soon after her last earth-shattering orgasm, she already wanted to have another, and just from the glimpse of herself in the mirror. 

What was going on?

She thought—briefly, which was the only way she could think—if she even cared what was going on, given how good it felt. 

All of this felt inordinately good. Warm. Deserved.

“Okay,” the man said again. “I’ve got to go to work. All right? You’re going to go to the grocery store. Dress nice. Look good. You’re representing me out there, okay?”

Her response was automatic. The bestest, most prettiest smile she can muster, and then in a sing-songy voice: “Yes, Darling!”

“Good girl. I want dinner ready at 5:30. You got that?”

She nodded. “Yes, Darling.”

Her voice got smokier with that. She knew what dinner meant. It meant her dinner, which meant his Cock again. 

But how did she know that?

She couldn’t say. As well, why she answered like this was unknown to her. Eliana wasn’t even sure she knew how to cook. 

“Good. And...what else?” He looked around and then down at her back. “Oh. Right.”

He leaned over and undid the bindings behind her back, releasing her hands. They had been comfortable; Eliana felt a wave of sadness and nostalgia pass through her ample bosom that they were gone. 

“There. Now. Your husband’s got to go keep this family afloat. You’ll make me proud, won’t you, Ms. Trask?”

“Yes, Mr. Trask.”

She watched him get dressed and leave, sighing in appropriate intervals about how handsome he was, and urgently touching his bulge when he kissed her goodbye. 

There was just one problem. 

As best Eliana could remember, her last name was Roja, and she definitely wasn’t married.

* * * * *
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SHE LOOKED AT HERSELF in the mirror for a long time.

She stroked the angles of her jaw and chin. She posed this way and that, putting her legs forward. She couldn’t decide what the best feature was. Her hair—thick and long and dark and grown out nearly to the middle of her back—seemed like it should be unruly, but it did whatever she asked. She flipped her hair to one direction, piled it up, blew herself kisses. 

So fun. So easy. So fun and easy to be a pretty, empty, brainless bimbo wife for her Man. She felt so Lucky.

She admired the toned, flat surface of her belly. The way the muscles and bones there so easily interlaced, creating a delicate weave of flesh that surely must have made her Husband want her more. Her tits—young and perky and firm, like the rest of her—were more than a handful, but they didn’t drag her chest down. Long, slender, firm muscles in her back kept her posture straight. 

Every movement, every pose, every turn was on her toes. She felt naked without having high heels on. She knew without looking that the nearby closet—of course a walk-in—was full of heels she would be able to wear. Judging from the way she was unable to drop her ankle more than an inch or two, she estimated the minimum length of heel would be about four inches. 
At first, this vain examination was just to try and spark some memory of her past. She knew enough to know that she should have memories. But anything prior to sucking her Husband’s Cock this morning—ungh—was just a black hole. 
No. A pink hole. A happy, pink hole of bliss and service and eager helping and happiness and—

And she was touching herself. Again. 

This happened every time. And now instead of trying to spark memories, she lost herself in the vanity—in her beauty, in the arrogant tilt of her jaw, in the massive cosmic sparkling depth of her beautiful eyes. 

Her cunt was tiny, tight, pristine. Completely waxed, like her legs, like what felt like the rest of her. Her skin was shiny and sleek, like it had been buffed by a fur glove and some luxury-grade moisturizer. 

And her face! Her face. The face she didn’t recognize when she looked in the mirror. 

Her face was gorgeous. Pouty, full lips. A pronounced but shapely nose, drawing in high cheekbones and deep, dark eyes. She loved her face.

Of everything going on right now—and it was all rather strange, if pleasant—that was what felt the most real. Her face. Loving her face. 

Loving her beauty. 

Eliana was really something. She was a stunner. She was a beauty. She was a trophy. 

She liked that a lot. She smiled because she liked it so much—and her heart wrenched with need and desire. She Loved her smile. 

The doorbell rang and, unthinking, she strutted through the house to answer it. Her hips moved with an instinctual Brenda and gait. One foot right in front of the other, like a model’s walk down a runway. It was only when opening the door when she realized—with not too much concern—that she was still naked. 

Oh, well.

The woman at the door was busty and brunette and quite pretty. She wore a fun, frilly sundress, completing the look with tall pale pink heels, wrist-length gloves, and a wide-brimmed sunhat. She giggled, looking Eliana up and down. 

“Oh. You’re...gosh. Wow.”

She licked her lips, eyes clambering over every inch of Eliana’s naked body. 

Let her, said a voice in Eliana’s head. Drink it in, girl. 

“I’m...I’m Brenda,” said the brunette. “I’m here to help get you acclimated. Today’s your first day, right?”

“I don’t know.”

Brenda nodded and smiled. “That means it’s your first day. You have to go to the grocery store still, don’t you? That’s big. Let’s get you dressed, okay?”

* * * * *
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THE OUTFIT THEY CHOSE for Eliana came close to matching Brenda’s own. 

“We’re such good friends!” Brenda clapped her hands, smiling brilliantly. “Everyone will know!”

The sundress was tight and nearly sheer. In the mirror, Eliana could easily see the outlines of her ample breasts without quite seeing the skin underneath, or her nipples. The gorgeous lines and angles of her neck—shiny and buffed like the rest of her—were shown off considerably in the wide boat neckline of the piece. The dress ended well above the knee. All she had to do was shift her legs and arms just so and her Husband would be able to see how wet she was for him. 

Ungh. 

Her Husband. She didn’t even know his name. But she knew she loved the way he fucked her throat. 

Eliana noticed with satisfaction that her heels were higher than Brenda’s, with sexy straps that wrapped all the way up her slender ankles. She wore pale blue wrist-length gloves and gathered her hair up in a sexy, loose, please-fuck-my-throat-again-Husband ponytail that draped over the delicate structure of her collarbones. On top of it all, she put on a sunhat. The brim was slightly wider than Brenda’s as well. This made Eliana deeply pleased.

It was good, she thought, to remind Brenda of her place.

Eliana wasn’t sure of what that place was. But it wasn’t as if Eliana had woken up in a world where she was serving Brenda, was it?

There was a hierarchy. She would flaunt it. 

It felt good to flaunt it.

“You’re so gorgeous,” said Brenda, walking around her for a good look. “I’m so lucky to be able to help you out today, ma’am.”

Eliana preened. This Brenda girl should feel lucky to help her out today

“Yes.” She said it almost automatically. “That's right.”

She knows her place.

The thought came unbidden to her head—like many of her thoughts so far today. But like many of those thoughts also, it felt completely natural in her beautiful head. Eliana was gorgeous; so, to be around her made someone like Brenda quite lucky. 

Eliana looked at Brenda for a moment. It was—perhaps—strange to be thinking with such superiority of another human being. Another woman. Brenda was completely lovely. Just outside the bounds of Eliana’s imagination was the knowledge that if Brenda were to walk into a party or restaurant, all male and female eyes would stop entirely just to rest on her and enjoy the show. She was absurdly pretty.

Eliana was simply...better, that was all. And she knew it the same way she knew her name.

“My name is Eliana.”

She cast herself a smile, her lovely smile, turning this way and that and staring at herself in the mirror. 

“My name is Eliana,” she said again.

But what she meant was, I'm better than you.

“I know, ma’am.” Brenda smiled. “And it’s the loveliest name.”

Once fully dressed, they stepped outside. The neighborhood was happy and sunny. Every house had a big, perfectly manicured yard. There were no fences; no barriers. The roads looked recently paved, shiny and black. 

Their pairs of heels clicked sharply as they stepped onto the sidewalk. Eliana stopped and looked around.

“Where’s the car?” she asked.

There was a garage, but the door was closed. She wondered what was inside. She realized she hadn’t really seen any part of her house except for the mirror and the closet. Everything else had just been drowned out. 

And it was so easy to look in the mirror. She caught her reflection in the window of her house. Gosh. She was so pretty. She loved looking at herself; she had been doing it for most of her day so far. It was a properly, womanly thing to do.

“Oh.” Brenda shook her head. “Only Magnus families get car service.”

“I didn’t mean a car service. I meant...can’t we drive?”

Brenda raised an eyebrow. “Can you drive?”

Eliana thought about it. She had assumed she could. Then she tried to put together how it might happen. First, you had to get inside. Right? But...you needed a man there for that. Someone to hold the door for you. And there was no man here at all. There was no Husband. And there were a Husband here, Eliana wouldn’t drive. She would just do what her Husband said. 

And probably that would be to stroke him or suck him or nuzzle against him. She sighed happily, thinking of how wonderful that would be. 

“No. No, I guess not.”

“Wives don’t drive,” said Brenda. “We don’t need to know how to. We just need to cook, and clean, and suck, and serve, and make our man so happy.”

“Yes,” Eliana nodded. “Cook and clean and suck and serve.”

Brenda grabbed her hand and they began to strut down the perfectly-maintained sidewalk. “Cook and clean and suck and serve. Make our man so hap-py.”

Eliana, after a moment of hesitation, joined in. The little tune Brenda said it with was so catchy.

“Cook and clean and suck and serve. Make our man so hap-py.”

They walked like this for a long time, arm in arm. Their outside arms were positioned at their hips, hands daintily positioned at a ninety-degree angle to the ground.

The town was structured and orderly. Numbered streets bisected alphabet streets. Every corner had a shop. They walked arm in arm, without shame—Brenda’s hips obviously enjoying the grind against Eliana’s—all the way to the grocery store. They walked by other women with bags full of groceries and pushing carts or ferrying along small children. Everyone was smiling. Many of the women looked drastically pregnant. This did not stop them from still wearing tall heels or revealing outfits.

Everyone in the grocery store wore sundresses like them. All of them so gorgeous. Eliana imagined they must also similarly not be wearing panties or bras. And also—from the interior nature of the store, she could smell the enclosed heat and lust building up from all these women all at once. 

All these beautiful women. Brought here somehow. Strutting through the store with perfect posture. Perfect bodies. Perfect pussies without panties. Sopping wet. Their legs shining with juices and need. 

Eliana walked with Brenda and found herself picking up items automatically. Like the list for what foods to get was written somewhere deep in her subconscious without her even needing to think about it. Kind of like how every bottle she picked up reminded her of a cock—her Husband’s Cock—and without trying to her lips wetted and parted and her throat opened slightly. 

They were nearly done—Eliana was just about to go to the checkout line, only she couldn’t see one—when Brenda really started distracting her. 

Brenda had been talking the whole time. Mostly, she had been saying pretty sentences about how beautiful Eliana was. It seemed she had a crush.

“I have such a crush on you, I have to say,” said Brenda. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. You’re so beautiful. All I want to do is sit and kiss your wrists. Or your shoulders. Or your pussy. I really, really want to kiss your pussy. My Husband hired me out to you for the whole day. I’ll do anything you like. If I’m really good, will you let me just sit and touch myself while I look at you? Maybe I could paint you? My Husband let me remember how to paint. He says I used to do it all the time, that people paid for my paintings. Can you believe that? It's so silly and I tell him every time and he seems to like how I don't believe it.”

Eliana was distracted. The H-word, Husband, was still doing a heavy number on her own arousal level.

“Husbands.” She licked her lips. “Husbands have Cocks.”

“Just one you need to worry about. No way he’s selling you around. Nuh uh. I’ve heard things about your Husband too. He’s a rising star for the Company. And no wonder, with a wife like you. Why, I bet even Hannah herself is going to be jealous when she sees you at the ball this Friday, and—”

They slammed into another grocery cart. Brenda, walking backwards and staring at Eliana, was also guiding the cart.

Eliana immediately felt a flash of annoyance at Brenda. It was her fault, and it would have been her fault even if it wasn’t, because that’s what you brought lessers around for—to blame them for things going wrong, and to take their credit when things went right.

The woman holding the other cart was tall—nearly as tall as Eliana—and blonde. Scandinavian or Nordic in origin, with a haughty tilt to her chin and nose and long sweeping blond hair that fell to her ass in healthy, abundant waves. She was beautiful, with glossy pink lips and heavy tits that bounced in her form-fitting sundress as she spoke.

“I’m going to be jealous of what, little Neophyte girl?”

Brenda stepped backward and grabbed her own midsection, like she had been shot in an old western. 

“Oh. O-oh. My god. Hannah. Miss—Misses Hannah. I mean. Madam. I mean—”

Hannah waited, eyeing deliberately at the ground with a raised eyebrow. Brenda, picking up on this immediately, flung herself to the ground and knelt. 

“I-I’m sorry. I meant no offense. It’s that you’re so pretty and she’s so pretty I just thought, what a good comparison, it will make such a good complement for anyone to be compared favorably to y-you, a-and—”

“Shut up.”

Hannah put a platform sandal heel on top of Brenda’s neck, keeping her face squashed against the ground. The placement was delicate but precise, and meant to keep Brenda from moving. It must have been difficult to balance in the precarious heels, so utterly sexy with how tall they were and the way they turned Hannah’s legs and made her tight ass flex, but Hannah seemed to find it quite easy. 

“You’re the new Prime girl, is that right?” Hannah asked Eliana. 

“I’m not sure, really.”

“You are. You know I could make you kneel right now. Put you down right there next to this bottom-feeder. Do you know why that is?”

Eliana found it best to be diplomatic. “I’m sure there’s an excellent reason.”

“Because my husband is in charge of this town. Because I am the only Elysian-class woman here. And you are two ranks below me. That means you’ll do as I say, whether you like it or not. Do you understand?”

Eliana smiled. “You’re so lovely. I think I would adore doing what you say regardless.”

Hannah stared at her up and down with ice cold blue eyes. 

“You think I would be jealous of you, Prime girl?”

“My name is Eliana.” It felt important to affirm that; it was the one thing she knew. “And I couldn’t imagine what you would want to do with your time.”

Hannah’s sneer turned into a snarl. She pushed down harshly on Brenda’s neck, walking toward Eliana, and grabbed Eliana by the neck. Her grip was iron strong. 

“Kneel.”

Eliana did. She didn’t feel like she wanted to—but she did, automatically. Obediently. A flush of heat appeared down her belly and was matched by wetness between her thighs. 

“Do you see? Now tell me again. Tell me some other sarcastic remark, bitch. About what I should do with my time.”

Eliana found it best to be quiet. 

“That’s better. That’s your place. On your knees.”

Hannah stepped closer and pushed Eliana’s head up against her thighs, up near her crotch. It was wet. Warmth pouring out like a fire. 

“And if you do a good job of that, little Prime? Then maybe Mommy will let you lick her pussy once in a while as Master watches. You want that, don’t you?”

The smell of her was intoxicating. “Y-yes.”

“You’d do anything for that, wouldn’t you?”

“Y-yes.”

“Yes, what?”

The answer felt automatic, just like kneeling. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

Hannah dragged Eliana’s face across her crotch for several seconds. Letting her feel the heat. The moisture. The fabric of her dress was so thin that Eliana felt the individual folds of Hannah’s pussy. An orgasm, hot and sudden, struck Eliana’s body from feeling the pussy of this blonde goddess in such a terrifying, sudden way. Eliana understood—even as the bliss shook through her core—that she was cumming because Hannah had forced her to. 

It felt. So. Fucking. Good.

As the pleasure still had her body in shivering aftershocks, Hannah let go of her throat entirely and stepped away. It took a moment for Eliana’s fuzzy vision to come back into clarity. Standing, coughing for air, she heard Hannah happily greeting another gaggle of girls and all of them laughing at Eliana and Brenda.

* * * * *
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A FEW MINUTES LATER, Eliana and Brenda were outside with groceries in hand. 

“I’m so sorry about that, ma’am,” said Brenda.

“My name is Eliana.”

“Yes, ma’am. Of course it is. I’m so sorry.”

Down the street, on their way back home, was a gym. Eliana stopped in front of the window. The groceries she had in one hand were quite heavy, but she felt no strain or ache. Her back muscles were strong, her posture perfect, and her arms taut like coils. She felt like she had energy for days. 

Inside the gym, she saw women in nearly as good a shape as her. They needed visits to the gym like Eliana needed a makeover. All the same, there they were—running on treadmills, lifting weights, performing high-intensity calisthenics on exercise mats. 

And all of them, of course, looking gorgeous. 

They wore lingerie and high heels to a woman. The lingerie tight, bright, sheer. Heavy tits—several of which obviously lactated to add to the sheen on their ultra-fit bodies—bounced happily in their nominal restraints. The treadmills must have been reinforced somehow, or maintained with superb regularity, to stand-up to the spikes of the heels of all those girls. Of course, they weren’t hitting the tread with a lot of weight, either. 

Their hair was done-up in sexy, long ponytails or pigtails. Some of them with big sweeping waves of it, dripping with sweat like they had been bathing in saltwater at a beach. They stared endlessly at the mirrors, blowing themselves kisses, attending to their appearance totally. 

“Did you want to work out?” asked Brenda. “Not that you need to. But every Wife in town has a membership, gratis. And—”

“Shush.”

Brenda gulped, clearly afraid of Eliana. 

Good. That felt good. She liked Brenda well enough, but she was learning she liked Brenda’s fear even more. The way Brenda...knelt at Hannah’s feet. 

That had seemed so natural, so spectacular. Eliana doing it felt more like a mistake, like she and Hannah didn’t truly understand one another yet. 

Inside the gym, leading the calisthenics class, was a heavily built man with a short mohawk and a bunch of tattoos running down his arms. Two young women with flowing, neon-pink and blue hair attended him. One stroked and sucked him while he was standing, slapping his hefty cock against her face. The other had a similar job, but only when he was on the mat. So if he began doing push-ups or burpees, there she was, sliding her mouth around him with every downward thrust. 

The eyes of both looked completely vapid, cock-crazy, cum-crazed. They stared up at him with complete abandon. 

“He’s the owner of the gym,” said Eliana.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“He has multiple wives.”

Brenda nodded. “It’s an important business here. Important men have multiple wives. He’s Prime class.”

“Like me.”

“Yes. Though he has seniority over your Husband.”

“And so the wives do over me?”

“Yes.”

A tall, dark-haired woman—nearly as tall as Hannah—strutted through the gym alternating between sneers and smiles. The sneers inspired girls to start breaking down, nearly close to tears. The smiles made others work even harder. 

“That’s Margarette,” said Brenda. “She’s kind of new but she fits right in.”

Margarette walked into the calisthenics class and everyone stopped what they were doing to look at her. There was a lot to look at. She actually wasn’t wearing lingerie, but instead ultra-tight hot shorts that displayed the completely sculpted lines of her ass, and a sports-bra with a wide-open v-shape of cleavage. Her hair was brilliantly chestnut-dark and long, and every few moments she tossed it from one side of her head to another. Posing. Sneering. Waiting. 

The gym owner and his wives—as well as the rest of the girls in the calisthenics class—knelt to her in turn and came and bowed their heads at her feet. 

“She’s better than them,” said Eliana. “Superior.”

“Yes. Magnus class. She’s the fifth wife of the second-richest man in town. So. She gets to do basically whatever she wants unless she crosses Hannah. Which I can’t imagine, since they’re like, best friends. I wish...I wish I had a friend like that sometimes. I—”

“And I am...Prime class. That’s what you said?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“You’re a Neophyte.”

Brenda’s voice became very small. “I’ve actually been here for longer than even Margarette. But my husband, he’s just not...he’s having a tough time. It’s really getting to him. He’s so stressed he won’t even fuck me, and I was really hoping that your good review of my performance w-would—”

“Shush.”

Eliana considered. Inside, Margarette directed the class back into action. Smiling at them. Her smile meant the world to them. Even outside, dozens of feet away, Eliana felt it work on her. Something chemical. Some kind of response she had. 

She turned to Brenda, smiling. Smiling as brilliantly as she possibly could. The way she’d smile if her Husband told her to come suck his Cock. 

Brenda’s entire body stiffened. Leaning forward. Pupils dilating like she was on a drug. Her own smile in return was sexy, open, and empty.  

“O-oh,” she murmured. “Oh. M-miss...misses...Roja. I-I...oh...”

Slowly, to watch it all go down, Eliana erased her smile. Raised an eyebrow. Curled up a lip into a sneer. Let herself feel contempt for this lowly neophyte trying to waste her fucking time. 

Brenda started falling to the ground. Pure, young, tight muscular control kept her knees of the ground even as she slowly kneeled closer and closer. Tears welled up in her eyes. A great red flush overtook her face and neck. She made choking noises, like Eliana had a hand around her throat. 

“P-please,” said Brenda. “I-I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I don’t know what I did, but I know I did it. I’m s-so sorry...”

Eliana turned away and gestured for Brenda to follow. 

How very interesting. 

She took one long very good look at Margarette. All the eyes in the gym on her. Everyone wanting to be her. Wanting to be owned by her. 

And Eliana knew what she wanted. 

* * * * * 
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AT 5:29 PM, ELIANA had everything perfect. Dinner—a small roasted chicken—had just come out of the oven was placed lovingly on the table. The knives were there to one side, ready to cut. It was a man’s job to cut the meat. Sides had been arranged all around the chicken—salad, some fruit, and a few small rolls that Eliana had whipped together so automatically that she was in the middle of their second-rise before she even noticed consciously that she had made them. 

Her Husband entered the door precisely at 5:30 PM just as advertised. 

Eliana had spent several minutes deciding on how best to present herself. There was a wide array of options. 

First was just the question of where to be. On her knees, with her mouth open and ready for service? She loved the submissive angle of that. But at the same time, she was his wife. She wanted to be viewed as someone seriously in love with him, not just a tool ready to be used and disposed of. 

So then she imagined herself standing right next to the door, jumping on him the second he entered. Certainly a slightly more equitable position, but then she had to consider her audience! He was coming home from a hard day of work. Didn’t he deserve a few moments to just enjoy the fact of his home?

But then Eliana was a fact of his home as well. 

The hall in front of the front door was long and stretched all the way through to the back of the house, opening up to a lovely view of the yard there and the forest beyond. The hallway was marble. Her heels clicked and clacked sharply as she strutted down it. 

So she posted herself at the far end of the hall. Posing with one arm up on the wall, legs out, displaying her length. That was one part of the array. 

The next was her outfit. The sundress was well and good and quite lovely for a trip out into town. But this was her Husband. He was coming Home. Home was important. Husband was doubly important. 

So she needed to make Him feel important.

The second he walked through the door and saw her, he needed to know that he was her entire world. No, he needed to know that he was the fucking Sun, and that she revolved entirely around him. 

Heels first. Taller ones than what she wore out and about that day, with long spikes that stretched from her ankle in thin, centimeter-wide sexy stalactites. Then lingerie. Violet and black. Lacy. Sheer over her crotch. A long silk robe to advertise how comfy it would be just to sit with her and hold her tight for a long time. 

So at 5:30, he walked through the door and shut it behind him. Looking around the house briefly—clearly wondering where Eliana was. 

He looked at her the second she began to strut. The clacking of her heels alerted him. She walked with a model’s confidence. One foot in front of the other. It was so easy for her, like she had done it a thousand times before. Staring him down like he was the only thing in the world. Like he was the perfect, perfect man—the perfect Male—and she had everything a man could possibly want and she had been designed, born, brought here purely to advertise for him in that moment. 

This was the kind of lust she purposefully exuded as she approached. 

And when she came only inches away from him, she stopped, smiled, and posed. Hands on hips, jutting out her hips and ass. Then spinning so he could look her up and down.

She slipped her arms around his neck and stared him deep in the eyes. “Welcome Home, Husband. I missed you so much.”

It was only saying this that she realized how much she had missed him. He was her everything. She needed him home. 

He brought her in with a strong hand, kissing her deeply. Their tongues lashed together for several minutes. His slips slid across hers, down her chin, along her jaw, kissing at her clavicles and shoulders and neck. 

It was only after she started massaging her tits into his wandering kisses that she realized she was whimpering and moaning as he worked. 

Over and over again she whispered, urgent and loving, “Welcome Home. I’m so glad you’re home. I’m so glad you’re home. Welcome Home...”

He lifted her up onto his waist and then into the wall. Somewhere in there he had unbuckled his pants. His cock was hard already. Eliana felt so proud. Her legs wrapped tight around his waist.

His cock. The Cock. Hard already. Because he was Home. Because she had greeted him so well.

It would have been perfectly wonderful if he had just patted her head and asked her where dinner was. She would have been ecstatic if he had kissed her a little while. She would have been over the moon if he had pushed her down onto her knees and throatfucked her again like he had that morning. 

Instead? 

Instead, now, because she had done such a good job as his wife—because she had Welcomed Him Home the way a good wife did—he was taking his beautiful big Cock and shoving it up into her tight, willing, needy, sopping wet pussy. Her heels clacked together as he entered her fully, like a key latching in a lock.

Eliana gasped with the knowledge of his Cock inside her—and also the knowledge that all of a sudden, she was closer to being pregnant than she had ever been. 

Was she a virgin?

How could that be. Wasn’t she married already at the start of today?

But why was she so tight? Her pussy felt too tight. And it felt like there was resistance there, a wall he pushed past with his strong, steel-hard Cock—like he had popped her cherry.

These thoughts drowned out quickly in a torrent of sudden orgasming pleasure. His Cock pushed up inside her, inch by inch, and she felt so beautifully fertile. She was such a woman. She deserved this, deserved his Cock bulging her midsection, deserved him crushing her tits against his chest.  Her glistening wet folds clamped hard on his Cock, urging him deeper inside her as he pounded her against the wall. 

“Oh-oh god!” she moaned. “Oh H-Husband! Husband! Oh fuck, you're so big! You're so fucking big!”

Eliana was tall, her limbs long, but in his arms and against his body she felt like nothing so much as a toy. He was taller, stronger, wider, thicker than her. He was big and she was small and so she had to do what he said and that was the end of the matter. 

“Oh my god,” she groaned. “Oh god. My husband has such a big Cock. Your Cock is so fucking big! I’m so lucky! I’m so lucky! I’m such a lucky lucky lucky wife!”

He just fucked her harder. Plaster shaking from the wall. The whole house felt like it was moving. His mouth moving across hers, her chin, her jaw, her long fucking neck. 

She needed to be a good wife. She needed his cum inside her. She needed to show him that she could carry his babies. She needed his babies so fucking bad! She gripped harder around his neck, holding him tight, begging him desperately. 

“Please cum in me,” she whimpered, her words getting faster and faster. “Please cum in me, please cum in me, pleasecum in me, pleasecum inme, pleasecuminme, pleasecuminmecuminmecuminmememeee!”

She could sense his orgasm lifting up his hips right before the torrent of his seed splashed into her willing, fertile body. As he spurted, ass clenching, he slammed her hard against the wall a final few times. Art fell from nearby shelves. Glass frames shattered and Eliana felt an instant surge of pride at how well she would clean it up for him later. 

“Th-thank you, Daddy,” she whispered in his ear. “Thank you, Sir.”

He stepped back from and she slumped to the ground, cum-happy and dazed. Wrapping around his leg. She stared up at him languidly, eyes brimming over with love and lust. Casually a hand rose up and stroked him, easy and gentle, occasionally sliding her lips over his Cockhead to gather up and swallow any remaining cum. He was already hardening. What a Man.

“Holy fuck,” he said. “You’re really something else, babe.”

“Thank you, darling.”

From the dining room, they could hear whimpering. In fact, the whimpering had been happening the whole time—but they had been distracted. 

“What’s that?” he asked.

“Oh. That.” 

Eliana giggled. She started to get up, and he grabbed her tight and held her at his side. Right away, her hand drifted to his Cock, stroking him once more. He was still hard. What a man. Her Husband was such a man. 

“That’s Brenda,” she explained. 

“Brenda?”

“Our neighbor’s wife. He hired her out to us?”

“Oh, right. That.”

They walked into the dining room and he took a moment to examine the spread. The food presented. And Brenda, in lingerie. 

“Dinner looks delicious,” he said. “But why is Brenda tied up on her knees in front of my chair?”

Eliana looked at him with big, brown eyes. She gave him her best smoldering look, which was very good indeed. 

“Why do you think, Husband?” She bit a lip. “I want to talk to you and hear all about your day. But someone has to suck you off during dinner. Isn’t that only appropriate?”

Soon they were sitting down. Brenda, hands bound behind her back, knelt between his legs. Her mouth hot-breathing against his already hard-again Cock. Moaning. Urging. Searching with her lips.

“This is kind of forbidden,” said her Husband. “You’re only supposed to fuck someone else’s wife here if you’re sure you can knock them out of the business.”

“And can’t you?” said Eliana, stroking his hair. “You’re so strong. You’re my Husband, after all...and I’m so beautiful.”

“It was really a coup when I got you.” He looked at her admiringly. She preened. “They said it couldn’t be done. That celebrities...well. Anyway.” He looked down at Brenda. “What do you think, doll? You want a new husband?”

Brenda had been staring and whimpering this whole time at his Cock. Pushing her face against it like a dog at an empty bowl. It was hard and streaming precum. 

“C-Cock...” she whimpered. “H-hard Cock...”

Eliana pushed Brenda’s head forward until her lips enveloped his Cockhead. There was no resistance. 

“She wants it. She’s been saying all day about how beautiful she thinks I am and how in love with me she is.” Eliana pushed and pulled Brenda’s head up and down his Cock, like she was a living fleshlight. “And there’s no better way to show me how in love with me she is than by giving you pleasure, Husband.”

His head lolled back. “F-fuck. Fuck-ing. O-kay. Wow.”

Brenda made several appreciative noises from between his legs.

“This is kind of a funny coincidence,” he said. “I had a gift for you too.”

“A gift?” Eliana, in her excitement, picked up the pace with Brenda’s head. “For me? Darling. You shouldn’t have. It’s already the greatest gift in the world just to be your wife.”

He leaned over and kissed her deeply. She could taste the dinner she had made for him on his tongue. She was pleased; it was quite savory.

“You’re a doll.”

She smiled indulgently. “I know.”

“God. That attitude of yours...wow. Anyway.”

“A gift.”

She was interested now. She never would have asked for one—she meant it when she said it was such a gift to be the Wife for such an amazing Husband—but now that she knew he had something for her, she was desperate to find out what it was.

“Right. Well, in fact...well. I wasn’t going to do this yet. I didn’t think you were ready.”

Eliana leaned in, pushing Brenda’s head up further into his crotch. He shuddered. Eliana felt gloriously confident.

“I’m ready. Whatever it is.”

“I just meant it’s funny that you brought me a girl here to take. That’s what we do here. That’s the business. We take girls. We reformat them for others. It’s a very select clientele. It takes a lot of work. And so we have to have a happy home life to keep us satisfied.”

Eliana smiled, still forcefully guiding Brenda up and down. “That’s where I come in.”

It felt so nice, at last, understanding more. Her job. He felt comfortable telling her about his job because she had done such a good job at hers!

“It—fuck, that’s so good—yeah. It is. But also, you could help with the work.”

“Help?”

“That’s what I meant. When I said it was funny you brought me a girl. I actually brought you one too. She’s waiting there. In the workshop.”

Eliana’s heart fluttered. She was being asked—being propositioned. Her Husband was being so intimate right now.

“You want me to assist you, Husband?”

“I do.” He smiled. “And call me by name. It’s Samuel.”

The orgasm was sudden. Instant. There was no warning. A tsunami of pleasure that upended every part of herself that she knew. She ground against him, pushing Brenda up high on his Cock. Once it hit, there was no turning back. She was his wife completely, and not just that—he wanted her to be more than his fuckdoll, more than just his trophy.

Hearing his name, being offered to be his partner...

Eliana came harder than she ever had in her life.

She was such a happy wife. She couldn’t wait to find out what he wanted from her.

# # #
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THEIR DINNER—WHICH felt like but could not have possibly been their first dinner as Husband and wife—was slow, sensual, and erotic. 

Eliana spent most of it doting on Samuel. Dressed in her classy lingerie and silk robe, she gave him all the angles to her tight, lithe, young body that he would possibly desire. Her heavy breasts on display, her thick cleavage a gorgeous gap in her push-up bra, her mass of dark hair arranged just so. 

And as she did this—posing, mewling with need for him, making small intonations of sympathy and desire as he recounted the trials of his day—while she pushed the lovely, plump mouth of the captured Brenda up and down his Cock. 

Brenda had long ago submitted to his will. Perhaps even before Samuel had arrived, though that hardly mattered anymore to Eliana. Tight, constricting ropes bound Brenda’s arms behind her back. Brenda had been captured, which meant she was taken, which meant that her will no longer mattered. 

Nobody’s will mattered to Eliana but her Husband’s. Her own didn’t. If he wanted to fuck and she somehow didn’t (which seemed impossible to her), then like a good wife, she would want to fuck because it was what her Husband wanted. 

All that was important was that by the time Samuel shoved his gorgeous Cock into Brenda’s mouth, Brenda was ready for it. Needy. Her cunt wet and desperate and dripping down on the floor beneath them under the dinner table. 

Just like Eliana’s own hot pussy as she stared dreamily at her husband. 

It couldn’t have been their first dinner as Husband and wife because Eliana knew everything about Samuel. She could even list his fantastic qualities. 

First, his name was Samuel. There was that. That was known for sure. 

Then, he was handsome. She knew that because he was right there in front of her, with his brilliantly strong body, his lantern-cut jaw, his startlingly captivating blue eyes. 

Then, he was her Husband. She knew that. She knew he wanted to fuck her because even though she was basically stroking him off with the mouth of Brenda—who was quite a looker herself, with her lovely chestnut hair and gorgeously slim body, and heavy tits that spilled all over Samuel’s lap—Samuel only had eyes for Eliana.

Did she even need to know more about him than that? Of course not. 

So of course this couldn’t have been their first dinner together. They must have had thousands. She knew him so well! She knew everything a girl could need to know about her Man—which is to say, that she knew she loved him dearly and would do anything for him and was so desperately happy right now, in this moment, to be smiling seductively at him while he fucked the throat of another woman. 

Building Eliana’s sense of pride, even as he stared her down with licentious looks and thrust his hips into the preciously hot barely-legal teenage mouth of Brenda, he also tore through the dinner she had prepared for him, wolfing down bite after bite of the meal she had earlier that day prepared for hours in just a matter of minutes. 
She watched him, cunt dripping and pulsing as he took every bite. Every swallow. Every piece of food she prepared for him down his gullet made her wetter, needier, hotter, hungrier for him. It was so good to be a wife who could cook for her Man. Drinking in the sight of him was all the dinner she needed.
Well, that—and the hot load of cum he was going to unload down her throat. 

She could see him now with his need to cum. He’d fucked her before dinner—the only reason that he’d lasted this long with a beauty like Brenda on his Cock—and now his whole body tensed, ready to pop.

Not asking, not thinking, just deciding—Eliana unceremoniously pushed Brenda to one side. Cockdrunk, suck-stupid, and tied up, Brenda whimpered and fell awkwardly to the ground. Wriggling there helplessly. Tears welled up in her eyes when she finally understood that Eliana had taken her place as Samuel’s suck-steward for the grand finale. 

There had been some plan—some mention of letting Brenda feel his Cock inside her cunt, taking her like that—getting her pregnant, even. 
But Eliana needed his Cock now, needing to feel his cum down her throat. So she sneered at Brenda and with complete arrogant adoration, took what had been promised to her. 
He seemed to like this display of dominance a lot. He grabbed Eliana’s head with gusto—like he had never done with Brenda—and held her down as he fucked her throat brutally and finally. Her perfect, plump lips sliding effortlessly along the circumference of his shaft. Grunting, thrusting, his load sprayed hot and filling down her throat. Her own orgasm—completely unbidden, and her pussy totally untouched by her fingers—hit her at the exact same time his seed touched the soft confines of her delectable throat. 

Like she was trained for it. 

Or no, deeper than that. Like she was wired for it. 
The thought was erased in white hot tones of relentless ecstasy, her entire being given over to pleasure as she sucked and slurped her Husband’s Cock clean. When her brain finally turned back on, she was softly kissing and tonguing his Cock, cleaning happily, humming a happy tune. 
He was getting hard again. Already. His Cock stiffened as her eyes locked with his. Brenda, whimpering, had crawled over to their feet and was struggling to move back up his leg for more of her own dinner. Little drops of Cum had landed on his thighs. Eliana made a display of kissing them up and swallowing them down, casually sneering at Brenda and smiling at Samuel before the young beauty was able to get any.

Samuel rubbed his hands in Eliana’s thick hair for a long time. Stroking her like a favorite kitten. Staring at her and smiling as she licked him clean, clean, clean. 

“You’re so important,” she whispered. “You’re so important. You’re everything.”

He liked that kind of talk a lot. So much that he never even got soft all the way before his Cock began to stiffen again. Stiffening with want for Eliana, his wife, his partner. She felt so proud.

Finally, though, he seemed to finish his dinner, and stood up and arranged his pants and then took Eliana by the hand. 

“Come on. I want to show you what I promised,” he said.

* * * * *
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SAMUEL LED ELIANA INTO the garage, taking care with the several locks on the door. 
“If you continue to show me what a good girl you are, what a good wife, you’ll receive keys to all these locks, and all the locks on every door of the house. I want to let you in all the way, Eliana.”
Eliana nodded, dripping with lust. She would make it there—she would earn his trust. It would be so easy. All she had to do was look gorgeous—which she did so naturally anyway—and do what he said, which is what she wanted to do. 

Brenda was left out, left tied up. Brenda was excluded. She wasn’t a real wife, not yet—just property of Samuel now that he’d fucked her before her previous owner had. 

The garage was cool. Still wearing nothing but her silk robe, lingerie, and heels, Eliana pushed into Samuel for warmth. She let her hands roam over his large frame, enjoying the fact of having a strong Husband. Almost right away she started grinding into him, her needy cunt leaking sweet honey to lubricate her entrance for him if he decided to bless her with his massive Cock again. 

She needed to be fucked by him so bad. Forced. Taken. Pushed and choked and pumped full of his seed. She was sure she was pregnant from earlier, but what if they could make double-sure? Or triple? Quadruple? Ungh.

“Dear, pay attention, all right? Have a look around.”

She did as instructed, stopping the worshipful murmuring and stroking of his Cock that she hadn’t realized she’d started. 

The garage was large enough for three ports. One was taken up his car—a lovely designer sedan with heavy wheels and four doors. Filling the other two ports were a workshop of some kind. There were multiple tables dense with materials and equipment she didn’t recognize, tools and restraints. Then in the middle of all those were a trio of bright spotlights, facing down, illuminating a pair of beautiful young women tied to chairs. 

His hand pushed up into Eliana’s ass, leading her forward. Long, thick fingers pushing up into her pussy. 

Still looking, examining as instructed, she saw the girls had struggled a lot. Marks on their wrists and ankles where the ropes had dug in. Marks on their throats, their arms. Little gripping bruises. 

Samuel waited for her to respond. Eliana steadied herself with her hand on his Cock, stroking him idly through his pants. 

“You...you kidnapped these girls?”

“Good girl. You figured it out.”

She came. That phrase. Good girl. She could not help but cum when she heard that phrase. Her body clung to his, harder, pussy pulsing and her whole body grinding. And because she came, she needed his Cock even more—her hand sliding over across his crotch and unleashing his thick shaft once more from his pants entirely. Stroking him as she came and whimpered and they looked at his captured girls together. 

They were both taller than average, like her. One was deeply blond, her hair so thick and shiny that Eliana immediately felt an impulse to cut it off to use it as a blanket. The other was brunette—almost the same shade as Brenda—and significantly bustier than either Eliana, the blonde, or Brenda. Both had gorgeous, aesthetically-perfect faces—cheekbones, jawlines, lips—all picture-perfect. 

The blonde was held under a blindfold. She looked motionless and wore tiny shorts and a half-unbuttoned cardigan sweater.

The brunette, with nothing on but a crop-top and a pair of rapidly dissolving panties, had an elaborate headset over her skull, and whimpered ceaselessly. 

“O..bey...o...bey...o...bey...”

Her voice was soft and breathy. Her dripping pussy had made a puddle in her chair, on the floor. Her legs glistening. Eliana, stroking her Husband harder as she looked, saw that headset-girl’s pussy was cumming nonstop, flooding her body with pleasure. 

“Pay attention,” he said, almost admonishing. 

Her body immediately responded, as if triggered—and the waves of pleasure subsided. She continued to stroke, but it was more languid, less frantic. She enjoyed the slick, warm feel of his precum lubricating every stroke. 

“What do you see?”

“I see one girl unconscious,” she said. “Another with some kind of headset on.”

“That’s right.”

“They’re both quite lovely. At least I think they are...the one is blindfolded, and the other has the headset. But they’re thin and busty and their legs are long. They have nice bone structure. Not as nice as mine, of course...but they are attractive. Will you be fucking them, Master?”

He shrugged. “Probably. But that’s not why they’re here.”

“You could fuck them. You’re so big. You could do anything you want with them.”

He took a long time before answering that, watching her stroke him and breathing heavily. 

“They’re here to prove a point. The leaders of this town don’t like taking girls of this kind of status. They say it brings trouble. But I’m a visionary, Eliana. I got you. And I think having girls like this on our payroll is going to take this town to the next level.”

“Yes, Darling. You’re a visionary.”

It felt so wonderful, knowing she was married to someone with vision.

“This is the business of this town,” he explained. “We take in women from around the world and make them into good girls like you, Eliana. Isn’t that terrific?”

“Oh, yes, Sir. That’s so wonderful. You deserve so many good girls doing what you say. When can I hold them down for you?”

“What?”

“I want to hold them down while you take them and fuck them pregnant. You could do it while their minds still don’t belong to you all the way if you want. I would be very helpful then. That is what you want, isn’t it? If you get them pregnant, then they’ll belong to you forever. Like me. I just know you got me pregnant tonight. I think I can feel it...”

Again he had to stop, grunting and facing her. His cockhead pushing up against her tight belly. 

“Christ,” he said. “You’re so fucking hot. I knew you were beautiful...but your mind is so fucked up. I didn’t put in hardly half of what you’re spouting.”

She liked his admiration. She wanted to prove she deserved it. So—as much as it hurt, she tore herself away from his perfect Husbandly form and Cock and strutted over to headset girl. 

“What’s her name?”

“That’s Cindy. The other is Kenza.”

“Cindy. That’s so pretty.” She ran a hand through Cindy’s hair. “She’s so pretty.”

“Do you recognize her?” He gestured. “Take it off. The bindings too. She’s cooked.”

Slowly, Eliana undid the restraints around Cindy’s head and then her ankles and arms. She took care to bend over deliberately, showcasing her own perfect ass to Samuel as she did so. Samuel was so perfect and so handsome as a husband and she needed to let him Know how much she adored his eyes on her utterly sculpted, beautiful body at all times, even during the simplest and most routine of actions like untying a new slave. 

Cindy’s eyes were hazel, dark in the dim light of the garage but brighter forest green if her head turned the right direction under the spotlight. She was absolutely gorgeous; she resembled to Eliana the kind of femme fatale who might show up in a private detective’s office in old movies. Her hair was disheveled but still perfectly soft and thick as Eliana stroked it over and over. 

Cindy’s eyes were empty. Mouth full of drool.

“There’s all kinds of different methods that we’re allowed to use. It’s whatever we bring to the table, honestly. There’s more than a few stage hypnotists who just got too disgruntled to try anything else but mesmerize girls into being theirs. They usually have to use hard drugs to keep the girls in line for a long period, though. Others use neural implants. There’s all kinds. Hormone control, drugs in the water, you name it.”

“You use the headset-thingy.”

He nodded. “It’s my design. Or my update of an older design. The first was by Mr. Striker, so that’s why he claims original ownership of anything I make and takes such a big cut of the percentage...anyway. Most of the town is using them now. Most of the men who live here pay for the headsets and they pay for licenses for women. The higher the profile of a woman, the more expensive the license is. When I sold enough of the headsets to enough of the men here, I bought the license for you.” He paused, smiling and stroking her hair. “You were really fucking expensive, doll.”

“Good.”

His smile broadened. Eliana tittered happily. She knew he would like that.

“Using this headset, we imprint them,” Samuel explained. “We teach them how to be good girl slaves. They have to understand that they need to obey a man. Please a man. Be his forever. So we...have them please a man. Obey a man.”

“You fuck them while you’re fucking up their minds?”

“Yes.”
“And if you do it enough...they become yours?”
“Yes. There’s one last cycle to permanently affix a girl to someone. The headsets are portable. They cost five million each. The care plan for them is a few hundred thousand a year. We can upgrade them, fix server issues...you don’t understand what I’m saying, do you?”

“I understand you get rich by fucking up the heads of pretty girls so they obey men. Specific men. Rich men. Men like you. Only there are no men like you, because you’re a visionary.”

He flushed again. “Yes.”

“That’s really hot.”

“Do you recognize her?” he asked again. “I was wondering if you would.”

Eliana stopped to consider—still holding Cindy’s delicately beautiful face in one hand, shifting it this way and that. Squeezing her cheeks. Her cunt pulsed with the power she had over the young beauty. 

“I’m not sure. She seems familiar. But then, all beautiful things seem sort of familiar, don’t they? Filling a space in your head you didn’t know was there.”

“Fuck. You’re so hot. I really knocked it out of the park with you.”

Cindy started to stumble out of the chair. Eliana held her up and slid her pretty face against her cunt. It was kind of an accident, kind of not. Cindy immediately started probing with her tongue, looking, trying to please. 

“I have this theory,” said Samuel, “untested in this community, that the bond will be stronger and easier to apply if a woman helps. Like parents. One daddy, teaching order...”

Eliana nodded. “And a mommy teaching nurture.” 

Cindy’s tongue wasn’t very talented. Eliana murmured for her to be slower, to go a-pace, and right away the licking became more concentrated. Looking at Samuel, Eliana’s whole body vibrated with the need to cum already, and Cindy’s sudden talents only made that need amplify. She shuddered, barely holding herself in, knowing that good wives only came when their Husbands said they could. 

A feeling of power filled her. Changing Cindy, just like that, at the gentlest suggestion.

She looked at her husband then, measuring him carefully. 

“You did this to me.”

“Yes.”

Eliana licked her lips. 

“I see.”

“How do you feel about that?”

“You’re letting me know. You didn’t have to. I don’t think Brenda knows anything about this.”

“None of the wives do. It’s not allowed.”

Eliana’s heart sung. He was breaking rules for her. 

“I put some thoughts in your head that I wouldn’t ever put in another wife’s head.” He spoke to her very earnestly. “I’m serious, Eliana. I want a lot of girls servicing me.”

“You Deserve that.”

“I know. But with you...I feel very strongly.”

Eliana purred inwardly. Brimming with happiness. 

“Does that mean you knew me before you took me?”

“No. But I knew of you. I watched you.”

“You were obsessed with me?”

“I guess I was.”

“You were obsessed with me. You took me. Against my will. Maybe I kicked and screamed?”

“At first.”

“I must have fought a lot.”

He shrugged. “They all do. At first.”

“But you don’t care. Your Cock doesn’t care. Your Cock is always right.”

“Yes.” Precum spurted from his Cock; Eliana was saying the right things. He continued. “And I can tell I was right about you. Special orders I gave you, like I said. I knew when I took you I wanted to run this whole damn town. And so I let you in on that. I made it something you want as well.”

Eliana considered for a moment. She did want that.

“How do you feel about that?” he asked. 

She had trouble speaking. So many emotions—all of them dripping with red hot lust and love—filled her all at once. She needed his Cock down her throat just to let her know what to say. Everything she really wanted to say was some variation of a moan or groan of her vocal cords compressed by his massive meat shoving into her esophagus. 

But he had asked her a question. She needed to answer like a good wife. 

She stepped away from Cindy to clear her head and—remembering herself, led the young beauty’s mouth over toward Samuel and unzipped him, rapidly placing his Cock down Cindy’s urgent, aching throat. There was a moment of protest from Cindy—a slight widening of her blank eyes, the merest sounds of distress—and then comforted once her Daddy’s Cock slid inside her throat. 

She was ready to answer—answer in the way that he deserved, with his Cock being pleasured and her eyes only on Him.

“Wait,” he said. 

He withdrew from Cindy for a moment—Cindy whimpering after him, her lips kissing and slurping at empty air as his Cock slid back into his pants. 

“I want a drink. The wine from dinner is still cool. Do you want anything?”

“I-I need a drink of water,” she said. 

He nodded and walked out of the garage. Gratitude filled her. He understood how difficult it was for her to answer right away because of the permanent lust-addling he’d committed to her brain. He was so kind and warm to her. He had just told her the hottest thing imaginable—that he fucked up the minds of whatever girls he wanted to turn them into slaves for himself and others, and that he had done that to her, and that he had molded her to help him break the rules so as to increase his (and therefore her) status! What a man! He knew she just needed to gather herself and then she would be able to attentively see to his every erotic need and help him raise these fuckslave pseudo-daughters however he wished. 

She watched his backside appreciatively as he stepped back into the splendor of their home. Already, she began planning the many renovations she would attempt were his plans to increase their standing in the town to come true. She deserved such things—she was a considerable beauty, after all. 

She was so fucking wet. As soon as he returned she would march right up to him and beg to service his Cock with Cindy’s mouth while he explained everything to her—and if she lost track, then she would just have to have suck him off herself so she could really focus. Samuel could handle it—he was always so Hard, what a fucking Man he was!

Behind her, a crash. 

Suddenly Kenza—awake, alert, unrestrained—was on her. She held the headset in one hand, clutching it wildly almost like a club. She had freed herself somehow from all her restraints. Waiting for an opening. 

She pushed Eliana to the entrance and frantically locked it, bright blue eyes wild and panicked. She held a hand to Eliana’s mouth and shushed her.

“He’ll be back at any moment. We have to move.”

Dragging Eliana by the hand, she ran to the car and opened it. 

“Keys!” she hissed, finding them in the front seat. “I can’t believe it. The gall...”

Eliana, stunned, horny, finding it hard to think, didn’t know what to say or do. She watched as Kenza gathered up Cindy and shoved her into the car first. Cindy, giggling, immediately began to finger herself once inside. 

“D-dear?” she called out. “Husband? She’s—”

Kenza slammed her against the car and then, shuffling, opened it and rushed her inside.

“Shut up!” she whispered. 

Eliana heard shouts from inside the house. Kenza slipped into the driver seat, popped open the garage, and they were gone. 

* * * * *
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“WHEN WE WILL BE GOING back?” Eliana asked. 

“We’re not going back.”

They drove down a long highway. All around them was grasslands—an endless prairie that stretched on all the way to the horizon. Eliana squirmed in the backseat, her seatbelt on. Cindy was on the floor below her, staring at Eliana with empty, lusty eyes and vigorously finger-fucking her cunt. Eliana had lost count of Cindy’s obvious orgasms, and Cindy probably couldn’t count at all anymore. 

“When do you think he’ll meet us? I don’t think he has another car. Should we call when we get there?”

“Oh my god.” Kenza shook her head. “He really fucked you up, didn’t he?”

Eliana felt a wave of warmth wash over her body. “Yes. He did. He did such good job. I want to thank him. Should we arrange for a car once we’re there so he can visit us?”

Kenza’s eyes were perhaps her most expressive feature, though one was spoiled for choice. She had full, lusty lips and a pert nose, high cheekbones, and a delicate neck sitting atop her utterly fit, sculpted form. But her eyes were bright blue sapphires, blazing even in the dim light of the dashboard as Eliana looked into them through the rear-view mirror. 

Her eyes dashed wildly now—across the road, into every mirror, at Eliana and the highway behind. Looking for anyone who might be following. 

“We’re not visiting him or being visited by him. We’re not going back. He’s not coming to see us. We’re safe now, do you understand? We’re away from th-that monster. God. Look what he did to Cindy?”
“Yes.” Eliana looked down and smiled. She was so wet from all the sounds and smells and sight of Cindy. “Look at her.”
“You’re not furious at him?”

“Why would I be furious? He fucked her mind just so. We just need to do a little more work to make sure she’s finished.”

“Eliana...” Kenza shook her head. “How can you say that? Cindy is your fucking girlfriend.”

* * * * *
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THEY PULLED OVER AT small motel. Before leaving the car to check-in, Kenza made Eliana promise to try and not run away. Of course Eliana obliged. Even if she was deeply happy to break her word to Kenza, she liked obeying, generally. But more than that, she had to be there to look after Cindy. 

Master had said, after all, that Cindy was to be something like their daughter. She needed a strong maternal presence to understand her place in the world. 

While Kenza was out of the car, Eliana took her time to explain to Cindy just exactly what Cindy was. She pulled Cindy into her lap, stroking and touching her at will. 

It was quite a sight. Eliana and her impeccable body in lingerie. Cindy just wearing her tiny crop top and socks and that was all.

“You’re a slave,” she said to the darling brunette. “You’re his slave. You’ll always be his slave. It’s inescapable.”

She didn’t know quite what to say—she just said whatever came to mind, whatever felt true. It was easier the more she spoke. 

“You might have little pockets of thoughts that don’t belong to him, but even those just serve as reminders of what you are. A slave. A trophy. A wife to a true king. So even those thoughts you have that seem like they’re in opposition to his rule are really serving him anyway. There’s no escape. It’s a perfect loop. A perfect, perfect loop for perfect trophies of the perfect man.”

Cindy crawled onto her lap, fingering herself still, cumming still, but utterly enraptured by what Eliana said. Eliana merely reinforced what was obviously in Cindy’s brain already. 

“You need his Cock. You need to serve his Cock. His Cock is everything. You’ll obey his Cock. You’ll obey him. He’s your Husband. Husbands are the most glorious of all beings, and he is the most glorious among them. It makes you smile to obey him.”

“Smiiile,” said Cindy, cumming and stretching her lips into a beautiful, heart-aching smile. 

“Good girl!” said Eliana. “That’s so good. We smile for Master. We let him know we care! We let him know how happy he makes us. We let him know—”

Eliana stopped as Kenza returned, opening the door. 

Kenza looked at the scene—Eliana stroking Cindy’s head in her lap and Cindy fingering her tight young drenching-wet pulsating pussy, legs sliding all over the back of the seat—and shook her head. 

“I’ve got a room.”

She drove them to the other side of the motel, out of view of the highway, and in the darkness they entered. The room was on the first floor and had two beds. 

Cindy immediately entered and slid into the bed and positioned her feet wide, thrusting upward with her hips and moaning. 

“H-Husband...” she groaned. “C-Cock...”

Eliana watched her with a mother’s pride swelling in her chest. Her nipples swelled too, erect and firm from the excitement. Very quickly the mixture of their two lusty pussy scents filled the small room. 

Immediately, Kenza picked up the phone and began to dial. 

“Who are you calling?” asked Eliana.

“The police, of course.”

“I see. And what will you do about her?”

Kenza paused. Eliana heard a voice on the other line, asking for the emergency. 

“She’s so fucked up she’s liable to start sucking the cock of the first man she sees,” explained Eliana. “She’ll be utterly deranged. She’s not finished. Are you sure you want to do that to her?”

“I...I don’t know. But...”

“You should be sure, shouldn’t you? It’s good to be sure.”

Kenza put the phone down and gulped.

“Yes. Okay. It’s good to be sure.” She started pacing. “But...but, damn it, he kidnapped us! We can’t just let him get away with it!”

On the table next to the door was a tray of magazines. Something there caught Eliana’s eye. She tugged the chain of the lamp and started sorting through them.

There, on the cover. That was her. Wearing a dripping-hot navy gown at some kind of event. That was her and Cindy, wearing a similar outfit but in dark cream. 

Girlfriends! the headline read.

Big time super models “come out” and reveal they’re not virgins after all—but have been dating for over a year!

Who could resist reading about themselves in a magazine?

Eliana followed the table of contents right to the article, reading all about herself. She was twenty-one years old. Cindy was twenty. They were world-famous and millionaires, paid by the thousands for every photo shot. The magazine contained an exclusive interview where she and Cindy spoke about how they met at a photo shoot in Greece and almost immediately fell in love. They were both each other’s first real serious partner. Cindy was Southern and had never been attracted to girls before Eliana. She admitted to feeling “a little seduced” by the more experienced Eliana. 

I: Have you ever been with a man?

Eliana: No. Frankly...I just don’t see the attraction.

Cindy: I had a crush here and there, but nothing serious. 

I: Have you had any ‘pushback’ from coming out?

Eliana: There were rumblings that we were ruining kind of our individual brand. Taking us ‘off the market,’ or whatever.

Cindy: Yes. It was a little gross. 

Eliana: But, in the end, we decided that we’re not like, property, you know? We’re not just trophies to hang on a man’s arm or star in some guy’s fantasy. This is our life. We’re in love. Deal with it. 

Eliana couldn’t help but cry as she read it. She had been so fucking wrong. There was nothing more glorious, more beautiful, more perfect than being the property of a man—the one man, the real man, her Man. Her Husband. It was such a privilege to be his. To be Property. To be Owned. She was so incredibly Lucky.

“You’re starting to get it, aren’t you?” Kenza watched her find the magazine, watched her react. “I wasn’t sure if I could trust you. I could hear how far gone you were. How...under his thumb. But there were a few times when you hesitated, when you paused...I really wanted you to be able to come back from the brink.”

“Oh.” Eliana nodded. “I see.”

“And...you get it, don’t you? What he’s done. What they’ve done. They’ve taken us against our will. Fucked with our heads somehow. That helmet was only on me for a little bit before he went full-bore on Cindy, but...but it’s still doing its work. I can hear...voices...”

She paused, wiping away tears forming at her eyes. Eliana’s cunt pulsed, deep with need. Master had fucked her brain up already. Gosh. That opened up so many possibilities. 

Eliana suspected this from Kenza’s behavior with the phone. Going along so easily with Eliana’s gentle suggestion. 

“What do you remember?” Eliana asked her. She had to speak a little louder because Cindy was moaning so loud. “From...” she almost said his blessing, but that would give her away. “...that time with it on?”

Instantly, Kenza flushed. A deep, vibrant pink attending her pale skin. She had such beautiful perky tits. Eliana enjoyed watching the heady line of her cleavage color as Kenza recalled. 

“I...I remember...it’s hard to say. A lot of it, I just felt...blank. Like I was dreaming.”

“Dreaming,” said Eliana.

Kenza nodded. “Yes, dreaming. Dreaming a dream that was hard to...hard to...hard...”

“Soooo hard,” moaned Cindy. Her wet cunt glistening. “So harrrd...”

“Yes,” said Eliana, insistent. “Very hard. To remember?”

She took Kenza’s hand, holding it gently between her own. 

“Yes.” Kenza licked her lips. “I dreamt about serving. O-obeying. Like I didn’t have a will. Or if I did...it wasn’t mine. Or, it was mine, but it only felt like mine, and my real will—the real me—was buried somewhere. And it was hard to tell which was which.”

“It felt like he decided,” Eliana helped.

Kenza’s eyes went wide. “He decided, yes. That’s...he...he decides...”

She whimpered, pulling away from Eliana’s grip and hugging herself tight. On the bed, Cindy pulsated and fingered, repeating their words. 

“He deciiiides. Daddy decides. He always deciiides...”

Kenza, flushed and flustered and biting a lip, backed away. 

“I-I have to go to the bathroom!”

The walls were thin. Despite Cindy’s continued moaning, Eliana heard Kenza cum. There was plenty of opportunity for Eliana to make her own phone call.

* * * * *
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“I...I DON’T KNOW THAT we should do this,” said Kenza.

“Don’t be silly, dear. We talked about this. Of course this is what to do.”

“Of course it is,” Kenza repeated, obediently. “I...I-I just...I’m not sure. Wh-what if...”

Eliana shushed her with a soft kiss on the cheek. “Trust me, sweetie. Okay?”

Kenza whimpered and nodded, shuffling on the sheets. 

They were on the bed, entangled with one another. Kenza faced the door, and Eliana cuddled up tight against her. Kenza didn’t know it yet, but Eliana had the headset just within reach and out of view. Kenza had left it on the ground when she went to the bathroom and didn’t look for it when she returned from her multiple orgasms, dazed and still whimpering and flushed. 

The orgasms weren’t making her life easier; Eliana knew they would only make it harder. Kenza needed a real orgasm now—a Cock orgasm. And she would only receive that from Samuel.

It was night now. While Kenza had been in the bathroom, Eliana used cord from the window blinds to make it appear as though she had tied Cindy to the bed, and softly whispered more lines of sweet hot worship to Cindy’s vulnerable, fertile mind. 

Samuel is God.

Samuel is Husband.

You Obey Husband.

You Obey God.

You Obey Samuel.

You Love Samuel.

You Love God.

You Love Husband.

And on and on. 

When Kenza returned, Eliana explained that they needed to spend the night in the same bed with each other. 

“If we don’t, that means one of us will be on the bed with Cindy, and then we’ll start cumming with her. And that seems wrong, doesn’t it? She’s so far gone.”

In fact, Cindy was more calm than she had been this entire time. Kenza tallied that up to cumming herself into exhaustion—but really it was because Cindy’s mind was more laser-focused on appropriate thoughts for a new WifeSlave. But Kenza went along with it, with only a minor complaint.

“Why don’t I sleep on the floor?”

“Don’t be silly, sweetie,” Eliana had said. “You’re a model. Models don’t sleep on the floor.”

“Oh. Right.” She nodded. “Of course.”

It was so easy to manipulate her now that Eliana knew the words. Samuel probably would have taught them to her if he had had the time—instead he just gave her a few over the phone in their brief call earlier. Kenza had interfered with her own training—a trespass for which she would pay dearly—but first Eliana had to fuck up her mind proper. 

In the bed, Kenza’s body pressed up against Eliana’s. She had stripped down to underwear. She had tried for a little while to get in the bed with a shirt on but it kept itching her nipples. More conditioning. Now she was topless, wearing only plain white nearly-sheer panties, pushing her rear against Eliana’s crotch. 

Eliana could feel the heat from the spectacularly stacked blond, the way her body micro-squirmed under Eliana’s soft touch. Eliana tugged herself tighter against Kenza, enjoying playing with her. Like a new toy. Her own cunt was sopping wet; she still just wore the lingerie from her dinner with Samuel.

Kenza’s pelvic bone was a delight to touch. So sharp and diagonal. So long and pronounced. Eliana danced her fingers along it and then rubbed them, making happy sounds deep in her throat.

“Eliana...” Kenza whimpered. “Would you...would you not tease me like that?”

Across from them, Cindy looked on with big eyes. Licking her lips at the two models. One of them her former girlfriend not-too-slowly-and-definitely-surely seducing the other. Eliana locked eyes with Cindy and slid her hands down into Kenza’s panties, deliberately misreading her words.

She and Cindy had the same thoughts now, happy servant girl sister slaves to Master.

This is for Samuel.

This is for Samuel.

This is for Samuel.

Kenza was as wet as her scent advertised. The second that Eliana’s fingers touched her, she squirmed, pushing both back and toward. 

“Th-that wasn’t what I meant, oh god...oh god, Cindy is right there...”

Cindy was right there, watching and pulsing with her hips. Knowing that her time would come soon. 

“Isn’t it nicer this way?” asked Eliana. “Isn’t it just so pleasant to be with each other? I heard you making yourself cum earlier. You didn’t have to do that. The two of us could have helped you.”

“N-no.” Kenza shook her head. “We just need to get some sleep. We’ll feel better in the morning, away from him. And then I’ll take us in to the nearest police station, or back home, a-and we’ll f-figure it all out and holy fuck your fingers are so warm ohmygod—”

Her voice became a dribble of hot whimpers, needy and squirming just like the rest of her. Eliana kissed her neck and shoulders and Kenza, quivering, turned her head and kissed her back. Their lips touching heatedly. With her head turned, Cindy slipped off the bed and maneuvered around, slinking until she snatched the headset from Eliana’s outstretched hand. 

Eliana tugged at Kenza, making her face her entirely. Getting her warm and gooey for Samuel. Her fingers sliding up deep inside of her. 

“You’re such a good kisser, baby,” Eliana said. 

“Thank you.”

Kenza’s voice was very quiet. Eyes big. Searching for meaning in Eliana’s Husband-owned gaze.

“He’s going to like you so much. You’ll be such a good girl for him.”

Kenza shook her head and started to sit up. “No. No. God, I knew it. I knew you were still all fucked. But you’re so hot and—”

She sat up straight into the headset, waiting there under Cindy’s grip.

“N-noooo...!”

She thrashed and began to scream. Lights flickered on the headset as it powered on. Cindy held it place while Eliana held her arms. The two of them slowly hugged and tugged Kenza down to the bed even as she kicked and struggled. Cindy’s hand went over her mouth and nose, covering up the noise of her screams. She had sounded so far like nothing except for a passionate lover—no one in the lonely motel would investigate.

Eliana and Cindy smiled at each other. Winked. Licked their lips. Their hot pussies dripping all over Kenza’s legs, each of them straddling one of her thin thighs between their own. 

That was the last thing Kenza saw before her mind went away for good, before she became a perfectly brainwashed fuckpet for Samuel forever—Eliana and Cindy smiling at each other and beginning to chant. 

“We’re such good girls for Him. We’re such good girls for Him. We’re such good girls for Him...”

* * * * *
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SAMUEL ARRIVED ABOUT two hours later while Kenza’s brain was still cooking. The scene he entered into would have been worth several million dollars to photograph. Eliana and Cindy sat up against the headboard of the bed, softly and insistently making out with one another. Kenza’s head was between Eliana’s legs, the headset still on. Kenza’s fingers were deep inside Cindy’s never-been-Cock-fucked pussy.

Cindy and Eliana turned with dreamy, needy eyes as Samuel entered. They looked at him and just came, and came again, for more than a minute. Big, wet, doe-eyed innocent looks.

“Hello, Darling,” said Eliana. “We’re so happy you made it. Do you want to join us?”

He obviously did, but he looked a little panicked. 

“Did she call anyone? Did anyone see her?”

Eliana shook her head. “Just the clerk at the front.”

“She didn’t call anyone? You’re sure?”

“I talked her out of it.”

“Good. That’s so good.” He remembered himself after a moment. “Good girl.”

Eliana came again, tightening her thigh’s grip around Kenza’s skull. 

“Won’t you join us, sir?”

He shook his head. “We have to get out of here. It’s not safe. I had to get a taxi to come here. People saw. There will be questions.”

She extricated herself from Kenza—guiding the blonde over to Cindy’s pussy—and walked over and embraced her Husband. He needed her embrace; he needed to be reassured. She could do that for him. Her tongue skated across his lips and then in, joining lips with him in a passionate, life-altering kiss—like it had been ten years since he had seen him last and not just a matter of hours. They kissed for a long time. She loved kissing her husband. Right away, her hands went to his Cock. Cindy slid away from Kenza, leaving the blonde whimpering and licking air, and came kneeling at the edge of the bed to paw at Samuel’s Cock with Eliana.

He pushed them both away. Eliana’s heart filled with admiration. He was able to resist two brainwashed supermodels who needed his Cock because of his sense of duty. What a man!

“We have to go, right now.”

“Can we at least have Kenza suck you off while you drive? She needs to be conditioned to you, Husband, or else someone else might be able to take her. And don’t you deserve three brainfucked supermodel wives adoring Your Cock?

He agreed that he did. 

* * * * *
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THEY STOPPED AT A DINER on the edge of town. 

As they pulled in, Cindy and Eliana both pouted. Cindy had been in the backseat and Eliana in the front, with Kenza jammed between the various instruments of the dash and Samuel’s Cock. She was too headfucked from the headset to be able to move herself properly, so Eliana took it upon herself to guide her up and down Samuel’s ultra-hard Cock, regularly banging her skull against the steering wheel as she did. 

It was a classic kind of diner with a big white sign. The name of it was Deliah’s, shining in big bright red lettering in the early morning light. 

The sun came down low on the impromptu family in the car. Sighing, Samuel popped Kenza off his cock and removed the headset. 

“She’s probably mostly cooked by now,” he said. “Come on.”

He brought some extra clothes for them. Eliana felt perfectly natural wearing her lingerie and robe, so she did. Cindy put on a pair of tight hot shorts—she was Eliana’s size—and a tiny sweater top. Kenza was too mindfucked to handle anything more complicated than a slip dress, which she put on and then stumbled after them barefoot. 

The diner was mostly deserted. The gloriously leggy Asian waitress behind the counter greeted them while giving the owner a handjob. 

“Just a second, lovers! We’ll be right with you.”

There were only two other patrons in the diner. One was at the counter receiving a blowjob from a pink-clad waitress, who was also Asian. Her hair was perfectly coiffed, blond, her heels a shiny glossy pink. 

The other patron had another waitress—who looked identical to the one at the counter and the hostess—bent over a table while he drilled her from behind. He saw Samuel and waved merrily, recognizing him. Samuel waved back with a short, cursory smile. 

They found a booth near the corner. Samuel positioned himself so he could see the door. He clearly was waiting for someone to arrive. 

He was so stressed out. Eliana knew just what he needed. He had cum at least once down Kenza’s throat on the ride there, but that hadn’t been enough and he was still so hard. Cindy was on one side of him, kneeling and pushing her heavy tits on his arm, and Eliana was on the other doing the same. Kenza was underneath, resting her pretty head on his inner-thigh and licking his Cock through his pants. 

“Wouldn’t you like to fuck your new toy, darling?” Eliana purred. “Break her in? Christen her as yours?”

She meant Cindy, of course, which he knew.

“I don’t know if she’ll really be mine, is the thing,” said Samuel. “I think there’s some factors that—”

“But I want her to be yours, Samuel. I want my girlfriend to be your wife. Please? Won’t you please fuck her rotten?”

“Fuck. You know she’s your girlfriend?”

Eliana nodded. “I mean, I know she was. Now she can be something even better.”

“Right,” said Cindy. “Who would want to be just a girlfriend to someone like Eliana if I could be her sister-wife? That’s way better. I just...I just need your Cock inside me...and then it can be permanent. What if you got me pregnant?”

Eliana and Cindy both tittered with happiness at the idea. Samuel looked unconvinced.

“Ladies.” He shook his head. “You don’t understand. I know you’re just trying to be good girls, but there’s people coming, and—”

“You could be coming,” said Eliana.

“You make me cum all the time, Master,” said Cindy.

Eliana knew that wasn’t true, not yet, but Cindy said it with such conviction that she believed it. That must have been how she herself sounded all the time. Samuel had really fucked their heads up. He was so powerful. Eliana loved him so much.

“F-fuck.” 

He really liked Cindy. Liked looking at her. Eliana could tell. She leaned in to him as he did, locking eyes with his young bride. 

“Go on, Daddy. Fuck her. You can fuck her here. You can do anything you want, can’t you? You can do it all.”

“I...fuck.” 

Eliana pulled his Cock out. Kenza, underneath them on the table, audibly gasped and came—even though it had been inside of her already for most of the last hour.

“I’m too tired to fend you off. You’re so insistent. I didn’t think you’d be...so convinced...”

Eliana smiled. She loved winning. “It’s just that...”

She grabbed Cindy by the arm and slid her over Samuel’s Cock. Cindy, anticipating this, had already mostly kicked her hot shorts off. Eliana continued.

“...you really deserve multiple wives. Young wives. Famous wives. Wives who are ready to do anything for you.”

“Make you more slaves,” said Cindy, sliding her cunt down completely onto his Cock.

“Make you babies.”

“Make you happy.”

“Make you feel like God.”

Cindy nodded, kissing and crying, so happily full of needy, urgent, immediate cums as his Cock shoved deep up inside her. She was so slick and he was so strong that he was able to push her up and down with hardly any effort at all. 

“Do you feel like God, Master?” Cindy asked him. 

“We want you to feel like God.”

“We want our Husband to feel like God.”

“Like you’re fucking heaven.”

“Like you can do anything you want.”

Eliana had lost track of who was talking, whether it was her or Cindy. Their voices had begun to sound so similar. And she knew, too, that underneath them, Kenza was pushing her mouth up against the joining of Cindy and Samuel urgently, soaking it in—soaking in everything. Maybe she’d be even more brainfucked than anyone else! That would be so wonderful.

Cindy’s legs wrapped tight around Samuel’s waist, jammed there between the table and the booth. And Eliana wrapped her own thighs around Cindy, intensely rubbing her sopping wet cunt and especially her clit on Cindy’s hard muscle and bone.

“Fuck her, Master. Fuck your new wife.”

“Get me pregnant.”

“Get her pregnant, oh my god! Get her pregnant. Let us be pregnant together.”

“Think of all the hot preggo blowjobs we’ll give you.”

“Think of how big our titties will get!”

“We’ll probably both have twins, you’re such a fucking man, cum in me please!”

Samuel tore his attention between kissing Eliana, kissing Cindy, and holding both tight and just kissing them as much as he possibly could. He needed to cum. Eliana knew he would cum soon. 

“Please, Daddy? Please cum in my girlfriend? I’m so happy you fucked up my mind to want this. I’m so happy you fucked up her mind. She’s so fucking controlled by you and so am I and it makes me so fucking hot and I never want it to stop ever and—”

That was what he needed to hear. His cum exploded from him, shooting up hard into Cindy with such ferocity that Eliana actually found herself holding Cindy down—a little afraid she might be knocked off or thrown to the ceiling. 

Cindy came wildly with him, thrashing hard on his cock. Where Eliana came quietly and distinctly, dignified and elegant, Cindy was like a young wild supernova of explosive need.

“Oh yes yes yes yes yes oh my god oh my god ohmygod yes!”

The scent of cum—already so thick in the diner—was even heavier now. The other couples that had been fucking had stopped everything they were doing just to watch.

Samuel, Eliana, and Cindy were all still coming down from their love high, kissing and twitching and sharing with each other, when Samuel’s words came true. 

Three men wearing sharp pinstripe suits arrived in three cars outside. Each one was paired with a wife, whom they instructed to remain outside. Each wife was patently gorgeous. Eliana recognized Hannah as one of them. Blonde, imperious, and sneering, she immediately started dressing down the other two wives. Eliana could see their tears clearly. Hannah even had them start doing squats in front of her. 

Eliana, despite having been on the opposite end of that kind of treatment from Hannah, could only be envious. She wanted to treat people like Hannah did—she wanted to treat everyone like that. She wanted the status. 

The men approached Samuel, who shuffled Cindy down under the table with Kenza where they both attended his Cock under Eliana’s wordless direction. 

These men wore short-brimmed hats and sunglasses, looking sort of like G-Men. The one in front had a thin mustache and was the kind of virile, old man whose appearance belied his age—except for his hands. His hands easily put him at seventy years-old or beyond, even though his body was still fit and capable.

“You’ve really made a fine mess of this,” he said, drawing himself up and turning his nose to one side.

“I’m not sure what you mean, Mr. Striker.”

Ah. So this was Hannah’s Husband. The big bad owner of the town.

“I wasn’t ever sold on this plan to begin with. We’ve been doing fine for years with the program running as is. We take normal girls, girls no one will miss all that much. We’ve always taken normal girls. We can make them into porn stars, into starlets, slaves, into whatever we want. We don’t need to start with famous girls.”

“But the clientele for—”

“I’ve been running this town for a generation, Samuel. Don’t talk to me about clientele. You don’t have a clientele. You have the barest thread of my goodwill left. You’re being cracked down to Neophyte as of tomorrow morning when town hall opens up to put the record in.”

Samuel said nothing. Eliana could feel the anger rising up in him. The things he wanted to say. She wanted so much to comfort him, but that wouldn’t help, not now.

“No? Nothing to say?” Mr. Striker jeered. “You’re usually so quick with a combat.”

“Words are wasted on a fool’s ears. Isn’t that what you like to say?”

Mr. Striker stopped, frowned, and shook his head. “We’re done here. And so are you. Let’s go.”

Eliana watched them leave. Their wives met them at the door—the two spares with Hannah breathing hard from their impromptu squat routine—greeting them as if they had been away at war, with popped feet and big arm embraces.

“Samuel,” she said. “Don’t you think all those women would look good kneeling before you? Maybe with their husbands apologizing and giving you everything they have?”

He laughed. “Yes, dear. Of course they would.”

Eliana studied them outside, watched them walk all the way to their cars. 

“Yes. I think so too.”

# # #
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Bimbo Wife – Happy Harem
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Samuel fucked his young wives in the bedroom of his house for the first and last time. There three of them in all, all of them completely devoted to his mood, to his needs, to his delight. They needed him more than they needed anything—more than they needed to breathe or eat or drink water, they needed to serve their Husband.

All four of them were in his massive double-king-sized bed. An impressive, visionary Master like Samuel needed a huge bed, as Eliana well knew, and though she hadn’t picked out the sheets or the mattress herself, she also knew she wouldn’t and couldn’t have made a different decision about them. Samuel Decided. Daddy Decided. Master Decided. Good wives did what their MasterDaddies told them to do. 

Outside, Josephine—the spare wife, who they had stolen from another Master—fingered herself and listened at the door. Only Samuel’s best wives were allowed in.

Samuel was inside of the young Cindy—the youngest of the three by far, just barely legal—slowly sliding in and out with his big, strong hands holding her by the hips to guide and steer her as she came again and again with every last stroke. Her young body flushed, contorted, shivering and quivering in ecstasy, biting into the sheets and pillows to mute her screams because it turned their Master on to see her try and fail to somehow hold onto a semblance of control. 

Kenza, blonde and gorgeous and so statuesque she seemed almost carved out of pure white marble at times, kissed and moaned and prayed over Samuel’s masterfully huge cock as it entered and exited from Cindy’s tight young cunt. Her tongue dragged the shaft, her lips sucking at their joining, her needy pussy grinding hard into Cindy’s side. 

Eliana was at Samuel’s side, where she belonged, his First Wife, kissing and moaning and cooing and urging him on. Grinding her own pussy into his side, so he could feel how wet just watching him fuck another woman got her. Pushing at his hips when he pushed into Cindy so he could know how badly it excited her to feel him utterly control the body of a mind-controlled slavewife.

Eliana, a bit unlike Cindy and Kenza, was perfectly aware she was being mind controlled. She was perfectly aware that Samuel had ruined her life, ruined her for anyone else, ruined any dreams she may have had of fame and fortune as a supermodel. She knew that Samuel had transformed her entirely into a glory-seeking, vainglorious, haughty wifepet who existed purely to make his Cock Hard. 

And she loved it. She loved being it, she loved knowing it, and she loved not being able to stop it. It was her whole fucking life and she never, ever wanted it to end.

It was the first time he fucked them in the bed because the gorgeous blond Kenza and the delectably busty Cindy had only really become his wives in the past twenty-four hours. Samuel had brought them both into his home to brainwash them completely. Eliana was supposed to assist. It had been going beautifully with Cindy, who took to the brainwashing and re-conditioning like an absolutely good girl. 

She begged for it even still now that she was completely mindfucked, licking the special headset Samuel had perfected to make her Daddy hard and to convince him to wipe her mind again and again and fill it only with pure, dreamy thoughts of his virile white seed and his big, gorgeous Cock.

But, before everyone had been properly brainwashed, Kenza had escaped, trying to take Cindy and Eliana with her. Kenza, silly girl, had resisted. Kenza—even sillier—had thought somehow Eliana had wanted to get away. 

Eliana’s mind was far too fucked to let that happen. And she loved her fucked mind. She loved that she was brainwashed. She loved that she was nothing more than a happy, giggly, sexy trophy for her man. 

During the escape attempt, Kenza had explained Eliana’s old life to her—she was a model. A famous one. Cindy was her model girlfriend. Kenza was her modeling rival. Samuel, it seemed, had a thing for models—and he was trying to brainwash them to prove his worth in the town. 

The more high-profile captures he had, the more he could charge for his services, and the more money he could bring into the town. The higher their status would be.

Kenza found this disgusting; Eliana found it mouth-watering and pussy-moistening. Her man was so strong and handsome and smart to come up with such an amazing plan! He would make their status so fucking important and respected in the town!

And he Deserved. God, what he Deserved! He Deserved so much. 
He Deserved Kenza. Worshiping his Cock. Slaving over it with those beautiful lips. Slobbering over it like she was right now in the bedroom, making out with Cindy’s clit with her lips and tongue brushing on top of his enormous, thick-headed Cock while Eliana whispered soft, urgent, needy thoughts in her DaddyHusband’s ear. 
So, of course, during the escape, Eliana had re-fucked Kenza’s head. Kenza had taken the special headset Samuel used to brainwash his girls, probably as evidence of his “wrongdoing.” Eliana had slipped it back on Kenza’s head and made her believe all the values and principles that a good slave bimbo wife did. 

But it was also the last time he would fuck his girls in his bed like this. He had already shot his load into Cindy multiple times—marking her as his, emptying his virile seed into her hyper-fertile womb. Part of the program that Samuel put his girls on was a strict regimen of pills, all of which improved fertility, bone health, hair growth, and skin shine. 

Eliana had benefited so much from it. She wished she could find out where he kept the pills so she take extra big doses to make herself even more perfect for him. That was probably why he kept it secret.
Kenza’s turn was next. Fucking her would be a real treat for Samuel. She had resisted so much. She had tried taking Eliana and Cindy away from him! It would be such a beautiful piece of justice for Samuel to fuck her full of his seed until she couldn’t possibly belong to anyone but him. 
But, he was hesitant. Eliana had to convince him. Men were coming tomorrow to take Kenza away from him. They would have taken Cindy too, but Samuel had already cum in her. Imprinting her with his seed. She wouldn’t be loyal to anyone else from now on. She’d always need Samuel. 

Eliana knew this, because he had done that to Eliana as well. Shortly after completely fucking up her fragile, shattered psyche, he made his Cock and Seed the only things that made her whole. 

He was so clever like that. Now he forever had a pair of supermodel fuckpets to do with as he pleased.

But he had been told by his “superiors” in the town—a term which Eliana would never understand, no one was superior to Samuel—that he would have to give up his unclaimed property. 

Which is why, as Kenza and Cindy dutifully worshiped his Cock with their mouths, Eliana stroked his chest and urged him to claim Kenza. 
“It’s just...you could have her, darling,” she moaned. “You could have her, forever, and you deserve her.”
“It’s not that simple, babe.” He had long pauses between several words as Cindy came and Kenza’s tongue lashed around his turgidity. “If it was, Christ, god, that’s good...if it was that simple, I’d own fifteen of you.”

That thought delighted Eliana. Fifteen or more. Twenty-five. One hundred. Why not? He could handle it. And she could run it all for him.

She put her hand against Kenza’s mouth, pushing hard. Cindy got the idea and slid away, eagerness replacing the vapid stare of her “Getting-Fucked” state. She quickly arranged herself so that she was next to Kenza on Samuel’s Cock, kissing obediently  but whispering little thoughts of worship while she pushed with Eliana—guiding Kenza’s head up and down her Master’s Cock.

Cindy couldn’t stop whispering thoughts of adoration:

You’re the Best, Samuel.

You’re so Strong, Samuel.

I’m so lucky to have you as a Husband, Master.

I Love You, Husband.

“It’s just...you’re so strong, Samuel,” Eliana whispered. “You deserve Kenza. You deserve Cindy. You deserve me. Shouldn’t you have all of us? Shouldn’t you have more of us?”

He looked at her steadily, the desire clear in his eyes. “I know what you’re doing, Eliana.”

“And yet you’re not stopping me. Gosh, Samuel. You could with just one word. Isn’t that interesting? It’s like you want me to do it. It’s like I can’t help but do everything that you want me to do.”

“Ugh.” 

Cindy popped Kenza’s mouth off his cock and guided the blonde’s tits upward—smooshing his heavy, dense Cock between his own abdomen and Kenza’s tits and mouth. Cindy pushed and pulled Kenza up and down. Kenza, who could barely speak she was so fucking turned on and newly brainwashed. Kenza, who couldn’t even make words—completely controlled by other mind-controlled girls as she worked up and down on her new Master’s Cock.

“You could just take her forever.” 

Cindy agreed. “You can do anything, Master.”

“You’ll make the money back. You don’t have to sell her. There’s all kinds of ways we can keep the house. With the three of us on your side, who would be able to deny that you’re at Magnus level? That you’re at Elysian?”

Eliana barely knew what an Elysian was or really what it meant. What she did know was that it was at the top and so she wanted it for herself. 

“Fuck. God. The two of you...three of you...you’re so hot...”

Eliana softly pushed Samuel back on the bed and all the girls rearranged themselves accordingly. She nodded to Cindy, who smiled and positioned Kenza so that the blonde started to ride Samuel’s Cock. They took it slow, giving him plenty of time to refuse—but he did not. 

Cindy snuggled up next to Samuel on one side and Eliana on the other. They murmured and moaned and cooed in his ear while his massive cock thrust deep into Kenza’s waiting, tight pussy again and again. 

“You’re the Man, Samuel.” Cindy’s hands all up in Eliana’s hair and on Kenza, guiding her.

“You’re our Man.” Eliana stroking his chest and kissing him over and over. 

“We’re so Lucky we’re yours.”

“We’re so blessed to be yours.”

“We’re so deeply lucky to know You.”

“We’re so deeply blessed to experience this.”

“Kenza is so lucky to be on Your Cock.”

“She can’t stop cumming. She’ll never stop cumming now that she’s yours.”

“She’ll cum again and again and again and it will be because of you.”

“Because our beauty, and our bodies, and our minds, and our souls...”

They finished together. “Belong entirely to you.”

Samuel could hold it in no longer. Looking up at Kenza’s pristinely tiny, slender body. Her gorgeous face so contorted with ecstasy. Powering his hips upwards, nearly knocking her into the ceiling fan, he came in her.

He marked her.

There was no turning back now. The air felt like it swept out of the room as they all came down. Eliana and Cindy had cum spectacularly, seeing their MasterHusband come into another girl—they always came when they saw that because they were Good Wives. 

They took several minutes to kiss and coo and mew over one another before Samuel finally pinned Eliana underneath him—hard again, and ready to take his first wife. 

“So,” he said to Eliana. “I take it you have some kind of plan?”

* * * * * 
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LATER THAT MORNING, she walked through the town briskly and deliberately—or at least, as briskly and deliberately as her outfit would allow. 

She wore preposterously tall heels that were designed to only work on a tall, tight frame like hers. They were strappy and shiny matte white leather, criss-crossing over her feet up to her ankles in an elaborate design in order to draw more eyes on every part of her. Her legs were bare otherwise—it was a cheery summer day, perfect for cheery summer skirts—leading up to the girlish pleated edge of her tight a-frame partly-sheer skirt. The top she wore was barely buttoned, a sleeveless wide-necked blouse that drew all eyes to her immaculately shiny cleavage and the full-erotic display of her shining, prominent clavicles. 

She carried with her an over-sized designer bag; it didn’t quite go with the outfit—a true shame—but it was the only one she had that could carry what she needed. She’d drain Samuel’s accounts later for an entire collection of Hermes and Gucci accessories to take care of any new incumbent storage issues. 

Cindy walked with her, happily decked out in an ultra-tight blue summer dress, the cut deeply revealing down her bountiful chest. Stretchy and clingy fabric did nothing to hide the tight thinness of her overtly sexy frame. Her heels were just as tall as Eliana’s, which—even with as much as Eliana loved Cindy—lent to a satisfied sneer on Eliana’s face as they walked because Eliana’s stride was just that much longer. Cindy might have been the newer Wife, but Eliana was taller. 

That would mean eyes would always go on her first, no matter how big Cindy’s tits were. 

Eliana no longer had the faculties for any kind of elaborate deception, nor did she have the intelligence of the town’s workings to organize any kind of masterful ruse. All she had—all she needed—was supreme dedication to her Husband’s Supremacy. 

She loved him so fucking much. She knew he Deserved it all. 

They strutted, arm in arm, down the street and toward the edge of town. Cindy’s heavy tits pushed frequently into Eliana’s arm, which kept the two young stunners permanently aroused. They walked with wet pussies just like Good Wives should.
Back at home, Samuel recuperated from the morning’s joyfully fertile jaunts with Josephine and Kenza, both of his young new wives doing everything they could to impress upon them their worth. Kenza, so much more gloriously hot than Josephine, would likely quickly outpace the merely-comely girl in no time at all. Eliana’s heart fluttered with excitement thinking about it. Soon, all three of them would be able to bark orders at Josephine, knowing that as just some Neophyte-transfer wife, she would never hold a candle to the hotness that the three of them possessed as naturally-made Elysian girls. 
She would be their punching bag for years and years until the hours and hours of service and humiliation would finally tire her out to the point that her body simply quit—or she became so ragged and ugly that Samuel wanted to get rid of her. Or maybe Samuel would feel vicious one day and want to turn the figurative punching bag into a literal one. Whatever it was, Eliana was sure she would enjoy it. She would kiss his knuckles afterward and assure him he did the right thing. That’s what a Good Wife did.

They passed a school yard on the way where cheerleaders were practicing in a big crowd of pom poms and skirts and thigh-high socks.. 

So far, Eliana had not seen many children in the town. She had seen plenty of pregnant women, and lots of beautiful young barely-legal women dressed like they were younger. It was strange, then, to see a school at all. 

She supposed the town must have children somewhere, unless they were all ferried away somewhere so that the majority of the men could live their lives in a sex-filled dreamscape with no responsibilities.

A chain-link fence separated the sidewalk and the field. Eliana and Cindy stopped to watch the practice for a little while, transfixed by what they saw.  

The girls wore tiny skirts and tops so tight they looked sprayed on. Each one was assuredly eighteen, some even may have been older—but all were blessed with gorgeous womanly curves and long hair and amazing racks. 

They cheered in hot, intricate formations, tossing each other dozens of feet in the air with what appeared to be no effort at all. Limbs and hair flipped every which way. 

While they practiced, one man looked on. He wore a dark baseball cap and sat in a lawn chair. A gorgeous girl—she looked far too young to properly be called a woman—orchestrated practice around him. The only thing distinguishing her from the rest of the cheerleaders was the clipboard in her hands and the fact that she sat on the man’s lap with his Cock pushing deep up into her pussy from behind as they watched the cheerleaders perform.

The coach noticed Cindy and Eliana after a while. Eliana saw—with immense satisfaction—that the two of them standing together with smiles and wonder on their faces made him cum almost immediately inside his assistant, when watching the routine had not.  

“Do you girls want to be cheerleaders too?” the coach called to them, after recovering for a moment. “We could always use more girls.”

“No thanks,” said Eliana. “We’re deeply happy with our Husband.”

“So were they,” the assistant nodded, readjusting her skirt. Seed dripped down her legs. “So was I, as a matter of fact.”

“He’s not your original Husband?”

“Yes? No? I don’t know anymore. I don’t really care, all because he wants me not to. In a town full of mind-controlling hunks...the best girls belong to whoever has the balls to take them. He’s admitted being surprised to me how few people actually stood in his way.”

Eliana tugged Cindy along. She was more confident than ever in her little plan. 

“B-but...” Cindy whimpered, still staring at the show. “We could put on a show for him...”

“I’ll have Samuel buy you a cheerleading outfit soon.”

* * * * *
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THE HOUSE AT THE EDGE of town belonged to the Strikers—the top family in the entire town. The acreage it was on was isolated from the rest of the community, kept apart and on top of a hill overlooking the road that led into the city center. 

Mr. Striker answered the door. 

“What are you doing here?”

Eliana and Cindy preened under his gaze. “We’re here to make peace, Mr. Striker.”
Cindy nodded, continuing. “Samuel thought it would be such a good idea if you knew that you and he were on the same side.”
“Yes,” said Eliana. “We just didn’t want there to be any hard feelings between the two of you.”

“A peace offering, hm?” 

He ogled Eliana up and down, and then Cindy, and then Eliana again. Eliana could not help but feel a dash of pride that she felt his eyes twice. She was made to be looked at. She existed only for Samuel, of course—but drawing the gaze of other men helped him in many ways. It distracted them, made their minds soft and made them easy to manipulate. It also added to his status—when other men wanted to be Samuel, it meant he was more powerful.

Stepping to one side, Mr. Striker let them into the house. 
“Hannah is in the back, suntanning. She’s got a gorgeous tan already, as you know. Better than yours. But she likes to maintain. You’ll learn what it means to maintain, the longer you’re in this town.”
Eliana could feel his eyes crawling over her trim, fit body as she passed him. They walked into a small parlor with red sofas and tall bookshelves. Eliana took her time, absorbing everything. The vaulted ceilings. The old volumes bound in leather on the shelves. The crystal chandelier. It was elegant, in a way, but almost a bit too much of a put-on. Her placements would be classier. More refined. Steeped in regality. 

“So.” Mr. Striker had already begun to take his pants off. “Which one of you wants to make up for your dumbass of a husband first? We were never supposed to have anybody of your high-end profile, but now that we do, I might as well enjoy it. Do a good job, and I might even let him stay as Prime...with a substantial pay reduction, of course. We’ve got to teach people in this town how to behave. There’s no use in having strata if everyone just does whatever they want, is there?”

He was an older man, much older. Even though his skin was smooth and pale and dry, he was slimy through and through. He faced Eliana, and she fought the urge to sneer in disgust at him. Whatever supplication she felt she owed to Hannah Striker for being the highest-status woman in town, she certainly didn’t feel the same for Mr. Striker. Every action she took now was careful and deliberate so as not to betray her true feelings. 

“Cindy,” said Eliana. “Why don’t you start? Do what Master said to.”

Master, in fact, knew nothing about any of this. If he had, he might have tried to interfere. But Eliana and Cindy had discussed the plan thoroughly beforehand. 
Cindy dropped to her knees before Mr. Striker. She cooed appreciatively at his growing phallus, licking her lips as she crawled closer. 
“What a big dick you have,” she whispered. “Are you sure it can fit inside me?”

Men loved that kind of talk and Mr. Striker was no exception. He grunted, stroking himself as Cindy inched closer and closer. She said dick intentionally; Samuel didn’t have a tiny little dick. He had a big, fat, gorgeous, Cock. 

With Striker distracted by Cindy’s words, Eliana snuck around to one side and opened her bag. Inside was the headset. 

What would it do to a male brain? Would he become some fuckbrained servant like girls did? Would it make him go crazy? Eliana wasn’t sure. All that Eliana really knew was that it would take him out of the picture.

And if someone found out? What were they going to do, call the fucking cops? As if. 

Oh yes hello, someone has put a mind control device on the self-proclaimed boss of this town in order to have her MasterHusband take his place and...h-hello?  

“God,” said Mr. Striker, looking at Cindy’s big tits as she rubbed them together at his knees. “He really does know how to pick them, I’ll give him tha—urkk—”

Eliana slid the headset on him at full power. All lights blinking. The headset vibrating with energy as she pushed it down hard over his skull. She moved rapidly—eager to strike before the old man could touch Cindy. Before he could defile her.

Mr. Striker stumbled, doing an awkward limb-shaking dance, and then fell to one side. Twitching. Reaching for Cindy and then Eliana. Knocking his head hard on the metal clawed arm of the sofa with a terrible crunch. Cindy and Eliana both gasped and then laughed, giggling reflexively at the display. 

When his head slid off the pointed knuckle of the claw, Striker’s wound quickly made a red bloody mess on the carpet. 

Cindy stood up, quickly backing away from the pooling blood and the old man’s gnarled grasp. She and Eliana pushed against each other, watching as Mr. Striker trembled and shook violently on the ground. His whole body spasmed; he was dying, and rapidly. Some terrible seizure brought on by the sudden concussion and brain injury. 

Quick wetness attended Eliana’s pussy as she watched, urgently enjoying her Master’s will come into fruition. 

No, he hadn’t ordered that Mr. Striker die, nor did Eliana really mean for it to happen. She just wanted Mr. Striker out of the way. Now he would be—permanently. And what could be better? There was a power vacuum in the town now, and her MasterHusband would take his place at the top just like he deserved. 

Fingers pushed up against Eliana’s cunt, touching her from up underneath her skirt. It took a moment for Eliana to realize they weren’t her own—for her to realize that in fact her own fingers were up Cindy’s dress, just like Cindy’s were up her skirt. 

“Fuck,” said Eliana.

“Yeah.”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah.”

“Fuck yeah.”

Cindy nodded, pushing her fingers up farther into Eliana. “Fuck yeah.”

They watched together like this, seeing the light go out of Striker’s eyes and feeling their own status rising as every last breath of his exited his corrupt, old body. Before too long Eliana could not help herself, pulling Cindy in for a long, tongue-filled kiss. Their lips locking and their fingers still buried up inside of each other, gently tugging one another down into the nearby sofa above the new corpse. 

Eliana felt no regret, no guilt, no shame for her actions. Her morality revolved now around Samuel’s Cock, making him Happy, making him Hard, doing whatever he said and wanted. There was nothing else for her—nothing that should matter to a Good Wife. She had done everything for Him and she would gladly do it again. 

And so now, as Cindy’s fingers brought her up to her own orgasm, even as she made out with the brilliantly young, gorgeous mindfucked supermodel wife of her Husband—even with as hot as all of those facts about Cindy were—what Eliana thought of entirely was how Hard her Husband would be when he found out what she had done for him. 

And intensifying this effect was that she knew without a doubt that Cindy’s cunt, quivering and trembling and so close to its own orgasm—was going to cum with Cindy thinking about exactly the same thing. 

They rose and rose together, urging each other on, grinding and fingering and kissing and moaning and whispering soft mews of love for their Husband, their Samuel, their God, their Man—and finally they came with soft warm breaths screaming and moaning out their pleasure. 

“For Him,” Eliana moaned. “For Him.”

Cindy joined in. “For Him. For Him. For Him. For Him.”

They came down slowly from the dual orgasm, whimpering and giggling and kissing like they always did, loving the closeness of one another. Staring into each other’s blank, service-filled eyes, completely understanding each other in the way that only good slavewives could. 

“What the fuck is this?”

It was Hannah, entering into the parlor in her bikini. 

“O-oh my god. Oh my god. Jonathan? Jonathan, are you okay?”

She rushed to her fallen husband’s side, staring murder at the two brainwashed wives on the couch. Eliana and Cindy were still flushed and sweaty from their cum, still completely entangled with each other.

Hannah ripped the headset off of him to take a better look at his wound, trying to reposition his lifeless body upward, maybe do something to staunch the bleeding. She wasn’t smart or observant enough to see that the bleeding was already quite done, and so was her husband. 

The headset landed right in front of Eliana. Cindy nodded at her, smiling gratuitously. Her cunt leaking even more sudden arousal. It would never end; there would always be more to take, more to do for their Husband. 

Hannah held the body, shaking with grief, not looking at Eliana in the slightest. Her mistake. 

Left without alteration, Hannah would probably go insane. A gorgeous woman whose entire existence was devoted entirely to serving one man, and then that one man was dead? And murdered, no less? A recipe for insanity for sure.

Honestly, Eliana was doing her a favor. 

But also honestly—Eliana would think mind-controlling Hannah would be a favor one way or the other. Samuel Deserved such Favors.

If there was a visitor at the front door of the enormous estate, they might have heard the anguished, existentially-terrified cries of a mind-controlled slave realizing that her reason for existence was gone forever. The cries were terrible. Heartbreaking. A soul in permanent crisis. 

And then suddenly, as if someone flipped a switch, those cries stopped forever.

* * * * *  
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TO SET EVERYTHING UP and to make sure Samuel’s full plan would go off without a hitch took about a week. Eliana and Cindy and Kenza spearheaded the effort, being so effortlessly gorgeous and charismatic. Men tended to change their minds after just a few minutes in a room with them. 

After a day or so, when Hannah came around and had been properly re-brainwashed to worship a Real Man like she should, she was able to help as well.

They were gathered at the Town Hall. It was an old building in the new town—the first structure they had built. The first slaves had been made here, using the building’s substantial power source to rewrite their neurons from scratch. Part of the genius of Samuel’s upgrades to the helmet device was its portability. 

They were inside the main conference hall, the only place with enough space for everyone. A gorgeous line of girls stood behind every man, some with more than others. In all, there were close to forty men at the table and nearly one hundred girls behind them. It would have been crowded, except that the women were so thin and so willing to stand perfectly still. They smiled prettily, emptily, looking straight ahead and waiting for their Man to give them an order—any order at all. Each one wore luxurious, sexy clothes—daring dresses, clingy skirts, tall heels. Some with long gloves, some with short gloves, some with hats and some with collars. Some barely wore any clothing at all—outfitted in lingerie. Some wore heavy, distinct fur coats and had their hair blown out like they were ready for a night at a gala. Each woman was distinct and yet the same—all were utterly mindfucked by the same device. Everyone here had benefited directly from Samuel’s vision.

The men, on the other hand, were not dressed so carefully. Power affected them in many ways. Some tried to look the part with sharp suits or expensive clothes. But most barely put in the effort—golf shirts and khakis mostly, with several more in jeans or even jorts. 

Samuel entered with Cindy and Kenza on one arm, and Eliana on the other. They were all resplendent. Each wore shimmering evening gowns—Cindy in red, Kenza in blue, and Eliana in silvery white. Their heels wrapped up to their ankles—six-inch stilettos without platforms which had their toes reaching almost straight down. They wore long matching evening gloves that clung to their slender arms far above the elbows, their hair wavy and parted elaborately to one side. 

“I’m glad you all decided to come here today.”

“Decided,” snorted one man derisively. This was Mr. Cartwright. Overweight and with a drunk’s red nose; one of the ones with the decency to wear a suit, which in the mob mentality of the gathered controllers made him more of a leader than most. “As if we had a choice. You threatened our accounts! Our access to our clientele! How did you even get that access anyway?”

“Mr. Striker is gone,” Samuel explained. “I’m taking over for him. More or less.” He smiled. “Well, more, to be truthful. I’m expanding the role Striker had. He took several steps back over the past few years. Letting this organization become more democratic.”

“It was the plan all along,” said Cartwright. “It had to be autocratic for a while, but democracy was always the goal. I don’t understand—”

“Expanding like that made him vulnerable.” Samuel spoke as if Cartwright hadn’t. “It exposed him. It made him feel safe. But there is no safety in the decisions of others. I’m in charge now. I’m in control. This organization, this town, this business, now belongs to me. Your accounts belong to me. Your income belongs to me. I will be distributing it as I see fit.” 

There was an uproar. Several men stood up and began to walk threateningly toward Samuel. 

“Come now!” cried Cartwright. “How do we know you’re even telling the truth?”

“You haven’t been able to access your work accounts for days now. Everyone has been so confused. ‘What’s happening? Is it coming down? Are the Feds finally cracking down?’ All of that. I read your messages. I know what all of you are thinking.”

“You’re saying Striker left it all to you? Why would he do that? He didn’t even like you.”

“Striker didn’t have a choice in the matter,” Samuel explained. “He’s done.”

There was another outroar, but this one was quiet. Concerned. The men talked anxiously among themselves.

“You’re saying Striker is out of the picture,” said Cartwright. “Do you have any proof of that?” 

In response, Samuel snapped his fingers. 

Hannah walked in, glamourous and goddess-like. Even Eliana gasped for a moment, even though she was the one who had helped do Hannah’s hair.

Her gown was pure white—a wedding gown. The trail was nineteen feet long. The neckline ran deep down to her waist, her gorgeous tits pressing together in that perfect hot cleavage way by what seemed to be some combination of stretchy fabric and magic. Josephine, smiling her empty dumb smile, carried Hannah’s dress train with pride. 

She wrapped her arms around Samuel’s neck and stared at him with deep love in her eyes.  

“You’re my whole life, Daddy.” Her voice carrying all that perfect arrogance in such a sweet-sounding package. “I never loved that old bag. He was such a bore. And he was ugly, too. But you’re a real Man. My real God. I adore you, Master. Only you. You’re the only one I love.”

His hand crawled all the way up into her ass as they kissed. Gripping her there hard. The room was silent for them. The men not daring to speak. The women all looking on with their attention captured, their queen guiding their gaze. 

Samuel ended the kiss—saliva trailing from Hannah’s lips and landing in her sumptuous cleavage—and turned back to the table of men. 

“I know you’re going to say that proves nothing. A trick, maybe. So.”

He bent her over on the table and unbuckled his pants. Cindy and Eliana and Kenza helped with pushing up Hannah’s long, complicated dress and exposing her gorgeously tight rump and the swollen, wet folds of her pussy. 

Samuel was hard already. Eliana orgasmed at the sight of his cock like she always did, leaning in hard on his arm and popping her foot in the air. On the other side of Samuel, his other arm, Cindy did the same. Kenza, behind him, mirrored them, and silently came and came again while she urged Samuel forward into Hannah’s pristine waiting cunt. 

Samuel hadn’t fucked Hannah yet—he’d only fucked her mind. Made her obsessed with his cock, with THE Cock. She experienced an eternity waiting for today. Cindy and Kenza and Hannah had traded turns licking her to calm her down from time to time. 

Samuel had been waiting for this very moment—to drive his point home. 

Oh yes—she had experienced his Cock some. She had sucked it, stroked it, touched it, even ground the delectable parts of her body against it while he fucked her bone structure at will.

But he hadn’t been inside her pussy. 

Not like now. 

For years in this town, Hannah had been the status symbol of everything Elysian. 

Now there was no Elysian, no Magnus, no Prime. Now there was only Samuel and those who served him. 

“There has been too much confusion in this place,” said Samuel, sliding the head of his Cock just atop Hannah’s pulsating pussy. It squirmed so much that the folds almost swallowed the tip without him pushing forward. “All these different strata. Different classes. This man can have so many wives, and this other man gets these many. It’s too much. It’s silly, honestly. There’s only one thing that matters here, and that’s power and how it’s shown and divided. And I will tell you, gentlemen, that I have all the power, and I do not want to divide it. Not at all.”

Hannah squealed with delight under Samuel just feeling the heat of his Cock head and the spurting of his precum against her folds.

“Fuck her,” Cindy moaned.

“Fuck all of them.” Eliana bit his ear. Unable to stop herself. “Fuck this whole town, darling. Do it!”

Kissing Eliana deeply—his true partner—he entered inside of Hannah. Hannah was gorgeous—inimitably so. She could have been a model herself. But Eliana’s Husband chose to kiss Eliana as he fucked her gorgeous body for the first time—as he claimed the town for himself—to make a point.

Eliana was his True Partner. 

She came knowing this, so excited with her status, as he thrust inside of Hannah at rapid pace, encouraging several small orgasms to quake through Hannah’s body. This wasn’t about making love or some glorious passionate display. This was about fucking Hannah up. It was about fucking her to prove a point. 

Hannah banged the table with her fists, moaning about how big he was, screaming that it was too much for her and begging for him to never stop. 

For a little while, the men just watched, stunned into silence. They didn’t notice the women behind them and the way they looked at nothing else but Samuel and Hannah and Eliana. 

“I don’t understand,” one man blubbered. “We’ve been working well with each other. We’re rich and we get all the hot, obedient pussy we want. You could have that! You can be Elysian, for chrissake! I don’t think any of us will complain if you’re just in charge of how things used to work!”

There was a chorus of agreement. 

“You don’t understand,” said Samuel. Heavy breathing.. “I want it all. So I’m going to have it all, and that’s it.”

Cartwright stood up and slammed his fist down on the table. “Do you really think we’ll just stand for this? This display you’re putting on? What makes you think we’re just going to sit here?”

Samuel smirked. He began to speed up his thrusts once again. The finale was coming. 

“I don’t really think you’ll have a choice.”

He nodded, and this time it was Eliana’s turn to snap her fingers. Acting in unison, all the slave women present pulsed forward. Some of them held the men in place, some of them put the headsets on their heads. The power turned all the way up, lights pulsing and spinning. 

These women had been the wives of their respective husbands for quite a long while. The one with the shortest tenure had still been with her man for over six months. 

Eliana, Cindy, Kenza, and Hannah had spent the last week brainwashing them in private. Going to the gyms, to cheerleader practices, to book clubs and grocery stores to mindfuck them one by one with Samuel’s special headset.

They did their job perfectly, just like Good Wives should.

These men had never even seen their women so much as speak out of turn. And now—mind-controlled by someone stronger and better and sexier than them—they were completely fucked over by their newly-brainwashed wives. 

The whole process—from snap to headsets to skulldrain—lasted less than ten seconds. 

All the protests died away. The loudest sounds in the room where the happy hums of the headsets as they sucked away the minds of all the men present. 

Some of them were too old, too frail, or too out-of-shape to survive. They had a similar fate to Mr. Striker. 

Hannah—reliving what would been her living nightmare had it not been for the masterful mindfucking of Samuel’s expertise and hardware—came ecstatically as Samuel thrust even harder into her nubile young body. She saw what might have been the worst experience of her life over and over, dozens of times over, and only continued to cum and beg for more of Samuel’s cock.

“Make me pregnant!” she moaned. “Oh fuck, Daddy! Oh my god, my Husband! Please give me a baby! Please knock me up! Knock me up, knock me up, knock me uppp!”

Eliana and Cindy joined in her begging. 

“We need it, Daddy,” they said together. “Please, please fuck her pregnant. Please make her so fucking full with your seed! Give her a baby and make this permanent. Claim her. Claim her like you claimed us!”

Samuel was thrusting so hard and viciously that he was never going to last that long. No one could inside of a body like Hannah’s and with beauties like Cindy and Eliana and Kenza urging him on. He came inside of Hannah explosively, slamming her body down onto the table, pinning her in place with his heavy arms while his dense white seed filled up her gloriously tight cunt.

The entire room came with them. Their moans filled the chamber. Slave women collapsed and begged to say his name. 

That included Eliana and Cindy and Kenza too—only they sneered a little, enjoying their superior status, because they knew they were Good Wives. They got to say their Husband’s name. They got to thank him and have it mean something so special.

“Thank you, Samuel,” they said in a chorus. 

They were almost all the same girl now—three faces of a single wife, needing and pleading and desperate to indulge their Husband all the time. 

He was so powerful to be able to change them like he had. To change everyone.

Her Husband would run everything, everyone. Just like she had always wanted.

# # #
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Bimbo Gaze
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Two blond beauties knelt before me, their mouths slaving over my cock with wet kisses and long heated slurps. They made out passionately around the head of my cock, trading loving turns as they soulfully sucked me up and down. 

In their eyes I saw only obedience. Only adoration. Only slavish, absolute love. 

I didn’t plan it this way.

I didn’t plan to have a pair of bimbo beauties with empty brains and huge, lactating tits loving nothing in the world except for my cock. 

I didn’t plan to have more power than I knew what to do with.

I was a good guy. I paid my taxes. I was polite to people. I brought my lunch to work and didn’t turn on my air conditioning during the hottest times of the day. I re-used the same water bottle for months at a time.

And yet somehow, here I was—the mind controlling master of a pair of slaves. I’d totally ruined their lives—or at least, their lives as they had been. Their lives as they were before I completely fucked their thoughts away and replaced them with nothing but worshipful obedience. 

I promise I’m a good guy. I promise I didn’t mean to do it this way.

But goddamn...having two girls suck your cock at the same time feels crazy good. Too good to ever think that I can stop.

* * * * *
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“WHY DON’T YOU DO EVERYONE a favor and go die like your father did?”

There was no guilt on the face of my boss, Victoria, as she said this to me—no shame, no self-awareness that what was spouting out from her plush, well-formed lips was probably the most horrible thing you could say to a person. I stood over a mess of wet pulp—a batch of books that were supposed to be on our shelves next week, but instead were ruined by a flood from the rainstorm the night before.

Instead, there was a real sensation of pride that I read on her face—vindictive righteousness that she was putting me in my place. 

“Look,” I said, pointing at the boxes of ruined books. “It’s not my fault. How was I supposed to know this place had such a shitty, leaky basement? It’s not like you told me—”

“More excuses,” she said, rolling her eyes. Her thick, beautiful breasts heaved in her tight blue dress. “Let me know when you’ve learned to take responsibility for yourself, Ethan. In the meantime, clean this shit up.”

She stormed back upstairs and I was left alone with my co-worker Gia, who looked at me with crossed arms.

“You’re fucking crazy if you think I’m going to clean up this mess,” she said. “I told you to put them on the shelves.”

Not that I was going to mention it, but she had also told me to put them on the shelves while she skipped out on work early to go hang out with her boyfriend Darryl. 

It wasn’t because Gia was smoking hot that I was keeping my mouth shut—although, yeah, that probably had something to do with it. Nineteen, blond, huge breasts, picture-perfect body, and an apparent obsession with wearing tiny miniskirts that barely slipped past the edge of her beautifully built ass, she was certainly a looker. Her penchant for skirts was in full effect, wearing a pleated brown nothing that showed off more leg than most women had bodies. I respectfully declined to let my drool exit my mouth...most of the time. 

But no, the reason I held my tongue at Gia was instead because I had really had enough of eating shit that day from the ladies I worked with at the library. Why give her the excuse to be pissy with me?

My boss, Victoria, was well older than both of us—I was twenty-four—she was in her late thirties somewhere. She was still crazy hot, though. After being a beauty queen for her youth—winning the state competition twice and dominating the local circuits for so long they were actually named after her now—she had “retired” to a life of public service in running a local library. 

Word was, she’d had her heart broken by some millionaire machinery baron and when she woke up out of the haze of alcohol and grief, she was in charge of the library. Now she ran it like her own personal duchy. 

None of this was to mention that she thoroughly hated my guts.

Somehow I had managed to surround myself with a whole mess of beautiful blondes who don’t seem to have anything in common but their shared hatred of me and everyone I come from. The two of them shared this particular hatred in common with most of the town. 

Gia stomped up the stairs of the basement, leaving me with the pulpy mess of the books to clean. 

I sighed, looking at the expansive mess, wondering where to start. It seemed like a sort of hopeless task. 

Believe it or not, I felt bad. I certainly didn’t like being yelled at by everyone in my life, but that wasn’t it. I felt bad because I genuinely care for books. Books were the only reason I escaped the empty bourgeoisie hellscape of my childhood with anything resembling humanity. That’s why I got the job at the library to begin with. To be responsible for a whole three crates of donated books being absolutely ruined was not going to rest easy on my conscience.

I picked up a push broom and started to sweep the muck of the pulp towards the center of the basement near the stairs. The wet mess of pages had spread out everywhere, deep into each corner of the basement. It was like pushing old rotten wood, soggy oatmeal, or mashed corn. A thoroughly gross affair. 

The basement wasn’t exactly in top-notch condition in the first place. The Bloomingdale Heights Second District Library had been built over a hundred years before, and was in vast need of upkeep. Down below, here in the basement, was where they kept their outdated furnace system, storage of donated books, and a whole lot of cobwebs, dirt, and accumulated grossness from years and years of water damage.

Sweeping and pushing the broom was exhausting work. I was in pretty decent shape from lifting weights three times a week. Not enough cardio, giving me a little bit of extra bulk, but still, you could look at me and know I worked out. My hair was light brown and my eyes pretty much the same color. I was good-natured enough to pick up tail in bars pretty easily while I was traveling—but not so handsome that I could overcome the boiling pot of hatred for me and my kin in the town of Bloomingdale Heights. 

More steps down the stairs, and my temper began to flex. 

“I’m taking care of it, damn,” I said. “Lay off.”

“Jeez, all right. Just looking for my sister, man.”

I turned and looked—it was Amelia, Gia’s sister. She was younger than Gia, and—though it was hard to believe—much, much prettier, when Gia was already so easy on the eyes that it was a surprise men didn't fall asleep when they drool after her. 

Amelia and Gia were stepsisters, as far as I knew, and Amelia’s mother must have been from somewhere more exotic—Eastern Europe, maybe Brazil. Some place with tall women who had amazing asses, long voluminous hair, and the kinds of faces that haunted your dreams from the second you saw them. 

Yeah, I had a thing for Amelia. Old gay men who had been moved in with their partner after the first date and lovingly sucked cock for forty years had a thing for Amelia—it was impossible not to. She was that kind of beauty, that kind of girl. 

Her hatred for me—though I’m sure it was there—had always been more muted than that of her sister and certainly that of Victoria and other more mature folks of the city, and for that, my “thing” for her transcended into a whole lot of crushing. 

The kindness of a woman was not something I took for granted.

She wore tight green yoga pants that would be the substance of every wet dream of mine for the rest of forever. Her ass cleavage was grafted onto every thought I had. Complicating this further was the tight yellow sports bra she wore, barely able to contain the young buoyant perfection of her tits. Hair like dripping dark sunshine wrapped down around her body, thick and voluminous, and I was—for the seven hundredth time since seeing her—absolutely in love with her. 

Amelia was the cheerleading captain at her school, and even when I had been rich and gone to high school, she never would have gone for me. Too wholesome, she was; she bought into the high school promise of popularity, fast cars, and good times. 

She’d marry the star quarterback (who she was now dating), having sex only on her wedding night, and the worst part of it is they were both pretty smart and came from well-to-do families, so they’d end up successful—I couldn’t even have the dignity of living better than her.

“Sorry,” I said. “Everyone’s on my case today. I don’t know where Gia is. You checked around upstairs?”

“Obvi,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Maybe she’s on the roof getting a smoke? I hope not. Mom’s really serious about her giving that up.”

“I’ve been down here all morning.” I looked at my cellphone. “All afternoon, too, I guess. I didn’t know so much time had passed.”

She stepped down into the basement. Every motion sent hard pulses into my cock. Her abs, perfectly toned and perfectly covered by the thinnest layer of tantalizing flesh, made her every movement appear transcendent. 

I just had to fuck the shit out of her body so bad. My boner was quickly apparent, and I had trouble caring.

“What happened?” she asked, looking at the mess.

“The rains last night. Basement got flooded.”

“That downpour?” she asked, peering closer at the stack of mushed books. “I thought that was only for like, twenty minutes.”

“Yeah, well,” I waved my hand around. “Here we are. Shitty sewer system got backed up, and the shitty piping here couldn’t handle it.”

“Shit.”

She leaned further into the pile. It was possible she was very close to falling into it, but I had a great view of the best ass in the world—I wasn’t about to stop her from doing anything.

“Here’s one that got saved, huh?”

With a smile that melted every part of me, she held up a thick black and pink book. It was more like a tome than a book, almost the entire size of Amelia’s torso. 

“Wow,” I said, taking the tome from her and setting it up against a nearby abandoned pedestal. “It doesn’t even seem wet.”

She read the title, following with a finger. “’The Varyashuns & Intricacies of Ancieynt Bimbeau Magicka.’ Weird.”

I nodded, barely listening, too caught up with being so damn close to Amelia. “Super weird.”

I was the one to open the book. For some reason, I was trembling. At first, I thought it was just because I was so close to the object of my barely containable desire. I hadn’t been this close to Amelia ever, and my senses were all thoroughly overwhelmed. All I wanted to do was turn to her and kiss her madly, passionately, shove her against the wall and fuck her and promise her that she’d never worry about anything again. 

But, Amelia trembled too—and I knew it wasn’t for the same reasons I thought I was trembling. 

After a moment, I realized it was the book itself. Something was off about it—something that felt out of this world. 

“Maybe we shouldn’t—”Amelia began, but it was too late.

I had already opened the book—and then my hands couldn’t stop, turning page after page. Information poured into me. Light sang from the book. I heard my voice and Gia’s voice filling the small basement. I heard rumblings as the earth moved and the basement shifted. 

I heard everything—everything—all at once. My eyes burned and burned, but it wasn’t pain that filled me.

It was joy.

* * * * * 
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LET’S GO AHEAD AND get this out of the way—I don’t know my parents. Honestly, I never did. I don’t want any sympathy for it and I damn sure don’t want your pity. 

I knew them, of course. It’s just, they were never around. I was raised mostly by a rotating cycle of maids and tutors until the money finally ran out when I was sixteen. My parents spent holidays with me and that was it—they never really wanted a kid. They wanted to party all the time in island countries or along expensive river fronts in Europe. 

Eventually, that all caught up with them. My mother drank herself to death. And my father? He had big development ties to more than half of the land in my hometown of Bloomingdale Heights, which meant he had the ears of every politician from the local city councilors to state senators. Time was, a re-invigoration bill came through the state to invest funds into renewable energy sources. But this meant trouble for my father’s oil wells, so he killed it. 

Then his oil ran out; then his fortune ran out; then his patience with life ran out and he hung himself. 

I’ve been on my own ever since, but really, I always was. I had a nice run for those sixteen years, living in a string of nice houses—but they were as empty as anything you can imagine. For a kid, that’s tough to take. 

After two years in a state home, I moved out on my own and used up whatever part of my fortune was left. It wasn’t very much. The city took a lot of it and the state took the rest; with as much embezzling and tax evasion that my dad was involved in, it wasn’t very difficult for the government to shore up as much money as they wanted from funds that had never belonged to me in the first place. 

After six more years of traveling and self-educating, I came back home. Everyone there hated me by proxy; news that I had arrived back was met with scorn and derision everywhere from the newspapers to the nightly news. 

Now, why would they still hate me? Wasn’t it all my father’s doing, their misfortune? What did I have to do with any of it?

Well, almost nothing. But like some grand cosmic game of horseshoes, it’s that “almost” that counts for everything.

You see, I still owned a little bit of land. Comparatively little, at any rate. A few hundred acres just on the border of the town, ripe for any sort of development I could set my eyes on. But I wouldn’t sell it, and the city government had lost their eminent domain case against me. They wanted it for a new tourist center to try and jump start a new influx of money into the town, which it badly needed after the oil had dried up. 

But I wouldn’t sell it to them. 

Why not?

I couldn’t really tell you. Spite was certainly part of it. They had tried to steal the land away from me before they offered to buy it from me, so that was one part of it. Maybe I had plans of my own, vague and unrealized, about starting something up with it that could save the town, so I could do it myself. 

But really, if I were to be honest—and why not be honest here?—I’d say it was because I was still pretty pissed off about them stealing everything else away from me because of my family name. That land was the last part of my family that I had, and I’d be damned if I was going to give it up just because they hadn’t spent the money they’d already taken from me well enough. 

Anyway. Reading that book—if you want to call the experience that I had “reading”—left me flat on my ass like nothing I could have imagined. 

When I woke, I was on the floor, covered in the pulpy muck of the basement. Right away I wanted to retreat to my small apartment and take a shower. Amelia was nowhere to be found, though next to me I saw a body-shaped outline in the muck where she must have been knocked down too. 

Who ever heard of a book actually knocking you on your ass? Who ever heard of a book filling your head with so much light and joy? 

I mean, obviously, books are great. But this was like being attached to a satellite dish that only ever received mainline bliss. My body was still weak, though my soul felt on fire.

Slowly, I got up and began to make my way up the stairs. We didn’t have a shower, but we did have a bathroom, and so I managed to wash most of the muck off and change into a spare pair of clothes I kept in a bag for when I went to the gym. My shift was, technically, for another hour and a half, but I was going home. 

Victoria could fire me if she wanted to—which meant that she could fire me. 

In fact, I probably would be fired as soon as she found out I was leaving early, but I didn’t give a damn. I needed a nap. I’d just experienced something intense and spiritual, and my brain required recovery.

There were a few bathrooms in the library. I chose the one on the top floor, the third floor, because it was the most isolated and the least likely to have someone come in. Our library didn’t have a high rate of visitors in the first place—maybe twenty a day on a good day—so it was good bet. 

The top floor was like the two below it—filled with rows and rows of books. It contained non-fiction for the most part, my least favorite genre. I had always been more of a swords-and-sorcery man. Anything for an escape.

Coming out of the bathroom, feeling cleaner—or at least clean enough to go home in my car and clean up again—I saw Gia waiting for me. She was worrying at a lock of golden hair, frowning intensely. 

“Hey,” said Gia. “Are you okay?”

“I think so.”

“I heard like, some big rumble. And then Amelia walked out and she was like, not talking? She looked like she was in a trance or something. It was super weird. Are you guys okay? Did you hit like a gas line or something?”

“Gas line?” I shook my head. “No. There was this book...”

I trailed off, realizing that if I were to explain what had really happened, I would sound insane. 

You can just imagine how that conversation would go: No, really, gorgeous nineteen year-old whose biggest existential worry is what dress she’ll wear on her next date and who is only working in a library because it’s an easy paycheck where she can bully and/or sweet-talk the town's black sheep into doing all her duties. I just had a spiritual experience from what amounts to just looking at a book. Do I mean reading it? No, of course not. I couldn’t call it reading because all the information in it was transmitted directly into my brain without me really doing any of that pesky eye-movement of “reading.” Hey, where are you running to? No, I don’t know the number to the mental hospital.

“There was this book...” Gia said, urging me on.

“Never mind,” I said. “Don’t worry about it. Why don’t you just tell Victoria it was my fault, all right? You were going to anyway. Talk to Amelia if you want to know more.”

I began to walk past her—going home for my nap. But she grabbed me.

“Hey.” She sounded concerned. “I tried to talk to Amelia. But she was so fucking out of it that she acted like she didn’t even know me. I don’t know what’s happening, but I...but...b-but I...”

Her eyes were a soft blue. They were locked on mine. I usually don’t look people in the eyes. It’s uncomfortable and makes me feel awkward. But at that moment, I felt like I had to look Gia in the eyes, like there was something important about seeing right through into her soul. 

Her words trailed off. She tried a few more times to say something, but it ended in sounds more mushy than the pulp in the basement. It was amazing, for me, locking eyes with Gia like this, and not just because her cleavage was right there and I could look straight down into it at any given time. It wasn’t Amelia-quality, but it was damn fine and it was gifted with the unmistakable qualities of immediacy—and yet I ignored it anyway.

Ignored it, and continued to look into Gia’s eyes.

Something transferred between us. Or rather, something exited from me—a sensation more than anything tangible, at first. A feeling of joy, of happiness, of well being. I saw Gia’s face begin to smile for the first time since I had known her. She had a gorgeous smile, enough to make my cock harden even more than it already was from being so close to her.

And then, as my cock hardened, the transfer began to intensity. Light, brilliant and pink, joined our gaze. Her body stiffened and drool began to exit her mouth. 

My cock grew harder and harder, unstoppable now, even though I couldn’t place exactly what was turning me on. It was power I felt—power that thrummed through my being. I wanted Gia, I wanted to fuck her for an entire week, and in me I could feel the power very suddenly to do exactly that. I couldn’t explain it, couldn’t describe it, but I knew the longer she held my gaze, the more I owned her entire being. Her eyes emptied out, all intelligence draining away.

Slowly, the intensity of our gaze began to dissipate. Slowly, Gia’s eyes began to become her own again. And slowly, she dropped to her knees before me. 

“Of course, Master,” she said softly. “Yes, r-right away. Thank you, Master.”

I looked around. No one had said anything. And yet all the same, Gia began to unzip my pants as if I had ordered her to do so—as if I had ordered her to do so, and as if she was thrilled to do so.

Her smile was soft and quiet as she unveiled my cock, already so hard and dripping with precum. Her big blue eyes flashed with delight as her hands slipped my member out of its constraints, happy little coos exiting her mouth in a row. Moaning softly, she began to lick and kiss the head and shaft, stroking passionately as she did so.

“G-Gia,” I said, stunned. “What are you doing?”

“I am obeying, Master. You need your cock adored. And so I am adoring it. Would you like me to stop, Master?”

I certainly fucking did not. And yet at the same time...

“Why am I your Master?”

“Because...” she smiled, laughing, as if I had brought up something supremely dumb—a suggestion that we build a car for bipedal elephants, maybe. “Because you are. You always have been. Unless...” 

Her expression became very worried indeed. I could see the fear in her eyes; I could feel her fear and desperation as she licked and kissed me.

“...you don’t want me as your slave anymore, Master? Is that it? Am I to be exiled from the glory of your service?”

She looked so scared. So vulnerable and afraid. And so even though I knew that somehow the right thing to do was to have her stop sucking my cock, I couldn’t bring myself to tell her that.

“No,” I said. I took her by the hair and shoved my cock down her throat. She responded with a pleasured, happy moan, her tight throat vibrating all along the many inches of my shaft. “No, you’re mine. You’re mine, and you’re going to swallow my fucking cum. Aren’t you?”

She moaned a happy affirmative, gleefully slurping up and down the long shaft of my cock with ease. Her attentions only increased as she worked, licking eagerly as she sucked me down. I let go of all restraint, my hands tugging and sinking into her thick, short golden hair, pulling her tight against my crotch.

Soon, she was deep-throating me completely. My hips bucked against her pretty face, fucking it hard. There was no resistance, no distress. She took everything I had with delight, and then wanted more. I could see a puddle of hot lust spilling from her crotch, soaking her panties and the bottom of her skirt. On her knees in front of me, I had never wanted Gia more in my life.

All those times she had talked down to me. All those times she had pushed work my way. All those times she had ignored me, or snubbed me, or mocked me. 

I was paying her back for that now and in spades. Her moans became choked and garbled as I fucked her throat even more furiously than before; she was running out of air. I didn't give a fuck. 

“You fucking take it,” I growled. “You fucking take my cum.”

Her eyes, so big and blue, widened with need. She wanted it—she wanted all of this. Wanted to be used like this by her Master. 

It was all the signal I needed. My balls, slapping so hard against her pretty little chin, tightened sweetly as my orgasm began to arrive. A huge load erupted from my cock, flooding ounces of hot seed down her throat and then—as I pulled out—across her face and tits. I bathed her in it—more cum than I had ever let loose before—spraying it all across that perfect cleavage that I'd jerked off thinking about so many times, that hot face that had denied me even the simplest of courtesies and friendliness before. 

She belonged to me, now. I had marked her. 

“Thank you, Master.” Gia cleaned my cock with care and attention, not a drop of cum going to waste. Her attentions were exquisite. “Thank you so much.”

Shuddering still, my legs trembling, I backed away slightly from her. Not so much that she couldn't keep licking and kissing me, but a little. Now that my head was clear, I was a little scared at how much I had gotten into that—how vengeful I was.

And was it just me, or were her eyes even bluer than before?

* * * * * 
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GIA TOOK A CATNAP AT my feet after swallowing my load, gently kneading one foot between her heavy tits.

I had deduced—genius that I am—that somehow the book downstairs was the cause of all this. 

I’d had my fun and, if you want to call it that, my “revenge.” I didn’t need to keep going with this. Gia was beautiful—gorgeous, really—but this felt dirty and weird and I didn’t fancy having a mind controlled slave, no matter how pretty she was. 

I mean, yes, it was completely awesome having my cock sucked by a beautiful obedient woman, and especially one who had treated me like such dirt before, but I had a little dignity. I had some morals. Her mind had been screwed with, somehow, and I was the one who had done it. 

And behind that was the book. I left Gia sleeping in the stacks and ran downstairs to the basement. My assumption was that if it was the tome that had changed me and changed Gia, then it was the tome that could change us back. 

But when I got there, the book on the podium was full of mush. I tried to open the cover, and my hand sank into the mass of the book like it was fresh porridge. When I tried to turn the pages, it disintegrated more, melting and forming a thick soup at the base of the podium. 

I huffed, shaking my head. This was fucked up. 

Whatever had happened to me wasn’t going to un-happen itself anytime soon, not by any means I could see. 

It was just then—as I made my way through the stacks back to Gia—that I remembered Amelia. God, what the fuck was she going through? Had the same thing happened to her that happened to me? Gia had mentioned her being in some sort of trance. Had I done to Amelia what I had done to Gia? 

I certainly hoped not. I had enough on my conscience already.

When I returned to Gia, she was still on the ground. But something was different.

In fact, a lot was different. She had changed. And, to be totally accurate, she was still changing.

As I looked at her, her hair became thicker and longer. It had been short and cute before—cut short, I would guess, to differentiate herself from her sister’s array of brilliantly golden blond locks. Before, though, the color had been somewhat muted—like a brownish blond, somewhere caught in between.

Her hair now was blond and getting blonder. The roots themselves were golden, and the locks grew out into thick, heavy tresses, surrounding her like a cloak. 

And there was, suddenly, quite a different image of Gia to surround. I watched with wonder as her tummy tightened up—and there hadn’t been much to tighten in the first place. Skin from head to toe bronzed over and became shinier, healthier. Her waist narrowed while her hips grew wider, sending a pulse to my cock at the obvious advertisement of her sudden fertility. Her legs grew longer, torso seeming to shorten—though perhaps that was just because of the way that her tits started to grow.

And by grow, I mean they exploded—before they were a hefty, delicious 36C cup. Now she would be lucky to fit inside a 38E at the least. And even though they were that big, her body retained all of its youthful vigor, the surface of her tits remained shiny and bronzed like the rest of her skin. 

“F-fuck...” I muttered.

“Yes, Master,” said Gia dreamily, yawning and turning onto her back. She spread her legs wide, her pink pussy lips opened up just for me. “Please, Master. I need you to fuck my body full of your impregnating cum like, right away. Pretty please, Sir?”

It was now that I got a full look at her face. She had been pretty before—very much so. Now she was positively angelic. Her lips were puffier, her eyes bigger and—as I had thought before—even more blue than they used to be. Her every feature was accented and exaggerated up to the point of supreme eroticism. She would never be able to have a job doing something normal and sensible—no one would take her seriously as a politician or a saleswoman or banker. 

But she could be a stripper. 

Oh yes. 

She could be a whore. 

And apparently, for all intents and purposes, she was now my whore. And I wanted to fuck my whore bad. My cock strained against my pants, aching to fill that needy, wet gap between her thighs.

“Gia,” I said, gulping. “Close your legs.”

Disappointment flashed across her face for a moment, quickly overshadowed by soft bliss from how good it felt to obey my order. 

“Yes, Master.” She smiled. “Anything you say.”

“I need you to think for me, Gia.”

“That’s not my strong suit,” she giggled. “But I’ll try. What do you want me to think about?”

“You’re saying I am your Master. Do you know...do you know when that started?”

I wanted to know what she knew, what she had experienced. To reverse this, I would need more hard facts. 

“I...hmm. Thinking is like, super hard...” she put a finger on her nipple, tweaking and toying. The raspberry-sized protrusion gave her no small amount of pleasure, apparently. As she toyed, she looked up at me with heavily-lidded eyes, licking her lips, all but beckoning me to come and fuck her rotten.

I stood strong, though. 

“Think, Gia,” I said, my voice more commanding. “Do this for me. Do it for...for Master.”

I had a hard time with that last bit, but I figured the ends were more important than the means at that moment.

Of course, a whole lot of trouble I had after this was because of that line of reasoning—justifying the definite means with the possible ends. The problem with that, though, is that the ends can change on you whenever you like, but the means are always under your control.

“There...was a time,” said Gia, “I do remember, when I wasn’t your slave. But it was a wrong time. It was...like a dream world? Like a different sort of time, living on top of this one. But the more I think about it, the more it goes away. I mean, it doesn’t really belong in my head anyway. In that silly time, I’d never even sucked cock before. I’d never even been laid!” She giggled, tits bouncing. “Isn’t that silly, Master?”

I nodded, gulping as I watched her beautiful breasts continue to jiggle. “Very.”

“Won’t you come and like, fuck me forever, Sire?” 

Gia slid a hand between her legs, sliding fingertips past her clit. Instantly, her body responded, hot delicious moisture sliding over her folds. And it was delicious—I could smell it. She would taste like a pot of honey laced with a heavy heaping of cocaine. 

I did want to fuck her. But to do it like this...it felt so wrong. I didn’t know if I could give myself over to feelings that were steeped in such low morality. 

“What’s going on up there?”

Victoria approached. Panic struck me. Trying to think quickly, I pushed Gia out of the aisle of books we were in and shoved her into the nearby bathroom. 

“Stay in there,” I hissed, “and don’t come out unless I tell you.”

“Yes, Master.”

I shushed her, face red, and turned to see Victoria approaching. 

God, she was a fine woman. Long legs, beautiful face, and hair that seemed to shine. There was a part of me—a very real part—that wanted to know just how developed my powers were. Were they “powers” at all, even? Were they permanent? 

The book, I remembered, had said something about magic and rituals on the cover. Had what Amelia and I experienced been part of some unrealized ritual dozens of years or even centuries before, only actualized once we came across the book?

Was it a one-time thing with Gia or not?

Could I make Victoria into my bimbo fuckslave too?

There was a curious part of me that was rather interested in finding out. But, luckily for Victoria (and, I suppose, for my soul), my conscience won out. 

“Gia is sick,” I said. “Not sure with what. She thinks it’s something she swallowed. Ate, I mean.”

Inside the bathroom, Gia giggled. I turned and shot a glare at the bathroom, hoping somehow that she could see my displeasure through the door.

“She sounds fine,” said Victoria, clearly suspicious. “It smells...strange, up here. Were you...?”

“Cleaning up after taking care of the mess in the basement?” I offered, hoping to be clever. “Yes. Absolutely. I’m not quite done yet, but give me a couple of trash bags and I should be done before midday tomorrow.”

She sniffed again, deeper this time. “No, that’s not it. It’s a different smell. It’s...”

From inside the bathroom, Gia started making big gagging and vomit noises. Victoria’s suspicion immediately transformed into concern. “Oh, the poor dear. And all she has is you to look after her. Do you think she needs to go see a doctor?”

“We’ve...already made an appointment,” I lied. “Her sister didn’t show up to drive her, so I volunteered.”

“How very chivalrous of you, Mr. Prince.” She crossed her arms, shaking her head. “Don’t think it’ll get you anywhere with her. She’s too smart for that. Like every other woman in this town.”

That stung. It was true—before Gia’s impromptu blowjob, I hadn’t been sucked off in ages. Or laid, for that matter. 

For just a moment, I looked at her in the eyes. “You’re a real sweetheart, Victoria.”

Her eyes locked with mine. And, for that instant, I could see her pupils beginning to dilate, like she was looking into a very bright light—or, like she had taken some hallucinogenic drug. 

I turned away, and she took several moments to respond. 

“Real...sweetheart?” She smiled—the only time I had ever seen her smile at me, and laughed like I had said something funny. “You’re a real...real joker, Mr. Prince.”

Goddamn. It worked. It really worked. Whatever was happening with me was the real deal, and it didn’t appear to be going away soon. The urge to grab her by the hair then—to force her to look into my eyes until she was properly transformed and perfected like Gia had been—was very nearly overwhelming.

Victoria was fucking hot, and I could have her whenever I wanted.

But only nearly so. I kept my gaze to one side, and didn’t press on. 

Having a beauty like Victoria being my worshipful slave, especially after how long she’d been a bitch to me, was quite tempting. But the wrongness of it was too much. Gia had been an unavoidable accident, ultimately excusable in some ways. But for Victoria, there would be no excuse unless I wanted to go full-bore into supervillainry. 

Victoria walked away silently, her steps a little staggered, leaning occasionally on the bookshelves for support.

“Just...just look after her,” she said, her words slightly slurred. “Strong man that you are.”

I hoped to do just that. 

* * * * *
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AT THE SAME TIME THAT I was mindfucking Gia and transforming her—however inadvertently—into my personal bimbofied fuckslave, Amelia was still dazed and walking through the streets of Bloomingdale Heights, looking gorgeous as ever in those tight pants and that hot little sports bra. 

Her mind was pretty well fucked up from having looked at the book, but the symptoms of this were somewhat different than they had been for me. After waking up and seeing me dazed, she wiped herself off and headed outside the library—ignoring Gia on the way—and set herself out into the town.

All that she knew was that she had to get as far away from me—and the book—as possible. The light show from the book had spooked something terrible in her psyche, and the sooner she was done with it, the better. 

When Gia had tried to stop her, a thousand different responses had come to Amelia’s mind, but none of them were able to break the tranquil surface of the sea of strange contentment that had settled over her mind.

When the book had transmitted to her—and let’s just use that word, shall we? Transmitted. Nice, easy word, and it’s what I’ve taken to calling what I did to Gia and Victoria and later, others. 

Anyway, when the book transmitted to her, she didn’t receive the kind of sexual bliss that I did. Instead, she was filled with a sense of purpose and serenity, one that was quite hard to break free of.

But break free she did. Walking through the streets of Bloomingdale Heights, in a small district with a lot of small trendy shops (a vintage record store, a custom pet food shop, a specialized vinegar vendor, and so on), she entered an alley and got her foot stuck in a chain. With her mind being so gone and occupied, trying to decipher the endless combinations of symbols and passages from the book running through her head like a fleet of interconnected trains, by the time she finally noticed she was caught in the metal she was thoroughly entangled.

And so she reached down and snatched at the links, almost instantly pounding them into dust between her fingers and her palm.

Pretty seriously strong stuff in her fingers. Basically the moonshine of super-strength, which she had just discovered she had. The haze in her mind, at this point, was just about gone, with the shock from discovering her strength evaporating the last of it. 

In her hands, she had held strong, American-made steel, and with about as much effort as she put into holding a pencil, she had crushed it into powder. 

“I said give me your motherfucking money, man. You motherfucking deaf?”

Muggings were historically pretty rare in Bloomingdale Heights, but a recent rise in methamphetamine use had increased the amount of undesirables in the city. Amelia had come across one such encounter behind the grocery store where she had found herself. Two men were circling each other at the far end of the alley next to a dumpster. Curious and a bit amazed at what was happening, she picked up the chain—more carefully this time—and approached them.

“Fuck off, man,” said the fellow being mugged. “Just fuck off and leave me alone, okay?”

This man was positively dumb, as really the appropriate response to a man waving a knife in your face is and always will be “Do whatever he says.” He was well on his way to a stabbing.

And then Amelia threw the chain. It caught the attacker around his arms and neck, tying them together and knocking him down. The victim jumped, surprised, and then let out a cheer when he realized what had happened. 

Amelia, though, was concerned that she had thrown the chain too hard and ran to the attacker to see if he was okay. 

Unfortunately, he was. Furious at being thwarted, and no small part of this fury coming from the fact that he had been thwarted by a pretty woman dressed in yoga pants and a sports bra, the man stabbed Amelia right in the side. The blade broke off at the hilt and sparked along the alley way. Amelia stood up and looked down at where she had been stabbed—not even a mark on her flawless, tanned skin. 

The victim ran off, squealing something about angels, and I can’t blame him. If I had been rescued from death by a woman as beautiful as Amelia, I probably would start believing in capital-g God too. 

The attacker had big, wild eyes. Amelia shoved him hard into the ground on his stomach, pushing his arms behind his back. Then she took a nearby pipe and wrapped it around his hands and arms, leaving him in place. 

She knelt down in front of him. He was drooling and crying, terrified out of his mind. For a moment, she just looked at him. Then, smiling, Amelia patted his face.

“No more muggings.”

He nodded urgently. “No more. No ma’am.”

“Good.”

She got up and walked away—then, thinking for a moment, jumped. 

Seven seconds later she landed on top of a building a half-mile away with a hard thump, sending dust flying everywhere.

She was tough. She was strong. She had a hell of a high jump. 

Something incredible had happened to her. Amelia had powers, somehow.

And there was no doubt in her mind that she had to use these powers only for good. 

* * * * * 
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AFTER VICTORIA LEFT, I took Gia out of the bathroom. 

She was naked. Her body rubbed against mine with exuberant desire, and she landed soft, pleading kisses on my chin and neck.

“Sire,” Gia whined, her fingers buried in her cunt. “Pretty please can I suck your cock again?” Her eyes lit up. “Or...or, you can fuck me? You can fuck me right, Master. You can fuck me so good. You can just get me so pregnant and fill me full of your babies. It’ll be so, so easy, Daddy...please?”

Her easy transition between all these titles—Daddy, Master, Sire—was making my cock as hard as a rock. How was anyone supposed to deny a virgin bimbo goddess who so desperately wanted your cock, and your cock exclusively, to fill up her tight young body?

“Where did your clothes go, Gia?”

“I...well...” she shrugged. “Having them on was like, making me all horny and stuff. So I got rid of them.”

Her naked, erect nipples pushed fervently into my chest. They were rock-hard.

“And you’re less horny now?”

She giggled, kissing my chin. “Not really. But that’s fine, right?”

Something wet was on my chest. All of Gia looked wet now—wet and shiny and fuckable, lubed up, ready for work—but she was only actually incredibly soft. Her hair was the exception—it was definitely soft, of course, but it didn’t look wet. It looked more luminous, sending off rays of pure blond into the atmosphere. Anytime her head moved, her long tresses each decided to try and out do each other, shimmering madly like spun gold. 

I looked down at her body—especially her tits, which had been pressing against my chest. And there was the source of the wetness—her nipples were leaking milk. 

“F-fuck...” I said. 

My cock, before, had been relatively silent, if hard and ready. More panicked and distraught over the situation than anything else. But now, to see that milk, it began to shout with lust, demanding that its lust be slaked and soon.

“It’s for you, Master,” she said, sliding one finger over the warm liquid. “Just for you. To show you how nice and fertile I can be for you.”

At first, she rubbed it into her skin. The healthy shine of her skin automatically increased where she rubbed it in, sending a soft, pleasant aromatic thrill into the air. Then she slid another few drops up to her mouth, tasting herself. 

That was crazy erotic to me—seeing that milk. I can’t say that I had a thing for milky tits before that, for lactation. 

But seeing this young, beautiful creature before me, so clearly fertile, so clearly in need of my cock and cum, with gigantic, mind-bogglingly perfect tits that were leaking milk because she was so fucking turned on by my presence...that was having an effect in some primal, deep place in my mind.

Her other hand—the one that had been pushed up into her cunt, slid up to my chin now and sneaked her milk-covered fingers forward into my mouth. She tasted—as I suspected—like some mega-drug-laced form of honey. 

“Please, Daddy?” she whispered, her voice a soft, aching coo. “Please won’t you fuck me rotten? Won’t you fuck me until I can’t walk anymore? I need your cock so bad, Daddy. I want you to fuck my big leaky, milky tits. I want you to fuck my tight little asshole. I want you to fuck my mouth like it’s my cunt. And I need you to fuck my cunt, Master, so bad, I need you to fuck me until I’m nice and big and preggo for you, and even then I want you fucking me still. Please, Sir, oh please?”

As she begged, her hands had fumbled with my zipper, taking a quick, soft hold of my straining cock, and I was helpless to stop her. Her hands were covered in milk still, and so her lactation quickly mixed with my precum lubrication, sending marvelous sensations up and down my masculine fabrication. 

A man can only take so much—and I was at my limit from all her begging. The soft strokes of her hand on my cock, so insistent and gentle, happy, needy, with her eyes so big and blue and pleading—that pushed me over the limit for sure.

“Fuck,” I groaned, precum spurting onto the shiny surface of her skin. “Fuck, yes.”

The sound that emanated from her was half-giggle, half-moan, and all desire. She slid down to the ground with her legs spread wide and, with her grip still steady on my cock, I followed her down. Every part of her was so smooth and warm. 

I lost myself in her body, immediately rubbing my face in her huge, milk-wet tits. Her moans increased—I could feel the bliss trembling through her body at my touch. As I did, my cock ground against the outside of her cunt, pushing on her clit. 

As my cock pushed against her clit harder, I could feel her, almost immediately, cum beneath me. 

“Y-yes, Master!” she moaned. “S-so good, Master!”

I ground into her more, taking her nipples into my mouth and licking and sucking wildly. The taste was paradise to my taste buds. Leaning forward more, I throttled her tiny body and shoved it up against my hips, preparing to enter. First, though, I leaned down over her face. 

“I’ve wanted to do this for a long time,” I said, stroking her face. “A long, long time.”

“Anything.” Gia’s eyes were clear and full of love. “Anything you want, Master.”

I kissed her long and deep, feeling my precum spurt out more onto her belly. The sensation was clearly ambrosia to her, this combination of her Master’s kiss and essence, and she came again, bucking beneath me with her tongue thrashing wildly in my mouth. 

More, more, more—all I wanted to feel was more. My hands ran across the tight surface of her ass, squeezing and pinching. I rubbed my face in her thick, long, flawless hair, so silky soft—like it had been made in some factory specifically designed to create surfaces to turn me the fuck on. I kissed furiously at her face, her chin, her jaw, her plush lips, everywhere.

“Tell me you want me,” I said.

“I want you, Sire.”

I pushed in on her harder, pulling her so tight against my body. 

“Tell me you need me.”

“Yes, Master! I need you.”

That vengeful edge was taking control of me again, right in line with the furious nature of my boner. 

“Tell me you fucking love me, you bitch.”

Her eyes were big, close to tears. “Master, I love you! I love you so much, Daddy! I-inside,” Gia begged. “Inside me, p-please! S-so clooose...p-please, Master...”

Her arousal was at a fever pitch and so was mine. I slid my cock backward, positioned it just so, and then plunged in. 

Her pussy was heaven. Every part of her clenched me. I could see the shockwave of pleasure building from her cunt to her face, every muscle twitching, her body contorting and rolling like it had been caught in an earthquake. 

She needed this. Needed me. Wanted me. Loved me.

And right then, right as she came with my cock inside her, shouting my name—that was, of course, when Victoria found us. 

We hadn’t been very careful. I should have ordered Gia to be quiet, or failing that, gagged her somehow. Maybe I should have just been satisfied with fucking her beautiful mouth. 

But I wasn’t, and I hadn’t, and instead I was caught by Victoria with my cock inside Gia.

The very bimbofied Gia, with bigger tits, gorgeous longer hair, and all-in-all a complete makeover. She had a passing resemblance to the beautiful young woman she had been, but she was now a much more sexualized, hentai-like version of what Victoria had known.

“What the fuck is going on here?” Victoria demanded. 

Shit. Shit.

Shit shit shit.

I looked down at the beautiful bimbo goddess whose legs I was wrapped between—humping her still—and then back up at Victoria. She looked hot as fuck in that tight little blue dress, just a tiny black sweater between my eyes and the endless bounty of her heavy, hot cleavage. Her legs, long and glamorous, were shown off even more by the tall heels on her tight suede knee boots.

“I supposed ‘nothing’ isn’t going to be quite believable?”

Other good answers: “Not what it looks like” and “I’m fucking my mind-controlled sex slave, what does it look like, idiot?”

My cock, so fucking in love with Gia’s pussy, could not stop thrusting and pumping inside of her. I needed to feel more of her, needed to fill her up. 

“St-stop that!” Victoria demanded. “Stop that at once. Stop...stop assaulting her!”

“N-no!” Gia moaned. “Don’t stop. Don’t ever stop, Master. Please! Don’t fucking stop until you make me pregnant!”

I tried to stand up, but Gia just held on, dragging me down. Summoning my strength—and not very much willing to stop fucking either—I lifted her slender frame onto my thighs and powered the both of us up. Gia squealed with delight—“Master is so strong!”—and started milking my cock for all it was worth. 

“Victoria,” I huffed, in wonderment at my own lack of premature ejaculation with fucking this insane beauty clenching my rod so tight. “Please, don’t. You don’t understand...”

I had more to say, but Gia was squeezing in a very particular way with her cunt. Whatever bimbofying effects my gaze had delivered, apparently, a very thorough Kegel routine. 

“I understand perfectly. Good lord, will you two stop fucking?”

We would not. I shoved her against the nearby shelf of books, sending several tumbling down to the floor. Gia screamed delightedly. Her nails dug into my back, raking and sliding, as she nuzzled the bottom of my chin. She was so soft. I wasn’t going to stop if she wasn’t.

“N-no,” I said, shaking my head. “Give us five minutes.”

“Ten!” Gia called.

“I’ll give you ten seconds,” said Victoria. “Then, I’m going to call her parents, first of all. And then I’m going to call the cops. If her father doesn’t string you up, then I’ll make sure the cops know that Harry Lexington’s kid has been having a great time defacing public property, how about that?”

“Deface...” I pulled myself from Gia’s grip just slightly. “Defacing public property? What the hell are you talking about?”

“That shelf, and this carpet, and all these books belong to the library, which belongs to the people. I’d say engaging in intercourse right on top of all of it is a pretty good example of defacing, wouldn’t you?”

She was being serious. This was no idle threat to get us to stop fucking right in front of her, which somehow we still had not. She really, absolutely was going to have me arrested for fucking Gia.

That would bring suspicion from the police. That would bring questions—questions I couldn’t answer. How did Gia get this way? What had I done to her? How was I involved?

They wouldn’t have any strict proof that I had actually intended to do anything. But the fact was that Gia had been transformed and I was obviously involved. 

A thought then occurred to me. It was distant—it was goddamn remote—but it was a thought and it was the only one I had.

I looked into Victoria’s eyes—full on. Before, I had only glanced in her direction. I had a gorgeous woman wrapped around my body, after all, and I was very busy fucking her. My cock still pistoned forward into Gia’s tight, fertile cunt, and I was getting so, so close to emptying out inside her. 

“Don’t you look at me while you...you...perv...you...”

Her words slowly began to trail off. She moved her mouth up and down, but sounds stopped coming out. Holding Gia tight, I walked closer to Victoria and shoved her against the bookshelf next to my fuckdoll. Our gaze never broke. And, in being unbreaking, it began to intensify.

The harder I fucked Gia, the more light that began to sparkle between our transmission. It turned bright pink, and brighter still as I closed in on my orgasm. Victoria breathed fast, transfixed, her limbs immobile. 

There was, at first, something in her eyes that looked like panic or fear. Like she knew what was happening, like she was trying to fight my control. 

There was more struggle to her than Gia. She was older, more mature, more intelligent. She’d been through a lifetime of men trying to take advantage of her. But even so, all I had to do was not let my gaze waver. 

“Fuck her mind, Master,” Gia moaned. “Oh, yes, fuck her mind while you fuck me...get me fucking pregnant while you fill her with your will, oh sweet god, yes please, Daddy!”

Gia, cheering me on like that, was the final straw. A gorgeous bimbo fuckslave who was turned on by the thought of me mindfucking some other beauty to make her just like Gia’s own bimboized self? It was too much. I erupted inside her sweet teenage cunt, filling her eighteen year-old body with my sperm.

And even as I did, I did not break my gaze. I came harder, with more volume, than I could ever remember doing in the past. Load after load shot from me, spray-painting the walls of Gia’s womb, and I did not break my gaze.

Instead I watched, cock twitching and spurting, as Victoria’s thoughts emptied from her mind and all her willfulness, bitchiness, and spite dissolved into nothingness before the might of my will.

To Victoria, now, I was God. I was her everything. I could see it in her eyes; I knew it in my bones. I had changed her. Slowly, the transmission between our eyes faded, and she sank to the ground. I sank down too—somewhat exhausted from fucking Gia so thoroughly. 

Victoria, drooling and senseless, dropped to her knees. A low moan exited her mouth, eyes fixated on my Gia-wet cock still halfway inside my teenage loveslave. 

She really was a gorgeous woman, I thought. This was the first time I had seen Victoria at peace, without her every movement and word being fueled by spite and anger for me. 

I began to hope, oddly, that she had been able to live a nice life in her own private time. That she didn’t go home and fume about me, trying to dream up ways to make my life hell. That just sounded exhausting, you know? To hate that much. 

But the thought faded. None of that would be very much a problem anymore for her anyway. She was, for better or worse, my slave now. There wouldn't be an ounce of hate left in her mind anymore.

Slowly, I exited Gia’s beautiful body. She was rubbing her belly already, a smile on her face. 

“I can feel it, Sire,” she moaned. “I can feel it already. I just know you got me pregnant. I know you did.”

“Good,” I said, looking only at Victoria now. “That’s a good girl. Clean me off, would you?”

Gia nodded happily and knelt down, sliding her plush mouth around my cock and licking me dry. I took Victoria’s face in one hand and then the other, turning her this way and that. 

She seemed more out of it than Gia had when I hit her with the Gaze. 

That’s what I’m calling it now—the Gaze.

Cumming while I tranced her must have added to the effects somehow. That’s my deduction anyway, and as far as I know, I’m the only expert around on the subject. 

“Victoria,” I said. “How do you feel?”

Victoria shook and twitched, as if suddenly turning online. Her eyes slowly rotated toward mine, and her face softened into a joyous grin. 

“I’m just wonderful, Master. How are you? Do you require my services?”

“I don’t know. Are you my slave?”

She nodded eagerly. “Yes, Master. I’m so very much your slave.”

“You’re going to obey me from now on, then?”

“Obey you...from now on.” The words filled her with pleasure. “Yes, Master. With all my heart.”

Her face had broken out into an exultant smile. I owned her. All I had to do was solidify the terms. 

“I am your Master, then. And I do require your services.”

I had taken her in a moment of desperation. But now that I had her, there was a lot to take care of. And I still needed to find out what the hell had happened to Amelia. 

# # #
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A day had passed, and Victoria had become fully bimbofied, just like Gia had. She was obedient to my commands, pliant to my will, eager to obey, and had nothing on her mind but pleasuring me and giggling all her cares away. 

At that moment, early in the day with the sun coming up, she soulfully sucked my cock while Gia used the small kitchenette in the break room to make us some breakfast. We were in the library.

As part of her bimbofication, Victoria had also regressed in age about twenty years and could easily pass for an eighteen year-old. That is—an eighteen year-old with a pair of enormous 38DD tits that shook off gravity like it was out of style. Her skin had become wrinkle-free, shiny, and deeply tanned. Her muscles were toned and tight, every portion of her body completely fuckable. Her waist was no larger than eighteen inches, and her hips were at least forty-four inches. 

Everything about her made me think of breeding—endless, hard, furious breeding until she was so pregnant and so full of my cum that she wouldn’t even be able to drag herself out of bed in the morning to suck my cock. 

She looked every part of the beauty queen that she had been in her youth—and then some. She could make millions at any porn studio in the world, and that was before making half the actors cum in their pants after just a sight of her in a tight outfit. 

Naturally, her outfit now was tight, short, and skimpy. The girls complained of furious itching if they wore anything that covered a lot of skin or didn’t show off their beautiful curves very well. So Victoria—formerly my conservative, lovely, mature boss—now looked like a porn star out for a hot night at the club. 

Six-inch platform heels, pink and acryllic, were on her feet. Neon pink fishnet stockings wrapped around her legs. Then she wore a tight minidress that fit her like a tube, pushing her tits up and together, creating an easy mitt for my cum to drip into as she sucked my cock. 

Gia’s outfit was similar, though she wore white instead of pink, and had a fun frilly collar on her neck. I liked that collar, and wanted one for Victoria, even...but I still wasn’t sure enough of myself to demand such a thing. These outfits had come from Gia’s closet; the hot teen had a wild side even before I transformed her. 

But still, their current state was plenty outrageous. 

She—Gia—walked in to the small area in the top floor of the library that I had arranged as a bedroom of sorts—with a thick air mattress and a great number of pillows and blankets. In her hands, she held a tray of toast and eggs and juice. She knelt down in front of the bed and made the food ready.

“Your food, Master.”

I eyed it, looking down. Victoria’s soft slurps filled the quiet of the library.

“There’s no milk in this, right?”

She looked a little sad. “No, Master. I promise.” 

Last night, I took both girls to Victoria’s house to gather her things. As I waited for Victoria to pack, I told Gia to make me a drink from the bar, and that I didn’t care what it was. Gia, in her bimbofied wisdom, decided that the best drink for me was whiskey spiked with some milk from her delicious tits. 

Of course, once I realized this, I poured the drink out and ordered her not to give me any of that again. It was very tasty, but it was also...unsettling. I was aware that the mere fact of their helplessly aroused lactation—secreting warm milk from their tits when they were turned on—did things to me, but it felt strange to pursue it. 

And then there was the matter of the power-mad fantasies even just a sip of that milk gave me. Not two minutes after tasting that drink, I was facefucking Gia in the corner of the bathroom, ordering her to cum on every fifth thrust into her tight, warm glove of a throat.

And that was after just a sip. I shuddered to think of what might happen to me if I began to drink it in earnest. As it was, it seemed to have some kind of effect on my loads—they came more easily, more frequently, and with much greater volume. I spray painted Gia's hot blonde body in my cum after that fervent facefuck session. 

Gia had to enlist Victoria’s help to clean all the gooey mess off her face and out of her mouth. Of course, Victoria had been only too eager to comply. 

The food Gia had made smelled delicious. Victoria was spectacular at sucking my cock, but I needed some sustenance. Gathering my will, I unleashed a hot, heavy load down her throat on command. 

That was something I could do now. Cum on command. It wasn’t always on time, and it wasn’t always quick, but if I gathered enough will, I could make it happen. 

The world was a strange place and only getting stranger.

As I came down her throat, I watched Victoria’s beautiful body writhe and buck beneath me as she swallowed all I had to give. Slowly, as the load dissipated, she removed her mouth from my cock and looked up at me, smacking her goo-covered lips and smiling. 

“Thank you for breakfast, Master.”

So—this was how my life was now. 

Somehow, I’d managed to bimbofy two of my co-workers at the local library. Well, my co-worker and my boss. It started when I found a mysterious book downstairs in the basement. The book transmitted something into me—some kind of ancient, arcane power—and I had now accidentally twice used that power to transform two otherwise completely innocent women.

I mean, they were gorgeous women beforehand, and I definitely wanted to fuck them, and I was definitely tired of them treating me like shit just because of some stuff my family had been involved in over the past decade or so—but I didn’t want to turn them into mindless, obedient fuckdolls.

Well, no more than usual, I mean.

Of course I wanted to do that in a fantasy sense. Of course I had all kinds of fantasies about that sort of thing—I’m a guy, what the fuck do you want? Eager fuckdolls are arousing, and I’ve got to jack off to something. 

But to have it in reality was so thoroughly wrong and dirty that if it weren’t for the constant stream of appreciative cooing, gleeful affirmations of my greatness, and steady supply of hot sex with gorgeous women, I don’t know how I’d live with myself.

Needless to say, my life had changed, and I had to learn how to change with it. I was, the day before, just in the middle of trying to figure out exactly how to do that. To say that it would be tricky was quite the understatement. 

After some deliberation, I decided to just move in to the library for the time being. 

It was the only safe play I could make. The key to survival right now—the key to a plan—was to avoid suspicion entirely. Once somebody was suspicious, once somebody started asking questions, there would be no way for me to keep the truth from getting out. 

Victoria and Gia's tits advertised “Look at me! Everyone look! Come see! Come talk to me!” To have them out in public until I got more of a handle on my powers—and them—was a no-go. 

I lived in an apartment complex with thin walls and a lot of nosy neighbors. There was no way to keep a pair of fuck-crazy sex slaves there, completely gorgeous to boot, without people wondering what was happening. Plus, Gia and Victoria happened to be rather effusive in their praise of me. They would sometimes break out into soft songs, slowly building momentum as they improvised choruses on the spot, and would only quiet down if I ordered them too or shoved my cock down their throats.

With how dim their intelligence seemed to be, I didn’t quite trust that an order once followed would be permanently followed. Perhaps they’d start fingering themselves thinking about my giant cock up their asses and forget about how being discreet and quiet was the most important factor. 

Or maybe not—but the point was that I had to play it safe for the time being. 

For similar reasons, Gia’s house was totally out of the question. Her parents lived there. Apparently, they were out of town for the next two weeks—so that gave me about fourteen days to figure out a way for her to reasonably not live there anymore or to just figure out how to domesticate her enough that she could live there and not raise any questions. 

I knew in theater that sometimes girls taped their tits down to appear more flat-chested like, men, and I wondered if maybe the same thing would work for her. But, until I figured that out, I couldn’t take her home anyway—she had neighbors, and there was Amelia to consider.

Amelia, apple of my eye. Desire of every part of my dick. If there was a woman in the world I’d consider using this power on with full willingness, it would be her. There was not a whole lot I could think of to prevent me from doing just that—to transforming her perfection into total abject worship of my masculinity—but there was enough moral conscience left to stay my hand and to keep away. 

Victoria’s house was also out. Again, too many neighbors. She’d have people asking about her gentleman caller and his huge-titted whore. (I didn’t really see anyone looking at the way Gia dressed and not assuming she was a whore). 

So—I had Victoria put up a sign at the front of the library—”Closed for Renovations.”

The three of us were the only employees anyway. It was the one library in a small town, and we never got much traffic to begin with. But just to keep it safe, I kept us all on the second floor, far away from the front door where anyone might walk in. 

I didn’t know what my next move was. Gia, whining, ached to suck my cock. 

This was the real problem. I could see in her face—and in Victoria’s—that it was a very real ache. I had tried the night before to go without sex after fucking Victoria for the first time. I promised I wouldn’t touch them again. But after two hours of not following my orders, both girls appeared to be in very real pain. 

The way they might have transformed into these new sex-ified forms was artificial, true, but the needs they had now were very real. And if they didn’t get my cock on the regular, then they were hurting—and I couldn’t have that. 

For god's sake, I wasn’t a monster. 

I called Gia over and told her to kneel as I started eating the food she had prepared. It was delicious—something of a miracle with the paltry half-kitchen we had in the library. 

“Suck me off, doll. I've got to think.”

Even after just giving Victoria her own breakfast, I was still raring and ready to go. My cock, once hard, stayed that way for a while.

There was a part of the old her in Gia still—I could see it in her face. Real or imagined, it filled me with guilt as her lips slid over my cockhead and took me in deep. Her groans were all pleasure. 

I knew that no matter what, I had to figure out a way to help these women return to normal. And even more than that—I absolutely had to make sure that no other women were turned into my slaves.

* * * * * 
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MEANWHILE, BACK AT her house, Amelia had been up all night like I had, similarly a boundless fountain of energy for reasons that weren’t entirely clear to her. Her mother was a championship seamstress and had all manner of cloth and fabric in the house. As she had grown up, Amelia had been asked to help out on several of her mother’s projects, learning her way around a sewing machine in the same way that Victoria knew her way around sucking a damn good cock. 

So, Amelia spent all night making herself a costume.

Yeah, she was pretty sold on the superheroine idea. It just felt good to her to be doing good. But she knew, too, that you couldn’t just run around and fight crime in shorts and a tee shirt, or whatever. You had to have a costume. 

And superheroes wore spandex.

“Fuck,” said Amelia, staring at her costumed self in the mirror. “I am fucking hot!”

She stood in the sewing room near the door, pushing her hands up and down her tightly-clad form. To say that she looked hot was a dramatic understatement. The first time I saw her in that outfit, I was pretty sure I didn’t want to fuck anyone else wearing anything else for the rest of my life. 

It was, naturally, skintight. The main substance of it was a white and blue sleeveless leotard. It barely covered her ass—in fact, it mostly didn’t, revealing quite a bit of cheek and mostly just sculpting around the edges of her crack, like yoga pants on steroids. It was strapless, wrapping around her neck, leaving a little circle above her tits to show off her cleavage. 

Why had she decided to show off that much cleavage? That much ass? That much skin?

“I look so fucking good!” she said again, running a gloved finger across the tight, taut, perfectly built structure of her teenaged ass.

That’s pretty much your answer. She wasn’t bimbofied like Gia or Victoria, but there was still something definitely sexual happening to her. What it was wasn’t exactly clear to her yet, but it was there. 

The outfit did not stop there, oh no. Skin tight white-and-blue boots wrapped all the way up to her thighs, leading down again into tall heels. 

(Why do superheroines all fight in heels? Not that I’m complaining. Seems so uncomfortable, though...)

Then she had long blue gloves, skintight again, wrapping up around past her elbows. The piece-de-resistance was a mask that fit across her face, resting above the bridge of her nose. 

Her hair was long and thick, a bright, brilliant chestnut color that was impossible to look away from. 

She was deadset on changing the world and looking sexy-as-fuck while doing it, and she had the body for it, to be certain.

In fact, overnight, her body seemed to have become more sexy somehow. She was definitely stronger—she knew that already—but she also looked stronger. She had been in good shape already from lots of yoga and running, but now her muscle tone was more pronounced. Her physique was still undeniably feminine, though, to the point where she would even look soft and pliant in the arms of a three-fourths-in-shape mope like me. 

Amelia was going to fight crime. She would kick ass, take names, and look like a young goddess doing it.

Much had become enormously clear to her over the past day since her encounter with the book in the library basement. She had been living a rather selfish life. 

No, she hadn’t been bitchy (at least, she hoped not), or greedy, or mean, but she had been living purely for herself. At nineteen, she was still sticking around her hometown so that she could build up her wealth by living with her parents. She wanted to be able to enter the business world at the age of twenty-two after graduating college and immediately earn at least seventy thousand a year. Then, she would be a CEO by the time she was thirty—preferably of her own tech start-up company already taking the world by storm. 

But all of that seemed kind of...empty now, to her. So she would have all that money—so what? Would that really fulfill her? What did she actually want?

And then she would think about how she had helped that man in the alley. How good that felt. She had helped him. He might have been stabbed, and he definitely would have been robbed, and she had stopped that from happening. By tying up the mugger and calling the cops, she had taken a criminal off the streets. 

Wasn’t that what it was all supposed to be about in the first place? Looking after your neighbors. Sticking your neck out for the less fortunate. Wasn’t that what made a person good?

And now—now she had a chance. A chance to be someone important. A chance to do real good. She was strong, she could jump like crazy, she was super tough, and she probably had some other nutso powers that she didn’t even know about yet. 

That was a good thought. Having more power. 

But there were more thoughts running around in her brain—competing, even if indirectly, with this new philanthropic notion taking a hold of her brain. 

The thought occurred to her, for example, though somewhat dimly, that she was in dire need of a fuck. And that it would be rather difficult to find a good fuck with her body incredibly strong now. Even if she could control her strength up to the point of sex, who was to say, during her pleasure, that she wouldn’t lose control and break some poor mope’s dick off?

She needed someone super. Someone like her—someone special strong. Was that possible?

What if...well, Ethan had been changed like her? Was that possible? He had been right there when the book had opened, after all. It wasn’t so far-fetched a theory.

But still...she frowned at the idea. She thought of me as some weirdo creep with a mega-obvious crush on her banging hot body. She knew that crush was justified, but that didn’t mean it was altogether welcome. After all, if she wanted to be ogled by men she didn’t like, she could just go get a job at a strip club or something. 

Anyway, that was all besides the point. As much as she was desperate to be fucked—and god, was she ever, staring at herself in the mirror and blowing herself hot little kisses and come-fuck-me glances, needing to be fucked by some big huge fuck-off stud who could turn her into a little obedient good girl because he was so fucking strong and amazing—there were more important things happening now. She was going to be a superhero!

She had to decide on a name. She’s got her powers from that book, she was pretty sure. 

Maybe she would be Book Girl? Book Babe? Bookworm?

Those were all pretty dumb. And it was hard, too, to name herself after her powers. 

Jump Lady? Strong Woman?

She’d have to think on that. Maybe Gia would have a good idea.

In fact—totally! That was a great idea. Gia was a smart cookie, and heck, she’d probably be super-concerned about Amelia anyway. She had a vague recollection of Gia trying to talk to her yesterday at the library and Amelia totally not paying enough attention to her. 

She’d have to show Gia. Her little sister was going to freak out when she found out Amelia had fucking super powers!

* * * * * 
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“HELLO?” CAME THE CALL. “Helllooooo? Is anybody here? You’re supposed to be open, hello?”

The voice reverberated through the library—some young woman had gotten inside somehow. I had been sure to lock the doors and the windows, so I had no idea how she made it indoors. 

Shit. 

Shit, shit, shit. The plan was already going to hell. 

At that particular moment, it was about two hours after my breakfast and I was balls deep in Victoria’s pussy. She had been begging me all morning to be as pregnant as Gia already so clearly was. 

And Gia was pregnant, by the way. Not even a day after I fucked her rotten and filled her up with my cum, she already had the hints of a baby bulge showing in her tummy. She was that fucking fertile. 

Or, I was that fucking virile.

Maybe both. 

Weird occult magic dropping on your life isn't a science, you know?  Unanswered questions are more of a rule than a possibility.

I was a little more terrified than I was impressed, but only a little—and my arousal beat out both of those emotions. I still had a lot of fucking to do to Gia’s body, pregnant or no. The way she constantly begged for my cock made her hard to turn down, and I'm pretty sure her thick tits were getting even thicker due to her new state. 

The thought had occurred to me, dimly, that these girls had a lot of control over my life already even though they were the ones calling me Master. Really, it was their desires that won the day. 

Didn’t I not want any slaves? Didn’t I not want to be fucking them constantly, spiraling myself ever further into an ethical quagmire? 

And yet, there I was, fucking and fucking, doing every last thing they wanted me to do.

Was I really in charge of these women at all? 

When all they wanted was to adore me and pleasure me, did I even want to be in charge?

I wrapped my hand around Victoria’s throat as I continued to piston inside of her. My balls slapped hard against the taut, hard surface of her incredible ass. I held up a finger to my lips and shushed her. She nodded, eyes glazed over with orgasm, and bit her lips as she came again. Her vibrations encouraged another round of heavy, hot thrusts from me. 

Her tits were so big now that I couldn’t grab her throat without losing my arm in her massive cleavage. The titflesh was warm and inviting, and all I wanted to do was sink further into it. With my cock, maybe—but only after I had properly impregnated Victoria.

Just like Gia, a part of me knew—as much as I denied it—that I deserved to have as many pregnant fuckslaves as possible. And the thought of her belly bulging, her tits growing like Gia's...my orgasm was getting dangerously close.

“I really need a few books!” the woman called. “Can someone here help me? Is someone up there?”

Her steps began to rattle against the old stairs. They were in desperate need of repairs, like much of the library. She would need to be gotten rid of, and quietly. 

For some reason, I nodded at Gia. “Go take care of her.”

Gia nodded brightly, setting on her way with a happy bounce in her step at following orders.

“Gia!” I hissed. “Wait!”

She stopped immediately and turned back, smiling quizzically. She was not quite naked in her tiny minidress, but no one would believe that a real woman would just walk around like that. Her very existence was an excuse to start asking a whole hell of a lot of questions I didn’t want answered. She needed to, at least, cover up a little.

“Put on the robe, first. And don’t answer any questions. Just...make sure it’s quiet, okay? Take care of her.”

Obediently, she put on the thick white robe that had been tossed on the ground. Now she looked like a model in a sleepwear advertisement instead of a lingerie advertisement, which I supposed was an upgrade. Her hair, thick and blond, piled on one side. There was something crazy erotic about seeing her like that—imagining her as some eager young bride, waiting for her husband to come home to her, fresh out of the shower and desperate to feel her Man’s cock drive her against the wall and never stop fucking her for months. 

I suppose it would be obvious to say I took out the sudden force of this fantasy on Victoria’s pussy, pounding as hard as I could. Her moans were quiet, but audible. 

Now—why did I think that putting Gia in charge of a delicate situation like that was the best plan? Why was assigning a brain-drained happy fuckslave to subtly coerce an unwanted guest into leaving was a good idea?

I honestly couldn’t tell you that. What I can tell you is that Victoria’s picture-perfect cunt wrapped around my cock felt more amazing than I could have ever imagined. My orgasm was approaching faster and faster every second. 

I still had my hand wrapped around her throat, pulling her tight against my body. Her chest smashed against mine, leaking hot warm milk everywhere as her nipples rubbed up and down my bare torso.

The level of my arousal had, as had become common, obliterated my more common senses of decency. 

It occurred to me that I had never gotten an apology from Victoria. She had been a bitch to me from the second she hired me; hired me, in fact, purely to make my life as difficult as possible. It was a diabolical thing to do, and I wanted her to regret it. 

“You were always a fucking bitch to me,” I said quietly, throttling her a little tighter. “You apologize for that.”

I knew already, from conversations with Gia, that Victoria’s recollection of her life before being my slave was hazy at best. It would been thought of as some kind of dream life—a nightmare she was delighted to wake up from. 

But she played along, if for no other reason than her Master was fucking her and so she had to obey. 

“Yes,” she nodded, her voice soft. “Yes, Master. I was a fucking bitch to you. I’m so sorry. I apologize. Y-you ne-never...never deserved that!”

Her voice became high-pitched at the end as another orgasm rocketed through her system. I slapped her face lightly and shushed her again—stay quiet. 

“It was wrong of you to deny me. Wrong for you to treat me like such a cunt. You should have been fucking begging for my cock.”

“So wrong,” she moaned, nodding—even though she had no recollection of ever treating me like that. “So wrong to deny you, Master. I should have worshiped you from the second you arrived.”

“You’re just my little cockslave now. My fuckwhore. You’re happier being my bitch, aren’t you, slut?”

“Y-yes!” Her smile was ecstatic. “I’m s-so happy, Master. So happy! Your cock is so, so good...”

“And what do you need now? What do you want from your Master, cunt?”

“P-please...” Victoria whined softly. “Please get me pregnant. I promise to be such a good mommy...I promise, Daddy, oh please...”

“That’s right,” I growled. “You fucking slut. You whore sex slave. My little bimbo. My bimbo wants Daddy’s cum, huh? You want Master’s load emptying out into your fucking snatch?”

Her eyes were wild. “Please, Master. Please!”

“You got it, bitch.”

I talk a big game about not wanting slaves or bimbo fuckpets for someone who calls women bitches all the time when I’m fucking them—but hey, dirty talk is fun. 

I suppose you could say my conscience is "conflicted.” 

My alignment is “Chaotic Aroused.”

Twitching, spasming, my balls unloaded and my shaft erupted inside Victoria’s tight fertile body. She trembled with bliss, mouth moving up and down, wording out “thank you, Master” over and over again without making a sound. My cum spraypainted against her womb, filling her totally, marking her as mine. I could smell how pregnant I had gotten her, my thick cum sliding slowly out from her tight hot cunny and onto the floor.

I pulled out of her, slapping her tits playfully. She smirked and sat up, rubbing her belly worshipfully. Thick milk ran down from her nipples, covering her hands and intermingling with the cum pooled around her pussy. She lathered it into her body like it was sunscreen—all of the stuff she didn’t slurp down, that is.

“I can feel it, Master,” she said. “I can feel how pregnant I am already...I’m so lucky to be yours...”
A part of me still doubted that she could already feel herself being pregnant—doubted that I could smell it—even though Gia clearly was—bump and all—and I had only fucked her for the first time yesterday. But if Victoria said she knew she was pregnant, then ultimately I had to bet that she was. Gia had acted the same way yesterday—announcing that she could feel it already. 
“All done, Master!”

Gia hopped back up the stairs, smiling brilliantly. 

“You took care of her?”

“Yes, Master. Just like you said. It was totally quiet. You don’t need to worry about a thing.”

Victoria leaned forward, pushing her tits on my shoulder and kissing at my ear. “Master never worries about anything. He’s so fucking strong...”

Her hand wrapped around my cock, still pulsing and semi-hard. I had just cum, but being around these beauties made you forget about silly things like “sexual exhaustion” and “human limits.”

Plus, I’m pretty sure that whatever the tome had done to give me the Gaze had affected something in me physiologically as well. My loads were certainly bigger, and my cock felt bigger when it was hard. I hadn’t gotten a good look at it, though, mostly because every time I had a hard cock I was stuffing it deep inside Gia or Victoria somewhere. 

But as pleased as I was that Gia had obeyed me and took care of the problem, something was wrong. It took me a minute to realize it after that gratifying fuck session with Victoria. 

“Wait,” I said, looking at Gia up and down.

The last time I looked at her, she had been clothed. In fact, I had specifically told her to put on a robe.

Now, her beautiful, shiny-gorgeous body was naked and wet. Milk ran down her tits and slid across her taut belly in erotic tendrils. 

“Yes, Master?”

“Didn’t I tell you to take care of our guest?”

“Oh yes, Master. I did just like you said. We were quiet the whole time. I put lots and lots of my milk in my mouth, and gave her a big long kiss before she even knew what was happening. Of course she swallowed it all. Then, as she sucked from one titty, I used the other to fill up a cup for her to swallow. Now she can be yours, just like all pretty girls should be!”

Her smile was unceasing, her eyes glimmering with zealous desire. 

“Y-your milk will enslave her?”

“I’m not sure, Master? But I am pretty certain that it will change her. She’s already so, so pretty. She’ll be even prettier soon. More submissive. More easy for you to alter and enslave with your Gaze.”

“But...b-but why would you do that?”

“Because you told me to, Master.”

“I told you to take care of her! To get rid of her! We don’t need more slaves, Gia! Why would you turn a perfectly innocent woman into my fucking slave?”

She looked at me blankly. “Because she’s really, really pretty, Master. A redhead. You don’t have one yet, and I thought you would like one. Did I do wrong, Master?”

“Yes, you fucking did wrong. You did very wrong, Gia!”

Immediately, she collapsed to the floor, bowing and scraping, her face like a wounded dog’s. She cried and begged for my forgiveness, moaning that she didn’t understand, that she only wanted to make me happy. 

I didn’t give a fuck. Somehow, I had to take care of this new problem.

* * * * * 
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MY FATHER HAD CREATED all kinds of problems for other people in this town. So many problems, in fact, that they had all come to hate him. He was blamed for all their economic and financial woes, and to tell you the truth, everyone that blamed him was probably right. 

His embezzlement and spread of corruption had sunk this town for years to come. Maybe for good. Maybe industry would never come back. And all because he had been greedy. All because he hadn’t had a good bone in his body, and certainly nothing good enough in him to look after others.

Take it from me. He was my father, and he had plenty of spare time to go on long debauches with my mother and drag her halfway across the world to get drunk in new places. He had time for smoky business meetings in cigar halls and he had time to sink rival businesses into the ground. 

But he’d never had time for a holiday with me. I think you could—for the entirety of my sixteen years of life while he was alive—you could fit my time with him into about two and a half months. 

Not great.

So what I wanted more than anything was to not be like him. I didn’t want to be associated with him at all—the town was mad at him, and I was mad at him. When they blamed me for stuff that he had done, it really pissed me off, mostly because I didn’t want to have anything related to him on me at all. 

Except that land out in the county, I suppose.

Anyway, I didn’t want to be him. He was selfish. All he cared about was his own pleasure.

And yet, here I was—with a whole lot of opportunity to be nothing but selfish. To care about nothing but my own pleasure. And that was exactly what I had been doing so far. 

Slowly, I walked down the steps of the library. I could hear soft, eager moans at the bottom of the stairs. Above me, Gia was still crying, anguished and confused. I felt bad about that, but there wasn’t a whole lot I could do about it at the moment. First I had to see for myself what had happened to our visitor.

I found her in a big, wide loveseat in the reading section near the mystery titles. 

At the very least, Gia was right. She was pretty. Very pretty, and very redheaded. 

I gulped, feeling my cock twitch excitedly.

She did not notice me, as she was far too busy stuffing her fingers into her cunt and gyrating her hips up and down. She had a big swooping skirt that went down past her knees and a tight a-frame top that was straining now before the massive weight of her suddenly 36D tits. Her top had, in fact, become a crop top—and I could see how toned and delectably shaped her torso was underneath. 

She had thick, long red curly hair that was growing longer and thicker by the minute. I watched it slide down past her shoulders, then down her back, and then down the thick pillows of the chair. Her body was dotted with freckles, her skin pale and becoming paler—more pristine, more pure. 
At least that was different, I thought. I had started to wonder if every girl affected by...whatever I affected them with would become a crystallized , tanned, blond bimbo. 
And what had affected this beautiful girl?

It wasn’t my gaze, that was for sure. Gia had said she had kissed the girl, right? Kissed her with...with her milk in her mouth. 

Was that what changed her? Did that make it different, somehow? Was there a bond to me—would she still be my slave?

Her bag was splayed out on the ground behind the loveseat. I bent down, looking through it. Books on chemistry, biology, physics. Taking a lot of science courses. She was a college student somewhere. 

After a minute or so of searching, I found her student ID. Her name was Maureen Kincaid. 
Lovely name. I hoped she could go back to her life soon. Maybe the best thing would be for me to get out of there. Just see if this wore off on its own. Go back upstairs, talk to Gia and calm her down. Apologize to her for yelling at her. 
Really, the whole thing was my fault. Victoria’s achingly hot cunt had distracted me from being specific, and that was a mistake. It was dumb to blame Gia.

So, there. I’d go upstairs, explain it all to Gia and Victoria, and spend time with them while we waited for this girl to burn out on her own. Maybe it would be better in a few hours? The milk might not have the same effects long-term as my Gaze, after all. 

I stood up, happy with my plan, and saw Maureen had moved from off the couch. She stood in front of me now, looking at me with hungry eyes.

“Cock,” she moaned, licking her thicky, puffy lips. “Give me your cock.”

Uh oh.

* * * * *
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AMELIA WAS POSITIVELY overflowing with excitement as she made her way to the library. She made it there by jumping from rooftop to rooftop through the city, stunned at how easy it was to move around so quickly like this with her new power. 

It took her a few tries to get used to the landing, but soon she got the hang of it. In high school, she had competed in cheerleading and in gymnastics both, and so a little rough and tumble wasn’t out of the question for her. 

And it was so much fun to jump through the air—to feel the wind flying through her face, to be above so much. She could see almost the whole city from her jump. She expected that if she really tried to jump as high as she could, she would be able to see the whole city, no problem. 

She felt powerful and in control for the first time in her life. A whole new world of opportunity was available to her, and all she had to do was go out there and grab it by the brass ring. 

She arrived at the library, touching down in the grass covered in dark shadows on one side of the building. Tufts of dirt and plant life exploded outward underneath her—she built up a lot of momentum in those jumps. Her heels dug in hard into the ground. 

A little thrill filled her, excited to tell Gia. Maybe Gia would even want a ride with her? And then maybe...maybe things could progress...

There was a sexual edge to that notion, new and unfamiliar. Exciting for that very reason. It wasn't like Amelia could say Gia was unattractive. In fact, her little stepsister was so, so pretty...

There were a lot of changes happening to her. They weren't all physical. 

Something odd broke her strange, semi-incestuous reverie. The library’s front door was forced open. It also had a sign saying it was closed for renovations. Gia hadn’t told Amelia about any needed renovations.

But then...Amelia had been downstairs in that awful basement with Ethan. Maybe he’d convinced Victoria somehow that they needed updates? She rather doubted it. She knew Victoria would distrust anything I had to say on the simple principle of me being Ethan Prince. Amelia herself didn’t see what all the fuss was about my father and my name (which was probably another reason I was so hopelessly crushing on her). As far as she was concerned, living in the past was a good way to get buried in the quicksand of life. 

But still...Victoria might have listened to me. The basement was in awful condition, and maybe the city had a little extra money for funding repairs somehow.

Even if that was all true, though, then why had the door been forced open? Amelia examined the door. 

It appeared that only the knob lock had been broken. The deadbolt hadn’t even been set. Whoever had locked the doors must have not paid close attention to what they were doing. 

(For reasons such as a dripping wet cunt, desperate to be filled with the holy cock of their one and only Master, I would imagine.)

Weird. 

She stepped inside, cautious. Maybe there was a burglar. Maybe someone was in danger. 

“Please!” she heard. 

It came from the second floor. More shouting and yelling, most of it indecipherable. 

“Please!” the voice said again. It was a woman’s voice. “Please, give me that cock. I need it so fucking bad! I need to be filled, oh fuck. Oh god, it hurts not to have it, please, please!”

Amelia rushed upstairs, rather certain she had misheard what was happening somehow. Through the stacks she searched, looking for the source of the voices. They had stopped—or rather, they had become very low. Her powers didn’t include super-hearing, and so she had to tilt her head, trying to suss out where the noise had come from. 

Her plan became methodical, working row by row. As she came closer, she heard giggles and heavy, sexualized moans. It became more and more apparent that something intensely strange was happening—perhaps some kind of sexual assault.

That was, in a way, fine by her—because that was exactly the sort of horrible happening that she had been put on this earth with these new powers to stop.

But what she found, turning a corner, she was not prepared for by any stretch of the imagination. She had no idea anything so debauched, so insane, could actually exist on the planet.

What she witnessed was me with my cock shoved deep into Maureen’s mouth. Gia and Victoria held her arms, keeping her down on her knees while I thrust in and out of Maureen’s sweet, hot lips. And as I fucked her mouth, I stared deep into her eyes with the Gaze.

What can I say?

I didn’t want to do it. Not really. I didn’t want to make her my bimbo slave like the others. That was wrong, and I was adamantly opposed to fucking up another person’s life.

But at the same time, it had been unavoidable. She had cornered me on the ground, ripped my pants off, and slipped her mouth over my cock. I opened my eyes—one time—just to see what was happening.

That was all it took. That one look had me Gaze directly into the eyes of my newest cumslut, and once looking at her, the transmission began. Gia and Victoria had found us, apparently drawn by the transmission, and sank to their knees in worship as they witnessed the christening of the new slave. Like they were watching the Red Sea part or water turned to wine, their eyes were filled with religious fervor as they held Maureen down with one hand and filled their cunts with the other. I stood up, more comfortable standing over Maureen as the Gaze emptied out into her, and that’s when Amelia walked in.

She was furious, as you might imagine. 

From my perspective, this was all a simple misunderstanding. Somehow, I’d been roped into become a super enslaving bimbo master of some kind. I could turn women into fuckslaves at will, cum like crazy, and fuck like a beast. I had no real control over any of this. Women near me were just in trouble, merely by the virtue of me being me. 

But, Amelia’s perspective was probably closer to what most people would see. She saw me sexually assaulting a young woman with the assistance of two other nearly unrecognizable blondes. 

“Let her go!” she demanded, approaching fast.

I heard the words, but I couldn’t react. When I had the Gaze on, it was on, and that was that. I couldn’t tear away from Maureen’s eyes any more than I could bend steel.

Amelia could bend steel, though, and she could bend my body any way she pleased. Her fury escalating, she picked up a book and whipped it at my head full strength. 

The Gaze was broken and I tumbled to the ground, groaning in pain. A knot the size of a golfball immediately formed on my forehead. It was a good thing it was a paperback—a heavy hard cover probably would have killed me.

“The fuck?” I said, shaking my head. 

Maureen continued to suck my cock with fervor and glee, shoved forward by Gia and Victoria, both girls so desperate to see me cum. 

And as I looked on who had attacked me, cumming is exactly what I did. 

How the fuck could I not? The girl of my dreams was approaching on me—angry, yes; furious, in fact—wearing the tiniest, hottest superheroine outfit I had ever seen. I came like crazy, looking at Amelia, thinking only of Amelia, imagining her somehow kneeling before me forever. Wearing that tiny, skimpy, tit-heavy outfit. Christ. I wanted her so fucking bad. My load emptied out hard and hot into Maureen’s mouth, filling her throat and tummy with my sticky seed. She came, vibrating and thrashing before me, as Amelia continued to approach.

“Leave her alone!” Amelia demanded. 

She grabbed me by the foot and swung me through the library. Like, through the entire library. I moved through dozens of feet of air. A thick trail of cum was spread out from the growing space between my cock and Maureen's mouth. Finally I landed, a shelf breaking my fall. And by “breaking my fall,” I mean that a shelf probably broke most of my body. I was fairly certain I had rib fractures. My left arm felt splintered. 

With me incapacitated, Amelia looked to, what were in her mind, the “victims.”

“Are you girls all right?” she asked. “Do you need a hospital?”

Maureen swallowed, eyes glazed and heavy. “I need his cock, is what I need.” She hiccuped, hot sticky seed splashing against her lips. “Need my Master’s cock...”

“Yes, Miss,” said Gia. “Don’t hurt our Master. We need him. Please.”

“Don’t hurt your...” Amelia shook her head, taking off her mask. “Gia? Is that you?”

“Amelia? Are you a superheroine now?” Gia giggled. “That’s so cool. You’ll look so sexy sucking Master’s cock like that.”

“What the fuck...” 

Amelia was aghast. Yesterday, her sister had been a lovely eighteen year-old cheerleading captain. She was svelte and hot, her body clearly built for as much fucking pleasure as a regular man could get from her. 

Today, her sister’s was the porn star to beat all porn stars. That same svelte, hot body had been supercharged with shining skin, an ocean of golden blond hair, and a frankly enormous set of tits that would have been ridiculous if they did not look so goddamn sexy on her tiny frame.

“What happened to you, Gia?”

“Master changed me,” said Gia, cheery. “He made me better. I’m his perfect servant now. Just like you’ll be, soon. Won’t that be fun?”

“I serve no man.” Amelia stood up tall and held out a hand. “And neither will you. Take my hand, Gia. I’ll take you from this awful place. We’ll find someone who can help you.”

Gia’s mouth twisted. “I don’t really...wanna, though? I’d rather be with Master. Isn’t that right, Sir?”

As Gia distracted Amelia, I’d had enough time to get back up on my feet and sneak up behind Amelia. My plan was to use the Gaze and make her submit. 

I gave in. I bowed out of morality. I didn’t give a fuck about what was right or wrong. I only knew two things anymore.

One—Amelia would probably kill me if I didn’t get the situation under control.

And two—I wanted to fuck her in that tight fucking spandex more than I had ever wanted to fuck anyone in my life. The entire time she’d been talking with Gia, I’d been staring lustfully at her perfectly sculpted ass, carving out a place in that leotard that belonged in a museum where the whole of humanity could witness it and jerk off forever. 

And so as she turned, I unleashed with the Gaze on her.

At first, it worked perfectly. She seemed stunned, transfixed. Whatever she was going to say bubbled away, and her mouth began to move slowly up and down without any words. 

But something was wrong. She fought it—and hard. Her eyes, while going dim, were still not entirely glazed over. I think I could only use the Gaze so many times a day—certainly not twice in such a short period after just using it on Maureen to enslave her almost totally. 

As the transmission really got going—the sparkling pink light from my eyes to her—she grabbed me by the throat and shoved me away. 

Perhaps it was intended as a light shove. As it was, though, I was smashed through a series of bookshelves. More bones broken. Probably a concussion. Gia and Victoria and Maureen all screamed and ran after me. 

“G-get...get me out of here...” I commanded them, my grip on consciousness fading.

Victoria turned to Maureen then. “You have to distract her. We’ll get him out of here.”

Maureen nodded. My hold on her was just minutes old, but she was already as loyal a slave as I could ever dream for. She approached Amelia, ripping off what remained of her clothes and strutting slowly. 

“Get out of my way,” said Amelia. “I’m going to kill him.”

“Kill him?” Maureen giggled. “Oh, you don’t want to do that. Not really. Do you? Don’t you want to just fuck me instead? You could, you know.”

Amelia’s head was foggy and full of lust. Though my Gaze hadn’t worked all the way, it had left an effect. And so Maureen’s offer, which before would have barely been considered (Maureen wasn’t Gia, after all, and that was the only woman who Amelia was really attracted to, whether she was conscious about this or not), had to process for several moments in Amelia’s brain.

“Fuck you?” Amelia shook her head, wondering why her pussy felt so wet at the thought. “No. I don’t...no.”

“Don’t you want me?” Maureen asked, giggling softly. “Don’t you think I’m so, so pretty?”

“I...I need to stop...” she staggered, shaking her head. Thoughts were slow. There was a purpose in her, and it was clear, but it was buried beneath a mountain of sexual desire that was impossible to fight. 

Her hands slipped down Maureen's perfected, huge tits, sliding over their sensuous curves, her fingers dallying at the nipples. Amelia made a small round “oh” with her perfect lips, drool gathering around her teeth.

But she summoned her will—a valiant effort—and pushed Maureen aside. She was gentle, but it was too late. I was already gone. 

* * * * *
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VICTORIA DROVE THE car. I told her to get out of the town—to get somewhere isolated and alone. Maybe a farm.

She took me at my word. I drifted in and out of consciousness with Gia urgently trying to push her tits into my face.

“Stop,” I said, slapping her away with my one good arm. “Let me be.”

“B-but Master, I need to help you. I need to—”

“I am hurt,” I said plainly. “Leave me be. Be quiet. No more talking. None.”

I could see in her big, teary eyes she had more to say, but I didn’t care. I was done with listening to her, to both of them, for the time being. This was a disaster.

I was broken, battered, and beaten. Amelia had kicked my ass and then some. I desperately needed the attention of a medical professional, and yet going to a hospital was out of the question for me.

For one, I couldn’t explain away the existence of Gia and Victoria by any stretch of the imagination. What was I supposed to say, that I got beat up at a secret porn star convention in town? 

No.

For two—and more importantly, in my mind—if I was in the hospital, there was no way I could stop myself from looking in the eyes of the doctors and nurses. Maybe I could come in blindfolded, but to work on all the broken bones and contusions on my body, they’d almost certainly need to put me on some kind of anesthesia. Would that stop the Gaze from working? What if I was unconscious but it happened anyway? What if I bimbofied some nurse in the middle of setting my arm?

This was a shitty situation and I had no idea how to get out of it. 

Victoria drove me into a barn somewhere on the far side of town. It was a ranch—owned by who, I couldn’t tell—but they didn’t seem to be home. The place was abandoned enough for us to get inside their fence with no problem, and for Victoria to open and close the barn door without being noticed.

Once inside, she turned off the car and pushed back the seat of the hatchback, giving me something of a bed to lie on. The hair of the golden beauties tickled over my bruised chest as they worried over me. Their fingers shadowed around my cock, but neither dared to touch me there. They knew I was too hurt.

Now that we were safe, together, I felt it acceptable to just lie back and die. I didn’t see what else I could do, and I knew that with as many injuries as I had, dying was soon on the docket if I didn’t get medical attention. And medical attention was, as I said, strictly out of the question.

Consciousness floated in and out, the girls talking at me, talking to each other. I could see them trying to work on some plan, trying to see what orders they could follow from their hurt Master. But I had none to give. 

At one point, I thought I saw Victoria slap Gia, ranting angrily. She was taking control, all right. I wondered if that was because she was older, or simply because I had clearly favored her more than Gia. 

It was weird—how I loved fucking Victoria more. It had been Victoria who had hated me more. Maybe that's just part of my fucked-up wiring.

I drifted back into consciousness with Victoria’s tit in my mouth. Her milk leaked down the back of my throat, with more coming as she squeezed her hefty breast. 

“Please, Master,” she said, her voice calm. “You need us so badly. Let us help you.”

I was too weak to resist. Too weak to do anything but comply. Even the pain had begun to drift away, overwhelmed by my body's need to shut down. Everything inside of me felt loose and disconnected, my vision was blurry. Gia floated over Victoria’s shoulder, squeezing her tits, warm milk running down Victoria’s beautiful body and following the trail to her nipples and then down into my mouth. 

My assumption is that they would accidentally drown me. I thought this to be a fair end—crazed bimbo master accidentally killed by his two brainless servants. It was fitting and ironic, good enough for a play. Maybe a story. 

But that’s not what happened.

Instead, the pain and disconnection began to subside. What had been a throbbing whale slamming up and down on my body became a giant bodylifter punching me from side to side. Then, that became a bowling ball tossed into my gut. Then, that became hot pine cones burning underneath my back. And then even that became warm feathers brushing against my sides—and then nothing at all. 

I felt healed. Whole. Entirely. I sat up, stunned. My body was weightless and strong.

I stretched out my arm. Totally fine. No breaks at all. I touched my ribs. One hundred percent complete.

“What happened?” I asked. “How much...what day is it?”

My assumption was that I had been out for weeks or months while I healed. How else would this have been possible? What had I missed? Who was President?

“It’s just a couple of hours since we left the library,” said Victoria. “We took care of you, Master. We are good slaves.”

Gia nodded. “We try so hard to be good slaves, Sir.”
Her eyes were still full of tears. She’d had a rough day. Not enough that she’d seen me brutalized so thoroughly—she had to be yelled at by me as well. 
“It was your milk, wasn’t it?” I asked. “Your milk that healed me.”

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison, nodding with bright blue eyes. Their hair glimmered, golden fountains of fuck-fueled decoration.

“Come here,” I said to Gia.

She obeyed, coming close, and I kissed her softly on the lips—and then deeper still, crushing her body against mine. 

“You are forgiven,” I told her, sliding my tongue down her perfect neck and biting at her chin and jaw. “I forgive you. Master loves you.”

I can feel her trembling with orgasmic pleasure at these words, all worry being extinguished from her body, her entire self spasming with pleasure. She moans and pushes against me, her emptied brain focused entirely on giving me pleasure.

“Thank you, Master,” she breathes, puffy lips tracing against my naked chest—so hard and muscled now. “Thank you so much.”

My cock needed to be inside one of my bimbo sluts, and it needed it right then. I pushed Gia down onto the floor of the hatchback and shoved my big cock between her tits. 

And my cock was big—even bigger than before, just like the rest of me. As I slid my shaft between Gia's thick, milking pillows, I took Victoria by the small of her back and latched her tit to my mouth, drinking in deep.

The need to cum was almost overwhelming. Whatever was in this milk really was making me more virile. I could feel my balls pulse and become even denser, filling up with babymaking batter. 

“Coat me in it, Master,” Gia cooed. “Coat me in your seed, please, Master?”

I was too turned on—too ready to go—to hold out for long. I wanted to coat her in it. Squeezing hard on her huge nipples, I jammed my cock forward and into her mouth, so fucking big now that she was able to take a huge portion of it into her lips while I was titfucking her. 

“Victoria,” I growled. “Get on top of her. Have her eat your fucking pussy.”

The older girl obeyed instantly, happily, sliding her body over to be in perfect alignment with what I wanted. And so, soon I was pumping in and out of Gia’s tits, coating my cock with her hot, delicious milk all the while. Victoria sat on her face, Victoria beautifully eating out her pussy and licking at the shaft of my cock, while I sucked harder and harder on Victoria’s tits. 

I wanted all the milk she could give me. It was like I had a mainline to all the power in the world. 

As I sucked more and more, my body transformed more and more as well. I grew taller. More muscular. My body becoming dense with the muscle, utterly hard, stronger than steel. I became—in appearance and in fact—like a fucking hulk of a man. 
Stronger than Amelia. 
That was maybe what encouraged me to cum more than anything else. More than even the huge grapefruit-sized balls that now hung beneath my cock, producing enormous volumes of white hot seed—the knowledge that if I had to, I could overpower Amelia and make her mine at any moment. 

I was in charge. I was their Master in name and in reality, for the first time. 

“You fucking...fucking bimbo sluts...” I groaned, feeling that perfect pitch of hot rapture spreading up from my hips out to the tip of my cock. 

I erupted all over them—my slaves, my sluts, my concubines. I sprayed first deep all over Gia's mouth and Victoria's pussy, and then pulled backward, continuing to cum, spraying a thick layer all over Gia's enormous tits. Even though I had emptied out at least a quart already, I kept going, spraying on Victoria's body, and then pushing Victoria down by the hair and latching her mouth down on my cock to drain me dry. 

When finally I let her go, she looked brain-damaged, her face utterly blank except a simple, empty smile. Gia, beneath us, looked much the same. 

My cum was all-powerful to them. It was the source of all life and meaning. 

I owned them completely, and I was more powerful than I had ever been before. 

# # #
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“Fuck...” Amelia moaned, rubbing her pussy unconsciously against side of a steel-frame chair. Her thighs were wet from her own arousal, her crotch positively sopping. Thoughts sprinkled slowly into her head, disorganized and cloudy, her field of vision narrowed down to the stunning vision of herself in the dim reflection of the nearby sliding glass door.

She was at her parent’s house in her kitchen, her mind in a daze, her body in open revolt against the desires of her brain. Her pussy was wet. Her nipples erect. Her breaths heated and slow, heaving in her tiny superheroine costume. She filled it out perfectly, her tits on display, her fertile fucking hips ready for grabbing, her ass absolutely sculpted by the tight spandex. 

Every part of her was sweaty, hot, and aroused, and even though what she really wanted to do was track down her sister and save her, what she needed was a solid fucking.

It had been ages since she’d cum. Even before her transformation, before her powers, she had not cum for days. 

Amelia was just nineteen years old. Yesterday, she’d been given enormous power—super strength, super toughness, super jumping. All kinds of super. She was already super hot—that one had been taking care of all by her own genetics, gifting her with gorgeous tits, an angelic face, effortlessly sexy hair, long beautiful legs, and an ass that just wouldn’t quit—but the powers had enhanced those too, giving her greater musculature and much more confidence. 

Now, in her kitchen, rubbing her crotch against the steel chair, she didn’t feel very super. She felt weak and helpless. In her tiny white-and-blue superheroine suit, a spandex leotard with skintight gloves and high-heeled boots, she looked like she was more ready to suck supervillain cock than to stop any kind of robbery. 

“Fuck,” she moaned again, thinking about supervillain cock. Thinking about cock. “Need to...fuck...”

“I can help you.”

On the floor in the living room, adjacent to the kitchen, was Maureen. Maureen was already a beautiful young redheaded college student before I encountered her. Then, she was dosed with the special milk of my very first slave Gia, and she became even sexier—and then, purely by accident, I promise—I enslaved Maureen with my Gaze.

I’m still not entirely sure what the properties of my Gaze are. I know, though, that by locking eyes with Maureen, I had ensnared her into my service for life. She was my obedient cockwhore, and the only reason she was with Amelia at that moment and not with me was because I had used Maureen to escape. 

Otherwise, Amelia would have ripped me limb from limb.

Which, I’ll admit, was probably deserved. I had been trying to use the Gaze on Amelia on the time. It didn’t work, though, I think because I had just used it on Maureen. It has a recharge time, even when I'm at my strongest.

There—now we’re all caught up. It’s a big magical mess, and everyone is too turned on to think properly. This is why Amelia had taken Maureen home with her and tied her up in the living room to keep her from masturbating and moaning out my name. Amelia's parents were out of town, but not forever, so it was only a temporary solution.

“Shut up,” Amelia said to Maureen. “I don’t need any help.”

“You sure sound like you do,” said Maureen. 

She was sweating too. Sweating, and squirming, from a complete lack of orgasms for the last six hours. 

And yet, even so, her mind was a bit sharper than Amelia’s at that point. After all, she had the razor focus of complete obedience to my cock and will operating in her corner. 

Amelia only had sexual confusion. She could feel burgeoning feelings of attraction, but it was nebulous and not centered on anyone in particular. There was just raw desire, pushing at every corner of her being and threatening to take over her life.

It wasn't focused on me, how it should be. The way she should always be. 

“You’re the one who needs help,” said Amelia, walking into the living room. She stood above Maureen, struggling to keep her hands solely on her hips (and not sliding up and down her luscious curves) in a sort of authoritative gesture. “You think you have a Master. You think you’re a slave.”

“I do have a Master.” Maureen sighed contentedly. “And I am a slave.”

“That’s exactly what I’m talking about! No one owns you. You’re your own woman. Don’t you remember the real you? The non-enslaved you?”

Maureen’s face squirmed. This was clearly an uncomfortable topic for her. “I have some dim memory of it, yes.”

Amelia squatted, taking Maureen’s face in her hands. “Remember that time! Take strength from it! Return to it. Can’t you see how much better it was?”

Maureen nuzzled her beautiful face against Amelia's gloved hands, purring contentedly.

“Not really,” said Maureen. Her voice was a soft song. “I was unhappy constantly. I thought my life revolved around grades and the expectations of others. I thought I was in charge of my fate.” Maureen shook her head, smiling sadly. “Can you imagine anything so silly? I’m much happier now that I belong to Master.”

“But...but you could be something else.”

“And so could you. Why, you could serve Master too.” Her eyes lit up. They were big and blue. “His big strong cock sliding in and out of that hot cunt of yours.” Maureen turned her face, kissing Amelia’s hands softly. “I could get you nice and wet for him. He’d forgive you. You’re so fucking beautiful. I know he’d forgive for all that nasty beating. He’d let you right back into his service and make you a good, sweet little bimbo babe just like me.”

Amelia, in her arousal, forgot to withdraw her hand from Maureen’s kissing attentions for several moments. When she finally noticed, she snapped her arm back, like she had seen a snake.

“Stop that.” She shook her head, standing up. “I don’t want that.”

“It would be so easy, wouldn’t it?” said Maureen, licking her lips slowly. “So easy just to come right here and let me go so I could lick you. Or...” she giggled. “You don’t have to let me go at all.”

“Wh-what do you mean?”

Amelia knew exactly what she meant. It was clear Maureen had the upper-hand, even though she was all tied up.

“Why, I don’t need to be untied to work my tongue. You can see that, surely. You could just come right over here and let me eat you out. Tasting pussy makes me cum. Master is so thoughtful that way. He’s going to have so many slaves, you see? And if he has so many slaves, he can’t fuck them all in one day. So he makes sure we can cum from pleasuring each other. It’s not as good as his cock, but nothing is. So, I’ll take a hot pussy like yours any day. Anyone would. My Master definitely would.”

“Don’t you understand?” Amelia shook her. “He’s...he’s twisted your mind! He’s making you say that! He brainwashed you!”

“I had such a dirty mind, though. Dirty with all those thoughts about all kinds of stuff I didn’t need. A dirty, dirty mind for a dirty, dirty girl. Dirty thoughts about getting a degree. About living for myself. About not wanting to be married or have kids.” She sighed again, so happy. “I cleaned away all those pesky bits about not serving his cock exclusively, though. Or, Master did it for me. All those dirty, dirty thoughts about not only loving him forever, not looking pretty all the time just for his pleasure. Though, I suppose, for the right girl...I could get pretty dirty again. I could be a very dirty girl, in all the right ways.” Maureen looked Amelia up and down and bit her bottom lip. “Would you like that?

The problem was, of course, that Amelia would very much like that. She wanted it more than anything she had ever wanted anything else at that moment. 

She needed—badly—to cum. 

No more thinking. No more justifying. She ran to the bathroom and, inanely, locked herself in. In less than a second, she was ripping her spandex down and sliding her fingers up into her juicing, aching cunt. Her thumb ran across her clit, squeezing just right, and her hips pounded forward to shove her fingers even deeper. 

“Shi-shiit!”

Her orgasm overtook her body almost instantly. She lost all control of her movements, her body. With her super-strength let loose, she kicked through the door, bucked her way back into the sink until it was rubble, and smashed her shoulder through the wall. And she didn’t give a fuck, because she was having the sweetest, hottest, most perfect cum of her life. 

It gripped her entire body in a glove of pleasure, massaging and vibrating her right down to her core. Everything felt good. Everything was white, hot, and pleasure.

For minutes and minutes, she felt high—completely out of it. Her head slid through the rubble on the floor. Drool spilled out of her mouth. She looked like she'd had an aneurysm. 

As she floated back down to earth, she could hear Maureen singing softly. 

“Soon, you’ll serve Him...soon, you’ll cum for Him...soon, you’ll kneel for Him...soon, we’ll all be His...” Her voice was so sweet. She was so clearly in love. “Soon, you'll serve Him...soon...you'll cum for Him...”

And the more of her mind Amelia felt return to herself, the more she feared this was true. Because she’d just had the cum of her life—and already she could feel herself getting horny again.

* * * * * 
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MEANWHILE, I WAS HAVING the time of my damn life. 

I’d already found out that the milk from my bimbo’s tits made other women bimbofied just like them. And I had found out—thankfully—that it was powerful enough to heal the wounds in my body, perfectly repairing broken bones and completely eliminating bruises from my skin. 

Amelia's brutal beating of my body was not only nullified, but a distant memory.

Because what I had only just started to find out was that it didn’t just make me heal—it made me stronger. Taller. More built and chiseled—more muscular, more capable of Owning and Destroying anyone in my way.

All night long, I stayed up fucking Victoria and Gia in the barn where we were holed up. I fucked them in the car we brought with us until I finally started worrying about its suspension—my weight was drastically increasing, going up well past three hundred pounds. All of it was solid muscle. The car's axle was squealing like it was going to snap in half.

So, we moved onto the hay. If they were uncomfortable, they didn’t mention it. In fact, they didn’t mention much at all outside of their usual rounds of thankful, plaintive moans and pleas for more and more of my cock to fill their cunts up. Both girls were irrevocably pregnant and looking to be more and more so by the day. 

Both had thoroughly noticeable baby bumps—nothing outstanding, but enough to where, in the tight clothes they wore, a passer-by would easily be able to tell that their fertile bodies had been absolutely fucked rotten by a complete alpha male. 

It wasn’t like beauties of their caliber would let any other sort of man fuck them. Their hair was long, thick, and stretched down past their asses in the kinds of glamorous locks that would make even other women look twice.

Before I began to drink their milk wholesale, they were the ones who exhausted me. 

Now, it was the day after the fight at the library. The sun was coming up, and I stood over them, my cock dripping a steady stream of heavy, intoxicating precum. I felt like I could fuck for another week if I needed to. 

Their milk was the difference.

The fact was, I needed to have more bimbo slaves like them to serve me if I was going to keep my mind straight. 

There was about a ten minute period after each fuck where—while I wasn’t soft or tired—my thoughts cleared up and I could form a plan. But when I started getting horny, that was that—I needed to fuck, end of story. 

The milk, again, was the difference.

And more than just the need to fuck was the need, specifically, to fuck Amelia.

Goddamn, she looked so fucking hot in that fucking superhero outfit. And the idea that I could fuck her—that I could own her—was more than I could stand. More than anything, I wanted to start bounding through the city, searching door by door for her and mindfucking every woman hot enough to serve me as I was on my way. 

But...I didn’t need to. Patience would benefit me here. Amelia would come after me. After all, I had her sister.

Gia was really her stepsister, but the two had known each other since they were young. 

Maybe Amelia was smart enough to see through that ruse—the ruse of using her sister as bait. After all, she had already seen the bimbo that Gia had become. Maybe she’d try to draw me out. I’d need something more. 

Gia slept on the ground beneath me. I nudged her with my foot, turning her over. She moaned, kittenish, wrapping herself around my foot.

“Wake up, girl,” I said. “Daddy wants his dick sucked.”

Stretching and purring, she slid upwards and wrapped her lusciously sexy mouth around my cock mid-yawn. I got to witness her beautiful face slowly wake up as she realized how godly my body had become. Her hands ran over my abs—the actual abs that I had, stacked like marble shelves—and squeezed hard at my rock hard buttocks. 

I could see in her face the new levels of worship she felt for me. She would have loved me no matter how I looked, but she definitely loved her Master being strong and huge. I think I was close to seven feet tall now, but without any kind of measurement it was hard to tell.

Soon, Victoria was up too. She pressed her pregnant belly against my side, her tits wrapping around my arm. Thick, warm milk leaked from both pairs of bimbo tits as the two beauties adored my new body. 

“God...Master...” Victoria moaned, eyes wide and full of gentle tears as she witnessed my cock in Gia's mouth. Like she was witnessing poetry come to life. “You fuck her mouth so nice...”

Gia took more of me in—deep, taking all of me into her throat and slurping and sucking hard, her body perfectly designed to take an Alpha of my magnitude. 

The door to the barn swung open suddenly, its creaky hinges screaming in agony. 

“The fuck is going on here? Who are you...you...youuuuu...”

The man who kicked the barn door open was middle-aged. He wore overalls and a straw hat, very committed to the whole farmer look. It was fun to watch his expression go from outrage to shock to glazed arousal as he witnessed the two huge-titted blond bimbo goddesses making hot love to what must have looked like some kind of perfectly built Adonis statue. 

He wouldn’t have been a problem at all, except that he held a shotgun in his hands. It was a long sucker, double-barreled. And, while I was rather certain I could survive a shotgun blast to certain areas of my body, I didn’t want to take any chances. 

My cock was out, all right?

Not to mention how fucking protective I felt of my two girls. 

“Victoria,” I said, nodding at the man, “take his gun.”

“Yes, Master.” 

Victoria, smiling at getting to obey, strutted over toward the stunned farmer, her tits jiggling in mesmerizing fashion. She was totally naked except for her heels, five inches tall if they were a centimeter; I’d ripped everything else off during our fuck-sessions. 

“N-now, see here, Miss. You gotta...these premises, they’re mine, see, and you gotta...you have to...”

His gaze was helplessly transfixed upon her tits. She nodded encouragingly all the while as he talked, smiling, and then she slipped the gun from his weak, trembling hands. 

“Have...have to...have to...”

He was inhaling deeply, taking in breath after breath of Victoria’s sweet scent, and not to mention the thick combined scent of our fucking in that barn for hours now. I could see the straining erection pushing against his pants. And then, as Victoria’s finger came achingly close to his, taking the gun, I saw his erection start to gush hot seed all over his pants. He fell to the ground, trembling, watching, his face pained and blissful at the same time.

“S-so pretty,” he grunted. “S-so pretty. I need to...need to...n-need...”

His hands reached up to touch Victoria. She swatted them away with the butt of the gun. I was pretty sure I heard bone breaking. My cock twitched harder.

Super. Fucking. Villain.

Victoria handed me the gun with Gia still sucking my cock. I considered what to do. We couldn’t have the man walking around. And though at this point I was pretty well-committed to gathering a few more fuckslaves for my harem, and one superslave in particular—I don’t think I was ready for cold-blooded murder.

You have to build these things up over time, after all. It’s like a business.

So, with Gia slurping up and down, spitting on my cock for more lube as she jerked me and lovingly kissed the unbelievably thick head, I decided at least to take care of the gun. Victoria fingered her cunt as she watched me bend the barrel of the gun until it was a long hook shape.

“Fu-fuck...” the farmer grunted. “Oh. Oh f-fu-fu-f-fuc—fu...”

“I think what you’re trying to say is...” I paused for a moment, gifting Gia with a heavy load down her throat. I closed my eyes, feeling completely secure as I came, emptying briefly into my blonde goddess’s tummy, absolutely covering her throat all the way down. In just a few moments, my balls would be at capacity again, a never-ending fuckfactory of babymaking seed.

“Ah. Much better.” I removed myself from Gia’s mouth, my half-hard cock slapping against my thighs. “The word you’re looking for, little man, is ‘forget.’ As in, ‘I promise to forget everything I’ve seen here. I’ll never tell a soul, because if I do, then my house will burn down with me and everyone I love inside. And even worse, I’ll never be able to jerk off my pathetic cock to the beautiful blond angels I’m looking at right now. So I promise on my life that I’ll never, ever say a word of this.’” I leaned over the man, dwarfing him in size. “Isn’t that what you were trying to say, little man?”

He gulped long and hard. I could tell he was already getting hard again, clearly stunned at what was happening to him. I didn’t have to kill him, I realized. He’d be jerking off so hard and so frequently that he’d die of a heart attack or exhaustion soon enough. 

That thought pleased me a great deal. A fine way to escalate my villain status. Nice and remote.

But he nodded anyway. “Y-yes, Sir. Anything you say, Sir. I p-promise.”

“Good.”

That felt good, fucking with his head like that. I could do it to anyone. I could do goddamn near anything. 

I turned to Victoria, kissing her softly on the lips, pulling tight on her ass, enjoying the little thrill of orgasm pulsing through her as I blessed her with such attention.

“You did very well,” I said. “Now, you’re going to do even better. Listen very closely...”

* * * * *
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AMELIA WAS NOTHING if not determined. When she found out so shortly after finally releasing all her pent-up arousal in the bathroom that she was still horny, she knew that she had to do something to take care of herself, and soon. 

So, she did what any determined individual would do when faced with a sexual problem—she decided to go to the sex toy shop. 

It was located close enough, in downtown. Amelia was able to cross the five miles, jumping, in less than a minute. That was with the squirming, pleading Maureen on her back. Super-strength is a hell of a thing.

She had taped Maureen’s mouth shut, ostensibly because she hadn’t figured out how to help her yet, and if some innocent bystander overheard the gorgeous young redhead pleading to be untied, they might get the wrong idea about Amelia’s good intentions. 

The real reason, though, was because Amelia was afraid that if she got horny again like she had before that she wouldn’t be able to resist using Maureen’s tongue on her pussy. Her resistance had only just won out last time, and there was no guarantee that it would again, especially with her horniness building up so quickly once again. 

Her mind felt like it was on fire. And if her mind was on fire, then her body was a fucking sexual inferno, flaring like crazy, destroying all circling helicopters sent to water it down.

The sex store was called The Lockbox. It was located in the basement of a novelty store, closely watched by a clerk and a security camera. Both wobbled with sudden lust as Amelia entered in full superheroine regalia.

Now—why did Amelia still think it necessary to walk around in her superheroine regalia? I honestly couldn’t tell you. You’d have to ask her.

But my guess is that she saw this as superheroine business, and so, being a superheroine, she took care of business while being dressed as one. 

Downstairs, the female clerk ogled her openly. She was was a cute, young college girl with a lip piercing and hair dyed pink and purple. Her perky young tits strained in her tight ironic slogan tee. Her eyes boggled as she watched tall, sultry Amelia strut down the stairs into her basement sex shop. 

“Are you in town for the convention?” the clerk asked, rather dumbstruck. Her name, as her name tag read, was Violet. “Could you...um...tell me where the convention is? So I can...see all of your costume?”

“Convention? What are you talking about?”

Violet shook her head, giggling nervously. “Nothing. Never mind.”

“There’s no need to fear, citizen,” said Amelia. “I just need some help.”

“I will help you with anything you need.”

Violet was flushing with arousal, and in the back of her mind was already introducing Amelia to her parents in a weird coming-out party. Her parents would ask what happened to her boyfriend.

“I’m having trouble with...” Amelia smiled, blushing now. “It’s a bit embarrassing.”

“Hey, there’s nothing you’ll say that I haven’t heard a dozen times already, and I only started a few months ago.” Violet's smile was disarming. “Whatever you’ve got, it’s not as bad as you think.”

Amelia struggled, clenching her fists tight. The leather of her gloves creaked. “I’m just...I’m crazy horny. Like, all the time. And if I cum, it just comes back. But I have this...this really important thing I have to do. Like, I have to help someone close to me. But not if I’m too horny to think. So I need to be...I don’t know. Cumming all the time? Is there anything that can do that?”

“You’re horny,” Violet nodded. “All the time. Like, right now?”

Amelia squirmed a bit. Violet looked down at Amelia’s spandex crotch—and no doubt she could see the growing moisture stain there. Violet licked her lips, gulping. Her eyes were big and brown. 

“Horny,” she said again. “Are you...are you into girls, at all?”

Amelia bit her lip, playing briefly with her hair. “You know, I’m flattered, I really am, but like...I’ve got important stuff to take care of. Like I said.”

“So, that’s a no?”

“That’s a...um...’you’re really cute, but with this other thing happening, I can’t even tell you what I’m attracted to right now.’ That's what that is.”

Violet nodded. “Well...what about a love egg?”

“A love egg?”

She began searching through her shelves, tapping one box in particular and pulling it out. “Sure! My friend’s cousin is a nympho? She uses it at work so she can concentrate. It’s basically like a little egg that you slip in your vag, and let it go to work.”

“What’s the battery life like?” Amelia peered at the product in Violet's hands.

“It should last for at least eight hours. It comes with a little recharge station. See?” She pointed on the box.

“Is this one...strong? I mean, resistant? I am...uh...fairly well-developed in that arena.”

Violet’s eyes glazed over again, staring down Amelia’s cleavage and then down at her pussy again. “Fuck, I just bet you are...” she smiled, biting a lip. “But yes. It’s small, so they can build them dense. That one is the best model we have. There’s others, and some are more expensive, but this is what you want.”

Amelia took a closer look. The Lust Egg. The size of her thumb, more or less, and in a light shade of pink.

“This will work fine,” she said. “Thank you.”

“Thank you. I think I’ve got enough fantasy fuel for the next sixteen years of my life.”

She knew she should have felt objectified. Dirty, even. But Amelia could not help but feel a measure of contentment at that. And perhaps that’s why she had gone to The Lockbox in her full erotic superheroine regalia after all.

* * * * * 
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I FOUND GIA AND VICTORIA much easier to deal with than previously. Before, I’d been denying myself—denying who I was, what I was, what I was meant to be. I was trying to play nice. Trying to be an ethical Master.

An ethical brainwasher. An ethical mindcontrolling owner of bimbo fuckslaves totally addicted to my cum.

Yeah—there’s no such thing. I’m as unethical as they come and I’m pretty much made that way. I get it, now—who I am.

Maybe it was the beating from Amelia, maybe it was drinking all that fucking delicious bimbo milk, maybe it was completely bullying that farmer—but regardless of exactly what it was, I knew my place in the world now. 

I was a bad man. And all that trying to be a good man previously now meant was that I had a whole hell of a lot of catching up to do so that everyone knew it. At any moment I chose, I could have a bimbofied beauty sucking my cock, praising me for being who I was, thanking me for being evil enough to conquer her puny little mind and turning it into mine. 

I could have her believing wholesale that it was totally evil what I did, and she wouldn’t give a fuck—evil would just turn her on. I could strip a wife from her husband, a daughter from her family, a CEO from her business. I could mindfuck an entire gaggle of cheerleaders until the only cheer they knew was one worshiping my cock. 

That was the kind of power I had. And with my body as developed as it was now, that power was realized in physical form as well. It would be a simple thing to walk into any night club, any bar, any sorority house or college campus or anywhere else and convince a girl to hang out with me for a little while. And really, to make her mine, all I needed to do was have her look me in the eyes. 

All that power, all that advantage, and I was suppose to cripple myself somehow and be good? Maybe cut out my eyes, volunteer for chemical castration?

No, thank you. I was built for badness, and badness I would be. 

So, like any evil overlord, I needed an evil overlord headquarters of some kind.

The library was out. I was never a fan of staying there, and it w as too public besides. I needed a place away from the mainstream, where no one would walk in and see the big-titted goddesses working there and immediately run to tell all their friends. 

What to do?

As I’ve mentioned, the people of Bloomingdale Heights pretty much all universally hated me for two main reasons—one, because my father was such a giant asshole who more-or-less single-handedly drove their budget into the red. And two, because there was a piece of land that I held—a piece of land members of their city council were sure that could be used to revitalize their economy. 

Being that I had no desire to go back into town and risk more attention than I could reasonably deal with in any short amount of time, my plan was clear—retreat to the land I owned and build up from there. 

And that was where Gia and I headed after the barn. Victoria, meanwhile, had a much different objective—though one that was important to my new understanding of my cause.

The land was, by and large, underdeveloped. Most of it was empty of anything except for grass, but there were a few patches here and there of old trees. Mostly pines, one or two oaks. It was far from idyllic, but it was mine. 

Sometimes, teenagers wandered up there at night on the weekends for drinking, mostly because they knew I wouldn’t do a damn thing about it. Every year I had needed to hire a small crew to clean up the bottles, broken glass, and crushed beer cans. 

Now, if the teenagers tried it again, I’d be there waiting for them. The young men would regret trespassing. The young women would decide that they’d never made a better decision in their entire lives. 

Largely, there was nothing at all of human property on the land. But, there was a small office that I kept there because state law dictated that if I wanted to claim ownership, I had to have something on the land that showed I was regularly attempting maintenance. If all that was there was just some crumbling shed, then they could argue that the land was in disuse and disrepair, and could take it from me. 

So, the office was nice. It was not all that large—one story, about eight hundred square feet. It was right off the only road that led into the land. Inside was almost nothing. This was strategic, as it was easy to show improvement from year-to-year if I started with nothing and slowly added an item at a time. So, there was a couch, and a desk, and a television set that didn’t get any channels, and a few chairs here and there. 

Something I had found out since scaring off the farmer is that my new body didn’t only mean I was super strong. I could leap very high as well, and I ran very fast. So, as the evening descended on the town. it was very easy for me to break into a few nearby empty houses and steal their mattresses and all the clean linens and blankets out from their closets. 

These beddings were now what filled the office. And it was a good thing too, because I’d sent Victoria out on a mission of fuck. 

See now, that was supposed to be a play on “mission of love,” but I’m not sure that it was clear.

I'm a bad guy. Sex villain.

Anyway.

Mission of fuck! I had Victoria doll herself up in the most conservative outfit her new body would allow her to wear without itching—this turned out to be a tight leather minidress with tall sky-high pink heels—and sent her out to the local mall. With her were several flasks of hers and Gia’s milk. She was to recruit any beautiful women she saw—by suggestion, seduction, or by force—and bring them my way. 

Two at a time. Any more than that and I thought she might have a tough time wrangling them here.

I had to have more slaves, you see. It was hard enough to think clearly when I was hard all the time and fucking Gia and Victoria so regularly. But now I was starting to tire even those bimbo fuckgoddesses out. 

So, I needed more. This was a purely practical decision, I assure you. Nothing at all to do with how fucking rock hard the thought of owning every hot woman in town made me. 

Hell, still makes me. I haven't reformed in the slightest.

By the time I had the office all set up—mattresses placed just right, Gia covered in my cum in the corner and close to exhausted from a thorough skullfuck—Victoria had just arrived with my newest recruits. It was late afternoon, and the sun was setting.

They were two young beauties, wrapped around each other’s bodies, kissing and fingering each other madly in the back seat of her hatchback. They wore tiny skirts and big, clunky heels. Their tits straining against tiny sweaters. One had on a choker necklace that looked like a collar. I greeted Victoria with a long kiss, squeezing her ass tight.  My fingers slid over toward her asshole, applying pressure through the fabric.

“Good girl,” I said, knowing the words would gift her with a strong, urgent orgasm.

Her reaction did not disappoint, her body melting into mine as she trembled with pleasure. Even as the feeling still shook through her bones, she turned with bright, bimbofied blue eyes to her vehicle.

Yesterday, I have to remind myself, she absolutely hated me. She wanted me dead. 

Now she worships me. No one else has a chance.

“Girls,” said Victoria. “I’ve got that cock I promised you.”

Both of them scrambled out of the car, lining up behind Victoria obediently. 

“Who have we got here?” I asked. “Introduce yourselves.”

I kept my eyes—and my Gaze—off them directly. Instead I looked at other features—their tits, their chins, their bare legs in their tiny skirts. All were spectacular, of course. Victoria did good work. 

I’d have to remember to bring out a mirror or something for the next batch so that I could see them more clearly.

Both were tall, busty, with long flowing hair and bright, beautiful eyes. This was the bimbofying milk of Victoria at work. Structurally, they were nearly identical—my slaves knew how create more perfect slaves for me. So, the differences were almost entirely cosmetic. 

One was Asian, and the other was Latina. They both had thick, dark hair. The Asian had the smallest tits of any of the slaves I’d seen so far, 36C. But her frame was so tiny and frail, so utterly fucking fae and breakable, that they appeared to be much larger. Her waist was the width of a cantaloupe. 

The Latina, on the other hand, was a bit shorter than any of the other girls, but her breasts seemed comparably much more massive. She was the one wearing the choker necklace. It had a little series of silver hearts on it.

“I’m Miyu,” said the Asian, giggling heatedly. “You're fucking...big.”

Immediately, Victoria slapped her. “You address Him as Sir or Master, cunt.”

Miyu gulped, her bright dark eyes flashing downward shamefully. “Forgive me, Sir. My name is Miyu, Master.” 

Victoria waited, raising an eyebrow. Gulping, Miyu dropped to her knees. 

“Please, may I have your cock, Sir?”

Victoria brightened, kissing her on the cheek where she slapped her. “That’s so much better, baby. He liked that a lot. You can see how much harder his cock got, can’t you?”

Licking her lips, Miyu nodded. My cock surged in hardness again, seeing that. 

They were already so obedient, even without tasting me yet. It must have been my scent—making them naturally submissive, just like that farmer.

“And you?” I asked the Latina.

My voice was deep now, like a mountain tumbling down.

“Angela, Master.” She was already rubbing her tits together in anticipation of my cock ruling her life. She dropped to her knees next to Miyu. “I’ll do anything you say, Sir. Please just...just let me have that cock, please?”

I moved forward, sliding my cock between their joined tits. It was slick with precum, heavy with blood-engorged density. The two new girls moaned, salivating heavily as they licked all over the cock, licked each other tongues, licked each other's tits in an effort to taste as much of my precum as possible.

Very soon they put themselves into position, sliding their tits up and down together against my rod, taking turns as they took long, heady slurps of my cockhead and shaft. 

“It's sooo good,” Angela moaned.

Miyu nodded. “So good.”

She—Miyu—seemed a little harder hit by the taste of my cock. She was more of a virgin than Angela. I could tell by their attentions that Angela had kissed boys before, even given out a handjob. Miyu had done none of that. 

Her every bit of attention on my manhood was the absolute first she had given any man in her life. 

This is What I Deserved.

* * * * *
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AMELIA REALLY, TRULY believed she was going to stop me.

With the love egg pulsing happily in her pussy, she believed the worst of her troubles to be over. It would bring on an orgasm every five to eight minutes, such was her level of arousal—but that happened so regularly that she was able to cobble together a good string of logical thought. 

With that logical thought, she began to look for me, bounding through the city. And when she couldn’t find me at my apartment—she found the address by rummaging through the office papers at the library—she decided she would look at the only other place that belonged to me: the plot of land outside the city. 

The evening was dark and humid. Sweat clung to her luscious frame, sensationalizing her every angle. Her hair, so thick and long, was layered and shimmering with moisture. She entered my land with Maureen on her shoulder, who was struggling and squirming. 

Maureen was positively blowing up—she hadn’t cum for nearly a day now, and that was making all of her senses work on overdrive. She could smell that I was close, and my closeness, combined with her restraint, was turning her brain into overheated jelly. Her cunt slid hard on Amelia's back, struggling for any source of tension.

Amelia, prowling through the land, made almost a straight bee-line toward my office. She could hear the sounds, and she could smell all those thick, hot scents of lust just like Maureen.

She would deny, until the very end, that those scents drew her. She thought she was in control. She thought the love egg was making her think clearly. 

Without bothering to look inside the windows—which were very open, I had nothing to hide nor be afraid of—she kicked in the door. It splintered into a dozen pieces, smashing to bits. Inside, what she saw stopped her dead in her tracks, the love egg happily pulsing away in her beautiful cunt.

I was on my knees on a mattress. It was utterly soaked with milk and cum. 

Gia was attached to one side, Victoria the other, both of them docking their tits on either side of my hips. They knelt, wearing only slender lace lingerie and thick, tall heels. Their heavy gob-smacking breasts leaked warm, sensuous milk all the way down my legs. A puddle about an inch thick was on the thick mattress we stood on. It would need to be replaced, probably. 

I would just steal another. I'd steal a dozen. I'd steal anything I wanted. Nothing  and no one could stop me.

Not even Amelia. Seeing her—seeing her cumming, sweaty, hot wet body in that tight fucking spandex outfit, I spurt out an extra quart of cum from my immense cock, coating the two newly enslaved beauties in front of me—Miyu and Angela. They moaned with appreciation and love. 

I had them stacked on top of each other with Angela on the bottom, on her hands and knees. Miyu, tits-down on top of her, kneaded Angela’s thick tits as she cooed and prayed for my cock to enter her hot Asian pussy. But at that moment, I was fucking Angela into oblivion, and she was begging for my babies to fill her up.

“Please!” she cried. “Please, Master! I need your fucking babies inside me! I'm so fucking fertile! I need to be pregnant, oh my god—oh, my. GOD! Please!”

She was a good little fuckdoll, after all, and that’s what good little fuckdolls do for me—they beg for my babies, and then they take them into their wombs like good girls.

“Do it, Master,” Miyu moaned. She knew the second I came into Angela, I'd be fucking her instead. “Fuck her. Fuck her full of your babymaking cum. You're such a Male. Such a Man. Please, Master? Please fucking make her yours, forever!”

And I listened to them. They didn't boss me around—their words and their movements were owned by me. I directed everything I saw—even Amelia, whether she knew it or not. I could smell her heated cunt, her need for my chiseled body even as I fucked another woman right in front of her.

There was nothing I didn't control. I was God to these women, and I deserved it. My balls were full of holy liquid, blessed juice made to make women crumble and become my pets. 

“Stop,” Amelia growled, tossing Maureen to the ground. “Stop this right now.”

Perhaps surprising her, I did exactly that. 

This had all been a ploy on my part anyway—hoping that Amelia would show up soon. If she hadn’t, I would have just kept fucking Miyu and Angela and then I would have sent Victoria out for another two slaves. 

But I wanted Amelia to think she had caught me off guard—that she had the advantage. She most assuredly didn’t. I was a living god with a lightning bolt for a cock, and she was going to feel my fury. 

Maureen began crawling forward toward me on the floor, wriggling this way and that in her bonds. Giggling, Gia slipped to the ground completely and began crawling toward her. I admired her tight, young ass, slathered in precum and milk, as she moved across the ground.

Moving like a blur, Amelia shot across the room and snapped her hand around my throat, lifting me up against the wall.

Her intention was to choke me. She squeezed hard—and then, when I had no reaction, squeezed even harder. It was strong enough to break a tree in half.

It barely left a red mark on my skin.

“Now,” said Amelia, sneering. “You listen to me—”

She stopped, suddenly, because she noticed what I was already heavily aware of. My cock was still hard. I hadn't fucked Angela to completion. My cock was hard—and it was streaming thick, brutally hot precum all over Amelia's outfit. It layered on her tits, pooling in the gorgeous display of her cleavage, melding quickly into her skin.

My liquids have properties. They are special, just like me.

“L-listen...” Amelia said, her voice a half-moan. “You list...listen. You listen,” she licked her lips. The scent was overwhelming to her. “You listen to me...”

Her grip slowly loosened. I slipped down to the ground. Behind me, there was a truck-sized dent. She had tossed me hard into the wall, not that I felt it. I was too strong for any pain she could give me. But her strength turned me on.

My other bimbos were extra-durable to take my strength. But they weren't super like Amelia was super. They weren't supreme like she was. 

Dumbly, she slid a finger through the heavy mess of precum on her cleavage and scooped up a thick dollop of it. She licked her lips, hypnotized by the sight of it. Drool, heavy and thick, dropped down her chin. 

She was mine already. She never had a chance.

This is a Man's world, and I am the Supreme Example of a Man. She was, even if she was super, only ever a woman. And where women belong is on their fucking knees before my Might.

“...listen...” she tried again, her voice practically clogged with drool.

“No,” I said, taking her by the throat. It was slender. It was Mine. “You’re going to listen to me, now. Aren’t you, doll?”

She looked up at me, starting to nod. And then I had her in my Gaze.

* * * * * 
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MY HAND WRAPPED AROUND Amelia’s throat, my tone vicious and snarling.

“Who the fuck owns you?” 

“Y-you do, Master!” Amelia cried. 

Her cunt squeezed on my cock as I fucked her deeper and harder. She was dressed in her hot-as-fuck superheroine outfit—though really, supervillain is more appropriate now. It had a custom hole in her crotch where I could shove my cock into her wet cunt whenever I wanted. Her tits overfilled it—bouncing, enormous, and enhanced, easily the biggest, most beautiful pair of any of my slaves.

I fuck her from on top, her long booted legs wrapped around my neck, sandwiching her with my enormous weight. Only she can stand to be fucked like this from me. Only she is strong enough. All my other girls would be crushed.

Amelia thrived when I fuck her like this. Her heels—so fucking tall—knocked against each other behind my ears. 

“Fuck her, Master,” Gia moaned. “Fuck her, please. Fucking get my sister so fucking pregnant for you, oh please!”

Five pairs of heavy, lactating tits covered our bodies, pushing us together. We fucked in a white liquid pool of our own debauchery. Gia, Miyu, Angela, Victoria, and Maureen all pressed in on my body. Their hands crawling over me, worshiping me. Their heavy tits leaking milk all over Amelia and I, covering us entirely in their lifegiving milk. 

Their voices cried in unison for our perfect joining—their leaders, their owners. 

“Fuck her,” they moaned. “Oh, fuck him. Fuck...fuck...please keep fucking! We need to see you cum!”

They referred to both of us. Their loyalty was absolute. They knew their place. They knew we were Chosen by the book. They knew that they are beneath us...and that they were all beneath me. 

Amelia's beautiful face was wet with milk. It only made her more gorgeous. She pulled me closer, her velvet pussy tightening on my cock, and she whispered those magic words. 

“Cum in me, my love. Cum in me now.”

I was a gentleman, in the end, and I couldn't refuse a lady's request. On command, I emptied my balls inside of her, my cock erupting with the biggest load of seed I've ever felt exit my body. Quart after quart flooded out of me, spilling into her, spilling out of her because I have so much of it.  Her orgasm shook the bed and all the hot, beautiful bimbo babes on it.

“I love you, Master.”

“I love you, Amelia.”

Slowly, I withdrew myself from her body, allowing Gia and Victoria to take first licking sessions on my cum covered cock. Amelia, meanwhile, drew in Miyu and our newest slave, who had been standing by and watching, a petite black-haired girl named Jeanne, to lick up her pussy until it was cleaned of all cum and milk. The two of us reclined in our king-sized bed on the top floor of my headquarters, enjoying the morning air. 

It wasn’t the first time we made love...but it always felt that way for us. It was always just as good as that fevered, hot, perfect time when I first fucked her after capturing her.

At it turns out, Amelia and I were made for each other. Or, if not made for each other, reformatted for each other by the tome from the library’s basement. And I don't just mean that our bodies were perfect for each other—that her superhuman strength complimented my own so perfectly.

You see, when we fucked, both of us could have clear heads for a while if we so chose. We could think about something that wasn’t sex for hours at a time. I pulled out my laptop and began writing down a few organizing notes for the day, with Amelia idly stroking my abs and making suggestions as I went.

She loved me. She adored me. She needed me to be King of everything. 

This is how we began our stealth campaign of taking over Bloomingdale Heights. 

I only took a girl or two at a time. Then I would fuck them mercilessly, completely emptying their mind of anything but service to me, for a week or maybe two or three. The longest any girl has ever had to be trained and fucked alone as the new girl has been a month. That was Naiku, Miyu’s sister, who now worked as our cook downstairs. 

There was something about her, Naiku, that just drove me crazy, and I couldn’t be bothered to fuck any new girls until finally, tired of the monotony, Amelia went out and kidnapped a new fuckslut for us herself.

That’s right, she had full autonomy. She was totally obedient to me, but she was my partner in crime. She wanted to see us build our harem of bimbo fuckdolls as much as I did. 

That’s why the Gaze worked so differently on her. Why the first time wasn't enough. 

It wasn’t trying to make her dumb, it was trying to make her obedient. It takes longer that way, I figure. I’ve been trying to work it out, see if I can do it on purpose in the future. 

As long as she has that obedience to me, I don’t give a shit what she does with her time. She knew her place every night is in my bed, worshiping the best cock she’ll ever have. The biggest. The strongest. That's what I am to her.

Amelia’s heavy milk worked differently too. It was responsible giving my girls their powers. Now, they were almost as strong and powerful as Amelia, who in turn was almost as strong and powerful as I am. 

It’s a good thing, too—otherwise, there’d be a lot of accidents during fucking that would be really unpleasant.

Each girl could now be sent out on missions by themselves to recruit the hottest girls around town—fuck it, around the state. In a week, there will be a beauty queen contest to see who's worthy enough to go to the Miss America contest. 

I'm going to own every last one of our applicants. They Belong to me already. It's an insult, if you think about it, that they haven't submitted to my will already. 

Overconfident? I have a cock a foot long and a brilliant supervillain goddess worshiping it every night. I'd say I'm exactly how confident I need to be.

Long story short, I’m on my way to building a hyper-obedient, uber-sexual race of bimbo fuckslaves, completely loyal to me and me alone. 

How’s that for supervillainry?

Gia and Victoria’s heavy bellies rubbed against my thighs on the bed. I’ll need to bring a doctor into the fold, soon. Their pregnancies—and those of all the other girls—aren’t like normal pregnancies. It’s only been a few months since I impregnated the two of them, and already they’re fit to bust. 

Any doctor will be better than none. 

Victoria is still an excellent organizer and sorter, in charge of assigning daily tasks for all the bimbo beauties. Ask her who the last four presidents are, though, and she’ll be blank for days. So, I figure maybe a doctor will keep all her skills of medicine. 

Maybe not. If not, then I'll just have Amelia strong arm another. Or any of my other bimbo girls. They're superhumans, after all. It's not like they have to obey stupid things like laws.

There's only My Law now. My Will is their Law.

That’s the only reason Amelia isn’t pregnant. First we figure out how to do it safe...then I do it to her for real and mark her in that final way. 

She'll have an endless parade of triplets for me. I just know it.

So for now, with Gia and Victoria and the others, their pregnancy is bit of a gamble, but hey, it’s not like I’m that worried. I can always get more slaves.

Oh, maybe you’re surprised that I’m such a bastard? Did you not notice that I’m a complete villain? Sometimes the villain wins. Sorry.

I mean, of course I won. I’m fucking narrating, aren’t I? How would I know what had been happening with Amelia if I hadn’t made her tell me her part of the story?

Sorry if you were expecting some turn of events. The book comes back and drains my power. Aliens land and interfere. Amelia convinces me to use my powers for good.

No way. No. Fucking. Way.

Like I said, sometimes, the bad guy wins. 

And fuck it—I’m the bad guy. I don’t give a shit. I deserve it. What else explains all this power, all this pussy that I can have with so little effort? All I have to do is fuck them and drink their milk, and let them suck me—and I’ve got an army of obedient picture-perfect sluts aching to carry out my command. 

Watch out, world. I’m coming for you. 

“I’m so happy you’re in charge of me, Master,” Amelia moaned in my ear. “I’m going to give you so many slaves...you’ll have houses and houses dedicated to moaning your name.”

She knew how to get me hard, that was for sure.

Nothing got the two of us hornier than me in charge of an army of super-sluts...and one that would just keep growing and growing. 

Just like their pregnant bellies.

# # #
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Layla knew it was a bad idea, but she sniffed at her daughter's laundry anyway.

There could be any number of horrible things that she would smell. Outside of the rather large potential for poor hygiene, there could easily be the stench of alcohol or cigarettes, even drugs. Hilary was eighteen, and she was at college, after all.

So, it surprised her then when the bright red tube top she held smelled . . . rather sweet. Kind of like orange sherbet. And was that . . . just the faintest hit of sex? 

Pushing a thin strand of dark hair out from her face, she picked up another top, this one neon pink and much skimpier than the other, with what seemed like an enormously deep scooping neckline. It smelled even stronger of sherbet, and even stronger of sex.

Layla wondered if it was worth it to have a discussion with Hilary about this.

The relationship between Layla and her daughter had been strained for a time, ever since Hilary was accepted to Western University three states over. It was a prestigious school, and Layla was proud of Hilary for hunkering down and devoting herself to her studies. 

But, as proud as she was, Layla was equally upset that Hilary was moving so far away to go to school, but had only expressed this through pessimism and a snarky attitude for the past year. It had hurt her daughter, and forced her husband David to choose sides.

It was no way to treat a daughter, and no way to maintain a family, and ever since Hilary had moved away, the teenager had only become more distant.

Layla had resolved to make things better.

Thus, laundry. An expression of caring.

An attractive young man—she could even say young stud, with his bulging biceps and thick, styled blond hair—dropped off the laundry yesterday afternoon, heralding Hilary's imminent arrival in a few days. She had a few more exams to catch up on, the young man explained. 

His exams were done already, he said and he was heading home anyway. As winter break approached, many college kids came home for the comfort and easy meals of their parent's homes. 

“Anything for Hilary,” he said. “Totally anything.”

He was such a nice boy! 

Layla assumed Hilary had helped him study, because certainly her daughter wasn't dating a male of such obvious . . . attributes. Layla loved her daughter, but, being realistic, she had to imagine that her Hilary was going to be single for quite a while.

Layla was a housewife, well-accustomed to the roles she had to play to keep in her house in order. She loved her husband, and found a certain serene joy in arranging the house to be kept up and nice. There was always another task to learn. In the past two decades, she had learned all manner of plumbing, cooking, cleaning, quilting, and had even picked up some lessons on the ukulele. 

She loved her family's house. She had done all the decorating herself—the Aztec-patterned curtains, the deep earthy rich tones of the furniture clashing so nicely with the wood floors and mosaic tile work in the kitchen (that she had done herself). The house was just big enough for the small family, with an extra-large basement for her husband's workshop where he built models. 

Now, though, after nineteen years of marriage and chores, Layla was getting decisively bored. 

With the child gone, there just wasn't nearly as much to do anymore, and with Layla, not having something to do meant understanding that she wasn't all that sure what she was about.

It was a troubling feeling. She was glad for the laundry her daughter sent her. Too often, her boredom had led her in front of the television once again, binging on reality shows and ice cream. She had gained too much weight. Her love handles, once at a manageable level, were now nearing disastrous proportions to her hips and breasts. Layla dreaded any trips through the house that had her pass in front of a mirror.

She refocused on the laundry. Too much daydreaming would get her nowhere, and it was not even ten in the morning. She had to keep on task.

All of the clothes, worn by her daughter for who knew how long, had that same sherbet-like smell. She inhaled again. 

Yes. Sherbet.

It was almost pleasant in a way, except for that strong sexual undercurrent to each inhale.

She picked up and smelled a bra, and some long socks, some tights, even panties (not deliberating nearly enough, she felt).

The more clothes Layla picked up, the more confused she was. 

Hilary was a wonderful student. All of her time was spent either studying or thinking about studying. Rare was the day during high school when Hilary would wear anything other than thick jeans and a t-shirt; if it wasn't that, then it was her flannel pants and thick hoodie ensemble, destined to drive boys away. 

Layla didn't think too much of it, though she did want her daughter to have a full social life. But, Layla had resolved long ago that when Hilary wanted to make herself presentable, she would.

It wasn't that Hilary was unattractive. She just didn't try very hard, and ended up looking frumpy. Her thick unkempt hair was always in tangles, and her body was thick from leaning on junk food too much.

Layla, when Hilary was around, had tried to keep herself in shape, and had tried to impart her ideas on the matter to Hilary. Not much of it had gotten through. 

Blaming that on herself was easy as well, though. She would have to admit she had always been a little thicker than she would like, so she wasn't setting a great example. 

Those last ten pounds of her ideal shape were always out of reach, but long ago she had attained a wardrobe to make up for it. Her breasts, thick and heavy, made up a great deal of her short frame, and her hair, unlike her daughter's, was kept short and trimmed around her shoulders in a cute dark bob. 

Of course, with her recent binging, those last ten pounds had turned more into those last twenty or even thirty. She didn't have the courage to test the scales and find out, in part because she knew that would require immediate changes on the part of her diet and routine once she did.

Layla picked up yet another frilly, neon-colored mini dress, not feeling any less confused. 

She knew her daughter very well, in any case, and these clothes . . . these were the clothes of some party girl. Some—dare she say it?—some bimbo slut who didn't know how to keep her pants on.

Certainly, her daughter wasn't the one wearing this micro kilt, or this halter top, or these intricate lacy pieces of lingerie that looked like they were designed for porn stars.

Layla leaned against the wall, putting a hand under her chin. This bore thinking about. Under one arm was the stack of skirts she had already sorted for washing. In her hand was a bright yellow sundress. Every time she breathed in, more of that sweet, hot orange sherbet smell floated into her lungs.

Well, say that Hilary was wearing these clothes. So what? The size on them meant that she would have had to have lost some weight (and gained some around her chest). 

That was perfectly fine, as far as Layla was concerned. 

After all, her daughter ought to be having fun in college. Wasn't that was college was for? Going out, making friends, having fun?

Of course it was.

Without noticing, Layla had stepped into the pile of clothes. She was barefoot, as she usually was when walking around the house. 

Her body started getting warm. 

The fabric of thick, knee-high socks had slid between her toes. They felt incredible.

Her own time in college was full of fun. She was always going to college, drinking more than she should, and giving guys lots of handjobs.

No . . . no . . . what? 

David was her first lay. He was incredible in the sack, of course—he was a man. Men were so good at sex. Sex was so much wonderful fun. She ought to be having more of it, all the time.

If she hadn't been giving handjobs in college, then surely she had given lots of blowjobs? She loved the taste of cock so much, after all. It would be strange not to have spent her entire college career auditioning cocks to find the one she loved the taste of the best and marry the man it belonged to.

Layla stepped back, putting a hand to her head again. 

This was all so strange. That was . . . that was such an odd rush of thinking. 

Where was that coming from?

Would she be able to think better with her fingers sliding inside of her pussy? 

It was very warm, after all, and very needy.

Yes. Yes, she needed to finger her pussy and think about blowing David. That would calm her down. 

That made sense. That made so much sense.

She leaned over onto the washer, her feet sliding firmly inside of the thick pile of clothes, her fingers running inside of her sweet, hot cunt. 

Her footing slipped on the hot pile of laundry beneath her, and somehow, she found herself on the large pile of clothes, fingering her pussy. Every motion of her hand rubbed her palm against her clit, coaxing her ever closer to that wonderful plateau of bliss where her every atom was singing to arrive at.

The orgasm hit her like some freight train of pleasure. Layla's mind turned off and on so many times that she wasn't even sure what was real anymore. Her hands pressing up against her big tits felt so perfect, so otherworldly good, that she wasn't even sure they were hers.

The bliss pushed her consciousness out of reality, tearing at the fabric of time and space, and when it was all over, she still landed inside of her body that was still vibrating with purest rapture. She felt she had seen the face of happiness itself, smiling and lighting her pussy on sweet, everlasting fire.

When she came-to, she started fingering herself again. Some of the stockings landed in her mouth. She sucked on their hot, sherbet-tasting surface, gleefully slurping up the taste.

Laundry was so much fun. She was so lucky to be a housewife.

* * * * *
[image: ]


HER HUSBAND DAVID ARRIVED home at a little past six in the evening. That was normal. Layla rushed to him when he came through the door, decked out in a tiny pleated skirt and a blue mesh top, her tits barely contained inside of a lacy white bra. All of the clothes had the same tag, “FD.” She didn't know what it meant, but she loved it.

It was hard to rush in her high-high five-inch platform heels, but Layla had been practicing all afternoon, trying to make it work. It got easier and easier the longer she wore the sexy clothes.

“Oh, like, my god!” Layla said. “I'm so glad you're home, honey!”

Kissing him so hard that his glasses fell off, Layla wrapped her arms around her befuddled husband. He seemed surprised. Her lips were shiny and plush and pink. She hadn't even put on any lipstick.

“Layla, you're wearing . . .” he shook his head. “What are you wearing?”

It wasn't hard to coax him out of his jacket. His hands on her curves felt tremendous. 

“I'm wearing something just for my big, handsome hubby,” she purred. “Won't you tell me that I look pretty?”

“Of course you look pretty, Layla, but—”

Her moan cut off whatever he was going to say. It was so delightful, having her existence affirmed by a big strong man like him. She leaned in and slipped some hot kisses along his neck.

Well, David wasn't that big, or that strong, but he was a strong accountant or whatever-he-did. He was strong enough to take care of her. That's what counted. 

The thought made her feel so weak. Swaying her hips sexily, the front door still open ajar, she fell to her knees in front of him. Her heavy tits pushed against his legs as she slid downward. The motion sent happy thrills through her body. 

It was easy and fun to unzip his pants and then to pull his already-hardening cock.

“F-fuck,” he moaned. “Y-you haven't given me a blowjob in . . . y-years . . .”

“I know, right? There's only enough food left in the fridge for you tonight, so I really need you to give me my dinner, okay?”

She had been eating all afternoon. For some reason, she was ravenous. When she woke up out of her food and cum coma, her tits had been way bigger, and her hair even darker and longer. That was so sexy and cool.

David seemed not to understand at first. “Give you your dinner?”

She nodded, stroking his cock as she stared up at him with adoring eyes. “Please, sir? I need my Husband's big hard cock to get so thick n' excited so I can go to bed with a full stomach. Please?”

“Go to bed with . . . oh. Oh, fuck. Wow.”

“I know. You'll probably have to shoot inside of me like three or four times before I'm full. But you can do it, right?”

Inhaling deeply, probably filling his lungs full of the sweet orange sherbet smell now populating the house, he nodded. 

“Yeah,” he said. “Fuck yeah I can.”

He pushed his cock inside her mouth then, and Layla slurped it down happily. Her big, brightened blue eyes stared up at him with clear submission. He was her husband, and she had to make him happy. That was her function as a wife. 

His meat hardened quickly—and how could it not? Her tits were so plump and eagerly resting against his legs. He bent down and grabbed them, squeezing them tight as he pushed forward on her mouth. 

She remembered, vaguely, being disappointed with David's size, and how long he lasted. 

Those thoughts seemed to have evaporated completely. There was nothing more perfect than the weight of his cock in her mouth. Nothing more wonderful than getting his cum as soon as she could! 

“Oh baby,” he moaned, his head casting upward. “Oh Layla. I'm gonna cum. You might want to . . . you want . . .”

She wanted to swallow. She told him that. Perhaps he thought she was exaggerating. 

Nothing could be further from the truth. From now on, she wanted every dinner of hers to be spilling out of his delicious cock.

He began to pump spasmodically, his wondrous rod spraying inside of her mouth and her throat. Her own orgasm matched his somehow, and her moaning ministrations seemed only to encourage him to spray even more down her throat. 

That was so delightful.

She slipped it out of her mouth and stroked him off as his orgasm tapered down. She gasped hard, her pussy sending little infernos of lust and need across her brain. 

Strands of hot white goo shot against her chin and neck. That was so hot. She smeared it down against her chin, staring up at him with glee.

She scooped up a thick dollop of cum from her cleavage. 

“Thank you, darling,” she purred. “If we go to the kitchen, you can eat your dinner while you feed me dessert. How does that sound?”

Of course, he loved the idea.

* * * * *
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A WEEK LATER, LAYLA was having a terrific day. 

She had a stellar outfit on, and she was zipping around in a hot new sports car that her new best friend at the dealership let her borrow after only three blowjobs in a row. The sun was shining, the weather was nice, and she was smiling constantly.

Best of all, her darling daughter was due to come home at any time. Her trip home had continually been delayed—Hilary kept saying, “My finals are just taking forever! Each professor has needed to give me lots and lots of examinations. Like, all night, sometimes, and lots of times right away in the morning too!”

Layla understood totally. Her daughter's education was important.

It was sometimes hard to keep her mind on her daughter, though, because of how good Layla was feeling and looking lately. Every single step Layla strutted was good news for anyone with eyes in her vicinity. Her body was a revelation. She even made herself happy just looking in the mirror every morning. And afternoon. And evening. And anywhere in between that she could manage.

Her tits, already substantial, had grown two cup sizes in the past several days, but also tightened and rounded considerably. There was no more sag in her chest, nor in anywhere on her body. Any fat seemed like a distant memory—all her muscles were toned and lovely. No term less than statuesque could be used to describe her ass, legs, and abs. 

The ridiculously tight leopard-print dress she wore fit her like a dream. 

Layla loved her body. She loved herself. She wanted to write a novel about how fucking hot she looked. Every fifth word would have to be tits, and every tenth would have to be legs. Both looked better than anything she had ever seen on the cover of all those silly fashion magazines she used to read.

She rode with the hot red sports car top down. Her thick, lovely dark locks flew behind her. The precious dark silken tangle looked like something out of one of those fantasy novels her husband read. Perfectly coiffed and ready for action at any time. 

Last night, David had fucked her face, holding her pig-tailed hair to drill her mouth over and over. She had been wearing the schoolgirl outfit again. He seemed to like that one.

After he came, she sucked him off till he was hard again.

Layla had been hungry, after all, and all she was eating for meals lately was her darling Husband's cum.

Over the past week, her darling David was getting harder, quicker. That was a nice change. So was the sexy six-pack he was developing, and the thick, hard biceps and chest muscles. If Layla could think to take her mind off sucking and adoring it for a few moments once she was in its presence, she would also probably have noticed that his cock was heftier as well—approaching nearly nine-inches of facefucking meat.

He barely spoke to her at all when he came home now. It was expected that if he spoke, it was because she wasn't already doing something he wanted. His voice was something to be feared and respected, and Layla tried to coo and adore her way past any of his vocalizations—all she wanted her husband to feel was happy and aroused, like her.

Rushing on the highway, her day had just turned even more terrific.

After speeding and changing lanes without turn signals and driving in opposite lanes of traffic, she was getting pulled over! This was so exciting.

Pulling onto the shoulder, Layla examined herself in the mirror. She licked her thick, puffy lips several times, making sure her mouth looked like the hot little bimbo cockslut it so clearly was. 

The cop's steps were heavy as he approached. Layla rolled down the window.

“Do you know why I pulled you over todaaaay....” the cop's voice drifted off as he examined Layla's tiny dress. 

He was a rather handsome young officer. Dark stubble lined his chin. His uniform was tight around his trim, cut figure. 

Layla's uniform was better, though. She was incredibly proud of her outfit. Decorating her glamorous body was a gold mini dress, with silver stitching attaching the two long strips of tight fabric that made up the dress, so long gaps of delightful skin showed underneath the criss-crossing pattern of the stitches. She felt certain that originally, the dress was meant to be worn with the stitches running down her sides. 

But that was super lame—she had such fantastic tits, after all, and her pussy looked so fun and inviting with the tiny matching gold-and-silver g-string lace panties over it. So with a few simple adjustments, the dress was worn with the wide, skin-baring stitches across her front and back.

The cop could most definitely see how her crotch was entirely bare of any hair—probably he thought she waxed it. But no, her skin was just so hot and fabulous that it totally rejected any hair anywhere below her scalp. 

That had happened four or five days ago. David loved it.

“Here's my ID, handsome. I know you'll want to see it.”

She just wanted to show off. The confusion on his face when he examined it was the perfect reward.

“Ma'am . . . are you sure you didn't mix this card up with your mother's, or something? You couldn't be a day over twenty-five, and this says you're nearly fifty.”

She giggled. “I know, right? Isn't it great? I've had a wonderful new diet lately. I live off of the cum of any hot men that swing my way.”

The cops eyebrows went up. “Wow.”

“Right? Do you want me to show you?”

“Ma'am . . . uh . . . ma'am?” The cop looked lost.

Sliding one finger up and down an inviting tit, Layla giggled. The tit bounced against her slender finger, rubbing her nipples. Easily, the cop would be able to see the flush building between her tits.

“Oh officer,” she demurred. “I don't know what I was doing to be pulled over. But maybe you should teach me?”

One of her fingers lazily stroked his thigh, so close to the window.

“Teach . . . teach you.”

“Oh yes. I know that you policeman are all about . . . correction.” 

With as shiny and wet as her lips had become at all times, it wasn't necessary to lick them. Of course, she did it anyway.

“Yeah.” His voice was getting foggy and thick. His eyes fixated purely on her cleavage. “Correction.”

She giggled delightedly. “You might even have to show me your gun.” 

Her hand rode up to his crotch. 

“Oh my. Yeah, you have such a big gun. I don't know if I'll listen to you unless you show it to me.”

He stepped back for a moment.

“Step . . . step out of the car, honey.”

She obeyed, of course. Then she stepped around to the side of the car closest to the shoulder, bending over against the passenger-side window. Her ass cheeks could easily be seen—her perfect backside cleavage shown off by the ridiculously slutty dress.

“Aren't you going to frisk me, officer?”

“Y-Yeah. Yeah I am.”

His hands grabbed her thighs then, probing and thrusting up inside her tiny skirt.

“Fuck, this dress . . .”

“Don't fuck the dress,” she purred. “Fuck me instead! You don't even need to take the dress off, handsome.”

She could feel him hesitating. 

“We're . . . we're on the road . . .”

“Nobody can see, baby. Hurry! Please hurry! I need it!”

She could hear him breathing deeply. Breathing in her hot, happy fun times sherbet scent.

“Yeah,” he said. “You need it. You need my fucking cock.”

“Yes, I do! I need to be taught my lesson! Show me, baby! Fill me up with your law and order!”

She heard his pants come down, his utility belt clanging against the concrete. She could feel the tip of his cock probing and sliding, searching for a few moments for her entrance underneath the tiny covering of her dress. 

Her hot, sweet cunt was so well lubed from her own constant state of arousal, though, that this probing didn't last long.

Soon he was completely inside her, his thick hardness swelling inside of her hot lubed folds. The stud policeman fucked her right there on the highway, her big tits mashing against the new car. Throwing any restraint to the wind, Layla screamed loud and often, begging for more.

“Yes!” she called. “Yes, baby, yes yes yes! Fuck me like that! Just like that! You big fucking police hunk stud! Oh god!”

“Yeah,” he grunted. “I'll fuck you like the fucking slut you are. You don't fucking,” he jerked, her pussy sliding tighter on his thick rod, “ahh . . . don't fucking speed on my roads, you slut.”

Her sensuously dark hair was wrapped around one big forearm like he was holding a whip. His other hand was clasped to her thighs, pulling her tighter against his hips as he drove into her harder and harder.

Cockmeat stretched and pushed inside of her hot cunt, throwing Layla into a cum-crazy frenzy. Orgasm after orgasm pumped through her sensationally hot big-titted body. 

She was lying when she said no one could see. Multiple cars slowed down and honked, watching the gorgeous dark-haired beauty getting filled up by the police officer. Layla smiled and waved. She wished she could fuck each and every one of them.

The cop seemed to figure it out pretty quick, but did not seem to care. In fact, it seemed to excite him all the more. His orgasm started after the fifth or six car honked and slowed down to watch them.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “Oh god, I'm gonna teach you to follow the law . . .”

“Yes!” she cried happily as his white hot flood unleashed inside of her dynamite pussy. “Show me how to obey!”

Later, after they both cleaned up, and after the cop wrote down her address and phone number, he let her off with just a warning to not go a hundred miles-an-hour in a fifty mile-an-hour zone.

* * * * *
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PULLING BACK UP INTO her driveway, she saw her neighbor, Fred Banks, walking away from the front lawn. 

He was an older man—a golf partner for David. Blond and affable, he had been a friend of the family for almost the entire twenty years that she and David had lived at that address.

Layla stepped out of her car, openly flashing Fred. She heard him swear in aroused surprise when she did not cover up her bare, hot pussy right away. 

On her way to greet him, she “accidentally” dropped her purse two or three times. It was only polite, in front of a man, to bend over at the waist to pick such a thing up. Her dark hair puddled on the ground when she did so. It was so long and thick.

“Hi there, Fred,” she purred. 

Everything Layla said these days was a purr. Her voice was velvet sound. She loved it.

“Hiiiii . . .”

Layla giggled. Just like the cop, he was eating her up with his eyes.

“Why don't you bring your handsome self inside? I'd love some company, all right?”

She trailed her finger across his chin. He followed happily.

Inside, she sat him down and set out to the bar to make him a drink right away. Men deserved a wonderfully hot woman doting on them at all times. Fred was so sad, because his wife Edna was such a drag. She was so old—like, fifty five or something! Fred needed a young, hot woman in his life, and Layla was that woman.

“Oh, none for me, thanks. It's a bit early.”

She slid onto the arm of the chair he sat in, couching the drink between her tits. 

“Oh, please have some, won't you? It's my special drink that I made just and only for my studly neighbor. Please?”

His hands shook as he reached forward and grabbed it. They slid easily over her tits tentatively at first. Layla moaned at his touch, drawing his hands on her closer and staring him in the eyes. She bit the corner of one lip and raised an eyebrow. Bulging out from Fred's pants was a thick, hard rod that she could not wait to wrap her lips around.

“What brings you over here today, handsome?” She giggled. “Not that a stud like you needs a reason to see me, of course.” 

She giggled again. Fred's eyes lit up, watching the little bounces of her cleavage. This was so much fun.

“I was . . . just wondering if you were home. If you . . . needed anything. So much . . . so many predators, you know. Wanting . . . wanting . . . taking advantage, you see.”

“Oh my, that's so brave and good of you Fred. You're such a strong, upstanding member of our neighborhood . . .” her hand fell on his crotch. “ . . . and you have such a strong, upstanding member, too.”

Layla had started to actively believe against wasting time. She had only been fucked like thirty minutes ago, and already she was hungering for more. Insatiable might have described her, except that Layla was sure if she was fucked hard enough, long enough, her happy little mind would be perfectly sated.

Fred stood up out of the chair, rattling his drink down on the table and stepping away.

“Gosh, David'll be home soon, huh? I better run. Let you two catch up. I wouldn't want him to think . . . to think . . .”

His voice trailed off as Layla's dress slipped down to the floor.

“Don't want him to think that I really need you to fuck me hard right away?” she offered.

“I . . . I couldn't . . . do that to him. He's my friend.”

One foot in front of the other, Layla moved forward. Her hips swaying enticingly. 

“That's why you'd be doing it to me, Fred. He'll understand. He's your friend. He knows what a hot wife he has.”

She slipped on top of the table in front of him and wrapped her legs around Fred's waist. 

“Go on,” she encouraged him. “Be a good neighbor. Give me the hot fuck I need, please? It'll be way better than what Edna can give you. I promise.”

“Shit,” he muttered. 

His pants dropped down to the floor. He was already hard, his cock standing up and staring her in the face. It was so beautiful and perfect. 

All cocks were so delightfully hard and throbbing, just for Layla. It was such an honor to inspire that sort of attention from men.

Her wedding photos were on the coffee table. She slid them off the table, letting them shatter. They were outdated, anyway. Everything about Layla looked way better than it did twenty years ago. 

Fred pushed up inside Layla. His cock thrust inside of her, so educated and knowing. He must have fucked his wife Edna so well. 

Of course, now he'd never want to fuck Edna again.

Unless . . . maybe she could let Edna borrow some of Hilary's clothes? That would be nice of her. Certainly the old dog could use a makeover.

Anyway, it was hard to focus on anything outside of the hard, forceful strokes Fred was delivering to her. 

Layla was just getting started on her third hot, wet orgasm when David busted in through the door. He held the doorknob in one hand, the door swaying on two broken hinges. He was getting so big and strong lately.

“What in the fuck, Layla! Are you fucking Fred?”

His voice was so deep now, so urgent and demanding her attention. 

Layla giggled, completely cumdrunk.

“Actually, he's the one fucking me. Aren't you, big fella?”

Fred nodded, apparently unable to stop himself. 

“S-soo close,” he grunted.

She could see her husband was getting upset. That simply wouldn't do.

“Come here, quick!” she reached out her hands. “Please, darling?”

David obliged her. Layla felt so gratified. Fred fucked her even harder, her tits jiggling wildly in the air.

Perhaps mesmerized by her bouncing tits, David came closer and closer. When in range, she grabbed her husband's pants and tore them down, immediately turning to the side with her incredibly flexible torso and wrapping her mouth around his thick cock.

Being filled at both ends felt like a neverending essay on orgasms. There was no reason to stop feeling good, ever. Her whole life, her beginning and her ending, her alpha and omega, was cock cock cock. 

There was nothing to think about, nothing to account for, nothing to plan for or wonder about except for more beautiful, sperm-heavy dick filling her up from either end.

Her orgasms continued without cessation. As soon as one ended, Fred or David would thrust into her again, and she would start to cum again.

Both men began to grunt and gasp. She could feel their muscles getting all tensed up. It was like Layla's hot body was coaxing them to orgasm at the same time.

They sprayed into her, their hot loads pouring down her throat and up into her cunt.

After several seconds of the cumfilling, she slid outward and had them spray her down, reaching around and grabbing both cocks to spray all up and down her big-titted bimbo body. Her face, her tits, her stomach, her hair, all of her completely covered with hot seed. There was much more of it from David than from Fred.

The warmth of it, the hotness was like nothing before. She made a mental note—although a thoroughly fragile one, given the state of her silly little mind—to fuck even more guys at once in the future.

After several seconds, she heard her husband and Fred both swear in tired tones, looking toward the front of the house.

Her daughter Hilary was in the doorway. On her arm was the cop who had pulled over Layla, openly pawing Hilary's enormous tits. One of his hands was deep within her asscrack from behind. She was wearing a tiny orange dress that made such a movement seem completely natural from a man.

When had Hilary become so big-titted and gorgeous? She was like some boob-lover's wet dream.

That was so fucking cool. Layla had never been prouder. 

Her daughter had seen the whole display between herself and Fred and David, presumably, including the hot cum shower that Layla had received. 

“Mom, were you like, fucking Dad and Mr. Banks at the same time?”

“Yes, dear. I'm fairly certain I'll be pregnant again soon.”

Hilary put a hand to her mouth, eyes wide. 

“That's totally cool. Way to go, Mom!”

Layla tittered, licking up a little more cum. “Thank you, dear.”

“We like, totally need to catch up. Especially because you're so hot and cool now. But first, like, I gotta help out this poor cop. He like, can't find his nightstick, can you believe it? I've like, got to like, help him stick it in me.”

Layla, watching as the cop took her daughter upstairs—presumably to fuck her all night long—was so happy to be a cool mom. 

She turned back to her husband and Fred, who were both panting and looking at her sensational curves with greedy eyes. If they weren't both able to fuck her, they would probably start fighting over her. That was too fun. 

They were both so generous to bath her like they did, but now she wanted seconds. Her hot wife life was just getting started.

# # #
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In Her Bag
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Abigail—drenched, tired, and holding the wrong luggage—was in a sour mood.

Apparently, it wasn't enough that she been forced to stand outside in the rain for twenty minutes before a taxi would pick her up from the airport, or that she had been forced to walk another ten minutes in the rain when that same taxi would only drop her off down two blocks from her crappy hotel in the middle of town. 

It certainly also wasn't enough that she had been running on three hours of jet-lagged sleep for over a day and half, on a marathon circuit of business meetings all across the Midwest.

No, now she had the wrong luggage, too. 

Abigail couldn't believe her rotten luck. The biggest meeting of her brief career was tomorrow, poised to propel her far beyond her relatively low place on the totem pole at her posh workplace, and all of her possible outfits were gone.

As she stood in the entry of the small express hotel she had reserved her room at, she recalled that she felt like her suitcase had been a little light when she picked it up. At the time, she had attributed the weight disparity to her own lightheadedness, crafted from hours of staying awake and poring over sales reports.

But, examining the large leather suitcase now, looking at the ID tag hanging off the top zipper, there could be no mistaking. The tag read:

––––––––
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NAME: CHERRY BANKS!

Phone number: Just ask!!

Address: I have lots and lots in here, silly!!!

––––––––
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EITHER IT WAS THE JOKE of some highly ironic young woman, or the property of some psychopathically ignorant girl. In either case, Abigail resented her. She had no time for jokes, and less time for ignorance.

With so much of her life spent preparing for the big leaps in her career, like the one tomorrow, Abigail put herself on quite the pedestal, and she knew it. But after graduating from her Ivy League school in less than two years, taking over thirty credit hours each semester, and working at the highly prestigious and exclusive Monetat Corporation for over five years, she felt she had earned something of a big head, especially when it came to apparent bimbos that didn't know how to fill out a contact card so she could call them.

Of course, Abigail thought wryly, all her own education hadn't seemed to allow her to pick up the right damn suitcase.

Sighing, she examined the arrangement of her clothes, wondering if any of it could be salvaged. 

She doubted it. Her elegant pantsuit was completely ruined. She had it tailored just for traveling—it was lightweight, breathed well, and presented a crisp, professional image just in case she happened to meet any business contacts on a plane or in an airport. Presentation was everything. 

Her form—skinny, almost rail-like—lent itself to many outfits, and she did not have to ever worry about breasts getting in the way of a good fit because hers barely existed in the first place. 

With the long elegant lines of her face and chin, dark green eyes, and short brown hair, she was the epitome of a modern city girl.

But now, the elegant silk blouse that had cost her a month's salary and the sleek gray pants and designer jacket that had cost her much more than that were totally ruined for anything except lament.

She walked over to the front desk, leaving soaking footprints in the entryway as she went.

It did not seem like a very busy hotel. The man at the front desk was laying back and watching some football game, not paying any attention to her approach.

“Excuse me,” she said.

The man did not move, entirely invested in the game. 

Abigail rang the little bell on the counter three times in quick succession. The man nearly fell of his chair. 

“Hi,” said Abigail, trying to smile. “I have a reservation. I would also like some towels.”

The man nodded, searching around for papers on the desk. “Okay, okay. Reservation, right.” He worked at the computer for a moment. “You're Abbey?”

“Abigail, please.”

Abbey was such a feminine, silly name. It didn't suit Abigail at all. Weeks ago, she had told the man on the phone that he wasn't to use that term to refer to her—she supposed somehow the lines got crossed, though she felt a bit suspicious. Men were always trying to tear women down somehow.

The man made a few more clicks with his computer.

“Okay. You're all set up,” he said. “As far as towels, though, we don't have any.”

Abigail had to take a moment with that.

“I'm sorry?”

“We don't have any towels. Our cleaning service busted up a couple days ago. They should all be fixed by morning.”

“Are you saying I cannot dry myself? Or take a shower? Or . . . or anything?”

Abigail's voice was nearing hysterics.

“Oh, sure you can.” 

He reached under the counter and handed her a few rolls of toilet paper. “I got the good stuff, don't worry. It won't scratch.”

* * * * *
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HER LUCK DID NOT CHANGE when she phoned the airport.

“We're sorry, ma'am, but no one else has called saying they've received the wrong luggage. As soon as they do, we have your number.”

“Please, give whoever it is, this Cherry, give her my hotel, and tell her that I would very much appreciate it if she came here directly. I need that bag as soon as possible.”

“Yes ma'am.”

Abigail hung up then, and examined the room.

Moments before the telephone call, she had left her suit with the bellhop, hiding her exposed body behind the door, telling him to take it to the nearby dry-cleaning service. 

So now, she was shivering and half-naked, wearing only her large granny-pants underwear and her tiny bra for her nearly non-existent breasts.

She had gotten this hotel because it was cheap. Abigail spent all of her money on rent in her expensive city condo, and on her wardrobe for business reasons. When she traveled, she skimped. She rode coach, she only took one suitcase that she stuffed full of as much as possible, and she made sure she found the cheapest hotel available.

This place, however, was beginning to change her mind about her philosophy.

It was a thoroughly rotten little room. It had a small bed that seemed like it was crafted out of yellow taffy. The one chair was wobbly and bright lime green. The wallpaper sported paisley blue skies and airplanes dogfighting—like some child's room. There was a deep, almost unpleasant smell of flowers sprouting from every corner. 

Nothing matched. Nothing felt homey. There was no place for her laptop—not that she had one, it had been in her suitcase—and nothing that seemed comfortable. 

The suitcase that wasn't hers was on the bed, next to the roll of toilet paper. She eyed both venomously. 

In an effort to dry as quickly as possible, she had turned up the heat all the way. Still, though, it seemed to only be blowing out cold air. The man downstairs had warned her that the thermostat might be a little wonky.

It was freezing, and she was not getting any warmer just standing there seething rage. 

Feeling a brainstorm, she decided to open the woman's luggage. Perhaps there was a towel inside. She would explain it to the woman, whoever it was, and offer recompense of course.

With a loud, satisfying zipping sound, she threw open the top flap of the suitcase.

Inside, there was no towel. She searched through the clothes—through layers of tiny panties, lacy bras, piles of lingerie and tiny dresses, each softer than the last, and there was nothing. All Abigail got was the soft sensation of the clothes. That was nice, but certainly not what she was looking for.

Abigail cursed, kicking the bed. Her face was getting flushed, she thought with anger. 

This was so unfair.

Another thought—mischievous, evil, and thoroughly unlike her—wafted through her brain.

She could use the clothes to dry off. 

No. No, that would be wrong. Why ruin another woman's day?

But she could explain it away—saying the luggage busted open or something similar, and the water dripped in. That could work.

And then . . . then she could feel the softness of the clothes again. They did  feel nice. She could feel them all up and down her body. In every single little nook and cranny of her cold, lonely form.

Just . . . just a top, then. Something small, easily replaceable. 

She took a bright yellow one, probably the most offensive she could find, and slid it across her slender neck. It felt divine. Her body heated up right away. The soft material felt like the voices of angels singing across her skin. 

Without noticing, she had picked up another piece—a hot pink skirt with big gold buckles hanging off the side. Continuing with the yellow top, she rubbed the skirt against the smooth line of her backside, adoring the feel of the sinfully soft cloth.

It was soft like silk, but shiny and attention-grabbing. If she wore it, it would be showing off her body like almost nothing ever had before.

Soon, the two pieces were soaked. She picked up more—a dress for one leg, another skirt for the other. Slender neon tights for her face and breasts, the feeling pure titillation. Thick, striped socks for her short hair.

It was working. She was getting dryer and much, much warmer.

Warm in every little place.

After some minutes, she realized she would have to take off her bra and panties. They were keeping her wet, after all, completely soaked themselves from the downpour. Little cold droplets ran down her legs and torso every few moments.

Eager now, she slipped her bra off, then her panties. Her mind was entirely preoccupied by the thought of replacing them with the new clothes.

She slid a hot pair of smoky hot stockings between her legs. The feeling made her gasp. It felt. so. Good!

Her knees went weak and she fell down on the bed, the other woman's suitcase spilling open beside her. Soon, she was practically swimming in the clothes, thrashing this way and that on the bed, overwhelmed with the hotness of each individual part coming together to flood her body with feel-good-and-warm-and-horny sensations.

Abigail couldn't contain herself. 

She reached a hand down to her naked crotch and started rubbing. A pair of frilly silk panties slid underneath her fingers, like water, and suddenly she was moving the hot perfect material against her needy clit. Abigail opened her mouth and a stocking slid over her lips, and she could not help but lick it. 

It tasted like candy!

She was going to cum using Cherry's panties against her pussy. She was practically a lesbian. 

Wait. She was what? 

The thought sent sobering chills through Abigail's body. Her arousal level sank down to almost nothing, and she stood up, horrified. Backing up against the wall, underneath the vent still blowing out cold air, she looked at the enormous pile of clothes in the bed, staring with her mouth open, her hands clinging to her face. 

The clothes had . . . done something. Maybe the bimbo had some aphrodisiac laced in them, or spilled a bottle of Spanish fly all over them, or something.

She could never touch those clothes again. She would just wait for hers to dry, that was all.

Now she was cold again, the heat of her arousal totally gone, just shivering in the room, alone and completely naked.

It would be a good idea, she thought, to know who made the clothes. 

After all, maybe the reason for the effect they had was the manufacturer. She recalled the address tag that Cherry had apparently written. 

Abigail had bought this type of suitcase primarily because it was completely for the business woman living out of luggage. It had an extra-safe pocket for laptops and tablets, and a hidden compartment for business shoes, workout shoes, and casual shoes. It even had a calendar and a notepad built into the top.

It wasn't a suitcase for some bimbo. What if . . . what if Cherry had originally been Charlotte or Cherise or Cheryl? What if her mind had left her, somehow?

Feeling bold, Abigail picked up a pair of panties lined with happy little bows. The tag said “FD.”

Thinking hard, she put her hand to her face. The panties brushed against her neck. She had never heard of an FD clothing designer, but then, if they were nefarious somehow, she supposed she wouldn't have.

Gosh, she was cold. The soft frilly bows of the panties licked at her ear and chin. She probably could think better if she was warmer.

She supposed it couldn't hurt to just wear some of the clothes, for decency's sake. That bellhop could come back at any time with her pantsuit, after all.

Choosing carefully, and making sure only to touch one piece of clothing at a time, she put on a tiny jean skirt and a pink top. Each piece gave her hot little thrills as they slid over her skin. 

There. That was still about as professional as she was going to get with this lot. She supposed she looked good enough.

She sat on the suitcase, determined not to let any more clothes out. They were . . . doing something funny. All acting together like that, conniving to get her to wear them.

Which she was.

She was wearing them, and she felt stupendous. Like she was sitting on a cloud with birds serenading her every motion. Her head warm and happy, she did a little spin, swaying her hips to the hot music that the clothes pumped through her body.

If only it wasn't so cold in the room.

Where was the harm in wearing a little more? She was cold, after all.

Opening up the luggage again, she put on a long pair of pink, elbow-length gloves. They matched the top, after all. Then she slipped on a pair of bright pink tights—they looked the warmest—and some stretchy pink leather calf-high boots. 

There. She was much better now. She looked at herself in the mirror, her outrageous multicolored ensemble.

Perfectly reasonable, she thought. She might even get away with wearing this very outfit to the meeting tomorrow. 

But no matter what, she had to find out who made these clothes. What did “FD” stand for? 

Her stomach rumbled. Suddenly, Abigail realized she was ravenous. She could figure out all that stuff—what these hot cool clothes were doing, who made them so she could buy some more—later on, after she ate. 

Next to the phone on the night side table, there was a laminated menu of the restaurants nearby. Picking up the phone, she dialed the pizza place.

“Yes? Hello. I'd like to place an order for five meat lover's pizzas.”

* * * * *
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ABIGAIL WOLFED DOWN the final slice of the final meat lover's special. It was delicious. It was amazing.

And what was even more amazing was that, after eating five pizzas all by herself, she still wasn't full.

By the time the pizza guy arrived, she had decided she needed to put on a pair of bright pink lacy panties to match the rest of her outfit, and also decided that her denim skirt like, wasn't nearly professional enough. 

Professional babes wore cool dresses. So she slid on a tiny sheer pink mini dress with a halter top that opened up on the bottom, showing off her excellent bright pink panties. Fun purple swoops decorated the dress. The material clung handily to her thin body, and made her almost feel . . . well, womanly, for once.

The pizza guy's face, as she answered the door, hung almost all the way down to the ground. 

Instead of paying, she kissed his neck, hurriedly squeezing and pumping his shaft through his jeans. He left with a big stain on his pants and a big smile on his face.

Abigail had never done anything like that in her life. But it was so, so fun. 

She was a beautiful girl, after all. A really hot babe. 

Men would fall all over themselves to make a sweet hot babe like her super happy. They would sacrifice money, jobs, other women, and all kinds of things just to see a smile on her face. 

That was so hot. Abigail felt powerful, giving him a sneaky little handjob like that.

Sitting in the bed, reliving the hot experience, her fingers wandered down to her crotch once again. God, it was so fucking fun and hot down there!

She slid down the pillows, her hair flipping in her face. 

Wait.

Her hair did what?

Abigail's hair was short. Terrifically styled, always gelled up to never let a single strand out of place. Her short hair was a point of pride with her when there were so many women who seemed to use hair as a kind of decoration. A talking point for the men in their lives, something to make them seem more like objects than people. 

She slid her hand through her hair, grabbing it by the fistful, and was shocked to find that it stretched out over a foot.

What on earth was going on?

She slid off the bed and walked to the bathroom, examining herself under the dim light.

Yes, there could be no doubt about it. Her hair was longer. It was styled, even, growing out in long feathered waves, like she was some seventies' housewife. 

It looked . . . well, it looked good, she had to admit. If she were to have long hair, she would want it to look like this. It framed the high angles of her cheekbones perfectly, and the lightness of the color set off her blue eyes.

Hold on.

The lightness of the color?

The blueness of her eyes?

No . . . no! Her hair was brown. It was dark, mousy brown. It was nearly chocolate levels of thick, lustrous brown.

Except it wasn't. It was dark blonde, and seemed like it was getting blonder at the roots, like God was giving her a dye job as she stood and watched. And her eyes—formerly dark and brown, cool and mysterious, echoing the pitiless state of mind she aspired to learn from her business colleagues, were turning a serene blue. 

How had any of this happened?

She turned away from the mirror. A flash of movement made her turn back.

Oh no.

No, no. This was too much. 

Were her tits . . . growing?

She hopped up once, then again. 

Yes, there was no denying it. There was a definite jiggle there. Noticeable tit slapping. Substantial, even.

“Existing” would perhaps be a better term than “growing.” Abigail had been flat-chested her entire life. She felt like her trim physique more than made up for it. Even so, she had to admit that her tiny frame was only improved by having big, hot breasts ready to knock men off their feet.

Hurriedly, if a bit regretfully, she slid off the hot little halter top to get a better look. 

Yes, there was no denying it. They were easily B cups now, approaching C cup territory. 

But even though her tits were growing outward almost before her very eyes, her body only seemed to be getting into even better shape. Her slender torso seemed to be developing a hot, noticeable washboard whenever she flexed her midsection. 

Her waist, already slender, seemed only to be getting narrower as her hips seemed to get only wider. All of her body tingled and flushed with hot, easy sensual energy. 

Abigail put a hand to one tit, testing the weight. 

Immediately she had to bend over. Overwhelming electric heat rushed through her body. 

“Oh god!” she moaned, grasping her tit even tighter.

It felt so incredibly good! Just the sensation of holding her newly engorged tit felt better than any orgasm she had ever experienced. 

She could not help but slide down to the bathroom floor, holding both newly-perfected tits in either hand, hotly massaging the nipples as she moaned and cooed, happy little trills emanating from her throat.

She was decisively wet, and it wasn't because of the weather. 

It was the panties, she decided. It was the panties she had put on, tickling her moist, amorous pussy and playing tricks on her mind. She maneuvered to slide them off, but somehow, they ended up staying on her clit, just they had threatened to before, as her fingers slid up and down on her sweet mound.

Her thinking went all wavy. Nothing seemed real or even very important outside of continuing to approach her hot little orgasm. It had never been like this before! Since when had masturbating delivered so much pleasure? 

And what made it even hotter, somehow, was knowing that she was only touching herself so furiously because of how hot she was looking. 

It wasn't because of some guy or a scene in a movie, it was because she looked sensational and she was just priming herself for the lifetime of fucks she was sure she was going to receive because of her new good looks.

And for some odd reason that she couldn't put together anymore, rubbing the silk panties against her clit made it all the better.

Her orgasm arrived quickly, like a cloudburst, and just like a sudden storm it left her completely soaking.  It made all other orgasms previous seem like paltry little things, mere footnotes to small appendices compared to the monumental multi-volume tome powering through her transforming body now. 

She tumbled back into the room in a daze, her fingers not willing to move away from her cunt for any reason. Slick flecks of drool layered around her lips.

It had been just three hours since she arrived soaking wet in the hotel.

* * * * *
[image: ]


ABBEY WAS LIKE, SUCH a way cooler name than Abigail. 

“Abigail” was so serious, ending with that weird consonant sound. It rhymed with “ail” and “hail” and “rail” and “mail” and all sorts of other boring, bad things.

“Abbey,” though; that was a fun, cool name for a fun, cool chick like her! 

It rhymed with “happy” and “horny” and “sexy” and “cummey” and “boobie” “preggy” and “cummey” and “baby” and “cummey” and “tittie” and “orgasmey” and “cummey” and oh god was Abbey cumming like crazy. 

“My name is Abbey,” she cooed happily, her most recent orgasm still pulsing through her body, pushing a warm cushion of delight beneath her every thought. 

She was sitting in the incredibly comfortable arrangement of clothes she had piled up on the bed. 

“Happy Abbey. Not-too-shabby Abbey. Sucks-off-cabbies Abbey.”

Her voice reached sing-song levels of happiness as she rubbed her enormous tits. Her hands didn't come close to covering them. The thick, bouncy flesh jiggled happily with every single movement. They were just pure liquid sex now, like the rest of her. If she were forced to guess, she would put them at maybe D cups at the smallest. 

They were terrific fun. Each little stroke of her berry-like nipples brought her halfway to orgasm. If she slipped her head down and let her tongue wrap around one of the sexy protrusions, she came within seconds. It was a fun game, feeling her thoughts wash away with each new hot cum she gave herself.

Her pillow was now the thick collection of panties. Her blanket, the mini dresses. Stockings were slid under the dresses, used as hot soft material to rub her perfect clit with. 

Her hair—deeply blonde, over four feet long—was also perfect for use as a blanket to wrap around her smoking hot body. She loved her long, lovely hair. It was so soft and thick—like a real blanket. She was considering throwing out any of the ones she had it home, as they were hardly necessary now.

Someone knocked on the door. 

“Room service,” came a voice.

Abbey moaned. It was a male voice. It was a voice that could command her. That could tell her to do all sorts of naughty, hot things, and she would have no choice but to obey. He could fill her unprotected, fertile body however he liked.

That was why men did so well in business. She would have to learn how to make them happy if she wanted to succeed. 

To succeed was a two part process, after all. First you sucked, then you ceded any possible power you had to them. 

Men liked that. Abbey liked it too. 

“I'm coming!” she moaned.

She was, and how. Slipping her wet fingers into her wetter pussy, she made her moans hot, sultry, and loud as another orgasm pranced through her dynamite body. 

She wanted him to hear her. She wanted him to know that his presence was getting her fucking turned on.

Out of the bed, she slipped on the highest pair of heels she could find—eight-inch neon pink-colored glass platforms, and the tiniest negligee in the pile. Her enormous titties held the lingerie fabric far away from the rest of her tiny body. Streaks of her hot pussy juice stained the soft fabric. She hardly cared. Her pussy juice was on practically everything in the room at this point.

She opened the door, toying with one immensely long lock of hair. If she twirled her hand, she could gather up what felt like a foot of hair without even tugging at her scalp.

“Hi, stud,” she cooed, before even seeing the bellhop properly.

He was a stud. Young, dark haired, built like he lifted weights regularly. He looked like he could hold her down and make her scream like the hot bitch she had been transformed into. 

The hot bitch she was born to be.

For several moments, he just looked her up and down, apparently having trouble working his jaw.

“Towels, ma'am? The manager downstairs said you requested them. We . . . we found some extras.”

Abbey grabbed them for a moment and then tossed them down on the ground behind her. She leaned up against the door frame, sliding her leg up against his.

“Thank you so much. I'd love to give you some kind of tip.”

He backed away, blushing. “Oh, I'm sorry ma'am. We don't . . . wow. We don't take tips.”

Disappointment fell over his face even as he said the words. He didn't seem very invested in any of them. Abbey's smile become smokier and smokier. She bit the corner of one lip. 

“Gosh, you are so fucking cute. Are you sure you don't take tips?”

“I'm afraid . . . wow. I'm afraid not, ma'am.”

“Mmm, do you know, I don't take tips either?” She wrapped her hand around his bulge. “I take the whole thing. Head and shaft, pushed right inside my hot pussy,” she slid her other hand across her narrow waist up to her belly-button, “and showing me how to act like a good girl.”

The bulge under her hand on only thickened. It felt tremendous. Abbey felt like she could tell who would be a good fuck just by how their cock got hard. 

If that was the case, she thought, she'd have to hold lots and lots of cocks.

“I . . . I . . . it's just . . . I got a girlfriend . . .”

Abbey stroked more insistently. “I'm hotter than her, though, right? I can fuck you way better than she could. I'll do anything you want me to do.” 

She pushed up against his body. He was taller than her. That was hot. Her tits crushed up against his chest, even in her tall tall heels. That was hot too.  

“Does your wife ask you to unleash on her? Does she ask you to call her your slut? Your fuckpet? Your whore?” Abbey slid her mouth next to his ear. “Because that's what I'm doing, handsome. Please do all those things? Please fuck me how you need?”

“Oh,” he breathed.

One hand came up and grabbed her newly thick, sexy tit. Abbey's orgasm was immediate and powerful, pushing her against him. She wrapped her arms around his thick, chiseled chest, one leg sliding around his.

“Oh fuck.” He said, awe in his voice. “D-did you just cum?”

“Gosh,” she purred. “I've never had anyone just touch me like that. You must be such a real man . . . ”

She pressed closer against him. “Won't you show me just how real of a man you can be?”

His hand came up around her shoulders and he pushed her in the room, slamming the door shut with one foot. She hopped her legs up around his waist and then guided his hands around her neck.

“Goddamn,” he said, squeezing tentatively.

Abbey moaned, her eyes wide. She wanted him to fuck her while he choked her. She wanted him to own every part of her body, including how she breathed. That was so hot. 

Hands still on her throat, he tugged her in and kissed her. Abbey melted, kissing him back forcefully, letting her tongue ride over his.

Soon, he tossed her on the bed on top of the pile of slutty hot clothes. His pants were thrown against the wall. Abbey tried to crawl into position, but he flipped her over, like she was nothing at all.

He was manhandling her. That was so hot.

Shoving her face into the clothes, his arms came down on her upper back so she couldn't move. He pushed her legs out wide and unceremoniously jammed his bare cock inside of her all the way.

Abbey screamed in pleasure. She was sure she woke up the entire hotel.

His hand slid around and he grabbed her throat. Again, Abbey screamed happily, quickly running out of breath.

“You're just a fucking slutdoll, aren't you.”

“Oh yes, Sir!” she moaned between breath-gulping gasps, her voice getting deep and whiny. “I'm your fucking slutdoll.”

“You're my hot little fucktoy bitch.”

“Your hot fucktoy bitch!”

Entirely on top of her, he pounded into her cunt from behind again and again. His hand wrapped so tight around her throat that she had to stop moaning. Abbey couldn't stop cumming. She hoped she never would. His meat filled her entirely, made her life feel complete. The way he was pulling her from both ends—one hand coiled around her throat, the other around her thigh—kept her entirely under his control. That was so hot and good.

She could feel his balls tense up behind her, knowing somehow instinctively that he was about to cum.

“Spray it in me!” she cried out with all the breath she had, begging. “Spray me with your hot fucking cum, darling, please! I need it, oh my god I need your cum, please!”

He seemed happy to oblige her. Deep inside her cunt, his cock unleashed the thick, hot fountain of pure masculine cum that he had been working up to give her.

Her own orgasm matched his—maybe her thirteenth or fourteenth since he entered her. Her cunt muscles squeezed tight on his spasming cock, milking each and every bit of cum she could out from his terrific rod.

When it seemed like there was nothing more he would bless her body with, she slid off and wrapped around his body, so grateful and happy that she was good enough to make a man happy.

* * * * *
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SOMEHOW, ABBEY ESCAPED from the orgasm-induced coma the bellhop had delivered her. 

The clock read eight thirty in the morning. Her meeting had started at seven. 

Abbey, sliding her tongue over the tired, perfectly chiseled body of the bellhop, decided she didn't care. 

Her thick tits jiggled wonderfully as she adored his sleeping form. She wished there was another man there to jerk off to her enormous knockers as they paraded naked in the room. Maybe she could put pictures of herself on the internet? That would be so cool. Way cooler than any stupid meeting.

Meetings were boring. Why would she need to go to some business meeting when there was a man to take care of? This world was all about being serious and doing all the things men wanted. There was no reason to like, go to stupid business meetings when so many cocks needed servicing. 

Her tongue ran over more of the bellhop's muscles. Had he gotten in better shape since he came in? That would be really cool. He was laying on top of all those clothes with her. 

Had the clothes . . . changed her? Was she always this hot? Could the clothes change anyone to be better? That would be like, really cool.

Her tummy was completely full. Or was it her womb? Was she like, totally preggo? That would be so awesome...

Her wondering was interrupted when someone knocked on the door.

She considered not answering it, but then she thought that it could be another man. That would be so hot. She could get double-teamed. That sounded super fun.

Abbey slid off the bellhop—giving his cock a sweet, loving kiss before she got up—and answered the door wearing nothing but her heels and sexy pink gloves.

Behind the door was a drop-dead gorgeous blonde. She was Abbey to the 10th degree. Bigger tits, longer hair, blonder hair, sexier face. Abbey would have been jealous if she wasn't so furiously turned on.

A bright pink mini dress, torn in several places, was wrapped around the blonde's amazing body. It looked like she had been getting pounded and hammered all night by men who couldn't even bother to take off her dress first. Even so, her face was perfectly made up, not a lash out of place. Her lips were shiny and glossy, perfect for sucking cock.

That was so hot.

“Hi,” said the angel. “I'm Cherry. I think you have my bag?”

She held up Abbey's old suitcase. It seemed . . . so drab and distant, somehow.

Abbey put a hand to her mouth.

“I'm so sorry,” said Abbey. “I feel like I used all your pretty clothes.”

“Oh, don't worry about it.” 

The blond giggled delightedly. Abbey giggled with her. Their tits bounced hypnotically. Not worrying was something she was getting really used to. 

“I can just get more!” Cherry enthused. “That's all I make money for anyway.”

Abbey nodded, sliding forward and slipping her gloved arms around the blonde's neck, her fingers trailing through the thick, beautiful waves of hair. 

“But . . . I'd really love to repay you. Please . . . won't you let me?”

Cherry seemed to already know what was happening. Her hot candy smell was so intoxicating. 

Abbey kissed her, loving the feel of her soft tits against Cherry's giant, man-melting rack. Their lips were so soft, so right together, it was impossible to tell where one sensation stopped and the other began.

Somehow, they ended up on the bed, on top of the bellhop's body.

The bellhop began to stir. 

“Oh god, it's nearly nine. I'm so fired. I have to . . . holy shit,” he drifted off.

Abbey could only imagine what world the bellhop had thought he had entered. Right on top of his body were two angelic beauties kneeling, their big tits sliding against each other, lips locked like they would die if they stopped kissing. 

“Uh . . .” the bellhop muttered. “ . . . uh . . . ”

His erection, probably once thought to be impossible to revive after the all-night adoration that Abbey had given it, was now throbbing and hard once more. It looked even bigger than before. The look on the bellhop's face changed from stunned arousal to thick, almost-angry concentration that he wasn't the middle of the action. 

To placate him, Abbey gripped his cock happily, holding it like a thick, hard handle as she moaned into another kiss from the blonde.

“Oh man,” the bellhop groaned. “Oh shit this is so good.”

“You'll help me repay this poor woman, won't you baby?”

Nodding, the bellhop stood up on the bed. 

“Get on all fours,” he said to Cherry.

Abbey looked disappointed for a second. He shrugged at her. 

“What? I've already fucked your pussy.”

Understanding sparked in Abbey's tiny bimbo brain, and she nodded with a smile. That was true. Fair was fair. 

“Come around here,” Cherry cooed to her. “I'll make sure you're taken care of, sweetie.”

Curious, Abbey crawled on the bed in front of Cherry's face. Smiling wickedly, Cherry began licking Abbey's thighs and then the sweet, wet folds of her pussy, before moving on to Abbey's hypersensitive clit. 

She came almost immediately. When the bellhop hunkered down and entered Cherry, encouraging a spout of even harder licking and moaning, Abbey came again. 

Her body felt weak and weightless. Everything in the world was good. Nothing could ever be bad. Cherry's tongue made her feel like a waterfall of pleasure had been unlocked inside her body.

The bellhop fucked Cherry like he had owned her for a long time. He rode her hard, each pump of his cock more vicious than the last. His face was intense, almost angry, and he spanked Cherry mercilessly. The loud slaps echoed throughout the room.

Every single hard thrust pushed Cherry's face deeper into Abbey's pussy. Abbey was fairly sure that Cherry was having a hard time breathing—but it was really hard to care. It was all so hot.

“Yeah, baby,” Abbey cooed. “Fuck her hard.”

“Spank her ass,” he ordered Abbey. “Spank her with me.”

Cherry moaned in affirmation.

Obeying happily, Abbey's hand slapped down on Cherry's ass right when the bellhop's did, reaching across Cherry's sensational body.

Orgasms flowed through Cherry like water through a river—there was not the one without the other. Abbey could feel them, one right after the other, moving in time with her own.

“I'm gonna cum,” the bellhop grunted. “I'm gonna cum right in your slutty fucking cunt.”

“Do it, sir,” Abbey urged. “Cum in her hot slit. Fill her up like the sextoy she is.”

Stiffening up even as his hips still bucked and rammed, the bellhop released inside of Cherry. Abbey felt hot, easy adoration fill her as she saw the orgasm rushing through the bellhop's face. She came to, watching him cum, feeling Cherry cum, feeling Cherry's hot tongue against her clit.

His hot, perfect goo dripped down from Cherry's pussy onto all the thick pile of clothes. All three lovers slid around each other, the clothes winding up on top of all of their bodies. 

Abbey licked the cum off his cock as soon as it slid out of Cherry's pussy, cleaning it attentively, looking the bellhop in the eyes. He was getting hard again already. That was wonderful. Abbey would be ready to take care of him.

It was important to be attentive to a man's needs, and Abbey was a serious woman, after all.

# # #
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Her Change in Style



Monday
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Gloria Phine was at the school, in her classroom, hunched over her desk. It was after hours once again, and once again she was grading papers for her History class. 

It was important to her to keep her personal life and her work life separate. So long as she graded all the homework she handed out at school, there was nothing stopping her from going home after a long day and relaxing. She pushed back her short dirty-blond hair from out of her face, trying her best to be only casually condescending about the latest paper she was looking at. Alexander the Great, indeed, did not lead the fight against Jesus’s Disciples two hundred years ago.

She finished at about six o’clock, which was more or less par for the course. After gathering her notebooks and books and binders in her bag—a big clunky catch-all that would hold all her school materials, her wallet, various essential feminine products, and a spare change of clothes just in case one of the seniors tried to “accidentally” wet her shirt again—she headed out the door. 

Anchor Creek High School was lovely, flooded with money from all the rich homeowners nearby. It had two stories, tile and wood floors in the classrooms, high arching ceilings in the hallways, ornate trim around every wall, and enormous expectations from all the parents.

It wasn’t easy being a good-looking high-school teacher, and Gloria certainly was one even at thirty-five years of age, despite her determination in hiding it in dull-colored pantsuits like the one she wore today and by trying to look as mousy as possible. 

Her pretty face only accentuated a frame that was kept slim by semi-regular workouts and proper diet, and her short hair suited her no-nonsense personality. Gloria kept herself in shape not because she wanted to look good, but rather because it didn’t make any sense to her to leave her body open to sickness. 

It was plain she didn’t care too much about her looks from her pale, almost sickly skin tone, but Gloria had no interest in catering to the desires of men who just wanted some beach-bronzed bimbo. She wanted to be taken seriously around the school, not viewed as some pretty-girl who needed to use looks to make students pay attention.

Right outside her office she ran into Anchor Creek’s High School Principal, Claire Adams. She was a shorter, petite woman, a few years older than Gloria, with curly red hair and emerald green eyes, wearing a crisp, professional suit in a pleasant shade of blue.

“Good evening, Gloria,” she said pleasantly, “Finally heading home?”

“Yes, just as soon as I swing by the post office.”

Gloria liked Claire, they were kindred spirits. When Gloria wanted to start the Young Women’s Awareness Group, a pro-feminism organization with the goal to help educate and organize the school’s impressionable young women against male superiority, Claire not only agreed but did her best to help Gloria architect events promoting their message. 

The Group was especially important in a school like Anchor Creek, where the population ratio of girls to boys was easily two to one. Most of her classes had two-thirds girls and one-third boys, the latter of whom were always doing too much staring and not enough listening. The unusual ratio was one of the reasons she had chosen to work at Anchor Creek, because had known for a long time, since college in fact, that she wanted to start something like YWAG, and didn’t see any sense in pursuing an uphill battle at a male-dominated school to begin with.

“How’s the speech coming?” Claire asked.

She referred to the speech on women’s issues in the school that Gloria was going to give at the annual YWAG Banquet Saturday night. It was to be a milestone in the life of YWAG, representatives from other schools in the area would be in attendance, and if Gloria was persuasive enough the organization would start to gain some steam across the county.

“I’ve got some good ideas down, they just need to be put in the right order.” Gloria grinned a bit. “And have words added to them.”

Claire laughed. “Well, let me know if you need any help.”

“Thanks, Claire. I will.”

* * * * *
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GLORIA ARRIVED HOME a few dozen minutes later with an unexpected package in tow from the post office. She had only been going there to drop off some mail, but when she checked her box she found a brown parcel inside from something called Female Designs. 

The name was a bit unsettling. Gloria had not heard of it before and certainly did not want to open up the package and see a bunch of tampons fall out in public. She hadn’t ordered anything, and she was sure no one had ordered anything for her—she had been single for over five years, and any time her family sent her something there was notice given well in advance via phone or email.

She set the package down on the kitchen counter of her modest one-bedroom apartment, going to her room to change into some more comfortable clothes before doing anything else. Pantsuits were all well and good for work, but at home Gloria liked to relax, and dressed mostly in sweats. She made herself a quick sandwich for dinner, sitting down on the nearby couch to open the package. 

The brown paper ripped open easily, and it wasn’t long before Gloria found herself staring quizzically at a pair of very comfortable-looking pink slippers, attached to a plain white note, with the words, “Enjoy” written in big, block letters. Gloria shrugged, and put the slippers on after suspiciously checking them for anything that might be inside.

They felt fantastic. Gloria felt fantastic. Almost immediately a relaxed, nearly-euphoric daze swept over her. 

She realized how intensely tired she was, and how good it felt just to sit back and let the slippers massage her toes. It was so strange that it felt that way, getting a luxurious foot massage just from a pair of slippers, and Gloria felt her feet beneath the slippers just to check for some kind of hidden motor, but that just led her to start rubbing the soft cloth of the slippers with her hands like they were a long-lost lover. 

The fabric wasn’t quite silk, and it wasn’t quite fur, but it was some combination of intensely soft and cool cloth that agreed just exactly with Gloria’s disposition. She felt herself laying down on the couch, wanting a nice little nap to enjoy her new footwear.  No matter why Gloria was the one to get that package, it was one heck of a way for this Female Designs place to sell their products.

When she woke, it was nearly midnight. Gloria found herself feeling absolutely ravenous, and raided her fridge like she hadn’t since she had been in college. Loaves of bread, gallons of milk, carrots, hummus—even the frozen pizza deep in the back, almost forgotten about. She munched it all done happily, sitting at her tiny kitchen table.

She wrote a small note reminding herself to go to the grocery store the next day before humming her way to bed, still wearing the pink slippers. She slept in them all night.
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Tuesday
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Gloria woke Tuesday morning feeling better than she had in ages. Mornings were normally a tempestuous time for her, never having enjoyed being broken from the easy motions of sleep, but not so today. She felt like someone had given her a shot in the arm. 

Her slippers were still on, which surprised her somewhat. Wouldn't she have kicked them off in her sleep? 

Oh well. They felt fantastic.

Where the slippers on her feet made her relaxed and sleepy last night, she now felt jazzed and ready for the day. She almost showered with them on, before reminding herself that she didn’t want to ruin them after only owning them for a day.

When dressing herself she noticed that the pants she had picked out for the day were a little high on the ankles. That wouldn’t do at all, it would hardly serve her interests to look unprofessional at school. She must have altered the fabric somehow—to her recollection, the pants had fit fine just last week.

She settled on a black skirt near the back of the closet, not worn in well over a year, and wore a gray blouse and matching black jacket to go with it. Her bra clung to her breasts tightly, but a little bit of swelling was hardly surprising given how much she had eaten the night before. 

Even with that enormous feast last night, Gloria gave herself a big breakfast, still feeling almost wanton in her hunger even after nearly emptying out her fridge the night before, and then set out to school thinking she could conquer the world.

Her first class went by swimmingly. It was like her good mood was infectious, and though normally her morning classes were lethargic and apathetic, she really felt like she reached a few, made them care. 

In between classes Gloria went by the office to check her mail. The mail room was in the back of the busy office, closed off a bit from the ringing phones and bustling interchanges between students, teachers, and parents. 

Usually, in Gloria's mail at the school, there were just messages from parents wanting to talk about a child’s grades, or announcements about upcoming school events. But that day Gloria had a small brown package in her box, almost identical to the one that she had picked up yesterday at the post office. And just like the one the day prior, it too was from that Female Designs group. 

Did they know where she worked too? It was unsettling what the internet could find out about a person these days. 

Curious and a bit apprehensive, Gloria opened the package, and found another pair of shoes, this time two shiny black flats, similar to the ones she was wearing but made from leather, with one thick strap going across the feet right behind where her toes would be. 

Small flowers were stitched into every side, a style that Gloria wasn’t partial to. But, she had to admit it looked festive, if nothing else.

Before she knew what was happening Gloria was slipping off her old shoes and trying on her new ones. A soft sigh of exquisite happiness escaped her lips. 

This was something different than before with the slippers, something flat-out amazing. She felt like running a marathon and grinning at everyone and everything on the way. It was like every molecule of her body had woken up and decided today was the day to burst. 

The mail room suddenly felt unbearably hot, but in a good, sauna sort of way. She put a hand up on the nearby bulletin board, littered with school announcements. 

Gloria unbuttoned the top two buttons of her blouse unconsciously, and then walked over to the nearby fan, enjoying the cool air as it tickled her exposed bare skin.

“Gloria, are you alright?” Came a voice from across the room.

It was Randall Jung, the football coach. His stout, muscle-stacked form took up the whole doorway. The two of them were typically at odds with one another, Randall thinking Gloria was an uptight feminist and Gloria thinking he was a chauvinist pig, but there was something different in his voice. Was it almost . . . admiration?

“I’m fine,” Gloria said happily. “Just fine. Why?”

“I’ve just never seen you smile before.”

He had a way of smiling that made him seem like he thought he knew everything that was going on. Every time he would do, his thick hands would move up to his unshaven face, rubbing the beard there.

Gloria put a hand on her hip. “Do you have a problem with me smiling?”

“Not at all,” Randall said, smiling back at her. “It rather suits you. You should do it more often.”

“Maybe I will,” Gloria teased, and sauntered out of the office. She turned her head to flash him another smile before leaving. She really was filling out the skirt she was wearing today. She hoped he noticed.

Only seconds after leaving the room she pressed her back against a nearby wall, finding that she was breathing hard. Did she just flirt with Coach Jung? Yuck! He was everything she stood against.

The leggy history teacher hardly had time to think about it. Holly, the school’s receptionist, was walking towards her. 

Holly was a sweet girl, but Gloria felt she needed to learn a few more life lessons about how powerful a woman could be. She was only a few years older than most of the seniors, and far too friendly with them. 

Nothing inappropriate, of course, but encouraging friendliness with the students only made them think they could get away with more. It didn’t help that Holly was painfully cute, with dark short hair and a busty figure, covered today with jeans and a tight shirt, with a lovely face to top it off.

“Gloria, what have you done with your hair?”

Gloria ran a hand through her dirty blond hair, noticing it felt a little longer than usual. “Oh, nothing, really, I think I just need to give it a trim.”

“You haven’t done that already? It looks different.”

“Oh, what?” For once, Gloria sounded surprised. “I guess it’s just a new conditioner . . . ?”

“Well, you’ll have to tell me what it is.” Holly enthused. “You’re practically glowing.”

This was getting complicated. 

Gloria wasn’t using new conditioner at all, just the same stuff she had owned for as long as she could remember. Her hair was trivial to her, it got in the way. But now someone noticing it, it was . . . nice? 

She had to fight such utterly feminine tendencies.

“Look, Holly, I need to get back to class.”

Holly just smiled. “We’ll talk later then, okay?” She bounced off back to her desk.

The rest of the day went by fast, but Gloria couldn’t seem to get enough of it—living, breathing, interacting with the world. She honestly felt for the first time in years that she simply loved life. Every step she took in her new shoes she felt like a new woman, each version happier than before. 

By the time her last class rolled around, she completed only half of her lecture before beginning to just simply talk with her students, finding herself honestly interested about their futures, their lives, their desires. She felt like everyone’s best friend, and like everyone was hers. Her mood was insatiable, and even when Principal Adams came by, she joined in the fun. 

Gloria even forgot to be condescending to the boys when they tried to flirt with her. She even encouraged it, just a little, brushing her hair the right way, smiling at their half-hidden jokes. 

It was exhilarating. 

By the time she left the school she felt unstoppable, her shoes bouncing along in the hallways to the tune of her new attitude. She left right after the bell rang, throwing her usual grading responsibilities off to the future. There was no time like the present to enjoy putting things off, she thought, only half-joking.

She stopped for groceries on the way home—restocking her depleted food supplies—and quickly found herself enjoying watching the bagboy’s young, tight bottom as he carried her things out. 

She only realized how inappropriate it was on the way back to her apartment inside of her car, when she was wistfully rubbing her thighs together, imagining herself propositioning the nineteen year-old with hot, needy whispers in his ear. 

Gloria had no idea what was getting into her – or more accurately – why she wanting someone to get into her. Her sex life had expired long ago, but she had rather enjoyed the lack of complication, or so she thought. She bit her lower lip in thought as she carried the groceries back up to the second floor of her complex, walking through the door. 

Sex didn’t have to be complicated, she supposed. It would be simple to go out to a club, pick some hot guy to grind with and take him home, then kick him out before the morning came. 

Yes, that would be simple; she would get what she wanted and no unnecessary connections were made.

Gloria set down the groceries and slipped off her fantastic new shoes, going to her room to change. She put on her lovely pink slippers before dressing, and after a few minutes stepped out of the room dressed only in a pair of white panties and a tight pink t-shirt instead of her usual sweats. 

The only justification for wearing the t-shirt, which hadn’t been worn in at least ten years, was that it matched her slippers. It also made her tits look perky, which she had to admit made her feel good about herself. 

It all just seemed more . . . comfortable. She knew she had a nice body, she could at least show it off a bit around the apartment, by herself.

The doorbell rang when she was in the middle of putting up groceries. It was the building manager, Derek, holding a brown package smaller than the others she had received. Gloria surprised herself by not being at all surprised when she saw the words “Female Designs” written along the side of the package. Derek was short, in good shape, compact like a wrestler. His hair was thick and dark. He had a friendly face, like a man on a billboard selling insurance.

“Wow!” Derek said. “I mean, uh, package for you, m’aam, been in my office all day.”

Gloria only just noticed that she answered the door in nothing but her underwear and a t-shirt, and immediately after being aware of it she was very aware that she enjoyed Derek’s eyes on her, memorizing her half-naked body.

“Thanks, honey,” she cooed.

Gloria never cooed, much less call someone “honey.” She took the package out of his shocked hands, letting her fingers linger a bit on his.

“You’re so nice for bringing this up to me personally,” she cooed again. “I’ll just have to find some way to thank you properly.”

“Oh, um, just . . . doing my job, m’aam. I have to go back now,” Derek stammered. “The office is closed and this is my last item of the day and I need to go back.” 

His words came fast, like he was trying to convince himself of something. 

“I need to go back to my wife. My wife, I have one, I need to go back to her.” 

His cheeks were flushing, and Gloria just stood in the doorway, one leg positioned forward, her chest thrusting upward. She found that if she stood up on her tippy toes, her chest pushed out even more, and her legs had more arch.

“Bye then, hon. Thanks for this, again.” She laughed, and closed the door.

As soon as the door was closed Gloria pressed against it back first, dipping a hand down her panties to touch her steaming hot snatch. Her fingers were rapid-fire against her clit.

She could have seduced the building manager right there. She could have asked him in for a drink that would have turned into a frolicking good time. 

She was soaking wet, her body an inferno of desire. She couldn’t even remember the last time she was so turned on. Hand still on her crotch, rubbing it softly, she made her way to the kitchen and poured herself a glass of wine, downed it, and then poured another. 

She bent over, her heavy breasts rubbing on the counter, flooded with images again of getting down to her knees in front of Derek, slowly unzipping his pants . . . 

She backed off once more, taking another swig of wine. 

One-handed, she opened the brown package, and found a pair of frilly pink socks inside. She almost moaned in anticipation of putting them on – they would match her slippers exactly. It was very important suddenly, matching.

She took off her slippers only long enough to try the socks on. She had them back on, socks included, in less than a minute.

The leggy blond fell to the floor in delight, fingering her hot wet snatch, and quickly brought herself to orgasm thinking about dragging Derek inside and using him for her own carnal desires. His hands on her, her hands on his thick cock, making him forget about his silly wife.

She downed three more glasses of wine in the space of ten minutes before she felt randy again, in that time barely noticing that the package also had a pair of bright, white stockings in it. They would be tried on tomorrow. She finished the bottle of wine and made herself cum three more times before crawling into bed with both her socks and slippers still on, dreaming of seducing every man who looked at her the right way.
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The next morning Gloria found herself in her bed with the sheets thrown off, lying in her sweat-moistened sheets. She didn’t remember too much of her dreams, only that they were hot, delicious, and wonderful. Something about getting screwed over her desk at school. 

Trying to recreate the glorious sensations from last night, it was twenty minutes before she made it into the shower, where she came twice more, imagining herself with the grocery boy from the day before. She was fairly certain she recognized him from a class just a year or two before, which was what made it so wrong and so hot, all at once.

She examined her glistening naked body once she stepped out of her steamy shower, wondering if her eyes were deceiving her. Her hair, soaked only moments before, was already mostly dry, fluffy and bouncy around her shoulders. 

Her shoulders! Two days ago it hadn’t gone past her ears, and it certainly wasn’t so bright and blonde. And her face looked different too, certainly not the face of a thirty year old. 

Wasn’t she thirty? 

Gloria suddenly found it hard to think about that sort of thing, and whatever worry she felt about that was disintegrated when she examined the rest of her body – more tanned, more toned, her skin looking healthier than it had even when she spent that spring break in Hawaii five years ago. 

And her breasts looked heavier too, but just as perky, bigger and more full but not being affected by gravity’s pull at all, regardless of being a good cup size larger than they were the day before. Her legs, her abs, her ass, all of her was tighter, hotter, sexier.

Wasn’t that strange, Gloria thought suddenly. Thinking herself of sexy. 

But she was, and how. Her high cheekbones, pouty lips, beautiful blue eyes, and smashing body – she felt like she belonged in a hair commercial. Gloria had no idea how this was happening, but for the most part she felt too good to care about it. 

So what if she had dropped a few pounds only to gain some back in all the right places? It wasn’t as though that was something to complain about.

It was twenty minutes before school started when Gloria finally tore herself away from her puzzling but dazzling reflection, and decided to dress. Every little item of clothing was a joy to put on, sliding over her smooth, soft skin.

She strutted through the school doors forty-five minutes later with a tight, peach-colored knee-length skirt she hadn’t worn since she was in college. It meshed nicely with the even tighter bright white blouse she wore, unbuttoned enough to show the hot peach-colored bra barely containing her bouncing breasts. 

She had picked up the bra from a small clothing shop on the way to work, seeing as how her old ones didn’t fit anymore. Before, she had considered the shop a nuisance, always advertising such shamelessly flirtatious exhibits. But it sure had come in handy today.

Her blond hair caressed her shoulders as she walked, somehow naturally styled to be feathered. On a whim, she had worn the bright frilly socks that she had gotten last night. 

She was only going to try them on to see how they looked with on her lovely legs, but found herself immediately in love with the way they looked. 

The only thing that didn’t entirely fit, as a matter of fact, were the black flats she had received the day before, but she wasn’t about to spend any amount of time without a pair of shoes from Female Designs on. They were just too wonderful to even consider wearing anything else. 

Still, she worried that she might not look professional enough if her wardrobe was off-colored. She was a serious teacher, after all, with serious plans about being even more.

It was a worry that didn’t last long at all. Her first class went absolutely splendidly, her fabulous mood making up for her tardiness and any imperfections in her choice of clothing. For the few who were still annoyed at her tardiness, her fabulous body made up for the rest. 

She strutted back and forth in front of the class like a model on a runway, making sure to walk in between all the aisles of desks so that everyone could get a good look at her wonderful ass as she swayed past. 

“I think it's totally silly for us to focus entirely on lectures today,” she announced. “Your heads are so full of thoughts, jokes, stories, love, and wonder. Why should I be doing the talking?”

Everyone looked a bit surprised, but excited.

“So, today, I want you all to focus on each other. Learn something from each other! Talk! Discuss! Engage!”

The seniors started buzzing with activity. They dived right in, feeding off the positive energies that Gloria exuded. Gloria beamed. It was so fun to have a classroom activity be received so well.

One senior, Ruth Ann, was wearing a delightfully skimpy blue skirt. Gloria bent over to whisper in her ear as all the students around her stopped to admire Gloria's exposed behind.

“You're totally sizzling today, dear.”

Ruth Ann blushed, squirming a bit in her seat. 

“Thank you,” she whispered. “That means so much to me.”

Her gaze, looking up at Gloria, was full of appreciation.

That response was so positive that Gloria went out of her way to complement every girl wearing something daring or sexy – it was important that young women played up their attributes, that way, men would notice them, and then they could have their voices heard. 

Her smiles were contagious, and soon the whole class was giggling with each other, the stand-out babes casting deep-lidded stares at the top studs. Gloria saw several notes passed, and picked one up on a whim, revealing a “study-date” invitation. 

The sender was Michelle Watson, a bubbly, chesty cheerleader, who hadn’t stopped looking at Roger Jackson all morning. Gloria gave her a wink, and slipped the note onto Roger’s desk. No reason to interfere with puppy love. 

Five minutes before the class ended Gloria suddenly remembered she actually was supposed to teach a lesson that day, and not just socialize. She haphazardly assigned some reading that she explicitly stated she expected no one to read thoroughly. The planned quiz for the next day was moved back a week.

The mailroom was empty when Gloria entered it, happily finding another package in her box. Tearing it open, she found a pair of (what luck!) peach colored pumps inside. 

They looked absolutely adorable, and the heel was only three or four inches high, nowhere near enough to look like a tramp. She would be classy but fun with them on; a good time, but still utterly serious about where her career was going. 

Along with the pumps was another little card, this one reading, “Delight.” It seemed like more of a command than a suggestion, but Gloria certainly felt delighted. She gleefully slipped the new pumps onto her feet, and immediately collapsed in the corner as wave after wave of sexual heat pulsated through her body. 

Her legs trailed across the tile of the mail room, and Gloria kept nuzzling her head into the hard firmness of the corner. It felt so nice to have such a thick, strong boundary nearby. She wasn't cumming, just lost in that beautiful spot of bliss that usually only lasted a few moments before orgasm.

The arousal mounted and remounted with such intensity that Gloria felt like she hadn’t cum in a decade, much less fewer than two and a half hours ago. It was all she could do to stop herself from under her skirt and letting her fingers dance their way to her heart’s content. Strong, sudden hands on her hips helped her up.

“Ooh, what?” Gloria asked, dazed.

She turned to see Coach Jung right in front of her, big hands still on her wide hips. “Are you okay, I said. Why were you in the corner like that?”

He was so sweet, Gloria thought, he sounded genuinely concerned. And he was probably genuinely hung like a horse. 

She giggled, taking one strand of her blond hair in her fingers. “Oh, I was just feeling a bit dizzy,” she explained breathily. “I think maybe all the handsome men around are making my head spin.” 

She giggled again, making her breasts bounce in her new bra. Coach Jung definitely noticed.

He didn’t know how to react. Heck, Gloria didn’t even know how to react. She was giggling, she was twirling, she was flirting and she didn’t even care because her nipples were hard and her pussy felt like it was on fire and here was a man right here who had to want her. 

The Coach’s hands were still on her hips, forgotten about by him due to the pure heat emanating from Gloria’s body. She took one of his hands in hers, and helped it slide up her curvaceous waist until it was resting on the side of her breasts.

“My off-period is the one after next,” she breathed, looking at him with bright blue eyes. “Do you think there’s something you could give me for my head? It feels so light . . .” 

Her eyes drifted down to the bulge growing faster by the second in the Coach’s pants. 

“ . . . maybe you’ve got something that could steady it?” 

She licked her lips, in case the message wasn’t across already.

The Coach was as flustered as she’d ever seen him. It was hard to believe at that moment that he made his living by ordering people around. 

“Um, I mean, uh, wow, Gloria, um . . .”

She silenced him with a long finger on his lips. “Meet me in my office, kay?” 

She giggled again, and then glided out of the room, her new pumps clicking softly on the carpet. Gloria felt so empowered. Jung couldn’t do anything except what she wanted him to do – surely, this was what feminism was all about.

She bumped into Holly on the way back to her class, trying not to be late. The young receptionist was all smiles.

“Wow, Gloria! You’re looking great today!”

“Oh, thanks,” Gloria gushed. “You’re looking fine yourself, sweetie.”

Holly looked a bit confused at that, probably wondering when the word, “sweetie” was introduced into the beautiful History teacher’s vocabulary. Gloria was telling the truth, though, Holly was looking quite fine. Low-riding jeans rested on her hips, the top of her black thong just barely visible whenever her tight red sweater was shifted. Gloria took one of her hands and smiled at her dazzlingly, looking just as good as she felt.

“I love that outfit on you,” Gloria said, “Tight clothing suits a frame like yours.”

Holly blushed, obviously a bit uncomfortable with Gloria being so open, touching her. Gloria massaged her hand soothingly. 

“I mean it, you should hear what some of the boys in my classes have been saying about the hot, new receptionist. I bet you get young studs lining up in the hall with all kinds of excuses to try and flirt with you.”

Holly laughed nervously, her cheeks staying flushed, biting one plump lip. “Well . . . ”

“Don’t be so modest, honey,” Gloria chided. “So what if the whole student body thinks you’re good-looking? Take it as a complement that they want to be around you. Just don’t let it go any further than . . . “ Gloria gave her hands a soft squeeze. “. . . you want it to.”

Holly gasped softly, looking like she wanted to pull away but was unable to tear herself away from the vision of temptation in front of her. 

“Gloria, I don’t think—”

“Oh, sweetie,” Gloria giggled. “I’m just having a bit of fun with you. There’s nothing wrong with fun, is there?” 

Holly shook her head reluctantly. 

“That’s right, nothing at all. And the great thing about fun is that you can even find it at work, can’t you?” Gloria giggled again. “Ta, darling. I’ve got a class to catch.” 

She sauntered off, turning her head to wink at the stunned Holly after a few yards.

More like she had a bathroom stall to visit. Gloria needed a cum, and bad. She didn't even bother to check the other stalls. Her hands slipped easily right past her slender panties, her hot fingers pressing so artfully inside of her hungry pussy. It took less than thirty seconds for her to climax, crying out against the thin wall of the bathroom. She hadn't even sat down.

In the aftershocks of her heated exchange, she still shook, and her nimble fingers wouldn't stop massaging her still-sensitive clit. It took very little convincing to have another quick little cum, just to calm down. Just to get her mind straight. She was a professional. Having your mind straight as a professional was a must.

After that one, shaking and moaning again in the tiny stall, she decided what she really needed was one more.

Her head finally felt a little clearer, for the first time since putting on her new pumps. She wondered idly if she should remove them . . . but decided against it. It wasn’t as though she could walk around barefoot.

But still, the way she was acting! She had propositioned a coach for a blowjob, and practically told Holly to start making out with students! She sighed audibly. It was so wrong. She shouldn’t be acting this way, she shouldn’t be using her hot body to make people do things just because she was turning them on, she certainly shouldn’t have offered sex and pleasure to other members of the faculty, and she shouldn’t be sliding her fingers down her tight, yummy body down to her hot little pussy for another delicious climax . . .

Gloria arrived to class fifteen minutes late, but nobody seemed to care. Everyone seemed absolutely ecstatic that she had finally arrived, and Gloria felt the same way. Just like before, history was the last thing on her mind – it just made no sense to her that she knew so little of the way her students thought, and talked, and played, and kissed, and fucked. 

Gloria found herself talking about make-up tips with the senior gals, and openly checking out all the young males with them. 

She sat down on a desk across from three girls, her long legs crossed. Her skirt rode up onto her delicious thighs.

“I think Joey's chest is so perfectly defined,” Gloria sighed. “It's no fair how he has a girlfriend already.”

“Ms. Phine.” The girl next to her coughed. A cute dark-haired girl with red streaks in her hair. She had a pierced lip and deep blue eyes. Lydia. “He's my boyfriend.”

“Mmm,” said Gloria, momentarily imagining the two of them together. “I hope you're living it up, then.”

“Ma’am?”

“Making love, dearie. You're both of age. You should be having a ball with each other's bodies.”

She leaned over and touched Lydia's thigh. The poor dear was trembling. 

“Trust me. This is the time to propose.” Gloria giggled. “There's a supply closet down the hall that's always unlocked, and the janitor won't be on duty for another two hours.”

“Huh?” After a moment, the lights went off in Lydia's eyes. “Oh. Ohhhh.”

“I won't tell, dear. Make him feel special, and then he'll do anything you say. That's how women get power.”

Lydia hopped up and strutted over to Joey and whispered something in his ear. His eyes got as wide as plates. He followed her, slack-jawed, out of the room, obviously trying to hide his boner.

Gloria didn't stop there. She had never had any idea how fun it was to whisper hot little ideas into the heads of pretty high school girls – telling them to make sure to dress to impress, to try out stockings, to maybe shop for some sexy new heels, skip out on work to enjoy a date or three. 

Never skip school, though, school was were the boys were; girls could hardly be allowed to stay away. Skipping class to neck with some hot senior hunk who had been eyeing them all week, though, why not? 

Her words were like elixir to their impressionable young ears, drank eagerly, every word believed. Gloria felt like an icon, a talk show host or a preacher, someone to look up to. 

She handed out long, sensual hugs to all her students before they left the room when the bell finally rang. Most of the boys didn’t seem to mind when her hands dropped below their waists and copped a bit of a feel on their tight buns – Gloria knew she didn’t mind when they returned the favor.

* * * * *
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THIRD PERIOD SWUNG around. Gloria was behind her desk, fingering herself silly once again. Thinking about all the things she could convince her students to do. The door swung open, and there was Coach Jung.

Oh yes. She had forgotten about him.

They said practically nothing to each other. The Coach lifted her up by her hot ass and dropped her on the desk. The hard wood stung against Gloria's tight buns. 

His lips were rough, hard, just like everything about him. There was no stopping his hands from groping her ample breasts, from sliding up and down her tight, sweet curves. She thrilled in the largeness of each muscle, the flesh that she could grip on to and steady herself with. He was a rock.

“Oh, Gloria,” he moaned. “I've wanted you . . .”

She was sure he did. She was so hot, every man who saw her wanted her. It was time to take advantage. He mashed his lips again hers, forcing his tongue in her mouth. She suckled on it happily. Her tall heels were wrapped around his waist, guiding him closer and closer.

She opened her eyes for a moment and noticed there was a crowd building outside the classroom. She had forgotten to shut the blinds. She pushed Jung away for a moment, and strutted over. There was a chorus of groans as she closed the blinds. 

Jung was sweating. “Maybe...maybe we should call this off.”

She came close and put a finger to his lips, and dropped to her knees.

“Are you sure?” she asked, fiddling with his zipper. “I mean . . .”

It was easy to slide her hand inside his pants and start stroking. He was mostly hard already, fitting nicely inside her dainty hand.

“It sure seems like part of you wants to stay.”

He was growing faster now. Gloria started using two hands. She brought her mouth forward and flicked the tip softly with her tongue.

“Fuck,” the Coach said. “Oh . . . oh fuck.”

“Fuck it?” Gloria asked coyly, stretching her strokes out long and slow. “With my mouth?”

He gulped loudly. “Yes. Yes please.”

Her lovely mouth slipped right over his rod, sucking him down artlessly. It was her first blowjob, after all. Before, it seemed like a blowjob was something a whore did, or a slut. But she realized, it was just really an excellent way to get what she wanted.

What Gloria really wanted was to cum in front of a man, she realized. That was so hot. To show a man how much pleasure she could have just from her own womanhood, just from being a wonderful lady. That was power. 

Sucking his cock was simply an excellent way to keep him in the room as she fingered her dripping wet pussy. 

Somehow, her shirt had come off. Her tits exposed in her sexy new bra. They shook and bounced as she sucked, and she could not stop herself from stroking her nipples with one hand as his cock slid down her throat again and again.

The hardness of his cock was so nice, such a beautiful big anchor to keep her steady. Even as her delightful fingers made her thoughts want to prance her off into neverland and never come back, sucking him off kept her resolute and grounded. She found that, if she moaned, she became even more invested in the “now”ness of it. He seemed to like it too.

It did not take her long to cum. That was par for the course by this point. 

Jung watched her bucking, moaning, feeling herself from sucking his cock. It seemed too much for him.

“I'm gonna . . .” he breathed. “Fuck you're so hot. I'm gonna cum,”

She popped her mouth off his meat, grabbing a kleenex from off the desk. She guided him the rest of the way with a sizzling hot kiss and her soft hands stroking his pole. His big cock jerked hard in her hand, spilling cum everywhere. It was so white and sexy. It looked so warm. So inviting.

Gloria wasn’t about to swallow, not for the first blowjob she had ever given. It hardly seemed dignified for a professional like herself.

He mumbled out a thanks and asked if he could please see her again. She told him she would think about it.

Minutes after the Coach had stumbled out of her office looking drunk on lust, Principal Adams walked in. Gloria had just put her blouse back on.

“Hi Claire,” Gloria chirped. “What can I do for you?”

The pretty Principal looked furious. “Gloria, I’ve just had several eyewitnesses tell me that you were making out with a man in this very office!”

Gloria giggled, looking around the place. Her desk had been cleared off, the lamp and monitor that had rested there previously had fallen harmlessly onto a pile of books and papers, similarly discharged. 

“Oh Claire, I hope you don’t believe silly accusations like that. I don’t even have a boyfriend,” she smiled, stepping closer to the older woman.

“Gloria, I can’t just disregard over fifteen people – oh,” Claire said suddenly. “That smell, is that new perfume? You smell like . . . like, sex?”

Gloria just grinned and stepped closer. Claire tried to continue.

“And, I mean, you can’t expect me to take your word over so many others!”

“With as long as we’ve been friends?” 

Gloria stepped closer to Claire, letting her feel her influence, her appearance. Gloria didn’t understand it, but lately everyone was just seeing things her way. She felt invincible.

“Claire, tell me the truth, it was just women that complained, wasn’t it?”

She didn’t need to ask that – it wasn’t like any man was going to complain seeing hot Miss Phine with her boobs getting fondled.

Claire suddenly looked unsure. “Well, yes, that is correct . . . ”

Gloria smiled, stepping closer still, right in front of the principal now. Their chests were touching, and Gloria could feel her own erect nipples touching the blossoming buds of Claire's. 

“These are just some nasty rumors popping up because other women in this school are getting jealous of my success. YWAG is about to take off, and they just feel threatened and are lashing out because of it. Now I know you hate rumor-mongers, and I do too, but we can hardly be mad at them for being a little envious of my good fortune, can we? Honestly, Claire, I don’t think you should take it out on them.”

Claire nodded, looking dazed. “Of course. You’re right Gloria.” 

She didn’t even motion to stop the fabulous blond when Gloria's hands ran through her curly red hair, focusing entirely on her bright blue eyes. Claire's nostrils flared as they inhaled her amazing scent.

“Yes, absolutely right. You don’t need to hear about things like this. You should be focused on the banquet. It’s all going well, I hope?”

“Lovely, darling, thanks for asking.” 

Gloria had spent less than two minutes on it, but had put it on her mental to-do list. 

She let her hand rest on Claire’s neck, and pulled her in for a hug. Claire was much shorter than Gloria, and her head came to rest on her giggly, jiggly breasts. 

“G-gloria, I don't k-know tha . . . “

Gloria held her tighter. Claire quieted, still squirming for a few seconds, and then relaxed. 

Gloria couldn’t help but giggle some – she had just talked her way out of being fired, and probably could have managed to have some of her detractors reprimanded. 

Claire went limp in her hands, obviously enjoying the sensation of Gloria’s soft, full globes against her head. She moaned softly in protest when Gloria pushed her away.

“I’ve got to get ready for final period, love. You tell everyone in the office that there’s nothing to these baseless allegations.”

“Of course, Gloria,” Claire nodded fervently. “Whatever you say.”

Claire walked out of the room with the same drunk look that Coach Jung had. Gloria smiled to herself. It was amazing, what a little influence and attractiveness could attain for a girl. Success was imminent.

Her fourth and final class of the day went much like the previous two, with Gloria just chatting with her students, encouraging all the girls to take whatever hot things they wanted, making sure the boys were receptive to it, sitting in a desk among them after having arranged them all in a circle. 

Her hot mood was intoxicating for them, her hot scent being breathed in by everyone, and more than once she had to stop couples from making out in the corner, by the bookshelves. Some of the time they weren’t even actual couples. 

When Gloria walked out of the school to her car, she saw more pairs than usual making out in the parking lot. She strolled by teachers tsking at the sight. Inspired, Gloria walked up to them.

“Oh,” said the boy. It was Joey, from before. The girl was not Lydia. “I'm sorry, Miss Phine.”

“Nonsense,” said Gloria. “I wanted to commend you for encouraging so many girls to speak what was on their mind. Keep it up, you two.”

* * * * *
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SHE ARRIVED AT HER apartment to see Derek waiting outside of it, with a brown package in his hand. He wore a light grey shirt and tight pants, thick workboots on his feet. He was sweating nervously. She took the package out of his hands with a gleeful grin on her face, entering her apartment with the manager in tow.

“I just can’t thank you enough for this,” Gloria said. “You really know how to look after a gal. Do you know that, handsome?”

Derek was grinning like an idiot, a grin that only got wider when Gloria began to stroke her fingers along his chest, and then her own, drawing his eyes to her barely-contained breasts. “Shucks, Miss Phine, I was only doing what anybody would.”

She ran her hand down his chest to his crotch. “Then I suppose I’ll have to do what any girl would, around a helpful guy like you,” she whispered hotly.

He backed away. A red blush crept up his neck.

“M-Miss Phine, I should really be getting back to my, my um, my . . .”

“Wife?” She suggested. He nodded slowly. “Oh poo,” Gloria waved her hand dismissively. “I can show you all sorts of things that she never would. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“M-Miss Phine, I mean—”

“Call me Gloria.”

“Gloria, it's just that . . . oh wow.”

Gloria's hand had found his crotch.

“Wouldn't it be better, Derek honey, if you said whatever you wanted to say inside? On my bed, maybe? While I have my clothes off? I think that could really help your concentration.”

He gulped.

“I'm a teacher, Derek. You should trust me. I know all about concentration. Come inside, okay?”

“Oh yes, please,” Derek choked.

Gloria smiled, and then turned away suddenly. “It’s just that . . . well, if you could help me out with one more tiny little thing, so that I could help you out with your big, long thing?”

Derek sounded like he might die if she didn’t continue. “Oh, sure, gosh Gloria, anything you want.”

“I don’t think I’ll be able to pay the rent this month. Lot of tertiary expenses, you understand.”

This was patently untrue, of course. But Gloria was feeling adventurous.

He rubbed the back of his neck, unsure. “Your rent...I mean, it’s over eight hundred dollars, Gloria. That’s a lot of money.”

She pressed her body against his, seeing that he was wavering. “I know it is, silly,” Gloria giggled, letting him feel the bounce of her tits against his chest. “That’s why I can’t pay it. You understand, don’t you?” 

She leaned in and kiss him lightly on the lips, before putting a slender hand down his pants. 

“Oh my,” she said excitedly, “What a big package you brought for me!”

Derek understood her problem very well, as it turned out.

* * * * *
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THE NEW PARCEL FROM Female Designs was like Christmas come early. Not only did it come with a pair of hot new pink wedge sandals just perfect for home-comfort, but along with it were two full outfits. One was for home – the hot pink lace babydoll and matching thong, and the other was for school – a skin-tight leopard-print mini dress, complete with black lace stockings with leopard print at the tops. It didn’t come with a bra, which Gloria supposed she could fix herself, but the thong was leopard print too. 

How perfect! 

Gloria wondered if this company had known that her school’s mascot was the leopard. Probably, she giggled, pouring herself a big glass of wine. They seemed to know everything else about her. She gulped down the glass, immediately refilling it. 

It didn’t worry her at all that Female Designs knew how to find her – why should it? This way she could wear their clothes wherever she was. The only matter that did worry her, in fact, was that eventually the free samples were going to run out. She would have to find out where their shop was.

With the clothes there was a little card, reading, “Serve” in red calligraphy. Gloria certainly could identify with that. She was a teacher, it was her job to serve. Serve her students, serve her co-workers, serve hot men and women that wanted to get a look at her sumptuous behind. Certainly, Gloria was all about serving.

She worked on finishing the rest of her wine after changing into her new house clothes. The neon pink babydoll only accentuated her tanned skin, clinging tightly against her breasts and stomach, making every touch to her nipples or belly or anywhere the soft lace touched feel like sexual providence, while the new sandals did their usual magic and made her feel utterly and completely relaxed. 

And horny. God, she was horny. 

She kept on her stockings in her dazed, sex-hungry state, loving how they caressed her legs. She turned on the TV and soon found herself watching one of those high school dramas, where all the girls were out to just fuck and suck whomever they could, breaking up relationships just for a quickie in a bathroom stall. 

Gloria could totally identify with that; she could get off to it; she did. She wished she had spent high school like that, instead of studying. 

The beautiful babe ended up snoozing on the couch after a particularly hard cum, waking up a few hours before dawn to raid the fridge once more, thinking sultrily that if she ate all the food then that would just mean she could suck off the grocery boy. 

Again? She couldn’t remember if she had or not. It sounded like something she should do.
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Gloria’s reflection was hard to believe, even for her. She looked like a movie starlet, and posed nude like a model in front of the mirror, which felt surprisingly natural. Sometimes she would toss the long, mid-back length of her golden tresses behind her shoulders, other times she would let them fall down her front like a golden waterfall on top of her buoyant boobies. 

They had grown overnight, again, this time much more noticeable than the last. They were easily a D-cup now, probably larger, except unlike most girls she saw with bosoms as large as hers were now they didn’t sag in the slightest, and fact bounced hypnotically when she walked back and forth in front of the mirror. 

That was another thing – her walk was different too. Try as she might, Gloria couldn’t pace around her bedroom doing anything except for a model’s gait, one foot crossing right in front of the other to make sure her tight, perfectly-molded heart-shaped ass swayed. 

It didn’t hurt that her legs didn’t look like they would ever end. She could’ve sworn she was taller now, except that sort of thing didn’t happen. 

She just must have simply been having . . . a good leg day, just like her fabulous hair, boob, skin, boob, face, boob, and ass day. Gloria would have thought it was a growth spurt, except that she knew those were impossible for a woman of twenty-five, like she was.

She . . . she was twenty-five, wasn't she?

Of course she was. People didn't just forget their age.

Her face looked beautiful, as it always had, but her lips looked a bit fuller, more naturally pink, and though she was sure she hadn’t put any on it certainly looked like she had on make-up . . . but putting her fingers to her cheeks didn’t rub off any rouge, and her long, fluttery eyelashes certainly had no eyeliner on them. 

It must have just been a trick of the light, one that was also making her tan look better than it had in at least five years or so. Her skin was golden, contrasting wonderfully with the cascade of shiny blonde locks that showered down her back. 

Still, she certainly didn’t look bad for a chick in her mid-twenties. She knew every single hot senior at school would kill to have her body. She giggled again at the thought, knowing she could interpret that however she wished, male or female, have or “have.”

She blew herself a kiss, rubbing an index finger and thumb between a pink raspberry of a nipple, and suddenly found herself wet at the sight of her reflection. Her sweet pink tongue ran across her lips, the taste there reminding her of some kind of sweet fruits, and in an experimental mood, Gloria reached her head down to her nipple, delighted to find she could suck her own teat. 

She giggled, making her boob jiggle against her face, which in turn only made her hornier. Her fingers had found their way to her pussy, again, where it was already dripping honey. 

Gloria didn’t need a shower—waking up smelling fresh and fantastic despite spending most of the night lost in lust with hot and sweaty erotic dreams about getting screwed bent over a school desk—but she found the shower a great excuse to rub her body as much as possible.

She made a special effort not to be late at all despite wanting to cum several more times in the shower, and compromised with herself and simply played with her pussy on the drive to work. Nobody who noticed seem to care, at least, not negatively. Most stared. 

Twice, she almost got into a wreck, but both times the drivers accepted full responsibility, despite the fact that she had obviously been closing her eyes during the sweet afterglow of another nice cum, after she had slipped her chest and head out of the window at the next stoplight, looking as contrite as possible. 

She arrived to school looking like a vision, an angel straight from some boob-lover’s heaven, the form-fitting mini doing everything it could to accentuate her cleavage, pressing her fabulous tits up and together, two black strings criss-crossing in a halter-style around her neck. 

Her body poured into her new minidress, making it hard to distinguish exactly where the leopard print began and her own silky soft ended. Its tight material reminded her of the lycra skirts she used to wear back in college on test days to endear herself and her image to her professors. 

It had always worked, probably because of her stellar legs more than anything else. The stockings on her legs made them now all sleek and shiny and only accentuated her perfectly formed calves and terrific thighs.

There was a staff meeting before classes started that she had to attend, held in the library. These happened every every Thursday. 

The library was a lovely place. Entirely filled with hundreds of shelves of books, it had vaunted ceilings, and an enormous window in the back that looked into the lovely courtyard in the middle of the school grounds. 

Gloria sat in the back, a few minutes late, and few noticed her walk in. Those that did refused to stop staring. She smiled at them knowingly, tossing her lustrous hair back and pursing her lips innocently.

Melanie Starr was at the podium, a sumptuous thing with long, chestnut hair and a voluptuous body that Gloria used to find herself wishing she had. It was just too bad the prude dressed in scrubs every day, often in horrendously tacky flower patterns. 

Gloria knew Melanie kept extra large t-shirts and sweatpants in her office, just in case any girl that came to her was in violation of the strict dress code that Anchor Creek was supposed to enforce.

“As Anchor Creek’s nurse,” she began, “ I feel I must protest the blatant disregard of our school’s health and dress codes seen lately. As a signatory on both, it is my responsibility to remind everyone here to constantly remonstrate any student that wishes to engage in any sort of ‘romantic,’” she even held up her fingers as quotation marks, “ . . . activity. As well, all of us must be on the lookout for dress code violations, no shirts that reach above the waistline, no skirts above the knee. That’s the Anchor Creek way, and I do believe we are all in support of that, are we not?”

There was a timid spattering of applause.

Gloria decided to stand up and strut her way up and down every aisle of faculty as Nurse Starr spoke, waving hi to everyone. It was only polite to greet all of her colleagues, and besides, networking was an important part of any woman’s repertoire to success. She winked and giggled her bouncy steps past everyone, men and women she had worked beside for such a long time (well, it seemed like five or six years, but it couldn’t have been more than two or three), including Claire. 

She stopped in front of the Principal, sitting in the very front row, and leaned over to give her a wet kiss on the cheek, letting her pink tongue slide across her friend’s face before stopping. 

Her petite boss only sighed in delight, as did everyone behind her, checking out Gloria's considerable cleavage. She smiled seductively at all of her admirers.

Nurse Starr had been trying to continue as Gloria made her way down. 

“We have to make sure that we are checking everyone, especially the girls – oh, what?”

Gloria had stepped up right next to Nurse Starr, placing a soft hand on her shoulder. “Darling, I think I could verbalize this better than you, don’t you?”

The nurse put her hand on the microphone on the podium, facing entirely towards Gloria. Her mistake. That only made her ogle at Gloria’s perfect curves, inhale her heady scent. “I um, well, I don’t think—”

“That’s the idea, Nurse. Don’t think about it, just go ahead and sit down, I can take it from here.”

“Let her speak!” Came a shout from the back. Within seconds the entire library was resounding the sentiment. 

Nurse Starr stepped down, looking a bit stunned. Gloria grabbed the microphone from the podium, not wanting to hide her body in front of her adoring crowd.

“I couldn’t agree more with Nurse Starr,” she said, her voice practically making love to the mic in her hands. “Discipline is incredibly important in a high school setting.” 

Melanie, sitting down in the front row, smiled wide. 

“But, let’s think for a second. What is discipline for in a place like this? Only education, am I wrong?” 

No one said she was. 

“It’s our job to educate young men and women about the rigors of the real world, whether they be ‘acceptable,’” she mocked Melanie’s use of hand quotes, “or not. As professional educators, it’s our job to make sure our children are well prepared for the real world, and sex is a part of our world. A hot, fun, delicious part of our world that no one should be without.” 

She flipped her hair behind her back. Her immense volume of hair meant the simple motion took several seconds to complete. 

“So what if a hot young babe wants to walk around in a short skirt? It’s not harming anybody, and as a matter of fact, I’m almost certain most of you randy men enjoy it. The thought of a hot, young, high school babe doing whatever she could to look her best in your class, why, I bet that’s turning you on even now.” 

Most of the men laughed nervously, a few, near the back, shouted approval. 

“And so what if some hot hunk wants to neck with his girlfriend in the hallway? Who are we as educators to prevent education about love, the most powerful force in our universe? Surely every time we stop some impromptu make-out session we’re interfering with what could be the next Romeo and Juliet, or Westley and Buttercup? I hardly think it’s fair to deny our splendid students the glory of love. Or lust, if that’s what it comes to.” 

She giggled, and nearly everyone laughed with her. 

“After all,” she concluded, “if we can’t support our children, who can we support?”

Gloria strutted down the aisle to a standing ovation. So much for complaints about dress code. The only person that refused to clap was Nurse Starr, and the buxom History teacher made sure to blow her a kiss on the way out.

She stepped into the main hallway of Anchor Creek right when the first bell rang, signifying that class was starting in ten minutes, just so everyone who was working hard enough to show up early got a look at her first. She had to reward her students for good behavior, after all. 

The half of the seniors who didn’t trip over their feet admiring her bodacious bod as she stretched in her doorway were walking into their lockers. She made sure to help the poor souls back on their feet, and a kiss to make them better, usually on the lips, always longer than it had to be.

This was what started a return to the long, sensuous hugs for every student that entered her classroom, her bountiful bosom pressed tight against their own chests, long silky-soft hair falling against their faces, her intoxicating scent getting a wonderful chance to leave them dazed and turn-on. 

“I'm just so glad you're here,” she would whisper to each one.

Her students just had to know that she cared, otherwise, how would she ever get ahead? Or get some head, she giggled, closing the door shut after the bell rang. 

Every eye was on her, the way it should be. 

A teacher had to do whatever she could to get her student’s attentions, even if it meant dressing up like a totally hot babe. Especially if it meant that, actually, since Gloria knew she was a totally hot babe and could hardly look like anything else.

Most of the girls in the class were wearing mini-skirts, just like her. She beamed at the sight, glad of her positive influence. The ones that weren’t still had on tight sweaters and pants, if not shorts. They largely wore high heels, and all of them were made-up perfectly, obviously having woken up early to apply each stroke of lipstick and eyeshadow perfectly. 

Gloria knew from experience that most pretty girls tended to look at the prettier ones with envy, but their looks at her were pure adoration. The collective gaze of every boy’s eyes on her, besides making her hot, was pure appetence. She knew without even asking that they wanted her more badly than any other girl they ever had, because she was available, because she flirted so wantonly with them. 

It was delightful to think they had probably all ruined a few sheets of toilet paper last night thinking about her, she could only imagine what they’d do tonight. Or after class in the bathroom, if she really worked at it.

She didn't bother to tell them to work on anything. Boys and girls started pairing up, holding each other tight, or even kissing, and Gloria simply didn't interfere. These students taught themselves. What a wonderful class.

Wistfully, she found herself thinking of one of the studs in the third row jacking himself in the bathroom right next to her office, stroking his long pole to thoughts of her and only her. Absently she spread her legs, leaning back on her desk, sending a smoldering stare to him, licking her lips. Every guy in the class coughed and cross their legs in concert, and Gloria giggled, hopping lightly up on her desk and crossing her legs . . . eventually. 

Every girl in the class followed her example, crossing their legs, staring smolderingly at their chosen hunk. Monkey see, monkey do. A class full of boners and not even fifteen minutes in. That had to be some sort of record.

“Tell you what, my lovelies,” Gloria said cheerily, “let’s do a little writing assignment.”

Normally they would have all groaned. Now they just sat with rapt attention on whatever she said. Gloria was fairly sure it was because talking made her tits dance in her too-small dress.

“History has a long standing record of kingdoms and even empires falling because of a single woman. Love conquers all, wouldn’t you agree?” 

They all chorused that they did. 

“Lust conquers even more, I’d say.” 

Her voice was soft, melodious, and entrancing. It would be perfect for phone sex, though the incendiary instructor doubted she’d be without the real thing for so long as to try it. She licked her lips. Someone in the back moaned. 

“Why don’t all of you write me, say, a page, on why there’s nothing wrong at all with giving in to our more carnal desires. With making out with your honey on a street corner, or screwing while your parents are upstairs. Or sneaking a quickie in the school bathroom.” 

Someone gasped, Gloria just grinned. 

“Oh don’t lie, if you don’t like that, you just haven’t done it yet. Don’t be afraid to use real names for your fantasies, either – a cheerleader, a football stud, a teacher . . . ” 

She lingered on the last word, rubbing a hand down one taut side. 

“I promise not to tell, unless you want me to. One page, due by the end of the class.”

While they wrote, Gloria made sure to give as much assistance as needed, leaning over in front of the desk of every guy or gal that she spoke with. 

When that got old, she spoke to them only in hot little whispers in their ears, pressing her giant boobs against their backs, letting her hair massage their faces. If they needed any more help concentrating solely on lust, one dainty little hand would drop to their crotch and set their world on fire. 

She had even more fun by going to her desk at the front of the classroom and pretending to organize it, mostly managing only to drop very small items and then bending over at the waist, her ass towards the class, to pick them up. Her thong was very tiny and very visible. 

When the papers were turned in at the end of the class, for some reason, most of them described fantasies about her. Gloria read them in her office during the break between classes, idly diddling herself as she did, until she remember suddenly that she hadn’t checked the mail yet today.

Inside her newest package was a pair of lovely leopard-themed platform sandals, the heel reaching more than four inches. 

She had barely been able to decide between the wedge heels she had at home and the perfect peach pumps she had received the day before, and it was such a relief, knowing that Female Designs would make these kinds of hard decisions for her. Sometimes, as a girl, it was just so hard to think.

Thinking became immensely harder as soon as she slipped on her new platforms. So did her nipples. She came almost immediately, an earth-shaking orgasm that nearly took Gloria off her feet. 

It was a good thing she had been practicing at playing with herself so often lately, otherwise she might have been paralyzed with pleasure. 

For some reason she found herself concentrating on college, how she had seduced her conservative roommate within two nights of meeting her; dressing and redressing in hot red lingerie, asking her how she thought her fabulous body looked in each new pair of exotic panties, how the stockings she had on displayed her legs, if the silky soft lace she was wearing was soft enough. 

The poor thing had barely even had a drop of alcohol before—by the time Gloria finished with her she was a total sexpot, on the prowl around campus for the next guy to give her a midday romp.

Another card was in the package, listing an address with the letters, “FD” written in flowery, flowing font next to it, “Come and Visit” right beneath that. Did they have a store? How delicious! Gloria would have to go after school.

Now, hot new sandals decorating her toes, Gloria was just jolted with lust, ready to fuck the first person she came across as she exited the mail room. 

Luckily for her, it was Holly, dressed in a black miniskirt and tiny yellow halter-top, showcasing her perky young breasts. A hot red thong was pulled up above her skirt, just high enough to be scandalous.

“Hi lovely,” Gloria breathed, quickly cornering the young beauty in the back hallway behind the receptionist’s office. “Love that outfit.” Gloria’s tits pressed against Holly's face, her scent filling the hot brunette's entire world.

Holly appeared as if she desperately wanted to touch herself, a look Gloria was getting used to seeing.

“Oh, oh, Gloria, I um, was um, just um . . . ”

“Just wearing it because you thought I’d like it? Or because maybe you thought the boys ‘round here would like it, like we talked?” Gloria’s voice encompassed every hot sexual moan that had ever been uttered by anyone, a symphony of lust.

“Gloria, please,” Holly moaned, the hot teacher’s hands on her midriff, slowly working their way down. “Please don’t tease me like this.”

The lust-loving lovely teacher slid her hand right down past Holly’s skirt and inside her panties, leaning in for a sensationally hot kiss. No one was watching – not that Gloria would care if anyone was.

“Mmm,” she murmured softly. “A tease is someone that promises without delivery. Does that seem like a lack of delivery to you?”

“N-no,” Holly stammered. Her hands had started to rub the small of Gloria’s back. “I just, I need, I had so many dreams about you last night, hot ones, and I need—”

The stunning schoolteacher silenced her with another terrific kiss. Holly’s hands sank down to Gloria's ass, gripping it firmly. Gloria did nothing to stop her, until breaking the steamy, wet contact between their lips to slide her now-soaking fingers out of Holly’s skirt. 

“Meet me at my apartment after school. Bring wine.”

Gloria dangled a key off her finger, and quickly scribbled down the address on a nearby piece of paper. Holly snatched both up eagerly, breathing five kinds of thank yous, and then dashed down the hallway.

Gloria knew Holly had gone straight to her office. There were three windows looking inside of that room from every direction, and even so, as Gloria walked back towards class she was certain she heard Holly moaning in delight.

Gloria was all smiles as she entered second-period. She had decided, rather spontaneously, that it was time to teach these lovely students something about lust. 

A woman had to use a man’s lust to get ahead, after all, otherwise they would never be taken seriously. Short skirts and dresses were a must, as were stockings, high heels, perfect make-up, flawless hair. 

And men needed to know when a woman was begging for attention, otherwise nobody would ever get some head. Ahead. Some head. She giggled. Whatever. It was all the same.

“Now, there’s a dance tomorrow night at the school, as I’m sure you are all aware.” 

The ads had been blaring on the announcements all week long. 

“So, I want to make sure you lovely girls know what it takes to make a man want you. After all, I don’t want you gals staying home and being lonely. That wouldn’t do at all.” 

Her bright blue eyes searched the class for a moment. 

“Henry, would you please step up to the front of the class?” She didn’t have to say ‘please,’ of course, but it made her feel better to make the men in the school feel like she was . . . privileged to be in their presence. 

Yes, that was the way to think about it. Being a hot little pretty babe in front of a big, hunky man was a privilege. A wonderful, cunt-soaking privilege that made her dizzy with lust.

Henry Franks was the star linebacker for the football team, one of the reasons for their spectacular winning season. With his dimpled chin, thick brown hair, tall frame, and plentiful muscles, he was sexy as hell as far as Gloria was concerned, and frequented her dreams often, usually with her in a cheerleader’s outfit sucking him off in the locker-room showers. 

She hadn't thought about those dreams until just now, seeing him there in front of her. It was almost like they had just manifested at that very moment. Of course, they hadn't. They were too vivid and real. Dreams didn't just pop up from nowhere.

“Henry, I was hoping you wouldn’t mind if you assisted me in a few kissing drills?”

Gloria giggled as he nodded eagerly. She knew he’d agree, nobody could refuse her, but it was fun to appease the egos of young boys by asking them questions as if she needed to hear them say “yes.” 

It was a lesson she’d have to teach to her girls someday soon.

“You see, ladies, we want men to know that we’re all about passion, that we’re worth spending time on. So when I grab Henry like this,” she wrapped her arms around the muscled linebacker, one arm cradled around his neck, one hand firmly attached to his ass, “He knows the only thing I’m thinking about at that moment is pleasing him. Like, aren’t you, Henry?”

“Yessss,” he groaned, eyes focused entirely on her.

“And just in case he’s not,” Gloria continued, “That’s when you wrap one leg around his. This is why it’s important to wear stockings, so you’re sexy all over,” Gloria demonstrated, pressing the entirety of her taut, busty body against Henry’s musclebound frame, “and just in case he really doesn’t get it, go ahead and jump up, pressing your crotch against his waist, and just wrap both your legs around him, and then kiss him like this.”

At that, Gloria leaned in for the hottest kiss Henry Franks had ever received. His teacher’s long, perfect, stocking-wrapped legs wrapped around his midsection, her hands guiding his up her skirt, on her tits, anywhere where she thought he might enjoy their presence. He was so, so hot and young and strong. Her legs ground hard into his waist, her hot steamy snatch burning against the rock plate of his abs.

After ten glorious minutes of this, Gloria stopped for maybe fifteen seconds to address her class. A couple of boys were openly touching their crotches, fingering the bulge hiding in wait beneath. Many girls were mirroring them, either drooling at Gloria's display, or fixated on the forest of thick shafts sprouting in the room.  

Gloria's dress had been hiked up over her beautifully curved ass cheeks, and they could all see her dripping wet underwear.

“Well?” She asked, one hand stroking Henry’s hair as he laid backwards on her desk. “What are you waiting for? Pair up, and try it for yourselves!” she laughed, and then went back to her necking session with the linebacker. 

It lasted the whole period. She had never had a class with less talking, though everyone’s lips were certainly busy.

* * * * *
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AFTER AN ENORMOUS LUNCH in the teacher’s lounge, where she eye-fucked Vice Principal Peters while downing foods including (but not limited to) a kielbasa sausage, two popsicles, and a bright red lollipop that sent him over the edge and into the men’s bathroom, she strutted her way to the auxiliary gymnasium in her clunky platforms where the cheerleaders were practicing. 

They were going through their routine, fully dressed in their uniforms to make sure they were prepared for some competition coming up. They all noticed her immediately and smiled wide; Gloria’s presence, as usual, preceded her. 

She approached the lovely Miss Flores, a busty Latin-American with long chocolate-colored hair with a physique well-honed by both instructing the cheerleaders and from teaching yoga and Pilates at the recreation center on the other side of town. Her mouth-watering form easily filled out a tight spandex top and matching pair of even-tighter spandex shorts—she was looking cautiously at Gloria with a mix of apprehension and arousal, but with how her eyes kept flicking up and down the blonde’s bodacious body, it was easy to tell which side was winning. 

Gloria threw back her own shiny, silky hair, letting it fall perfectly down her back, and smiled brilliantly at her newest target before bending over at the waist to turn off the stereo that had been blaring upbeat dance music.

“I was hoping I could watch you and your girls do your routine, Carolina?” Gloria put a hand on the lovely Latina's shoulder for no real reason other than to feel her soft caramel-colored skin. “It’s my off period, and I just hoping you wouldn’t mind.”

Carolina’s face lit up, breathing in deep, making her terrific tits stretch against the fabric of her top. “No, I don’t mind at all, no problem at all,” she effused. “I’d love you, I mean, love to have you watch me dance, I mean us, perform our routine.”

Gloria reached up her other arm and wrapped both of them around Carolina’s neck before drawing her in for a hug, meeting absolutely no resistance. Every girl in line was jealous – she could see the two or three that were in her classes before with smoky desire smoldering in their eyes.

“Thank you soooo much,” Gloria whispered, her hot pink lips brushing against her ear. “I’ll have to repay you somehow.”

Carolina shuddered involuntarily when Gloria drew away, her eyes a bit glazed. “Smells like . . . sex n’ fruit . . .” 

She shook her head a bit. 

“Yes, well,” Carolina said softly, trying to find her thoughts in a forest of lust. “Let’s get started, shall we girls?”

Carolina turned the stereo back on and they went through the routine with Carolina commanding at the helm. It was high-energy and lots of fun, involving a lot of flips and twirls and yelling like most cheerleader drills. Gloria clapped loudly when it was done, enjoying the spectacle of the young, athletic babes showing off their skills.

“I just love cheerleading,” Gloria said, when the music was off. “I used to be a cheerleader, did you know that?”

Carolina shook her head. Gloria wasn’t surprised, she had forgotten about it until she had just mentioned it. 

It was funny how little things kept popping back into her mind like that. Like how she had boned her high school’s rival football captain on the top of his car outside the stadium before and after the game. He had been too tired to play, and his team was shut-out by Gloria’s, but he didn’t seem to mind. 

Even then she had been focused on success.

“You wouldn’t mind if I gave you a few pointers, would you?”

Carolina gave a confused look, like she felt that she should be more angry at the suggestion but wasn’t. “I’ve worked on this routine for two years now,” she protested.

“Oh don’t worry,” Gloria reassuringly put her caramel-colored hands in her own. “I wouldn’t change a thing about the routine. I think it’s superb.” Carolina beamed, and Gloria went on. “I just want to talk a bit about the philosophy behind cheerleading, in general. Girls, take a seat, please?”

She gestured over towards the benches against the wall, and all of them obediently trotted over to them and sat down. Gloria motioned for Carolina to do the same, who lingered for a while staring wistfully into the blonde’s bright blue eyes. Gloria looked them over, and tsked.

“See? This is my issue. None of you have your legs crossed.” 

Immediately they all crossed their legs, some looking a bit bewildered at their own obedience to the suggestion. 

“Much better. A girl with her legs crossed is showing off one of the female body’s best attributes. It makes your skirt slide up, shows off a little more leg. Of course, you have to cross your legs often, maybe flash a little panty to whoever’s watching, right?” 

They all laughed. 

“You should sit up straight, chest-out, and display the rest however you can. Cheerleading outfits are great, because they all have short skirts and tight tops, which guys like.” 

Gloria smiled warmly. 

“It’s important to dress the way guys like, otherwise they’d never want to listen to us. And since we do live in a male-dominated world, we have to do whatever we can to make them pay attention to us.”

Gloria said the words happily, never once thinking that this use to be the only kind of thought that could make her actually infuriated.

“Luckily for all of you, cheerleaders are natural attention-getters. You’ve all been chosen by Carolina because you’re hot, fun, and sexy, just like boys like. Isn’t that right, Carolina?”

The Latin beauty seemed to snap out of some sort of trance. 

“Oh, yes, whatever you say,” she said softly. Then realization peaked its head a bit. “I mean, well, not really. That is to say – ”

Gloria stepped toward her, stroking a hand through her thick chocolate hair.  Carolina closed her eyes and bit her lower lip. A soft little whine of need escaped her pursed lips.

“Let me explain,” said Gloria. 

She stepped in front of Natasha Chase, the cheerleader captain. 

“Could you stand up, please?”

Natasha complied, nearly as tall as the captivating teacher, and Gloria led her by the hand in front of the whole team. Just eighteen years old, she was a stunning young woman: blonde, leggy, buxom, gorgeous face, almost like a younger version of Gloria. They could have passed for sisters.

“Natasha is definitely sexy, wouldn’t you agree?” She asked the girls. 

Everyone said yes. 

“A cheerleader Captain ought to be, because being a cheerleader is all about being sexy.”

“No,” Carolina spoke up, “Girls, that’s not—”

“I see you don’t agree,” Gloria interjected. “Carolina, why did you choose Natasha as your Captain?” Gloria drew the young blonde closer to her side, letting her hand rest right above her taut, firm ass. Natasha’s puffy lips let out a soft gasp of excitement.

“Well,” Carolina began, “she was the best girl for the job. She had the most athletic skill.”

“You mean she had the best body?”

“Well, I suppose that’s true, but—”

Gloria interrupted again. “And she’s charismatic, as well? Fun to watch, easy to be around?”

Carolina looked like she knew she was sliding down a slippery slope. “Certainly. She’s very likeable.”

“Great body, fun, peppy. Probably the sexiest girl on campus, wouldn’t you say?”

Carolina looked uncomfortable, like she knew she was being lured into something but couldn’t think about what it was. “I would say that’s right, I suppose.”

“What do you think, girls? Natasha is the hottest thing around, isn’t she?”

All of them obediently agreed, except for a few that shouted out, “No, you are!” 

Gloria giggled. Such good girls, she thought, before letting her hand slip down below the teen’s skirt, happy to find an easy-to-move-around thong below. Gloria grinned inwardly at finding the sparse material of the thong—usually cheerleaders wore tight little shorts under their skirts. It was so fun to know her influence was spreading so well. 

It was fun, too, sliding her hand between the tight crack of Natasha's ass and then right on top of the beauty’s already moist pussy. The teen gasped, but stood still. No one could see what Gloria was doing.

“The hottest student, then, also the hottest cheerleader, is the captain. I find it hard to be just a coincidence, Carolina. I think you’d agree with me that Captains are always the hottest and sexiest girls in school, wouldn’t you?”

The brown-skinned beauty could only nod in a daze, her eyes not on Gloria’s but on her jiggling tits, her stocking-clad legs, her perfect form in the tight leopard dress. She looked ready to worship. Natasha’s eyes were closed, her knees beginning to buckle as Gloria’s fingers went deeper into her needy slit.

“Wouldn’t you say you chose Natasha because you knew that cheerleaders are supposed to be sexy, and the Captain had to be the sexiest girl of all?”

“Of course, yes, that . . . that makes so much sense, Gloria.”

“So naturally, all of you girls should look up to Natasha, to help you with hard decisions and to guide you in what to wear and how to act. And since cheerleaders are icons in the high school community, all the other girls will look up to you. It’s a very important responsibility.”

Natasha moaned. Gloria pretended to take it for a moan of worry.

“Don’t be concerned, darling,” Gloria said cheerily, brushing some hair out of the teen’s flushed, beautiful face. “I’ll be there to tell you how to act, and dress, and decide. Isn’t that great? All you have to do is what I say.” 

Her fingers went deeper, moved faster.

“Yes!” Natasha gasped loudly. “Yes, that’s so good!” Her hands were clenching in tight, sweaty fists at her sides.

Gloria smiled. “I’m so glad you agree. Now there’s one more thing . . .” Gloria said, letting her fingers dance faster in the young teen’s pussy. “Since cheerleaders are supposed to be sexy, that of course means that they are for sex, and lust, and hotness. Right, Carolina?”

The Latina's tight, busty body was glistening with sweat, her hands apparently unable to stop themselves from rubbing her crotch, tweaking a nipple here and there. The students behind her were following suite. All eyes on Gloria, as she deserved. 

“Oh of course, yes, that’s so right. You’re so right.” Her voice dropped off. “And gorgeous.”

“Yes,” Natasha moaned. “God she is yes.”

“Then I would suggest that at least half of your time is spent on drills relating solely to just that. Makes sense, doesn’t it? Hot girls doing hot drills so that hot guys can drill them hotly.” 

She giggled, her impromptu class laughing with her, continuing to finger the teenage beauty queen next to her, sensing her orgasm was coming. 

“There’s a dance tomorrow, if you want to impress your dates, you’ll have to be in top form. So everyone pair off, and work on kissing. If you’re going to be making out with cute guys in the hallways where everyone can see and wish they were you, you’ll have to practice.”

With that, Natasha came, loud and wet, and collapsed against Gloria. Somehow she was still standing, but her entire busty weight pressed on the amorous teacher, her gorgeous face resting on Gloria’s spectacular rack. 

Gloria giggled, and Natasha hugged her tighter.

“Mmm, no, darling, you have to go teach the other girls. Take two if you need to.”

She sent the young blonde on her way, slapping her ass affectionately as she went. Then she turned front towards Carolina, who was panting with desire as she looked at Gloria. A long, wet strand of drool dangled from Carolina's lip down to the top of her chest. 

The seductive siren crooked her finger at the Latina, licking her pouty lips.

Carolina eagerly rushed over to Gloria and immediately wrapped her arms and one strong leg around her body, the two of them melting into a searing-hot kiss. 

Gloria tore herself away for one second to address her girls, who had started out with soft little pecks on the lips but quickly escalated into heavy petting and tongue-play.

“Now darlings, if you feel you’re up to it, you can always make sure your partner is getting plenty of attention downstairs. The boys always appreciate it, and I know the girls do too.”

She giggled and slipped her hand down Carolina’s sopping wet spandex shorts in between long, tongue-filled kisses, her magic fingers quickly bringing the dark-haired Latina to a mind-numbing orgasm. 

“Oh my God,” whined Carolina. “Oh my god oh my god oh my godddd.”

Carolina was barely on her feet, supported only by resting on Gloria’s glorious chest, just like Natasha had. Gloria petted her soft hair affectionately.

“Now listen, love, one more thing . . .” Gloria started.

Carolina was all ears, softly kissing the perfect globes her face rested on. “Mmmhmm?”

“As coach of the cheerleading squad, I really think you need to set an example, and start wearing a proper uniform every day.”

“But it won’ fit,” she contended, her voice a bit muffled as she began to kiss Gloria’s boobs. “My titties are too big.” She laughed helplessly, like she was drunk.

“Of course it will, you just have to make a few adjustments. And if those adjustments mean showing a lot more cleavage, and raising the hemlines by several inches, maybe adding some stockings for a little more flair, well then what’s the harm?”

“Thassa good idea,” Carolina agreed. “God you are sooooo beautiful.”

“Thanks love,” Gloria said with a soft kiss on her forehead. “And if you happened to get a little drunk tonight and maybe mix up the girl’s uniforms, re-adjusting them all like yours, I’m sure none of them would mind, would they?”

“Oh no nobody minds anything you say. I’ll do anything you want,” she promised with a whisper. “Anything for you. Hot, so so soooo hot. Smell sooo nice. Soooo fuckin’ horny.”

Carolina’s kisses on her breasts were getting wetter, which was making Gloria hotter. She realized she hadn’t cum in a long while. Her dress found its way to the floor, as did her and Carolina’s naked, intertwining bodies.

Carolina's tongue slid expertly over Gloria's needy clit, licking there diligently. Gloria's pussy throbbed with pleasure, her heat and scent pouring into Carolina full-throttle. She almost felt she could see Carolina becoming more in love with her by the second. 

Certainly the Latina's dark, lusty eyes were becoming even more empty as she stared longingly at Gloria from downstairs, adoring her totally. 

Gloria couldn't blame her. She was a total fuck goddess. She was the babe of babes. There hadn't ever been anyone as sexy as her. Gloria had to hold her tits apart just to watch Carolina's eyes get bigger and emptier, and this just made cumming even easier. 

How had her nipples become such fun little strawberries of cum-happy control? 

Why did she even care? It was so delightful. 

* * * * *
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SHE ENTERED FOURTH period thirty minutes late after a marathon love-making session with Carolina to find every single member of her class already making out with one another. The half that weren’t out in the hallway, still, locked together in between rows of lockers. Girls sat on guy’s laps, looking at them adoringly like they were Adonis reborn when they weren’t getting their breasts felt up and moaning longingly. 

Gloria licked her lips, and sauntered over to Jack Walsh, the football team’s starting quarterback. He had a lean, tall body, every muscle rippling under the fluorescent lights. He wore his cap backwards—he wasn't supposed to be wearing caps at all, but Gloria hardly cared. 

Some other girl was on his lap, not even in her class. Gloria wondered idly if she had snuck in for Jack or for the super hot teacher that everyone was talking about. Gloria tossed her glorious hair back, and posed with one long leg forward.

“Tell me, handsome,” Gloria asked, pouting, “How come you’d rather be with some high school girl than a super-rad babe like me?”

One look at Gloria’s leopard-clad form and Jack unceremoniously dumped the junior girl on the floor, who looked sad for a few moments, knowing she couldn't compete. After a moment, she simply crawled over to another boy, already being entertained by two other girls. Gloria was fairly certain they were all in the Math Club.

Gloria grabbed the hot senior by the hand and led him toward her the supply closet, closing the door behind him.

“Look at you,” she said, utterly turned on, “All the girlies fighting over you. I bet you get that all the time, don’t you, hunky?”

He was leaning casually the nearby shelving, like he owned it. Cock of the walk; Gloria wanted to give his cock a nice walk, indeed. She strutted the few feet towards him, managing to make it appear as if he was the only one she’d ever come like that to.

“A little, I guess,” he said, playing it cool.

Gloria knew better. “Oh, don’t be coy. I know that like, you love watching girls pine for you.” 

Her soft, svelte body was pressed up against his, big eyes looking only at him. 

“You know you’re like, the hottest guy in school, and you love it. You know you get to have like, whatever hot babe whenever you want just by like, looking at her right. You and I both know you totally deserve it for being so irresistibly hunkalicious.” 

Her speech was making her hot; Jack was making her hotter. Gloria kissed him, long, deep, and slow, their tongues twirling around each other for one long minute as Gloria unbuckled his pants. He was rock-hard, just for her. She felt so flattered. His cock an easy eight inches of delicious, mind-blowingly hot meat. Her need was palpable.

She turned around and bent over against the shelving, advertising her bubbly ass and the runway of her shiny, stocking-covered legs.

“Oh Jack,” she cooed as his hands moved her dress up. “I knew I like, just had to totally fuck you today.”

Her panties were still in the gym. His entrance to her was smooth and easy, the hot young shaft sliding perfectly inside. There was nothing else she could do – she was a woman in a man’s world. She wanted to moan, wanted to scream, and yet all she could utter were hot, shuddering moans and squeals of delight.

Good girls didn't scream and thrash like animals, she realized. They moaned appreciatively and cooed in worship of the way their man filled them up. Gloria wanted to be a good girl so bad. Good girl Gloria. The words were like sugar pouring on the warm fruit of her mind.

She pumped her ass backward into him, and felt her body light on fire when he grabbed her hair and shoved her face into the hard surface of the shelf.

“Fuck me, Jack!” she cried happily, her voice never raising above speaking volume. “Fuck me with your fuckstud senior cock!”

He groaned, picking up his pace in response. “You hot fucking babe. You love it, don't you. You love my dick.”

“I love it!” It felt so good to agree. Another hot little orgasm danced through her body just from that realization. “I love your dick!”

It seemed like every little motion, every inflection, inspired its own form of orgasm in Gloria. The way he grabbed the handle of her ass so roughly and continually shoved her hot pussy into his throbbing mass of fuckmeat. The adoring, appreciative moan that spilled out of his mouth when he noticed the delicious curve of her back muscles. The way her hair became like rope when he fucked her, long enough to keep her tight under his control. 

The only strange thing was that Gloria made sure he pull out when he was going to cum. 

“Soon, soon!” he groaned.

There was a hot schlicking noise as Gloria retreated her sensational behind from his studmeat. She slid around and knelt down in front of him, expertly stroking him off.

“Please cum on me,” she blurted out, utterly sincere. “Please cum on my big hot tits!”

He did, and how. Hot, thick spurts of white seed splashed up and down her enormous breasts, and she automatically started rubbing his warm gift into her skin. It made everything shine. She even licked it off her hand. Yummy.

He knelt over her, stroking her flawless hair. 

“Oh fuck fuck,” he breathed. “Oh fuck fuck fuck.”

Of course, that was totally hot, being sprayed with his hot manseed like that. But she knew, atomically, that she should be filled up by a man's seed.

Just . . . not by Jack.

In any case, it felt amazing, having her hot bod getting fucked for the first time in ten years. No, days. Must have been ten days. If that long, her memory was so shoddy lately. Ten hours, maybe? That seemed more right. Hadn't she fucked a delivery boy? Shouldn't she? 

That sounded like fun.

* * * * *
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A LITTLE AFTER FIVE o’clock Gloria drove into the parking lot outside a small shop inside a secluded shopping center nearly outside of town, the words “Female Designs” written on its bright yellow sign. It had windows on all sides, but they were all heavily tinted. 

She walked in, happy to finally meet the people that given her such great new clothing, but the counter at the front was empty. Taking a look around the store, she saw rows and rows of scandalously skimpy clothing, from tiny hot-pants to micro mini skirts to tops that were barely there, either because of sheerness or lack of fabric, or both. 

There was footwear as well, skyhigh platforms and skin-tight boots, and all sorts of lacy, sheer, girly hosiery. In one corner of the store Gloria even found accessories – all manner of jewelry and chains, belts, collars, gloves. 

There were mirrors on every wall, so Gloria got to admire her stunning reflection as often as she wanted, which of course was often indeed.

After maybe ten minutes of wonder at the sheer amount of glorious clothes that she wanted to purchase, Gloria noticed that the security cameras on the walls were all following her intently, whirring and whizzing as she walked from rack to rack.

“Hello?” She asked loudly, precariously standing on the tips of her platforms, head on a swivel.

It was then that she saw the note on the counter. Funny that she hadn’t noticed it before, but it was probably because she was so intent on looking around. She picked it up, noticing happily that it was addressed directly to her.

Gloria,

You have been chosen by Female Designs as our first customer. A trial run, if you will. We hope you’re enjoying the sensations that only Female Designs can deliver, and encourage you to take any items that you desire in the store, with no limits on quantity. As our first customer, it’s the least we can do to show our appreciation towards you, in the hopes that you will decide to grace us with your presence again. All we ask in return is that you recommend our shop to your friends and co-workers, so that others may feel just as wonderful as you do.

Sincerely,

M

A stack of cards with the address of the shop were next to the note, which Gloria picked up and dropped in a tiny black leather purse she had just grabbed off a counter. 

The sensationally stunning blonde could hardly contain her excitement at the note’s details. She let out a squeal of pure, concentrated glee, and immediately ran through the aisles with her shiny hair trailing out behind her, grabbing every tiny skirt, skimpy halter, tube top, tight sweater, micro dress that she saw. 

Then she went to work on shoes, grabbing one of every style that had at least a 3-inch heel, moaning hotly at the thought that she could go months now without ever wearing the same pair twice. Hosiery was similarly treated, more attention paid to the more elaborate pairs that had little birds and flowers on them, or even (moan!) bows. 

She grabbed only a few accessories, starting to feel bad about taking so much, but made sure that her bags had plenty of lacy gloves and funky-cool belts. She had to make trips, putting eight bags of spectacular clothes in her car before deciding she had gotten enough, at least for one day.

Before she left entirely, though, she changed in the dressing room, thinking that it would be a shame not to start wearing the new clothes right away. 

The changing quarters were bigger, and pinker, than any that Gloria had ever been in, but there were only three rooms. Even so, there were enough clothing-hooks on the walls for at least ten different outfits. 

She guessed maybe that they were some kind of community changing room. How fun! 

She would have to come back when they had more customers, she thought, licking her lips at the thought of the effects her fantastic form would have. 

Then she felt her lower lips get considerably moistened. She realized she was once again in front of a mirror, with no one around except for the blinking security camera. What the heck, she decided, why not give them a show? 

The carpets were soft and plush, and Gloria’s fabulous tanned skin contrasted beautifully with the bright white on the floor, her gorgeous blonde hair spread around her like a short blanket as she rocked herself towards orgasm three more times.

She stepped out of the dressing room half an hour later, looking fabulous in sky-high pink platform heels, a white satin micro-skirt with big pink laces on the front and a pleated pink hem, and a bright pink corset top that did almost nothing to cover her tits and did everything to show them off. Sexy-cute pink gloves with little lace tie-offs at the wrists adorned her hands. She was glorious, glorious Gloria, and she knew it.

She left as a very satisfied customer.

* * * * *
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SO EXCITED WAS GLORIA about her new clothes that she had forgotten that she had sent Holly to her apartment earlier that day. The young receptionist certainly hadn’t forgotten, and Gloria stepped into the apartment to find it sparkling clean, the lights off, candles lit everywhere to present a dim, sensual atmosphere. 

Holly was curled up on the couch like a cat, wearing Gloria’s own pink babydoll, white stockings, and wedge sandals from the day before. She snoozed softly, and Gloria, not wanting to wake her quite yet, took her bags into her room and began to organize all her new clothing. 

She found, delightedly, that even though she had stuffed the bags full without bothering to fold anything, none of the new clothes had even the slightest wrinkle. It was some sort of super-fabric.

Gloria entered her closet and systematically threw out everything old (for some reason that she couldn’t discern, it was mostly drab-colored pants and jackets), and put in everything new. 

Holly had brought several cases of wine with her, apparently not wanting to disappoint, and Gloria filled herself a nice, big glass as she worked. She heard the young receptionist’s voice from the hallway just as soon as she had finished.

“Gloria?”

The dazzling blonde turned and strutted out towards the dark-haired belle. She was a vision in the pink lingerie, looking much bustier, much curvier than Gloria remembered. It must have been because Gloria had never seen her with her work-clothes off, much less with Female Designs on. She licked her lips.

“You look positively edible,” she purred, and coiled her arms around the entranced young woman. “I’m glad you thought to wear that.”

Holly looked as though she couldn’t decide whether to soak in every inch of Gloria’s fabulous form or start to worship it with her lips. 

“I hope you don’t mind, I just saw it on the bed, and then I picked it up and decided to try it on, and it felt so good and right and sexy and then I had some wine and starting playing with myself thinking about you and oh god Gloria you look amazing, I mean oh my god—” 

She would have only kept babbling. Gloria cut her off by sending her sweet, wet tongue into the younger woman's mouth. 

Gloria pushed her up against the wall, framing Holly's delicious head with her forearms. Holly squealed and squirmed, sounding like she could not help but want what was happening.

“Gloriiia...” she moaned. “Glorriiieeee...”

Gloria nibbled at her delicious neck, suckling softly.

“You'll be a hot sweet girl for me, won't you Holly doll?”

Holly moaned out an affirmative.

“You're going to be hot little girlyfriend, aren't you? You've wanted a girlyfriend like me, haven't you darling?”

“Y-yes, Gloriaa, I've n-needed you f-for s-so looonggg . . .”

Gloria slid her fingers up inside of Holly's hot, waiting pussy. “That's my girl.”

Holly shuddered, her whole body wracking against the wall. 

“I-I-I I just oh my god I've never . . . I've never b-been with a g-girl before . . .”A

Gloria shushed her. “Don’t worry,” she said softly, her voice like soft, soothing fur in audible form, “I’ll make sure you enjoy it.”

Gloria knelt down, pushing Holly deeper into the corner. Her heels scooted through the carpet as she maneuvered. 
Holly nodded down at her. “P-please. Please!”
Gloria started licking the sweet exposed mound, as expertly as she knew how. Her tongue could last for hours.

And she was totally right. Holly did enjoy it.
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Friday
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She woke on Friday with Holly wrapped around her body. 

Gloria giggled as she remembered how they had started to play dress-up for one another with all of her stupendous new clothes, but couldn’t even manage to put on one new outfit when taking the first one off had managed to be volcanically hot all by itself. 

Sliding out of Holly’s sweet embrace, she was so excited about taking a nice, warm shower, waking her new lover with her moans and then making love to her for an hour or so that she almost forgot to look at her reflection. 

Almost, but honestly, with a body like hers, it was impossible not to stop and stare for a while.

She was flawless. Her shiny platinum blond hair fell down her back in a million locks and curls, perfectly styled and teased all the way down to the top of her succulent ass-cheeks, where it stopped. Her hips were wide, leading into her tiny waist that couldn’t have been more than twenty inches around, at most, and her legs, which were as perfect and long as they had always been. 

Gloria was barefoot, her platforms regrettably slipping off in last night’s activities after a few hours of romping around the apartment, but she found herself compelled to walk as if in heels regardless, poised on her tippy-toes like a dancer. 

Of course she wasn’t a real dancer. Actual dancers didn’t have bouncy, perky forty-four inch bust lines, even if they wanted them, or supermodel-faces that could probably make a man cum with a wink of one heavy-lidded eye. 

Her skin didn’t have a mark or a mole on it. Gloria had thought she had banged her elbow fairly hard on the refrigerator when Holly had been eating her out in the kitchen, and even remembered seeing it bruise, but there was nothing there now except for silken, tanned, dazzling skin. 

It was as if someone had set a sun inside of her, radiating its own light and heat. She looked . . . shiny, almost, or polished. There wasn’t a tan line anywhere on her body, much less a concrete memory in her brain that at one point her skin had been the same white color as the wall behind her.

Holly had snuck up on her from behind as Gloria found herself near hypnotized by her reflection, and snaked an arm around her waist to her already-moistening cunt. Gloria gasped. The two of them had that shower after all. Neither of their tits had ever been so clean.

They walked into the school together, hand-in-hand. Gloria wore bright white knee-high boots with big, funky buckles on them and six-inch stiletto heels, a soft pink micro-mini skirt that was so short it barely deserved the designation of clothing, doing nothing to hide her bright white stockings with (fun!) pink ribbons underneath. 

A matching pink thong had been pulled up tight above her skirt, ready to be snapped by any man that felt like teaching her a lesson for dressing so scandalously. Her top was pink too, two strips of cloth joined together by a small metal chain attached to two loops on either side, showing off her enormous cleavage and looking very flimsy in the face of such overwhelming mammaries. 

A tiny, red leather handbag swung from her shoulder around a teensy strap. It was, she knew, a rather professional look. Everyone who saw her knew she was serious about the way she looked, and presentation was ninety percent of her profession.

Holly was dressed similarly, with calf-high black boots with five-inch heels, and a red stretch-micro dress with a pleated hem that floated upwards as she walked, as well as plunging neckline that showcased her gorgeous rack. 

Holly had been uncomfortable about wearing it, but Gloria assured her with a sweaty fingering session that she would look smashing, and she was right. Red satin gloves adorned her hands as well, making Gloria wish she had remembered to wear her own.

As they stood in the main hallway, Gloria pulled in her lover for a sensual kiss, squeezing her firm bottom. It was common knowledge at the school that she and Holly had been going out for months now, fucking in every spare storage room they could find. 

As everyone stopped what they were doing to watch Gloria and Holly go at it, even the couples that had been making out, Gloria remembered why she loved high school so much. Lust conquered all. It was hardly a wonder that she had sucked and fucked her way through college to get a degree in only three years, becoming the youngest teacher at Anchor Creek, just barely twenty-one. 

She fondly remembered seducing Principal Adams into voting her as the head of the department after being at the school for less than a month. There were few protestations, and they were quickly silenced after she had “convinced” them to change their minds, with the help of her magic fingers and bewitching lips.

“Don’t forget to cancel last period, today, k babe?” She said. “It’s Friday, everybody should go home early. Tell Claire it’s what I want.” Gloria knew the love struck principal would have no choice but to comply.

She let the bangin’ brunette go, and walked to her first class, stopping a few times on the way for some unnecessary drinks from the water fountains, flashing her hot thong-panties to anybody that cared to look—which was everyone

“History is like, all about men,” she announced to her rapt and attentive class when she arrived. “Men like, run everything. And they should. They’re the reason why we’re here, and without them, like, hot babes like me would never get pregnant and be able to do their like, proper duty and take care of children at home. It’s totally natural to serve them, it’s like, so, so right.” 

Gloria could feel herself getting turned on. 

“Our bodies are pleasing to them in every way. Our mouths are perfect, like, holders, for their hot, yummy cocks. I think that goes without saying. And like, what’s the best way to suck a cock?” 

She didn’t wait for an answer. 

“On your knees! It’s like, totally obvious that babes were just made for serving. If men are happy, then they give us girls what we want, and then everybody’s happy. So why not use our, like, skills, to help them whenever they get hot, big boners?” 

She giggled, and all the girls in the class giggled with her. All the boys were staring at her bouncing chest, which was how it should be. 

“Of course, since men are happiest when like, we’re taking care of their dicks, like, we should be making sure that we dress to give them hard-ons like, all the time. It’s the only way us gals can like, succeed in this world. Am I right boys?”

Naturally, they all agreed loudly.

“Well?” She asked. “Girls, get to work. These boys are probably going to be your bosses someday. Show them how you can make them relax.”

Lust-lidded eyes dropped to the bulges in the pants of every boy in class. There were many more girls than boys. Some had to double up, but Gloria made sure that everyone’s technique was right. 

Several occasions forced her to chide her girls for making out too much with their hunk of choice, or switching to handies instead of focusing on fellatio.

To fix this for good, the buxom booted babe grabbed sparkling hot Nadine Williams and Trent Jefferson, bringing them to the front of the class. She stood Trent up while her and Nadine’s lips mixed with each other up and down his shaft. 

Teaching was such a fun job. 

Gloria swallowed, of course. She was older than Nadine, even if by a few years, and deserved seniority—besides, she was mature enough to love the taste.

Gloria went down to the mail room after class ended, not really expecting to find anything there now that she had free access to the store. 

But, to her delight, there was another small brown package there waiting for her. She opened it up, finding a pair of lacy pink gloves and a matching pink collar with the word, “PERFECT”, written on it in shiny rhinestones. It suited her, appropriately enough, perfectly. 

She knew nothing turned a man on more than to be fucked by an utterly gorgeous babe who knew she was the hottest thing around. She slipped on the gloves, enjoying the quick orgasm each one gave her with a happy little squeal and sigh, and saw another card, the word, “Obey” written on it in pink. 

The sexy schoolteacher slipped the collar around her neck and clasped it tight, and came so hard she could have sworn the world had moved. Her stockings quickly became slick and wet from the hot juices running down her legs.

She had been thinking all wrong, she realized in the euphoric afterglow. It was a mistake to even have been thinking at all. It was too hard, she knew now, for a girl like her. 

Guys didn’t want to just be fucked, they wanted to be obeyed. Served. It was her job to obey desire, to serve lust, to spread it wherever she could. That meant concentrating only on clothes, on make-up (as if she needed it, she thought with a giggle), on fucking and sucking and doing anything that would make a man’s prick feel safe and warm and appreciated, and even more than all of that – to make sure that every girl around felt the same way. 

Gloria found herself wondering where Coach Jung was. She felt terrible about not swallowing his cum the other day, that wasn’t like her at all. A period-long apologetic fuck-session was in order, she felt. Her cloudy, cum-hazy brain could only hope that he’d let her service him like he needed.

Gloria waved cheerfully to Holly when she passed the receptionist’s office. The red-hot brunette winked in response, sitting in the lap of Vice Principal Peters, whispering sweet nothings into his ear that were giving him a sweet something in his pants. Holly, to her credit, acted surprised when she felt it, though in a very appreciative way. 

The windows on her office faced the front doors to the school, and after a few more minutes anyone walking in would see Holly on her knees, long dark hair falling in all directions all over the Vice Principal’s lap. He didn’t look like he cared much.

Gloria was on her way to the gym when Nurse Starr suddenly accosted her, grabbing the bodacious blonde by the arm and pulling her inside her office. The walls of the office were sparkling white, with various posters sporting cross-sections of human anatomy.

“My, Nurse Starr, I had no idea you could be so . . . forceful.” Gloria demurred.

The nurse was dressed in a knee-length white skirt, with a tight brown sweater that hugged against her generous chest. “Don’t say such things, Gloria, it’s not really you saying them.”

Gloria looked at her quizzically.

“Can’t you see it?” Melanie threw her hands up. “It’s like a disease, everywhere, this lust, this heat, this uncontrollable sex-craziness. It’s affecting everyone! You! You used to be six inches shorter, your hair only barely went past your ears, you didn’t dress like a scamp, and if you did you wouldn’t look nearly as absolutely and completely gorgeous as you do now, and the smell of sex, hot sweet incredible sex didn’t cling to you like a fog.” 

Melanie was looking quite turned on by the time she finished speaking.

Gloria pretended to look hurt. “Are you saying you don’t like the way I dress?”

“Of course not, I mean—“ her eyes shot quickly up and down Gloria’s stellar body, and she shook her head. “Of course I don’t! It’s unprofessional. From you! You used to be someone I looked up to at this school, someone who refused to give in, who fought for equal rights! Now look at you!”

Gloria licked her lips. “Yes, Melanie, look at me.” 

She twirled around, giggling. Her tits bounced merrily.

“I know you want to,” she said vainly. “I know you can’t help it.”

The beautiful nurse indeed couldn’t help it, her hands inching towards the glorious curves that her eyes beheld. 

“S-stop this, immediately. I won’t let you get me too. Don’t you see that you’re being controlled?”

“I am being controlled,” Gloria admitted, and pressed Melanie against her desk. “Controlled by lust. You’re looking so hot today. Wearing a skirt like that, you know what it makes me think.” 

Her breaths were like soft kisses on the nurse’s face. 

“You’re driving me crazy, Melanie . . .please, don’t deny me?”

“Deny you wha-mmmpph” Gloria interrupted her with a kiss, pulling apart the buttons of her sweater with one hand, reaching up her skirt with the other. Her push-up bra fell easily.

She fell back against the desk. Gloria’s fingers played at both ends, pumping in an out of her instantly-wet pussy on one, and rubbing a pink nipple between her forefinger and thumb on the other.

“Now let’s think,” Gloria said with a giggle, “if I was affecting everybody, then surely you’d be under my clutches too, wouldn’t you?”

“Oh oh oh my god stop no don’t no yes stop ohhh,” Melanie shook her head, trying to focus. “I was oooh, sick Monday and Tuesday, haven’t been here as long as ohmygod, the others.”

“That’s silly,” Gloria said. “Certainly if I wanted to I could have taken you any time I could have. You’re silly, Melanie. Such a silly girl.”

“What do you meeeeeaann oh oh oh my godd sooo good, god you’re so beautiful oh my god,” Melanie talked uncontrollably, helpless in Gloria’s impeccable clutches.

“Silly girl,” Gloria insisted. “Say it. Say you’re a silly girl.”

“I’ll do no such thaaaaang,” Melanie moaned as she came. Orgasms were so easy to create for Gloria. They were nothing. Hot little bits of sex candy that she could hand out from her magical fingers. “Oh my silly. I mean girl. Oh my you’re still going oh that’s niiiice.”

“Silly girls cum for Gloria all the time, Melanie. You just came, and I made you do it, you must be a silly girl. Say it.”

“But I’m nooot a silly girllll...” Melanie whined weakly. “I’m a professional girl. I mean, oooh, a silly girl. No, I went to colleeeege to be a silllllly girl. A girly silly.” She laughed, another quick orgasm erasing her thoughts. “Yes! Yes! You're right! Silly! A silly girl! I’m just a silly girl, I’m a – mmmpph!”

Gloria cut her off, pulling one half of her top aside and sticking one strawberry-size nipple into the bedazzled nurse’s mouth. She pushed Melanie down to the floor, smothering her with her breasts. The nurse's legs scattered all over the ground as she moaned helplessly.

“You're going to cum, aren't you, silly girl?” Gloria asked.

Melanie whined, sucking madly on Gloria's nipple.

“You're going to cum just from sucking my hot tits. Only a silly girl would do that. Only a hot, silly girl that did whatever I said. Isn't that right?”

It was. Melanie's deep brown eyes lit up and emptied out a little more as she shook with another orgasm. Cumming just from sucking a woman's tits. Gloria didn't even know that was possible.

* * * * *
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AN HOUR LATER GLORIA left the office with Melanie convinced that the best way to treat anyone who came into her office was with booze, or sex, or both. The Nurse seemed confused—she kept saying how she was certain she would have some schnapps or some wine somewhere. She assured Gloria she was going to leave to go get some more as soon as she felt like she could stand again. 

Gloria suggested that she run by Female Designs on the way—a nurse had to dress to impress, after all, or she could never influence anyone to be well.

Second period had come and gone, but Gloria wasn’t concerned about her students. They would know what to do without her, she was certain. But she was off for third period, and the announcement that fourth period was canceled had come long ago, so she was free to do as she pleased. She decided, grinning, that she ought to see how her cheerleaders were doing.

Carolina looked just adorable in her new outfit, the school’s colors adorning her caramel-colored body. Sexy white stockings with red flowers on them furnished her legs, and the pleated skirt the cheerleaders normally wore was now covering essentials only by a nanometer or so. The newly adjusted halter tops that showed more cleavage than most swimsuits. 

Carolina's breasts—and the breasts of the rest of all the senior girls—bounced cheerfully as they drilled, throwing each other in the air and revealing skimpy lace and thong panties, if, indeed, they were wearing panties at all. 

Carolina gasped with pleasure when her eyes caught sight of the young blonde teacher. She wrung her hands together under her hot, elegant chin.

“Gloria!” She shouted happily. “I was hoping you would stop by.”

More like she begged her to yesterday after spending the period in her clutches, but Gloria didn’t want to waste time with the past.

“Of course, I love watching you work,” she said, licking her erotic lips. “I was wondering if I could borrow Natasha for a little field trip.”

Carolina nodded. “Anything you want,” she said eagerly, then bit her lower lip. “Really, Gloria, I’d do anything at all that you need.”

Gloria smiled at her, and stroked her soft fingers down the side of the Latina’s face. “I know, gumdrop, and I appreciate that tons.” 

She considered for a moment. 

“Actually, there is something you could do for me . . .”

Carolina stepped closer, pressing her body against Gloria’s. “Yes?” She obviously thought she knew what the hot blonde wanted.

“It’s an issue with the uniforms,” Gloria said, and then at crestfallen look on Carolina’s face, “No, don’t look so sad, I think you did a stupendous job with them.” 

Her sensual face brightened immediately. 

“But the footwear needs work. After all, these girls won’t be as sexy as possible unless they’re wearing sexy shoes, right?”

“Well, that’s true, but then they wouldn’t be able to perform any of the routines . . .”

“That’s why you just need to modify the routines a bit. Maybe if you focused on other kinds of dancing . . . the erotic sort, for instance, is perfectly suited to high heels and platforms.”

“Erotic dancing?” Carolina sounded unsure.

Gloria pulled her in close with her hands around her waist, whispering in her ear. “Look at those hotties, those super-babes that you command.” 

Carolina’s big, lovely dark eyes went to the cheerleaders standing in line. Some of them, taking initiative, had started doing kissing drills on their own. 

“All those girls, their hot young bodies pressing against each other, sweating, twisting, grinding with each other. With you, if you wanted. That’d put everyone in a good mood, which is what cheerleaders are all about, right?”

“Oh yes,” Carolina breathed.

“Then you’ll get those new shoes, right?”

The toned instructor was too turned on to deny her. “Anything.”

Gloria slipped a card for Female Designs down Carolina’s cleavage. 

“Good girl. That card has an address where you can buy as many as you need. And all sorts of other hot clothes. Do you like my outfit?”

“God, yes.” 

Carolina’s eyes had been devouring every bit of it since she had seen Gloria walk in.

“I got it there. Pick up some clothes for yourself while you’re at it. Indulge. A scorching hot babe like you deserves it, don’t you think?”

Gloria kissed instead of waiting for an answer, not wanting to hear any more protests. She pulled Natasha out and they strutted out to Gloria's car.

The drive to the Female Designs store was a fairly quick one. Gloria had been speeding the whole way, enjoying the thrill of going over ninety miles an hour on the small town’s roads while Natasha planted soft, urgent kisses on her neck and ears. 

The hot teen queen filled her new uniform very nicely. Overfilled, to be truthful, but Gloria didn’t think anyone would complain about that. Any time Natasha moved, her tits seemed like they would spill right out of her tiny top.

It was a wonder she didn’t get pulled over with the way she was driving, but she was certain she could have talked her way out of it. Or sucked, or fingered, or fucked, or even by having Natasha do any of those things for her.

“I’m bringing you here because you’re the hottest babe in school,” she told the hot teen queen, “well, besides me, I mean.” 

She blew herself a little kiss in the rear view mirror, checking her appearance one last time before exiting the car.

“And this is where you’ve gotten your hot new clothes?”

“That’s right, and now you’ll get to dress just like me! Great, huh?”

“Awesome,” Natasha enthused.

Gloria was about to say something else, but upon entering the store she was struck absolutely speechless. In front of the counter there was a stunningly handsome man, the single-most attractive male that she had ever seen. Her knees suddenly felt like they were nothing but jelly, her stomach filled with butterflies on speed. 

He was rather tall, over six feet, well built, with a strong chin and a regal sort of nose, and had blonde hair with that just-woken up look that Gloria now decided she was in love with. He wore a blue, pinstriped suit that he filled out deliciously, his shoulders and chest so broad, his ass so very pronounced and tight. He looked like he had been waiting for them.

“Welcome to Female Designs,” he said, his voice making Gloria’s puddle of a mind melt just a little bit more. “Or welcome back, I should say to you, Miss Phine.” 

He smiled at her, and it was phenomenal.

She wanted to rush to him, to kiss him, to seduce him and convince him to fuck her right there on the soft soft carpet of the store. Somehow, she managed to find her composure, smiling prettily right back at him. 

Gloria took a deep breath, and reminded herself that she was gorgeous. She was gorgeous enough for him. She hoped.

“Hello handsome,” she said in her sexiest voice, making love to the words as they entered his ears. “You must be like, the owner of the store?”

She hadn’t meant for the sentence to turn into a question, but it felt more natural. It was just so hard to be sure about anything when she was just a girl. 

She held out a hand, which the man took and kissed, making Gloria squirm delightedly as a mini-orgasm bolted through her body. Gloria was wearing high high heels and he still stood several inches over her. It felt so natural to look up to him.

“That’s right,” he said. “I’m Mark, the proprietor of this establishment.”

Gloria giggled. He was using such big words. He was looking at her like he would fuck her against the window behind her and make her beg for more. She basked in the thought.

“I see you’re already bringing others to enjoy my clothes. Fantastic, Gloria. You’re being a very good girl.”

Gloria moaned, the endearment bringing another mini-orgasm. Natasha held out her hand just as Gloria did, and Mark kissed it as well.

“Natasha,” the teen beauty breathed.

“Of course. You’re Gloria’s sister?”

They both giggled. “Oh no,” said Gloria. “She’s a student from school. She’s so hot, I just had to let her know about this place. Everything here is so absolutely wonderful.”

Her eyes sparkled like sapphires as she cast adoring looks at Mark. He was so hot.

“Hmm,” he said. “Could’ve sworn you were sisters. You’re both just such really hot babes that, well . . . never mind.” 

His eyes ran over both of their phenomenal bodies, slowly, methodically, knowingly. Gloria straightened her back, showcasing her enormous tits.

“Natasha,” he let his gaze cast on the blonde teen, “feel free to look around the store and come up to the counter whenever you’re ready to check out. Gloria and I will be up here.”

Natasha ardently went through the rows of clothing, picking out different items right away. Mark’s hand found a resting place on Gloria’s tight, toned ass, his fingers toying with the thong rising up out of it. She didn’t think she had ever been so happy.

“So um,” Gloria said, twirling nervously with a long, long strand of glossy blond hair, “there was something that like, I wanted to ask you?”

Mark’s eyes were focused intently on Gloria’s huge, stiffening nipples. She raised her chest up to give him a better view.

“Go ahead,” he said.

Her voice went as soft as it ever had, nearly a whisper. “Um, like, well, there’s a dance tonight at the school, and like, if you weren’t doing anything, um, I was really, like, hoping that maybe you could go with me, maybe? Pretty please?”

Gloria’s hands were clasped in front of her waist, one toe hopefully digging into the carpet, her eyes downcast, completely unaware of her own beauty.

“Sure,” he said casually, and Gloria cheered inside, “I’ll swing by and pick you up at seven, okay?”

“That would be totally fantas . . . fan . . . I mean, really awesome.” She giggled again. Words were hard.

“So you like my clothes, Gloria?” He asked.

“Totally!” She said enthusiastically, wanting to make him smile. “They’re like, the best things that have ever been made ever.”

He smiled, just like she hoped, and made her swoon. “Thank you. I designed them all myself. The fabric is one-of-a-kind, you might have noticed.”

He kept talking, using big terms explaining away the chemical make-up of the fabric, but Gloria couldn’t focus on his words. She just lost herself in his dreamy eyes, wanting nothing but to kiss him. She licked her lips, giving their puffy pink surface a glossy shine.

“Oh,” he realized, smiling slyly. “I suppose an explanation can wait until later. Is there something you wanted to say?”

She shook her head. “It was more like there was something I wanted to do?”

One strong, manly hand sat under her chin, guiding her face towards his in what was the most perfect moment of Gloria’s entire life. The kiss was short, but sweet, Gloria moaning into his mouth when another orgasm spiraled down towards her pussy. One of the stunning blonde’s boot-clad feet popped up on reflex. 

Natasha interrupted them, holding an armful of clothes.

“I wanted to get these?” She said, a tangle of underwear, sexy shoes, and outfits in her hands.

* * * * *
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GLORIA AND NATASHA exited the store a little while later, Natasha having four bags of clothing in her hands. 

Gloria picked up a few more items for herself, mostly small knick-knacks like a gem-studded chain that spelled out “Sexy” to put around her waist as a mock-belt, and a plethora of new styled collars.

“I just spent like, over a thousand dollars,” Natasha giggled.

“Well, like, at least you got one free,” said Gloria, giggling with her.

Mark had been nice enough to give Natasha a free outfit since she had spent so much money at the store, but only if she put it on before leaving and only if he got to choose what it was. Natasha was so happy with the deal that she kissed Mark right on the lips, which resulted in them making out for a good two or three minutes while Gloria looked on in horny envy until the dreamdoll hunk gently reminded Natasha that she needed to change. 

She came out a few minutes later looking boner-inspiring in the exact same outfit that Gloria had on.

“Sisters should dress alike,” he said with a smile.

Lost again in his eyes and a bit dazed from the necking session they had been enjoying while Natasha was in the dressing room, Gloria forgot to correct him.

“Also, like, I’m sure you can convince Dad, I mean, your Step-dad, that you need some more money.” Gloria winked at her. “You just have to ask him the right way.”

Gloria knew Natasha’s family was loaded, just like she knew most things about her hot young protégé. She had known her for like, a billion years, so it was only natural.

“Gloria!” Natasha sounded a bit shocked. “Not with, I mean, I couldn’t . . .”

“Why not? He’s a guy, like any other.” Except for Mark, anyway. “He’ll probably love it, too. It would make him hot, having his tart of a stepdaughter giving him a little lip-service.” She giggled.

Natasha giggled with her, brushing a hand through her thick, blonde tresses. “I guess you’re right,” she admitted after a bit, grinning. “So like, how long have you and Mark been going out now?” Natasha asked.

Gloria giggled at the thought. “Oh, we aren’t . . .”

She was about to say Mark wasn’t her boyfriend, but that wasn’t right at all. Gloria and he had been dating, and fucking, since high school when he first moved to town. They had practically owned the school. 

Gloria remembered sucking off all of his teachers before finals to make sure her beau got straight A’s. Nothing but the best for him, and Gloria was his, so she, obviously, had to be the best. She giggled helplessly at the sudden flood of memories. 

He was the reason she grew her hair out so long, to her ass. Mark always said that a girl who wore her hair long was showing to the world that she cared more about looks than practicality, and if a girl’s hair was really long it just meant that she wanted to spend more time fussing with her appearance than anything boring like schoolwork or anything else that needed a lot of thinking. 

He would parade her around the school, big strong hands grabbing her ass possessively as he openly flirted with other girls. Gloria knew he slept around, heck, she helped seduce more than half of the girls that Mark was with, and made sure to be there if he ever felt like a threesome. Gloria’s duties as cheerleader captain interfered sometimes with being with Mark at all times, so she made sure that there was always a hot babe at his side to keep him all kinds of company. 

In fact, she was the only babe in the school with an actual boyfriend – all the others made sure to keep themselves available in case Mark decided he wanted to bone them that day. Gloria couldn’t blame them, Mark was a stud, and studs deserved a lot of girls. A hundred for each day of the week.

“Anyway,” Natasha broke her out of the spell, “I’m just like, soooo jealous of you. He’s got to be the sexiest guy I’ve ever seen.”

Gloria looked at her sister and smiled. “You know he totally wants to bone you, too.”

Natasha blushed. “Shut up!”

“I’m serious! He tells me it all the time.”

“You think I really have a chance?”

“Of course you do, beautiful. He loves screwing me, and we look just alike, so . . .”

“Oh Gloria!” Natasha moved from her seat and hugged her, holding on. “That would make me so happy.”

Natasha’s face was buried in Gloria’s mammoth melons. “Well, what’s a big sister for?”

The teen laughed. “Sister? We’re not – ”

Natasha paused then, as if thinking about something. Gloria recognized it, it was the same sort of breaks in thought that she had been getting lately. Had she? Now it was hard to remember. A giggle popped a few more brain cells sifting around in the lust-riddled haze of her brain. 

They weren't really sisters, of course. Stepsisters. Had been for the longest time. But they looked so much alike, people often made the mistake. 

“It’s just like, we’re around each other so much,” Natasha explained. “I hardly ever think of you as my sister.”

Gloria kissed the top of her forehead. “I know the feeling.”

The two of them had been dominating the high school ever since Natasha had been of age to go. She remembered seducing Carolina Flores, not for the first time, into naming her sister as her successor as cheerleader captain. 

By that time, the lovely Latin-beauty barely needed seducing, but it was fun to make her submit to her will the long way. Carolina had such an endearing way of squirming as Gloria convinced her again and again of things that she never would believed if not for the glorious blonde’s intense sexual atmosphere.

She felt wet again, and slowly guided Natasha’s head down to her pussy, carefully avoiding the steering wheel. The gorgeous teen offered no resistance, her plush long blond hair like a blanket. It was so nice having a kid stepsister, Gloria thought with a grin.

* * * * *
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MARK ARRIVED RIGHT on time at her apartment. He had on the same suit as before. Gloria greeted him with a shy, trembling curtsy.

“Hello, my darling,” she whispered hotly. That was as loud as she could make her soft voice go in his presence.

“Hey there, babe.” 

He smiled, and kissed her on the cheek. Gloria swooned. 

“Show me what you have on there.”

She spun around for him, showing off her golden gown. It had long slits along the sides and a plunging neckline, the fabric of the outfit seemingly held up entirely by their gargantuan titties. She wore matching, sparkling skin-tight thigh-high boots with six-inch platform heels. Her arms were encased in gold, opera length gloves, and she wore a black collar on her neck, featuring the word “HIS” spelled out in rhinestones.

Natasha and Holly wore the same outfit, though Natasha's was silver, and Holly's was red, and only Gloria got a collar. 

“Very nice,” said Mark, nodding. “You fill it out well.”

Gloria beamed.

In the living room, they could see Natasha pacing and talking with her old boyfriend on her little cell phone.

“Because I don't want to see you anymore, okay?” the blond teen said. “You're nothing to me. I never really liked you to begin with, and you're not very good at kissing, and I wish I hadn't let you show me your dick.”

Mark smiled, and guided Gloria's hand to his cock, stiffening underneath his pants. It was enormous—a long fat pole of perfect babefucking meat. She immediately unbuttoned his pants and started stroking. 

Holly, coming out of the bathroom after freshening up, saw the scene unfolding. Gloria stroking off Mark while he watched Natasha at work. Holly immediately dropped to her knees and crawled toward Mark, opening her mouth wide before his enormous cock. Holly was one of the first girls Gloria had ever served up to Mark, way back when.

Mark stroked Holly's thick, soft hair as he got harder and harder. Gloria's luscious mouth worked up and down, moaning unintelligibly, unable to voice exactly how hot she thought this all was.

Natasha finally turned to see what was happening.

“Tell him, Natasha,” Mark commanded. “Be my good girl. Tell him the real reason you're leaving him.”

Holly and Gloria both nodded. “Tell him, Natasha,” they echoed in unison. “Be his good girl.”

“You're just not good enough for me,” Natasha said into the phone, breathing hard, her fingers dripping to her crotch, staring wide at Mark and his girls. “I'm not even really sure what your name is, actually. You're nothing what I want. All I want is Mark. He' s such a hunk. I want him to get me pregnant. I want to be his little fuckwife. I want to have his babies. I want to raise his little girls for him. I'm his. Always. Now. Forever.”

She let the phone drop to the floor and crawled toward Mark.

As soon as Natasha got close, Mark came. His thick, perfect jets of hot white jizz sprayed all over Holly and Natasha's faces and chest. They each moaned in throaty orgasm, as did Gloria. 

“Thank you, Sir!” they all cried together. “Thank you for your gift!”

They swallowed up as much as they could, each girl. Any delicious seed that had hit below their necks was rubbed into their rich, soft skin. Holly leaned into Natasha's cleavage, licking up a dollop of cum, and then stood up and smeared it all over Gloria's tits with her mouth.

“So you can have some, too!” Holly cooed. 
“Thank you, doll,” said Gloria.
For a few minutes, they all traded kisses in the entry way. But eventually, Mark suggested that it was time to leave to go to the dance. 

Holly drove, acting the chauffer as usual. The two blonde babe stepsisters entertained Mark in the backseat, alternating between kissing each other and kissing him to turn him on. It was so great to obey his desire.

Mark strutted into the gym where the dance was being held like he owned the place, and Gloria supposed that since she basically owned the school and Mark owned her, he did indeed. Gloria and Natasha were wrapped around his arm on either side, looking at nothing but his handsome face. 

All eyes turned to them when they entered, everyone stopping what they were doing to stare. The sexual heat emanating from their presence was tangible, filling the heads of everyone in the area, clouding their thoughts, pushing any old ideas aside and filling their now air-filled heads with tits, legs, skin, hair, sex. 

It was impossible to be in the same room as Natasha or Holly without thinking about hard, forceful fucking, let alone the dazzling epitome of lust that was now Gloria.

Most of the girls, as Gloria had hoped, were dressed in miniskirts and tight tops, pressing their bodies fervently against whatever boys were with them. Many were dancing with other girls, while the guys whooped and cheered them on. Gloria saw Carolina passionately kissing Rebecca Hodges, a sweet-bodied brunette cheerleader. She recognized the design of her dress from Mark’s store. 

Her eyes fell on Claire Adams after a few minutes, sending her a wink and then Holly to occupy her time. Mark had given all three of them plenty of business cards to pass around, which they did eagerly, wanting everyone to experience how great he was at Female Designs. 

When Gloria ran out of cards, she spiked the punch with a bottle of vodka brought from home. No sense in not having some fun.

Mark picked up a chair and brought it to the middle of the dance floor, Gloria and Natasha in tow, and then ordered the two blondes to show the other girls how to dance. They started by bumping and grinding against each other, wanting to excite him with their bodies – it certainly worked for the circle that had gathered around the trio. 

Then they moved to either side of Mark, and proceeded to rub every inch of body that they could around the hunk's, each blonde beauty wrapping a lavishly long leg around one of his, sliding the inside of their legs against his thighs while their tits were mashed against his face and body in tune with the thumping beat of the music. If they let up, it was only to kiss each other, or him, which happened a lot. 

Holly, still with Principal Adams, began to give her the same sort of treatment. The petite redhead was powerless to stop the newly-turned bisexual, and soon the sex and heat created from their collective bodies began to affect everyone in the same way. 

Formerly chaste, prim high school girls were acting like strippers, handing out lap dances to anyone that even hinted at the idea. Gloria barely noticed, because Mark kept touching her legs, her tits, her hair. It was so hard to think about anything except what a hunk he was when he was so close, so right. It was so hard to think when she was just his silly babe. Just a girly girl with air in her head and sex on what little of her mind she could use.

By the time they left, have the student body were exploring student’s bodies. The sweet perfume of sex and lust reverberated throughout the entire school. When nooks and corners in the gym ran out, many went to classrooms. Most simply stopped caring and screwed on the dance floor, though a lot of them had enough decency left to use a tablecloth to cover themselves. 

Mark, however, wanted a little more privacy.

* * * * *
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MARK SPENT THE NIGHT at Gloria’s apartment that night, as did Natasha and Holly. He pushed Gloria into the bedroom, telling Holly and Natasha to amuse themselves.

Gloria sat on the bed immediately, panting hot, spreading her legs out wide. Mark dropped his pants.

“Yesss yes yes!” Gloria cried. “Fuck me please yesss.”

“Not so fast,” he said, holding back.

His cock was right there. So big, so long, so thick.

She moaned with need. “Pleease,” she whispered hotly.

“You're more than my girlfriend,” he said, stroking one tight boot. His voice so commanding. “Say it.”

“I'm more than your girlfriend.”

Slowly, very slowly, he entered her. So slow. Excruciatingly so. Gloria—for once—couldn't cum right away. She wanted to, desperately, but her body wouldn't allow it for some reason. They had fucked countless times before, but for some reason, this time felt like the first.

“You're a piece of art,” he said, so commanding. “Say it.”

“I'm a piece of art.”

“You're my piece of art.”

“I'm your piece of art.”

“I deserve to fuck you.”

“You deserve to fuck me.”

“I own you.”

“You own me.”

He was pumping into her harder. His cock so enormous inside of her. She could see the bulge swelling inside of her, pushing up her taut muscles. It was so hot. Her entire body was arranged to serve him.

“Say it again. All of it.”

He pumped into her hard.

“I'm your piece of art,” Gloria cooed happily. “You deserve to fuck me. You own me. I'm your piece of art. You deserve to fuck me. You own meeee. You deserve to fuck me. You ownnnn me. Youuu deserve to fuck meeee. Youuu own me. I'm yourrr piece of arrrt. You deserve to fuck meeee. Youuuu own me. Ohhh ahhh you deserve to fuck meeee. You ohhhhown meeeeeee.”

Mark's pace got faster and faster. He grabbed her tits roughly, pinching her nipples between his thumb and index finger.

Gloria kept saying the words, kept obeying, but she quickly had no idea what they were. Meaning and sense fled her head. All that was left was the bliss-hurricane that Mark had unlocked inside of her cunt. Words were nothing. Thoughts were nothing. All that was important was his gigantic fuckrod filling her up again and again. And then he came. 

There were two parts of Gloria's life. The boring, small time stuff before that orgasm. And everything after. 

Pleasure rocketed through her, warping her entirely. Most of her mind slipped into nothingness. She didn't care. Obedience was bliss. She was obeying. She was bliss. Her seed inside of her was all she had ever wanted from every moment in her life. Just to be a good girl, holding her man's hot warm cum inside her belly. To be decorated so thoroughly for him on the outside that he couldn't help but decorate her inside with his beautiful, soul-glowing cum.

There were other events that night, though Gloria had trouble keeping track. At some point, Natasha and Holly came in, holding Mark tight, totally naked except for their boots and gloves.

“Fuck her, Sir,” they each cooed. “Fuck your Gloria. Fuck her rotten. Fill her full of your seed.”

Chanting, like that. Like they were worshiping.

That all made so much sense, worshiping Mark.
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Saturday
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Gloria woke up on Saturday afternoon to the sweet slurping sound of Natasha’s and Holly’s tongues running along her nipples. 

Mark was nowhere to be found, but for once Gloria found herself not caring, as her two adoring lovers continued to pleasure her tits, their fingers taking turns in her tight, wet cunt. They came at the same time she did, her own power of orgasm stretching beyond her body just like her heat did, and then snuggled back against her hot body, caressing it fondly. 

Carefully, Gloria slipped out between the two, and quickly shot through the shower.

Considerations of another romp ran through Gloria’s head when she saw Natasha and Holly snuggling into each other so cutely, but she decided against it – there would be time later, and she was supposed to get to school.

She decided to walk to the school, despite her admittedly poor choice of clothing for such a venture. Her sheer lace-purple mini dress clung to her every curve like it had been wetted down. Though it was practically see-through in most places, stitched-in bright purple flowers covered essentials. 

Gloria giggled happily, thinking about Mark filling her up again, making her tits bounce in the low-cut dress. Thigh-high purple boots with huge, clunky platform heels adorned her legs, and though the school was over two miles away Gloria never once felt uncomfortable walking in them. 

Mark was such a genius with clothes, she sighed contentedly. Her stockings, similarly purple, had frills at the tops of them, matching the frilly gloves she had put on. A purple ribbon was tied in a big, happy bow around her neck.

She received five propositions for dates before arriving at school, though naturally she turned them all down. Gloria was Mark’s girl, she couldn’t go around accepting dates from different men when he might want her on any night! Three of them had stopped beside the sidewalk in their fast, expensive cars to ask her, and Gloria, not wanting to make them feel bad for wasting the gas to stop and talk, gave them hot quick little handjobs to sate their big, manly needs. Only one protested, and that was before his hands had been put on Gloria’s twin peaks.

It was six-thirty before she made it to the school, a full fifteen minutes late for her own banquet. She had wanted to skip it but Mark insisted that it was important that she give her speech on the young women in the world. Schmooze the guests, spread the word about his shop. When she had protested that she didn’t even have a speech to give, he reminded that it didn’t matter – everyone would be putty in her hands, or tits, or legs, or whatever she decided to entangle them with.

Claire, ordinarily a crowd-pleasing orator, was stumbling over her words in apology as Gloria walked in. All the same, she was still dressed to please the crowd in a form-fitting black dress, and Claire quite suddenly appeared to have quite the form to fit to.

“Well, you see, I had a speech prepared, but it was lost when I showered with it, I mean, poured water on it accidentally. I was thinking of what to say about our young Miss Phine, who is so, so excellent, I thought of her in the shower, I mean, when I poured water on it. She is phenomenal. So perfect.” 

Her longish red hair was tussled, and her eyes were glazed. Gloria saw Carolina sitting on the stage beside her, applying a coat of deep red lipstick to her lovely lips. The Latina gave her a sultry wink when she noticed her. 

“Uh, with our children, I mean. So very, very sex, er, spectacular as a teacher and a – ” Her eyes brightened when she saw the bountiful blonde had entered. “Gloria Phine, everyone!”

Gloria put on her best smile. Everyone stood up to see her, some fought for more room, others stood up on their chairs. The guests were mostly parents and teachers from other counties interested in starting up more sections of YWAG. Gloria minced slowly towards the stand, stopping occasionally to casually introduce herself with a kiss and a hug, pressing her tits against an unexpecting patron and exposing them to her uncontrollable lust. 

When she finally took the stand, half the crowd was sweating just from looking at her. Gloria noted that within the crowd of maybe a hundred, Natasha, Holly, and Melanie Starr could all be seen, spaced out evenly, there to support her in whatever way they could. Melanie even had on a bright, white, latex mockery of a nurse’s uniform on, complete with white stilettos, sheer white stockings, and a latex cap. She was sure the three would come in handy. 

Gloria pushed the podium aside. It wouldn’t do to have all of these people not look at her rhapsodical curves. Near the back there was punch being served, and she watched as Natasha and Holly took over for the dumbfounded young man who had previously been handing it out. In quick order Holly gave herself something of his to handle, just so there were no hard feelings. A big bottle of liquor was poured into the punch before they began running it up and down the rows. 

Gloria waited until they had served about half of the crowd before beginning her speech, posing beautifully beforehand, and pretending to have an intense conversation with Carolina while bent over at the waist, her lack of panties readily apparent to the people behind her.

“Young Women need to be aware about the changes in this world,” Gloria began, standing proudly in front of the crowd. “They need to know about the old ways of doing things. Where men ran everything, and women stayed at home and looked pretty and only existed to serve the male-run society. They need to know that feminism was nothing but a petty phase built by silly girls who thought they were as smart as men.” 

She giggled. 

“Obviously we’ve moved on since then. It’s a proven fact that life evolves, and so does thinking . . . or the lack thereof. Women want to be empowered, of course we do, but the meaning of that has changed. What’s more empowering to a girl than to fulfill her ultimate role in this world? That is, to serve men? Our forms are naturally pleasing to the eyes of the men around us, so it’s only natural that we do our best to make our forms even pleasing to them every day. And the best way, the only way to really please, is to obey. It’s so simple. It has to be, for silly girls like me.” 

She giggled, again. Now women in the crowd were giggling with her. 

“That’s what this group is all about. Learning how to please men, teaching girls how to enjoy their places in servitude, making sure that they can make a man want them all the time. The Young Women’s Awareness Group is about nothing but making women aware of how to please our superiors, and I promise that if the group spreads, so will this fundamental message.”

She received a standing ovation. Every male member of the crowd gave her a forward ovation as well. Cards for Female Designs were passed out and quickly accepted. Mark would make a fortune from this.

* * * * *
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AFTER THE SPEECH, SHE had remembered suddenly that Mark had requested her presence at the store, after closing. It wasn’t as if she could refuse him. 

She arrived exactly on time, just like a good girl. He was there waiting on her, in the dressing room, practically dissolving her clothes the second she entered. His big rough hands tearing them away like they were nothing at all. He was hard in instants, his enormous cock looking bigger than ever. 

They fucked, fast, furious, fabulous. It was just like always. 

Gloria didn’t know how Mark made her feel like she was getting screwed for the first time each time they had sex, or how she could have more than a dozen orgasms in less than a half-hour, but she loved it.

She was on her knees, adoring Mark’s muscular form when he said it. When the haze lifted from her mind at last. She was completely naked, Mark had stripped her bare during their lovemaking and threw her clothes at the door, and she hadn’t understood why. The memories of the last few days didn’t just dawn on her, they barreled into her brain in a barrage of emotion and anger.

“What-what-what?” Gloria stuttered. She couldn’t believe what had happened.

“So, Gloria,” Mark said with a smile, “How does it feel to be young again?”

“You did this to me?” Gloria wanted to sound outraged, but all her soft, throaty voice could manage was turned-on.

Mark laughed. “Of course I did.”

Gloria paused for a moment, not knowing quite where to start. It had been so long since she had been able to have a decent thought.

“The clothes!” She exclaimed, sounding quite happy about it.

“Bingo.”

Gloria looked past Mark at the mirror behind him. At her gorgeous, underwear-stain-inspiring reflection. She was unbelievably hot, she looked like she had stepped out from a drawing of some boob-obsessed artist; her body would make the nymphs from the hentai comics she had confiscated in the past jealous. 

A real woman didn’t have hair that touched the floor when she was on her knees, and if she did it certainly wouldn’t be so thick¸ and her breasts wouldn’t automatically put themselves on display, never hanging, never drooping, just perfect and huge. 

Her waist had never been so tiny, and so tightly formed, and her ass, and her legs! Ancient Greek sculptors couldn’t have made a better body. Not to mention a face that could have made an angel fall from heaven.

“Oh my god,” Gloria tittered.

“Mmm,” Mark nodded, “You are quite a lovely sight, aren’t you? I don’t know if you’ll ever be outdone.”

“You monster,” she said adoringly, “change me back! I can’t be like this! I don’t want to!”

She tried to get up, tried to attack him. The befuddled blonde managed only to stand half-heartedly. Then Mark looked at her sharply and stopped her in her tracks.

“Please, Gloria,” he said with disbelief, “One of the secrets of my program is that I can’t really change anyone to be someone they don’t want to be, on some level.”

His poker face was unbelievable, and she couldn’t tell if he was lying or not. 

“I don’t want this! I would never want this! I am a serious woman, I want serious things! Why would you do this?”

He shrugged. “Why not? You’re a wet dream. Really, you ought to thank me. You have everything you want – girls fall all over themselves trying to be like you, and men do whatever you desire.”

“This isn’t how I wanted it to be.”

Mark shrugged. “You say tomato . . . ”

Gloria thought for a second. “But . . . but how? They were just clothes!”

“Of my own design. I won’t get into the details, because let’s face it, you’re probably not going to understand any of them –”

“I most certainly would!” Indignation simmered into meekness.

“Last time I checked, you were a history teacher, not a chemist with a doctorate.”

Gloria tried scowling, and wound up smiling cheerfully. “Fine, then,” she said.

“Suffice it to say that the clothes rule you, and I rule the clothes.”

Gloria wanted to snort derisively. She giggled instead. “That's . . . that's nonsense.”

“And yet, there you stand, hot little sexpot that you are.”

“But why . . . why here? Why me?”

“A small town is the only place to start. Somewhere small, to let my influence grow. Go town by town, build my reign up. I have all the time I need, now. There’s no rush. Besides, it takes days of contact before I have complete control. Desire, of course, helps expedite the process, and so naturally I chose a high school to start. Hard to find more uncontrolled desire than a place like that. Add an uptight woman with unfulfilled dreams of being a high school hottie—“

“Not true,” Gloria whined weakly.

“Of course not,” Mark smiled. “Like I was the one giving you dreams of being fucked against your bookshelves.”

“How do I know you weren’t?” Why did her voice have to get so little-girly whenever she asked a question?

“Come now, Gloria,” he smiled disarmingly, “where’s the trust?”

“Monster,” she gushed.

Oh, but how she did wish she could look at something else than his fantastically handsome face, his chiseled abs, his perfectly solidly sexy body. Her eyes stayed strictly above waist level, not wanting anything to do with the long, thick cock he had waiting there. This would be so much easier if her body wasn’t so receptive to visual cues like the ones he emitted.

“I think time will tell on that one,” said Mark. “Anyway, through my guidance, your own lust got magnified exponentially a million times over, releasing pheromones that I don’t even think the CDC knows about yet.”

“So what?” Gloria demanded, her voice soft and low. “Now I’m going to spend my life doing your dishes and cleaning your house and cooking and serving! No, thank you!” She really wished she could sound like she didn’t want to do all those things so badly.

“Maybe at first that’s what I was thinking, I’ll admit,” Mark said. “And I’m not saying you won’t do and utterly enjoy all of those things, but during this little trial-run I’ve found that you are incredibly useful. Nobody can stand against you when you set your mind to it, and you conduct lust like current through copper. No, I think you’re going to be my flagship girl. How does that sound?”

Gloria didn’t answer. Her mind was racing with what he just said. She could seduce anyone now! Mark was a man, if she put her mind to it, she could . . .

“Please Mark,” she cooed softly, feeling dirty, feeling hot. “Can’t we work this out somehow?”

He looked taken aback. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, isn’t there some sort of arrangement we could come to?”

She found herself able to step forward. Yes! His hold was breaking. She came very close to him. This was so wrong, so awful. But if it worked, she could be free. It didn’t hurt that Mark was so utterly handsome.

Her unreasonably hot body pressed up against his, one of her soft, dainty hands going to his face.

“Please, Mark, let me go? I could make you so, so happy to do it.”

Mark appeared as if he had no idea what was going on. “Gloria, what’s come over you-mmmmm”

She pressed her lips against his, luxuriating in the soft thrill that the kiss gave her. She let her tongue, wet and pink, slip into his mouth. Her hands went to his naked crotch, stroking his hardening shaft. 

It was working! The important part was to pretend like she enjoyed it, just pretend like it was a thrill when his hand squeezed her ass, when her nipples skipped along his muscular chest . . .

The kiss ended when Mark started burst out laughing.

“I’m sorry,” he laughed, “I didn’t mean to lead you on, and you certainly are a dish, but,” he laughed again, “did you honestly think you would be able to seduce me when I could take you whenever I felt like?”

Gloria’s cheeks burst into red from the shame. Mark continued to deride her.

“Here you were, trying to insist that you were a serious woman. Business-minded. And what happens when your inferior intelligence can’t talk you out of a situation? You try to use your appearance to get ahead. Women,” he tsked, “have been taking advantage of their good looks for ages, whenever their inability to persuade was too great an obstacle to overcome.”

“You-you made me do that!”

“No, Gloria, you made you do that.” He ran a finger down the small of her back. She tried to ignore the hot shiver it gave her. “I had nothing to do with it. But it does serve to prove my point. Regardless, if you still think you really want to be ‘free’, that you actually believe that you’re made for something other than sex, then I have a test for you.”

He walked outside of the dressing room for a minute, Gloria tried to run but found she couldn’t move, again, before Mark returned with a lavender collar in his hand. “I’ll let you go,” he said, “if you can last the entire night in this room without putting this collar on.”

He let it hang on a nearby clothes hook. “It’s one o’clock. The sun rises at five forty-five this morning. I’ll be watching you, Gloria,” he pointed to the camera. “Just for fun. I know how you’ll choose. You can’t deny yourself.”

“Watch me!” She purred, as he shut the door behind her.

Gloria found suddenly that she could move. She rushed to the door, only to find it locked. She whimpered softly, wishing, again, that it didn’t sound like a sexy moan. A little curious, she picked up the collar off its hook, seeing the word, “SLAVE” written in diamonds. She threw it across the room in disgust.

She hated Mark. Hated, hated, hated him. How could he do this to her? To anyone? He was such a pig, such an obviously disgusting horrible human being. Turning women of all ages into brainless bimbos just so he could fuck whoever he pleased, probably wanting to get sucked off during his breakfast after boning the hot red-headed cook—maybe it would be Claire—before going to work and having a full shop of cute, stacked clerks doting on him and why was she thinking like this? 

Gloria shook her head, her long locks flying everywhere.

It was all the sex lately. It had burnt her mind. She couldn’t focus on anything else, it seemed like. And how was she supposed to, when this perfect porn-star body that was supposed to be hers now was looking right back at her in the mirror! It was almost hypnotic. 

She ran a hand down one side, and then back up, feeling herself go weak in the knees when she did. The urge to pop a finger in her pussy was almost overwhelming. This was part of the test. She didn’t need to resist just the collar, and the awful, horrible, sweet, delicious, sensuous feeling of submission (stop that!), but also herself. 

And Gloria knew she was irresistible. Natasha and Holly really had no chance against her. Oh god, he made her think Natasha was her stepsister. Personally, she couldn’t stand the girl. She was a rich snob that made sure everyone knew how great she had it. And what a great bod she had, oh golly, Gloria could lick her for hours and . . . no.

She needed to lay down, that was it. The carpet was plush, soft. As she and Mark had just found out, it was perfect for fucking on, over and over again, like there was no tomorrow, and screaming, and moaning, and . . . stop. Deep breaths. She couldn’t look up, because there were mirrors there as well, so she put her head on her arm with her hair blanketing her body. It was so soft. The floor was so soft. She was so soft. Gloria giggled.

In a rush of fright she jumped up. Was the carpet coated with the substance as well? She wagged her finger at herself in the mirror.

“No more giggling?” It was supposed to be an order, it came out like she was asking to suck someone off. “Like, please?” She giggled again, making her tits dance for her in the mirror. “Oh no,” she sighed, putting her face into her hands.

She was acting so sexy, that was the problem. It was as if she couldn’t help but be simple, silly, sensationally seductive. Had she wanted all these things? She had to admit that Holly was fantastic in bed, as was Natasha. 

Heck, so was Mark. God, was he ever. 

But that didn’t mean she had wanted to be with any of them. Did it? But Mark had said it only worked if she wanted it on some level . . . no, that was a lie, it had to be a lie. Just like her gorgeous body and all those hot little memories that kept plopping down into her head.

She found herself dangerously close to the mirror, her hair-trigger nipples pressed flush against it as she found herself lost in her own deep blue eyes. Damn, I look good, she thought. It was so hard to not be vain when nothing about her even hinted of imperfection. 

She had to get her mind off of herself.

The only other thing in the room was the collar. She walked up to it, kicked it around. There was no way such a thing would ever go around her neck again. It signified submission, meekness, servility, everything that Gloria was against in women. 

It seemed so small to be so important, to hold the key to her freedom. If she put it on, she’d be nothing but a pet, a fucktoy, a bimbo to use and enjoy at her Master’s pleasure, probably going from high school to high school to pick out the hottest of the hot to have come and serve her new Lord, of course seducing the real estate agent into getting Him an incredible deal on the mansion to fit all of His new lovelies, spreading the word of Female Designs everywhere until every babe in America was wearing them and cumming just at the sight of Master Mark like good little girls and oh oh god was she ever turned on.

She needed to cum, that was the answer. If she came she’d be able to calm herself down for a while, at least until she needed to cum again, and then she would do so. It was so simple. Her reflection was turning her on, so why not just use the time to enjoy herself? Mark would find her in the morning with the collar completely forgotten about. She had won already.

She sat down in front of the mirror, admiring her own curves, blowing herself a little kiss. She tweaked her huge nipples with one hand, letting the other dip into her boiling hot pussy. It felt divine. Gloria felt more turned on than she could ever remember, aside from when she was around Mark. 

She gasped as the handsome manipulator suddenly entered her thoughts, increasing her horniness even more. 

Determined to shut him out, she brought up the image of Holly, on the first night they were together. She had been so lovely . . . but that just brought up memories of the night before, when she had been licking Holly’s tits while Mark drilled into Gloria from behind. 

The shock of the vividness of the memory, the tangible feeling of Mas . . . of Mark inside of her made Gloria cum without warning.

She let out a little whine. It was no fair. She didn’t want to cum to Mark, she wanted to cum for herself.

Determined, she began to play with herself again, only needing to look in the mirror to get turned on again. Her toes plunged into the deep, silk-soft carpets as she conjured up the image of her stepsist . . . of Natasha, blonde, sexy, gorgeous. 

She imagined them in the car again, Natasha's knowledgeable tongue sliding its way into her slit, but that just brought up the memory of that morning, drunk, sucking off Mark while Natasha laid under her and lapped gently at her pussy. 

She came again, immediately after imagining her Mast . . . after thinking of Mark. The hot smell of her lust was let loose by the dual orgasms, making her head spin.

Gloria tried again, imagining Natasha and Holly kissing her along her chest, her stomach, her thighs, but again, Mark entered the picture, bringing up the hotness of the night before, the sweltering heat they created in the room just by fucking, her head getting bounced off the headboard on her bed as Mark drilled her, Natasha and Holly all cheering him on, telling him to fuck her, Natasha begging him to fuck her stepsister harder, all of them cumming at the exact same time just like Gloria was cumming now. 

Her breaths were deep, long, and spectacular to look at now that her tits were glistening with sweat. She felt like she was floating.

It was just so hard to cum without thinking of her Master. Of her Mark. Of Mark. She looked up at the ceiling, saw her own sweaty body looking back at her, and licked her lips. It was so hard to do anything serious when she looked so hot and sex was soooo much fun. 

Dimly she remembered that the cameras on the ceiling had just watched her cum three times in a row. She giggled happily. Oh well, no changing it now. She couldn’t change anything. That smell, that perfume . . . it was her scent, it just made her feel so light-headed all the time.

With another giggle she crumpled down on to her hands and knees, and crawled across the room to where she had kicked the collar. The carpet was so soft, it was made to be crawled around on. Mark must have known, he was so thoughtful. 

She picked up the collar with one long, dainty finger, letting it swing there for a while. It was such a silly thing, a collar. Why wear one? Totally unnecessary. Gloria’s body was made for fucking, she didn’t want to belong to someone to tell her what to do all the time. 

She rubbed the collar between her fingers, enjoying its velvety feel. It was difficult to deny that it would feel great around her neck, being so soft and sexy. 

She just wanted to get out of this room. Maybe she could only pretend to be a slave to get out? No, no that wouldn’t work, she told herself, Mark was smarter than that. She was silly to think something like that. So silly.

Her face was close to the collar now, she could smell it. It had a scent that reminded her of fresh, yummy fruit. She giggled. She was a fresh, yummy fruit, juicy and delicious. She giggled again. A little curious, she licked the collar, wondering what it tasted like. 

Just like fruit . . . strawberries, maybe? 

It was hard to tell, one lick was strawberry, another raspberry, another grape. 

She licked it again, enjoying the taste, then again, then again, again, again. Gloria was getting turned on. She flipped over to her back, ran the collar up and down her melodious curves as her fingers dove once again into her searing hot cunt. 

She imagined her Mark was fucking her in the bathroom of the mall, after showing her off to everyone there and a hot make-out session in the cool waters of the fountain in the cafeteria. She would be dripping wet, everywhere, all of her slick and receptive to his knowing touch, his knowing cock. When Mark’s work was done they wouldn’t have to bother hiding their passion, every girl in town would be busty and bimbo-brained and sex-crazy just like her, except, she thought with a giggle, that she would be hotter because that’s what Mark wanted. 

The collar in her mouth, the taste of sweet fruit running down her throat, Gloria came again with her Master’s cock in her pussy.

Except it wasn’t. His cock had only been her imagination. She wanted to serve Him, please Him, be with Him. Why wasn’t she? She was stuck, stuck in this room until she . . . put on the collar. She stood up suddenly, a little wobbly, feeling almost drunk from the intense orgasms she had given herself, and blew a kiss at the camera, at her Master, watching her. 

Tossing her hair back, she opened the collar, put it against the soft flesh of her neck, and began to close. An instant before it snapped shut, far too late to stop her fingers from moving, a fit of sobriety came to her again – who she was, why this wrong, why this wasn’t what she wanted, her mind screaming one last final plea of anger and defiance – and then it clicked a moment later and the old her was erased forever.

When Mark entered the room a few minutes later she was on her hands and knees, waiting for him. He had put his clothes back on. He beckoned her forward with a finger, and she obediently complied, crawling forward before melting into his body with her head against his crotch.

“Only thirty minutes, Glory,” her Master said, running a hand through her hair, “I expected a little longer.”

She could only giggle. “I just like, realized my place, that’s all. I never had a choice at all.”

“I suppose you didn’t.” Mark unzipped his pants. “Well then,” he said, “it’s time to fulfill your station.”

Glory nearly came with joy. She had never been happier.

# # #
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Another Change in Style



Monday
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The two week-long wait was over, and Kimberly Amora was finally back at school, no longer contagious from her bout with mono.

She strutted through the double doors of Preston High School the Monday of Homecoming Week with plots of vengeance running through her mind and low, tight, black jeans riding on her lovely hips. A thin black sweater displayed just enough of her young, bouncy cleavage to show off and not enough to not be bothered by dress code. She wouldn't be able to raise her arms without showing off a few inches of her sharply muscled torso and tiny waist. 

She liked the way the black of the sweater contrasted with the incredible, vibrant green of her eyes, set off again by her long wavy chestnut locks of hair. Today, her hair framed the delicious lines of her face perfectly—her high cheekbones, her wonderfully cute nose, her magnificent lips. Kimberly had been gone, and she was done-up to impress everyone.

She was tall and slim, her body toned with years of cheerleading and tanned with just as many years of sunbathing while gossiping and watching boys play touch-football in the fields around town. With her rich shoulder-length hair, a pair of lovely, pert C-cup breasts that she was just so happy with, and a winning smile with a devastatingly pretty face, Kimberly knew she was more than a catch, she was the catch at Preston High. 

Even stuck inside for two weeks, getting (in her eyes) flabbier and paler than what would ever be acceptable, she was still undeniably beautiful.

There was a strange, strawberry-type smell that permeated every bit of air in the school she seemed to breathe in, and she couldn’t for the life of her place the source. 

She quickly ran into Rosie and Gwen, her two best friends, leaning against a water fountain and talking in low tones.

Their phone calls had been strangely sparse during her sickness, and they had never visited, but she was willing to forgive all in order to get back at Candice McMichael, the bitch who had been plotting against Kimberly ever since she fell ill. Kimberly hoped her dear friends they would have a few ideas on the matter.

“Hi guys!” Kimberly said cheerfully. “What’s going on?” 

Rosie and Gwen exchanged frightened looks, and ran off without so much as a word.

Kimberly struggled not to cry. She knew exactly what was happening, of course. Rosie and Gwen's reaction to her just confirmed her worst fears.

One kiss, one kiss from that awful awful Teddy Smith and she got mono and was out of school for two weeks. And it wasn’t as if she had been given a choice in the matter—he guaranteed he’d break up with her if she didn’t agree to the kiss, saying that she shouldn't be such a prude. 

No girl in her social position could afford to be broken up with. It wasn’t like she wanted to break up with Teddy, either, a hot baseball player at her side that, for the most part, did what he was told and made her look good by association. 

That’s what it was all about; being the “It” girl at her school like Kimberly knew she was and looking nothing but good in front of others. Kimberly was eighteen and a senior in high school; this was supposed to be her shining moment in life, being completely on top for once. Things had been going so well, too.

Even though she had been the prettiest girl at school for the last two years, seniority and the jealousy of catty older girls always held her back. But this year, finally, she had risen to her place in the spotlight.

Two weeks out of school would be a prized gift for most teenagers, but for her, it was pure hell as she watched her hard-fought-for social standing crumble around her feet. She couldn’t even go to work at the local pool like normal, where boys from other schools could see her incredible body in her tight bikinis and see what they were missing out on. 

Just from one stupid kiss.

It wasn’t that Kimberly didn’t want to have sex someday, she was sure she’d enjoy it, or at least tolerate it. But, it was far too easy for her to tease its presence and then take it away to get what she wanted. 

As things stood, that kiss with Teddy was about as sexual as she had gotten. It hadn’t even been that wet, lasting less than ten seconds before she had to pull away because of Teddy’s hands searching up her shirt. Kimberly wasn’t about to allow him second base when she was barely willing to let him get on first.

And it was all Candice McMichael’s fault. Blonde, busty, and snotty, Candice had been trying to take Kimberly's spot as top girl at Preston High since their senior semester had started, and now she had her chance. While Kimberly had been bedridden, Teddy dumped her (over the phone!) for that tramp Candice. 

Kimberly's attempt to make class president (a popularity contest, really, which Kimberly knew she would have won) was blown when she couldn’t attend the mandatory debates, leaving Candice to run unopposed. And she couldn’t get nominated for Homecoming Queen while she was on the shelf either, as her name wouldn’t even be on the ballot due to some obscure rule that (of course) Candice had brought to the attention of the Vice Principal. 

Kimberly had dreamt of being named Homecoming Queen for years—of having a crown and being the most idolized girl in the school—ever since she was a Freshman, and now thanks to Teddy Smith and his stupid, yucky kiss she wouldn’t even get the chance. 

For an extra toss of dirt on her social grave, since she wouldn’t be able to do any athletics for at least two months because of the mono, Candice, of course, petitioned to have Kimberly kicked off the cheerleading squad and won everyone over unanimously, relaying the whole ordeal in a faux-sad voice (over the phone!). 

There was no doubt in Kimberly’s mind, she loathed Candice McMichael. 

Kimberly seethed in quiet rage for two weeks on her bed while her stepmother Veronica tried to nurse her back to health in between overtime shifts at her real estate office. It was hard for her to make time for her daughter and be the family’s sole breadwinner, with Daddy gone, but that’s how it was. 

Kimberly loved her stepmother, but was annoyed with Veronica's opinion that Kimberly was too popular for her own good. Having lots of friends was all well and good, she would remind her stepdaughter often, but Veronica Amora did not raise a girl to be so bereft in her studies. 

Kimberly’s eyes became very practiced and accomplished rollers. She knew studying was unnecessary when she could just convince some lonely nerd to let her cheat off of him with a bit of sweet-talking, and she was sure every nerd at school fantasized about her constantly.

After Rosie and Gwen bailed on her, she went out of her way to say hello to other friends—Josie, Nadine, Kelly, even Karolina who went with her to kindergarten—all these efforts ended the same. They would run away; they would have nothing to do at all with Kimberly. 

The senior class Assistant Principal, Mr. Walters, an oldish man with a graying crew-cut, stopped Kimberly in the hallway.

“Pull those pants up, young lady, this isn’t a cabaret.”

She didn’t comply right away, watching Karolina run off down the hall. Mr. Walters pulled out a detention slip in a comfortable, easy motion and handed it to her. 

“I suppose you thought I was joking,” he said coldly. “Tomorrow at 5, or I’ll take your Saturday.” 

Kimberly felt like crying.

She walked into History class in first period and purposefully looked for an open seat in the back. Normally, she would sit in the front, on display, but having eyes on her right now might make it hard to keep her composure.

There was a tangible, youthful energy in the room. Everyone was eighteen and ready to get out of the school once and for all.

Candice was in the class with her, sitting in the front. As a tall, very pretty blonde, Candice never stopped having advantages given to her. She had a permanently annoyed look on her face that Kimberly found revolting. Some guys got off on it, though, in the same way they might be attracted to rich B-celebrity socialites. The two exchanged hateful looks before the bell rang. 

Then, Miss Phine walked in.

The teacher glided into the room; she was easily the most gorgeous woman Kimberly had seen in her entire life. 

Nothing about her would even dare speak of imperfection. The long, thick, blonde hair that went to her waist, the never-ending legs, the tan to die for, the breasts that had probably made men weep with joy, the angelic face that just inspired obedience, and all of this covered with a tight, white dress that couldn’t have looked anything else but gorgeous, with matching high-high platform heels. 

A slim, sparkly white collar wrapped around her neck, long hoop earrings dangled from her ears. Everyone in the class was caught dumbstruck with the presence of the gorgeous teacher. 

“Hi everybody!” she enthused. “Mr. Jenkins decided to retire just this weekend. I’m like, your new teacher, Gloria Phine! But you can just call me Glory,” she giggled. 

Kimberly giggled with her, why not? She was so pretty. The scent of strawberries poured off from her. So pleasant. So relaxing. So calming.

Candice had raised her hand. Glory looked at her a bit bemused, and said, “Yes?”

“My name is Candice McMichael, and, as Class President,” she said, looking very self-important, “I’d like to welcome you to our school on behalf of everyone here at Preston High.”

Glory giggled. “You’re the Class President?” Strangely, she cast a quick, deliberate look in Kimberly’s direction. “How quaint.” 

Candice didn’t seem to be fazed at all. “Also, I wanted to make sure you were well-informed about the state of affairs at the school, because there’s been an awful rash of horrible sickness going around, and someone who’s still highly contagious has come back to school today.” 

She looked meaningfully at Kimberly. Kimberly wanted to protest—she wasn't contagious! But that strawberry scent was so, so nice . . . 

“I’m sure I’ll be fine,” Glory said coolly. 

The incredibly built teacher looked around the class a bit before walking up and down the aisles, touching everyone, smiling, letting them all try to take her presence in. 

It wasn’t likely anyone would succeed; Kimberly didn’t think a black hole would be able to take in Glory’s presence. 

Obvious though it was that the nuclear hot blonde was just letting all the seniors get a good look at her phenomenal body, Kimberly strangely didn’t think it was odd at all. That sweet smell of strawberries and sex filled the air, and the eighteen year old mused that if she had a body like Glory’s, she’d show it off as much as possible too. 

Glory lingered in front of Kimberly for a long time, giving her several seconds to stare unabashedly at her heavy chest. The teacher raised up her soft fingers to stroke Kimberly’s face knowingly. 

Kimberly felt her heart racing. Glory's eyes were so, so very blue. Oceans of beauty. She felt her stomach tumbling in circles, staring at this beautiful creature who was doing nothing but licking perfect lips and staring right back.

After several more seconds, Glory giggled and turned back to the front of the class. Everyone shot Kimberly jealous looks, especially Candice, which made her smile even wider. 

“History,” Glory said, “the way you’ve been being taught it, anyway, is totally boring.” 

She picked up the textbook on the desk beside her and tossed it casually towards the trashcan. When it missed, she giggled cheerily, and bent over at the waist, flashing her tanned ass-cheeks and bright white thong to the class. 

For some reason, it took her well over a minute, bending over like that to maneuver the book into the trash. Nobody complained. 

“Reading is like,” she giggled, “for losers with too much time on their hands. You’re young! You should be out and about, having fun, making hot, sweet love to your favorite guy or gal. There’s nothing better than a young, hot babe wrapping her legs around her boyfriend’s waist, kissing him like there’s no tomorrow, letting him drill her over and over and over again until she can’t even walk.” 

She giggled. Each little syllable of the giggle unlocked even more hypnotic bounces of her perfect tits. Kimberly sighed adoringly, as did many others. 

“Being young is the best time to have sex, because it’s the time when all of us look our hottest! A girl can serve a man for way longer loads of time if she starts young, and that's totally the point of having hot great sex. Sex feels terrific because it's terrific to give a man lots of hot, wonderful orgasms and probably the girl some too, if she's really lucky. When a girl is all high on hot, yummy cums, she gets all dependent like she belongs. Dependent on a big, strong man.”

No one dared object. Kimberly knew why, of course. No one wanted to disagree with such overwhelming beauty. Besides, she was right, wasn’t she? The purpose of sex was to feel great, because it was great to orgasm, to belong to a man . . . her mind drifted. 

Kimberly was becoming too lust-drunk to notice, but every girl in the class had that same, wishy-dreamy look on their faces as she did. Every guy was sizing up the girls next to him, undressing them with his eyes. 

Some looked at Kimberly, but still perhaps afraid because of Candice’s lies, not for long. She wanted to frown, but it was hard to do when Glory was so fucking beautiful.

“People have been having sex since like, the start of time! All of history has been made because people loved long, hot, and hard. It’s why we’re here now. That’s why, today, you get to make your own history!” Glory said excitedly. “Everybody pair up!” 

Everyone got out of their seats and stood up – several of the boys had obvious hard-ons.

“Oh, not you, Candice,” Glory said, gesturing for the blond to sit back down. “As Class President, it’s your duty to take notes.” She smiled viciously. “Sorry, but that’s the price of responsibility.” 

Candice, looking crushed, sat back down and took out a pen and a piece of paper. Kimberly cheered inside, but still pouted at the fact that no one seemed to want to pair up with her.

There weren’t an equal number of boys and girls in the class, so several girls had to pair up with each other, until Glory stopped them, and split them up to provide an extra partner for several boys. 

If girls were going to please each other, she explained, it only made sense that they did it in front of a boy. That was the whole point, wasn’t it? 

They all agreed. 

Kimberly remained in the back. Everyone she approached suddenly found a new spot to stand when she even motioned towards them. 

It was so, so unfair. She felt like she was going to cry.

“Now,” Glory said, leaning back against the desk at the front of the class, “Everyone try kissing your partner. Experiment. Branch out. Kiss, kiss, kiss, let your bodies feel the bliss.” She giggled. Laughs from the class trickled out after her giggles like smoke from a locomotive. 

“The further you go, meaning, the more you . . . explore, the more you’ll learn, and the longer your own chapters will be in today’s sexy history. You wouldn’t disappoint me, would you, my darlings?” She asked.

Everyone assured her they would do their best. Everyone but Kimberly. 

Glory pointed at her, and crooked her finger, beckoning her to approach. 

“You, come with me to my office. I’d like to chat with you for a bit.”

No one but Kimberly noticed the command, they were all too busy exploring the bodies of their partners. Senior boys and girls were kissing each other madly, all the eighteen year-olds losing themselves in the touch of their fellow students. One Hispanic girl stood up on a desk, pressing her enormous breasts in the face of a young basketball player while a gorgeous black girl dutifully kissed his neck.

Glory strutted back into the office, and Kimberly followed her a bit uneasily. What was going on, really? Were people just . . . kissing? 

That was totally hot and cool, but, weird too, right?

That feeling of unease, however, went away almost immediately, the hot strawberry scent even stronger inside the office. It suddenly didn’t bother her at all that she knew for a fact that only well-established teachers had their own offices, and Glory had one already after only working for not even a day. 

She felt giddy. Glory sat on her desk, crossing those long, traffic-stopping legs, looking at Kimberly affectionately.

“I wanted to make it a point to get to know the prettiest girl in school,” she said.

Kimberly looked aside, her eyes on the shelves behind Glory’s desk. Most teachers had books, statues, even awards; Glory had several issues of Cosmo and other fashion magazines, and a healthy selection of the raunchier sort of magazine with scantily clad women on the cover. 

There were also rows and rows of shoes, slippers, heels, boots, and also lots of...were those collars?

Kimberly crossed her arms, skulking. “Why don’t you talk to Candice, then?”  

Glory hopped off the desk, tits bouncing, and moved straight to her, hands suddenly on the teen’s shoulders. They were incredibly soft and warm, they felt like someone was caressing her skin with a fresh pair of silk panties straight out of the dryer. Kimberly relaxed immediately. 

“That cow?” Glory rolled her eyes. “I said I wanted to talk to the prettiest girl in school, Kimberly.”

Kimberly smiled immediately, not wondering for too long how Glory knew her name. She had read the class roll, that was all. Her name had gotten around, she was the prettiest girl in school. 

Then she sighed. 

“What’s the use of being the pretty if I can’t go out with boys?” she asked. “I hate mono.” 

Glory “awwed” sympathetically, and pulled her in for a warm embrace. Her scent, that smell of lust and fruit, was making Kimberly’s head spin. Glory’s huge chest pressed against her own, and the teen was very much aware of how turned on she was getting. 

Her pussy had never felt like this before, except sometimes when she was dreaming. Hot. Alive. Crawling with the need to take something, someone, inside of it.

Her face fell on Glory’s bare shoulder, not for need of comfort, but rather out of a need to feel that silky soft skin against her own. The heat she felt there was staggering. It became hard to stand up all the way. 

Glory held her tighter, though, running a hand through her hair. The teen felt her pussy twitch happily. She felt so good, so calm, so relaxed. 

She had never felt this good in her life, and it was only getting better. She felt drunk, high, drunk and high and completely gone. It didn’t matter what she did while she felt this good, it was excusable, it was allowable when all she was doing was playing to how good she felt. 

It was so hard to think . . . but what was there to think about? Glory was the only one in the room, that’s all that she needed to think about. Soft, sexy, sensual, sensational Glory. No thinking, no worrying, just hot, sexy fun for Glory and her. Glory was in drive, in control, taking the reigns, and that was just great. 

It took Kimberly several minutes of being held so incredibly close to Glory’s glory to register that this was all being whispered in her ear, though she took it in as inescapable gospel. Kimberly finally realized it when she felt with a flutter of excitement in her belly Glory’s lips on her ear. 

“S-shouldn’t . . . kiss . . . ” She whispered dumbly. “You’ll get sick.”

Glory giggled, releasing the embrace. Kimberly giggled too, not knowing why. It was just fun to laugh when Glory did. “Oh, you silly. I’m immune.”

“You had it before?”

Glory shook her head, her hair swaying sexily. “Oh no, I’m immune to all sickness. That’s part of being a perfect super-hot mega babe, after all.” 

She giggled again, with Kimberly echoing her once again.

“I don’t understand.”

Glory smiled. “Of course you don’t, gumdrop. You’re already well on your way to being a perfectly super-hot mega babe.” 

Kimberly beamed at the obvious compliment. 

“And thinking isn’t a mega babe’s strong suit, is it?”

Kimberly giggled. “Guess not,” she admitted. 

School, academically speaking, had always been rather hard for her. 

“See? I mean, sure, we can be pretty clever when we want to be . . . but only about the important things.”

“Like what?”

“Like being hot, and beautiful, and having fun, and looking sexy, and getting to fuck, duh.”

Kimberly giggled. Duh.

“We can be as clever as we want when we want something.” Glory giggled. “But, of course, when we’re around our man, there’s nothing we need to do except be pretty and silly and his. There’s nothing more important to you than being pretty, is there?”

Kimberly shook her head, realizing suddenly how right Glory was. “Being pretty . . . ” 

She started tentatively, and then looked into Glory’s encouraging, bright blue eyes and went on more confidently.

“ . . . being pretty means I’m popular and guys like me, and everyone listens to me and does things for me. I love being pretty.”

She said it almost with a bit of surprise. She had always loved being better-looking than everyone, but didn’t want to sound snobby. But around Glory, it was so easy to tell the truth. 

“I know you do. Society tells us we should cover up beauty, act modest, polite. But you and I both know that being hot means we’re what girls ought to be. Guys want us more than other girls. Girls want to be us. Why would they want to be us if we weren’t the shining examples of everything that’s right about females? You should revel in your hotness, Kimberly.” 

Her hand caressed Kimberly’s face, and the teen felt her heart skip a beat. 

“Say it again,” Glory instructed. “Say you love being pretty.”

“I love being pretty,” she said, “but . . .” she looked longingly at Glory’s ninety-nine out of a one-to-ten scale body, “ . . . you totally blow me away. I wish I was as hot as you.”

Glory’s eyes sparkled, as if she had been waiting for her to say this, as if she had been leading her down this path for their entire conversation. 

“What if you could be?”

Kimberly looked puzzled. “Like surgery?”

Glory giggled, and pressed one of Kimberly’s hands to her jiggling tits. Impossibly, they felt even better than they looked. Kimberly’s already steaming hot pussy moistened noticeably. She was sure she felt little fun droplets start to run down her thighs.

“Those feel fake?” she asked.

Kimberly shook her head. They felt like heaven in flesh form.

“I’m offering you a chance to be more beautiful than you ever imagined. Sexier than every other girl in town, in the state, even. No more sickness. No more thinking ‘bout stuff you don’t like and don’t care about. All you’d have to do,” she drew herself away from Kimberly’s hands and grabbed a blue, satin collar from a pile of many on her shelf, “is wear this collar.” 

It dangled precariously off of one, slim finger.

“That’s it?” Kimberly asked, confused.

Glory nodded happily. “Mmmhmm!”

“But . . . that seems sort of . . . weird. Like, kinky. I thought I read that like, slaves wear collars, and stuff? I don’t think . . .”

The dazzling blonde was quickly back in front of Kimberly. She wrapped her loving arms around Kimberly's neck, one hand stroking the teen's gorgeous hair, her huge tits crushed hotly against Kimberly’s. Glory was becoming Kimberly's whole world. 

Her face, those lips, those beautiful, kissable sexy-yum lips right in front of Kimberly’s own quivering pair.

“Sunshine,” Glory cooed, “we’ve been over this. You’re a babe, and babes can’t think for anything. So whatever you were thinking couldn’t be right, could it? Not when you want this collar so terribly bad. Don’t you just love the way mine looks?”

Kimberly did, she realized that now. Glory's collar looked so deliciously perfect, setting off the deep tanned muscles of her neck. It was so sexy, wearing a collar. Glory’s own personal neck-decoration, so much more frivolous than a necklace. She nodded. 

“Then you won’t mind if I put this on you?”

Lost in Glory’s bright-blue eyes, Kimberly shook her head, barely aware of what she was agreeing to.

“Good girl,” Glory said.

She brought her lips forward, kissing Kimberly hotly, their tongues tangoing while her hands snapped the collar around the teen’s neck. 

Hot, unceasing pulses exploded out from Kimberly's pussy and ran laps around her body. Orgasm, she knew instantly. This was an orgasm. Her hot young teen pussy throbbing and leaking hot juices down her amazing legs, all the strength collapsing out of her body in such a sweet, beautiful rush. 

This was an orgasm, oh god.

She needed more. So many more. 

Somehow she was on the ground. She didn't care. Glory was ripping off Kimberly's clothes. That was awesome. It was all so wonderful. 

Her panties came off, and Glory's amazing blond head slid down between her legs. 

Instantly, there was another round of blissful explosions in her body.  She lost control of her legs, wrapping and re-wrapping unceasingly around Glory's perfect body. 

Kimberly had no idea how anything could feel so wet, so hot, so good.

And Glory. Kept. Licking!

Kimberly's unbridled screams quickly transitioned into soft, eager, brainless moans as orgasm after orgasm rollicked through her body. She lost count after ten. 

* * * * *
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WHEN THEY WERE FINISHED, Glory dressed the dazed, half-conscious Kimberly, leaving her bra on the carpet and slipping a pair of red, four-inch heeled platform sandals on her feet. Kimberly felt only a few seconds away from another orgasm, even a little bit of pressure on her pussy could set her off again, she knew. 

She giggled helplessly about that fact, and Glory giggled with her, taking her arm in hers and walking with her through the crowded high school hallway, every student and teacher eye on the new lovers, and they kept giggling until they reached Glory’s expensive-looking bright-pink convertible sports car. 

Kimberly didn’t know why she was laughing so much, but it was just so much fun to do so, and so close to Glory, being pressed against her body, feeling so, so good nonstop, she saw no reason to quit. 

Her new shoes felt so wonderfully comfortable on her feet, she felt like she was walking on pillows. Sexy, fun pillows that gave a little jolt to her pussy every time her feet came down on the ground.

When she sat down in the car, she finally felt she should say something. “Um, are we like, skipping school?”

Glory smiled. “Of course! Hot babes like you and me get to do whatever they want during the day, and I,” she leaned in for a quick, wet kiss to the teen's cheek, making Kimberly’s heart jump, “want to spend the day with you at my place. I’ve got some great clothes for you to look at. Sound fun?”

Kimberly was positively beaming. “Totally!”

Her eyes fell to Glory’s legs, very much exposed now that her dress had slid back on the cool leather seats of her car. They were like beautiful, tanned roadways leading to the jackpot, the Mecca, the gloryland. 

Kimberly giggled, and was still so dazed that she did not even know it was Glory saying these things to her, barely felt her hand gently nudging the back of her head down to her pussy. 

Kimberly found her face between Glory's legs, in front of the amazing arrangement of completely bare pussy that Glory boasted. The teen licked obediently, and moaned as she heard Glory moan. The car swerved wildly. Kimberly didn't care. Everything was wonderful.

She marveled a bit at how good she was already, when this was her absolute first time at licking hot babe pussy. Her lust-ridden mind supposed it was because she was a babe, and babes were good at all kinds of sex, and she had always been a babe and that was why . . . was why . . . she had always been so good at licking pussies. Glory had been complementing her for years on it. 

Yes. She had known Glory for years and years now. Glory was her best friend. Kimberly knew this. 

She had always known this. She adored Glory, and always took her advice. That made perfect sense.

Glory’s long hair whipped in the wind behind her as she sped back to the house. It was just long enough for Kimberly to make Glory cum once, the car speeding almost into the opposite lane's shoulder amid a din of blaring horns as the magnificent blonde bucked her knees into the steering wheel.

It took a moment for Glory to straighten out the car. Kimberly sighed happily, knowing she made her good friend cum, and curled her beautiful head into Glory's lap.

Kimberly gasped at the size of the estate when they stepped out. It was huge; the Victorian-style mansion that had been built on the rich, rich side of town for some old millionaire who died before it was finished. Kimberly's stepmother, a real-estate agent, knew all about the place, and told Kimberly more than once. It was so expensive that no one felt they could buy it and make a profit off of it.

“Wow!” Kimberly said. “You can afford this?”

Glory giggled. “Well, I could once the realtor agreed to give it to me for free.”

Kimberly was agog. “How’d you do that?”

Glory smiled at her, stroking a cheek affectionately. “How do you think, silly?”

Kimberly blushed. “You can . . . just make a man do that?”

“Well, it was a girl, but whatever.” She laughed. “You could do it too, hottie. You just have to ask them right.” 

Kimberly wanted to know more, but Glory silenced her with a kiss and took her inside. Glory took her on a tour of the house, which was only long enough for Kimberly to notice that everything, from the floors to the lamps to the mirrors everywhere to the plush, deep carpet that was in every room, was immaculately clean. 

The kitchen and the main hallway had marble flooring—everything else was layered in thick, incredibly soft carpet. Like someone had planned on a person being on the floor quite often. The walls were decorated with all manner of art, usually something depicting the beauty of the female form—paintings of naked, busty women barely covering themselves, or modern-deco stylings of lips and hips and so forth. 

The ceilings in every room were immense, and there were over three stories to the entire place, which wasn't even mentioning the four guest houses and the thousand acres of gardens, fountains, and paths. Someone living here would have to plan on having lots and lots of people with them, otherwise it would just be a waste.

The tour would have been longer, but Glory brought her into a bedroom.

“This could be like, your room,” said Glory. “For a while, anyway. The bed's never been used before.”

Kimberly licked her lips. “Glory,” she purred. “Baby. Do you think like, we could break it in?”

She wrapped her arms around Glory's neck. Glory's hair was so thick, so blond. So soft and wonderful.

“Please?” Kimberly asked. “I really want to make you cum again.”

Glory pulled away. “I'm sorry, sweetie, really. But we're under orders. My man wants us to get all dolled up, kay? So let's go be gorgeous.”

Kimberly nodded obediently. What men said to do was important. Especially Glory's man. She was so hot, so any guy that had her must have been really special.

She giggled, and then giggled again because she had been doing that so much lately. A mark of an empty mind, she decided. 

Babes like her got to giggle a lot, it was how men knew that the only thing in their heads were yummy images of cocks and how best to kneel down. Glory strutted off to her own room to get re-dressed and ready for the night out.

Hanging on the door to the closet, Kimberly's own outfit was already ready to go. That was like, so cool that Glory was already prepped to go. there was a bright blue mini-dress. Kimberly put it on eagerly, finding it fit her perfectly, the neckline practically a navel-line, showing her delectably tanned tits wonderfully, and the hem was high enough to show off a lot of uncovered skin before her matching stockings took over. 

Kimberly looked in the nearby mirror, and smiled broadly at the reflection. Between her heels and her collar, she was looking mighty fine. Though she had been inside all day for two weeks, her skin was radiantly tan, like she had been sitting under a tanning booth for ages . . . how had that happened? Did she care?

Just as she began to consider it, Glory walked in, wearing a dress just like Kimberly’s, but gold in color.

“Come on babe,” Glory said, “let’s go out to a club.”

* * * * *
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THE SPOTLIGHT SHONE and Glory and Kimberly as soon as they stepped into Liquid, the hottest place in town, and did not leave them all night long. 

The two of them had been let right in by the doorman, his eyes as big as dinner plates as the two babes laughed at the hundred-plus people in line. 

“Eat it, losers,” Kimberly laughed at the line, blowing mock kisses. “Better than you!”

It was so much fucking fun, feeling like she was better than everyone else. Kimberly didn't think she could get enough of that feeling. 

Soon after walking in, they popped out to the dance floor, grinding into each other's hot bodies in tune with the hot beats. The DJ dedicated his next forty songs to them. 

After only about thirty seconds, a man approached them. He was like most of the men in the club—a young, business-looking types in nice suits and glasses.

“Buy you a drink?” one asked. “Any drink you like.”

A larger man pushed him aside, dressed in a big striped suit. “Don't mind that guy. I'll be buying you a drink. How's that?”

They accepted, and then of course turned down his offer to dance. They were there to dance with each other. It was a girl's night out.

And Kimberly couldn't help but feel, even though she was quickly acclimating to the idea that she was completely built for sex, and that she wanted to be with a guy, it couldn't just be any guy. It had to be  . . . someone special.

As the duo danced, their hot bodies slipping up and down each other, most of the eyes inside the club were focused on Glory at first, but more and more drifted to Kimberly as the night went on, as if she was growing hotter and sexier the more fun she was having, the more men she was turning on. 

She and Glory got free drinks all night long—in fact, neither of them even had to ask for one. Nobody seemed to care that it was a twenty-one and up club and Kimberly was only eighteen. 

Some men would come by and slap Kimberly's ass, and she would just giggle helplessly. They couldn't have her, but they could treat her like an object. That was really hot, to be objectified. 

They would probably all go home and jerk off to her instead of sleeping with their girlfriends or wives. It just felt so hot, to be recognized, to be known, that they wanted to hit her ass because she looked so fucking good.

After an hour, nobody else got on the dance floor. The men lost interest in all the other women—who weren't dressed nearly as provocatively or built so deliciously—and the women stewed in corners with jealousy. 

So, the two babes had the dance floor to themselves whenever they wanted to stop sipping at their little free drinkies to bump and grind. Nobody wanted to miss out on a chance to watch their magical, mesmerizing moves. 

Kimberly didn’t get tired once. Any time fatigue even hinted at showing its ugly face, Glory was there, her scent, touch, sight reinvigorating to the point of bliss. 

It was contagious, after a while; the women that had been brewing up envy ended up kissing and grinding on men to get their attention. The men, of course, reciprocated. It was just like class that morning, except hotter. Everybody knew how to touch each other in the club—there was no gentle  teenage probing. Fingers went inside of pants and up skirts, fast. 

Kimberly found herself slow-dancing to a thick latin beat in front of a pair of young women at the bar, an Asian and a redhead, who couldn't keep their hands out of each other's skirts. 

“I-I'm totally st-straight,” choked the Asian.

“M-me too.” said the redhead. “Fuck, look at her!”

As Kimberly danced in front of them, pulsing her hips forward and back, waving her thick hair this way and that, rubbing her tits with her soft hands, the young women stroked each other harder and faster, cumming quietly with open mouthed awe at the perfect teenager.

Once they came, Kimberly just kept dancing . . . and they kept fingering each other. Their beautiful faces torn, looking they both wanted her to never stop, and desperately needed her to quit so they could stop and take stock of their newly lesbian lifestyle.

Glory’s hot strawberry scent spread and multiplied, never dissipating, growing thicker and thicker like an invisible fog, compelling all inside it to touch, lick, suck.

She thought she was doing well, encouraging the young women like that. She didn’t give them a look or a touch that wasn’t accompanied by a giggle and a smile, in fact, the only time she wasn’t smiling was when her hands were openly rubbing against her hot, svelte young bod—then she wore her “hot” face, heavy eyelids, wet lips, looking like she wanted fucked on top of the bar. They had to know she was serious about fucking, that was important. 

Then she saw Glory surrounded by two big, dark-haired, hunky men, and three hot babes: one brunette and two raven-haired beauties that looked like sisters – though it was hard to tell with all the kissing they were doing at Glory’s behest. 

Kimberly, even knowing Glory for . . . five years, was it? Even with that, she was surprised. 

The blond bombshell was a walking orgy waiting to happen. After more kissing and holding, the brunettes being traded around the men like baseball cards, Glory slipped away from them, leaving each of her thralls necking on the floor. 

To each onlooker, Glory handed out a small, pink card. Kimberly wanted to know more, but the girls she had been dancing for pulled her into their laps. She giggled helplessly, kissing the Asian and then the redhead.

In between kisses, Kimberly continued to watch, absent-mindedly, as Glory approached a bald-headed man in an expensive suit, near the corner of the large club. 

He was all smiles, though those quickly turned to gasps of astonishment as Glory came closer, and closer, and finally pressed up against him. 

Kimberly watched as the man’s hands, guided by Glory, perused her vast collection of curves while the buxom blonde whispered into his ears. She saw the man shudder several times, nodding at each one, the stain on the crotch area of his expensive suit getting bigger and bigger each time. 

For several minutes, Kimberly turned her attention back to the couple who were taking turns squeezing her tits. Kimberly kissed one fondly, then the other. Then the other. Then the other. Had she done the Asian yet? Had she given the redhead plenty of tongue? No, wait, had the Asian had her pussy touched? Was the redhead flushed enough?

The two girls went to work on Kimberly's perfect tits and she rolled her head back. She looked for Glory in her daze of lust, and saw her with the same bald man. He signed some papers before Glory skipped away happily in her towering high-high heels handing the papers to a lovestruck bouncer and instructing him to put them in her car. 

Then the blonde strutted back over to Kimberly, near the bar.

Glory’s lips were soft and wet when they touched Kimberly’s ear. “Come on, babe, let’s go back to my place and celebrate.” 

Kimberly looked at her, first confused, then lust took over. “What do you mean?” 

She giggled. It was hard to figure things out, so hard when Glory was around. So unneeded. 

Kimberly already felt herself not caring about the answer, so long as she could keep looking at Glory.

“Oh, I’m the new owner of this place.” Glory tossed her hair back. “Cool, right?” 

Glory giggled, and kissed Kimberly passionately, her body pulsing with the excitement of the acquisition. Her amazing fingers slid deep inside Kimberly's cunt, right as she was sitting there on the laps of those two girls. 

Not even thirty minutes later, Kimberly was on her new bed, finally breaking it in with Glory, the redhead, and the Asian. The redhead and the Asian were between Kimberly's perfect legs, licking her pussy in turns. Glory, half-naked, was moaning into another long session of kisses between them, the Asian's fingers dancing inside of her pussy. Kimberly knew she deserved it.

Maybe being back in school wasn't so bad.
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Tuesday
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Kimberly looked wicked hot, and she knew it. Brown skin-tight leather boots with extra-long cigar-sized stiletto heels clicked as she walked merrily into Preston High. 

She strutted as well as she knew how, a scandalously short denim mini only just covering her lovely ass and a bright blue thong pulled up above the waist-line of the skirt, doing absolutely nothing to hide her long tanned legs. 

She had woken up, amid a tangle of hot, sweaty bodies, thinking that her legs were longer than they had been the day before, but that was impossible. 

She easily giggled the thought away. 

Her sleeveless blue mesh sweater only improved the view of her, her much larger-than-yesterday tits (or so she had thought, before again giggling such a silly idea to oblivion) bouncing in tune with the pop music coming out of the tiny mp3 player she had taken from the purse of Clarice, the redhead from the night before. A rather large leather belt dangled loosely around her waist, completely unnecessary, but Kimberly thought it looked cute. Her blue collar, of course, still adorned her neck. 

All of these clothes, Glory told her, were from a fabulous place called Female Designs. 

Earlier that morning, Glory had dropped Kimberly off at her house so that the beautiful teen could talk with her stepmother, but Veronica Amora wasn’t there. A rather angry note was, however, detailing how Kimberly should at the very least leave her cell phone on if she was going to be spending the night somewhere other than home, especially if she wanted to keep the cell phone. 

Kimberly wrote an apologetic note in response, not having wanted to worry her stepmother, as well as an apology present of a pair of sandals from Female Designs. Then, she got back into the car with Glory. Of course, she stopped to blow a kiss to her lovely reflection in the entryway mirror. Her thick dark brown hair went down to the middle of her back in sexy tresses and waves.

Glory walked beside her as they came into the school. The two held hands. 

The stunning blonde wore a hot pink minidress, with matching stockings and over-the-knee boots and a frilly pink collar around her neck. Her outfit was much racier than Kimberly’s, her tits an erotic display, her ass easily visible after a few steps in the six-inch heels of her boots built up enough wind to let the fabric be moved, but they were both confident she could get away with it. 

The style seemed to be catching on. The prettier girls all had on skirts and heels, and even the frumpier ones showed some cleavage for a change. Nearly everyone was staring at the two babes. Kimberly loved it.

Down the hall, Kimberly saw Natalya Varekova, the pretty, red-headed exchange student from somewhere in Eastern Europe.

Kimberly licked her lips. Her fun last night had given her a taste for redheads.

“Got to go, babe,” Kimberly said, and pulled Glory in for a kiss. They nearly stood at the same height now, each so leggy and tall.

Everyone around them stopped and gasped, like such a public display of affection was unheard of, especially between two girls. Kimberly rolled her eyes inwardly—as if they all hadn’t seen it a million times before like Kimberly knew they had. Glory pinched her ass-cheek when Kimberly started to walk away.

“See you in class!” She called after her.

Kimberly walked up to Natalya, and leaned against the locker next to hers.

“Hey lovely,” she said, giving her a smoky look.

“Vut do you vant?” Natalya asked her, her accent thick and delicious. 

She looked suspicious. Kimberly supposed the foreign girl had all the right in the world to be wary and weary of her. 

Pretty though Natalya was, Kimberly had made sure the redhead was ostracized from every community in the school, helming the campaign against her with whispered insults about her accent, and snide rumors of what passed for romance (usually ones involving animals) in her home country. 

Kimberly didn’t know what she had been thinking. Natalya’s accent was sexy, it made her sound like some sort of foreign secret agent. And her body, with that long, red hair, was phenomenal, though not, she thought happily, as good as her own. 

Natalya, dressed in tight blue-jeans and a plain blue t-shirt tight enough to let anyone know who looked that her breasts were quite large, looked sumptuous. Being pretty was the most important thing there was, Kimberly knew, but being surrounded by pretty girls was nearly just as important. 

“I just wanted to say I think it’s just awful how no one ever hangs out with you. You’re so pretty, and you seem like such a cool person.”

She reached out and rubbed her hand up and down Natalya’s bare forearm, looking at her with big, sympathetic green eyes. The red-headed girl withdrew at first, but Kimberly remained insistent. Soon, Natalya almost seemed to welcome the touch, though she did look confused.

“But you . . . you are the wun who started all those rumors about me . . . ”

Kimberly did her best to look hurt. “Oh no, sweetie, that wasn’t me at all! That was Candice. I don’t know what her problem is with you, but I was always trying to get her to drop it.”

“You . . . you vere?” 

Natalya looked at her questioningly, but there was also something else there in her dark blue eyes. An eagerness to believe, to be accepted.

Kimberly knew that not one soul hung out with Natalya. And now as she thought about it, she knew a cute girl in school with no friends was unheard of. Practically blasphemous. She knew that Natalya's life must be lonely and miserable—taking advantage of that desire for companionship, for attention, would be done easily. 

The bell starting the first class period had rung over a minute ago, and the hallway stood empty except for the two of them. 

Kimberly smiled at her, all reassurance. “Totally! Look at yourself, honey,” she beckoned, her hands sliding down to grab hold of Natalya’s. “You’re so hot. You deserve to be popular, to be liked, to be envied. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

Natalya’s eyes kept flickering up and down Kimberly’s body. The foreign beauty's hands soft and pliant as they were being massaged. She was breathing hard, taking in deeper and deeper amounts of air, as if the taste of Kimberly's scent was making her need more and more.

“That vould be . . . I think . . . rather nice, yes.”

Kimberly leaned in, turning her voice into a soft, hot, insistent whisper.

“You want them to be sorry for ignoring you, don’t you? You want them to want to be wanted by you, to ask for your approval, to fantasize about simply hanging out with you. You want that sort of popularity, don’t you?”

Natalya’s breaths were hard and ragged, her eyes lost in Kimberly’s. Her body seemed to lose strength, pushing up against the locker for support, even as she leaned in toward Kimberly. 

“Y-yes. Oh yes, Kim-bur-lee, I vunt that very much.”

Kimberly’s smile widened, marveling at how easy it was to subvert, to manipulate, to control. One of her hands dropped to Natalya’s crotch, rubbing her hand against the denim there. 

“I could give it to you, Natalya. I could make them want you. All you’d have to do is be at my side. To be my . . .” she licked her lips, “ . . . companion.”

The redhead looked unsure. “I . . . don’t know. I’m not, not that vay . . . ”

“I know you think I’m hot, sweetie.” 

She slipped a tiny hand inside Natalya's tight pants, feeling the incredibly moist-inside. 

“See? All wet, just for me. Wet, wet, wet for hottie hot hot Kimmie, aren’t you?”

Natalya moaned. With her accent, the sound was twice as delicious, covering all half-formed syllables in rich caramel.

Kimberly pressed her body against Natalya’s on the locker, their bosoms rubbing against each other in a celebration of teenage temptation. 

She used her other hand to unzip the redhead’s pants, giving her a bit of room, and let her hand slip down to Natalya’s sopping wet pussy. Then she started to move her hands back and forth on the sweet mound of her clit in a familiar motion, at the same time planting kisses on Natalya's neck. She had doing it for Glory for ages now. Her free hand went to one of Natalya’s stiffened nipples.

“Look at that,” the buxom brunette said, fingers moving, “nipples all big and erect, just for me. That’s so hot. Your nipples should be like that all the time, it’s sexy.” 

Kimberly’s own nipples proudly pressed against the mesh of her sweater. 

“Won’t you help me, Natalya? Help me and be popular. Be wanted. Be cool, forever.”

Natalya’s eyes rose to the ceiling, her feet twitching on the ground, pushing her harder against the locker behind her. She was moaning words in her native language, making Kimberly giggle.

“You . . . you smell like . . . delicious . . .”

“Is that a yes, sweetie?”

“Oh. O-oh, yes. Yes, yes, yes, ye-as!” Natalya’s voice rose higher and higher as Kimberly’s fingers worked faster and faster. 

Her orgasm wasn't far off. Kimberly knew her hotness inspired hot cums from everybody, boy or girl. 

Kimberly kissed Natalya full on the lips the instant she came, knowing when it would be instinctively. Their tongues swirled together, Natalya moaning in hot, unbridled need. 

Kimberly held her for a moment, letting the hot redheaded beauty rest. But then she slid her fingers out of Natalya's pants, licking them clean. 

Kimberly stepped back, and Natalya slumped to the ground, looking dazed. Kimberly bent over and removed her sneakers and socks. 

“Looks like you need some new shoes, sweetheart,” she said, dumping them into the trash. “Go see Miss Phine in Room 141 for a new pair.”

Kimberly sauntered off, feeling great. 

She almost made it to Glory’s classroom when Mr. Walters, the AP, stopped her. 

“Where do you think you’re going, dressed like that, young lady?” His face was red. “And why are you out of class?”

Kimberly sighed, looking down at the ground, acting disappointed. “Are you saying you don’t like it, sir?” 

She stepped towards him, getting close, letting him smell her. 

“When you complained about the way I was dressed yesterday, I made sure that today I would look extra-pretty.” She stood right in front of him, and so she shoved her tits upwards, into his face. “But if-if you’re just going to be mean . . . ”

And Kimberly, quite suddenly, surprising even herself a bit with how easy it came, started to cry. Mr. Walters looked taken aback for a moment, before reaching an arm out to Kimberly’s shoulders. 

She took it one step further, moving into his arms and skillfully wrapping them around her back, before encircling her own around him. She put her head on his shoulder, her hot, sweet breath hitting his neck while she wailed, tits pressed against his chest, one leg rubbing insistently against his. 

“Please,” she said softly, in between sobs, “hold me tighter?”

He did. His bulge was felt easily against her thigh. She fought the urge to giggle, failed, and let it turn into a weird-sounding sob.

“You’re not going to send me home, are you?” 

It only partially sounded like an order. 

“No, of course not, Miss Amora, wouldn’t . . .” 

She guided one hand to rest just on the tip of her ass. He gulped. 

“Wouldn’t dream of it, not at all.”

“So I don’t have to change?” Her voice sounded hopeful.

“Ch-change? No, not . . . not today.”

She let go of him for a second, gave him an adoring look, and then hugged him even tighter than before, bending him over to crash his face into her heavy breasts. He managed to struggle for only a minute, but his gut-reaction was to tighten up, which caused his hand to firmly grasp Kimberly’s taut ass. His body slackened, but his grip did not.

“You’ll forget all about that silly detention later this afternoon, won’t you?”

He nodded eager approval. She giggled, her tits waltzing against his face.

“That’s a good boy,” she cooed. “Run along now.”

Kimberly pushed him away. For a moment, she just marveled at herself. She was certain he was married. And in less than a minute, she had turned him into a disciplining authority into a sex-starved little boy, desperate for her gorgeous approval.

This besides the fact that she had completely realigned Natalya's sexuality, and gotten away with fingering a hot babe in the middle of the hallway.

“I. am so. HOT,” she proclaimed loudly.

* * * * *
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SHE STRODE INTO FIRST period, more than thirty minutes late. 

Glory didn’t seem to mind, continuing the kissing exercises from the day before, this time with a more hands-on approach. She was bending over on top of a desk, exchanging deep, soulful kisses with three boys that Kimberly knew had girlfriends. 

Everyone else in the class was similarly occupied, except, of course, for Candice, who again, was sitting in the corner taking notes. She looked furiously turned-on, but her hands would not slip down to her pussy, wringing above her skirt, as if she had been forbidden to touch herself. Glory and Kimberly had discussed that very order this morning.

Kimberly giggled, looking at Candice, and thought of joining the exercises, but went instead to Glory’s office to play with herself. The last half-hour had left her furiously turned on. 

Just like a silly babe, she had forgotten her standing order to Natalya to go to Glory’s office to pick up a new pair of shoes. She saw the redhead there, who had apparently slipped around Kimberly while she was busy with Mr. Walters, trying on different pairs of shoes with one hand down her pants.

Kimberly snuck up behind Natalya and slipped her hands around the amazing waist the redhead boasted, and then effortlessly slipping her jeans down. 

“Vut . . . oh,” Natalya said softly, before her panties came down as well. 

Kimberly pushed Natalya all the way to the ground and then kicked off her own bright thong. She stopped for a moment and readjusted Natalya's bright red high heels, making sure they were strapped on even though the rest of her legs were naked. It was important to wear those shoes, Kimberly knew somehow. They were too cute, matching her hair the way they did, to take off just for a yummy pussy-lick.

Natalya's hot little breaths pushed on her pussy as she sat down on the redhead's face. For a moment, Natalya seemed frozen. 

Then Kimberly slid her own tongue onto Natalya's moist slit. When Natalya moaned, Kimberly pressed her snatch down even more, letting the teen feel how sweet it was down there. 

Natalya licked tenderly, her tongue dabbing up and down. Then her moans intensified. As Kimberly licked, she felt Natalya's clit vibrate with sudden, unstoppable need. Giggling, Kimberly stopped licking just for a moment, watching the redhead's pussy twitch. 

After a few seconds, Natalya moaned in orgasm, cumming hard just from licking Kimberly's magical clit.

Kimberly sank back down to her little loveslave's pussy, kissing it tenderly, licking it even as it shuddered.

It wasn't long before Natalya came again, and again, and again, just as Kimberly had the day before.

* * * * * 
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THE TWO OF THEM GOT to know each other extremely well during the course of first period, thoroughly making a mess in Glory’s office. Kimberly left Natalya with instructions to dress up however she liked, so long as it was super hot. Looking good for whatever men were walking by was important.

Kimberly’s second period was math. On Tuesdays, Mr. Falk normally had them work on worksheets for the whole period. So, it was normally boring, but she made up a fun game to make the period interesting, her overpoweringly sexy scent helping out a great deal. 

As she sat in her desk, her lovely legs crossed with her heels dangling effortlessly, she flaunted her tits and smile for every student she saw.

She started with Sean Hewes, an eighteen year-old chess club nerd who had told her just a year ago that he went to bed every night dreaming of her. He was so skinny, and his hair was thick with pomade or something, and it was hard smelling whatever was on his breath. 

So, at the time, she had told him he was totally gross. While that was still technically true, it didn't mean he didn't deserve a little fun.

Feeling somewhat daring, she whispered out his name and made sure he was looking at her.

With one heavy-lidded, long eyelashed wink, she sprouted a boner in his thin jeans. His entire face started flushing. Then she smiled at him flirtatiously, winking again. He smiled back, his hands dropping to his bulge. He didn't even seem to care that she could see him touch it. She tossed back her perfectly positioned hair and licked her lips slowly, staring at him then with open-faced need. 

Instantly, the boner he sprouted lay seeds of his own. He shook in his chair, looking at her without blinking, stamping his feet.

She winked at him once more and then slowly crossed her long, tanned legs, flashing her panties. His face even more red, now; he was blooming again. 

She did this all morning long with different students, her own erotic arithmetic. The teacher was the fifth one to go down, spasming behind his desk, his papers shifting everywhere. 

It was only with twenty minutes left in the period that she discovered it worked just as well on most of the girls. Just the same, she still made ten of them cum, white-knuckles gripping their desks while they mewed softly, before bouncing gaily out of the door when the bell rang, leaving the classroom with lust-tinted windows and the class itself dazed and fuck-hungry. 

* * * * *
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KIMBERLY HAD THE SAME lunch as Teddy Smith, and was determined to make the most of it. Sitting across from him was his constant best friend, Joey Baker. 

Joey was eighteen, somewhat short and just okay-looking. Truth-be-told, he was a little beneath Kimberly’s standards, but . . . wait, standards? She giggled to herself. What standards? The only standard she had was getting whatever she wanted, using her looks or her words or her clothes however she needed to.

How silly of her to think otherwise. She giggled again. That was why, during the first week of school last semester, she had changed in the football player's locker room before cheerleading practice, to let them all know just how completely gorgeous she was.

But Teddy broke up with her, he didn’t want to adore her anymore. She’d have to fix that. 

It wouldn’t do to look as perfectly sexily incredible as she did and still have guys out there who didn’t want to nail her. 

The cafeteria had thirty pristine white tables on three levels, each table with about six hard plastic seats screwed in as part of the table. Teddy and Joey sat with Candice at the far end of the cafeteria, opposite the kitchen and nowhere near where the Principal and teachers sat, overlooking the students as they ate.

Kimberly zeroed in Teddy's table, strutting there haughtily, ignoring the several dozen trays of spilled food that followed her. It was totally fun that all those guys couldn't keep a grip on anything while she was around. 

Both Joey and Teddy were openly staring at Candice, who was slid up close to Teddy.  

Kimberly slid on to the open seat next to Joey, wrapping one long, tanned leg around his, graceful arms locking around his neck. She gazed at him adoringly, and, mouth open, he gazed right back, stunned into silence at the hottie that was purring his name in between landing soft kisses on his lips. 

“Uh, Kimberly?” came the confused sound of Candice’s voice.

Kimberly sent her a disdainful look, the open disgust on her face usually reserved for looking at dead animals.

“Oh.”

She sniffed, turning her nose up in the air, which in turn brought her tits higher into Joey’s face. He didn’t complain. 

“Didn’t even notice you there, Candice,” she simpered with mock sweetness. “Joey must have distracted me . . . ” she ran a finger across his chin, guiding him forward for a needy, wet kiss that lasted for several seconds. 

“He’s so hot,” Kimberly purred, putting a little needy whine in her voice.

The gorgeous brunette winked at Teddy, who suddenly had to cough and adjust his pant leg.

Kimberly noticed with pleasure that Candice was covering a small breakout of acne with far, far too much make-up. Kimberly's own skin shined, flawless as the surface of a diamond. 

“You know how it is,” Kimberly laughed, staring in to Joey’s eyes, “Some guys you just can’t take your hands off of.” 

With that, she climbed into Joey’s lap, straddling him completely, thrusting her entire body upon him. He had gone completely limp from surprise and pleasure, murmuring in helpless appreciation.

“Oh, gross,” Candice said, though less than half-heartedly. “Come on, Teddy, let’s go.”

But Teddy wasn’t listening. His hands were gripped on the table in front of him, white-knuckle tight just like the students in math class, his hips gyrating in tune with Kimberly’s as she ground her body on Joey’s lap. 

Her round, tight ass was naked except for her tiny blue thong, easily visible under the tight hem of her skirt. She pressed her overflowing tits into Joey’s face, muffling his moans of mammary-inspired majesty, and looked back at Teddy, winking again and licking her lips hungrily. The effect, just as in class, was instantaneous, and had Teddy bucking uncontrollably in his seat. 

Candice's protestations had stopped. She didn't even seem to notice that Teddy had cum in his pants right next to her, as if she, too, was hypnotized by Kimberly’s display. 

Joey wasn't far behind Teddy. The dry-hump of Kimberly’s magnificent ass was too much to take in conjunction with her loving breasts against his face. Kimberly felt his release spray against his pants, soaking them entirely, hot and pungent. 

Giggling, she slid off of Joey, glad that she had given Teddy something proper to think about. There was no way he would ever do anything with Candice again without thinking of how much he wanted to fuck Kimberly.

As she stepped away from the table, she noticed that she had had built quite the crowd. Male and female, mostly students. There were a few teachers as well, no one she knew, but they had no reprimand for her. She imagined they had first wanted to stop the commotion . . . and then they saw the epic show that she had put on.

A gaggle of female admirers followed her as she went to the bathroom to freshen up, complementing her at every turn.

“Love those shoes, where did you—”

“—buy that skirt? It looks so great with your legs, and your body, and your—”

“—hair! Wow! How do you make it shine like that? It’s so—”

“And you’re so busty, I love that you’re not afraid to show off, like, like—”

“—an angel, stepped down from Heaven. God you’re gorgeous.”

Kimberly smiled appreciatively at all of them, soaking up the praise, knowing she absolutely deserved it. She was an angel. 

“Stay here, girls,” she said at the door to the bathroom. “I prefer my privacy.”

There was no one inside. Kimberly took her time, stretching, letting her delicious, lovely scent fill the small space. When she came out of the bathroom, having fixed her hair and clothes, Natalya was there, telling the teen worshipers about how fantastic Kimberly was.

“ . . . just a perfect body, and she knows how to use it. It’s like—oh! Hi Kimmie!” Natalya’s voice went immediately soft and low upon seeing the chestnut-haired beauty.

Kimberly crooked a finger at the lot of them, gesturing for them to follow. 

They all walked like her, hips swaying, one foot right in front of the other. Strutting like models.

She picked out the cutest boy in the hallway that she could find, a senior named Miles or something, wrapped herself around him in an erotic display, and kissed him thoroughly. He froze at first, sort of like Joey had, and she slid his hands down her vast collection of curves and whimpered encouragingly. 

She broke from the embrace only to make sure that Natalya and the gaggle of girls following her were doing the same, and was glad to see they were. Most seemed a bit unsure of themselves, but as their kisses lengthened, so did their desire, and so did Kimberly’s. It was good she could teach girls how to act like proper little hotties. If they were going to listen to her, she needed to teach them something worthwhile.

The bell came and went, and finally some a teacher reluctantly broke them apart. Mr. Young. Kimberly saw his hard-on shuffling around in his pants as he broke apart the girls. He was of medium height, with short blond hair and a wiry frame. He looked like a fencer. Kimberly knew he had a young wife waiting at home. 

Kimberly merely giggled when Mr. Young told her to go to her next class to receive her education. She was a beautiful girl, what possible use would she have for an education? 

What a silly idea. 

The only time she wanted to be in class was if she could do something like what Glory taught – kissing and the like. Men would take care of all that weird, hard thinking stuff like maths or english or history. If she was supposed to do things like that herself, why on earth was she so gorgeous? Sometimes, teachers weren't that smart.

Kimberly grabbed Natalya for a quick smooch, right in front of a stuttering Mr. Young, and told her to meet her when school ended by Glory’s hot pink sports car. She had plans for her.

Strutting happily through the hallways, only nominally on her way to class, Kimberly actually saw Glory herself. The hot blonde stood right outside her office, talking to a cute, dark-haired man who seemed desperately trying to stay stony-faced. They were standing in a small alcove right outside the library.

Glory was cooing, touching his arms, chest, his hair. His talking had started rapidly, heated and angry, but with every second he stayed in front of the blonde babe he seemed to grow more and more calm, more pliant. His eyes ever swinging downward to Glory's incredible cleavage, her tight dress that showed off her spectacular legs so very well.

As Kimberly watched, Glory grabbed one of his hands, and ran it up her side, letting him feel the soft fabric of her pink dress, the even soft sides of her breasts. Kimberly felt her pussy moistening, watching like this. 

Abruptly, the man yelped, as if in sudden realization, and wrapped his hands over his ears and ran as fast as he could away from Glory. If he had come my way, Kimberly mused, I would have been able to stop him. 

* * * * *
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KIMBERLY WALKED INTO her fourth period class with Mr. Young forty minutes late. It was such a bother to come into class on time when the janitors were giving her so many hot looks just because she bent over at the waist to drink from the water fountains.

“I see you’ve finally decided to learn today, Miss Amora,” Mr. Young said.

He seemed like he had regained his composure somewhat, standing in authority in front of the class for so long. Fourth period was Government. 

Kimberly didn’t know why she was being forced to take the class, it wasn’t like it was anything she could ever use. Girls couldn’t vote or be in office anyway. When men ran everything so nice, what was the point of silly babes like her getting involved? Mr. Young was a thirty-something with light brown hair that wore a suit every day.

“As you can see,” Mr. Young said, waving around at the class, “we are presently taking an exam. One for which you are ineligible to take, as tardy as you are.”

To Kimberly, it looked like the only examination going on was that of her hotness. Everyone had dropped their pencils, staring openly at her at the front of the class. She put on leg forward and posed. 

“Oh no,” Kimberly said, “Can’t we talk about this? Outside?”

Mr. Young’s eyes went up and down Kimberly’s body before he nodded. She held the door open, and pressed the blue-mesh of her tit-filled sweater against his body as he passed. She kept her hands on the door handle when she closed it behind herself, holding her chest up proudly.

“Now Kimberly, I know you’ve been sick, but there’s no excuse for—”

“Oh, I know Mister Young, I know!” Kimberly took a sudden step towards him. He moved back, but Kimberly kept pressing forward, heels clicking on the floor. “I’ve been so bad. There’s just no helping bad, bad girls like me, is there?” She looked up at him with big, green eyes, hopeful.

He was immediately taken aback, not knowing how to respond. He wanted to continue moving backwards but found himself against the wall of lockers in the hall. Kimberly's tits were right on his chest, lightly crushing there.

“Well, now, I wouldn’t exactly say—”

“I know you wouldn’t, Mr. Young. You’re so nice,” she cooed, caressing his face. “But I’m a bad, bad girl, and you and I both know what needs to be done to bad girls.”

Mr. Young gulped audibly. “I-I couldn’t say . . .”

“Oh, sure you could . . . here, I’ll show you what bad girls need . . .”

She grabbed his hand, brought it up slightly, and then fast and hard down on her bum. It stung just a little bit. 

Mr. Young was breathing hard, his hard-on evident. Sweat beads had started to form around his forehead. He was a starving man, and Kimberly was a hot, juicy piece of meat to gobble up. She giggled delightedly.

“Say it, you stud . . . tell me what a bad girl needs . . .”

Kimberly brought his hand down again, but only half-needed to. By the time his strong, wide palm had struck her bum, all the momentum was on his side. She yelped excitedly, egging him on. 

“That’s right, baby, spank the naughty little babe,” his hand came down again, harder. “Oh! Yes, spank me, spank me hard!” It slapped down again. “Oh! Harder, you beast, you Oh! You horrible man! Oh! Spanking your own student. Oh! Treating me like I’m some sort of Oh! Bad person. I’m just an Oh! Bad girl, that’s all. Oh!”

Each time his hand came down, her body crushed into his a little more. He could look right down at her, into her eyes, seeing them widen and sparkle with every movement he forced upon her. 

As he spanked her taut ass again and again, Kimberly slid her hand into his pants and started handling his cock. Not once did it cross her mind that this was, in actuality, the first time she had ever given someone a handjob. No, she just believed it was the proper thing to do in this situation. How else should a girl get out of failing an exam?

Her extra-sensitive nipples sliding up and down Mr. Young's chest gave her pussy an extra little jolt every time his hands came down. Her legs soon were slick with her hot, young juices.

The combination of her skilled, smooth hands and the visceral thrill of spanking such a hot teenaged babe seemed too much for Mr. Young before long.

He shuddered against her, holding her close, cumming all over her legs and feet. Kimberly thought about swallowing it up but it was far too late. It was too bad, she realized suddenly, considering how much she loved the taste of cum. 

Adored it, really. 

Why had she let that happen? She had loved suckling down yummy cum for the longest time, it seemed like. It was completely unlike her to not position herself properly. Something to make sure of in the future.

The cum slid right off of her delicious, hot young skin. Like it wasn't good enough to stay there. Wasn't that something.

Still shuddering, the fight gone out of him, Mr. Young fell to his knees, one hand firmly clasped upon Kimberly’s fine ass. 

“Now that I’ve been punished,” Kimberly said, caressing his face, “You’ll let me off the hook on that test, won’t you?”

He nodded dumbly, breathing hard against her thigh. 

“And you don’t have any problem just giving me an A for the course?” 

She leaned down at the waist in front of him, letting his eyes take in the full, firm roundness of her beautiful tits, let him think about all the wonders of her body he had yet to experience. His tongue lolled out of his mouth, drooling just a bit.

“I think I deserve that much, don’t you?”

He nodded again, eagerly, tongue wagging. 

Kimberly giggled, pushing his face away and scampering off back down the hallway. 

* * * * *
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WHEN SCHOOL ENDED SHE was laying on top of Glory’s car, posing with her chest thrust out and legs extended. It was the most naturally comfortable position she could find. It made sense, when she felt like thinking about it. A girl’s body was for showing off, so it was only natural that she felt best when she was glorifying herself. 

It almost felt like the level of her hotness was even higher than it was at the start of the day. Like her musculature was just a bit more defined, her tits just a bit bigger, her hair just a bit longer. The thought didn't make that much sense, but Kimberly didn't know the first thing about biology. Perhaps it was totally possible.

Glory’s spot was at the front of the senior's parking lot, nearest to the entrance to the school, so when the final bell rang, the first sight all of those eighteen year-olds saw was Kimberly’s gorgeous form on the bright pink sports car.

They all walked by slowly, watching Kimberly pose, and pose again, each new position more erotic than the last. First she just lay on the car, head propped up her arm. Then she got on all fours, arching her ass upward. Then she put herself belly-down on the hood, lifting her heavy chest up with her arms, showing off her deep cleavage to all the on-lookers. She could hold these poses for hours, if she wanted. 

Most of the male students that came by just stayed there, not bothering to go to their cars. Kimberly was sure she saw a few others who happened to be parked nearby going to their cars and jacking off furiously to the show so close to them. Almost all of them, even if they weren't openly stroking their cocks, were still forming large stains in the front of their pants and shorts, watching Kimberly's display. How could they help themselves? She was so fucking hot.

Girls seemed a little more uneasy, a little more disgusted, until a heavy breeze started blowing. The whole crowd was downwind of Kimberly, and so her precious, hot scent carried to them. That's when people started falling to their knees.

Glory and Natalya walked up to her, hand in hand. Glory spent some time passing out fliers and cards for that same clothing store as she had in the club last night. Natalya, though, walked straight up to Kimberly and knelt down in front of her on the pavement. Thick, black leather boots adorned her legs now—matching the black leather miniskirt on her incredible ass—protecting her knees from any abrasions on the ground.

“Please, Kimmie,” moaned Natalya, her accent so thick. “may I lick you, please?”

Kimberly giggled happily, nodding. She slid down to the edge of the car. There was a crowd of easily over two hundred people watching.

“Yes,” Kimberly said. “Lick my pussy like a good girl.”

Natayla whimpered hotly and pulled down Kimberly's panties, her tongue immediately sliding up to the gorgeous brunette's clit. Her little licks had already improved since earlier that day—sure of themselves, now, flicking and darting with incredible precision.

With another hot, needy whimper, Natalya slid two fingers inside of Kimberly's soaking wet pussy. 

Kimberly rolled her perfect face back in luxurious bliss. When she opened her eyes, she saw the entire crowd jerking and stroking themselves. All those eighteen year-old hunks and hotties, completely obsessed with Kimberly's pleasure. They wouldn't be able to cum without thinking of her ever again. Puddles of sex juices were already sliding out on the parking lot. 

Glory strutted up now, clearly turned on, her blue eyes wide and heavy-lidded, her legs sparkling with her own pussy juices. She leaned forward on the car hood and started kissing Kimberly adoringly. Kimberly could hear Glory's hot little exhalations of orgasm with every second of their embrace. The two hot mega babe seductresses’ aching into each other's arms, their lips positively melting into each other.

Glory's lips and hands, Natalya's fingers and tongue, it was all too much. Kimberly came, and then came again. The breeze picked up again, spreading her hot orgasmic scent to the crowd. All of them, even the ones spread out on the ground exhausted from multiple orgasms, came again and again, just like Kimberly.

There was a long stretch of minutes where nothing crossed Kimberly's mind except how wonderful she was, how beautiful her life had become, how perfect it all was and how much she deserved it all for being so lovely. 

When her lovely green eyes fluttered open, she discovered that Natalya and Glory had been whispering those very hot little thoughts to her. 

Such good girls, thought Kimberly.

“Would you like to go out tonight?” asked Glory. “Go dancing?”

Kimberly shook her head, cradling the blond beauty's face. “No, love. You're going to take me home, now, and adore me all night long.”

Glory and Natalya nodded eagerly. The adoration in their eyes was almost tangible, each of them clinging to every word she uttered. Each so happy to do as the teen beauty asked. 
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Wednesday
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Kimberly woke with the lovely, voluptuous form of Natalya wrapped around her in a loving embrace. 

Had Natalya's hair always been so red? It was almost crimson now as opposed to the deep auburn it had been the day before . . . no, no, of course it had always been that color. It was part of why the gorgeous brunette had chosen the foreign student to be her loveslave.

Natalya was such a doll. In the night, during their extensive lovemaking sessions, she had sworn her undying love to Kimberly at least five or six times. It might have been more, but Kimberly couldn't speak whatever language Natalya kept sinking back into from time to time, her fragile little slave mind overcome with adoration for Kimberly.

She turned away from the foreign beauty, though, preferring her own form in the mirror at the wall next to the bed. Kimberly looked fabulously gorgeous, and she knew it. 

She also knew she had to get up to get dressed, but the sheets felt so incredibly soft and comfortable. Like clouds on a sunny day in the mountains. Glory told her that everything in the house was furnished by Female Designs, even the sheets. Heck, even the cushions on the multiple sofas, the thick soft carpet, and the towels in the bathrooms.

The thought of her body looking so incredibly hot in the outfit she had picked out for the day eventually got Kimberly up out of bed. 

Minutes later, she posed in front of a full-length mirror in the hallway, tossing her thick, luxurious chestnut hair back and forth, again and again, infatuated with the sight of herself. It was no wonder. Her intoxicating body was encased in yellow – a tiny pleated micro-length mini-dress adorned the generous curves of her body, doing little to hide her long, lust-provoking legs decorated with yellow fishnets and bright yellow six-inch platform heels with bright little dandelions painted on them.

Her giant tits displayed themselves eagerly, the dress practically held up by her stiff pink nipples alone. The yellow collar around her neck matched the bright, frilly yellow lace gloves on her hands. A cute little yellow cap adorned the top her gorgeous chestnut curls, falling to her perfect ass in waves and waves of thick locks and soft tresses. 

She hadn't had to style her hair at all—just like a hot babe shouldn't. Everything ought to be effortless for someone as gorgeous as her, even doing her hair. It was so fun that her body was getting so completely with the program. 

The entire outfit only highlighted Kimberly’s perfect, spotless, almost-shiny tanned skin. Yellow was such an impractical color. Only good for calling attention to oneself, really, which was why it was perfect for a babe like her.

The mirror did quite a good job of showing off Kimberly’s wildly proportioned attributes. There were mirrors in every room there, as if Glory was so obsessed with her own glorious reflection that she couldn’t bear to be away from it for very long. 

It was a great idea; Kimberly would have to do the same for her own house. She was sure she could get some for free, just like Glory probably had. Her locks sparkled in the light, shining like a shower of deep brown jewels as she posed again and again in the mirror. She just couldn’t get over how phenomenal she looked. 

Glory’s promise was delivered – the collar was paying off and then some. 

Though . . . wait, what did that mean? Hadn’t Kimberly always been this beautiful?

Of course she had. 

Kimberly had been winning beauty contests for years now. Somewhere in her house with her stepmother was a room full of her trophies. Everywhere she went, her presence was celebrated. And though she was used to the praise, she still loved it. There was nothing more important, to her or to anything she could imagine, than being beautiful, because that was the most important part of being a hot, silly, seductive, mega babe, and that was what men wanted her to be, and nothing could be more important than being what men expected of her.

Every time her deep, green eyes drifted to a new part of her body, they stayed there while she posed again and again: hair, tits, ass, legs, ass, tits, ass, legs, tits, face, tits, legs, and so on, each gorgeous place leading into another. She was utterly in love with herself, and why shouldn’t she be?

She was completely hot, her beauty statuesque, sublime, and superb; conceit was made for super-babes like her. Her legs in particular fascinated her – though of course her tits were loved dearly by any that saw them, it was really her legs that had the most amount of tanned, smooth flesh in one place. Her legs were the most advertisements for her hot slick pussy and tight beautiful ass, gateway drugs to the sensational thrills of her entire body.

Kimberly eventually tore herself away from the mirror to go find Glory. She found her in the Master bedroom, decked out in violet-colored stockings, g-string, and bra, toying with a long strand of hair as she laid erotically on the bed with a blank look in her eyes. She looked strangely tired. 

Glory was never tired. 

She smiled at Kimberly when she entered.

“You just missed Master. Mark, I mean. My boyfriend.” She giggled delightedly. “We stayed up allllll night after you passed out with Nat . .. a. . nata . . .the pretty girl in there.” 

She giggled again, almost absently, and then again a few more times over. She sounded like her brain was fried. 

“He’s left now, but he told me you’ll be meeting him soon.” Her smile widened. “Oh, and sweetie, I’m sorry I forgot to say, but after today you have to buy your own clothes.”

Kimberly pouted. “But I love your clothes.”

Glory sat up on the bed a bit. 

“I know you do, princess, but that’s the orders from on high.” 

She giggled and went to her dresser, her back turned to Kimberly, her long mane of glistening blond hair running down her perfectly toned back. A thick collection of hair like that was just a big signpost to a beautiful ass like what Glory had. Like what Kimberly had.

Kimberly moved forward and pressed herself against the heart-shaped ass of her lover, and ran her yellow-gloved hands from the hot blonde’s inner thighs to her giant silk-encased tits. Feeling the magnificent rack, Kimberly realized her own were a bit thicker, a bit bigger, her nipples slightly larger. 

How nice. Men loved big titties. 

She knew Glory was smitten with her – how could she not be? Last night, she had begged to be Kimberly's number one girl over Natalya. Kimberly probably said yes, but had cum so many times that she couldn't remember.  

Kimberly’s lips traced along the blonde’s shoulder to her neck.

“You could get them for me, Glory,” she whispered sweetly. “You can do anything.”

Glory moaned, Kimberly’s hands poised on her tits and pussy, both moistening. Each word coming out of her mouth she used as a caress. Kimberly knew her scent was maddenly intoxicating, because Glory had done the same to her. But that was two days . . . no, months, years . . . long ago, and Kimberly was in control now.

“No . . . Kimmie, honey, you can’t . . . ”

Kimberly giggled, a silvery bell, continuing to kiss her lover, pushing her fingers inside of Glory's sopping wet cunt.

“Of course I can, honey. And you can too. You want to do this for me, Glory, I know you do.”

Glory moaned and turned around. The enormous tits of the two beauties mashed against each other, their soft pillows made for incredible embraces like theirs. Kimberly kissed her so hotly it was a wonder it didn’t leave scorch marks, sweetly fingering her all the while.

Glory came almost right away, soaking her violet stockings as her juices puddled down to the floor. Kimberly’s fingers remained in the blonde's cunny, hand snaked around her waist. Her other gloved hand toyed with a nipple unceasingly, pinching and plucking.

“Oh Kim oh god oh . . . ” Glory babbled, her will obviously weakened.

Kimberly kept the pressure on, her fingers still sliding in and out. 

“Do it, Glory. Do it for your hot hot teenage temptress, do it for me. Make me so happy, please?”

“Oh . . . ” Glory moaned, closing her eyes, grinding herself into the teen’s fingers. “Oh yes, yes, okay, just this once . . . ” Glory acquiesced.

But then something strange happened. 

Glory shook her head, and pushed Kimberly away with a strength and mood that did not seem her own. She stood up straight, her posture becoming almost like a man's.

“No,” she said, and the voice was not hers, either. It was deep, also like a man's. “You will obey, little Kimmie. Buy your own clothes.”

Kimberly just giggled and nodded. “Sure,” she said cheerfully.

She had no problem buying clothes. She was sure she could raise the money for it, especially with how raised her hemlines were. What she had really wanted to find out was whether she could seduce Glory . . . and she could. 

She blew herself a kiss in the mirror and smiled at the reflection. Sex incarnate, that's what she was.. 

Glory, still looking dazed and more than a little confused, handed her a card with the address for Female Designs before collapsing onto the bed. 

* * * * *
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FIRST PERIOD WITH GLORY started with the gorgeous blonde up at the front of the class, as usual. 

Many girls had taken her and Glory’s cue from days before, and had started to dress quite skimpily in order to become noticed, spilling out of their clothes as they flirted openly with the boys. Any lewd comment a boy made—“Nice tits, toots,” or “God, you have such a great ass”—were met with open, easy, encouraging giggles from the hot young teens. Men had to know that women appreciated being thought of as objects.

Whatever made these hot studs think about girls was good, after all, and it was easier, simpler to think about a girl as an object. People were so complicated and strange. Objects were easy, designed for simple purposes, like fucking or sucking or being the completely hottest woman alive.

Kimberly thought she recognized a few pairs of Female Design heels in the class, and even some skirts and tops. Glory made sure to lavish praise on the clothing choices of the young babes that made those choices, so Kimberly followed suit for a few short minutes. 

Then, she got a better idea. Why bother complimenting all of these folk when she was the one who really deserved praise? She slid up on top of the wooden desk, clearing off all the unnecessary paper and pens and such, posing gorgeously just like she had on the car the day before.

“Okay,” giggled Glory after about ten minutes of praise, clapping her hands. “I know that like, all of you just want to admire Kimberly all day long, and tell her how hot and deserving she is of your love, but like, we have serious work to take care of!”

Only some of the twenty-odd eighteen year-olds bothered to look at Glory instead of Kimberly.

Word had gotten out, obviously, about Kimberly's show with Natalya the day before. Rather than being disgusted or outraged, most everyone looked envious. Turned on. Wanting to participate themselves. More than a few of the students had been there, staring up at Kimberly with open, dutiful worship in their eyes. 

It seemed like something far past love—reverence might be a better word. They saw her and straightened up, staying still, waiting for commands. How fun!

“Being in front of Kimberly like this is like, a privilege,” Glory asserted. “Not just anybody gets to look at her totally hot yum yum hotness like this up close. Privilege is like, the word of the day!”

With a sultry strut, Glory arrived in front of Paul Owen in the front row. He was a star pitcher for the baseball team. 

“It's a privilege to be in front of a man like this, having his eyes on me. Every girl in here should be happy just knowing they've caught the attention of some totally hot stud.”

Glory and Kimberly's intermixing scents spread with every word Glory said. The effect made it seem that she was speaking straight from holy gospel, every syllable taken in as absolute truth. Glory knelt down in front of Paul, whose eyes were widening even as the bulge in his crotch was expanding. Her tits pressed up against his knees agreeably.

“And all you guys should know that like, girls like me, we're here specifically to service you. To make you feel all nice and relaxed. And one of the best ways to do that . . .” she paused for a moment, sliding down Paul's zipper, “ . . . is to give a man a nice, easy, relaxing handjob. Just to sit and smile at him, knowing he's great, and help him rub out a nice, hot cum. 

Everyone just watched Glory, kneeling happily in front of Paul, stroking his cock.

“What are you waiting for, girls?” Kimberly called out. “Do as Glory says.”

Immediately, the girls in the room sprang into action, dropping down in front of the studs nearest to them. 

Candice McMichael moved to obey, and Glory snapped the fingers of her free hand. “You can't be serious, Candice. We've talked about this. Notes!”

Candice looked like she was holding back tears, and nodded, slumping back into the corner. Even with Candice occupied, there were still eight girls left over.

“Don't fret, sweetlings,” said Glory. “Just take a man and press your tits on him tight, whispering in his ear what a stud he is while his cock gets stroked. How much he deserves to be adored like this. It's all so true, after all. You're just letting him know it while he gets to watch Kimberly being incredible.”

Everyone groaned appreciatively. Kimberly shifted poses, tossing her hair back. The groans redoubled.

“Take it slow,” said Glory, stroking Paul's big cock. “Don't try to get them to cum. Treat the hunks. They're having the time of their life. Get used to the idea of them cumming to the thought of Kimberly. You're not enough for studs like these when Kimberly's on their minds so often.”

Everyone adored Kimberly as they stroked and were stroked. Candice’s influence over people’s opinion of her and her sickness was long gone . . . but, wait, that didn’t seem right. Candice was some silly blond note-taking tramp that couldn’t even hold a match to Kimberly’s gorgeousness.

Who would even think of looking, much less listening, to Candice when Kimberly was around?

And what sickness? Had Kimberly been sick? What a strange idea. 

Hot babes like her didn’t get sick, sick people couldn’t fuck all the time, and that was what hot babes did, so of course she had never been sick. What a bunch of silly ideas she had been having lately. She giggled, letting the thought float away.

Kimberly shifted poses once more on the desk, flaunting her terrific ass to the small crowd. There was another collective groan as the studs all came at once. 

“Don't spill a drop!” Glory enthused, her face sprayed down by Paul. “Make sure you lick up all of it. Tell him how good it feels to be gifted with his cum like this. He didn't have to give it to you.”

On top of the desk, Kimberly breathed in deep, enjoying the mixture of smells from her worshipers. It was so fun to feel adored like this.

Before class was over, Kimberly had every student empty their wallets on the desk in front of her. She needed to build some capital, after all. 

* * * * *
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KIMBERLY OPTED NOT to go to any more of her classes that day. 

In second period, she found Natalya’s classroom and let herself inside. Every boy and girl stared in admiration at her yellow-clad form as she entered, except for Natalya and the pretty young brunette teacher, Miss Grant. 

This was because Natalya was on her hands and knees on top of Miss Grant’s desk, whispering softly in the teacher's ear in between licking it with her velvety pink tongue. Her long, silky mane of fabulously firetruck-red hair was wrapped around Miss Grant like a blanket. The pretty teacher stroked it incessantly, murmuring sweet hot little nothings and biting her plump bottom lip with desire.

Kimberly took a seat to watch her friend in action. Quickly, though, she had to start making out with the eighteen year-old stud who’s lap she had placed her gorgeous form in. 

What was a sexbomb like her to do? It wasn’t as if she could stop herself from enjoying the hot, sweet pleasure of serving a male in need.

Her arousal spread like wildfire to the students around her, her body acting like a sexual furnace. Her hot, flowery scent spread to every student in the class, encouraging hot necking sessions between every single stud and babe.

Kimberly wanted to get fucked by George or Joe or whatever his name was who she was on top of, her pussy screaming to be filled. She wanted him to slide inside her and slam her against the wall—but she didn’t let him.

Something made her stop, made her only give him a sweet, smiling, lazy handjob instead. She still came, looking at the worship building in his eyes. 

After he came, Kimberly asked sweetly if he could spare all of his money. He could of course—he even had his dad's credit card that she could use. Awesome!

She didn't have quite the same effect on this class as she did her own, which she assumed was due to simply not being around them long enough. That would change, though.

An hour or so later she was wandering the halls, looking for stray girls to make-out with, or a jock to suck off. She had to make her admirers grow in number however she could. 

The scintillating brunette made sure her hips swung from side to side with each step, her bubble-butt easily visible under her mockery of a skirt, her terrific heels making it that much easier. This was strong evidence as to why babes like her belonged in heels to begin with, if they made her look that much sexier while walking. Since hot babes only needed to be walking on their way to their next fuck, it was important to make sure men wanted to grab their asses by any means possible.

Walking past the teacher’s lounge at around two in the afternoon, she was surprised to see Miss Russell, the beautiful young, blonde dance instructor rush out of the door, breathing hard. 

Kimberly had taken her class for two years prior. Miss Russell’s face was flushed red, her hair loose and bouncing about her shoulders, undone from her usual ponytail. Kimberly peeked inside the teacher’s lounge, and saw Glory there, pouting a bit, and immediately understood.

“Something the matter, Samantha?” Kimberly asked the obviously turned-on teacher.

The petite blonde put a hand to her face and waved it, still breathing hard. She wore a leotard underneath her jacket, and her modest, plump tits could be seen easily.

“Su-something . . . the matter?” she asked, in between gulping breaths. “N-no. I mean, yes. May-maybe. Please, do call me Miss Russell during . . .” 

Her eyes finally took notice of Kimberly's hot teen form. 

“That is . . . quite an outfit, Kimberly.” She licked her lips involuntarily.

The brunette beauty giggled, licking her plump lips right back at her. 

“You think so? Thanks!” 

She twirled in place, letting her old instructor enjoy her whole luscious form. She came quite close to the teacher, her scent filling up the hallway. Miss Russell’s eyes were wide and clouded over in lust.

“Kimmie, my God, your body is . . . is . . .” Samantha Russell was speechless.

“Perfect?” 

Kimberly giggled, and she pressed herself forward, against Miss Russell’s body, backing her into the wall. 

“I try to keep in shape. I was thinking I could still be a dancer. What do you think?” 

Kimberly’s tits pressed urgently against hers as she spoke.

“You could do . . . absolutely anything,” Samantha whispered. “Any-anything at all.”

Kimberly smiled and stroked the blond woman’s hair. “You’ll do anything at all for me, Samantha?”

“Yes!” She said instantly. “I mean, no, that’s not what I . . . I . . .” 

She looked so cute and confused, no idea she was already trapped.

“Oh, do say yes, Samantha . . .” Kimberly pouted. “It would make me so happy.” 

She leaned forward just an inch and kissed her lips. 

“Wouldn’t you like to make me happy?”

“Yessss . . . ” Lick, nuzzle. “ . . . oh my . . . ” Kiss, kiss, lick. “. . . you’re even . . . ” Kiss, lick, nuzzle. “. . . hotter than . . . mmm . . . Glory! Mmpppph!”

Kimberly giggled merrily, the blond teacher’s face buried in her expansive bust line. Miss Russell's nimble, wet, tongue had easily found its way to Kimberly's perfect nipples, shoving the thin fabric of her yellow outfit aside.

“You’ll do whatever Glory and I say, won’t you?” 

She assumed the moans were a yes. 

“Especially me, though, right?”

She lifted the teacher’s head for an answer. 

“Oh yes!” Samantha cried, eyes fixated on Kimberly’s perfect chest. “Oh please oh oh yes just let me touch them againnnnnnn.”

Kimberly stifled her whine, guiding her pretty face back down to her velvety chest. 

A few minutes later, Glory stepped out of the lounge to find Samantha happily licking Kimberly’s tits. Kimberly was busy rifling through the contents of Miss Russell's overturned purse, pausing every few seconds to shiver and enjoy a nice little orgasm from the attention her heaving mounds were getting. 

With Glory’s help, Miss Russell didn’t care at all who used her credit cards.

* * * * *
[image: ]


AT SOME POINT IN THE reverie, Kimberly decided to skip the rest of school to make an appearance at the pool where she worked. Usually, her shifts were on the weekend, but she figured nobody would mind seeing her on one of her off days. She took Glory's car—she knew the bodacious blonde wouldn't mind.

She arrived at the local pool dressed in her normal oversized white t-shirt with nothing beneath it but her swimsuit, although her recent changes had rendered the once-baggy white tee tight and provocative, straining before the mass of her hefty bosom. 

With her legs getting so much longer, not to mention the height added from the patented Female Designs five inch-heeled canary yellow clunky platform sandals she wore, the shirt appeared as a sort of minidress. 

Her collar, too, still decorated her neck, yellow and frivolous.

Not too many people could be seen at the pool, maybe a dozen at most. Counting was so hard and useless for Kimberly, though, so her estimate could have been off. 

Walking through the gate, she spotted Dale, the sandy-haired twenty three year-old pool manager, her boss, and urgently grabbed his arm. He was shirtless, wearing only short swim trunks and his whistle.

“I need to talk with you,” she said fervently, clasping her soft hands onto his well-formed bicep.

Her green eyes glowed with skillfully and gleefully constructed longing. Before he could respond, she had dragged him over to the nearby utilities closet, shutting them both in after turning on the light.

They were extremely close, only an inch apart at their chest (obviously, this was more Kimberly’s doing than his), and she knew her hot, flowery scent would soon be clogging every bit of his brain that wasn’t focused on how much he wanted to fuck her.

“Kim, are you okay? Weren’t you sick? Shouldn’t you be in school?” He looked genuinely concerned. “What is it?”

“Aww, sweetie,” she said, rubbing his quickly-reddening check affectionately with one slender hand, “I’m fine. I just wanted to ask your opinion on the new swimsuit uniforms I designed for the lifeguards.”

He looked at her, puzzled.

“For the girls,” she added quickly. “I think yours looked great . . .” her hand drifted down to his naked chest. “All us girls are always talking about how hot it makes you look. Your abs on display like that.”

Dale gulped. “Y-you are?”

“Of course we are!” Kimberly giggled. “I was just hoping, maybe, we’d get the chance to look just as good?”

Dale shrugged good-naturedly. “Well sure, that sounds fine, just give me the design and –”

Kimberly’s giggle cut him off, as did her playful hit to his chest that transformed into an affectionate stroking of his chiseled midsection. Every second, her fingers teased going just a bit lower.

“You goose,” she giggled, taking her hands away from him only to grab the bottom of her shirt and toss it away, “I’ve got it right here.”

Did she ever. A tight, canary yellow string bikini adorned her mouth-watering curves, the bottom little more than a piece of string with two clingy patches of blue over her always-wet pussy and her ass-cheeks, just for that visual image of hot, sticky fabric unable to break itself away from her achingly beautiful body. 

Her pussy was bare, no hair at all. The bikini was small enough to make that more than clear. She didn’t remember shaving down there, but she must have – good girls had bare cunts, after all, and she was most definitely a good girl.

The top pressed her tits up and together, not that they needed the help, and beneath the slip, sparse bits of fabric over her nipples it was easy to see they were excitedly stiff. She shook her hair out when the shirt dropped to the floor, more for effect than anything else, her swirls of chestnut curls and locks shimmering in the dim light of the room.

Dale looked drunk with lust. “I – you can’t wear . . . that, I mean, it’s not . . not appropriate . . . ”

Kimberly giggled, hearing long words always made her think of long cocks, made her happy, giggly. The effect in the tiny bikini was astounding. She pressed her body into his, her ravishing face right in front of his, her man-melting lips only centimeters away from the most passionate kisses he would ever receive.

“What could be better,” she asked, “than a gorgeous babe like me wearing something that makes her look gorgeous? Doesn’t that seem right?”

She took one of his hands and placed it on her ass, encouraging him to squeeze the sizzling hot flesh there.

He nodded weakly, enveloped by her large, green eyes. “Fuck,” he breathed. “Fuck yes. Lord fuck yes.”

Her hands moved quickly, and his red swim trunks were soon in a pile around his feet.

“And see?” she said, guiding his stiff rod towards her oven-hot snatch, “It moves over so easy, ready-made to be taken advan . . . adv . . .” She giggled. Whatever. “To be fucked by hot yummy studs like you.”

She wanted to fuck horribly. Wanted to be filled up inside all the way. Even take a man's seed, get pregnant, fulfill her role and duty as a beautiful girl and serve him all day long, be a wonderful hot wife like she had always, always wanted, she suddenly knew . . . but he wasn’t the one. She felt compelled to stop herself, to wait. Her first time would be with someone else.

But . . . it wouldn’t be her first time, that was a dumb thought. She had fucked dozens, hundreds of times, that was how she was a sex expert. Just couldn’t remember at the moment with who.

Besides, getting fucked, right now, wasn't the mission. She needed lots of money to go buy hot sweet new clothes for herself.

“Now,” Kimberly said, sliding her hand inside of Dale's swimshorts. “I deserve like, a raise for coming up with this, don't I?”

He nodded helplessly. 

“Go ahead and open that safe, stud.”

She pointed at the safe on the shelf behind him, holding the cash people paid to enter the pool. It was supposed to toward maintenance or something silly like that, but Kimberly was more important. He nodded again. 

When he handed her the cash, she slid his hand off of his incredibly stiff cock. 

“Can we . . .” he was gasping for air, taking in her incredible smell. “C-can we fuck now?”

She stroked his face. “Oh, sweetie, I don't think so. But you can cum! Just stroke yourself thinking about how happy you made me, okay?”

He complied happily, staring at her helplessly, still, as she closed the door on him and left the tiny closet.

This was so much fun, taking men's money. Why on earth would she promise sex if they would just give it to her for being so hot? Dale was kind of a pushover, even if he was a sweetheart. 

She happily strutted around the pool, several hundred dollars richer.

Feeling inspired, she walked over to a lounge chair, thinking of settling down for a tan. 

“Is there anyone who would like, enjoy rubbing lotion on my back?” she called out. “Fifty dollars for a minute, let's say?”

The line formed very fast. Everyone who wasn't in the water joined in—perhaps they just hadn't heard her offer—even the lifeguards. Kimberly supposed those people in the water could have drowned, but she hardly cared – only looking sexy was important, and making people hot for her. Anything else was extraneous.

Before long, she had accumulated an enormous stash of cash, and found herself feeling an impulse to go use her new spending money. That it belonged to someone else made it all the more enticing of an idea, and she could hardly resist temptation when she was temptation. 

As Kimberly rose up from the hands adoring her body to a chorus of pleading moans, she noticed a man with a camera outside of the pool in the parking lot. Taking pictures of her. She smiled happily. 

Wasn’t that nice, men wanted images of her whenever they fancied. Looking closer, she saw it was the same man who had been arguing with Glory earlier. 

Strange.

* * * * *
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THE FEMALE DESIGNS store was on the edge of town, in a formerly dilapidated shopping center that Kimberly wouldn’t have been caught dead in before. The shop had added color and life to the dead square, vibrant blues and yellows coloring its exterior. 

Kimberly had changed back into her school outfit before going, doing so in the parking lot of the pool. She earned a few extra dollars that way. 

She walked into the shop to see a few shoppers decked out in short skirts and tops that still had price tags on them, eagerly picking up more clothing and shoving it in large pushable grocery baskets. She recognized several women from town: librarians, store clerks, even a policewoman. 

There was a heady, thick scent in the air. It made Kimberly feel like impulse buying.

At the counter there was a lovely, curvaceous brunette wearing a tight red dress that did nothing to hide the swell of her perfect tits, dressed like she was ready for a night out on the town.

“Welcome to Female Designs!” the clerk chirped happily. “I’m Holly. How can I help you look your best today?” 

Then she giggled, taking a look up and down at Kimberly’s yellow-clad form. 

“Sorry, force of habit. I see you’re already familiar with what Female Designs can do for your figure.”

Kimberly giggled with her. She didn’t know why. 

“Yes, but I still need like, a ton of new clothes. My . . .” she struggled for a lie, “ . . . boyfriends, and girlfriends . . .and some other friends, they gave me their credit cards. That won’t be a problem, will it?”

Holly giggled again. Her happy tits bounced in her minidress. 

“Not at all, lovely. Shop to your heart’s content.”

Two hours of picking out heels, skirts, shorts, tops, and pounds and pounds of accessories had left her in the exact same outfit she already wore, except in bright, neon green. It felt good to change her clothes for no real reason other than to simply look hot in a different manner. 

She could feel the eyes of everyone in the store on her, and she soaked up the envy and adoration merrily. 

Finally she returned to the counter. Holly was there watching cartoons, idly fingering her pretty, pantie-less pussy. She got up with a giggle, balancing carefully on her enormous glass heels, and started scanning all of the items Kimberly had gathered.

The total came up, and Kimberly slowly moved through credit card after credit card, maxing each one. Who had a maximum of only a few thousand dollars, anyway? Next time, they'd learn to have lots more cash for her to use. 

She sighed. Her cash was totally gone, and on the counter there was still a pair of sapphire earrings that she wanted to buy. Probably she would only wear them once and then throw them out, but she had to have them. She pouted until Holly reached under the counter and handed her an application.

“We’ll be short-staffed soon. So many of our girls get pregnant so easily. But, find me a replacement, and I’ll let you have these for free.” She smiled warmly. “Benefits include a fifty percent discount for any friends or family members.”

Kimberly giggled, filling out the form immediately. She already had the perfect candidate in mind. 

Holly had no objections, and Kimberly walked out with the earrings in one of the thirty bags she had filled.

* * * * *
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ON THE WAY BACK TO the mansion she made a quick detour to her house, Glory's car totally stuffed full of clothing bags. As she had hoped, she saw her stepmother’s car parked in the front. The jaws of her neighbors, attending their lawns, attempted quite forcefully to unhinge as she crossed the short distance from the driveway to the front door. 

She dropped the two or three bags she held a half dozen times or so, and then bent over at the waist to pick them up, just in case they weren’t sure she knew they watched her.

Inside the house, she saw her stepmother wearing the platform sandals Kimberly had dropped off for her yesterday, preparing a sandwich. Her delightful form was dressed in a oddly-tight gray pantsuit that seemed to be causing her a great deal of itchy distress. 

Perhaps that was why she was rubbing her crotch against the rounded corner of the counter as she made her meal. Her short auburn hair shook against her shoulders while she rocked her body back and forth.

“Hi Mommy,” Kimberly said softly, pressing her plush body against the back of her stepmother’s in a soft hug.

Strange that she didn’t just call her Veronica, like usual. She hadn’t called her stepmother, “Mommy,” in over . . . a day. Had to be that—she hadn’t seen her yesterday at all. Terrible manners on her part.

“Oh, hi Kim,” Veronica said absently, then, “Are these . . . gloves?” She sniffed audibly before turning around.

Her eyes went wide, in shock. The daughter she knew resembled nothing even close to the bright green nymphet she saw now.

“Kimberly Amora!” She yelped. “You look positively scandalous!”

The teen giggled happily. “You really think so?”

“Don’t act so pleased with yourself, young woman!” She pointed upstairs. “Go to your room right now and change! And then you’ll tell me where you’ve been the past two days! I've gotten some . . . some very odd phone calls . . .”

Kimberly lowered her eyes, not wanting to meet the fire held in her Veronica's gaze.

“I’m sorry, Mommy,” she said, her voice pitched high. “You don’t think I look pretty?”

“Of course you look pretty! That’s not the point.” 

Her stepmother looked shocked that the words even came out of her mouth.

“I just wanted men to notice me,” Kimberly said. “Don’t you miss men looking at you?”

Veronica’s face went from shock to anger to puzzlement. “What do you mean? Men look at me all the time.”

Kimberly giggled. “Don’t you miss men wanting you? Wanting to take you out, treat you nice, buy you dinner?”

Her stepmother’s eyes kept roaming over Kimberly’s body. At first it was in disbelief at the outfit, trying to find out how she had even managed to fit that young, ripe, hot body in such tight clothing. But then she focused on the skin in between, how prominent Kimberly's cleavage was, how sensational the curve of her ass was right before it was lost under the green of her skirt. Kimberly bet she was even starting to think about how kissable the line of her chin was.

“I, maybe . . . Kim, what are you driving at?”

Kimberly giggled. “I’m young and beautiful, aren’t I?”

“Of course, Kim, but—”

“And all men want in their women is for them to look young and beautiful, right?”

“Well, I suppose on a physical level—”

“So wouldn’t I know more about what men want than anybody else you know?”

“I . . . I suppose?”

The answer came out more as a moan, like it was getting very hard for Veronica to be sure of anything.

“I could help you, Mommy. Be wanted again by men. Wouldn’t you like to be hot?”

She reached up a gloved hand, holding her stepmother’s face in her hands reassuringly. Her other hand went around her waist. Beads of sweat formed on her forehead from Kimberly’s fast-rising sexual heat.

A passerby, if he was not too busy gaping at the two family members in each other’s arms, would be able to see the mercury in the thermometer on the wall rapidly rising.

“Kim, this isn’t appropriate. You’re my stepdaughter, and—”

“And you love me, don’t you?”

“God yes,” her stepmother breathed. “I mean, Kim, of course I do.”

“So you trust me?”

She shuddered and nodded.

“So you can tell me all about how much you’ve wanted a man in your bed ever since Daddy left, couldn’t you?”

Veronica looked on the verge of a mental breakdown. Kimberly giggled.

“Terribly, Kim. Okay? I’ve been lonely and alone and I hate it. Are you happy? Would you please go upstairs now? Please?”

Kimberly drew her stepmother in for a hug, letting her scent overwhelm her. Their cheeks rested against each other’s, Kimberly’s silk skin massaging her Veronica’s. The older woman’s hands abruptly went out to the side,  apparently not knowing what to do with them.

“You poor, poor dear,” Kimberly said, sympathy in her voice. She nuzzled her face into the side of her neck. “I had no idea.”

She squeezed her arms harder around her stepmother’s body, one booted leg wrapping around hers.

Finally Veronica’s hands came around her tiny, bare waist, resting on her hips. Her fingers nearly met each other, Kimberly's waist was that small.

“It’s that job,” Kimberly whispered into her ear. “That awful job. It makes you so uptight, and men don’t like uptight women, do they?”

Lost in her stepdaughter’s hair, Veronica shook her head, soft moans of pleasure emanating from her mouth from the scent and feel of her chestnut locks.

“Flowers. Love this . . . perfume. Soooo . . . flowery.” Another giggle.

“You should quit, honey,” Kimberly cooed, giggling when she felt a womanly hand brushing the top of her ass.

“Can’t . . . quit,” her stepmother said into her hair. “Need money for . . . stuff.” A giggle popped out of her mouth, almost sounding like a hiccup.

“That’s why I got you a new job, dearie,” Kimberly whispered. “One where you’ll be around lots of hot clothes and hotter babes and you’ll always end up looking like a babe. Always.”

Feeling decisively naughty, she began to kiss her Veronica’s neck. The older woman stiffened, but did not push against her. Kimberly wouldn’t have let her move away anyway; her hands were soft but strong, and held her stepmother in place easily. Soon they started to move under her blouse, up her back, massaging the skin there as her lips migrated upwards, each one longer and more tongue-filled than the last. 

The teen’s huge satiny tits were warm and inviting, her body a playground for Veronica’s now-roaming hands.

“That’s a good Mommy,” Kimberly purred, enjoying the gasps of her stepmother as she neared her lips towards hers. “Hot lil’ Mommy hot for her baby.”

Veronica moaned in response, her hips starting to buck ceaselessly against the stocking-covered leg that Kimberly had placed in front of her crotch. 

Kimberly finally slid her tongue into her stepmother’s mouth, relieving what must have been . . . hours? Days? No, years, it must have been. Years and years of sexual desire on both their parts. 

In short order, Kimberly had Veronica completely stripped, naked on the kitchen floor. The window was still wide open. Kimberly slid on top of her hot stepmother, kissing her urgently. She made sure Veronica's Female Designs sandals were still on.

Kimberly found a position on top of her stepmother's leg, grinding her hot pussy into the older woman's thigh. As she did this, she pressed her hot gloved fingers in Veronica's pussy.

“You'll take that job, won't you? Kimberly asked, sliding her fingers into her stepmother’s twitching pussy.

“Y-Yes!” came the response.

“You'll wear all the new clothes I brought home for you, too, won't you?”

“Y-yes, love! Anything you say!”

“Does that mean you'll cum for me too, Mommy? Will you cum right now?”

Veronica moaned in response, and Kimberly could feel it as the older woman lost herself to the sensation, as she cummed quickly and violently, her nails digging deep into her daughter’s mostly bare back.

Kimberly smiled. “Good Mommy,” she cooed. “Does Mommy wanna another cum?”

She did. 

It was important, Kimberly realized suddenly, to make her servants cum as many times as possible when they first realized their place under her. 

Her servants. What a delightful name for them.

* * * * *
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SEVEN O’CLOCK CAME ‘round and Kimberly had to pull herself from her stepmother’s lust drunk clutches to finally go meet Glory. She left a bag of Female Designs clothing in the entryway as she told Veronica she would—Kimberly didn’t want her to go to her new job under-dressed, after all—and specific orders to have Kimberly's most favorite meals ready by the time she returned. 

Really, Kimberly had no intention of coming back that night., but it wouldn’t hurt to keep Veronica in form.

Glory and Natalya waited in each other’s arms, making out passionately, when Kimberly arrived at the mansion. 

They sat on a couch in the entry way, each decked out in club-clothes: thigh-high boots, tiny pleated micro-skirts, and skimpy tops mingling with one another as they embraced. Their gloved hands intertwined merrily as they shared shiny, hot lipspace. Natasha seemed almost high, leaning forward into Glory. 

Finally, the buxom, bodacious Glory stood up, smiling dazzlingly at Kimberly.

“Hey babe. Ready to go out?”

Kimberly giggled. “Of course!” Good girls lived to go out and have fun.

“Great! Mark’s going to meet us at the club, and he’s like, super-excited to meet you. I can’t wait! You guys are like, so perfect for each other.” 

She reached forward with a golden gloved hand, caressing her lover’s face. 

“I am so jealous. You don’t understand yet, darling, but you well.” She giggled.

Natalya let her eyed roam up and down Kimberly’s body. “You look delicious, love, but Mark tuld us to prepare you special for tonight.”

Kimberly looked at her quizzically, but made no response. 

Natalya grabbed one hand, and Glory the other, and led her upstairs. 

There, she was taken to a large, misty bath, where water streamed out of the walls in layers of mist. A large throne stood next to one wall – that must be Mark’s seat, Kimberly thought. There was enough room in the bath for twenty more girls (and Kimberly somehow knew that was who would be populating it), and the throne was so large it could have served as a bed.

Glory and Natalya’s clothes clung to their bodies even more tightly with the ensuing moisture, and the two stripped Kimberly from head to toe. They bathed and washed the brunette beauty thoroughly, and her every inch glistened and sparkled by the time they finished. 

Her skin felt immaculate, like always. Tanned, shiny, and satiny smooth, she knew hot skin was important for a babe like her, since she loved to show it off so much. And it had to look great everywhere, since she planned on taking her clothes off so often, and it simply wouldn’t do for a queen like her to not look absolutely fuck-a-riffic.

Outside the bath, an outfit was laid out for her. She started to put it on, but Glory’s hand on hers stopped her.

“We’ll do it. Mark said you should go ahead and get used to being dressed.” She smiled warmly.

Kimberly nodded, though she did not understand. It was nice to have them dress her. It felt . . . expected, as if she had been waiting for it. 

The gown was little more a few bits of bright blue, sapphire-inlaid fabric that ran over her tits and crotch. Nothing on the shoulders, held up entirely by clinging tightly to her wide, queenly hips and cosmic bust, long slits on either side leaving her delightful legs basically uncovered. 

Her suede over-the-knee boots and leather elbow-length gloves matched it all, of course, as did her new blue collar.

She felt like she was wearing an oversexed version of a prom dress. Any man seeing her like this would know she’d suck his cock without a second thought, especially after seeing her puffy, full pink lips. They’d know she was dressing so that they’d look at her, that her body was nothing more than a display of overeager subservience, that she wanted to show off her spectacular bod so that someone would make her use it all day long.

They arrived at the club Glory had acquired at ten-thirty, after Glory and Natalya spent a few worshipful hours combing Kimberly’s hair and doing her nails. 

She looked just as flawless, regardless, but she enjoyed letting her girls adore her for a while.

They stepped out of the car onto a red carpet, complete with velvet ropes and stanchions. Behind all the ropes were lines of photographers, there to capture her image.

Kimberly took this in stride, of course, it was only natural and fitting that her image be spread, especially on a historic night such as this, when she was due to meet Mark. 

She posed for them naturally, as if she had done it a thousand times before. And . . . she had, of course. A new sign on the club's building, reading, “Kimberly’s”, had been put up, replacing the old one. 

How thoughtful of Glory. She reminded herself to thank her later if she had time after meeting Mark.

The thought of him sent a tingle to her pussy, and she had not even met him. She felt as if destiny worked through her, pushed every sultry step forward as she strode through the double-doors of the club. 

At first it seemed only women were inside – gloriously hot, supermodel-beautiful women, all dressed in thigh-high boots, pretty gloves, and skin-tight outfits. They danced in cages or off of poles or with each other, bumping and grinding and practically necking, if they weren’t already blatantly doing so.

Then she saw there were men, just not as many as there were hot babes. Most of them had their wallets out, standing in front of an ATM, desperate to withdraw more cash. Many women had cash stuffed down their cleavage. 

Kimberly realized with a delighted giggle that her new club was, in some form or another, the stripping kind.

Off the dance floor was new, plush carpet that wasn’t there last time Kimberly had been there, the same kind that was in the mansion. Lots of women tested out its softness in pairs, cradling each other and layering kisses on one another's hot, soft bodies. 

Kimberly recognized several babes from school, most of them teachers. 

She and Glory danced their way towards a crowd of hotties gathered around something in the back, taking their time, enjoying the jealous looks everyone gave them, envious of their bodies, of their status, of their rubbing against one another.

Kimberly laughed in the faces of the three men that propositioned her. She came to the club for Mark, not for them. For some reason, they tried to leave her with a half-dozen fifty dollar bills anyway. Natalya grabbed them up dutifully, placing them inside of Kimberly's purse, which she held. 

When she and Glory finally drew near the crowd of gorgeous hotties they had been approaching, it parted, revealing a man on a large chair.

No, not a man. The man. 

Kimberly’s jaw dropped at the sight of him. Impossibly handsome, blond, dressed impeccably in a sharp suit, the man of every dream she had ever had. The memories of all of them came to her suddenly—her fingers feeding her hungry pussy’s needs every single morning while she relived the perfect sensation of being with him in her dreams. 

She suddenly felt small, weak, and helpless, unable to stop the tsunami mixture of arousal and servility rising up within her. How was she standing? It was so impossible to believe that she was still somehow standing when he was right there.

Glory dropped to her knees and crawled erotically towards him, sliding into place next to his leg and caressing him, still managing to gyrate and grind in time with the music. Several beautiful women remained behind him and to the side, their hands and tits caressing his huge, muscular body. 

The bedazzled teen couldn’t even begin to look at anything else but him. If she had cared to look at the carpeted floor, she would have seen that it was soaking wet from the puddles that had formed from the various hot babes.

Kimberly tried to recover and closed her mouth, sending the man that could only be Mark a smoldering look, knowing she had to impress him. Hoping all that time in preparation had made her pretty enough to do so. 

God, she was beautiful, right? She could be chosen by him. Oh please. Please please please. 

She strutted towards him, instinctively posing like a model on a runway when she got close. Chest high, leg out, smiling beautifully.

Girls were supposed to smile all the time, Kimberly knew, that’s why they look so good when they do it. It’s a sign that they’re happy and girls are only happy if they’re not thinking about anything serious, and of course girls aren’t ever supposed to be thinking serious. 

The music suddenly turned down low, and she could hear his achingly hunky voice perfectly.

“Hello, Kimberly,” he said, and she felt an indescribable sense of honor at him uttering her name. Perhaps it was the orgasm that went along with it, vibrating through every atom of her body. “I’ve been hoping to meet you for some time, now.”

She giggled happily, holding out her gloved hand daintily as hot waves of pleasure raced through her. 

“The pleasure is completely mine,” she breathed softly.

She couldn’t come close to a normal speaking tone, not around him. The thought of raising her voice above a breathy, needy coo seemed obscene. Mark leaned forward to the collective wanting moans of the girls who had been stroking his face as he sat and took her hand, kissing it and standing up.

Kimberly gasped at his size. So big, so strong and manly. He quietly pushed Glory aside with his foot, and she simply made herself prostrate and went about kissing his shoes. Mark held Kimberly’s hand high and spun her around slowly, taking in the smooth luxury of curves on display.

“I must say, I think I’ve really, truly outdone myself with you.”

Kimberly giggled again, not understanding. Men had so many things going on all the time, she was at a loss as to how they kept track of it all. She was so lucky to be a giggly hot babe and not have to worry about anything like that. He reached a hand up to her perfect face and caressed it briefly.

“You are a vision. I bet you’re the hottest babe at your whole school.”

Kimberly giggled in appreciation, holding her hands together in front of her as she shrugged and blushed.

“Don’t be shy, sweetness,” he commanded. “It doesn’t become you. The hottest babe at school is never shy.” His face suddenly became very intense, and Kimberly almost felt scared. “Never. She does what she wants, how she wants, and she does it all for her man. Isn’t that right, girls?” He asked the crowd behind him.

They all nodded eagerly and quietly, none daring to raise their voices to his impassioned face.  Kimberly wondered how many of them had been the hottest babes at their school, too. Mark turned back to her, face softened.

“I should explain,” he smiled. “Vanity was invented for girls of your beauty. People that say vanity is a bad thing are weak, ugly cowards.”

He walked around her, examining the perfection of her body. He ran his hands up and down her back, her ass.

“At one time I was weak, in a way.” He sneered, as if remembering right then. 

“Pathetic, really. But smart enough to make myself better. To make women better. More accustomed to their rightful station in servitude to strong men. Women used to think I was a weakling that deserved nothing.

“But now, I deserve whatever I want, for my clothes.”

Kimberly nodded appreciatively. He was talking so much, and all she wanted to do was kiss him.

“For making sure you get whatever you want. Anyone that wears my clothes does what I want. They are what I want, after enough time has passed. And you and the rest of my girls are going to make sure that everyone wants to wear them.

He put a thick finger under her chin. “You see, Kimberly, weaklings, those not strong enough to be like me, don’t want to be made fun of for not being as good as someone like you. And since no one else is as good as you, they think it’s unfair. I think that’s rather unfair to you, though. You should be exalted. Being gorgeous is all that a woman should try to be, after all, being sexy. You do think you’re sexy, don’t you?”

Of course she did. That was her role. He casually lifted one of her long, high-heeled legs and wrapped it around his waist. Kimberly giggled, his hands were so rough and manly on her satin skin. She wondered if he could feel how hot her snatch was through the thin fabric of her dress.

“Being sexy,” she said, nodding, “is like, all about making people want you enough so that they do what you want.” She giggled. “And like, all I want is to um, do what you want.”

“That’s all that matters, isn’t it? Doing what I want.”

She nodded eagerly. Looking into his eyes made everything make sense.

“So, if a person is judged on the worth of what they do, and I only want women to be hot, seductive babes, and you’re the hottest babe alive, that makes you a better person than anyone else, obviously. Better than all of these girls here.” He waved his hand all around him. “Even if they were the hottest in their own towns, they don’t hold a candle to you, gorgeous. They should know their place as inferiors, shouldn’t they?”

Many of the words he said were way too long for her to get, but she got the gist of it. Like someone had flipped a switch in her head, Kimberly suddenly eyed everyone around her critically. Disdainfully. Pretty little things, she supposed, but nothing close to what she could offer him. She was like . . . a master painting, surrounded by fairly good watercolor pictures.

“You’re . . . oh my god,” she said, looking at him in open amazed adoration. “You’re so right. I never thought about it like that.” 

She giggled. Of course she hadn't, when thinking was time wasted for a babe like her around a hunk like Mark. 

“I’m the best.” She smiled happily, full of pride.

“Exactly. Only the best for me.” He put his hand into the infinitely soft blanket of her hair, stroking gently. “I have big plans for you, sweetheart.”

Kimberly swooned with a sudden orgasm, not knowing or caring whether or not it was his touch of being called “sweetheart” that did it. Her knees went limp and only because she had one leg wrapped around him did she managed to stay upright. She closed her eyes and leaned into his hand on her cheek, unable to stop herself from holding it against her with one soft gloved hand.

“Does that mean, like, that I could, um, like maybe . . .”

Mark waited, smiling at her wolfishly. “Yes?”

Kimberly’s voice got small, a sultry whisper, terrified of rejection. Small tears welled up in her big, shiny green eyes. 

“Um, it’s just that, you’re the most handsomest hunk I’ve ever seen in my whole life, and I wanted to know if, that, like, I could be, like, maybe, your girlfriend? Pretty please?”

Mark’s other hand went to her ass, sneaking through the long slit of her dress and taking hold of her scorching hot bare ass-flesh. He used his handle there to press her against him, and gave her the most perfect kiss of her life. 

It was the best orgasm Kimberly had ever had, since the last one. She lost herself as her enormous tits crushed against his massive chest.

“Silly girl,” Mark said, when he finally decided to end the bliss. “What do you think you were made for, if not to be mine?”

He picked her up and walked her over to his big chair. He bent her over onto it, slapping her ass lightly. She moaned in loving appreciation. 

Two servant girls placed a large, ovaloid mirror on the chair in front of Kimberly. Now she could see his face, and she could see his. 

Within seconds he had removed his pants. His cock was already rock hard. Kimberly felt her mind melting away, becoming a pile of pleasure-filled goo. 

“I hope you don't expect me to be very gentle,” he said. “That would hardly be appropriate for fucking a babe like you.”

Kimberly shook her head, her hair swimming across her back. “Fuck me hard, Sir. Please.”

For a moment, right before he entered her, Kimberly suddenly understood that this would be her very first time with a man. That he was the only stud to ever enter her. That, as long as she was able, she would make sure he was the only fuckstud hunk ever to enter her in the future. 

“Fuck my hot virgin cunt, Sir, please! Be the only one! My first! Please!”

His thick meat slid inside her easily. There was brief moment of pain, and then it was entirely bliss as he pushed his entire massive length inside of her body. She felt his svelte hips pressing flush up against her tight, perfect teenage ass. 

He was so, sooo good. His shaft knew right away the best manner of pressing inside her hot, wet glove as she held on to it for dear life. She felt so glad he had already fucked so many women—probably hundreds and hundreds—before her. 

Around them, all the servant girls in their skimpy gowns had gathered close. Some of the more favored girls got to slide right up next to Mark, cooing in his ear as he drove again and again into Kimberly's tight snatch.

“Fuck your girl,” they whispered hotly. “Make her beg for it. She belongs to you. You deserve her, Master.”

Kimberly could only moan in agreement. Suddenly, Mark yanked her long, hot tangle of hair. Her upper body bent backward, even as he filled her more and more.

“Who's your boyfriend?” he demanded.

Her gaze settled on him in the mirror, where she locked her brilliant green eyes on his.

“You are!”

“Who's your King?”

“You are!”

“Who's your Master?”

He was fucking her so hard now, pistoning inside her, a complete machine. She felt like he was going to break her in half. She loved every second of it.

“You are!”

He came at last, hot heavy spurts of his load piling inside of her belly. Every jolt of his cock lifted her tiny body up off the ground, her heels clacking together wildly. He was so strong. Her orgasms cascaded on each other, an avalanche of pleasure, so many hot piles of thrills shoved through her brain all at once. She collapsed on the chair, her arms losing all strength, held up entirely by Mark's still semi-hard shaft inside of her.

Some girls crawled forward and licked up the cum leaking out of her pussy, even as Mark's cock was still right there inside of her. 

After about a minute, she could feel him getting hard again. 

She was in for a wonderfully long night.
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Thursday
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Kimberly woke in her bed, feeling exhausted for the first time since . . . she couldn’t exactly remember a time feeling quite so tired. Mark had said she would, said that until her body got fully accustomed to her new role as his top girl that she would get tired after they fucked. 

Before long, though, she would be a tireless fuck machine, the first of her kind. She was so excited.

After filling her up a few more times at the club, Mark spent the entire night with her in his mansion, and only her, for the entire night. Later Glory would tell her that not even she had been honored like that. He fucked her on his throne for hours at a time, his massive cock filling her up like nothing ever had or would. 

If it hadn’t been for the blinding, mind-melting bliss, she might have felt her body reshaping itself to fit his thick pole, giving her greater control to squeeze and please just like Mark wanted.

He left early in the morning to take care of some business, but not before he allowed her to give him a good-bye blowjob as he ate his breakfast in bed, brought to him by one of the servant girls from the night before. 

Those girls would be living at the mansion from now on, he explained. Because he was so glad with the way she turned out, he had decided to make his permanent home there with her. 

Of course, he would have to be traveling quite a bit for a while, but Kimberly felt it a privilege to be the property of such an important, busy man. 

And strong. He had held her upside down by her ankles with one hand, drilling her against the wall for a few fuck sessions. She drifted back to sleep after he left and slept till ten in the morning, deciding that she would go to school, if at all, when it suited her.

Natalya was the one to wake Kimberly properly, licking her mistress's hot teenage pussy. The gorgeous redhead was dressed in towering stiletto heels and a skimpy mini-dress that were the same bright red shade as her hair.

For being such a good girl, Kimberly rewarded her by allowing her to kiss her as much as she wanted while she dressed her. She knew the redhead wanted to finger herself as well, but then Kimberly would never get dressed.

Mark had told her to wear pink that day, and so, hypnotized by her beauty, Natalya slipped Kimberly into a hot pink pleated ruffle micro-skirt outfit that Kimberly never wanted to take off. Her heavenly upper body was covered only by a pink corset that exposed her taut, perfect midriff and pressed her enormous man-magnet tits together. Little red hearts acted as buttons up the front. 

Her bustline must have been approaching fifty inches, and yet her girls stayed perky, firm, and bouncy. Fun little ties ran down her back as well, tied in big happy bows with cute white polka dots that also showed up on her skirt.

Her outstanding body looked all the better with a pair of skintight, thigh-high, pink boots with seven-inch platform heels, bright pink bows running down the fronts. They matched the one she had tied around her neck. 

Underwear was only hinted at, a tight, skinny white g-string that might as well of been an optical illusion. Of course, pink mesh gloves sat on her pretty hands, the nails there pink already. They matched her toesies. 

She didn’t remember painting them, but she must have. Nails didn’t paint themselves, after all. 

The outfit gave any onlooker a great view of her abs. They glistened like the rest of her skin, her teensy eighteen-inch waist leading into nearly double that on her hips. 

Measuring her tits would have been an exercise in seeing how many orgasms someone could bring Kimberly to. Her nipples nearly made her cum just from sliding them into clothes. 

She stepped closer to the mirror for a moment, examining her eyes. They seemed a bit greener than usual. How wonderful. A incredible babe like her was supposed to be hot and colorful all over, now her eyes cooperated fully.

By the time she had dressed her energy had returned completely. Kimberly felt like going to school, but as Mark’s newest and bestest girlfriend she felt she had to arrive in style. Natalya was nice enough to drop her off at the car dealership at the end of town.

Soon enough, Kimberly found herself in the lap of a balding, overweight salesman. His name was Dave. 

She sat there in his lap because it made him stutter, and she thought it was cute when he stuttered. A little pathetic, perhaps, but then, every man in comparison to her Mark was pathetic in some manner or another. That didn’t mean they didn’t have yummy cocks for her to give pleasure to.

It was totally okay to suck a cock or swallow some cum, she decided, even though she belonged to Mark. After all, he wanted her to get whatever she wanted, and doing those things was one of the best ways to do that.

“I-I-I’d l-love to s-sell, Jesus. Sell you this Ferrari, Kimberly, I-I just. Christ. You don’t have any references, a-and God. You smell like Heaven.”

She smiled at him. “I know I do, baby,” she said, stroking his face, and smiled when she felt his bulge dance underneath her ass. “But you’ve got me all wrong. I don’t want you to sell me a car at all, silly.”

“Y-you don’t?”

“Of course not. I want you to just give it to me. Isn’t that much easier?” 

Before he answered, she took his head and drew it into her cavernous cleavage, pressing her twin mounds of lust into his face. “Don’t these references speak well for me, handsome?”

She gently pushed him out when he began to lick.

“Guh-god yes,” he breathed. “Bu-but, I just, I-I can’t just give you a Ferrari . . .”

She pressed her gloved hand to his mouth, shushing him. “I understand, hunky. You think that if you’re bad for me, you can’t make sure I’ll be bad for you.”

She slid out of his lap, ignoring his moans of protest, and then got on to her knees between his legs. His pants quickly became a non-issue, and Kimberly stroked his meaty rod with her sinfully soft and skillful hand.

“How’s this, baby? Is this bad enough? Can you be bad for me now?”

His head lolled and he began to drool, ogling her tits, entranced by her tongue as she licked his rod every so often, like it was an errant lolly-pop.

“Oh. O-oh fuck. Oh J-Jesus. Yes. Yes! A-any car you want. F-fucking yours.”

She smiled at him, and instead of thanking him sped up her hand, quickening his orgasm. He came, spurting all over his pants and her hand. He remained stiff in her hands after he came, and he looked at that fact with wonder.

“Oh m-my God. My cock i-is hard. H-how the f-fuck am I still hard? N-never c-cum like th-that and th-then and n-now I-I’m hard. Holy fuck.” His voice remained even and amazed. “Oh my guh-god you’re going to make me cum again.”

Kimberly continued to stroke him happily. 

“Now, I don’t have any insurance, is that a problem?”

“You w-want to drive a Fer-ferrari without insurance? J-Jesus, Kimberly—”

“You could help me with that, couldn’t you? You make lots of money, I bet. Couldn’t you pay my insurance for me?”

“I, no, I have a wife, and a kid, and y-you. You are s-so so fucking good at that. An-and oohhhhhh.”

This last moan started when Kimberly slipped her mouth down onto his cock completely, sucking with earnest.

“Oh fucking shit. Yes. Anything you want.” 

He panted in silence for several seconds, as if thinking about something while she gave his cock her full attention.

“I love you,” he muttered finally. “I fucking love you more than anything.”

Music to her ears, adding to the symphony of slurping and sucking she had already composed. When he came in her mouth just a few minutes later he still remained hard. 

Kimberly decided to see how much she could make him give him until he got soft. 

* * * * *
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FIVE ORGASMS LATER, she rode out of the dealership in the newest top of the line model with all features installed. She gave him another hand job while she watched him sign all the insurance forms giving her the highest premiums and best coverage available. With as fast as she was going to drive the hot little car, she was bound to wreck it at least once.

In the backseat laid Dave’s wallet with all of his bank passwords, as well as all the thousands in cash from the dealership’s safe. Mark said that his business needed all the money she could provide for it, and she was overjoyed to help him in any way possible.

She also received assurances from Dave that he would divorce his wife that day, if possible, and disown his child, and kick them both out of the house and on to the street. 

He was going to sell the house, anyway, and give all the proceeds to Kimberly. He also promised to be ready to move to Tijuana with her at a moment’s notice, which Kimberly thought was just such a laugh. She had mentioned she liked Mexican food, he promised he'd take her to Tijuana. What a fun little guy.

The new car drove like a dream, the scenery flying by as she whizzed down the road at over a hundred miles an hour. It had no top, so her opulent chestnut chevelure flew behind her as she went. 

She didn’t see a single cop, and wondered only momentarily where their authority had been needed. She had been rather eager to use her tits to get out of a ticket, as they had been criminally underused with Dave.

After speeding around for a while, she parked in the handicapped space at school, the closest one to the entrance. As if she could even begin to care about the handicapped when not even the best looking of them could come anywhere in the same galaxy as Kimberly on a bad day. As if Kimberly had bad days.

Inside the school, Kimberly couldn’t tell if it was a class period or a break between, so many students littered the halls. All of them in some form of embrace or another, Glory’s heady scent lingering over all of them, combined with the blossoming new scents of dozens of others. Mark was such a good salesman. Every gal seemed to be wearing his clothes. Most all of them had yummy big tits, thin, tanned bodies, and long, long legs and hair.

Kimberly didn’t even know a girl could have pink or purple or green or even blue hair, but then, she would be the first to happily admit that what she didn’t know could have filled a like, um, really big thing that was huge. 

Mark deserved girls with hairs and skins every color of the rainbow, and all of these girls, she knew, would be serving him soon enough.

She didn’t feel like going to class, so she strutted down the halls, enjoying the eye-raping her body was getting from everyone who saw her. Eventually, a cute tall boy with gelled-up dark hair approached her.

“Hi Kimmie,” he said. “Look, I just want you to know, I totally regret breaking up with you. And I broke up with Candice. I want you back.”

Kimberly looked at him for a moment in puzzlement. “Um. Like, what?”

The boy looked at her, mirroring her confusion. “I . . . want to get back together with you?”

“I’m sorry, but who are you?”

“I’m Teddy?” He said, strangely unsure, as if he needed her knowledge of his name for validation of its existence. “Teddy Smith. We went out for like three months. You let me kiss you.”

Kimberly wracked the hazy area that now served as her brain, searching for a memory. All she found was that Mark was her first and only boyfriend. She had been waiting for him, after all. Dreaming of him forever and ever.

“I think you have me mistaken with someone else, sweetie. Sorry. You are kind of cute, though.” 

She could tell she wasn’t helping, and she did hate to see that frown form on his face. 

“Listen, I’m sort of um, totally uninterested. But, tell Natalya I told her to give you a blowjob, okay?”

She sauntered off, but not before turned her head and winking at him, just to give him a boner and to make sure it was her he thought about next time he came. She wondered for a moment if word would spread that all someone needed to do to get head from the gorgeous Czech student was to mention that Kimberly had told her to do it. How fun.

Kimberly continued to wander the halls, looking for fun. She caught herself wondering why the high school looked so drab. Dull colors, lockers everywhere, tile floor. 

Mark was rich. If she asked him sweetly he’d probably look into livening the place up a little. Maybe put in some of that plush carpet that was so great to be fucked by him on, some mirrors (okay, a lot of mirrors), perhaps even some club music so that girls could dance and give boys yummy hard-ons.

Lost imagining the ways she could improve her community, Kimberly was taken completely by surprise when a strong hand shot out and grabbed her and took her into the boy’s bathroom.

It was some freak wearing a gasmask. There was something familiar about him, though, as she looked through the mask . . . hadn’t he been arguing or something with Glory the other day?

“Miss Amora, I’ve got to speak with you,” he said urgently. “I’m Edward Towers, a reporter for the local paper.”

Kimberly, a bit frightened by the man’s intensity, stayed quiet.

“There’s something crazy going on here, and I think you’ve been put in the middle of it. That man your with, Mark, he’s changed you somehow. Made you more . . . more beautiful.” 

He sighed, marching one direction and then the next in the small bathroom.

“I know it sounds crazy. But he’s doing it to all the women in the town, surely you’ve seen it! Making them sex-crazed nymphos desperate to fuck anything that walks!”

Kimberly giggled. “So like, what’s the problem?”

He grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her. Her tits jiggled pleasantly. For some reason, he was wearing thick hockey gloves.

“Snap out of it! Whatever hold he’s got on you, you’ve got to fight it! He’s changing you, making you look how he wants you to, act how he wants you to!”

“That sounds like, totally wonderful.” She giggled happily. “Do you think if I asked extra-nice he’d make my tits bigger?”

“What?”

“You’re right,” she sighed. “I should let him decide. They’re just as much his as they are mine. Well, probably more his than mine, so—”

“You don’t care about this? Kimberly, he’s manipulated you completely! You’re not even the same person you were a week ago! A day ago!”

“I know, silly.” She put her hand on his shoulder. “You’ve explained that. He’s made me more beautiful. He’s so nice like that. He knows that being his super hot queen babe girl is all I care about.”

“You don’t understand,” he shook his head. “I think he wants to take over the world.”

“Oh God, really?”

He mistook her excitement for terror. “Yes!”

Kimberly nearly came with joy at the thought.

“Oh, that would be so wonderful.” She clasped her hands together up under her chin. “Then, everyone could serve him.”

“This was a mistake,” Edward said, shaking his head. “You’re too far gone, too his. You’re evil.”

In the narrow confines of the bathroom, Kimberly realized that the two of them stood at an erotically close distance. 

She knew Mark could look after himself, but Kimberly wanted to help. 

If this fellow thought Mark taking over the world was bad, then surely she could change his mind. The lusty, lithe enchantress closed the narrow few inches and reached up a hand to stroke the reporter’s hair around the straps of his mask. He tried to back up, but his eyes opened wide, as if realizing that he had placed the teen beauty between himself and the door.

“Mmm,” she purred, “and Evil is just soooo gorgeous, isn’t she? That’s why you haven’t been able to stop taking those pictures of me, you naughty man.”

“No, no,” he shook his head. “Those were for desensitization. I had to get used to how gorgeous, I mean, the way you look, so that—”

“De-sens-whatty?” Kimberly giggled. “Is that what this silly mask is all about?”

“You emit some kind of pheromone,” he said, nodding. “I noticed it talking with that blond teacher, and—”

“Whatever. You’re trying to not feel how good I can make you feel?” She guided his face through his thick mask so that all her twin, shining emerald eyes were all he could look at. “Why deny yourself the kind of pleasure I can give you?”

One of her hands sank to his, and removed the thickly padded glove there. She placed it on a gargantuan, plump, firm breast. He moaned. It would be impossible to say whether he noticed when she began to undo the straps of his mask.

“Isn’t that better?” She asked. “Better than some picture. A picture, at best, is only worth a thousand words, right? I’m worth way more than a thousand words. A hundred thousand, easy. Millions. A gajillion, even. An erotic epic poem of uncontrollably hot touching and unspeakably sexy lust, dedicated solely to the ways in which I am more gorgeous than any other babe alive. Doesn’t that sound about right?”

His mask slipped off and Kimberly immediately kissed him, her hands going to his crotch.

“Oh, Mr. Towers!” she exclaimed. “I think your pen is ready to squirt some ink.”

At that exact second, Natalya burst into the bathroom, Teddy in tow. Teddy looked completely surprised. Natalya was just turned on.

“Oh, good!” Kimberly said happily. “Natalya, darling, this is Mr. Towers. He needs your attention.”

“Of course, Kimberly,” Natalya purred. “But, vut about Teddy? He was first.”

Kimberly laughed. “Don't be silly, honey. You can do them both at the same time, can't you?”

Natalya nodded eagerly. “Come on,” she pulled Teddy forward.

The sexy redhead bent her slim, busty body over, her tiny dress hiding nothing from the two men. With a shuddering, pleasure-filled breath, she slid her mouth down to Towers' bulging crotch. She unzipped him expertly, his pants gathering around his feet.

“B-but . . .” Towers protested, looking at Kimberly. “I-I wanted . . . wanted you.”

Kimberly giggled. “It's all right, honey. Just pretend she's me. I'll allow it.”

Within seconds, Natalya had covered his stiff pole with hot saliva, kissing and licking it happily. From behind her, Teddy dropped his pants and slid his young meat in her hot teen pussy. Both Teddy and Mr. Towers stared helplessly at Kimberly as they fucked her hot, redheaded servant. For her part, Natalya stared at Kimberly too, cumming helplessly as the two studs filled her up.

Kimberly left before they finished, wanting to give them some time to warm up to each other. She knew they could hardly concentrate on each other when she was around.

The dazzling teen started on her way to find Glory and giggle with her about the day’s events when a female voice came over the intercom.

“There will be a gathering in the auditorium in five minutes. Attendance is mandatory for all seniors.”

Normally, Kimberly would disregard such a message. No one ordered a babe of her stature around unless it was Mark. Yet, she felt compelled to go, like Mark would want her to be there. 

She took her time, knowing that it would be best if she arrived last. That way, everyone could adore her delicious frame together and all at once. 

It worked out for the best, as the second she came in through the auditorium’s double doors, the school band began to play fanfare. 

They had been waiting for her. How lovely.

She strutted down the red carpet that had been laid out for her, tits bouncing merrily in her pink accoutrement. Several of the eighteen year-old hunks, abandoning all pretense and decorum, began jacking themselves off as she walked by. It made her mouth water. 

Though she knew all guys should jerk themselves thinking only about her, she still wished some nice girls would help them out a bit and jerk them off for them. No man should have to stroke his own cock when so many women should leap at the chance to do it for him. It made it so much easier to imagine Kimberly herself performing for them that way.

When she arrived at the stage, Glory helped her climb the stairs in her ridiculous heels before getting on her knees before her. Kimberly posed for the crowd and waited. 

After a few moments, Candice McMichael stepped out, her face red and sad. She wore no Female Designs.

“Yes?” Kimberly asked.

She sniffed. “Kim, I—”

Glory rose up and pushed Candice down on her knees. 

“That's better dear,” Glory said softly. “Now, remember to address her as ‘Mistress.’”

The blazing hot blonde started to get back down on her own knees, but Kimberly stopped her and awarded her with a sweet kiss on her forehead.

“Good girl,” she said.

Glory shuddered briefly and continued her trip to the ground, where she convulsed in orgasm a while longer before remaining still. Candice, meanwhile, had fallen to the ground.

“Mistress,” she began shakily. “I . . . I don’t really understand everything that’s gone on, but um, I’ve decided to give up the class presidency. And the captainship of the cheerleading squad. And my last acts in both of those positions was to name you my successor. I didn’t know it worked like that, but um, apparently it does.”

Kimberly clapped her pink-clad hands in delight. What fun.

“And I um, thought you might like to know, that I’ve expelled myself. I didn’t know I could do that either, but there you go.”

“Aw, Candice,” cooed Kimberly. “That's really sweet of you. You know, we've really been at each other's throat for a while, but I'll forgive you if you just tell me you're sorry. I'll even let you back in the school, with some hot new clothes. Would you like that?”

Candice's face lit up. “I-I would! I really would! Thank you, Kimberly! I'm sorry! I'm really, really sorry! I was totally mean to you, and that was really wrong of me!”

“That's a good girl,” said Kimberly.

She moved forward and stroked Candice's face for a moment, and then kissed her forehead. Candice shivered.

Kimberly stood back up. “Run along now.”

Candice nodded and crawled off happily.

“A noble sentiment, I suppose,” came a voice. The voice. Mark’s voice. “Naming you president, captain, all of that. But I rather think you deserve more.”

He showed himself as Candice left the stage, dressed as sharp as always in a navy blue suit.

Kimberly rushed towards him, leaping onto his muscular frame and wrapping her long, booted legs around his waist. When their lips met, a shock wave of lust bristled across the room. Moans cascaded backwards in the crowd in even time. 

Mark’s hand slipped into the back of her skirt and into the straight line between her dual shelves of her ass there, picking her up a little higher. He brought his lips against her ear.

“I simply couldn’t abide anyone trying to insult my special girl. Glory told me all about it. You were nicer to her than I thought you would have been.”

Kimberly shrugged. “She's learned her lesson.”

Glory crawled underneath the two, where she kissed whatever she could find. A long, narrow puddle of hot pussy juices trailed behind her.

Mark put Kimberly down for a moment, and stepped away from her to address the crowd. He wore no microphone, but everyone could hear him.

“Captain of the cheerleading squad is all well and good, but I think all of us know Kimberly deserves her own personal cheerleading squad simply for being, well, her, and therefore better than any of you.”

His eyes turned to leer at the eighteen year-old cheerleaders sitting together in the front row. It was not a game day, and yet they all wore their uniforms. Kimberly did not remember them being quite so statuesque, or their uniforms being so skimpy. A growth spurt, then. Good for them. 

Cheerleaders were natural leaders in the school, since the only reason they became as such was because they were attractive and men wanted to see them in tiny outfits. 

They looked up at Mark with heavy-lidded eyes, licking their lips and crossing their legs excessively. He took in the view, looking them up and down and side to side. Kimberly wasn’t jealous at all. That was the role of other women, to be looked at by Mark. And enjoyed, if he really wanted them.

“What do you say, girls? You’ve already got a squad together. Think you could serve Kimberly how she merits?”

They giggled out a chorus of “Yes sir”s. He smiled, and Kimberly watched as their tits grew collectively by at least two cup sizes. They all came. The scent of fresh fruit and flowers got ever stronger. 

Mark made it happen, Kimberly realized, her pussy twanging. He was so powerful, and she was so his.

“And, Class President is okay, but let’s be honest, high school has never been a democracy. Presidents can be put out of office. It's a rather weak term for the kind of natural leader you already have in my darling here. And so, by the power vested in me by . . . well, me . . .”

He reached into his suit, and pulled out a sparkling diamond tiara. 

Kimberly gasped.

“Does this mean I’m going to be Queen of the whole school?”

Mark put the crown on her head with a smile. “For starters.”
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Kimberly stepped out of the front door of her newly constructed palace, bending over at the waist to pick up the daily paper. She liked to show her servants that she could work hard when she wanted.

The paper’s headline read, “Preston celebrates six month anniversary of Queen Kimberly’s reign!”

The entire front page was written by that darling man Edward Towers. Most of the text described the parade that was going to take place tomorrow day and the orgy in the evening. A few other pieces had fashion tips and detailed Kimberly’s favorite foods and presents. 

There was also a bit congratulating the city council for their foresight in calling the emergency election that put her in charge and passing the law that disbanded the council after she took the reins.

Such a devoted fellow, that Towers. He had even taken it upon himself to actually write that poem she had suggested. Whenever she saw him, he looked haggard and sleepless, professing that the words to describe her seemed to elude him constantly. He said he thought the effort of it would kill him sometimes. 

Ah, well. Anyone could write a newspaper.

Every page past the first one was simply a catalogue for Female Designs, with Kimberly on nearly every page, of course. She loved the weekly photo shoots. Sometimes Mark would show up and screw her in between outfits. With the new airline he had acquired, he said that pretty soon she’d be doing shoots in new, exotic locales like Moscow, London, Beijing, and Washington D.C.

She’d have a bit of an audience when they went to these places, he explained. Frumped up leaders who needed to learn to relax and let Mark do whatever he wanted. 

Kimberly found it exciting. Her cheerleaders often posed with her, as did other girls from the high school and her club. Some of the best dancers Kimberly knew at the club had been snatched up from the school. 

The young nymph wore a royal blue stretch lycra micro dress that only somewhat contained her bustline. On the other end its hemlines stretched long enough only to cover her cunt and half her sumptuous ass. It was backless, and strapless, help up purely by her enormous tits’ ability to defy physics. 

She decided to allow matching over-the-knee boots with skyscraper heels to feel the grace of her legs. Big heels, she knew, announced to the world that she couldn’t run, couldn’t even walk, really. All she could was wiggle and sway her sexy tight ass to wherever she was going, each step having to be carefully placed to ensure the maximum amount of hotness therein.

Her lacy blue stockings had little bluebonnets sewn into the fabric. Pure white gloves that extended past her elbows decorated her hands and arms. 

On top of all this was Mark’s birthday gift to her, her true birthday, as Mark would say, when he let her know she’d be eighteen and his forever. He had been nice enough to give her a thick, pure-white mink coat that suited the regality of her beauty and the diamond crown on her head. The coat contrasted brilliantly with her bronze skin, her colorful outfit, and the thick sheets of chestnut hair running down its back in locks and waves to a bit beyond her ass, fluffy and shiny.

Every item she wore screamed for people to look at her, to be the center of attention. And she of course knew that was where she belonged – there was nothing more natural, more right, than beautiful babe with eyes locked on her body. Mark repeated this to her a few weeks before in the middle of presenting her with a glorious diamond necklace, every bit of which was made of the precious stones, including the strand leading into a lovely 100-carat diamond the size of a doorknob resting on her tantalizing titties. The earrings matched, of course.

She walked the long cobblestone path to her car, where her voluptuous chauffeur waited. Something like four or five houses had been demolished to make room for her palace, but Kimberly had promised and delivered them places serving in her new home. They all seemed quite happy about it.

“School, Mommy,” she said to the waiting driver, and glided inside to her seat.

A little joke they played. Her real name was Ronni. It had once been longer but Kimberly felt it had too many syll . . . sy . . . like, sounds your tongue had to make when saying something. 

Mark had told her just the other day that he was a God, and as such she was his Goddess. Goddesses couldn’t have mommies, that was silly, that would mean she had been born, and everyone knew that Mark had created her in the image of his greatest desire.

Besides, Ronni couldn’t have been older than twenty-three at the most, and well, the numbers didn’t seem right. 

But, whatever! Kimberly knew you’d have to be a mathematician and have a few years of free time to figure out something that complicated. 

Kimberly had found Ronni while touring the local Female Designs department store with Mark. It had been him, in fact, that suggested the chauffeuring job for Ronni.

Mark was just so funny sometimes. Like, how he was about a month ago, in the middle of a fuck session. He spent about two or three days a week with her, most of the time. Poor soul had to travel constantly. 

They had just came together, like always, and he had stopped to look at her. He did this a lot. She posed for him, made her feelings manifest with her face, letting him know that no other cock than his could even come close to satisfying her. A hot babe's face was one of the best breeding grounds for creating lust in her man’s life, and, as a Goddess, Kimberly knew she was the best babe ever. 

“I'm going to try something,” he said. “Just for a moment.”

He looked at her, concentrating, and she felt a haze recede from her brain that she hadn’t even known was there. He looked at her strangely for a minute while she continued her pose.

“Aren’t you going to say something?”

Kimberly smiled. “What would you like me to say, darling? Should I tell you I love you?”

She’d say whatever he liked. He was the one that had made her so beautiful. Worshiped. Because of him, she had everything she had ever dreamed of.

“I . . .” He seemed at a loss, though a strange, new hunger shined in his eyes. “You know that I changed you, right? Changed everything?”

Kimberly giggled. “Oh. I guess so. That was really great of you.”

“You,” he said, pushing her down against the bed, suddenly and magnificently hard again, “are a very good girl.”

Almost she said something, something close to being unsure. 

But then she giggled, and the thought popped into nothingness, echoing off the walls of her empty head. It was hard to be sure of anything when Mark was around, that was why she felt so glad he took care of her. She leaned up to kiss him, and feeling the haze slowly fade back in. She rather enjoyed it.

“Don’t sound so surprised,” she purred.

After that he started visiting her four times a week, without fail. Kimberly didn’t know what had changed, but she was glad it did.

As she rode she saw her town making the preparations for the celebration tomorrow. They had been working on them all week. Probably it would go much smoother if she stopped letting the workers fuck their wives, girlfriends, daughters, sisters, or just whatever hot babe happened past as they labored, but Kimberly wanted her subjects to have fun.

Kimberly’s heart leaped up to her the empty space in her head when they arrived at the school. Mark’s helicopter was parked there, in the helipad where the girls soccer field used to be. 

Women hardly had a use for outdoor sports, after all, when every babe at the school was either on the cheerleading squad or the stripper team, so she had suggested to him that something useful might be done with it. The cheerleaders in their skimpy outfits gave out a joyous cry as Kimberly stepped out of the car, sounding off their adoration with a cheer as they did every morning. 

Candice McMicheal was one of the cheerleaders, always the very loudest of any of the girls. She had become such a nice person after starting to wear Mark's clothes.

She strode inside, looking for him, her hands out at a ninety-degree angle at her side in their naturally relaxed state. The halls were empty, as usual, largely because the different classrooms were full to the brim of eighteen year-olds necking, grinding, and fucking in whatever form they desired. 

It was good that the young men were learning their proper places, in charge of girls.

At first, there had been some protest about all the beds, sofas, and recliners that the classrooms received. But then Kimberly spoke about it at a town meeting, and everyone seemed to think it was a terrific idea.

Glory had just stepped out of class with a student. Her bright orange microdress barely contained her fabulous curves.

“Now Johnny, this is like, y’know, the fifteenth time this week I’ve had to suck you off because you weren’t paying attention, and—” 

She saw her Queen strutting quickly down the hall and bowed. Johnny got to his knees. 

“Hi, your Highness!” Glory breathed cheerily. “Master awaits in your room.”

Kimberly thanked her and rushed there. Glory was her friend, and Kimberly didn’t really require her to use her formal titles, but the blonde babe seemed to enjoy it like everyone else. 

Kimberly's room was the principal’s former office, redecorated to serve as her bedroom away from her bedroom. The only bit of the room not covered by bed was the space needed to open the door. She originally had it colored neon pink, but then Mark made her realize that he would be there as well, and the color was a bit loud for him when it wasn’t covering a hot female body. They compromised with a bright, happy sky blue.

He lounged on the pillows there, already naked. Kimberly came at the sight. It smelled like strawberries. Mark liked different smells, and made sure she accommodated him there. The titanically-tittied teen felt so lucky that he could do whatever he wished with her. It kept him happy. She crawled onto the bed with him.

“I’m so glad you’re home early,” she cooed. “I thought it would be another few days.”

He smiled. “I closed the deal. Female Designs is going worldwide, and I felt like celebrating.”

“Yay!” The tiny goo of her mind could come up with nothing better to express her emotion.

“And it’s been six months we’ve been together now,” he said, stroking her face as she slid onto his form. “I thought I’d give you a present as well.”

He reached under a pillow, and presented her with a small box.

Kimberly opened it, close to tears. But no, it wouldn't do to cry in front of her man. Inside the box, as she had expected, was a beautiful, solid diamond ring.

“You're marrying me,” he announced. “Tomorrow. I figured we could combine the two celebrations.”

“Oh, thank you,” Kimberly cried, leaping on to her Master. 

“You're going to be a good slavewife for me, aren't you?” 

She nodded ecstatically. “Your best one!”

It was easy to deduce, even for a hot babe like her, that Mark was going to have lots and lots of slavewives. But still, Kimberly was so blessed to be the first, and she knew she would always be his best.

Mark's cock was completely hard, towering toward the ceiling. Kimberly slid on top of its massive length, filling her body entirely. Her mind. Hot little orgasms powered through her, and her mind melted just a bit more. All she could focus on was how lucky she was.

Her hot, young pussy slid up and down his shaft as he easily picked her up and set her back down. With a few tugs, he had ripped her outfit off entirely, holding her by her tits. She still had on her gloves, her boots, her amazing fur coat, and of course her crown. 

Mark held her by her tits, fucking her up and down his thick meat, increasing his pace. She was made for him, made for his meat. Made to be fucked by him. Made to become his slavewife queen.

“All yours, all yours,” she cried out happily, hands trailing up and down his heavily muscled form. “Thank you for making me yours.”

He came inside of her then, filling her perfectly, as always. 

His intensely hot load unleashed inside of her body like a supernova of cum, exploding a thousand orgasms inside of her body all at once. Her mind turned off for several minutes, completely overloaded. 

When she came to, he was still hard insider of her, stroking her hair lovingly. 

“Fuck me again, husband,” she whispered eagerly. “My husband king!”

Kimberly Amora loved her life. It was so good to be the Queen.

# # #
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Bimbo Girlfriend
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James’s latest girlfriend was a supermodel.

And not just some really beautiful gal that probably could have gotten a job modeling or acting at one point or another in her life; she was an honest-to-god supermodel, worth millions of dollars, standing in the hallway next to plain old James. Alice could hardly believe it.

“I'm Isabella,” the supermodel purred, extending a delicate hand. Her exotic accent coated every syllable she uttered, gift-wrapping it in candy-covered swirls of hotness. “I'm James's perfect girlfriend.”

“Um,” said Alice, laughing a bit. “All right. I'm Alice. I'm his . . . perfect neighbor.”

Isabella raised a perfect eyebrow. “Are you?” As if this was some kind of real title that she now had to live up to.

They were in the hallway of the mid-city apartment building where Alice and James both lived. Alice had just gotten in from work, still wearing the same canary yellow dress she had been wearing all day. It offset her dark red hair so nicely, she felt, so she made it a regular part of her wardrobe. Alice was tired—it had been a long day, and it would be nice to get inside and just sit down in front of the television, do some channel surfing, and pass out.

The bright lights and red carpeting only highlighted Isabella's outstanding beauty—her deep blond hair, the rich bronze of her skin, the amazing line of her jaw, the sloping globes of her big breasts. James was holding Isabella possessively, but casually, like it was the easiest thing in the world to hold on to such gorgeousness. It was sort of odd to see him with such a beautiful woman. He had nice features, his curly mop of dark hair and his regal nose, but he was on the average side of things. 

Isabella, on the other hand, was clinging to James, as if terrified he would go away at any second. She was positively simpering around him, Isabella, gazing longingly at her boyfriend’s body. Her tight, red dress made love to every inch of her body—it was the kind of dress that models wore on the red carpet, stylish and daring. The dress design had gaps in it every few inches, red hot pure skin showing from her abdomen, her breasts, her shoulders, and the sides of her hips, like some giant beast had taken a swipe at her and tore bits of the cloth away. The mini dress barely covered her tight, bubbly ass. Skintight, thigh-high dark suede boots decorated her legs, Isabella balancing on them with blissful ease.

Alice had known James for about two years, since he had moved in to the apartment across from her. The two had never gone out, despite a mutual attraction for one another, because one of them had always been involved with someone else whenever the other one wasn’t. 

Alice had always considered it bad timing, since she always felt that she and James would be a great pair. He had sly little jokes for her when they ran into each other, and his sense of humor was so dry. They both worked in government jobs—it seemed to fit. She wasn't sure what his division was—he always joked that it was top secret research into highly volatile artifacts, something like that. Or at least, she thought it was a joke.

Isabella had turned away from Alice, seemingly forgetting she was there, admiring James's shoulder. The way she was stroking him was nearing erotic, though Isabella looked like she could make opening a letter erotic.

“You two seem so . . . comfy,” said Alice. “Why don't I let you have some time together?”

Alice tried to ignore the stabs of jealousy she felt at seeing them together, so happy. 

“No,” said James, shaking his head. “I want for you two to get along. That would make my day. Come on over. Isabella is cooking for us. Her treat.”

Isabella nodded eagerly. “My treat for you,” she said breathily, looking mostly at James. 

Alice had caught just the slightest glimpse of James's eyes—most of his gaze was, understandably, reserved for Isabella—but she felt from looking at him that she just couldn't say no. It had been a long day at the office . . . but . . . this was what James wanted. She wouldn't mind a distraction anyway. Filing all that paper paid well enough, but was hardly ever any fun.

Alice and James both watched the sumptuous beauty bounce into the doorway into the apartment. Her ass like some divinely shaped statue. 

She felt like she couldn’t even compete. It didn’t happen often – Alice thought she had a smashing body. Working out regularly had provided her with sumptuous muscle tone and nature had provided her with a more-than-ample chest. Combine that with her lovely red hair and an angelic face, and she knew she was quite the catch for most every man.

But in front of Isabella . . . well, Alice didn’t feel ugly, but she didn’t feel quite as dominantly pretty as she usually did when around other women. Not that she was a snob or even that vain, but she took solace in the fact that she was typically the best-looking girl around. It was one of the few pleasures of having her job—that she could get what she wanted just by asking sweetly.

Isabella, on the other hand, wouldn't even have to ask. She could just suggest, or glance, and freebies and gifts would come vaulting her way. She could make traffic stop. Hell, if Isabella bent over to adjust the straps on her ridiculously tight boots at the right place at the right time of day, she could make traffic jams.

So, as if it wasn’t enough that Isabella was making millions of dollars a year, Alice had to admit that she did deserve it for just being so mind-blowingly gorgeous.

Alice watched E!, had seen Isabella on there plenty of times. Dating princes, dating rock stars and famous athletes. She wasn’t the normal stick-thin model that was basically just a clothes-hanger for the latest fashions. No, Isabella was a Brazilian with a bountiful bosom and a gorgeous, exotic face that practically dripped sensuality. Her curves seemed unreal, exaggerated like an erotic drawing of a teenager’s wet dream. It was as if nature had put everything sexy about women straight into the body of Isabella.

Alice was certain Isabella's breasts were fake but, as she entered the apartment behind James and watched the beauty attend to the kitchen, she noticed her rack certainly jiggled realistically enough. It was odd how Isabella so often modeled bras, and yet, looking at her in person, her breasts seemed even larger than they did in the pictures. Almost like they had grown recently. Which was a silly thought, of course—women didn't start having breasty growth spurts at the age of 26. 

“When did you two meet?” Alice asked James, who was arranging some cushions on the couch.

“Oh,” he shrugged. “Last night, I think. It's tough to measure.” He looked admiringly at Isabella's behind as she bent over in the kitchen. “We've been busy.”

“Last night?” Alice was shocked. “But . . . she's . . . you're . . . she's cooking you meals?”

James shrugged again, smiling. 

It was a rather surprising turn of events. Isabella's normal boyfriends, as far as Alice knew, were all complete hunks. James was nice, but he was sort of plain. Alice liked that about him. He didn't seem like a threat. It was hard, in many ways, to know what Isabella saw in him. She was so glamorous, so opulent.

“When you know, you know.” He grabbed her hand, and looked deep into her eyes. “You know that, don't you Alice? You know all sorts of things.”

A hot, warm rush of serenity bathed over Alice's skin. His eyes were so dark. Had they always been so dark? They were like looking into eternity. Like if she looked long enough, some perfect, wonderful truth would expose itself. Like how...she should feel good. She should just relax. She should accept everything. She should let herself feel free and happy. 

* * * * *
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FREE, AND HAPPY. FREE and happy. Relaxed.

Had James...had he been talking? His voice was rebounding against the fragile confines of her mind, but he was sitting down on the couch, with Isabella kissing his neck passionately, her legs wrapped around one of his thighs. Their plates were in front of them, but all the food was gone. Had they eaten? 

Isabella, grinding her hot, sumptuous body into her man's, was doing everything she could to distract James from watching Alice, who was dancing in front of the stereo as it pumped out a hot club beat.

Oh god, she was dancing. How had that started? Her body was grinding to the thick, steady beat of the music, her svelte curves swinging this way and that, rubbing her loose yellow dress up and down her body. 

She was dripping wet from sweat. She had been doing this for a while. Her dress was all clingy and moist. Alice's pussy was moist, too, and not from sweat.

Alice stopped—or she tried to stop. All she could really manage was to slow herself down, somehow making her movements even more erotic. 

She moaned, breathing hard, sucking in hot gasps whenever her unstoppable hands crawled over her nipples. Why were they so sensitive? Why did everything feel so wonderful? If she moved her hands up from her thighs to her waist, it was really easy to pretend it was just an accident that she was showing them her ass.

Alice had such a nice ass. She loved the way it looked in this dress. Pert, tight, the fabric hugging it just right.

Isabella had stopped necking James, and was now watching Alice intently, James whispering into her ear. It seemed like Isabella was getting more and more turned on by Alice as the seconds ticked away. Her deep, dark eyes grew lidded, and she was biting her thick, pouty lips like she was modeling in a photo.

“I bet she tastes like peppermint,” Isabella said to James, as if they had been discussing this for hours. “Peppermint ice cream.”

Alice felt her pussy twinge with the revelation. Yes. Peppermint ice cream. Smooth and fresh, something to slide down the hot, endlessly lovely body of Isabella. Something quickly melting into a sugary puddle of tasty goo. Something for her to eat up and enjoy after a hard day's modeling. A hot little snack for Isabella to lick and lick and lick.

God, she had never had thoughts like this before. Never about a woman. Where were they coming from? Alice shook her head, trying to clear it. Instead, she ended up dancing harder to the beat, her thick red hair whipping around.

James's gaze turned back onto Alice. As if, somehow, he knew she was trying to do something else other than dance. And when his eyes hit her, it was like she was stuck in that endless, perfect moment right after an orgasm. The idea to ask why it was happening, how it was happening, couldn't gain any traction in her head. 

* * * * *
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WHEN HER MIND CAME back online, she had wound up sitting on the couch, right next to Isabella. The Brazilian's long legs pressing warmly into her own. It seemed like no time was passing, like everything was working in unison. 

A champagne glass was in her hand. Her mind felt like a strobe light. The glass was empty, then it was full again, then it was empty. She didn't know how much she drank. She already felt high—why not get drunk? That made sense. 

All kinds of things made sense. Isabella and James talked, and their words were just so right.

“You don't need to think tonight, lovely,” said James, openly clawing one of Isabella's breasts. The plump flesh of her big tits pushing out through his fingers. “Not in the slightest.”

Even though his hands were on Izabel, his eyes were  on Alice's legs in her short yellow dress. Alice felt like he was devouring her as he fondled Isabella, who was still staring at Alice with that soulful, model “come fuck me” look. Alice tried to straighten up, but she could barely move. 

She felt so good. Yes. No thinking. She was lovely. No thinking for lovely people. That seemed totally right.

James whispered something into Isabella's ear, and she slid away from James's grasp. Alice didn't know how she could stand to move away from such hot manhandling. Isabella leaned forward, toward Alice, her pretty cleavage exposed—the expensive fabric of her lacy bra clearly not up to the task of handling the lovely mass of Isabella's breasts. The Brazilian slid her dress upward, revealing long swathes of her amazing thighs, showing how far up her legs her dark tight boots went. 

Had Alice asked about that? Certainly she wondered. Isabella had such delicious legs.

“I have such delicious legs,” Isabella said, drawing her fingers up the suede fabric of the boots, “Last year, they paid me three million just to wear four pairs of boots like this. Can you imagine? Of course, I told them nothing less than five million would do. They agreed right away, of course.”

Of course. Of course, that was right. Isabella deserved lots and lots of money. She was so pretty. A gorgeous woman like her deserved whatever she asked for. That was only right.

“You're so fucking gorgeous,” Alice moaned, unable to stop herself. “It's like you're getting more gorgeous right in front of me.”

“I am,” said Isabella, nodding sagely. “Watch this.”

She took a long, thick strand of her gorgeous, blond shiny hair in one hand. Then she grabbed a knife from off her dinner plate. She cut the strand off, holding the frayed edges of the hair right in front of Alice's face. Alice went from confused to amazed when the hair started growing back, centimeter by centimeter, right there in front of her in just a few seconds.

“Do you see?” said Isabella. “James takes care of me now. He's so wonderful.”

Alice nodded. James was wonderful. Isabella was gorgeous and James was wonderful and those were just two inexorable truths that couldn't be denied. 

Somehow, James was making things happening. Wonderful things like making Isabella's hair grow so thick and shiny and long. Well, that made perfect sense. He was wonderful. Wonderful people made wonderful things happen.

“He can be wonderful for you, too, pet,” Isabella purred. “Wouldn't you like that?”

Isabella put Alice's hand on her leg, above where the boots stopped. On her thigh. Isabella's pussy was only inches away, radiating heat like some kind of hot, million-dollar furnace. Alice whined wordlessly.

“All you have to do is agree to do what James says,” Isabella said. “Then, he'll make your life so wonderful, like he's made mine. Do you know I don't have to have a will at all, anymore? I gave it up to him, just like I'm going to give up all my money to him. He is my will now. All I have to do is obey, and obedience is pleasure. It's so wonderful, just like him.”

James was fiddling with his belt buckle. Alice looked over at him, desperate to see into his eyes again—they were so glorious—but he was too busy focusing on Isabella. 

“I know,” said Isabella, scooting forward, excited. Alice could feel her fingers touching Isabella's silk panties. “What if I kissed you? Would that make it easier to decide to do what James says?” 

Isabella's face—her deep dark eyes, her amazing lips, her elegant nose—were all so close to Alice.

“Yes...” moaned Alice. “Yes, please!”

In pictures that Alice had seen that Isabella had been featured in, wearing bikinis or lingerie or tight dresses, her lips were always a selling point. They were plush, luxurious, like the seats of some luxury car, like even looking at them required some down payment consisting of ten years' salary. 

When they brushed into Alice's own lips, they did not disappoint. Hot, thick, and endlessly wet, the pillowy gateways to a wonderfully soft, perfectly shaped tongue that Alice could not help but suck on. This lasted for several minutes before Alice's mouth ran down the mouth to Isabella's regal jawline, and then she could not help but nuzzle and whimper and lick into that perfect space between the supermodel's jaw and neck. 

If there was a space on a woman's body that Alice wanted to exist inside of forever, it was right there on Isabella's neck, just knowing that she was part of that kind of perfection.

Alice wasn't able to control her fingers anymore. They slid past Isabella's panties easily, happily. First one, then two, then her thumb pressed down on Isabella's clit as her fingers pumped in and out. Isabella groaned and shuddered with approval. 

“Good girl,” Isabella moaned hotly, her breath wet against Alice's cheek. “That's my sweet little peppermint.”

Alice squirmed in delight from the pet name. Just knowing that Isabella could refer to her like that made her feel so wanted. It filled her up with such a terrific sense of belonging. She lost herself in Isabella's lips again, feeling her own ample tits mash up against Isabella's. Hot, molten juices slid down Alice's thigh from her lava-hot pussy.

Somewhere in her trancy, mesmerized kiss, Alice began hearing a distinct schlocking sound. She knew it wasn't from her overtures toward Isabella, not even from her fingers diving deep into the supermodel's perfectly warm pussy. She moved her eyes over toward James—her wonderful, darling, handsome James—and saw Isabella's hand in his pants, attending an enormous bulge.

“Oh,” said Alice, forgetting about kissing Isabella entirely. This was much more important. If James was feeling pleasure, everything else took a backseat. That was only right. He was a very important person.

The outline of his cock in his pants was gargantuan, stretching far longer than she ever would have suspected. Isabella's ministrations were making it throb. Alice had no idea how the fabric wasn't ripping.

“Ohhhh,” she said again, when James's eyes turned on to her once more. The deep infinite pools swallowing her entire soul. 

“Pay attention,” James said. “Make sure you're watching. Make sure you are paying tribute.”

Alice nodded dumbly.

His pulsating cock finally burst out of his pants. It shredded straight through the cloth, standing erect right there in front of them. It was mammoth. The biggest Alice had ever seen. She had no doubt that cloth pants were very low on the list of the amount of materials that gargantuan pole could have broken through. It was so fucking large, so fucking hard . . . and holy fuck it was just getting bigger and harder. 

Alice knew, somewhere deep inside, that she should be shocked. But all she could really feel was helplessly turned on. Isabella was on all fours on the couch now, stroking him with gusto.

“Get on your knees,” James said to Alice. “And worship me, like a good girl.”

Alice did as he told her. Looked into his eyes. That's what she had done when he touched her, before. When time stopped. 

It stopped again. Everything she saw, everything she heard and felt, made perfect sense. She was on his knees, saying his name over and over. Stretching out the syllable, making it into a chant.

“Jaaames,” she cried softly, her voice so breathy and ragged. “Jaaaames.”

Isabella's hand on James's thick, veiny rod, running slick and hot over the meat, made total sense. It was a perfectly good thing for her to give her man a nice handjob when guests were over. It was no trouble at all for his big cock to get harder and harder, growing more and more until Isabella's bicep was throbbing just to give it one good stroke. 

The Brazilian's tits looked like they were getting bigger and bigger just from being near him. They had once fit neatly inside the confines of her tight red dress—now, they were threatening to burst out with each ragged, hot breath she took.

Alice couldn't imagine anything more perfect than such an incredibly hot supermodel babe adoring James like that. James was so important. He had accomplished so much. Amazingly beautiful exotic fuckpets like Isabella were just born to serve him like she was. Isabella was such a supreme sexdoll that it only made sense that she was as completely in love with James as she was. 

“You're such a man. You deserve this. You're such a hunk. You're such a king,” Isabella cooed over and over. 

He was such a man. He deserved it. He was such a hunk. He was such a king.

Alice was touching herself. When had that started? Where had her panties gone? Life in this hot, sexy haze didn't seem to bother with too many details. Her nimble fingers stroked in and out of her hot, slick pussy, growing slicker by the moment. It was easy to touch her tits, to stroke her firmly erect nipples. 

James's cock, the steel rod that it was, finally looked like it had stopped growing. Isabella licked her lips.

“May I suck it, Master?” the devastatingly beautiful supermodel moaned. “May I taste you?”

He grunted, and pushed her into the couch. With a quick motion, he ripped her panties right off, and then tore her dress down the middle. Her hot boots, the heels so big and pointy, were the only full piece of clothing Isabella still had on. 

“I'll fuck your mouth later,” he said, putting her heels up around his neck.

Without any further delay, he unceremoniously plunged inside of her. Isabella's moan was instant, her orgasm obvious. It did not seem to end, or perhaps there were just dozens of them, one right after the other.

“Tonight,” James grunted, pumping inside of her. “Tonight.” Grunt, pump. “Is about.” Pump, pump, grunt. “Fucking.” Moan. Grunt. “You.” Pump, pump, pump. “Full.” Grunt, moan. “Of.” Moan, pump, pump. “Triplets.”

His hard fucking was burying Isabella between couch cushions, pushing her further and further off the couch, until she was doing a handstand right in front of Alice. His shaft was so enormous, Alice didn't know how any normal woman could take it so well. He must have changed everything about Isabella. The thought excited Alice—that James was powerful enough to do that, and that perhaps he would do it to other girls, like Alice.

“Fuck her,” Alice kept whispering, in helpless awe. “Fuck your supermodel. Fuck your property. Fuck her. Fuck your supermodel. Fuck your property. Fuck her.”

Isabella's expression was purest bliss, like her mind had simply vanished, replaced completely with a hot, swirling mass of pleasure. There was no will left inside her unblinking eyes, no thoughts, no mind. Just service. Obedience. Need. The supermodel's perfect, hot tits were shiny and slick with sweat, bouncing wildly as James plunged inside of her cunt again and again. It was all too much.

Alice let out a hot, shuddering cry as she came, and then came again. James was looking at her, he was staring at her and all she could do was cum and cum again.

The moment of his orgasm rebounded against Alice's mind for what felt like centuries. It was like her brain could not help but repeat the amazing visage of watching his every muscle tighten, of the sensational siren's song of Isabella's cries of exultation.

James rocked into Isabella again and again, and when he pulled out, finally he was still cumming. His hot, thick white strands of cum shot all over the couch, all over Isabella's perfect body, branding her completely as his own.  One strand even landed on Alice's thigh. Another round of orgasms pranced through her sensational body and her brain blinked off completely. 

* * * * *
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HOURS LATER, ALICE came to. She came to because Master James commanded it. Alice was nothing but a vessel for his commands. She had no will except his will. No thoughts except his thoughts. It was a perfect pleasure to serve and obey him, in all possible ways. He was so wonderful to let her. 

She had been lying on the living room floor, a blanket haphazardly thrown on her naked body. She stood up, seeing Master standing naked and looking at the window, his Godliness being adored by a kneeling Isabella, her hair draped around her luscious body like some thick expensive blanket. 

Master had promised Isabella triplets, and already Alice could see the bulge developing in the Brazilian's taut, muscled tummy. Master's sperm was so strong, worked so fast. Nothing he desired could be denied.

Alice got down on her knees. It wasn't right for her to stand while Isabella knelt. Not right at all. She crawled toward her Master. 

For a moment, she thought there was someone else in the apartment. A gorgeous young woman with pristinely pale skin, firetruck red hair that was thick and luxuriously soft, every single muscle incredibly toned, eyes bright emerald green. Her tits were enormous, the kind of tits that a good breeding girl had. Alice was glad another girl was here to serve Master. And then she realized she was just passing the full-length mirror on the wall.

That was . . . that was her. Somehow. Master changed her.

How wonderful. She was a perfect little breeding pet to be fucked and filled by him.

“Master,” she dared, still looking at herself in the mirror. “Does this mean I get to be your girlfriend, like Isabella?”

Both he and Isabella laughed. He walked over and held his palm out. Isabella crawled up next him, staying close. Alice moaned and slid her head into his open palm, adoring his rough touch.

“What a silly little peppermint you are,” Isabella purred, in between kisses of Master's juice-soaked, half-mast cock.

Master nodded. 

“Don't be silly, pet,” he said. “Isabella is much better than you, even if the artifact's power has let me improve you a great deal.”

Don't be a silly pet. Isabella is so much better. I'm just a little peppermint. She's the whole meal.

“We're going to need a maid, though. And a nanny. You'll learn all about how to take care of her triplets, so that you can take care of your own daughters, too. Won't that be nice?”

Her own brood from Master! It was a dream come true. She nodded vigorously, not trusting herself to speak without crying in joy.

“Now,” he pushed her head forward to his waiting, rising cock, “help Isa clean me off, and we'll see about finding you a good maid's outfit.”

# # #
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Becoming His Bimbo
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It was three weeks into the Fall semester of Emma’s Composition 101 class. 

The class was humming along quite all right for Emma—or Miss Ross, as she insisted the students call her. Students were mostly paying attention to her, and already the few who weren’t going to pass anyway had stopped showing up, probably soon to drop out. Today, she had twenty-two of the original twenty-five students present in the reasonably-sized classroom, waiting patiently for her to begin the lesson.

In the back row of the class, though, for the first time this semester was a living, breathing, sitting-down god of a man.

He was fucking gorgeous. Emma had no idea how she hadn't seen him before.

Teaching at a university had lots of benefits. Because she was an associate professor now, she no longer had to play the long adjunct game of searching for colleges and universities to hire her part-time so that she could build enough experience to make herself a marketable prospect in the long term. That relieved some stress for her life. She had full benefits—health insurance and retirement—and had a nice, free parking spot (though that was at the opposite end of the campus from the building where she worked). Her colleagues respected her opinion and envied her youthful energy, as at only twenty-eight years of age, Emma was a rare bird in the stodgy, dignified world of Western University, where old ideas ruled and young exuberance was regarded with some suspicion.

Finding men to date and work with her demanding schedule, however, was not one of the benefits the young professor possessed.

Her schedule was thoroughly limiting—if she wasn't teaching, or attending committee meetings, then she was planning classes or essays for conferences later in the year. And if she wasn’t doing that, she was grading papers. And even if, in the unlikely event that she wasn’t doing that, the only action that her mind could process was to sleep for a few anxiety-dream-filled hours before starting the cycle over.

But it was worth it. She was climbing the ladder. She was showing everyone her worth, and helping out the educational careers and futures of a whole generation.

But one look, one three-second glance at the absolute hunk in the back row of her class made her rethink her entire position on life: that she was doing all the wrong things to not be even more attractive to him. It had been ages since she had styled her short brown hair. She wasn’t really wearing make-up—she had been in too much of a rush. Emma wished she was dressed in something that made her look better. But all she had on were her basic black flats, her safe cream-colored knee-length skirt, and her thick purple sweater. At least the worst bits of her body weren’t showing, where all her thicker portions just piled out and made her feel horrible.

She thanked goodness that she always started off the class with all the students writing a journal—using a prompt she put on the classroom projector through her computer—so that she could compose herself somewhat while the students wrote.

The hunk didn’t write, though. He just sat languidly in the back, staring at her. Sizing her up.

She wished so very much there wasn’t so much to size.

Focusing so much on her career had, so far, had excellent benefits for Emma professionally. What was even better for her was that she had absolutely no plans, ever, to have children. They just got in the way of a dedicated woman like herself.

But, her shape had suffered as a result. All through high school, she had been overweight. She hated it—hated the unfair stigma it put on her, hated the lack of attention that she got from anyone of the opposite sex, and hated the negative opinions all that weight gave her of herself.

The summer before college started, she had resolved to work all the extra fat away. She ate right, started doing Pilates, joined a spin class, and dropped down from a size 30 to a size 12. She felt fantastic about herself, all the time. Her energy bounded high up to the heavens, and she was able to do great in school with no problem.

She even got a boyfriend, Steven. He was wonderful. A computer programmer, she loved the way he thought about order and logic, and the cute frown he would form when he was trying to sort out a problem.

At one point or another, she thought she was going to marry Steven. 

Then, graduate school hit. Her time was eaten up in trying to attain her doctorate, and Steven didn’t have the patience or, as her mother said, the virtue to stick around with Emma as she labored through the emotional whirlwind of trying to succeed on a life path where all her professors and deans seemed dead set on ensuring that even successes felt like failures. 

He left her, and she stuck with grad school.

She started gaining back all that weight in late-night binges of junk food, trying to cope with the stress of being alone and working through yet another round of essay-writing and studying. She had gained all the weight back from high school and then some. Her lovehandles in high school had never felt so...layered. She was no fan, at all, of how big she had become.

And here, in her class, was this mouthwatering stud looking her over like she was a piece of meat.

She stumbled through most of her class, saying the same old bit about the importance of thesis statements and how to structure an argument. 

Classes were normally seventy minutes long. She made it to forty-five. No one seemed to complain. Some of the students already not doing well gave each other high-fives on the way out.

The hunk approached her, smiling. He had a black button-shirt and tight sexy denim jeans that completely showed off his muscular ass. He moved like a jungle cat, and smiled at her like one too. Predatory and knowing, that’s what he was.

“Nice class,” he said.

“Th-thanks. Thank you.” She nodded. “Are you a student of mine? I don’t know if I know your name.”

“My name is Jackson,” he said. 

“Jackson,” she said dumbly.

“You’re Emma Ross.”

“That’s r-right?”

“Are you busy tonight, Emma Ross?”

Um, what? Was he seriously...was he really...god it was so hard to complete a thought when everything he said and did was so effortlessly handsome.

“I...um...that is...no. I mean, yes. I mean kind of? Wh-why do you ask?”

He smiled and put a hand forward, placing it right on top of hers.

“Why don't you go out with me tonight, Emma Ross? Meet me at my place.”

She blushed deeply. 

“I'm sorry,” she said. “Wow, I am so sorry. It's just, there's this policy about dating students, and . . .”

And she just received a tenure-track position after years of adjunct teaching, and there was no possible way she could just throw it all away for a completely drop-dead-ten-thousand-times handsome walking one-man studathon.

He put a hand on hers. “Come on, sweetheart,” he said. “Live a little.”

Of course, she said yes.

* * * * *
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SHE ARRIVED AT HIS condo at a quarter after eight, wearing the same outfit as before—modest skirt and thick purple sweater. It had gotten him to talk to her, why not keep going with it? 

His place was at the top floor of an enormous building downtown, newly built. It was owned by some enormously rich tycoon who all the activists at the college said was tearing down rain forests, spilling oil, selling weapons, and profiteering off of human suffering. Someone named Richmond.

The elevator moved very fast, and it still took two minutes for it to make it all the way to the top of the building.

He answered the door wearing barefoot, wearing sweatpants and the same button-up shirt from before, only now it was half-unbuttoned. She had a clear view of his chiseled pecs, the way they sat on his chest like enormous monuments to the hulking heights of his masculinity.

Emma had trouble doing anything but gawking. 

He smiled at her, seeing her gawk like that. It didn’t affect him at all. He seemed almost to expect it. God, he was probably a disaster waiting to explode her life.

“Come on in,” he said.

He was a disaster, yes, and she didn’t care so long as she got to look at him up close some more. She had images she kept at home, taken from websites that she followed, of hunky men not wearing shirts or lifting weights, that sort of thing. He was better than any of them. Just standing in front of him, she felt like her brain had turned off.

She was sort of liking the feeling. Empty. Dedicated just to one more look.

The inside of his condo was enormous—vaulted ceilings and wooden and tiled surfaces abounded. Even the panel for the air conditioning had wood-paneling. All the furniture was leather and expensive, wrapping around in l-shapes and positioned before enormous fireplaces or ornate sixty-inch plasma screen televisions.

As she had looked around, she lost sight of Jackson. She got a little lost in the enormous abode. There was a living room, a kitchen, a bar, a study, another living room, a room with only computers in it...

He stepped out from one corner with two glasses of wine in his hands. Wait. Didn’t he say he was going to take her out? 

But if he just wanted to drink wine and fuck...

Oh god. Wow. That would be a dream come true.

She took the glass of wine, taking a sip when he did.

“So, this must be a dream come true for you, huh?” 

Emma almost coughed up her wine.

“I'm sorry?”

He set down his wine glass on a nearby counter, and took her hand. Emma felt helpless to do anything but follow him. They wound up in the kitchen. He bent over at a counter, standing across from her. When he bent down like that, Emma was almost as tall as him. God, could he be any more handsome?

“I mean, I'm rich, I'm young, I'm incredibly good-looking...” he ticked along on his fingers. “...let's face it, babe. I'm out of your league.”

A deep, sinking feeling began to gather in Emma’s stomach. She felt her heart disintegrating into the black hole forming there. 

No. 

No no no. Please no. Not all this, not just to humiliate her.

He must have noticed the absolute shock on her face. 

“What? You didn't think this night was just landing in your lap without a catch, did you?”

She started backing away toward the door. Where was the door again? This place was so huge.

“I suppose . . . I don't know what I thought. I thought perhaps you were a nice young man. I suppose I was wrong.”

“Nice young man?” He laughed. “You're like, what, two years older than me? Don't give me that matronly bullshit when two seconds ago you were ready to suck me off all night long.”

Oh god, she really was. If he pulled it out right now, she couldn’t say for certain that she wouldn’t still. 

Why was still aroused? Damn her body! Damn him!

“I-I was certainly not.”

“Oh really?”

“Of course not! I had no designs of any sort.”

Except, of course, she had. It was all she had been fantasizing about since he first started talking to her.  She couldn't stop thinking about how badly she wanted to rip his pants off and adore every arrogant inch of his shaft, even now! Even after he admitted he was basically making fun of her.

Indeed, she had already allotted time later in the evening to stroking her clit, thinking about his big beautiful dick sliding between her greedy lips.

God, maybe she could imagine him calling her a stupid whore as he fucked her. Oh wow. A stupid fucking mindless whore that didn’t deserve him. Oh god! That would be an image to finger herself to for ages.

But her fantasies of humiliation were just that: fantasies. They would not affect her life. She would not let them.

At the far end of the luminous hallway, she saw the front door where she came in. She turned to leave.

“Hey, hey,” he said.

He took off his shirt then, letting her look. His abs so cut and clear. All of him so defined, so tanned, so sculpted. He was like someone had carved a man out of a marble boulder.

“You see that? The way you look now, you'll never be able to touch something like me. You won't be able to hold someone like me, feel someone like me. I'm light years away from the kind of man you'll be able to get.”

“Did you bring me all this way just to make fun of me? Screw you.”

“You're not getting it. I'm offering you me, in charge of you. This obviously isn’t about money. It’s certainly not for grades. I want your mind. I want your soul. I want every part of you to belong to me.”

“What . . . what are you saying?”

“I'm saying that if you let every part of yourself belong to me, I'll let you be my hot, personal fuckdoll. How's that?”

That...sounded like a horribly dark hidden part of her come completely true. She wanted that—who could not want to be owned by such a rich, perfect stud? 

“I mean . . . I can't just . . .”

He flexed his abs. Emma tried not to swoon, and failed miserably. She put a hand on the counter to steady herself.

“Sure you can. You just have to eat what I tell you, drink what I tell you, wear what I tell you, and act how I tell you.”

Emma's resolve was fading. She looked down at the ground, feeling completely humiliated. 

Fuck, but her shame turned her on. She had no idea why, but it did.

“Do you . . . do you promise?”

“What?” he looked a little surprised.

Perhaps he had expected her to turn him down. After all, any self-respecting woman would have. 

“Do you promise that I'll be able to suck you off? That I'll . . . that I can touch you, and stroke you, every day?”

His smile broadened out. 

“Sure, babe. Like I said, you just gotta do what I say. If you do that, then you and me are golden.”

Oh fuck. Oh shit. Oh good lord. Could she really do that? Could she commit to...to something like that? 

She bit her lip, examining the breadth of his muscles. The way his biceps and triceps were bigger than her head already. The smoldering darkness of her eyes. The easy, deserved arrogance that he approached her being with. She whimpered and bit her lip.

“Okay then.” she nodded. “I'll do it.”

She began kneeling down. So ready to suck.

“Whoa, whoa.”

He held up a hand. Emma moved back up, disappointed. 

Walking over to his luxurious, wood-paneled fridge, he pulled out a tall pitcher full of thick white substance. He poured her a glass in a small pink cup that said “slut.”

“You have to take this.”

“Wh-what is it?”

His eyes roamed over her body as he smiled. Reaching over, he grabbed one of her nipples and twisted it. Emma gasped, bringing her hands over his. He swatted them away, and her cunt only got wetter.

“It's something to encourage you to be what I want.”

Emma suddenly felt very scared.

“Is it . . . is it illegal?”

He laughed. “With what it does? Probably.”

“But what will it do?”

“This is a take-it or leave-it kind of situation, doll. You don't need to know. All you need to know is that the only way you're ever getting to be on my cock is if you take this from now on.”

Looking at the deep hot cuts of his abs, the perfectly chiseled shape of his pecs, the delicious pussymelting cut of his jaw, Emma closed her eyes and nodded. He pressed the cup in her hands.

She held onto the cup for one moment of hesitation and then sucked it down. It tasted like bubblegum, or taffy maybe. There was something salty swirling inside, along with the sweetness.

Instantly, her head was overwhelmed with a distinct cloudiness. Every thought seemed to be slower, foggier. They could only really board her consciousness one at a time. The effects were so immediate, and so drastic, that Emma had trouble believing she was still awake. She closed her eyes, feeling her body move through time and space in directions that seemed impossible, every sensation feeling diagonal to reality.

She started hearing music. Some kind of deep, thumping techno or electronica. Dance music, sort of. It was fun. She could imagine herself perfectly dancing and hopping to it, having a ball. Opening her eyes, she saw Jackson touching some panels on the wall. The sound system. That was cool. He was so cool and rich. Everything was cool here. Nothing was wrong. He stepped back over toward her. 

A little dabble of the substance remained on her cheek. He stroked her face, sliding up the dabble and forced his thumb into her mouth as she was still swallowing. 

Jackson's touch immediately let her know she was his, completely. His touch was so amazing, wonderful. It was like his body, his touch was being coded into her body and into the incredibly pleasant sensations running through her body. 

Speaking of, her pussy felt electric. She felt like sparks might burst out of it the second anything touched it. She moved slightly, and ohhhh goddd she was totaalllyy riiight...

“Good girl,” he said. “That's a good girl.”

Her heart melted. Finally, a word of praise!

The techno music, for whatever reason, seemed to reverberate everything he said. “Good girllll. Good girlllll.”

Droning like that, like the sounds were just repeating everything he said. 

She would do anything he said from now on, just to hear this ice-cold hunk praise her even one more time. 

Just to be his good girl.

His voice reverberated in her mind just as the music reverberated everything he said. Everything was an echo of everything else. That was so fun, so cool. He kept stroking her face. 
“You'll do anything I want to be my good girl,” he said.
“Anything you want,” Emma nodded obediently. “Good girl.”

Somehow she could not say more than that. Like there was something blocking her vocabulary, her speech, to restrict it only to what was absolutely necessary to confirm that she heard him.

Anyway, what did she need a bunch of talky words for? It was so hot and right to be Jackson's good girl. That’s all she had to say.

“That's why you're here. To be my good girl slut.”

“Your good girl slut.” She nodded. “Why I'm here.”

“All you want is to be my good girl.”

“All I want. Your good girl.”

“You want to be my bimbo.”

“Your bimbo.”

Her voice was starting to get really high-pitched and breathy.

“You want to be my good girl bimbo slut.”

“Good girl. Bimbo. Slut.”

“You're nothing but my slut.”

“Nothing but . . .nnh”

That was hard. Why was it hard? It should all be so easy, doing what he said. She wanted it to be easy just for him. 

It was because she was . . . more than a slut, right? She was a teacher. She was a woman. She had thoughts and ideas. 

“You’re addicted to my cock.”

Okay, that she could agree with.

“Addicted. Your cock.”

“You’re addicted to my cum.”

“Cum. Addicted.”

“My slut. First and foremost. Just my good girl slut.”

Oh...okay. She could say that. She could believe it.

“Your slut. First. Foremost. Good girl slut.”

“You think only of what I want.”

“I...I...think...”

He sighed. Displeasure crossing his face now. A deep chill scoured through her bones. Oh no! She had to fix that. 

“...what...what you want?”

As if by magic, he started to smile again. Emma felt a golden glow thrum throughout her body.

“My thoughts come first.”

“Your thoughts. First.”

Her cunt was burning up.

“My will comes first.”

“Your will. First.”

Oh god, yes! His will. Someone else in charge, please! No more responsibility!

“Obedience to me is pleasure.”

“Obedience to you. Pleasure.”

Somehow, as she chanted his words back to him, Emma had found herself on her knees in front of his enormous cock. Staring deep into his big blue eyes, it had been to figure it out at first. They took up so much of her tiny-headed, slutty little world. But he kept slapping her cheeks with it that she had to notice. It swung as a pendulum before her eyes, mesmerizing.

“Go ahead, then, slut,” he said. “Suck me dry.”

Terribly excited, and terrified of somehow displeasing him, Emma slid her dainty hand around his cock at long last.

Her lips slid right over his cock. He was so big. So fucking big and strong and she was so weak and silly and just a good girl slut that could only suck cock like he told her.

Inside her mouth, his meat swelled and swelled, and with it swelled Emma’s pride. She was so fucking good and slutty to make him hard like that. Her pussy felt like it was on fire, all of her feeling so slick and feminine. There was no one else he had chosen at that moment to suck his cock—it was just her, only her—and she ought to be filled with honor that she had been selected. She ought to feel humble, obedient, happy, overjoyed, thrilled to suck him like that.

This was his voice, echoing in her head and rejoined by the stereos thumping through the walls. 

She could tell, deep inside, that he was doing something terrible to her will, her identity. Some small part of her, though, knew she could fight it. 

She could knew that she could keep who she still was despite anything. Nothing Jackson ever did would change the fact of how much she loved servicing only his cock and being his precious, thoughtless little soaking wet bimbo forever and ever.

Wait...no...that was...

In her mouth, Jackson became hard all the way, and started fucking her throat forcefully. Holding onto her short brown hair, he piled his hips into her, his thick balls slapping against her throat. 

“Look at me, slut,” he said. “You fucking look at me when I’m fucking your mouth.”

She tried to moan out, “Yes sir!” but of course, her throat full of meat, it came out only as “mmmmphhmmM!”

Staring up at him, she could see only naked intensity. How much it turned him on to own her as much as she did. Her pussy was searing hot, thinking about how much he fucking owned her soul right now.

“I’m gonna cum in your mouth, slut,” he grunted out. 

Emma felt her pussy convulse happily. Oh god, yes! Yes! His cum! Inside her! 

She wanted it in her fucking womb, suddenly and madly. Her mouth was great, but if she could get him to shoot up into her babymaking oven...

“I’m gonna cum in your mouth and you’re going to swallow it all.”

She moaned out what she hoped he knew was a yes. Like a salty, hot flood, his cum shot inside of her mouth, coating her sweet throat and filling her up inside. It was so fucking good!

Just as suddenly as he came, Emma did. Her orgasm pushed her forward, so she was moaning and vibrating on his thick cock as he shot more and more wonderful thick goo inside of her body. Wave after wave of his warm gift piled up in her tummy and throat, making her feel totally whole. 

He pushed her off of his thick rod after several seconds of their combined orgasm. She fell down to the tiles of the floor, gaping, her mind wandering every which way. He held his cock over her, spurting on her gasping, blissful face for several more seconds. It was like a cum fountain. Emma, even as her orgasm subsided, felt herself getting turned on again.

“That’s a good slut,” he said. 

He pushed his arms up in the air, stretching his godly physique. Emma’s arousal only grew. His musculature was perfect.

“I’ve got to get some rest,” he said. “We both do. Big day tomorrow, making those calls to move your shit in your apartment to the dump. You don’t need any of that anymore.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“You’ll sleep at the edge of my bed and come in and suck me off whenever I say. Got that?”

Of course she did. She would do anything he said so long as he gave her more of his cum. Emma was addicted now. There was no other way to think about it.

* * * * *
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MORE AND MORE, EMMA was becoming suspicious that the substance Jackson had given her wasn’t for domestic use only. Her thoughts were cloudy. It was hard to focus on even the things that were supposed to be important.

Her last dose of the thick, taffy-tasting substance had been a week ago, and she was still floaty, her head always in the clouds.

Driving, for instance, as she was now, had become a dangerous proposition. She was already fifteen minutes late to class because she had spent all afternoon fingering her pussy in Jackson’s private gym at his building. She was in the gym a whole lot. It was important to maintain a hot physique. She had lost over a hundred pounds in the month they had been dating, though it seemed like she had gained ten in her tits.

As she drove, whenever she noticed her speed, it was too fast or too slow. Often, she spent her time in traffic stroking her hot slick clit, admiring her own pretty legs or a thick lock of shiny blond hair or daydreaming about Jackson stuffing her full of his cock again.

She drove up to the parking lot and parked at whatever spot she wanted. She was fairly certain she would get a ticket soon, but whatever. Bimbos didn’t have time to think about consequences. When she stepped out of the car, it was hard to figure out where exactly she needed to go. There was always some handsome hunk staring at her.

Lots of men stared at her these days.

Emma knew why. It was because of her bright blond hair, her big titties, and her hot dresses. She was like, a totally hot bimbo babe, and guys responded to that. She smiled and waved at every guy she saw. It made them smile too. And wasn’t that nice, spreading smiles like a hot barbie bimbo superbabe should?

Today, for instance, she wore a bright orange minidress that she had barely been able to squeeze her enormous DD tits inside of. Her legs happily trailed out of the bottom, her asscheeks prancing out of it at every step. Big, funky black boots decorated her legs, the heels taller than her own head. The boots had thick, useless golden buckles that jangled and shined as she strutted to her class.

Emma had a tiny little purse with a slim golden chain that held a few cosmetic items and a charge card in case she needed to do any impromptu shopping. The charge card was Jackson’s. He owned all her money now. It was simpler that way. He just owned her; all of her. That was a nice arrangement for a bimbo babe to have.

Occasionally, she saw other teachers on the campus, adjuncts and full-timers. They carried thick bags or backpacks, weighed down by their entire lives. Emma pitied them.

Karen, an old friend of Emma’s, was one such overburdened teacher powering through the campus. Emma ran into her on her way to class near an old fountain that spewed water out of a large arrangement of stone flowers. They used to arrange meetings with each other every month in the semester to have late night grading sessions over glasses of wine and too many cookies. Karen, dark-haired and blessed with a dancer’s physique, somehow still managed to maintain her relatively youthful shape and appearance. 

“W-wow,” said Karen, eyes going open at Emma’s appearance. “Emma? Is that you?”

Emma giggled. “It totally is, honey!”

“But...what happened? I just saw you, like, a month ago and...wow!”

“Right? Don’t I look totally fabulous?”

Emma did a little twirl. At the other end of the yard, a pair of men ran into each other, watching her move.

Karen tilted her head, struggling for words.

“I think you’re mistaking my horror for something else, girl. You need...you need to stop whatever it is you’ve gotten yourself into.”

“Huh?”

Karen lowered her voice. “You look like a whore, Emma. You could lose your job. I had heard rumors you were going off the deep end, but this is beyond the pale.”

“Like...huh?” 

Emma didn’t understand. Why wasn’t her friend happy that she looked so good?

“Listen...Emma. I think you ought to go home. You should try and...try and sleep this off. Take some time to yourself. This isn’t healthy, whatever it is. There’s been a lot of talk around the department.”
“Oh, I love going home!” Emma enthused. “When I get home, my Man’s cock is there, so big and thick, and I get to wrap my lips around it and just snuggle up between his thighs and listen to every little last thing he tells me!”
Karen looked horrified, like she was afraid Emma was catching. “I’ll...I’ll call you, Emma. I have to go, though.”

With a sigh, Emma headed toward class. That probably could have gone better, but still, she had no idea what she said that had been so wrong. Everything she said had been true.

Another good reason to stop taking the shakes. It was her one bit of disobedience from her Man. After a week, he had stopped supervising her as she went. And ever since last week, when the impulse first struck, she had stopped taking the substance drinks. She thought it would be better. Just as...just as an experiment. Just to see what was what.

Of course, she had no intention of stopping her service toward Jackson. She loved serving him. She was so happy he would let her. Every night, she made him dinner. Whatever he requested. 

He would tell her, “You’re lucky I’m letting you remember how to make me meals. Pretty soon I probably won’t.”

She was lucky for that. He was such a good man, giving her thoughts like that.
In the past three weeks, her only dinner had been her Man’s cum. That also made Emma feel incredibly blessed. If you weren’t grateful for what was happening in your life, why even experience anything?
She slipped into class. There were a few whistles from the boys. She waved and winked, blowing a kiss or two. She put her tiny purse down and bent over at the podium, trying to flip on the computer. It was so hard, all those buttons. Which was which? Who could keep track?

When she finally stood up, the computer humming on by process of trial and error, she realized she had been bent over at the waist, flashing the class her pantiless pussy for over five minutes. Most of the boys were noticeably turned on, sweaty-faced and flushed. Some of the girls, too. How cool!

Class was certainly more fun these days. She had everyone's attention now. Most of the time, she forgot that she was actually the one teaching.

“Writing is like, super hard,” she said loudly, so everyone could hear her. “Super, really, really hard. I'm not sure why anybody even takes this class. If it were up to me, like, everybody would get, like, As! A pluses, even!”

A boy in the front row, she thought his name was Randall, or maybe Ray or Rick or Kevin or something, raised his hand. “Ma'am? It is up to you.”

God, he was really smart to realize that. He was definitely going to get an A plus.

If only she could somehow figure out his name. Men that weren’t Jackson were so hard to distinguish.

The only real man is my Man.

The thought stopped her cold for a moment, and she had to touch one of her lovely, super-sensitive tits to bring herself back to reality.

“Oh, right.” she giggled. “Well, what do you say we just have movie days from now on?”

She fiddled with the computer for a few minutes, putting on some fun internet videos featuring clumsy cats.

When she got tired of that, she switched over to cartoons. Anything easy to follow, with totally resolved conflicts. 

Emma noticed that when she saw something complicated, her poor little head started to hurt. Hurting was bad, so she should avoid anything that made her think too much. That only made sense. Jackson was so nice to have let her know that. 

Class ended. Most of her male students refused to leave without coming by to ogle her first. It seemed to make them smile to ogle her like that and for her to enjoy it, so it was a totally fun, happy thing to let them. Making people happy was what Emma cared about. That’s why she was a teacher.

Afterward, she strutted back to her office in the English wing of the Liberal Arts building. In the front office, she saw Jackson leaning over the front desk, openly flirting with the redheaded receptionist, Rhonda.

“God, you have just terrific eyes, babe,” he said to the pretty young undergrad. “I could look at them all day.”

Rhonda, who had never given two nice words to Emma, a coldhearted bitch who was known in the office and every office on campus for staring down students and even sending several away crying, was smiling and giggling with Jackson.

It was like whatever Jackson was doing to Emma, he was somehow doing in a lesser form to Rhonda. Was it . . . was it the way he smelled, maybe?

Emma knew Jackson was taking the substance drinks too. His were a little different, somehow—the coloration wasn’t quite the same—but he took them religiously. His muscles seemed to grow and grow, and as his muscles grew, so did his arrogance. That was so fucking hot and right, though. It was so good, Emma thought, for him to be so proud and arrogant because of how rich and strong and tough and enormous he was in every respect. His shirt looked like it had been painted over his enormous musculature.

God, he smelled so good. She could feel his scent filling up the office, wrapping around her body and practically penetrating her as she stood there, touched by nothing but air.

He smelled so good that all Emma wanted to do was suck his cock all day long and inhale every single part of him.

Emma watched—Jackson’s back to her, Rhonda’s eyes completely focused on the hunky form of Jackson—as her Man reached down his hand and slid it over Rhonda’s. Knowing. Propositioning. Rhonda bit her lip, staring at him with open lust in her green eyes.

“Um, baby?” Emma said quietly. It was important not to raise her voice in front of her man, but still...she felt deserved to a little. “Wh-what’s happening?” 

Her hands ran through the thick cloud of her blond locks. 

Reluctantly moving away from Rhonda’s attentive grasp, Jackson turned to look at Emma. 

“Oh, hey slut. I’m just asking Rhonda here out on a date. I’ll probably fuck her until she can’t walk for a week. She’s prettier than you, isn’t she?”

“I-I-I...”’

Emma didn’t know what to think, what to do. Rhonda let out a vicious laugh. 

“Look at her,” he said, nudging Rhonda. “Her poor little airhead mind can’t even compute her own place.”

How...how could he? How could he humiliate her like that, right there in her very own office? How dare he?

Tears started forming in her eyes. She did not know held she held them back.

Bimbos don’t cry. Bimbos just smile.

Yes. That was right. A thick, vapid smile plastered across her face as she entered her office. She was...she was upset, but she didn’t have to be. Did she? Oh god. What was happening in her head?

Near the door was an old photo, face down. Suddenly curious, she picked it up. It was a picture of herself, holding up her graduate diploma. 

No future but my will.

But his will...his will...was...so hard...

In the photo, she was so different. So proud. A self-made woman. Her hair drab and short. Her tits certainly not so huge and inviting. She remembered that right before she graduated, Steven had just...left her? Was that right?

Why couldn’t she remember Steven?

Who...who was Steven again? Was he important, somehow?

She could only remember Jackson. He was the only man who had ever fucked her, as far as she knew. Weren’t there others?

Or had she come to Jackson as a hot, needy virgin, sucking only his cock forever and ever, him being the only one who could fill her so beautifully and so well for the rest of her life until Jackson didn’t want her anymore which would be really really soon if she didn’t start behaving and go apologize for not taking her verbal abuse like a happy good bimbo slut and...

Oh god. 

What was happening in her head?

Jackson opened the door to the office, not bothering to knock. He acted like he owned everything and everyone. She loved that about him.

No! Hated! She hated his arrogance.

Right? Maybe?

“Hey babe,” he said, leaving the door open. “No kiss hello?”

“Th-this has to stop,” she said. “I haven't been taking the drinkies, and my thoughts . . . I'm still all fuzzy. And I'm afraid about brain damage, and this really can't keep going?”

He shook his head. “Why don’t you shut up that pretty mouth of yours and suck me off like a good girl?”

Her knees dipped, but she put a hand on her desk, staying strong.

“N-no! I'm not doing what you say anymore! I'm leaving!”

“It's your office, babe.”

Right. She moved past him, careful not to touch any part of his overwhelmingly perfect masculinity, and opened the door.

“Then you leave.”

A crowd had started to form outside, watching the lover’s spat.

“Sure. Just one thing.”

He unzipped his pants. His cock—the beautiful divine totem of her life—sang out to her in droves of pheromones. Oh god. It was so huge. So studly and wonderful. It was the beacon of all things good, all things worth living for, her entire life’s work was part of his beautiful, herculean body, so enormous and perfectly shaped and dripping already with thick drops of precum.

She was on her knees, crawling and licking his knee in less than ten seconds.

“I'm so sorry, baby,” she moaned. “Please? Please let me suck it? Won't you please let me stay with you and suck your big dick?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “You were pretty rude just now.”

“I know!” Emma said. “I’m such a worthless bitch. I’m horrible. I’m awful. I don’t deserve your cock. I j-just...I just...”

“Just what?”

“I need it. Please? I’ll die without it.”

With a smirk, he crossed his arms and looked off to one side. 

“Go ahead, then.”

Eagerly, Emma went right to work, licking his shaft and kissing his balls with loud, slurping moans until he was thick and hard. It did not take long. Jackson was such a Man. He could get hard whenever he wanted.

“I'm taking the drug too,” he said, her mouth wrapping all the way around his thick head. “You’ve seen me. It affects men differently, is all. Makes us more virile. But when you swallow my cum . . . you get more than a full dose.”

He was saying so many things. They were probably important, but all she wanted to do was focus on sucking him off. Words were so long and odd and weird when her life was really about his cock and making it happy.

She had just been able to slide his head down into her eager, needy throat when he began to slip out of her mouth. 

“N-nn-not finiished...” she protested, kissing it as she went. The shaft so shiny and thick.

Then he bent her over on top of her desk and drove his bare cock immediately up into her open, sopping wet pussy. The song of her orgasmic cries could be heard easily in the entire campus, she was sure. His cock filled up more than her tight, hot, pussy, and he was tugging at more than just the thick strands of her shiny blond hair. He filled up every part of her mind, and he tugged at every bit of her reality. His fucking owned her completely. 

She did not thrust her hips with him—she could barely keep up. Holding her in an iron-grip around her tinified waist, he stroked her entire body up and down his enormous cock, using her tits to knock away the lamp on her desk, to push over the tall pile of unread books, to clutter up all the folders kept there. It was like she was just his fuckglove, being pushed around however she wanted. 

Looking behind him, she could see how everyone in the office was watching. Watching her Man fuck her relentlessly, ruthlessly, owning every part of her. That was so cool. Her boss was there, one hand over her mouth.

Rhonda was there too, a hand drifting around her crotch, the other near one breast.

And in the corner was Karen, completely flushed, breathing hard as she witnessed her friend’s will fall apart. 

When her Man came, he pulled out of her needy, fertile pussy and sprayed all over her body and desk, owning her totally. There was nothing left of Emma the teacher now. She was only his pet, for as long as he would have her. His cum completely covered her back, her legs, her ass, and the books and papers on her desk. His cum had taken over, at last, all that her silly little girlie mind had thought was important.

* * * * *
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THE SCHOOL FIRED HER, of course. She couldn't just be caught getting slathered in cum by her boyfriend—right in the middle of the office, no less!—and expect to keep her job.

It was okay. Her Man already had a plan ready.

God, he was so smart and fun and cool and strong and wonderful and perfect. Emma couldn’t ever stop thinking good things about him, nor enough about how she needed to do every little thing she could think of to try and deserve him more. It was a razor-thin wire she walked at all times, being just good enough for her Man.

Even with her outlandishly sexy proportions—her measurements were now 36-18-48EE, easily—and her blanket of fluffy, soft sparkling blond hair, and her blisteringly hot face that seemed to melt every other man she came across, Emma just could not seem to be good enough for her Man.

That was okay, though. It wasn’t her job to think of herself as good, or to think that she was in charge or in control or accepted without any effort.

Emma was just a silly little bimbo babe. She couldn't possibly be expected to be any of those things like her Man was. All she could manage was being pretty and submissive to his every need.

Obedience was pleasure. And gorgeous girls were obedient to Jackson.

And she needed so, so bad to be his gorgeous girl.

The other day, as he stepped out of the shower, examining her putting on a smoky stocking up one long, tanned leg, he had told her she was looking okay.

She had cum right away, falling out of her chair. How could she not? Her man thought she was looking okay?

It was the best day of her life. She was only a few pounds away from being average. If she could get even skinnier, if her tummy could get just a little more hotly toned, he would love her forever. Or, he would think she was really okay. She would be happy with either result.

She was so happy, always trying to up her Man’s approval.

That was why, for instance, she had ordered a pizza the night before. She wasn’t going to eat it—heavens no!—she was going to face temptation right in the face.

When the pizza man arrived, Jackson arranged himself behind the corner of the hallway so that he could see everything that happened, but the pizza man could not see him. 

The delivery man was more of a boy—nineteen, she guessed—with his body still growing into his limbs and his face somewhat awkward. Emma answered the door wearing nothing but her see-through bathrobe and a pair of knee-high seven-inch heeled pink boots. 

“Holy fuck,” he said, staring her up and down. “Good lord, you're . . . you're so hot!”

She rolled her eyes. As if he knew anything. If she was that hot, why wasn’t her Man fucking her right then and there? 

He wasn't her Man. So of course, he wasn't a real man. 

“Um, so, like,” he stuttered. “H-here’s your pizza?”

He held out the box.

“Tell him to give it to you for free,” said Jackson quietly. “Tell him you want a five-finger discount.”

She did, giggling all the while.

The delivery boy looked confused. “You mean . . . you want to steal it?”

She giggled. “I mean, I want to give you my five fingers,” she slid her hand around the bulge in his pants, “and then I want you to give me a discount, silly.”

He came right away from her touch. So young, such a short fuse. All she did was stroke his cock a few times and he was bucking against the door. Emma laughed in his face, then, and closed the door.

Jackson took the pizza and then tossed it out the window. Emma would not have been surprised to find out that the full box fell straight on top of the delivery boy’s car. Jackson didn’t care. He didn’t have to. He was a Real Man who did whatever he wanted.

Part of what he wanted was to send out hot pictures of Emma so he could make some extra cash. Like, that was soo cool and fun! It was so great that she could earn her share around the house. Only cleaning and cooking and sucking and fucking and being completely obedient in every way clearly wasn’t good enough for her Man. Emma knew that. She had to make him money, too. 

Every day, drawn out in fun cartoons were the scenes that she was assigned. The scenes had to be drawn, of course—reading was far, far beyond her skill set these days. Sometimes she used a video camera to record the scenes, sometimes she used a regular camera. 

Today's scene involved dressing in a hot schoolgirl outfit and then finger-fucking her hot cunt in front of the mirror.

The white stockings wrapped perfectly around her legs. The tiny red plaid pleated skirt did not even attempt to cover her perfectly toned, tanned ass. Her tits were encased, just barely, inside the white top, tied off right underneath her mountainous display cleavage. Her waist-length platinum blond hair was done up in twin pigtails, tied there with fun red bows. On her feet were six-inch heeled mary janes.

She slid in front of the bed and green screen positioned in front of the video camera after turning it on, no foreplay, just spreading her legs wide and fingering her cunt.

His orders, as ever, echoed through her mind.

Pretend like you’re talking to me.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “I need it inside me! I need cock inside me! I need my Man’s cock inside me! Only your cock will do! Only your cock! I need your meat, baby! Give me your cum! Give it to me, please! I’m so fucking lost without your cum, baby! I need it! Oh please, please, please! Please fuck me! Fuck me full of your big fucking cock and spray me down with your cum, my Man, my big strong Man, please! Please! I’m gonna cum, baby! I’m fingering my cunt so hard for you, lover! I’m gonna cum thinking about your big fucking hot rod inside of me! I’m gonna cum thinking of you fucking owning me so hard and turning me into your perfect little fuckslut bimbo whore! Do it, baby! Cum with me! Cum with me please baby! Sir! Sir! Sir! Ohhhh Ssiiiiirrrr!!”

She came so hard she felt off the bed. 

Giggling, she crawled away, reaching up a hand to turn off the video camera as she went. It was so fun and sexy to crawl around after a good cum.

A thought came to her suddenly.

My Man deserves good food all the time, just like I deserve good cums when I make a video.

Oh, she should maybe go down to the store to get some more eggs. She wanted to bake her Man something big and special. For some reason, completing complex recipes that she had never even read was no problem at all. It was part of being his perfect bimbo babe slave. She loved it. It was just like cleaning the apartment. No effort, just fun!

If she was good enough, one day he promised he would get her pregnant.

My Man deserves a hot bimbo who is as fertile as she is beautiful.

The keys to the front door were right next to the table.

She struggled. There were so many keys on the chain. It was less than ten, she was pretty sure. But, it was way more than one. They were all different colors of gold. Numbers were so very hard, especially when they weren’t color-coded.

Gold was such a pretty color. She was so glad her hair was basically gold, and so very lucky that her Man had decided that would be what she would have! If only she had even MORE hair...

Sometimes, her Man would watch TV and just have her stroke him off using her hair around his immense shaft. That was soooo cool.

For a few moments, she tried sticking the key in the door. Soon, though, that started reminding her of sticking other things in holes. Her Man's cock fit her keyhole just right, and opened up everything she ever wanted to have available.

When had her hand gotten into her pussy?

Oh well...it felt good. Really good, as a matter of fact.

She slid down to the floor, fingering her cunt happily, so incredibly in awe of her role as her Man’s bimbo slut. Maybe he would fuck her again. Maybe he would just taunt her as she looked at his dick, again. Oh god. It was so fun to play with her pussy when she was such a happy fun bimbo slut.

Loud, severe chunking sounds sounded off inside the door. 

It opened up, revealing the form of her Man. Oh, wonderful. She spread out her legs.

He looked at her casually splayed body, emanating hot, dirty heat that so clearly indicated she was ready to be used and fucked like the doll she was born to be.

“Did you try to get out again?”

She nodded, the keys clumsily falling out of her dainty fingers.

He shook his head. “That's the third time this week. I keep telling you, only I’m allowed outside now. I'm just going to have to fuck you until you can't walk for a while, aren't I?”?

Emma moaned affirmatively. God, that would be so cool. If she couldn’t walk, then she would have nothing to do all day except to play with herself and suck and fuck her Man whenever he wanted. She’d be a pure fucktoy, no more pretending like she was an actual person with actual person desires or thoughts.

Another woman walked behind him, then, giggling helplessly. She wore a tiny black dress and nifty cool suede boots. She fell against Sir’s arm.

“Wow, baby, this place is huge! You are like, totally loaded and . . .who is that?”

“That?” he laughed. “That’s my fucktoy.”

Emma realized she recognized her. It was...it was Karen! Her dear friend Karen! Except...acting distinctly more airheaded than Emma’s muddled thoughts could recollect. That was probably because of her Man’s hot will working on Karen.

That was so cool! Emma was so happy she was here! She wanted to say so, but Master hadn’t allowed her to speak yet.

Karen looked down at Emma, who still had her legs wide open, ready to fuck. “Um, isn’t it like...weird for you to just have a woman just hanging out?”

“Don’t be silly, doll,” Jackson said. “It’s fun.”

He snapped at Emma, raising his palm up. She closed her legs and stood up immediately. 

“Kneel.” He pointed one finger down.

Emma obeyed, giggling, back down on the floor. Her tits bounced happily.

“You see that?” he said to the new woman. “An obedient little tramp.”

An orgasm flushed through Emma’s system at the praise. She was a tramp! An obedient tramp! Yes!

“Um. Okay. But still, this is kind of...weird. And...oh my god. Is that...Emma?”

Jackson grabbed busty Karen then, holding her by her pussy and breathing in her ear.

“No, it isn’t weird at all. It’s really fucking hot, actually. You can’t help but get turned on by seeing me own this bitch. Isn’t that right.”

The teacher’s eyes rolled upwards, her knees knocking together. She seemed helplessly turned on.

Emma giggled. She knew the feeling.

“Y-yeah,” said Karen. “Yes. F-fuck. Right. It’s hot.”

Her Man’s will worked on everyone. He was so fucking good like that.

“It’s hot that I own your friend like this.”

Karen whimpered again. “Y-yeah. It’s hot.”

“You want me to own you like I own your old friend here.”

Another whimper. Karen could only nod, Jackson’s fingers digging deep inside the wet surface of her cunt. 

“Take off that dress,” he said to her. “I’ll fuck you and show you what my schoolgirl bimbo toy can do.”

Karen acquiesced, taking off her dress to reveal her body. It was lovely—not big-titted and wonderfully tanned with big sexy long blond hair like Emma’s sleek, incredible bod, but still wonderfully beautiful. Her dancing had kept her toned and fit. She seemed somewhat embarrassed still, though her arousal was obvious from the hot juices running down her thighs and the red flush creeping up from her tits around to her neck. 

She seemed somewhat put off by Emma’s vacant, happy smile. But Emma couldn’t help it. She was obeying one of her Master’s orders. What else was she going to do but smile?

Jackson led Karen all the way back to his bedroom,turning on the stereo to blast out deep tones of some hot techno soundtrack, and grabbing a container full of his special concoction out of the fridge on the way.

In the doorway, Jackson turned to Emma, snapping his fingers. 

“Cheer me on while I fuck another woman,” he said. “That’s what a good girl does.”

She nodded happily, crawling toward him with gusto. She swayed her hips sexily from side to side as she moved on all fours. It was so incredibly wonderful to watch Jackson fuck other women. He deserved all the other women in the world that he could handle—which Emma knew, of course, were lots and lots.

He pushed Karen down on the bed and stripped down. His godly, hugely muscular body was revealed in its entirety. Muscles upon muscles upon muscles, each one stacked on the next like bricks. Fuck, he was so fucking hot and studly. He was a fucking hunktacular God.

Immediately, his massive cock was hard. It was like he could control his own erection. That was so fucking cool. Her Man was such a stud. 

Karen saw it grow larger and larger, and started shaking her head. 

“I don’t...I don’t know about this. It’s so...I don’t know if I can handle that much d-dick!”

Jackson smiled. “Sure you can, slut. Just have some of this.” 

He presented her with the glass of his concoction. She took it in her hands, staring at it with some suspicion, but mostly arousal.

“Drink it,” he commanded her.

Karen gulped. “I don’t...will I...I mean...will I be like Emma?”

“Yes,” he said. “Maybe even better. But you have to find out. You don’t have a choice anymore. You’ve committed. This is the only way you take my cock.”

Karen whimpered. Emma could see the need there—knew it intimately. In front of a hunk like her Man, no woman had a choice. Women’s wills were silly little things, like blades of grass in front of a tidal wave of lava, ready to be melted away just from the heat of being too close. 

Draining the cup down, Karen giggled and hiccuped. The cup fell down to the bed and then the ground. Jackson pushed her back and picked up her legs. Her cunt, already wet, took his giant unprotected meat in easily and eagerly. Karen screamed with intense pleasure, her hands thumping on the bed.

“Oh god!” she moaned. “Oh fuck! Oh my god I came! I came! I came! How did I...how can...how is that possible ohmygod you’re so good I love you oh my god!”

Jackson pulled out for a moment, his cock already dripping wet. 

“Do you want me to stop?” 

His smile was cruel. He knew the answer. He just wanted to hear her say it.

“No! Please no! Never stop! Fuck me forever! Get me pregnant, fucking please!”

Jackson snapped at Emma again. “Get to work.”

She nodded and slid on the bed just as Jackson re-entered Karen. As he drove into his new property, Emma slid her body up underneath the inductee. Karen’s head rested comfortably on Emma’s big tits. Both of them stared with eager, open worship at Jackson, loving him completely. Emma’s love was established, kept in constant fear of loss—and soon Karen’s would be too. She would always have to be proving herself to be worthy of such a wonderfully hot stud. That was so hot. That was the way life should be for women. For bimbos.

“You’re gonna serve Sir just like I do,” she whispered in her old friend’s ear, squeezing her nipples roughly. “You’re gonna be his special bimbo treat! Special like me!”

Her eyes went wide. Emma could sense that some alarms in the Karen’s head were going off, but Master was fucking her too hard and too well for her to do anything about it.

Emma giggled at the realization. Welcome to the rest of your life, baby. It’s full of pink clouds and wonderful cocks.

“You thought you were all smart and teachery,” Emma giggled. The techno music continued to blare in the background. “But really you’re just gonna be another bimbo, just like me! Worship your Man! He’s your God, now. He’s your Only Man. You’ll do whatever he says.”

She could sense Jackson was getting close to cumming. It was so fun that he was getting excited. Emma’s tits jiggled and shook with each stroke, getting her closer to orgasm even though she was only feeling the force of his fucking through Karen. 

“You will obey,” Emma moaned.

“Obey,” Karen said finally, her voice half-moan, half-whimper. “I will obey.”

“You will serve.”

“I-I willl serrve!”

“You will adore Him.”

“I adoooree Him!!”

Grunting and pumping harder than ever, Jackson came inside of his new fertile slut toy. Karen’s orgasm rocked through her body, and Emma’s happy orgasm powered through her own body, all three lovers writhing in pleasure, holding on to one another. Legs rubbed on legs, chests on chests, sweat mixing together as lips ran against each other. 

Emma and Karen both looked at Jackson with absolute worship and adoration in their eyes, loving him, needing him. He was their everything. They would be delighted to do anything for him; take his seed, raise his children, get pregnant a thousand times just for his progeny. The thick torrent of his white goo flowed out from Karen’s pussy, dripping all over the bed. Emma was excited. She would get to lick it all up before cleaning the sheets again.

For several seconds, there was just his heavy breathing, each girl hanging on every single breath, hoping for his next order. He’d probably be hard again soon. 

“Good girl,” he said to Emma then, stroking her face. “You were a very good little bimbo babe for me.”

Emma, staring up at him, could barely process a single thought as her orgasm stormed through her body. Her jaw worked up and down, but she could form no words. He slipped out of Karen, his cock re-hardening right before her eyes.

His good little bimbo babe. Emma couldn’t imagine being anything else.

# # #
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From Scientist To Bimbo







Part I: Sexified by Science!
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Candice, holding the vial that was going to decide her future, had to admit she was a little nervous. The liquid inside the vial had a bright pink glow, casting soft light on Candice’s heavy, but pretty, face. It was past nine o’clock in the evening, and she was almost certain she was the only left in the Science Building.

There was a protocol to these sorts of tests, of course. There were boards to run research reports through, and feet of paperwork to write. There were trial runs and tests, and then retrials and subsequent re-tests, not to mention thousands of hours of animal testing before even moving it up to the human stage.

Candice didn’t care about any of that, though. As far as she was concerned, she had been through more than enough testing and probing and judgment from the world around her. No one was going to tell her anymore what she could and couldn’t do to her body and her professional life.

Her motivations were simple enough: she wanted to be fucked, hard. She wanted to be fucked so hard that walking hurt the next day. She wanted to get fucked so hard she forgot her own name, that she forgot where she lived. She wanted men to want her—she wanted her man to want her—the way they wanted pin-up models and porn nymphs. 

Candice had never been thought of as attractive—the word men often used to describe her was “personable.” She had always known that was a nice way for them to say they could ignore her love handles and her belly and her thunder thighs so long as she kept talking and always had something interesting to say. 

Who could keep up that kind of momentum their entire lives, though? She dreamt longingly of not having to think so hard and retain so much information just to get ahead, just for men to give her more than a second glance that wasn’t full of repulsion.

And in her hands was her ticket to that dream. She was in her lab at the university, on the very top floor of the Science Building. It was a spacious place, with wonderful expensive equipment and beautiful windows on every wall, flooding in the moonlight from outside. Recently, a generous donor had renovated the lab, supplying it (and therefore her) with all new equipment). She had worked her way up to this top floor over her five years at the university, taking on project after project, never asking questions, doing as she was told, and delivering scintillating results. 

Now she would deliver one more result, more scintillating than any of the others. They’d have to build a new floor on top of this one after tonight just so she could have her own enormous office, if they wanted to keep her around.

Without thinking about it very much more, she downed the vial in her hands.

The taste was the first thing she noticed. Bubblegum-like, with just a hint of cherry. It sat her stomach like a box full of butterflies, fluttering around and pushing lightly. 

And then...

Then there was bliss.

Candice fell to the marble floor, screaming exultantly. She knocked the nearby stools over. Her body writhed with pleasure, and she ripped away her lab coat and her sweater to touch her skin. Every contact with her bare skin stimulated new heights of hot, sexy pulses through her body, filling her mind with nothing but sex-filled, needy thoughts. 

Pulsing, hot ripples were visible along her skin as her body changed—really changed! She saw her love handles sinking inward, her thighs tightening up somehow. Though she was still curvy, all that excess flesh was being shaped and designed for maximum arousal potential! Amazing!

Her breasts were getting bigger and bigger—they had previously been essentially nonexistent, despite her excess weight. She had been burdened with the most unbecoming of pear-shaped frames, without even a decent pair of breasts to draw men in. Candice had long ago resigned herself to the fact that she would never wear a sexy bra, or really any lingerie. But now her breasts were bordering on thick, full B cups, perky and bouncy! Even more amazing! 

Locks of dirty blond hair fell around her face. Wasn’t she...wasn’t she a brunette? Wasn’t her hair too short to ever fall in her eyes? 

When she raised a hand to take a closer look at her hair, she saw her fingernails had turned glossy and pink.

Wow. That was so cool. Pink was a fun color.

“Doctor Dearing!” 

It was her lab assistant, Larry. He was tall and lanky, bald with a short black beard. 

She had locked herself in the lab, not wanting to be disturbed. She had been beyond caring if she died. For Candice, scientific satisfaction was all that mattered. 

Now, she was beyond caring if she had help. She felt. So. Good!

Shoving his shoulder against the door, Larry broke the lock to the door and stumbled inside the lab. In a few moments he was standing right above her.

“Doctor Dearing, are you okay? I heard screaming, and you’re...” he paused, looking at her closely. “I mean, something is going on with your body.” He ducked, comically. “Is there something in the air?”

Candice could smell him. His musk was manly, thick, his every pheromone linking with hers. And it was soooo masculine and helpful, him breaking the door down like that.

“Oh yesss,” she purred, reaching up and tugging at his belt. “Something in the air...”

It seemed like he thought she wanted to get up. He reached down, trying to help her. Instead, she put his hands on her newly-engorged tits, barely covered by her shreds of clothing.

“Doctor...Doctor Dearing?”

He seemed like he wanted to pull away. She couldn’t have that, not when his cock was so close. Words were sooo hard though. All she could really muster was a sequence of bubbly, happy giggles as she unbuckled his belt and pulled down his pants.

“Wh-what are you doing? What can...can I get you something?”

Finally she saw it, his pants around his ankles. His cock. It was already getting hard, for her. That was so nice of him.

“Cock,” she breathed finally. “Give me your cock. Please?”

“But you’re...you’ve got a boyfriend?”

She didn’t remember anything about that. She didn’t even really know how she knew this man, and she didn’t care. All she could think about was that he had an enormous cock that was right in front of her, and she needed to suck it dry. 

It was her own fault that he didn’t realize that. She wasn’t sucking him yet. Thinking quickly, she slid her lips over his head, licking him with firm intent. Her big, newly-blue eyes stared up at him in deferment. 

His head rolled back, and he stroked his hands through her lengthened hair.

“Oh...ohhh woww...”

There. That was better. His cock hit the back of her throat—her gag reflex totally eradicated, and she came. 

She was completely caught off-guard, sinking her face deeper on Larry’s beautiful, veiny cock. Her moans encapsulated his cock, throaty and velvety, and she could feel him getting even harder as a result of her pleasure.

“Doctor...Doctor Dearing...” he whined, pumping his cock into her face now.

She liked that. Yeah, her cum-riddled thoughts squeaked out. Fuck my face. Fuck me like you don’t know me. Fuck like I’m the biggest whore you know.

She wanted this, she realized. She had always wanted this. She was born for this.

Her thoughts started to float away as his cock drove into her mouth harder and harder. He was losing control. Soon, he’d cum, filling her up, letting her fulfill her purpose. The voluptuous beauty moaned and sucked even harder, needing all of him to break her silly little thoughts apart. She just new that if she could taste his wonderful cum along with his superb cock, that she would get rid of all these stupid, boring thoughts that had been plaguing her for the longest time.

His hands wrapped tight in her hair and she moaned enthusiastically. His bucking motion increased, fucking her mouth even harder for several seconds, and then he erupted inside of her. She came when he did—her body obediently handing out pleasure in the face of pleasure. Everything the busty beauty wanted was contained inside of that hot, perfect orgasm—endless bliss, floating on the trails of the happiness of big, strong men.

His cum shot out hard against her throat, sliding down to her stomach. There had never been anything so good or so welcome inside of her body, ever. It was warm and gooey sliding inside of her body, and she slurped him happily, trying to encourage more.

She sucked on his shaft until he was completely spent, and then gently licked his balls and head until all the cum was completely slurped up.

“Thanks, baby,” she purred. 

He didn’t seem to register. She stroked his cock. It was still hard. A seething, hot molten need slid up around her pussy and she had a wicked idea. Slowly, she slurped down on his cock again. He rose up slightly, seeing her work.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “Oh, Candice...Can...Ca...Candi...”

She didn’t know that name, didn’t know who he was referring to. It was close, though, to what she felt like was a good one. 

Candi.

That was her name. It had always been her name, and she had always wanted it to be. She was born to be Candi. Whoever Candice was, she had to go. She was an outdated model, now.

Candice might have been sated with a single blowjob. She might have even been done for years. 

Candi, though?

Candi was going to suck this man dry.

* * * * *
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A MONTH EARLIER, CANDICE had just finished another half-hearted round of lovemaking with her boyfriend. He had her legs wrapped around his waist. He was huffing hard, breathing in her ear, his seed spilled entirely on her belly. It was warm and gooey, and not entirely unpleasant. 

Candice liked sex, a lot. But, with the way she looked, she had trouble landing men who liked doing it with her. She thought this was bullshit, and tried not to get down because of it. But when she turned thirty, she realized her options were drying up, and she was going to have to start taking whoever she could get. 

But as if fate was listening to her, or karma, or God, or just the magic wheels of life that cranked out happenstance, as soon as she had resigned herself to this, she had met Ryan.

Ryan, easygoing and cute, was wonderful. He loved her for who she was—a smart, hardworking woman who was going to win a Nobel Prize in Chemistry one day. 

Ryan kept himself in good shape, doing regular intense body weight workouts that involved lots of push-ups, squats, and various forms of crunches. His muscles were dense and hard, if not especially big. 

And Candice was fine with that, she really was. She didn’t need some strapping musclebound hunk to be the only man fucking her. Just...just fucking her senseless until she had forgotten how to breath, holding her in place with his enormous arms and teaching exactly who the fuck was in charge. Wrapping his hand around her throat to keep her in place while he pounded into her, ordering her about like she was a piece of trophy meat.

No. Candice didn’t want that at all. Especially not when she was masturbating in the bed next to Ryan, making sure he was asleep first.

Ryan was...Ryan was doing well for her. He was sweet and gave her flowers and made dinners and didn’t complain much about her long hours at the lab. That was good. He didn’t get in the way of her thoughts or her career, and that was important to Candice. 

His own career was humming along at a decent pace. He had graduated from law school shortly after they began dating, and was a clerk at a well-known law office in town, Mullen & Maren.

Sexually, they were compatible. He didn’t seem to ask for much, and neither of them minded that the other masturbated fairly frequently. Masturbation and sex were completely different exercises for both of them, and didn’t really have to cross paths or interfere.

So she liked sex with Ryan. He seemed to enjoy it, too. When he was really excited, he would turn her over and fuck her from behind, and that was hot. 

That night, he hadn’t done so.

“That was good,” he said, rolling off of her. 

She made a non-committal noise of affirmation.

“What?” His voice got a little hard, like he was becoming upset.

“Hmm?”

“You don’t sound enthused, is all.”

She patted his chest. “No, it was good.”

“Do you want me to make you cum?” He leaned over, whispering in her head, sliding his hand down. “Do you want to have a nice orgasm for me, baby?”

Candice had trouble orgasming through intercourse. It had just never been a natural thing for her. They compensated by him fingering her as she stroked her clit when they wanted that extra leap of intimacy. It was a good compromise, and Candice didn’t mind it at all—though she could sense sometimes Ryan’s wounded pride that he wasn’t “man” enough to make her cum with his cock, whatever that meant. 

She moved away though, shaking her head. “No, no. I’m good. Thank you though.”

Ryan let out a long sigh and turned away. His legs wrapped around the pillow he kept to help his back..

“Fine, then.”

Oh, drat. She had misstepped somewhere. What did she do? What did she say?

“What is it?”

“Nothing.”

She put a hand on his shoulder. “Ryan, tell me.”

“No, it’s nothing. It’s fine.”

She rolled him over and looked him in the eyes. “Tell me.” She thought about it for a moment. “Please.”

“I just...I don’t feel like I satisfy you that much. And that’s important to me.”

“You do!” she said. “I’m sorry, I just have a lot on my mind with that big meeting with the chair coming up, and my head wasn’t totally in it, and...”

She drifted off. She could tell she was just frustrating him.

“I guess you would rather I just say I’m not in the mood if that’s how I feel, huh?”

He nodded. “Yeah. I would. I mean...if I wanted I just wanted to come, then...” 

Closing his mouth, he turned away.

Not entirely sure she wanted an answer to the question, she asked, “If you wanted to come, then what?”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“Ryan, please. You’re important to me. And problems like this only get worse if we’re not honest.”

His hands slid up behind his head and he wasn’t looking at her, but at the ceiling. That was how she knew he was really thinking. If he looked at her, he would tell her, he would only get distracted by how pretty she was. She liked that he told her she was pretty. She did not think so herself.

“I just...I think it’s not exciting for you because we have the same sex sort of all the time. I’d like to mix it up a little.”

“Mix it up? How?”

“I don’t know. I don’t. I mean, that’s the problem. I’m kind of...I mean, anytime we do anything in the bedroom, I’m the one who brings it up. I’d like it if you...you know. Act like you wanted more, sort of.”

“That’s hard for me, Ryan.”

“I know! I know it is. That’s why I wanted to drop it. But I just...that’s how I feel. I don’t want to make you feel bad. I’m sorry if I have. I just wanted to be honest, like you said. I don’t know. It makes me feel like a dick, always being the one to ask for things. I think it could be really cool, really hot if you asked for more.”

“Maybe,” she said. “You’re right. That is something I do. It is just...hard.”

Candice in general had trouble asking for what she wanted. At dinner, when they would go out, she couldn’t even order for herself unless she knew what Ryan was getting first. She would always just order the next item down from whatever he got. This had led to some odd situations where he had a nice steak and she was eating a banana split sundae, but her ways were stuck hard and fast. 

It didn’t even make sense, was what troubled her. She loved her independence. She liked knowing what she wanted—it was her favorite thing in the world. Working in chemistry was a comfort, because there was so few gray areas. Something was a certain compound or it wasn’t. Something was useful or it wasn’t. A next step could be taken or it couldn’t. It was all very binary. She enjoyed that more than anything about her profession.

And she was a strong woman. She demanded to be treated like an individual, capable of complex thought and given lots of leeway and time to understand the world around her, to be treated just as well as a man. When she had found out her colleague Dr. Lucas was making close to double her salary with the same degree, same length of tenure, and similar fields of research, she went on a veritable rampage through her department, sending out mass emails and petitioning local equal rights organizations until she and every other discriminated professor had the same pay.

Crusades were easy. Crusades were supposed to end. Relationships, on the other hand...relationships were more complex.

“We can work on it, okay?” he said, kissing her lips. “I’d like to work on it. Is that possible?”

“Sure,” she said.

He was good to her, hinting at a plan. She loved plans.

“What can we do?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know, what about roleplay?”

“Roleplay?”

“Yeah. Like you’re a ditzy cheerleader or like a bimbo schoolgirl or something.”

She was a little surprised at the attraction to a lack of intelligence, since being smart was what he said turned him on about her. 

“You like that?”

He shrugged and smiled, a bit sheepish. “Not all the time. But yeah, sure. What guy doesn’t want to fuck a hot airheaded babe once in a while?”

And a plan began to form in Candice’s head.

* * * * *
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HER THOUGHTS CLEARING somewhat and her stomach still full of Larry’s cum, Candice rushed home. 

She was Candice now. Or rather, she always had been. That was just...just a fun thing to do, calling herself Candi. Right?

It probably wasn’t safe to drive with her head feeling so very empty, her cunt completely on fire with need, but she didn’t much care. She needed her Man’s cock. It was only His cock that could really make her feel right.

Larry certainly was okay. He had a cock, and that was better than no cock, but Candice knew that she lived for the cock now. The one cock that would make her more full, more satisfied than any other. And of course, she knew that was Ryan’s big, sexy dick.

When she left Larry, he was completely unconscious. She had coaxed him to five orgasms, easily reaching double that number herself, so excited to please a man, to feel a cock on her new, hotter body. 

Or, Candi’s body. She had to admit it bothered her somewhat, that split in her cognition, where she had thought of herself as Candi. But that was...that was roleplay, right? Hadn’t Ryan wanted that?

Of course, Candice could recall now not remembering anything about her life at all as she sucked Larry off, being so helplessly turned on that she was only capable of living in the moment. 

She wasn’t quite at that point right now, but there weren’t any men around. She wondered if her transformation had instigated some pheromone response to men that inhibited or altered the thinking process...

It was hard to concentrate, though. Driving was hard and so was thinking. And everything felt so hot and good. Even just the A/C pouring out from the vents through the wide, open gaps in her clothing was almost enough to send her into a fingerfucking frenzy. To keep herself sane, she slid her fingers up and down on her clit just slightly. Just enough to work the lust off while still staying conscious and alert. 

She stopped at a stoplight, and another car drove up. Their window was opaque, but she was sure they could see her—her clothes in tatters from her transformation and her tryst with Larry, her mouth opening and closing hotly, needfully as she dipped into her pussy again and again. 

Candice was glad for the opaqueness of their window—if she had known for certain it was a man in there, she wouldn’t have been able to control herself.

It was nearing midnight when she made it back to her apartment building. There was no one around to see her curvy form strut through the hallway to the elevator, which she had to admit she was somewhat disappointed about.

When she arrived at her apartment’s floor, her cunt instantly rewettened. She could smell him, smell her man, smell her Ryan. 

Coquettishly, she decided to ring the doorbell even though she had the key. Her clothes were mostly gone—she had no panties, no bra, and in fact the only bit of clothing she had on that was intact was her lab coat It struggled with the stretching that her hot, new tits gave it, and barely crested her newer, tighter ass cheeks and thighs. Candice was still heavy, but now she was sexual, and she loved it.

Ryan opened the door, a bit stunned to see her. His jaw opened and then closed for several seconds. She giggled, watching him. This was fun!

“Hey love,” she purred finally. “Do you like the new me?”

“Candice?”

“I know this isn’t a good outfit for sexy cheerleader,” she pouted. “But I thought maybe we could do sexy lab assistant.”

“I...I uh...I, what?”

She grabbed his collar, pushing him inside. Shutting the door with her foot, she kept pushing Ryan until he was against the entryway wall. Her thoughts were quickly evaporating. She could feel the bubblegum-fun-fun-giggle-thought-mindset seeping over her like syrup on pancakes, soaking into every bit of her grains.

“You know,” she giggled. “I’m your sexy lab assistant, Candi. You have all these super hard, complex experiments you need help with...and the next one requires your big, fat cock inside my pussy. Couldn’t we play that?”

Hotly nibbling at his chin, she moved her hands onto his, letting him feel her body.

“You’re...you’re so...did you get a hair dye? Or...a makeover...or...a...a...gym membership?”

His hands rested on her now curvy, rather than flabby, sides. She just giggled in response. Her tits bounced lightly. That was fun, too!

She knew that the only way to deal with all those questions was just to keep turning him on.

“Gee, Mr. Scientist, I don’t know.” One hand slid down his pants. He was already getting hard. Good. “I think the only way we’ll know for sure is if you do some careful...probing.” She giggled again.

God, giggling was so fun. Why hadn’t she been doing it this whole time?

“Fuck, fuck, oh...” he inhaled deeply. “Wow, you smell...god you smell good. Is that...what is that?”

“I don’t know,” she shook her head, dirty blond locks sliding over her face. “You’re the scientist. You know all that sexy cool knowledge stuff.” She giggled again. “I’m just like, your naughty little lab assistant babe.”

He was fully hard now. Her thumb ran over the head of his cock expertly, spreading the tiny spurts of his precum around so she could rub his shaft even more expertly. 

“Y-yeah,” he nodded, grabbing her neck. 

Finally, he was getting into it. His cock slid out to the side as he pressed forward, making it possible for her to keep stroking even as her newly-budding tits pressed up against his hard body.

“You’ve been such a bad lab assistant,” he breathed in her ear. “I’m really going to have to probe deep to find out what’s been getting into you.”

“Oh no, Sir, I’m so sorry,” she cooed. “Do you think you have an instrument that can probe me deep and hard enough?”

His hand slid up into her cunt, squeezing there firmly. “You’re goddamn right I do.”

Candi couldn’t say anything in response, because her mind was light years away, on the space shuttle to super bliss town, population her. His hand on her cunt was perfect. Her strokes on his cock became more spastic than locomotive, her eyes completely emptying of any semblance of rational thought. 

“C-Candice?” he asked, sounding worried. “Babe? Are you okay?”

He must have been really scared, because he released his hand off of her pussy. Gasping and stroking his cock, she rushed her free hand to his, urging him to replace it. 

“Candice isn’t here right now,” she moaned. “There’s only Candi. Fuck Candi, big man. Fuck Candi so hard. Pretty please?”

“Cuh-rist,” he gasped.

Her strokes had picked up in intensity and frequency. His cock had gotten so big and wet.

“Yeah, Candi.” He grabbed her hair, bending her backward, her neck exposed to him. She loved it. “You need to get fucked hard, Candi. Like the naughty lab assistant you are.”

“Yes Sir!”

He bent her over then, pushing her head between her ankles. Her entrance was slick, hot, and exposed just for him. His cock slid across her well-lubed folds, and Candi groaned with need.

“Do you need it, little Candi? Do you need to feel my probe?”

“Oh yes sir! Fucking use me, Mr. Scientist! Teach your lab assistant whore a lesson!”

He pushed into her, his whole length moving inside in one stroke. There were times in the past, not that she could remember any of them at the moment, where it would take several minutes of lovemaking for the two to be fully joined. She wouldn’t be lubed enough, or he was taking time getting hard. 

But with the serum inside of her, fucking was simple and easy. Something that could be done absolutely right away.

He drove into her wildly, the full length of his cock driving into her again and again. He held nothing back, and seemingly did not care if he came straightaway. Normally he took his time, building up to a quick succession of thrusts—but now it was all thrusting, all the time, filling up Candi’s hot, slick, needy pussy. 

If Candi had any real connection to Candice’s memories at that time, she would have recognized that it was the wildest sex that her body had ever gone through. 

But Candi was not Candice, no more than Ryan was some secret scientist. The two were separate now, and Candi knew it...and rather suspected that the other personality swimming around in her mind space didn’t. All for the better.

Ryan was going to cum soon. She pushed back toward him as he drove into her, needing to feel him explode as soon as possible. For Candi, sex was amazing, but it was really just a way to get cum, and therefore, cum herself. She was completely addicted to her own orgasms...and every time she saw cum, or felt it, up close, she knew she would have a hot little trip to blissworld herself.

Ryan spurted on top of her back, which was totally hot, even though she would have preferred to feel him cumming right inside of her belly. Good bimbo sluts adored a nice shot of cum inside their bodies, she knew that instinctively. As his cum hit her, though, her mind blipped off, and everything made sense. The vast, wonderful emptiness filled her...and that pesky other personality was nowhere to be found inside of her, at least for the time being.

She and Ryan both slumped down, Ryan apparently exhausted.

Laying back on the floor, his head crooked up against the wall, he stared at Candi admiringly. 

“Fuck, girl,” he said. “That was just, way hot. I didn’t think you could do anything like that. And...”

He stopped for a moment, really looking at her. 

“Hey. I mean...not that I’m complaining, but really. What happened to your body?”

She didn’t answer. Words were too complicated and odd. Instead, Candi crawled toward him, one hand in front of the the other, one knee in front of the other, her tits hanging down from her chest. It was not long before she was on top of his cock, ready to suck.

“Candice...Candice, no. I really need you to wait for a minute, and...”

But she was sucking him anyway, licking and attending his cock. She needed more. 

Lick lick lick, Candi thought. Yum yum yum.

“Candi,” she said in a little sing-song voice. “I’m Candi. And Candi needs her hot cock candy.”

She giggled. Ryan was getting hard again, even though he said he wouldn’t be able to. She loved that. Maybe it was her saliva, or maybe it was just how fucking good she looked and felt, but he was getting hard inside her mouth.

Working her mouth up and down on his shaft, she ignored his protests, his groans. He was saying something about how he had no idea how this was happening. By all rights he never should have been hard again. What a silly man, thinking he knew more about men getting off than Candi. His orgasm approached quickly.
Candi sucked him harder, moaning in exultation, her own orgasm fast approaching with his. She needed it. Her body was still pulsing from the last one, but she wanted more. She would always want more.
When he sprayed inside her mouth, she felt the pure bliss of service and hotness soar through her body again. His seed was so fucking hot and gooey in her throat.

She knew that some women, when they had multiple orgasms in a row, felt subject to the law of diminishing returns. Candi was subject to no such thing. The latest one felt even better than the one before. When her mind came back online, she was still moaning and licking Ryan’s cock. He ran his hands through her hair, loving her.

“Oh god,” he said. “That was so good. I didn’t know...I didn’t know I could do that.”

Candi didn’t dislodge her lips. She had to have more. She moaned in protest when he tried to move her. 

“No...no more,” he said. “Just...come here. Let me hold you.”

Two competing notions flared up inside of Candi. The first, to do what her man said. The second, to take even more cum.

“Please? Come on.”

That sealed it. She didn’t get asked to do anything. She was a bimbo slut babe. She got told. As far as she was concerned, anyone asking for anything from her was going about their life the wrong way and she wasn’t going to encourage it. That was like, totally wrong.

So she kept sucking. She was more aggressive this time. Even angry, perhaps. She came here thinking that this was the cock. Instead, it was just one more cock.

And that was great. Cock was delicious and wonderful and the source of all good in the universe. 

But she wanted the cock. The eternal. The unending. The unstoppable. She needed something much better than what Ryan had to offer. His hands moved all around her body, spasming. His body was so tired, so spent. And she just wanted to take everything he had. Her lips worked up and down on his shaft in a frenzy, but a frenzy with a purpose. Hot schlocking sounds filled the apartment.

He sprayed one more time, weaker and less than before. Candi came again, even hotter than before, her mind transporting once more to that happy nirvana where her pussy vibrated endlessly, licking him clean as she did so.

He seemed to have been knocked out completely by the last orgasm, just twitching in his slumber. Candi giggled. She was such a hot slut, to be able to do that to him. 
She could take even more from him, she knew. She could suck him dry just like she did to Larry, who probably would be in the hospital if anyone ever found him. 
But something held her back. Perhaps it was love for him, still floating somewhere inside of the mind space that the other one, Candice, had dominion over. And so she stood up and strutted over to the bedroom to change clothes and then to hop outside.

Candi deserved a little fun for being such a bodaciously hot babe. And she was going to make sure she got it.

* * * * *
[image: ]


LIGHTHEADED AND HORNY, Candi was humming along happily when she showed up at the newest, hottest night club in town, Heavenly. 

That certainly was how she felt with all the men lined up outside looking at her as she strutted forward.

She was glad they were looking at her. She was just a hot babe, made to be looked at by men. Lots of women tried to get by in life other ways, being smart or something stupid like that. But Candi was just a sexy cool babe who wanted to be sexy cool all the time. And the people who decided what sexy and cool were just happened to be men. Sweet, glorious men with big fat cocks that she needed to make happy forever and ever.

Part of the reason the men were looking at her was how she was dressed, of course. For some odd reason that she couldn’t figure out, she didn’t own any pink clothing at home. The closest she could get was red, and that was practically the only dress at all that she owned! It went all the way down to the floor, which was just far too prudish and stuck-up for Candi to enjoy it properly. So she took a pair of shears and cut it down to size, showing off her nice, trim legs. 

Her highest heels were just white three-inch pumps. They would do. For now. 

She forewent a bra—her tits, so plump and delightful, really didn’t need one to stay firm and completely bouncy. So she walked forward up to the bouncer at the front, wearing her newly-arranged red minidress, her boobs practically spilling out of it. If there was a strong wind, then it was easy for anyone looking—and there were a lot—to understand that she wasn’t wearing any panties.

She caught a reflection of herself in a nearby window. 

God, had her tits gotten bigger? That was really, seriously, super cool. Maybe her body just got hotter when she stuffed herself full of cum? Or maybe it was just that pink stuff she had taken, taking its time to combine with her body more and more? All the more reason to experiment and find out. 

The big bouncer smiled at her, opening the partition and letting her inside. Smiling back, he slid her hand across his chest and arm, happily strutting inside. 

It was a hopping place. Music blared, and everyone was dancing or trying to talk over the din of the festivities. Above the dance floor hung a series of overly developed female angels, obviously robots. Every thirty seconds or so, they would blow on their trumpets, flooding the floor below with cool vapor.

Up at the bar, she saw two guys standing around, scoping out the dance floor. One was tall with dark gelled hair, his nose bent a little like it had been broken in the past. The other was shorter, stouter, his lips wide and friendly. They seemed like old friends, and were callously and openly eying and judging every woman that walked past.

She liked them, of course. Men deserved to judge women. Men had all the power. They had hot, precious, wonderful cum, and they could judge or think or run anything they wanted just so long as Candi got lots and lots of that.

Biting her lower lip and twirling her short hair around one finger, she strutted toward them. She knew that, sooner or later, studs like them would have lots of women throwing themselves at their feet. 

Candi certainly wasn’t the prettiest girl in the club—she could see ten or twelve who easily outdid her. They were just inspirations for her to look hotter in the future, and also to try harder now. In the lust-addled haze of her mind, she made a mental note to fix her hotness next time she came around. More bimbo serum would probably do the trick.

Bimbo serum! That was such a cool name. Serum was a really great word because it was so much like semen and semen was just some super complicated name for hot white man jizz that she longed to bathe herself in every second of every day.

She said nothing when she arrived in front of the two men, occupying the space before them, just waiting for them to speak.

“Hey, beautiful,” said the shorter one. “You’re looking fine tonight.”

She giggled and smiled. “I know, right! I’m way hotter than any old stuffy college professor or anything, aren’t I?”

They didn’t seem to know what to say.

“Yeah,” they said together. “Totally.”

She liked that they were doing things together. She had several ideas about other group activities they could be involved in.

“So, are you studs going to buy me a drink, or what?” She giggled, stroking the chest of one while playfully squeezing the crotch of the other. “Or I mean, we could just start bumping and grinding? Or like, something?”

Her fingers slipped through the belt loops of Gelled Hair behind her, pulling his crotch close to her hips. A new song switched on and she started to slide her ass up against his thighs, all the while smiling at his friend, Shorter Guy, whose gaze had become firmly affixed to Candi’s cleavage.

Almost no one was dancing at the bar. She saw the bartender giving them some sidelong looks—though she flashed a quick smile at him, before drawing her fingers down her chest. She wanted him to know that he could have some too if he just asked.

The song ended, and she was still leaning into both men, one of her sleek thighs firmly pressing into his crotch. Leaning into one stud’s ear, she licked his neck and then pressed her tits hard against his chest.

“I’d really like for you to take me into the bathroom and fuck me like, totally stupid,” she said, smiling. She grabbed his friend. “Both of you.”

The two men looked at each other. One shrugged, and the other nodded. Both of their eyes seemed really glazed over from being so close to her. She could feel their pulsing cocks, stiffening rapidly. It was maddening not to have them stuffing her silly.

“Okay, slut,” the gelled-haired one said. “Lead the way.”

She was happy to. When she was in front of men, she could walk as sexily as she knew how, knowing they were watching her ass as she went. It was important for a girl to walk sexy, really important. One foot right in front of the other, swaying the ass hotly. A girl’s walk was an advertisement, a promise to a man. If she put effort into walking sexy, just imagine the effort she would put into having great sex!

They passed several people as they traveled. The men looked down at her breasts, displayed so openly. The women looked at her with some disdain.

That would change. She would change them. She’d make sure she was a model for them, a way to be. Bimbo was best, after all.

As soon as they entered the bathroom, she locked the door and then got on her knees.

“I thought we could start by you two fucking my face?” she asked hopefully. “But um, like, it’s whatever you would like.”

They seemed to have lost the capacity for speech in the face of such a willing woman. First Gelled Hair dropped his pants, then Shorter Guy. Gelled Hair shoved his cock against the side of her face, sliding it up and down her cheeks. She liked that a lot, even though it wasn’t quite all-the-way hard yet. Then Shorter Guy came by and slipped his still-hardening cock inside of her lips. Candi sucked eagerly, her lips sliding ably over the head, so happy to be of service.

Not wanting Gelled Hair to be left out, she began stroking his cock, using the precum that had started to develop to make each stroke even slicker. But before long, guilt started to overwhelm her. There was that other wonderful cock, right there, not being sucked!

She popped her mouth off of Shorter Guy’s big rod, stroking it just as she had the other, and started sucking on Gelled Hair’s. This went on for several minutes as she eagerly sucked the one stud’s cock, still stroking the other, trading back and forth. 

They were high-fiving each other and each stroking her hair as she slid her hot, pink bimbo mouth back and forth, back and forth.

After sucking and stroking for several minutes, she could feel their orgasms arriving, their bodies tightening.

“Oh fuck,” said Gelled Hair.

“Oh, oh god,” said Shorter Guy.

Candi resolved to suck them as long and as hard as she could, switching frequently to make sure she got that furious, fast first load of cum right in her mouth. Shorter Guy came just seconds first, and she swallowed him down. As she did, Gelled Hair shot into her hair and the side of her face. She rapidly slipped her mouth back onto Gelled Hair, swallowing him down too, wanting as much as possible building up inside of her. When she stroked, she did it just gently enough to encourage more spurts, and just hard enough to make it feel extra good for them.

Candi came with them of course, her orgasms piling on top of each other, doubling just as theirs doubled on top of her. She was so happy to be bathed in the hot cum of these studs, just like a hot bimbo babe. Hot goo ran down her face, all over her forehead, her lips, her throat. She slid it up with a long finger and sucked it down.

They leaned down on top of her, breathing hard. 

“That was...that was really something,” said Gelled Hair. “What’s your name?”

“Candi!” she giggled.

“Candi,” said Shorter Guy. “Well. We definitely owe you a drink.”

She giggled again. “You two just gave me a very good drink...” she looked up at both of them. “D’you think you can give me another?”

They didn’t think they could. But she was already stroking their cocks intently, and she certainly wasn’t going to take no for an answer.

* * * * *
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CANDICE WOKE UP IN the backseat of her car in a daze, her pussy warm and a little sore. Her car was a small sedan, light green in color. There was a tapping on her window.

She sat up straight. It was a police officer. He had a thin mustache and bronze skin. From inside the car, he looked tall and broad, the kind of frame that made a man look important.

“Please step out of the car, ma’am.”

“Oh god!” she said, trying to cover herself up. 

Where were the rest of her clothes? Why was her incredibly expensive silk dress torn to shreds? She had worn this dress last year to the Alumni Ball at the university, and had blown an entire paycheck on it. Ryan had made love to her while she wore it. It was special. Now it was ruined.

The cop tapped on the glass insistently. She got up and stepped out, the sunlight hurting her eyes. The car was off the side of the highway. A few cars rolled by. It was nearing dawn, and Candice had no idea where she had been.

Oh good, she thought sarcastically.

Hands on his hips, the cop looked down at her. “Do you know where you are, ma’am?”

She shook her head, and then closed her eyes for a second. “No. I mean, yes. I’m on the highway. I know how to get home from here.”

“Do you know where you’ve been tonight, ma’am?”

She shook her head no. 

“I...I don’t. I don’t know what happened. Last thing I remember, I was in my lab, I think? And then...”

She was in her lab, performing an experiment to make herself hotter and hotter for the love of her life. Had it...had it actually worked? She thought she could remember something later...going home to see Ryan? Was that right?

The cop put his hands on his hips. “You ought to be more careful, ma’am. I appreciate that you weren’t trying to drive around in the state you were obviously in, but you still drove this far. If I took your BAC, I don’t think either of us would be happy with the results.”

Candice had no idea one way or the other as to the truth of that. 

She shook her head. “No, sir. Please. I’ll be more careful. I’m just,” she put a hand to her head. “I’m just really confused right now is all.”

“Do you remember anyone giving you any drinks? Taking any pills?”

She could sense something from the cop—interest that was a little more than just dutiful. She was...she was practically naked, she realized. Her body was still somewhat toned, her breasts, while not large, were certainly larger than they had been last time she checked. Were the effects of the serum lingering? Were they somehow permanent? 

The cop’s eyes flickered up and down her body. That was...exciting, a man’s gaze on her like that. The thought that she could encourage him to look at her. That she could encourage him to do anything. Breathing hard and shuddering, she fell forward, pushing her face into his shoulder and starting to sob. His body was firm and muscular.

“I don’t know! I don’t know anything and I’m so scared and I don’t know what happened and it was so terrible and I’m sore and wet and I just want to go home! Oh please! Please let me go home!”

She continued sobbing then, and the cop’s hand came around her back, patting her lightly. 

“There, there,” he said, holding her awkwardly. 

His hands were firm, and they dug into the naked part of her skin somewhat. She liked that. What was wrong with her that she liked that, a total stranger’s hands on her body?

A car whizzed by. The cop seemed to notice what this was looking like, and held her at arm’s length by her naked shoulders. 

“You gotta drive on home now, okay? You just go on home and don’t look back. Get some rest, and I’m sure this will all work out. If it doesn’t, if you remember something, you come see me at the station.” He handed her a card with his name and phone number on it. “My name is Alvarez. That’s who you ask for, you ask for Alvarez. All right?”

“Okay. Thank you, Officer. You’ve been...you’ve been very kind.”

She started to move back inside of her car. He put a hand on her shoulder.

“If I wanted to come and check up on you...” he started. “Well, where would I look?”

“I’m a...I’m a professor at the university. My name is Candice Dearing.”

“Candice. It’s nice to meet you. I’m Jorge.”

She smiled and got into the car, a little too embarrassed to keep going with her flirting. When was the last time she had flirted with anyone? And now with a police officer? Oh god.

As she started the drive home, she tried to retrace her steps. 

God, what had happened? What did she do? Who did she hurt?

She felt sure that she had hurt someone. That she had fucked someone so hard and so long that they would have had to have been taken to the hospital. Was that right? Was that even possible?

Ryan. Had she hurt Ryan? Oh please, no. Her cellphone was nowhere to be found, and so she couldn’t check in with him like that. She was certain that if she had gone to see him, that he was just full of questions. 

She had gone to see him, she was certain of it now. She had called herself Candi, that was right. She had called herself Candi and pretended to be his little Lab Assistant. 

Fuck, that was sort of hot. As she stopped at a red light, her fingers slipped down in between her thighs. Ryan’s happy, hot little lab assistant, needing him to stuff her full of his cock...

No. No no no. She needed to be in control. The stoplight turned green, and she kept moving.

She was never taking the serum again, she decided. Never, ever again. It was too dangerous. There were benefits, of course, but no, it was just too insane and risky to go blacking out everywhere.

It all felt so goddamn good being in that mode, though. That bimbo mode.

Candice’s parents had a yard that she used to work in, pulling weeds and mowing and the like. She would get covered in bug bites and scratches, but at the end of the day, when she sprayed hot water on her body, it felt eminently good. That hot, rushing sensation flowing over those little annoyances, drowning them out completely.

That was how her entire brain felt, all the time, when she was under the influence of the serum she had created.

She desperately wanted to meet with Ryan when she finally arrived home, but when she got back up to their apartment, he was nowhere to be found. Instead, he left a note:

Last night was crazy amazing. Even so, I’m a little concerned, want to talk. Please make time for tonight?

It was a reasonable note, driven by compassion and concern. It should have touched Candice’s heart. Instead, it made her slightly annoyed, and she couldn’t think of why.

She took a quick shower and put on a change of clothes—finding her usual pants much, much looser than normal. There was just less of all of her, it seemed, which she was rather welcoming of. She didn’t have any bras that fit her, and she made a quick mental note to buy one or two on her way home. Maybe even a sexy one to help assuage Ryan’s concerns.

That instant decision—to use her new looks as a way to get what she wanted from a man, barely registered with her. She just thought it completely natural. 

Candice hardly ever did her make-up—only really for special occasions—and so was surprised to find her cheeks already somewhat naturally rosy, her lips slightly pink and glossy. That was...that was a bit odd. She was rather put off by her lips, especially, and so put on some darker lipstick over it to cover up the gloss. 

She was a professor, after all. She could hardly have glossy lips as she worked.
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Part II: Knowledge Is Like, Power?
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It was eight in the morning when she made it back to the university. There were plenty of parking spots—most of the school had not woken up yet. It was deep enough into the fall semester that all the students who had decided to sleep in instead of going to class were getting ready to apply for their Withdrawals. 

The university had a large campus, very spread-out, and so even though it had a student population of over fifteen thousand, it never seemed very crowded. The Science Building, where Candice worked, was squat and shiny, its surfaces chrome and stainless steel. She was sure someone thought it looked very futuristic when they built it in the early nineties. Now, it was a sort of an eyesore, but that was all right. 

There were several uniformed police officers outside the building. 

For several moments, she looked for Officer Alvarez. He was cute. But, no sign of him.

She stopped in with Martha, the receptionist who essentially ran the entire building. She was pushing sixty, her dark hair tinged with gray. She wore wire-rimmed glasses with a chain, and always had on bright sweaters. Today’s sweater was yellow, with a happy pink bumblebee floating along her torso.

“What’s this all about?” Candice asked, pointing toward a random police officer.

Martha put her hands to her chest, crushing the bee. “Oh dear, you haven’t heard? It’s Larry.”

“Larry? My Larry?”

Larry was her lab assistant. He was great at his job. And...there was something pulling at her mind when she thought about him...

“He was found just outside your lab last night. They think maybe he tried to stop a robber. He was exhausted—completely exhausted, they said. He was having trouble breathing. The strength just sucked out of him, somehow. He should be okay in a few weeks.”

“A...a robber?”

“The door was broken, you see. But they don’t know for sure. He didn’t remember a thing, poor dear.”

Candice thanked Martha and walked up toward her lab in a haze. Larry, fighting a robber? That didn’t seem to make any sense. He was an affable, friendly guy. She liked his beard, and always was making comments on how it was growing out too long, or had gotten too short, and so on. They had a nice, friendly business relationship.

She entered the elevator, still thinking. She had...seen Larry last night! She remembered now. She had been in the lab, and Larry came in...

And...and she had fucked him nearly to death. Oh god. She remembered now. She had sucked his cock again and again and again, needing more and more of it until....until...

Until, well, he had been drained dry and she put him in the hospital.

Her pussy was suddenly, instantly, hot and wet.

Fuck. Why was she so inexplicably turned on by that? She wanted to take a trip to the ladies’ room and finger her hot cunt silly until she stopped thinking about fucking men until they couldn’t walk. 

Instead, the elevator dinged and opened and she saw the chair of the science department down the hall, Randall Wright. Randall was bald and heavy-set, always with something critical to say. Too often, he tried to butt into Candice’s research and tried to take credit for her accomplishments. Candice resented him for it, but also had to live with his domineering personality.

He was talking to an enormous hunk of a man whose back was to Candice. They were right in front of the sealed entrance to the labs, inside of which was Candice’s own lab. Before the big man turned around turned around, Candice had gotten the impression he was just one more fat cat—emphasis on fat. But as he rotated, she saw that his hands had been positioned inside of his suit pockets, making him appear portly, when nothing could have been further from the truth. 

He was—up, down, all around—a complete hunk. He was...godly. Enormous. He had the type of build that should have been reserved for bodybuilders or professional wrestlers or superheroes. His jawline was coated with a sexy brown beard with just the right amount of hair, accentuating the natural strong shape of his mouth and chin. His eyes were deep, strong brown, his hair a thick short tangle of also brown. He was tall—nearly seven foot—and must have easily weighed three hundred pounds of solid muscle. 

All that Candice could think about, and all that she imagined most women could think about in his presence, was raw, hard, inhumane fucking until she didn’t even know what reality was anymore.

Candice had to hold in her obvious arousal. The musk coming off the man. It was like pure, unrestrained masculinity. She wanted to fall to her knees and adore the sure-to-be thick shaft of his cock for days on end. They both smiled when they saw Candice approaching.

Wright held out a hand, guiding the large man to Candice.

“This is Candice Dearing, that rising star I told you about. Candice, this is Warren Richter, who is our newest donor.”

Ah, this was Richter! He was not only the newest donor, he was actually the most substantial one by a margin of over some eighty percent. He was the reason for their high-definition telescopes, 3D holographic actualizers, and multi-arrayed analysis consoles, not to mention a plethora of other incredibly expensive equipment. 

“Ah, Wright here told me he had a sharp young thing in charge of product development,” he said. “That must be you.”

He held out an enormous hand. It was easily twice the size of Candice’s.

“A pleasure to meet you,” she said, her voice breathy. “I had no idea we had such an enormous donor.”

Was she...flirting with him? That wasn’t like her at all. 

Taking experimental serums to make her into a hotter version of herself wasn’t like her at all, either, she supposed.

A gorgeous young woman with shiny dark hair gathered up in a bun arrived behind Richter. She wore a tight, short-skirted suit. Her legs poured out of the skirt, glossy and tanned. Everything about her was chiseled and phenomenal. Candice felt lesser in front of her, and got the idea she was supposed to.

“This is my assistant, Theresa. Theresa, this is Candice.”

“Hello,” Theresa said coolly, writing something down on the tablet she held in her hands.

She barely registered Candice. Candice, in front of Theresa, felt...well, ugly. Even with her recent improvements, Theresa far outperformed everything Candice had worked to attain. 

It was a disheartening thought. And yet, and she couldn’t shake the idea that taking a bit more of the serum—which she had sworn to never do again this morning—might be able to fix the disparity between them.

“I think we’re good, Randall,” the hunk billionaire said. “Why don’t you run along now and do...whatever it is you do.”

Without saying another word, Randall hopped off to obey, as if in this billionaire’s presence, even normally alpha-esque men became beta and submissive, happy to obey to avoid a fight. Candice fought the urge to bite her lip in open arousal.

Richter turned to the beautiful assistant at his side. “Why don’t you examine the facilities and make sure none of our equipment was broken with last night’s incident, yes? A full inventory.”

Theresa approached the door of the lab. It was protected with a retinal scanner and an encrypted keypad.

Candice stuttered out a protest. “I’m sorry, sir, she really can’t—”

Theresa leaned in, pressing numbers into the keypad. The door slid open with a happy chime.

Richter smiled. “Oh, yes, she can. You see, she can do whatever she wants in here. Because I say so. That’s how this works, doll. I’ll let your little protest slide, since we’re so new at being around each other, but I’ve put a lot of money into this place, and I’ll make sure that everything here happens how I want.”

He was just brimming with machismo. Candice resisted the urge to swoon. It went against absolutely everything she stood for that she found him so attractive. He was snobbish, brash, arrogant, and probably lifted weights as heavy as her in his off-time when he wasn’t fucking the life out of some lucky starlet that he absconded with in the middle of the Andes and ohgodshewantedhiscocksobad...

Fuck. 

Get a a hold of yourself, girl. He’s just a man.

Just a really handsome man who loves hot babes, the kind of which you’ve found a formula to turn yourself into whenever you want. That’s all. 

Just a thought, Candice—you could be like his totally hot happy little bimbo babe. The kind of girl he super really likes to have. Couldn’t you? Wouldn’t that be nice? To let go of all that control and let him be in charge of that nuclear hotspot of sex-starving frenzy you call a pussy? Like, wouldn’t that be super cool?

She shook her head, not knowing where that silly sweet voice in her head had come from.

“I see,” said Candice, gathering her thoughts. “I just...I would like to be informed of all changes to the admittance list.”

He put a large hand against the wall. His muscles stretched against the confines of his suit. His chest was a slab of solid, rock hard flesh.

“To be honest, when I put the money into this facility, I was hoping for someone with a little less...weight to throw around to challenge me. I suggest you check your tone and your attitude. And maybe a few other things about yourself.”

That was a dig at her figure, and an obvious one. She tried to ignore it...and tried to ignore her instinct to cry at not measuring up to his obviously superhuman standards.

Gathering her composure, she blurted out, “Yes, well, we’ll both have to see what we can do to work together, won’t we?” 

She stepped inside the lab then. Richter stayed outside, taking off to the elevator. Theresa stepped from one workstation to another, making notes on her tablet. Her face, beautiful and sculpted, as tight with concentration.

“Do you need any help finding anything?”

“No.”

“I’m Candice.” She held out a hand. “We didn’t really meet before.”

“No,” said Theresa. “We did not.”

She ignored Candice’s hand and continued to make small scribbles on the tablet, her every movement punctuated by the click of her tall, expensive heels of her calf-leather pumps. Candice swallowed her irritation and put her hand down. 

Stepping over the broken remains of the door to her lab, she sat down at her desk. In front of her, in a small storage unit, were the rest of the flasks of the serum. It was, she knew, a bad idea to have them so very close to her. 

And yet...was it such a bad idea? They had hurt her. Spurned her. Scorned her.

No use for all those nasty thoughts. Replace them with something fun!

She didn’t care, much, where that echoing, silly girl voice originated from. It was completely right.

Weight to throw around, huh Mr. Richter?

She picked up a flask and a measuring spoon, making sure that Theresa couldn’t see what she was doing.

Just a few drops, that was all. She had sworn off blacking out. That didn’t mean she couldn’t still take some now and then. Just two would do it, she thought. They glistened in the metal spoon.

Well, three to make sure. The small grouping grew to a puddle. 

Four drops—now that, four, that would really take care of some good weight loss. That was a nice round number.

It would make her feel so very nice. A tea—no a tablespoon. Yes. She had a boyfriend with a big fat cock to please, after all.

Bubblegum flavors filling her mouth, she slurped down the tablespoon. And then one more, right after that, just in case.

* * * * *
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THE DAY ZOOMED PAST her. She got very little done. It was so hard to think when she felt so fucking good. Her body vibrated with hot, fun, sexual energy. She felt like some futuristic dynamo of heat—high temperatures poured off her like she was an oven, and yet she felt cool and collected. No sweat, not a hair out of place. 

Well, not the places that her hair decided to go—it was no longer obedient and short. It grew at least an inch while Theresa walked around, making her rounds, and became several shades lighter. Every time Candice thought Theresa was noticing, she could not help but giggle.

By the time Theresa finally left, Candice was laughing like she was drunk, holding a thick test tube and imagining it Richter’s big, fat cock. She stroked her fingers up and then down and up again, licking her lips. Theresa delivered her several sidelong glances.

Candice gave them right back to her, licking the edges of the test tube. Theresa was hot. It was too bad she was so stuck-up. Candice could imagine sliding her fingers up Theresa’s tiny little gray business skirt, making her squeal and bend...mmm. After openly leering at Theresa’s ass as she finally exited the lab, Candice couldn’t restrain herself anymore.

The bathroom wasn’t very far, but it was too far. She was fucking turned on and the lab was empty. She pulled her pants down, finding the hair on her pussy in a strange new formation—she never did anything with her pussy hair, preferring of course to be a real woman and just let things grow how they may. But now each tiny, silky short hair was arranged in a clear strip. A landing strip. Hot and blond, now.

Oh, how fun. How delightful.

She plunged her fingers deep inside her pussy, loving the feel. Masturbating had never felt like this before!

First she tried to imagine Ryan, wonderful Ryan, her darling Ryan, so sweet and understanding. But all she could think of was him riding her gently. 

“Is that good?” he would ask. “Do you like that? More like this?”

Ugh. That was putting her right out of the mood. She wanted to be held down. She wanted strong arms pinning her, a hulk of a man just using her how he pleased.

Like Richter would. Oh fuck, yes. Yes please! He would slap her senseless if she talked back to him in the slightest, and then he’d wrap her arms behind her back and enter her hot, needy, superhot fuckready pussy like the man that he was and ohyess yesssss!

“Yessss!”

She fell backward in her chair, hitting the floor. She giggled delightedly. Her body was tingling pleasantly, little mini-orgasms stroking every part of her legs, her fantastically still-growing tits, her face. 

After several seconds, she slid back up, using the counter to steady herself. There, she saw Theresa, staring on with somewhat disgusted bemusement. 

“I forgot my bag,” she said, holding up a leather satchel. 

Candice stood up. In her fall, her arms had splayed out and knocked over a flask of the serum. It was spread all around the counter now, filling up the collection of measuring spoons she had gathered earlier. She took a finger and scooped up a dollop of the liquid, licking it down. Then she grabbed another tablespoon and slurped it down. 

Mmm. That was such a good idea. 

She strutted toward Theresa, who seemed somewhat disheveled.

“You seem busy,” said the statuesque brunette. “I’ll just get out of your hair and...oh my. Is it hot in here?”

Her perfectly sculpted hair had started to move out place from the heat emanating from Candice’s warm body. Candice was right in front of her, dragging a finger along the counter, staring up at Theresa with big blue-tinged eyes.

“Gosh,” said Candice. “I think you’re right. I think it’s really hot in here. Do you think it would be even hotter if like, something happened?”

She moved her finger up to Theresa’s jacket, tugging it just a bit. 

“I don’t...I don’t know what you mean. I should g-go...”

Candice tugged the jacket harder. “What if you stayed? We could make it really hot in here.” Candice pressed her face right against Theresa’s, breathing on her neck. “We could make it so hot, you and me. Thinking about him...thinking about Richter...”

She could feel Theresa’s knees buckle, sinking into Candice just a bit. 

“Ho-how did you know about...how did you oh god you just smell so good!”

Hot little trails of Candice’s kisses ran up Theresa’s neck and chin. Candice slipped her finger down to the counter and slipped up some of the serum.

“Here, honey,” Candice cooed, holding up a finger. “Have a taste.”

But Theresa, suddenly, was having none of it. Moving rapidly, she twisted out of Candice’s grip, grabbed her bag, and clicked quickly out of the lab. 

Candice, her head getting progressively lighter and her body feeling progressively sexier, wondered what the hell she had been thinking. How on earth was she going to explain that to Richter? 

Gosh, that was a hard one. She was...she was really smart, and really compassionate, so probably it would all just take care of itself. Right? 

She didn’t want to think about it. She felt too good! 

You could feel even better, honey. You deserve it. You could take all the serum you wanted and go pay a visit to your man Ryan.

Oh, yes. Now that was a good idea. Candice grabbed a vial, and then two before starting out the lab.

After thirty seconds, she came back for two more, and then really set out.

* * * * *
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WHEN SHE GOT HOME, the lightness was starting to fade from her mind. She was trying and failing to avoid thoughts of Theresa talking with Richter. Richter, frowning, made a few concerned phone calls. Candice came to work the next day with the police waiting for her, and her boss with a long frown on his face.

She shut the door of the apartment, trying to dispel all those thoughts.

Inside the kitchen, Ryan was sitting down at the kitchen table, his arms crossed. 

Uh-oh. Something was on his mind. She knew that she should have been aware of what it was, but like, it was like, really hard to think of what it could possibly be. 

The air inside the apartment was cool, and so the heat pouring off from Candice could be felt easily. She saw him react to it, withdrawing slightly.

“Can we talk, please?”

“Sure!” she said brightly.

It was easier to be bright and cheery lately. It could be for all number of reasons—the lab getting new funding, the success of an experiment—but of course she was associating it with the serum. That was the reason, of course, for the fun little waves of euphoria tripping through her body, the hot tingles along her skin at any given moment. The four vials of serum were in her bag, still. She hadn’t yet made the decision to take them...which she was starting to regret. If she was all sexy and hot, Ryan certainly wouldn’t be frowning at her. She hated the sight of his frowning face.

She sat down on top of the table, her feet sliding up onto Ryan’s lap. 

“You’ve been...you took something, didn’t you? The other night?”

She paused before answering. Of course she had. There was probably some measure of delicateness to be used here, but the how and why of it escaped Candice.

Just tell him the truth, said that little voice in her head. It’ll turn him on, I bet.

“I like, totally did,” she gushed. “Hasn’t it done wonders for my figure?”

“You ‘totally’ did? Candice...I don’t know what’s going on, but it sounds incredibly unsafe. I mean, look at what you’re saying! Your body changed, you’re thinner and your breasts are bigger and you’re all girlish and excited about it? You used to hate women who focused on their appearance, and your hair is still blonder than it used to be!” He peered closer. “I think it’s even blonder today. Have you taken any more of that stuff? It has to stop.”

She nodded. “I agree. The original dosage was probably too high.” She was proud of herself for using such big words. “My body had to get used to it a little, I think. But now I think it would be perfectly fine for a regular regimen to be implemented so that I can keep continuing field trials.”

“Field trials? Candice, this is your life we’re talking about. Your mind. That’s not a field trial! You’ve been giggling, and simpering, and saying ‘like’ all the time...

“You don’t want me to say ‘like?’”

“I want you to talk like you normally do, that’s all. You’re...you’re in danger any time that you take that stuff. Do you remember everything from the other night? Where you went after we fu...after we had sex?”

She shrugged, sliding her foot forward on his leg, running it on the inside of his thigh. “Oh, not really. But like, do I need to? I’m totally fine. What could have gone wrong?”

“Uh, everything? Every possible little thing? You basically had a blackout, and that’s okay with you?”

She pushed her foot forward even more, tickling at his crotch. He didn’t seem to notice. 

“I know you’re worried, dear. I appreciate that. But I know what I’m doing.”

“You knew what you were doing when you lost your memory and transformed your body?”

She put her head down, gritting her teeth, trying to stay cheerful. “We both agreed I could stand to lose a little weight, and take more initiative in the bedroom. Now I have. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

He put his face in one hand, squeezing his temple. “What I want is for you to be healthy, Candice. I’m worried. I’m scared.”

Openly now, she put her foot on his crotch, sliding up and down with pure intent. “I know, baby. And that just makes me all melty, knowing how much you care.”

“W-what...hey.” 

He tried to move her foot away. She slid it right back, opening up the button on her blouse a little and giggling. 

“Come on. We’re talking.” His face was starting to sweat.

As he reached to move her foot away again, she brought up her other one, starting to feel his hard-on grow. It was so hard to stay all serious and businesslike when she was so hot and so very his. She liked having this measure of control over him. 

“Are you sure you didn’t like it at all? How big and bouncy my titties have gotten?”

She slipped off the table and began to unzip his pants. Her ass was tighter than it had been last night, her tits even bigger. Her lovely face over his, inches away, she slipped her hand around his firming cock. 

“Candice,” he breathed, his voice getting weak. His head turned backward. “Candice...”

“That’s right, you did like it. You liked me being all giggly and fun and sexy, didn’t you babe?”

Her hand was running up and down his pole, stroking him eagerly. She leaned in close, kissing his neck. 

“Come on, baby,” she purred. “Do you want to deal with Candice...or Candi?”

Her voice took on a breathier, higher tone the second she said that name, like something had escaped from her.

“Can-Can...Candice...Candi...oh god, you’re so goddamn good at that!”

She giggled happily. “Aren’t I?”

While still stroking his big cock, she reached into her purse on the table. Inside was a large, pink vial of the serum—almost double what she had taken the night before.

“You’ll have this hot little bimbo all to herself,” she purred. “Won’t that be fun?”

He shook his head. Sweat pouring down his face, eyes unsteady.

“Don’t...you don’t have to. Come on. You’re hot already. Really, you are. You’re so—” he groaned, as Candice’s attentions quickened. “—so fucking hot!”

“Not hot enough, though. Not hot enough for my man. Wouldn’t it be fun if you had a slut with even bigger titties doing what you said? Wouldn’t it be great if I was all giggly and happy and airheaded all the time? What if I could show you how good it can be for you?”

“Can-Candice, that’s not...that’s a bad idea, I mean...”

His face was conflicted, his breaths quick and shallow. She could tell how close he was to cumming already, just thinking about her changing before his very eyes. That was really, really cool.

“J-just a little,” he said. “Let me hold the bottle. I’ll say when.”

That was disappointing...but relationships were built on compromise. She gave him the bottle and let him stick it in her mouth. To her surprise, he stopped after she had down just a quick mouthful of the delicious, buttergum-flavored liquid. Then, he moved her hand off of his cock. It excited her a bit, him taking charge like that.

“Show me.’ He pushed her away gently. “I want to watch.”

She giggled and stood up, already feeling the hot butterflying sensation inside of her body. She stripped off her shirt, knowing that was where most of the action would be happening.

Right away, she could see that her belly—just moments ago still too round and flabby for her liking, was already tightening up for its already slimmer form. She was no longer fat in the slightest, and could barely even be considered overweight. 

One new change was that the pallor of her skin was fading, becoming steadily more browned over by the second. It wasn’t a full on tan, of course, but she was no longer the same shade of deathly pale that she always had been before. The new tan highlighted the slim lines of muscle that could be seen when she twisted her torso from side to side. There was actual muscle there now, like she had been doing five hundred crunches every morning when she woke up! There was a dense layer of flesh on top of it, of course, all her fat deposits still on her belly and around her thighs and buns, but the amount of developing musculature was like, totally exciting and super fun.

She wondered how many different sexual positions she could get into if she was stronger. Was there more muscle strength with the muscle mass, or was it more like a steroid, just adding density?

Her hair started lengthening as well. She could feel the soft locks fluffing at her shoulders, longer than she had ever worn it since she was a little girl. Her pussy felt incredibly hot. One hand lowered to her crotch—it was a temperature change of at least five degrees. She was burning up! She needed to be filled!

And of course, her breasts tightened together, no longer loose at all, firming up entirely. Her nipples lengthened. With a little hop, she tested their bounciness—oh yes, very bouncy. Ryan’s eyes were like saucers.

So many changes, all at once! It was like the serum, once taken, had a thoroughly long half-life, breaking down in incredibly slow increments! That meant much of the serum that she had taken the night before was still inside her, and this new dose was interacting with all of that reserve, intensifying the effects! 

That was like, super duper cool. She giggled. She could almost feel the hot little pops sounding off in her brain, little pockets of knowledge evaporating. Science was like, the most fun thing in the world. She really ought to like, thank someone for like, coming up with it so she could be so hot and stuff.

Her tits bounced happily, and Ryan’s cock pulsed upward. 

She pushed her hair out of her face, noticing for the first time how her lengthened locks were once-again even blonder than before. They were a proper blond now, golden even. 

Ask him if he likes the new you.

“Do you like the new me, Ryan?” Candice giggled.

Ask him if he wants to fuck you stupid.

“Do you want to fuck me stupid, stud?” She giggled again. “It won’t take like, much.”

Giggle, giggle. Giggle, giggle.

Without saying a word, Ryan stood up and bent her over. Her pussy was wet and hot and completely ready for him. He slid in easy, his full manly veiny rod pushing inside of her. She could feel the head of it pressing hard against her walls. He began to slap her ass infrequently, punctuating his thrusts.

“Fucking slut,” he groaned. “I’ll fuck you stupid, yeah. I’ll fuck you like you need.”

His thrusts were hard and frequent, artless. He was fucking her like some animal. She absolutely loved it, intense waves of pleasure riveting through her body.

Almost just as soon as he started though, he came. His spurts felt divine, initiating hot orgasms on Candice’s end.

“Oh god,” he moaned. “Oh fuck.”

He can do better than that. You really need to be fucked again.

Ryan was breathing hard, stroking her body lovingly. Not yet satisfied, Candice started to rub her ass on Ryan’s crotch, grinding slowly. She could feel his cock, still somewhat hard inside her, surrounded by the pool of their joined juices. He rubbed the muscles of her back, and she purred encouragingly. Everything he did to her felt so good.

“Fuck me again, Sir...” she moaned. “You can do it. I know you can. You’re such a strong man...and you need to teach me my lesson...”

“Cand...Candice...wow. I’m flattered but I...”

She squeezed her cunt invitingly. Her muscle control was absolute. She gripped him gently with her pussy walls, moving her hips back and forth, stroking him back to hardness.

“Ohhhh....oh Candice...”

She could hear him breathing strongly. Taking in her scent. Taking in whatever hot new pheromones were pouring out of her. His cock quickly became hard. 

Carefully, she slipped him outside of her and turned around, facing him. Then she hopped up on the table and grabbed her legs at the knees, spreading them wide. 

“Fuck me, Ryan! Fuck your little bimbo slut! Fuck me like the whore I am! Fuck me! Fuck me so hard, Sir!”

His face was unbridled lust. He slipped back inside easily, holding her close. Her knees jammed up against his chest, her arms trapped. He grabbed her by her svelte back and rocked into her harder, harder, harder and harder. 

“You fucking whore. You bimbo fucking whore. You fucking love this.”

She did.

“Oh yes sir, I do! I do!”

Loving the fucking was biological now, just as needing even more from him was. She could feel her pussy was too much of a match for him—too tight, too wet, too hot. His fucking was hard and uncontrolled, driven by surprise; he had never been with someone as hot as her. It was impossible for him to stay inside of her for very long and not cum uncontrollably. She controlled him like that...which she enjoyed a great deal. Still, though, she longed to be with a man who would not take such control from her. 

She tried to pretend he was Richter. That made her happier for a time. 

“Claim it,” she screamed. “Put your fucking seed in me again! I want to lick it out of my cunt!”

“God,” he groaned. “The fucking filth from your mouth...”

“Fuck me until I can’t walk. Ruin me, Ryan. Fucking break me down!”

With a surprised gasp, he came in her once more. Candice came with him, her mind happily turning off. Ryan had slumped against her, whispering nonsense against her shoulder, humming and shuddering.
She could feel that other presence, that breathy giggly voice, taking a firmer hold on her mind. She could not tell, caught up in the rapture of orgasm, how much she cared.
The whole thing, from seduction to the last cum, had lasted less than ten minutes.
Candice had enjoyed it, of course. She could hardly walk around not enjoying two orgasms in a row and be a properly hot babe. But like, it just wasn’t right, her being so fucking hot and being “fucked” like that. 
It felt like Ryan was just approaching her, like a car pushing into parallel parking. She wanted to be dealt with. She wanted to be in a car crash, no survivors except for the invulnerable hunk who ate his cereal with gasoline.

Candice wanted another round, but Ryan was already dozing. Oh well.

She slid off the table, and Ryan slid back into the high-backed chair he had started in, completely passed out. 

Good girls look pretty for men when men aren’t ready to fuck yet. You have to like, make him want you, sweetie!

Candice nodded at the voice, her head so light and free. She looked down at her tits. They could be so much bigger. Her hair, so lovely and vibrant and dark blond, could be so much more striking a tone. One vial of serum, with all that hot giggly goodness, was right there on the table, and the other one was right there in her purse...

With a happy little simper, she grabbed the vial off the table, rooting around in her purse with her other hand. She unloaded both into her mouth like she was drinking from big, hot cocks. The sweet bubblegum taste filled her up.

Hotness was coming. All she had to do was wait. She sighed, examining Ryan’s sleeping form. Probably it would be better for him if she got out of the apartment. She’d hate for him to see her so hot and not be able to do anything about it.

A thought struck her, one of the last she would have that night. She upended her purse. Where was that phone number for Officer Alvarez? She wanted to meet him. But first, she giggled, he’d have to catch her. She planned on driving very fast. Joyrides were like, totally cool.

* * * * *
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CANDICE WOKE UP NEXT to her bed the following morning, her bedsheets wrapped around her. Ryan was on the bed still, snoozing away, his body uncovered. 

She searched around the room, seeing the clock on the wall. Eight o’clock. Had only two hours passed, really? 

Walking to the window, she peeked outside. No. The sun was coming up outside. 

Fourteen hours her mind had been gone, belonging to someone or something else. What had happened? What had she done?

She shuddered to find out. Sniffing her hand, she drew back in shock and arousal. Cum. They both smelled strongly of hot, delicious mancum that she could drink and love and enjoy for hours and...

No, Candice. No! That’s not you. That’s this...this thing you’ve let inside you!

Right? Wasn’t that like...bad? 

Ugh. Thinking was such a chore.

She couldn’t remember anything after she and Ryan fucked last night. That was a bit troubling, but oh well. She couldn’t focus on it, really.

A good fuck should leave a hot babe’s mind empty, after all.

Yeah. Yeah! And she was a totally hot babe now. She stood up and admired her body. Her tummy was completely flat. Her tits ballooned outward, easily D cups, defying gravity with every perky little bounce. Her skin had a smooth, hot, tanned luster to it that had never been there before. Her hair fell down to the middle of her back, perfect and silky and bright blond.

Candice shot herself a little kiss in the mirror above her dresser. She was surprised to find herself turned on just from the little gesture.

Fuck. She was turning herself on, now? Wow. She couldn’t even hardly imagine what she would do to all those big hot cocks she was going to run into at the university. 
She got dressed, finding her closet strangely rearranged. All of her normal wardrobe items were in a pile in the back. All her serious suits and long dresses and conservative colors. In their place was a wide array of skirts and tops, all of them just slightly too small and entirely too sexy to wear around.
Her cunt moistened, looking at them. 

God, she could wear that tiny little white pleated skirt that would totally show off her legs and her ass. That would be scandalous, of course...knee socks. There were just loads of hot knee socks in the bag right beneath all those skirts. She could wear those, and those would hide her legs. That was a good idea.

Then her top, if her top was, say, that cute indigo blouse there with all those ruffles! Why, that would be a perfect match. It would show off her hot, firm tits in a nice respectable way.

Don’t forget the heels.

Of course she couldn’t forget the heels. She walked over to the other closet, which was Ryan’s. Opening it, she saw all of his things on a pile on the floor, replaced by shelves with rows and rows of heels, arranged by rows of heel length and columns of color.

Her knees fluttered. Oh god. There were so many she could wear. There was like, way more than she could count easily. Way more than ten pairs. So many ways to be so hot.

She slipped on a pair of indigo pump heels. There. She clicked over to the mirror.

Very professional. Her bright sexy hair needing nothing done to it, teased out naturally and falling in graceful curves like a signpost to her perfect ass. She loved it.

She turned, noticing how the brief little skirt flashed her panties. She bit her lower lip, plump and juicy.

Maybe...maybe this was too much? Too daring?

Tweak your nipple and find out. Good girls think with their titties.

Oh, yes. That was a good idea. She tweaked her already-nipple, taking a deep breath.

Thirty bliss-filled minutes later, she arrived at work, after diddling her pussy while she waited in traffic. Men stared at her—her sock-covered legs, her tiny outfit. They were all wearing coats, hoodies—it was not a warm day.

Martha, at the front desk, whistled when she saw her. 

“Hot date tonight?”

Candice giggled. “Something like that. I felt like a change.”

“Like a lot of changes, it looks like.”

Martha’s stare was clearly disapproving. Candice felt bad for a moment.

That bitch is just jealous of how hot we are. She’ll get hers later. Put on a hot bimbo smile!

Candice did. It was just so much easier to relinquish control, to let emptiness and happiness rule.

“Oh yes. I really wanted to go all out.”

“I can see that. Was your drive in here safe?”

Candice tittered. “Of course. Why wouldn’t it be?”

“You didn’t hear about that?”

“Um, hear about what?”

“It’s the nuttiest damn thing I ever heard. This chick is pulled over for swerving all over the highway, but when she is, the police start gangbanging her.”

“What?”

“Yeah! They go hog wild on her pussy, her ass, her mouth. And the entire time she’s cheering them on. From what the police say, they think she instigated it somehow. Using chemicals, something like that. Every policeman is in the hospital now. Says they can’t hardly remember anything. One of them, Alvarez I think his name was? He’s in critical condition. Poor guy has a wife and kids.” 

Oh god. Oh god, that’s what she had done. 

She hoped, biting her lip like she was, that she looked worried.

Not completely and totally turned on like she most definitely was at the thought of fucking a family man close to death just because it turned her on to do so. Because she was hot enough to do such a thing. Oh goddd...

Martha was still talking. “You know what it makes me think of?”

“What?”

“That incident with Larry. You know, when I found him the other day, he was just reeking of sex. What if it was the same person? I mean, this chick put three policemen in the hospital, she fucked them so much. How many women like that could there possibly be?”

“Oh, Martha, I don’t know...that seems far-fetched.”

Martha sighed. “Maybe you’re right. I don’t know. It’s just nuts, isn’t it?”

“Totally.” Candice was having far too much of this conversation already. “Okay, well like, I’ve got to get to work. Bye!”

Candice rushed into the elevator, trying to hide the shock on her face. When she was finally alone, she put a hand to her mouth.

She had put policemen in the hospital! Larry! What if she had done that to Ryan! Oh my god, she could have murdered someone by fucking them so hard!

Mmmph. Her fingers drifted onto her tits, holding them tight through the thin fabric of her blouse.

Why did that thought make her so indescribably wet? Was it the thought of just being that perfectly hot and arousing? That she was becoming so gorgeous every night that men couldn’t help but give her what she wanted? Even if they were risking their lives when they did?

Her fingers drifted over toward her pussy. That was hot. That was...

Wrong. Really, really wrong! God, you’re not a man, Candice! Think with something else other than your sex drive! You’re a scientist! Fix this!

Just...like, you know. Fix it right after giving yourself a nice hot little cum. She hit the stop button on the elevator, making sure she had some privacy, and then slipped her perfectly-manicured fingers deep into her hot little cunt.

* * * * *
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CANDICE’S MIND CAME-to out of her orgasm haze some hours later. She was in her lab, giggling and sliding a test tube in and out of her mouth. Phalluses were so cool. 

Around her were a number of half-mixed vials of serum. 

Oh wow. She could like, totally finish those, and then drink them all, and then like, be a perfect hot super fun-fun bimbo forever an’ ever an’ ever an’...and...and...

Fight it.

Don’t. It’s so much more fun to give in, sweetie!

That! That right there! Who was that? A voice in her head? Some ghost possessing her? A demon? What? She had no real idea, but of course she linked it back to the serum. It was some...some part of her, she theorized. Some old, untapped, vain, catty part that wanted nothing but to be fucked and adored and put on a pedestal for being pretty.

She knew the feeling, but she didn’t know that person quite well enough yet. 

Yes. There was an idea. She had to know her enemy, somehow. She had to figure out whatever it was this entity wanted. Otherwise she would be at its mercy. 

She looked around at the mess of her lab. Even with all her recent experimenting, she had cleaned nothing up.

Some part of her, the rational part perhaps, said to destroy all her findings. She had put Larry in the hospital after all, and policemen too, and who knew what else, and everything here was just evidence.

But a different part—the better part, she thought—knew there was good in the serum. It had helped her lose weight, and had certainly made her much more gorgeous and desirable to men. What woman wouldn’t want that? And if every woman could make themselves the image of what a man wanted, wouldn’t there be less strife and struggle in the world to become some ideal lady for men to pine over? If all women were gorgeous, wouldn’t that pave the way for equality, since men could no longer judge a gal on what she looked like but instead what she was capable of? That was a noble idea, yes?

Her fingers slid on top of her pussy. She tried and failed to move them away. Oh well. The felt nice. Sooo nice.

And, of course, if she sold the serum, wouldn’t she net herself a tidy little profit on top of that? Didn’t she deserve to live comfortably for all her hard work over her many years?

Yesss. Her fingers slid along her hot, ultra-sensitive clit. If she just tapped it softly every few seconds, she could keep her mind together. Continuing that action, she decided she had to find out how to work this serum and make it as safe as she could.

So she devised a plan, soft little strokes to her hot clit delivered all the while.

First, she would lock down the lab entirely, no one in or out. It appeared someone had already fixed the door that Larry had broken, so that was accomplished easily enough with a few button-pushes at the keypad next to the outer lab door.

Then she would finish all the serum. That took about an another hour. Simple enough. The formula didn’t take much.

Then, she grabbed a full vial of serum, and sat herself down in the testing room. There were two high definition video cameras in there, so she would have full view of herself during the change. Sitting down in the room, she thought—well, I should grab another camera, just in case. The one right next to all the vials of serum. Yes.

She walked over to the camera, snatching it up. Nearby, each vial of serum emanated a soft, unearthly glow. She should...maybe, grab one more just to be sure she was giving herself the full treatment. She would probably only have one shot at this recording.

Yes. Two more vials, for a total of three. That ought to be plenty. More than enough. Okay.

With six vials in her hands, she walked back to the testing room, punching in the keypad to lock her in for twelve hours. More than long enough for her mind to return to her. 

She thought for a moment that she ought to call Ryan, let him know something was up, but it was so hard to talk and tell him something like this...

He’ll be fine. He’s a man. Men are so strong and cool. Besides, if he leaves you, so what? You’re hot now. Hot babes are only a cute outfit away from a totally awesome new dick in their lives.

For once, she and the entity agreed. Candice didn’t spend very much time focusing on this before chugging away at the vials.

* * * * *
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THIRTEEN HOURS LATER, Candice woke up on the floor of the lab, completely naked, the automatic door softly sliding into her luscious legs.

She stood up slowly, her hands struggling to find a spot on the floor that wasn’t already covered in the immense length of her hair. It was so soft. Like a big pool of silk surrounding her.

She stood up, wobbling around, looking for signs of life. It was dark in the lab, dark outside. The clock said it was almost two in the morning. 

Wow. 

The only real thought on her mind was how distantly horny she was. The way sometimes someone could be hungry but not feeling it, knowing the very first thing they saw that was edible, they would try and put inside their mouth. She felt that way about cock right now.

She found a spare lab coat—it wouldn’t fit around her tits, but at least it was something to wear. Every movement of hers clunky and slow, trying to maneuver around the enormity of her tits, she turned on the recording.

The bright screen illuminated the room, casting a soft glow on Candice’s somewhat-blank pretty face. 

She watched the transformation. Drinking all those vials seemed to have put her into some ecstatic state for nearly an hour, and as her hair grew and grew, her legs lengthening, her tits expanding and her waist narrowing, she did not remove her fingers from her pussy. It seemed like she was cumming every other second, each new orgasm building on the last. She had a picture-perfect bronze tan, her nose button-cute, her eyes bright bright blue. Once, they had been an almost colorless black. She had nearly forgotten about that.

Candice fast-forwarded past much of it. It was hard to watch without fingering herself again.

Do it anyway. Your pussy is sooo pretty. Pretty pretty pussy for a pretty pretty bimbo.

“Shut. Up!”

Though stern, Candice couldn’t help but hate herself for acknowledging the voice. That made her, made Candi, even more real.

She knew the name now. Now that she was looking at her. It was undeniable. 

The fast-forwarded figure slipped up on the table in the observation room. Candice slowed the tape down to regular speed. The bimbo on the screen was totally naked now. Candi’s legs were crossed, her long hair puddling on the table behind her. As if she was waiting for just this moment to occur.

Uncrossing her legs, Candi turned toward the camera. She slipped one hand between her legs, and put the other on her enormous exposed tits.

“Hi there, sweetums.” She smiled dazzingly. “You’re watching me, huh? Gosh, I’m super pretty, right?

Mmmph. She really, really was. Candice was panting at the screen, just watching the beauty move and speak.

But...but how did Candi know Candice was watching? What gave it away? 

Did Candi have direct access to Candice’s thoughts?

Of course I do, sweetie! Now, listen up. I’m talking.

“You see,” the beauty on the screen giggle, “like, the thing is, you really, really hate what you are. You like, despise yourself. That’s why you want me! I love myself. I love the way I talk,” she giggled, “I love the way I walk,” she stood up and took a long, slow strut across the room. Her legs were polished with pussy juice.

“I love the way I suck, I love the way I fuck. And I especially love the way I look.” She giggled again, holding her big tits against her chest. They bounced happily as she let them go. “Just about everyone loves that, though. Didn’t you know that? Didn’t you know, already, that you would like this better? You may as well like, give in. I know there’s some vials right over there...”

There were. Candice squirmed. Her thoughts were so empty and silly. It was so hard to hold on to them. A vial, though, she could hold onto that. 

Before she knew it, one was in her hands. Drinking it would only last...only last a moment...

“Like, get rid of that stupid boyfriend of yours. He doesn’t deserve you. You need like, a real man, babes. You need a super stud that doesn’t break in half and cum himself into the hospital just because you fuck him all good and stuff. Or,” she giggled. “Just because I do, anyway. Right? So like, do me this favor. Take some serum. Get hotter and blonder again. You’ll love it. And even if you don’t...you won’t remember!”

“No,” Candice whispered, her thumb running over the vial. It was so warm, so glowy. “No, I like...I like, can’t.”

“You like, totally can. Just give in. You don’t have to be around anymore. You just have to give yourself up to the hot, wonderful pleasure of being me forever after, babes. Wouldn’t that be nice? Don’t you think you’d have like, a totally awesome time? Come on, sexy. Do it for me. Please?”

Candice’s hand found her pussy, sliding her fingers inside. God, that felt so good! Her thoughts became warm and fuzzy. 

Yeah...just a little serum. Just to make Candi happy. Didn’t she want to make Candi happy? Candi was so pretty, and it was so fucking hot and cool when hot girls were happy.

“Your hair could be like this, all the time, forever and ever” giggled Candi, drawing out a three-foot long strand of golden perfection. “Isn’t that totally hot? Your boobies, they could be so big you could lick them yourself! They probably are already! Check it out!”

Propping one tit up while still holding the serum vial, Candice explored with her tongue. Candi was right. She could suck her own nipples. The feeling was intense and orgasmic, all at once. The bimbofied beauty had trouble keeping her seat.

I love this, Candice realized. I love being seduced like this. I love being the only one who can make Candi happy. There’s so much joy Candi could have, just from me! The thought that she was standing in the way of it felt almost obscene. 

Touch yourself, sweetie.

Candice did, sliding her fingers even more up into her wet entrance. Her thumb rotated on her hot clit. The pleasure was immediate and immense. 

Candi is more important than you.

That thought, even though it wasn’t hers, made her cunt pulse ecstatically. Candice fingered harder, holding the vial of serum.

Candi is better than you.

Candice whimpered. She knew it was true. She wanted it to be true. She wanted to scream it from the halls. Candi was here. Candi was here and so very happy!

She popped the top off the serum vial, staring at it as she fingered herself, feeling so helpless. So incredibly achy and lusty.

Candi deserves everything.

Yes! Yes! Oh god, yes! 

She downed the vial, willingly giving up control of her life for the first time. She could feel Candi’s hot, giggly, bubblegum grip slide over her mind, pushing Candice down into a realm of the deepest, darkest, purest pleasures that existed in her mind.

* * * * *
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CANDI WAS IN FULL CONTROL, happily fingering her cunt. All she had to do was look at her own reflection in the chrome door of the lab refrigerator, her mass of perfect blond locks, her amazing legs, her wonderful breasts. She was dynamite. She was wonderful. She was the best thing on the planet.

Once more, for probably the dozenth time in less than half an hour, she came, looking only at the incredible plush curves of her lips.

At that instant, right after her hot release, Warren Richter walked into the lab. 

Oh, fuck. He was such a stud. Walked in and immediately owned the lab, was more like it. Candi slipped her hand over to another vial of serum and downed it, just for him. She giggled happily as it dribbled down her perfect bronzed body, leaving a hot pink trail on her open nakedness.

“Am I interrupting something?”

She giggled happily, sliding her long legs around. She slid a finger around one bare tit. 

“No way, hunky. Not like, at all.”

She continued to slide her fingers along her amazing breasts and also her bare, exposed clit. He seemed to not have a problem with it, approaching closer and closer. In fact, he seemed almost to be expecting it.

“I could have sworn I heard some screaming and moaning in here just a few seconds ago. You know,” he said with a smile, approaching her slowly, his hands in his pockets. “The sexual kind?”

“Oh, that. Right.” She nodded, giggling as her tits got bigger and bigger under her wandering hand. She crossed her arms, and let out a hot gasp of sexual pleasure. “I...I...I...was just ummm,” she held back a moan as he closed the distance between them.

He was such a fucking hunk. And he looked at her, knowing her, owning her, like he had long ago figured out what was happening with her. 

“I was just...just watching this like, tape?” She fingered her cunt harder as he came closer. Her desire was open, evident.

“A tape? You mean a recording?”

“Yeah!” she chirped. “Isn’t it like, cool?”

She pointed at the screen, where the gorgeous blonde version of herself was caught in repose, fucking her pussy hotly, just like Candi was now.

“Is that from the room right over there?” he asked.

“Yeah! It was for like, special testing.”

He turned to her and put a hand through her hair, feeling it. Holding her tightly. He tugged at it a bit, and she moaned, staring up at him with needy blue eyes. Cooing, she pressed her face into his large, sexy, muscular hand. Her pussy, filled with her fingers, felt even hotter.

“You’re just a hot little mess, aren’t you girl?”

She purred audibly. “Yes, Sir. I’m anything you say I am.”

“Is that you on that screen? You look really hot.”

“Yes, Sir. That’s me. Like, a worse version of me. I just took more of the serum, so I’ll be even hotter soon.”

“Is that a fact? You’re turning even hotter right now?”

She tilted her chest up at him, letting him watch them jiggle as they expanded to the size of beach balls. Her hair fluttered out an extra three inches when she started thinking about the thick, enormous cock that he surely had hidden inside of those slacks.

“Um...like, maybe? It’s super hard to think when you’re around.”

“Is that right? It decreases your intelligence too. Fascinating.”

She giggled. “You use such big words. Is your cock as big as all those words?”

“You want to suck me off, Dr. Dearing?”

“Dr. Dearing? She’s like, a total prude. I’m way better than her. I’ll suck you, fuck you, whore for you. I don’t care. I’m your hot little bimbo fucktart, baby. I want you to rule my pussy. Won’t you please?”

He stroked her face. She shivered with delight. She was going to cum, just looking at him, fucking her pussy so hard and hot and just seeing his massiveness. Mmmph.

“If I fuck you, there’s no going back,” he said. “You’ll be mine, from then on. I won’t allow anyone else to have a hold of you.”

“That’s like, super fucking cool,” she said. “You’re a totally rich, hot guy. I can be your number one girl. It’s just...”

She had to stop to let herself cum, right beneath him. Just looking at his muscles, his hot jawline, thinking about how big his cock must have been so enormous. Her mind blinked away for a moment. When she came to, he was snapping her fingers at her.

“Just what, doll? Stay with me?”

She kept fucking her pussy. A little slower now. Calmer.. “Well, like...you would have to have a really big cock to own me like that. Only a guy with a super big cock could do that to me.”

Of course, even a guy with a super big cock would have to keep up with her. She doubted he would be able to do so. No one else had so far. But it was lots of fun pretending. And her mind was so simple and silly that pretend was often reality.

He smiled, unzipping his pants and then removing them entirely. His cock wasn’t big at all.

“It’s super duper big,” Candi moaned with appreciation. “Like, oh my god. You have to stuff me full of that thing.”

The rod was the thickness of Candi’s forearm, layered with thick sexy veins and throbbing hard. She watched, amazed, as it became erect right in front of her, well over a foot long. Her knees knocked together and she whimpered. 

She was...she was scared, she realized. Scared that it might be too much cock for her.

That was so, so very cool and hot.

“And you’ll be mine?”

He said the words as if they were just some formality. Of course he already knew she was his. 

“I am yours,” she said, her voice so light and hot. “I’m anything you want.”

Using his enormous hands, he picked her up and bent her over the nearby table. His enormous cock pushed inside of her cunt with ease, her body able to take all of him!

Now she knew why every other man hadn’t been enough for her. She was waiting for him. He was a perfect fit. Her orgasms started the second he entered her. His thrusts were wild, primal, animalistic. He fucked her like he didn’t care at all for her well being. If he wanted to break her in half, with his enormous mass, he could do so easily. She knew his cock could easily shatter the insides of other women. She felt so fucking hot and proud that she could take all of him so well.

She came, and came, and came...and he wasn’t stopping. He fucked her harder, harder, harder!

He lifted her up off the ground and drilled her into the corner, where two cabinets met, her legs folded up like a pretzel, every part of her completely owned by his cock.

“Please cum in me!” she cried.

She couldn’t help but cry it. It was hardwired into her to cry and beg for a man’s cum. It was more than a desire. It was a way of life. She could feel him tensing up inside at hearing her beg.

“Unleash it on me, baby! Give me everything you got, you fucking hulk hunk stud! Please! Give me all of that hot rich dick right now, please!”

His cum unleashed inside of her pussy like a flood of manly release. It was more cum than every other guy than she had fucked in the last week, combined. There must have been gallons of it jetting inside her. He pulled out and began plastering her body with it. 

Her orgasms chained one right after the other, her mind skating along on them. Every part of her was bliss. 

She turned, expecting him to be totally spent. Instead, he was grinning, and slapped her on her cum-soaked ass.

He was...he was still hard. “Ready for round two?”

Oh yes.

She was more than ready, of course. Made to be so.
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Part III: All Bimbo, All The Time
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After a solid four hours of fucking that left his new bimbo pet in a state of seeming disrepair, Warren Richter made his way back to his office downtown. Richter felt sexually sated for the first time since he had transformed himself into the man he was today. On top of Candi, he left a note:

Call me soon. We will discuss living arrangements and financial allowance.

He was preparing to be generous with the girl. She had given him a number of thrills, after all. 

His office was enormous, inside of the most luxurious, elegant, technologically sophisticated building in the town. He knew it was all these things because he had designed himself. When a man didn’t need to sleep, he could do all sorts of things.

Richter had trouble even referring to himself as a man. Over the years, his countless experiments on himself had clearly left him as something much more than just a “man.” But he was definitely a Male, and as far as he was concerned, the only REAL Male alive. 

He entered his personal elevator, which stopped only at the floor of his office. The entire thirtieth floor of the building was his quarters, with the waiting room taking up a quarter of that. The actual waiting room, really, was the twenty-ninth floor, where he had less-favored clients engage in humiliating contests like potato sack races and blindfolded boxing matches to see who could stand in line to see him on the thirtieth floor. 

Most of the thirtieth floor was his enormous office proper, with his one desk and small computer. A person entering had to walk four hundred feet just to get in front of him. He had daydreams about lining the space with living art, women crafted to serve every aesthetic he could desire. 

Now, with Candi, it seemed that daydream would soon be a reality.

Gorgeous Theresa was at her expansive desk, tapping away at the computer in front of her. He was grateful she had tipped him off about Dr. Dearing’s odd behavior.

“Hello, Theresa. Any calls?”

“Is that a joke?”

He smiled. Of course it was. He got an average of forty calls a minute. Only two every minute made it past the team of call screeners downstairs. Of those two per minute, he handled maybe one every twenty minutes. Being on the top meant lots of people needed your approval all the time.

Theresa was hopelessly in love with him, desperate for him to make any sign of attraction or approval at any given time. Richter liked it this way. Having grown up with women needing his affection at every possible turn, it had become commonplace to use women efficiently. By himself, with a room full of women, Richter could have a successful company and three offshoots created within about six hours. 

He walked over to the coffee pot, and, curious, dumped three vials of serum into the full pot. Smiling, he brought a cup over to Theresa. 

“Refill?”

She looked completely surprised. Never in the past had he ever given her anything, not even a Christmas card. Usually he just ordered her to buy one for herself, which he ensured was at her own expense. He told her to get the cheap kind, though—he wasn’t heartless.

“Y-yes! Certainly!”

“Good. I’ll want that report on TJS Realities done by the end of the day, all right?”

“Yes, sir!”

Her voice was full of pride. Warren walked back into his office, his feet thumping along. His seat was specially designed, by him of course, to hold his enormous weight. It was one of the most comfortable places in the world that he knew about. At that desk, he had broken governments. He would probably break a few more today.

Sitting down on his desk, he flipped on the surveillance module to the outside. Normally, he used this to sweat prospective clients and buyers, to see how they reacted to waiting for inordinate periods of time. Now, though, he was using it to watch Theresa’s response to the concoction that Dr. Dearing, or Candi, had created.

Nothing so far. 

Knowing he had work to be done, he started filing through his to-do list.

First he made a call to a factory in South America, ordering it to lay off half its workers. The manager did not protest, even though the decision would let about half a town go starving. Then he made three more calls to depose one parliament leader in Germany, imprison a minister in China, and assassinate a general in Bratislava. Of course, he did not talk with the people doing these actions—he spoke with directors of directors of directors, each the heads of corporations that seemed larger than any other on the planet. 

Richter had his hands in everything. A man did not get as powerful as he did without expecting constant gratification for every accomplishment, and the best gratification was a job done instantly.

Then he called the French ballet teacher that he had been courting and fucking ruthlessly for about a month now. He told her that he wasn’t going to see her again unless she dumped that stupid husband of hers along with her two children. 

Even then, he’d probably only fuck her for another month or so. He told her that, too. He expected an affirmative answer within the day. Maybe he’d take the time to transform her into something better, once he figured out Candi’s serum all the way.

Richter got what he wanted, after all. After making his first billion from developing a series of security software for data caches that had attracted the highest bidders from across the world, he began to invest in medical technology. All his compatriots seemed to be going the hardware route—Richter saw the advantage in that, but he also knew that there was great profit, great personal profit, from being a pioneer in the biomedical field.

His enormous mass of muscle was a gift from years of biomedical research, as was his youth and his capacity for retaining and connecting knowledge. He was well over sixty, and did not appear to be a day over thirty. That was by his design. As far as he knew, he was immortal. He wasn’t sure he could even be killed at this point, though certainly anything was possible.

After the work perfecting his body was completed, he had eliminated the team, of course. Now only he knew the secret. If there came a time to make it profitable to others, he would do, but until then, he wanted to be the only tireless, immensely strong, un-aging hunk in the world. 

And now, some doctor had come along, seemingly creating a very similar serum all by herself. It was almost too bad she would soon be a bimbo of bottomless stupidity. He could have used her knowledge. But he’d rather have a plaything that didn’t wear out after a couple of months of hard use. And Richter, anymore, didn’t know how to use anything but hard. 

Maybe he’d alter the serum, let her keep a little bit of her mind. It was a fun, hot idea to him, taking and owning someone that was just a dynamo of endless sex. Such a person could have her uses. 

He turned back to the screen, watching his assistant.

Interesting. Normally, Theresa only had a cup of coffee every three hours. Now she had taken in the whole pot in less than an thirty minutes. 

She had small a-cup breasts, her slim body not able to accommodate much in the way of hips or curves at all. Now, as he watched, her breasts starting growing rapidly, pushing hard against the fabric of her blouse. She either seemed not to notice or not to care. 

Her hand moved absently to her tit, squeezing it roughly. She continued to type as if she was doing nothing. But soon, then, she started giggling, both hands squeezing her tits. Then she began to slide one hand up into her skirt, disappearing her fingers into her pussy.

A client came in. Theresa rapidly stood up and got on top of her desk, crossing her legs. She bent over and giggled, holding her growing tits tightly. The client approached, looking a bit unsure, looking around. Amusingly, he looked in every direction but where Richter’s hidden camera was. 

As soon as he came close enough, Theresa ripped off her blouse and slid down to the ground. She started unbuckling his pants, talking to him the whole time. In between giggles, she seemed to be cooing at how big he was, how badly she needed it.

She bent over on the desk and twisted around, so she was tits up, her head hanging off the desk. She took his cock inside of her mouth, letting him fuck her throat hard. There was no struggle to it, she took the entire length of him easily. 

The client fucked Theresa’s head against the desk hard. He was relentless, banging her head until finally he came, shooting his load down her throat and then onto his tits, his neck. 

He fell to the floor, breathing heavily. Theresa slipped down after him, her heels dropping off her feet. She crawled over his cock, putting her mouth down on him again. He tried to beg her off, but she would not be dissuaded. 

She sucked him hard, and after several seconds, he seemed to be very much into it. Surprised at his own virility, as a matter of fact. 

Getting up twice in a row was nothing to Richter. His record was twelve, and he had to stop then only because there was money to be made and he couldn’t just fuck an entire cheerleading team twice in a row without starting to injure one of them.

The client came again, and Theresa graciously sucked him down. Even so, her hand stayed wrapped around his cock, trying to bring him up again. His hands came against her head, trying to push her away. But these fell down. He fell asleep, unable to move. 

Theresa then began to suck him off a third time. But, apparently it was nothing doing. He was exhausted. Disappointed, Theresa knocked on Richter’s door.

Smiling, and already semi-hard, Richter got up to go answer the door. 

“Yes, dear?”

Now that he got a full look at her, he saw that the transformations were still happening. That meant that she had been changing even as she sucked that client’s cock. The client was now delirious on the floor, spouting off half-formed phrases.

“More...” he cried. “No more...more...”

What a weak, pathetic little thing. Hardly worthy of the beauty that Theresa had transformed into. Her hair was shiny and blond, her tits easily double the size they had been not even an hour before. Her lips were puffy, pink and shiny, and her nails had lengthened, turning bright pink also. 

He found it fascinating that the concoction seemed to completely disregard all genetic propensity toward hair color, eye color, breast size, weight, height, sexual proclivity, sexual pleasure, or cognitive capacity. It seemed to want only to transform women into complete sexified blond, tanned, big-titted bimbos.

That was certainly something he could get behind. Women were objects to him anyway. They may as well look like what they were.

He wondered how it would stand up to his own tests, mixed with parts of his own formula. Would it be possible for him to make a fuckdoll strong enough to keep up with his stamina and smart enough to keep up with his intellect?

An interesting idea, should he ever desire a true partner. But for the time being, Richter’s only interest in women was physical. He took what he wanted from them, like he did everyone else.

Theresa was giggling nervously, waiting for him to speak.

“Go on, then, slut,” he said, completely casual. She knew what she was now. “Tell me what you want.”

“Please, Sir. I sucked off the hunk in there, but like, I don’t think I’ve had enough. Can you fuck me nice and hard so I can calm down? I had all of this like, coffee...”

Warren gripped her throat hard, enjoying her little squeaks, and dragged her across the enormous length of his office before bending her over on the table. 

Oh yes, he could calm her down easy enough.

As he slid inside her hot, ready entrance, he picked up the phone off the desk. He called the secretary from the waiting room on the twenty-ninth floor, Catherine.

“Catherine, could you come up here?”

There was a rush of voices in the background. He supposed that the crowd of people waiting to speak with him—and there were surely over a thousand—had figured out he was on the phone. Good for them.

“Is there a problem, sir?”

“No problem. Theresa’s been...repositioned.” He smiled, looking at secretary as she bucked and moaned beneath him. “I want you to replace her for the time being.”

“Yes, Sir!”

She had a touch of awe to her voice. Obviously, she would do anything he said. Worshipful of him. Good. That was how women should be. That was how everyone should be.

And he was going to make it so.

* * * * *
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CANDICE ARRIVED HOME late in the evening, her thoughts still blurry. It was so hard to think.

You don’t need to think. Have another drink! Let me come out and play.

She tried to ignore the impulse. More and more, it was becoming apparent that this whole bimbo thing was getting out of control. She needed to put a lid on it. She had distant memories of being fucked senseless, as Candi, by Richter this afternoon.

Richter! 

If he mentioned it at all to her boss Randall Wright, she would be fired on the spot. She had to fix this, somehow. She had to make everything better again. She could keep her job and fix the whole mess and still someone stay hot. Just a little hot. Not bimbo hot like she was now. Not stupidly-sexy big-titted hot without a thought on her mind hot. 

Just...regular hot. Good hot. Sexy hot for Ryan. Yes. That would be like, totally doable. And she would be too!

When she walked into the bedroom to take a nap and try and clear her head, she saw Ryan there, packing a bag. A low, deep pit formed in her stomach. 

“What...what are you doing?”

He looked angry, as if he was mad that she had even asked the question.

“Candice, I’m done with this.”

“W-what?”

“I’m done with this. I can’t be with you anymore. You’ve...you’ve changed. You have literally changed into a different person! How on earth am I supposed to be with you now?”

“But you...” tears started forming in her eyes. “You’re the one who wanted this to begin with!”

“I know I said I wanted you to be more active,” he shook his head, moving around the bed and back to the closet where she had left his clothes in a pile. “But this has gotten out of control. I don’t want this. And whenever I ask you to stop, you just seem to want more. So this is done, now. All of this. You and me.”

“Please, Ryan,” she stepped forward, her hands out a bit. “Please don’t go. I need you with me.”

“More than you need to be a bimbo?”

“Yes! Of course!”

He stared at her, his mouth open for a moment. “I don’t believe that. You’re normal, now, right? That’s what you think? And look at what you’re wearing.”

What was wrong with what she was wearing? She had changed after waking up in the lab, very glad she kept a change of clothes in her bag. A very business-like tiny orange minidress that bared her cleavage in a respectable way. Her heels matched. That was professional, too. And they were only five-inches high—not six inches, like what Candi would have wanted. The bangles on her wrists were bright white. 

“You don’t see it, do you? You don’t see yourself.” He took a breath. “I’m going to the bathroom. I want you not to be here when I get out. That will make it easier. If you can...if you can get help, change back to normal somehow? Be normal again? You let me know. But until then, we’re through. Okay?”

She said nothing, just whining wordlessly when he stepped into the bathroom. Why couldn’t she stand up for herself? Why couldn’t she say anything?

I can take care of this. Let me in charge...and he’ll never want to leave. I guarantee it, sweetie.

Candice moaned hotly. That was...that was a really hot idea. She slipped a hand up to her nipple, tweaking it just a bit.

Whatever Candice was doing wasn’t working, right? It was time to try a different tactic. Just a little, itty bit of Candi juice to keep him around. She went to her purse, pulling out a vial.

Coming out of the bathroom, Ryan saw her sneaking a drink.

“What the fuck? What in the fuck are you doing? Goddammit, girl. You have to stop!”

She giggled. Words were so silly and useless. Of course he had been winning so far—they had been using words! But using words wasn’t what women were for. Women were for fucking. Women were for hard, volatile abuse that was just barely on the right side of the law.

The haze of Candi swept over the hot blonde’s mind, taking control.

“Gosh, handsome,” she giggled. “I’m like, so very sorry. You seem really upset.”

She bent over at the bed. It was low enough that her ass was very, very high in the air. “I guess you better spank me, huh?”

“Wh-what?”

“You better spank me. I’ve been so bad. You ought to spank me SO hard to teach me a lesson. Right?”

She shook her ass at him, the flesh jiggling enticingly. Her buns were perfectly bronzed, even though they hadn’t seen the light of day in maybe years. 

He came near. She could almost hear him trying to make the decision. It was so, sooo hard to think when she was so beautifully hot, and it was such a thrill knowing that he was just as affected as she was by her hotness, almost. 

He tapped her ass with his palm. Surely, he could see that she didn’t have panties on.

“Come on, baby,” she cooed. “I thought you wanted to punish me. Spank me. Hit me hard. Make me learn your will.”

He slapped her harder.

“Yeah, baby. Spank your slut. Teach me how to listen to you.”

He spanked her even harder. “Yes,” she cried, her pussy juices dripping down on the bed. “Don’t leave me a choice!”

He was slapping her openly now, as hard as he could. He’d probably leave a bruise on her ass—though Candi didn’t think she actually could bruise anymore. Or at least, not for very long. That wouldn’t be very bimbo, would it, to have bruises?

His pants dropped down, kicked to the wall. Immediately, his rock-hard cock plunged deep inside of her. She came immediately, and then again when he continued to fuck her. His thighs slapped against her ass, the sound filling the bedroom.

Candi giggled over and over. She was ruining that bitch Candice’s relationship in her very own bedroom! That was so sexy.

Pumping vigorously, he continued to slap her ass. She could feel him getting closer to the edge.

“Yes,” she cried. “Spank me, sir! Spank me like the bad little girl that I am! Spank me so hard, please!”

That seemed to be too much for him. He sprayed inside her, continuing to spank her harder and harder as he did. Candi came with him, hot bubblegum popping sounds filling her mind. Little bits of Candice dissolving out of existence. How fun.

He exited out of her, collapsing on the bed. He stared up at her, his eyes wide with lust.

“God. You’re so hot. I didn’t know you liked that.”

“There’s all sorts of things you don’t know about me.”

She slipped her hand around his cock. He looked somewhat terrified. 

“Oh jeez, no way. I just came. I can’t do this marathon again. Please. Please don’t, Candice. Listen to me.”

She giggled. “I’m listening to your cock, baby.” 

It was already stiffening.

“N-no, Candice. Please...”

“Candi.”

“Candi, then. Please. Don’t...don’t do this.”

She ignored him. She would make him like it. He was the one who wanted this, after all.

* * * * *
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CANDICE WOKE UP SUDDENLY, a long fat cock deep inside of her mouth. She slid herself away—somewhat reluctantly—trying to get her bearings. The cock belonged to some man she didn’t recognize, sleeping next to another man who she had no recollection of. They were all three on top of a springy, soft mattress with the sheets all spread out and ripped.

There was no bed to the mattress—it was positioned directly on the floor. A college apartment, it seemed like, from the videogame posters all over the walls and the swimsuit calendars that Candice would have hated just a week ago. There was a large black videogame console in the corner humming along, and a flat screen television posted on the wall.

Candice was naked, she realized suddenly, or near enough. Thigh-high white leather boots didn’t really count as shoes, did they? Her dress was ripped, hanging off a computer chair next to a tall, gross-looking bong and a series of liquor bottles. 

The two young men were entirely motionless.

Terrified, Candice touched their necks. Alive, still. Their pulses weak. 

Candi. This was all Candi’s doing. Candice was beginning to seriously resent the seductive bimbo, her gorgeous body, her easy, lighthearted way of looking at terribly serious actions. 

And, though she wouldn’t admit, part of her resentment was jealousy. Candi made it all seem so fun and effortless. 

What’s more effortless than being like, super fun and totally what guys want you to be? Just give in, silly.

Shut. Up!

Candice put her hands to her head, trying to clear her thoughts. She had to focus on the situation at hand.

Whatever Candi did to men, she had done to these two. Candice could feel the cum inside of her, the salty taste inside of her mouth. None of her orifices were sore, but she imagined that they definitely would be if it had not been for Candi’s remarkable recuperative abilities. 

She giggled. She was thinking such big words.

No—no! Recuperative was not a big word, dammit! It was a perfectly normal word that perfectly normal women thought! There was no such thing as big words or small words or hard words, there were just words! She was not some brainless bimbo slut!

Except that she, or her body anyway, had just encouraged fucking so hard that two men were completely passed out from it and showed no signs of waking any time soon.

She should call the hospital, she thought. Those other guys needed to go the hospital—Larry, the policemen. And if they needed a trip to the hospital, after furiously fucking a lesser Candi, a Candi not quite as fully formed as the one that Candice had enabled now, then these two would definitely need one.

She wondered why Ryan hadn’t need to go so far, like the others. Was he that strong? Or was her love for him affecting Candi, so that she didn’t go as far with him with all the others? Candice wanted to believe that. That made her think she still had a chance.

Some men probably needed a trip to the doctor just from looking at her now, she thought smugly. Her legs were so long and sleek, like she was wearing permanent nylons. Her abs were a perfectly formed six-pack, her core perfect for positioning herself in all sorts of manners for fucking. Her hair was so completely long and bright bright cover girl blonde, and sooo thick and fluffy. It made her sleepy and horny, just gathering up her hair and stroking it against one of her lovely cheeks...

Oh god. 

Snap out of it, Candice! You can do this! You’re better than this! You can find...find a cure or something! Some fancy, like, medical thing that would help stuff! And stuff. 

You’re like, a doctor person. A serious, super good doctor gal who knows how to do sciencey-things!

Shit. 

A shower, that was what she needed. Just a quick shower to get her mind in shape and to stop thinking about super silly hot ultra sexy things all the time. That was all. Just a good little hot shower and she would be perfectly good to go. Yes. That was a great idea. She picked up her purse, sitting on top of a busted computer monitor.

She walked through the wrecked apartment—in three places, she found imprints where the two studs had apparently fucked her against the wall—maneuvering through shattered glass, turned over beer cans, broken furniture, and sticky carpet. It was sort of a hot thought thinking that it was perfectly possible that all this disarray had occurred purely because of how hot she had become.

She slipped into the bathroom and right away turned on the shower, taking care not to look at the mirror. She put her purse on top of the gross toilet. 

From one side, she put a towel over the mirror before even getting inside the shower so that she wouldn’t accidentally see herself. She was quite certain she was just too fucking hot now to think about anything else except being even hotter and sexier if she happened to see her reflection. And Candice couldn’t possibly do that now—there was too much at stake.

The water was hot and refreshing, just what she needed. She did her best not to rub her nipples or her pussy—though the water running over them was pure, hot, sexy, fun titillation. It was so much mental effort not to squeeze a nipple and then rub a hot, pink fingernail up and down her sexy, wet clit, just to have one nice little cum to clear her mind...but she could do it. She was a strong, independent woman who knew how to take care of herself, dammit.

She stepped out of the shower, grabbing a towel without thinking very much. She struggled through drying off her chest and between her thighs, taking it slow enough to let the fog dissipate from the mirror. 

And that was when she realized that the towel she grabbed was the one she had placed over the mirror. 
Oh no. Shields up! Red alert! Get out of the bathroom!
She made to open the door, and out of the corner of her eye noticed the way her hair—already mostly dry, and fluffy and perfectly styled and coiffed, another odd side-effect of the serum—flew about and her sexy lateral muscles combined with her obliques. Oh, that was cool. She looked so nice. She stepped back into the middle of the bathroom, and then reached toward the door again.

Oh yes. Her abs were looking sooo good. She was fit as a fiddle. Fit as a fiddle in the middle of a diddle. 

She giggled. It was so fun and sexy to have fun, loose thoughts like that. 

Standing in front of the mirror now, the towel down at her feet, she preened, turning this way and that. Oh god, yeah. Her musculature was amazing. Her ass looked like she was wearing high heels all the time, her buns so tight and firm and heart-shaped. The smooth, hot lines of her muscles led in a line straight down to her pussy, and then straight back up to her tits, widening out perfectly. 

Mmph. She was perfection. Hot, sexy, bimbo blonde perfection.

“I love being this hot,” she said, her voice sing-songy and fun.

That’s funny. That didn’t really sound like her voice. Her voice was a little deeper, a little more serious. That sounded like...

Oh...oh no. Oh no wait.

“Being hot like this is all guys want from me, so that’s all I want from me. I should really work on being this hot all the time.”

All...all the time?

Her fingers started moving over toward that hot, blissful, molten place between her thighs that had been neglected for so very long now.

“Oh, that’s a good girl,” purred Candi. “Go on ahead. Touch there. Touch right there...”

Candice couldn’t help it. She was just so very hot. Her fingers landed on her pussy and began stroking immediately. Right away, she felt as though she was seven-eighths of the way to a wonderfully hot little cum.

“Oh, that’s sooo good, baby. God you’re so good at that. You make me sooo happy, love. Don’t I make you happy?”

Internally, Candice whimpered. It seemed like she couldn’t speak anymore. Candi had complete control. 

“It’s time to go find some hot new studs to fuck, huh? I think that Richter guy really wants me back.” 

Candi breathed happily. “And I really want him back. I just like, couldn’t find him last night. Oh well. I’m sure he’ll find me. I’m too super hot not to find.” 

But...but the hospital. They...they need to go.

“Don’t be silly, love. If they can’t keep up with me, then who cares what happens to them? It’s their own fault for not being manly enough. Now, that billionaire stud you keep trying to run away from...he’s awfully interesting...”

N-no...noooo, Candi, please, no! He’s so evil. Please. I love Ryan.

“Ryan is a wimp. A hottie like me deserves a big, hot stud who knows how to fuck me and use me and keep me under control. Richter’s evil, and I’m going to be his evil little queen bimbo bitch. Isn’t that great? He deserves someone who’ll suck him off while he fires employees. Someone to give him a nice relaxing handie after a hard day of stomping on shitty little mudhut countries. Doesn’t that sound like totally great, baby?”

She giggled. Candice tried to repress the urge to spin around happily. She ended up shrugging her shoulders oddly.

“Now, I put a little extra serum in my purse, just in case you decided to rear your silly little head again. Won’t you be a dear and take it? You’re like, sort of a sickness. And I need to take my medicine so that I don’t have to worry about you anymore.”

N-nooo. No, please. 

“Come on, Candice. You know that I’m better than you. I’m your hot little inner bimbo. You can’t help but want to turn into me alllll the time. Please become hot Candi again? Hot lil’ Candi wants to come out and play soooo bad...”

Mmmph.

“Don’t you want me, Candice?”

Oh...ohhh yesss...

“Don’t you love me?”

Candice was fingering her cunt so hard. Her orgasm was approaching. If she could just get there...her thoughts would clear, and she could run away. Turn herself in!

She came, her body shuddering against the bathroom wall.

Oh...oh no.

And Candi was right there, looking back at her, licking her lips, panting. 

“Don’t you love me, Candice? Finger that pussy if you love me.”

Her thoughts whimpering still, Candice began sliding her fingers inside of her pussy. Her hand slipped inside her bag, grabbing the vial of serum right there.

“Do what I want, Candice baby. Get rid of yourself. Candi needs to be in charge for a while. With you running things, we’ve both been miserable. Let me do what I do, and we’ll both be so much happier. Okay? You’re like, a sickness. Take the cure.”

Candice was a sickness. Yeah. Yeah, that sounded right. 

She didn’t deserve to stick around. Candi was so right. She would be so happy without her. 

She could see it so clearly. Raising the vial above her mouth, just letting it empty out. 

“This is for you, Candi,” she would moan hotly. “I love you!”

But no. She let the vial slide down the sink instead. 

With one final burst of willpower, she ran out of the bathroom, away from the mirror. 

Noooo! Nooo! Candice, go back there! Lick it up, you bitch! Lick it up and let me win!

But Candice rushed out, ashamed and terrified. She had been so close to giving in, and she still wanted to!

She needed help. She needed to talk to Ryan.

* * * * *
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LATER THAT EVENING, Candice opened the door to see Ryan standing outside her apartment. 

“Thank you for seeing me,” she said, stepping aside to let him in.

“Yeah whatever. Just know that the second this gets weird, I’m running.”

“I know! I know you will. I understand.” 

She took a breath. He was so tense. She wanted to rub his back, let him relax. Give him a nice little blowjob, maybe.

Have him fuck you like the bimbo slut you are. That’ll relax him for sure.

She ticked her head, trying to ignore the voice. She had taken a cold shower for two hours after getting home. Now she was dressed in thick sweatpants, and her thickest flannel sweater, the one with the heavy fur shoulders. The unsexiest stuff she could find. Her hair was tied back in a ponytail. Ryan was waiting for her to speak.

“I know it’s really...I know it’s difficult for you, after all we’ve been through. I want you to know I understand that, and I understand that I don’t have any right to much of your sympathy right now.”

“Yeah, no kidding. Have you been following the news? There are guys in the hospital!”

He shook his head, throwing his hands up in the air.

“Christ, Candice. You could have put me in the hospital. Did you think about that? What if you had hurt me? Would you be able to live with yourself?”

Tears started flowing down her beautiful face.

“You’re right! You’re right, I’m so sorry. I’m so scared, Ryan! I can’t stop this and I want to and I don’t know how and I’m just so scared.”

His face softened then. He came forward and held her tight. She loved that. It was pure comfort, nothing sexual. The thickness of her sweater held in anything that her body might have done to change that.

She held him, then, truly believing everything would be okay.

“I’ll quit it,” she said. “I’ll quit all of it, I promise. No more serum. No more Candi. No more of any of it. Just me. Please.”

“Okay,” he said. “Okay. I can’t...I can’t say if I can stay with you or not.”

She nodded.

“I understand. But I just...please, can you help me? Help me try to change it?”

It was his turn to nod. “Of course. Anything. You’re so smart, Candice. You’ll figure this out. I know you will.”

They did not say really anything more for the rest of the night. When Candice felt Candi’s thoughts crop up, she took a sleeping pill, trying to encourage drowsiness. It was the only thing she had for a plan.

Ryan graciously stayed overnight, even sleeping in the same bed as her when she asked. 

When they got in the bed together, Candice lightly poked him in the shoulder. Her pussy was lighting up, even as slumber overtook her. Nothing sounded hotter or better right then than a round of sleepy, hot sex with Ryan inside her.

Her voice was dreamy. “Do you want to...”

“Hey, come on.” He shifted in the sheets. “We talked about this. No.”

She bit his shoulder playfully. “No, I don’t mean with...with her. I mean...you and me. It’s been a while.”

“No. We’re not...not together.” He sat up. “Do you want me to leave?”

She took a breath. Her need was sooo great. But she could control it.

“You’re right. I’m sorry.” She touched his arm. “Please. Just...just be here with me. Please?”

He laid back down then and she didn’t say anything more, draping his arm over her waist. And while that was nice, Candice couldn’t help but feel the hot sting of disappointment run through her veins.

* * * * *
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CANDICE WAS BACK AT the lab, trying to clean up the mess she had left behind. She was dressed still in her uncomfortable sweat pants and flannels. Everything itched, like her body was meant to be contained only within tiny skirts and hot tops. All the vials were sucked down the sink now. All but one.

She looked at it, its translucent pinkness, with a very active, very needy desire.

It doesn’t matter. Even if you flush it away, you can always just make more. I’ll need you to. And you’ll do it for me.

Candice moaned, her fingers instantly in her cunt. It turned her on so much, Candi telling her what to do. She leaned against the nearby cabinet, imagining just for a moment her body becoming all bimbofied again. Her mind melting away into nothingness. 

No!

She could do this. She could rehabilitate herself. Ryan deserved it. She closed her eyes, taking several deep breaths. 

Candi’s voice seemed to dim, a bit.

Yes. She could control this. She could win. The answer was here, in this lab. If she could make this formula, she could unmake it, couldn’t she? There was like, so much science stuff here. And she was totally a science person. She like, didn’t need all the words and stuff to know how to make everything work, did she?

Feeling smart and triumphant, she poured the last little bit of the vial down the sink. 

There. It may not be everything, but it was a start! And now she would do the rest of all that really super cool thinking stuff and make herself better.

She made little progress in an hour, mostly remembering the name for the tall glasses that held liquids. Beakers! That was it. She held on to the success, trying to resist the urge to finger herself as a reward.

Then, the lab door opened. Inside stepped Warren Richter. He wore a form-fitting blue suit, his amazing masculinity only enhanced by the sharp lines of his wardrobe.

Oh, fuck, thought Candice.

He walked up to her, dwarfing her with his enormous size.

Inside her head, Candi seemed to unleash a torrent of memories—the size of his enormous cock. What he looked like with his shirt off. Candi’s hot, sweet, perfect coos of adoration and worship forever. Candi was on fire inside of Candice’s head. 

Candice was too. He was just such a funking hunk! How was she supposed to control herself around someone like him?

“Hi there, sweet thing. I’ve been waiting for you. Why didn’t you come back like we arranged?”

“I didn’t because I’m stopping all that. I don’t want to be...yours. I’m not yours. I’m...I’m my own person. I’m an independent woman, who doesn’t need you, like, at all!”

She struggled to say the words. God, it was so hard to think when he was so manly and present and enormous! She wished she wasn’t so turned on by clearly rising bulge in his pants.

He rolled his eyes. 

“Am I really supposed to believe that you believe in women’s rights when you made a serum that would turn you into some walking wet dream ready to suck off anything with a pulse? Please, Candice. I know I’m rich, but don’t think I’m out of touch.”

He came closer.

“In fact, I think you’ll find I’m more in touch than you could ever imagine. This far up the ladder, without struggling for money, all people really start to understand is other people. You see, once bereft of the burden of struggle, I get the luxury of understanding what women really are. What they really need. And what you really need is to be relieved of control, Candice. You don’t want to be around anymore. You want Candi in charge.”

Yeah, you do. He knows it. Tell him he’s right. Tell him you want me to come out and play.

“Come on,” he said. “I want to see Candi.”

Casually, he slipped one hand around her shoulders and ripped off her thick flannel sweater. Her bra, underneath, was bright white and far too small for her titanic tits. Candice breathed out a gasp, trying to disguise how turned on her strength made her.

“N-no,” she said, putting her arms around her chest. “Candi is gone. Dead.”

“Murder?” he asked, apparently amused. “That seems a bit beyond you, Dr. Dearing.”

“Well...well it’s not,” she put her hands on her hips. Her boobs bounced cheerfully. “I killed her. She’s all gone. So you...you better go too.”

“I own this place,” he said, slightly annoyed. “I’m not going anywhere.”

He pushed her up against the wall, his massiveness dwarfing her entirely. His handsome hunk face leaned down, his nose pressing into her thick hair. One hand pushed down and ripped off her sweatpants like they were tissue paper. She was entirely exposed.

“Come on,” he whispered in her ear. “Let out your hot little inner slut. Let me see that hot babe again. Let me see Candi.”

“No!

He put his hand around her throat then, shoving her against the wall. Helpless, completely under his control, Candice felt her cunt moisten. She was suddenly and completely aroused, totally ready to take his sure-to-be enormous cock and shove it deep inside of her body however he would want. And, of course, she hated herself for it.

She was so very tired of hating herself for wanting the things she wanted.

His thick, enormous fingers slid against her panties, stroking her wet cunt even as he continued to choke her.

“You are going to do what I want, you fucking slut,” he growled. “And you’re going to do it because I say it, and you know, deep down inside, that little bitches like you are only good for taking what men deem worthy to give to them.”

His grip tightened. Candice’s squeals and moans shortened and became more frantic. Her legs scrambled all over the floor. Kicking him was like kicking a mountain. 

“Don’t you, slut? Say that you know that.”

His fingers felt so fucking amazing on her. She would say anything to placate him. “Yes,” she coughed, her voice rough.

“Yes, what?”

Oh. Of course. “Yes, Sir!”

He shoved her down to her knees then, hand still hard on her throat. He tilted her chin back with one enormous thumb. With his other, he pulled out a test tube full of some kind of purple substance from his suit jacket.

“Are you ready for a little drinky, slut?”

“Nooo,” her moan was low and soft. She couldn’t tell if she meant it. She probably didn’t.

“Take it, slut,” he grunted, shoving the test tube into her mouth. “Take all of it.”

She tried not to. She really, really did. But he was too strong. She couldn’t resist.

And deep down inside, her cunt quivered and sloshed with the knowledge that she didn’t want to. That this allowed her, now, to be what she had truly come to want to be.

So when the drops hit her lips, she sucked them down eagerly, submitting entirely to become the type of woman he wanted. And she submitted entirely to the idea that from now on, all her thoughts would be his thoughts, and all her wants would be his wants, and all her needs would be his needs. Everything about her pre-approved and designated for just one user. 

Her mind reorganized itself instantly. His serum was very thorough. Not much of Candi’s intelligence could be salvaged, but what was there was dedicated now entirely to him. 

“Did you like the serum I gave you?”

“Oh yes, Master. Very much.”

He stroked her hair. It was so thick, so perfect and silken. Exactly as he deserved.

“I perfected it, you see. I don’t want you to just be stupid. You don’t need that much intelligence, of course...but I want you to have a little. I need you to do things for me, after all. Take control of men. That sort of thing. That’s what a good fuckslut does for her Master. You’ll be my precious little bimbowhore...and no one else’s. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Master.”

“You’ll fuck for me. Suck for me. Steal for me. Hurt for me, if I ask of it. But always for me. Everything for me. Do you understand, Candi?”

“Yes, Master. I’ll be everything you want, Master. Your perfect bimbo babeslave.”

* * * * *
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A WEEK LATER, CANDI showed up at Ryan’s new apartment wearing a tiny blue pleated skirt, tall tall black leather thigh-high boots, and a halter top that was so low and revealing it was probably illegal. The top was bright, happy blue, and openly bared her tight, perfectly muscled midriff. Her nipples were obscured, barely, by two two-inch wide strips of cloth that seemed held up entirely by the buoyancy of her bodacious breasts. 

She knocked at the door, giggling and waiting. She would have been here much earlier, but her Master only decided to stop fucking her two days ago, and she had needed to spend all day yesterday resting to recover. Her Master had the cock. He was the Man.

Candi was so very happy with him. The door opened, revealing Ryan’s slim, wiry form.

“Oh, shit,” Ryan said, looking at her. “Candice...Candice you can’t do this. I can’t do this anymore. I’m done.”

“Aw, baby. That’s no fun. Come on.” She slid her hand around his. 

She didn’t know how her touch affected others, exactly. But she knew it made them more pliable, somehow. Master had said something about an overflow of chemicals, something like that. It didn’t really matter. All that mattered was that Candi was as hot as possible and that Ryan did what she said. Because doing what she said was doing what Master said, and that was what was most important in this world. 

He tried pulling his hand away, but she held on. “Won’t you please listen to me?” she asked.

“No. Candice...Candi, whoever you are. You’re not a person I want to talk with.”

She stepped forward then, pressing her tits hard against his chest. He was breathing hard. So was she—it made her tits seem so much bigger if she did. She put a perfectly-manicured finger through his hair. 

“What if I didn’t want to talk?” she offered. “What if I just really, really wanted to fuck you? Or,” she giggled, making her tits jostle against his chest. “Or be really, really fucked hard by you.”

He tried to step back, Candi just followed him, staying close. They were inside his apartment now. She closed the door with her heel. 

“You could fuck me from behind,” she offered. “You could fuck my mouth. You could fuck me and hold me down. That would be really fun. Fuck me to teach me a lesson, Ryan. Teach me all about obeying you. Don’t you want to fuck Candi? Candice was such a bore. I’m much more fun.”

He stepped back again, and she stayed close, crushing her perfect tits on his chest. They were in the living room. He put his hands up on her hips. There wasn’t a drop of fat there—pure, hot muscle tone.

“Christ,” he muttered. “Fuck. Fuck, you are so fucking hot. I can’t even believe you’re real.”

“I know, right?”

She pushed him down on the nearby couch, and in one smooth movement, slipped down his pants. 

Candi could feel, distantly, Candice watching this exchange inside of her happy little brain. She was crying, begging Candi not to do this to Ryan. That was like, super fun. It was so great to show that stupid cow who was really in charge.

Candi started stroking Ryan’s cock. She pushed her tits forward into his face, letting him suck. He did so, instantly, and his cock became totally hard right away.

“You like my tits, don’t you sweetie?”

He moaned out a yes. 

“You like them better than Candice’s, huh?”

He nodded, pushing his face into their plump surface, licking and sucking madly. The meat of his cock throbbed hard at the mention of Candice’s name.

“Oh, naughty boy! You like it when I compare myself to her, don’t you? That’s because I’m totally fucking better than her, aren’t I?”

Candi was having fun with this, knowing that whatever was left of Candice—totally locked away—could hear.

He nodded, but Candi wanted to hear it. She leaned back so he couldn’t taste her tits anymore. To make up for it, she let her hair drape down in his lap. Her handjob became a hairjob, sliding her eminently silky locks over his thick meat. 

“Say it, Ryan. Tell me I’m like, totally better than she ever was.”

“You’re better than she ever was.”

“You love me more than her.”

“I love you more than her. I do, Candi. I love you so fucking much, oh my god. You’re so fucking gorgeous. Please let me fuck you.”

She giggled. “Not yet. You don’t like, care about Candice at all, do you? She could be dead. Gone forever. You like, totally wouldn’t mind.”

He nodded, eyes desperate. “I wouldn’t mind! I love you better! You’re so much fucking better, oh my god!”

One more giggle. “Very good, Ryan. Now, since you’re being like, so agreeable, I’m going to take your wallet, okay? You need to like, tell me your pin numbers, though.”

Looking somewhat confused, he did as he was told. Candi used her spare hand to write them down. She wasn’t good with numbers. She didn’t need the money, obviously. Master Warren took care of everything like that. But Master had said to ruin him to prove her loyalty once and for all, so she was going to ruin him.

The thought excited her, ruining a man. She knew she was hot enough to do it. It turned her on, thinking she was so fucking hot that she could destroy a man’s life just from how great her tits were.

“Tomorrow, you’ll be bankrupt!” she said excitedly, stroking faster. “Isn’t that fun?”

He was looking at his straining cock, clearly close to cumming.

“Wh-why? I’ve done...done everything for you...”

Candi shrugged. “Oh, I don’t know. Sounds like totally super cool fun, I guess! Now...” she got up, strutting away.

Ryan lunged after her, but couldn’t stop himself from stroking his cock as she walked away. Her ass was that fucking hot. She knew it was. She loved it. 

“You’re going to jerk off to me now,” she giggled. “And you’re only ever going to like, orgasm from now on, thinking about me. Aren’t you, baby? Do that, and I might let you touch my titties again.”

He convulsed on the ground, spilling his cum out on the floor. Just from hearing her talk about her tits. That was SO hot! She loved being her Man’s personal bimbo mindfucker. 

She stopped at the door, looking down at him with a smile. “Don’t go anywhere. Don’t do anything. Just think about me, and jerk off. That’s it. That’s your life now, silly boy.”

Ryan had already started jerking off again.

* * * * *
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CANDI ANSWERED THE door of Warren’s immense mansion in a tiny pink dress that only just stretched over her glistening wet, pink pussy. Fun pink t-strap platform heels had her towering over her two arriving friends, Suzanne and Lacey, and they were clearly shocked at how her tits were so openly displayed, the nipples just barely out of view. 

If Candi were to shift, just barely, they would be able to start seeing her pink, plush nipple flesh. Certainly they could see how erect her nipples were, with Candi so constantly excited from just the merest movement of air or fabric across her sensationally stacked body.

“What up, babes?” Candi chirped, delighted to see them. “Come inside.”

She opened the door so they could come in, admiring Lacey’s tight ass as she walked by. Lacey had Filipino heritage, her skin bronzed and her body compact and slim. Her hands were rough and calloused over, and her demeanor somewhat guarded, but caring. She was a social worker, and so had to listen to sob stories often. She looked as though she was expecting one today. Suzanne was an All-American sort, with an athletic figure and dark wavy hair that was usually kept up in a ponytail as she labored as a family practitioner. 

They were firmly established lesbian lovers, and had been big parts of Candice’s life, once upon a time. They seemed a bit awed at Warren’s overflowing wealth. Every room was layered in luxury.

“You guys are like, just in time,” she said. “I just finished cleaning, and Master’s in the shower, cleaning off.” She giggled. “For like, once, he didn’t want to fuck my mouth in the corner while he showered. I think I wore him out a little with our morning fuck.”

Lacey and Suzanne exchanged a look. Suzanne looked as though she was about to speak, anger flashing across her face, and Lacey took her hand. 

“Let me?”

Suzanne took a deep breath and nodded. 

“Can we have a seat, Candice? Would you mind?”

“Of course not! I’ll grab some drinks. Coffee? Iced tea?”

They both wanted tea. Candi took two minutes to prepare it properly and then sat down with them in the expansive living room, one of four in the mansion, crossing her luxurious legs. Her pink stockings were shiny with the juices of dripping out from her hot cunny. She just knew her friends would find that so very cool. They took long sips of their tea, each looking as though they were warming up a speech in their heads. 

“This is nice,” said Lacey. “Very sweet.”

“So like, what do you want to talk about? Do you want to go shopping? There’s a super great sale on at Darla’s Darlings.”

Suzanne barely held her disgust in. “The...the store with all the slut dresses and fuck-me heels? With the big row of dildos in the back?”

Candi nodded. “Yeah! That’s where I got this dress. Isn’t it great?”

“Um, sure. Listen, Candice...” Lacey began.

“Candi. It’s Candi now. Candice is long gone, babes.” She giggled.

“Um, right. That’s kind of, well, I mean,” she sipped at her tea. “That’s like, what we wanted to talk about.”

“Do you want to change your names too? Lacey is pretty hot already, but Suzanne is,” she tried to put on a sympathetic face, “I mean it can’t really be helping you with the guys, can it? I think ‘Suzi’ would work a lot better for you, like, in the future?”

“What do I care about guys? Candice, I’m a lesbian!”

Candi tsked. “Gosh, still? I think it’s like, time for you to grow out of that.”

“Oh really?” said Suzanne, sitting up. “Is that what you think? Well let me tell you what I think—”

Once again, Lacey put a hand on her friend. Suzanne took a breath and took a sip of her tea. Then, a bigger sip. Then a gulp. Lacey mimicked her. Candi smiled at their indulgence.

“What Suzanne is trying to say, Candice...Candi, is that we’re really worried about you. You really...I mean you’ve gone off the deep end, it seems like.”

“Like, what do you mean?”

“That!” Suzanne exclaimed. That right there! You never would have used to say “like” like that! You would have said that not knowing exactly what you want to say was the domain of like, bimbos or something!”

“I like, think you’re just like, overreacting. Bimbos are totally cool. If they weren’t totally cool, why else would you think I was one? Bimbos get to suck off whoever they want, and fuck around, and get to party all night and never get tired! Isn’t that totally cool?” Unabashed horror had spread over both of their faces. It only increased as Candi slid her fingers down to her cunt, starting to indulge herself. “But like, you’re wrong anyway, since I’m not really a bimbo anymore. Bimbos just fuck whoever. I’m a good little fuckslut. I come home to clean and cook for my big strong man and do every last little thing that he says. I’m more than like, just a bimbo. I have a man. I do what he says. I’m a fuckslutslave. That’s important, Suzi. You really should like, be more specific when you’re talking.”

Candi’s self-diddling was quite pronounced now. She couldn’t stop herself. She hardly wanted to.

“Candi, I mean, like, are you like, hearing yourself?” Lacey’s face was getting a little red with exasperation. “You had a degree! Lots of them! They were all like, pretty super cool, and about science and stuff!”

“Lacey...” Suzanne was shaking her head, setting down her tea. “Lacey, listen to yourself. I think...I think like, a thing...a thing has...happened? And like...there’s stuff in the tea?”

“Oh, like, my god,” said Lacey, staring at Candi, who had slipped a hand down between her pink stocking-clad thighs. “Candi, you did like, something. So that...um, oh god. Some smarty thing to make our tea all funny and bimboey and ohhh god you are just finger fucking the fuck out of your hot little cunt, aren’t you Candi, you hot bimbo fucking slut ohmygod!.”

Candi giggled and nodded, fucking herself harder. “Doesn’t it look like fun? You ought to try it.”

“Ought to...ought to try it,” they said in unison. 

“N-no!” said Suzanne, standing up quickly.

Instantly she fell back down. That was regular. The serum would continue to affect her sense of balance while standing unless she was on her tippie toes or on high heels. Futilely, she tried to stand again, her body wavering.

“I’m a doctor, I’m not s-some like, some floozy, slutty, hot, fingerfucking, supersexy, like, totally hot yummy babe that just wants to get like, super hard cocks in me all the time while I beg for moreeee ohmygod Candiiii...”

Suzanne—or Suzi now, most likely—fell to her knees. Her hand slipped down inside of her tight denim jeans, staring at Candi’s picture-perfect body, so sleek and tanned and delicious. Candi slipped off the couch and wrapped her arms around Suzi’s slender body, unbuckling her pants. Suzi was gasping, her eyes wide, as Candi kissed her hotly. Suzi resisted at first, but then her hands came up to try and push Candi away. 

Instead, her hands landed on Candi’s tits, and Candi instantly had an orgasm, kissing Suzi even harder. Candi’s fingers slid up inside of her friends pussy, wanting her to feel just as good as she did now. Orgasms were an expression of kindness and love, and Candi had nothing but love for her new bimbo babe sisters. Maybe Master would even let them be upgraded to fuckslutslaves, just like her.

“Ohhh my gaawddd...why...whyyy did you do...why do this?” Lacey panted, trying desperately and failing not to grab her tits and cunt. 

Much to Suzi’s chagrin, Candi broke away from kissing just for a moment.

“Because like, that’s what girls are for, silly. Now take your clothes off and come kiss us. We want you.”

Suzi nodded, her thickening hair mixing in with Candi’s. Candi could smell the fire of lust smoking inside of her friend. 

“Yeah, Lacey. Come here and like, give us kisses and stuff. Canndi is ohhhh ohhh she’s like ohhhh fingerinnng my cunntt soooo goood ohmygoddd!”

Lacey seemingly could not wait anymore. She stripped her dress off, her once-small tits expanding rapidly on her tiny Filipino frame. Her dark skin was quickly becoming shinier, her hair longer and thicker and blonder. Candi had never seen a Filipino bimbo before. It was like, really cool to watch one arriving. 

Lacey sank down and started kissing Candi’s neck. Suzi, so happy her friend was joining the fun, slipped her fingers up inside of the Filipino’s sizzling hot pussy. 

For a short while, Candi had to press her chest forward quite bit for her nipples to rub against anything. That didn’t last, though. Soon, Suzi and Lacey’s breast were all competing for space, each girl chaining their orgasms. One girl would shake uncontrollably from the blissful release, which led to enough movement on another engorged nipple to create another orgasm, which created enough shaking and cooing for another orgasm, and so on. They would keep going until they passed out. 

She had spiked the tea with Master’s special dose, which was enough to turn girls into special-hot fuckslut bimbos just like Candi within a matter of minutes. Master was like, so very smart and stuff, knowing how to do stuff like that. 

Oh, Master!

He was waiting for Candi to give the all-clear...though probably by now he could hear their moaning and screaming to figure out what happened. 

Candi drew away, Suzi and Lacey latched firmly on to her tits. In between sweet, hot little mini-orgasms from their attentive licking, she called out. 

“Master? Would it, like, please you to come and totally fuck our brains away?”

She heard him stomping through the enormous house. He rounded the corner, his massive body finally able to be seen. He was so fucking enormous and cool. Completely naked, his muscles gleamed in the light. The size of his muscles was almost beyond Candi’s fragile comprehension. Just one of his biceps was the size of her legs pressed together.

He took a seat down on the couch. It sagged down with his weight. “Attend me,” he ordered the girls. “Be the hot little sluts you were born to be.”

All three girls obeyed happily, their three slender tits-on-sticks frames fitting easily within the space of his enormously muscular thighs. Candi, first of her kind and the servant with the longest tenure, got the honored sucking spot in the center. Lacey was on her right and Suzi on her left. 

Each girl pushed her tits against his shaft, which quickly bubbled over with precum—Master could command it to arrive at will, lubricating his cock and their tits. His cock was so enormous that there was enough for each of them to kiss and lick all at once when they leaned in. 

Candi would envelope her mouth over the enormous, bulbous purple head of his world-shattering cock, and the other two girls would rub their tits together hard on his shaft, massaging him endlessly. They kissed each other madly, sliding his perfect cock between their puffy, big bimbo lips. Candi loved the taste of cock so much, and she just knew that Suzi and Lacey did too.

She could see how excited he was getting. He was going to cum soon. That was so hot.

“Please cum,” she cooed. “Please cum all over us, Master! Cum on your new slaves!”

“Come on us, please,” Lacey and Suzi moaned. New bimbos often had similar thought patterns, essentially mirroring each other. Independent thought was completely and truly gone from their heads. “Cum all over us just like you deserve, Sir!”

With a groan, he came like a fountain, spurting high in the air. Candi watched the long, hot white jets of jizz spiral and thicken in the air before falling down on her face. She felt like she had won the lottery. There was so much of it, spilling out all over the tits of the three of them, soaking them down entirely. Their trio of paired tits were soaked entirely with his amazing goo, and they used it just to massage his cock even more, just as he deserved. Already, he was hard again.

More than just being hard, he was barely winded. Candi knew that if he wanted to, he could cum again, right away, probably even unleashing more. He was so powerful and sexy like that. Lacey and Suzi, though were completely agog with orgasmic ecstasy, looking up at their new Master with blank worship in their eyes. They each took a leg, holding him tight and crushing their enormous tits on his knees. His big hands stroked their heads.

“All right,” he said to Lacey and Suzi. “How many sexy friends do you have?”

As they answered, Candi slid up next to him and stroked his cock happily, enjoying her favored spot. It would be so much fun turning all the hot women in the world into her Master’s bimbo sluts.
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too! The Website is the best way.

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! 

Hope to hear from you soon!
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        *Once the virus hits, hot MILFs and daughters work together to please their new Owner.*The pandemic changed everything. Now, one tiny virus can transform any woman into a desperate, dripping mess of need—and Jennifer thinks that's just fine.When Michael gets the invitation to his best friend's "Bimb-Flu party," he knows he should run. The government says it's safe. The media says it's temporary. But Michael knows better. He's seen the videos they don't show on the news—women with glazed eyes and swollen lips, begging to be bred by any man who'll have them.But then Jennifer mentions *her*. Linda. The girl who made his teenage years torture with her perfect curves and that knowing smile. She'll be there, purposefully exposing herself to the virus alongside Jennifer and three other women including Jennifer's hot MILF.Five women. One house. One virus that strips away everything but raw, animal need.Michael tells himself he's going to save them, to prevent a reckless mistake, even though deep down he knows he's lying. Because once the Bimb-Flu takes hold, these women won't just want any man—they'll want the first one they see. And Michael is about to walk right through that door.WARNING: This story contains explicit scenes of gorgeous women subserviently presenting themselves to one lucky man and transforming into hyper-sexual, super-feminine versions of themselves to be bred and owned forever. 
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	    About the Author

        
            I've never been a big fan of rules, and reality is far too full of them. My fun little stories are the one place where you'll know the rules will never get in the way of your pleasure. Bad guys and gals win, sultry evil goddesses seduce and corrupt heroes (only to become their wicked servants, of course), bullies get the hottest babes, billionaires revel in their power over plebes; it's my fantasy to bring your power fantasies to life. Women become seductive sirens or giggly sex bombs (either way, they're deliciously fertile); men are dangerously-endowed studs or supremely lucky regular guys; arrogant and regal supernatural beauties who can melt steel with a glance go weak at the knees at the thought of their Man and His Pleasure; and best of all, the worlds these characters live in are places where nothing is better than a hot, mating rut with as many partners as possible.
Patreon Subscribers Support Me and Receive Exclusive Stories and Early Access to New Releases:
https://www.patreon.com/nadianightside
Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:
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