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Nadia Nightside has a Patreon! Access exclusive bonus stories, polls, and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales!
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THE BIMBO FIX – HIS Home Life

Everywhere Stephen goes, beautiful women are begging to be his eternal fuckslaves. He wants to oblige them, but he knows it’s wrong—and he also knows the source of the problem is somewhere at his home with the two gorgeous women who started it all...
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HAREM DREAMS – A BUNDLE

This amazing collection of stories features TWENTY tales of scintillating, sexy harem-filled adventures for the alpha studs and lucky guys owning several hot women at once. 

Bimbo Beach – Under New Ownership

A lucky young man finds the secret of the power transforming everyone at the Isla Alfa resort, and uses it to his advantage—starting by selecting his new ultra-perfect mind-controlled girlfriend!
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CULT OF LUST – A BUNDLE

THREE amazing stories following the women caught under the thrall of the ultimate alpha hunk, who can transform reality at a whim!
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ALPHA MALE DREAMS—A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of brilliant super hunks taking who they want, how they want, when they want. They don’t take “no” for an answer and women drop to their knees to serve their every ultra-muscled need. 

The Bimbo Fix – His Rival

Everywhere Stephen goes, the women of his town have transformed into gorgeous sexpots desperate to fuck him. He wants to help, but he can’t seem to keep his cock out of their mouths...maybe his biggest enemy will retain some semblance of sanity in this lust-fueled madness?
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VIRTUAL MEETING – THE Series

This three-story collection features a special helmet that controls and transforms the minds and body of the men and women who put it on—resulting in erotic pairings, taboo intimacy, and harem delights!
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HAUGHTY QUEEN DREAMS – A Bundle

This brilliant collection features TWENTY of the hottest Nadia Nightside stories about women so hot they make every other girl ache with jealous lust and compel men to cower...but in the end, they always kneel for one powerful Master.
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too! Check out the Nadia Nightside Patreon for direct access with the author! 

When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.
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HEATHER HAPPILY STROKED her man as they watched, together, the gaggle of beautiful girls adoring his cock. She was the hottest, meanest girl in the entire town and he was the hottest, meanest alpha stud who had ever existed. 

There were more girls on their knees before him than could fit between even his massive legs. All of them were delectably fit, barely legal, and decorated in clingy hot lingerie. They giggled, smiled, and simpered, oohing and ahhing at their Master’s gigantic cock and begging him for their chance to enjoy it as much as Heather did by stroking it. 

He would hold off on satisfying them for as long as possible, letting Heather stroke him for as long as she wanted. What they both loved—even more than his cock being sucked by a group of gorgeous babes (which Heather truly adored)—was, for a lack of a better term, bullying.

The pain, jealousy, and shame of others. The look in the eyes of all those girls as Heather made him cum again and slurped it all down for herself with none for them. 

And not because she was jealous—oh no. Just because it felt good to deny them, to make them suffer. This is what he deserved. This is what he had always deserved. All she had needed was the opening to give it to him.

Ultimate power in the hands of these two was akin to an apocalypse. But that was just what they had discovered...

* * * * *
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“ARE YOU NERDS HERE or what?”

A few days earlier in the early morning hours, Heather stepped into the A/V club’s quarters of Mid-Northern University. It was empty, the room dark save for the familiar blue-white glow of screens that flickered every few minutes. She thought she heard something in the back—muffled voices. 

Her gorgeous, tight, toned body was dressed to kill—and when it came to Heather’s cheerleader-perfection being thrown in front of the complete cuck-loser nerds of the A/V Club, she really hoped that phrase was literal. It would be so hot, so fun, if one look at her bouncing, shining, happy tits or sneering jawline literally sent these dumb wimps weeping into rush-hour traffic. 

She rolled her eyes; she absolutely didn’t have time for this. Her boyfriend, Lawrence—who she worshiped more than loved and was happily more of his pet than his partner—had told her that he wanted to beat the fuck out of some libtards at a protest rally later, and she absolutely needed to be there. There was some angry mob forming about who was allowed in bathrooms and Lawrence loved picking out the weakest in the mob and then bruising them up and wrenching their limbs.

All it takes to show these people what cowards they are when it comes to defending their causes, he would say, is a little violence. 

Watching him hurt people made her wet—partly why she loved being a cheerleader, she got to have a front row seat to his domination on the football field—and hurting people made him hard. A few nights ago she had convinced him to let her stroke his cock through his trousers while he choked some acne-faced cuck out in the dark corners of a bake sale.

Then he had wanted to fuck afterwards, and it was really good.

Of course, Lawrence wanted to fuck all the time, no matter what, and it was really good no matter what, but Heather was the hottest girl at the university and she took his need to fill her fertile pussy as a matter of course. 

She just needed to convince him to marry her already. 

“Hey!” she shouted. “Where are you guys?”

She was fed up with these dumb nerds. At the beginning of the year, one of them made a dumb comment about how good she looked—of course she did, she always looked good—right in front of Lawrence. When that dumb little pussy couldn’t type for six months due to his hands being shoved inside of an old CRT monitor, the other geeks shaped up quickly. 

One of them, Alfred, still tried to talk to Heather from time to time. Lawrence had made him a special project—shoving him into tiny utility closets, giving him swirlies, pantsing him, and just plain beating the shit out of him and giving him hospital bill after hospital bill—and all the while Heather urged him on and stroked him and said how safe and protected he made her feel. 

It was true, of course. Lawrence was all-in on the conservative stuff, and Heather liked it well enough, but really her political ideology was Lawrence’s Cock and whatever kept it in her life. She might have been a liberated, free, outspoken woman around him if it made him happy—but it didn’t, so she would never know. Instead, she was sultry, soothing, demurring, quiet, and constantly whimpering with adulation at his nonstop masculinity. She was a kept woman, and that’s why she laughed at Alfred—Lawrence liked it. 

And also, of course, she laughed at Alfred—“Lil’ Alfie”—because it was super fucking funny! He was such a beta loser. 

Each last part of her life was dreamier than the last, and it was all thanks to how pretty she was. She had been born that way, and so many jerks and dummies wanted to make her feel bad about it—but Heather knew better. Her superiority changed the rules for her, just like it did for Lawrence. Consequences shed off them like water on raincoats. 

Heather had realized from a very young age that, at base, people just didn’t want to punish people like her for getting everything she wanted. They liked seeing her succeed and themselves failing. She didn’t know why and she didn’t care. 

Oh sure—there was a big game talked about lines you couldn’t cross. And perhaps if she had been less attractive, or less wealthy (Lawrence was wealthy too, drool, his parents owned some shipping conglomerate; she had lost count of the number of sports cars she had sucked his cock inside of), or less well-connected, people would try more. 

But she would always, always get away with being a terrible, catty, vain, mean bully bitch, and people’s response to that seemed to just be to try to get on her good side. 

That was all part of why she was here now at the A/V club in the first place. It wasn’t just to humiliate these sissy bitches for her own personal pleasure, though of course that was part of it. Heather took immense personal satisfaction in knowing they would stroke their pathetic little dicks to every last outfit and action of hers they saw. 

It was chilly in the room, but in her snugglefuck-warm-girlfriend outfit she hardly felt it. She wore Lawrence’s team jacket—because she wore it as much as possible to display that she was his girl before anything else—and beneath that a tight black turtleneck sweater. Her legs were adorned with a tight leather skirt and luxury Wolford tights with diamond designs, tall-heeled YSL ankle boots completing the high-end look. 

She looked like a magazine cover; she knew because that’s how she modeled herself. Men—her Man—deserved a woman who knew the importance of declaring her own beauty in an abject declaration of her status as an object of desire. It meant that He—her beloved Lawrence—was even more important when only he could claim the prize that she made herself. 

Aren’t I Trophy Wife Material for you, babe? the outfit screamed, she hoped. 

The more she displayed her heavy, hot 36C tits, or her perfectly toned long legs, her elongated torso in skintight clothing that displayed her thinness, or tiny skirts to show off her perfectly sculpted ass—the more others wanted her. 

That meant she was more valuable, so when Lawrence owned her so completely, it meant that he was more powerful, which made her need to be more valuable to earn his desire, and so having that desire meant he was more powerful...and on and on. 

Heather. Had thought. About this. A fucking. Lot.

Outfits weren’t outfits anymore than books were just entertainment. Outfits were philosophical statements of intent and identity.

She looked in a nearby blank monitor, admiring the dark reflection of her beauty, tossing her dark red hair back and winking. 

Her identity was baddest bitch alive. 

Every week, Heather had to make a trip to the A/V club to download the latest videos of her team’s cheerleading routines, filmed at the competitions they attended. 

Her team completely belonged to her. It had for four years now. You weren’t supposed to be able to be elected as Team Captain as a Freshman, but she’d had the last captain insist on making Heather as her replacement. A little bullying went a long way, especially when you threatened to fuck your rival’s boyfriend. 

That silly former captain—Hillary—had been terribly afraid that Heather would steal him forever if they had sex. It might have been true if Heather could stomach the idea of any cock besides her man’s. 

Instead, she went on a date with the non-Lawrence loser, managing to secure a few credit card numbers and also to convince him to drop out of school in dramatic fashion by hosting a solo party in the dean’s office. His future ruined, Heather relented, and graciously accepted the position of Team Captain from a now-completely-defeated Hillary. 

Naturally, with Heather as the Team Captain, this meant her team ran her routines and wore the outfits she selected, but Heather was more thorough than that: they smiled the way she told them, worked out the way she instructed, had the exact bodyfat percentage she wanted (anything over 15% was grounds for immediate dismissal, though of course everyone knew that meant they had to keep it under 12.5 or else they were becoming “suspiciously chunkster” as Heather liked to say), walked how she wanted, dressed how she wanted in their off-time, did their hair how she wanted, and took the classes she ordered them to. 

And all of this, of course, was because Heather was utterly owned by her bully god jock boyfriend, Lawrence, and would do absolutely anything at all to give him more control over the lives of others. 

Her school was hyper-competitive in sports, and it was the fall, so that meant that multiple days overlapped with different competitions needing different squads of cheerleaders. She often sent out her second-in-command, Tiffany, to look after their Blue Squad (Heather helmed the Gold Squad, of course). The only way to keep tabs on both squads at once was video. 

At nights, she would watch her Gold Squad or Blue squad cheer and finger herself. She knew they were fucking up if she got more caught up in watching than fingering. Good cheerleading should be invisible—provocative, perky, cheerful displays of complete submission to the masculine. Many of their cheerleading routines were more akin to burlesque shows. 

Of course, they were always more erotic when Lawrence was playing. None of the girls could control themselves around him, and that was the way Heather liked it. Women should be completely in love with her man—that meant that she was even more important and special and sexy, as she had earned so much of his attention in comparison.

Lawrence was a terrifying athlete. He played all the contact sports—and some sports became contact sports when he played them. He had a casualty list at least a dozen feet long, even if written in size 8 font and put in two columns on the page. Sometimes Heather stroked him to news reports of sad coaches lamenting that they could no longer play a season because Lawrence had injured so many of their players in a single night. 

And of course, between her own financial wealth and his, Lawrence never saw a single penalty. People only seemed to cheer him on. The university had begged him to give him a salary when he threatened to quit the team; his presence filled the stands. Women especially loved to see him play; they loved to see a real conqueror in action. Men had to come along to pretend to not be scared, but they were. Heather drank in their fear at every game, every appearance, every walk through the campus. They were terrified of Lawrence and what he would do to their bodies, and some of them were even more terrified of what Heather would do to their egos by ignoring, dismissing, or insulting them. 

More muffled voices from the backroom, this time something that sounded much more like crying. 

Curious now—maybe she could pile on? It was so fun to watch people cry because of things she said, did, or was (she was so heartbreakingly hot)—she entered the backroom and saw something intensely interesting. 

The utility room was full of shelves of servers and also old computer equipment making a sort of maze. Stacks of boxes full of cords and accessories. Old monitors. Junk receivers and modems. 

At the other end of the darkened room, behind all the shelves, there was Alfred in front of some girl she didn’t recognize. The girl stood with shoulders hunched, arms motionless at her sides. Her jaw was slack and open, eyes buzzing blue-white like the monitors in the A/V room. She was an absolute knockout, though it looked like that wasn’t how she always had been. 

Her clothes didn’t fit at all—her shirt distended by enormous tits, her pants ripped around the hips and too short at her ankles. Glasses had been pushed around by hair that was long, lustrous, and completely at odds with the way she had presented herself with the rest of her outfit. Either this total knockout of a babe had dressed herself from rummaging through a dumpster and somehow found her way into the A/V club with weirdo zombie eyes...or Lil Alfie had done something to her. 

“You’re my slave now,” he said to her. “Holy shit. You’re my slave. I can’t believe it. Holy shit.”

“I’mm slavennn owww,” the girl repeated. “Holeeeeshh iit. Yourrr sl aave. Cannnn tbeli eveeee it.”

“You love me.”

“Eyeeee lovveee youuu.”

“You’ve always loved me.”

“Alwwwayyyz lovveee youuu.”

“You need to suck my—”

Heather pushed the door open further, knowing it would squeak loudly. She pretended she just walked in. 

“Oh my gosh!” she said, putting a hand to her mouth. “Alfie? What’s this? What are you doing?”

“Ohmm gosh Alfie,” the girl droned. “Whatssthi iss? Whatre youuuu donnng?”

It was fun to watch him scramble and scurry. He threw a blanket over the girl as Heather turned on the lights. 

“Nothing!” he said. “You can go! The files you want are in the front! I’ll go—let’s go get them! Yes. We’ll go get them and you can leave.”

“Hmm.”

The girl continued to drone under the blanket, repeating Alfred, though her voice was muffled now. 

Heather made a big show of strutting through the small utility room, moving around the different shelves. The cool air turned up her gooseflesh, even along her long, lustrous legs.

“I just could have sworn I saw you doing something naughty, Alfie.”

“Please, my name is Alfred, as we’ve discussed, and—”

She pushed a monitor off the shelf and watched it break and crash. It could have been donated to some poor scholarship kid, and now it was in a hundred pieces. Her cunt twitched. She should break things more often, she decided. So many people would be sad when she did. A ripple effect of pain. 

“No, it wasn’t that, Alfie. I think it was this?”

She pulled the blanket off the girl and examined her closely.

Heather read a lot. All the time, as a matter of fact. When you were a hyper-intellectual male-gaze-worshiping beauty, you had to. There was no other way to justify her existence, to take what already was presented and to twist all of creation and art and philosophy to her own designs. She wanted more than just to exist and to be in control, she wanted it to be justified. Justifying her control over others felt good, made her hot.

So she read here and there naughty little stories about evil mind controllers and taking over pretty girls’ minds. Too many of the stories focused on the wrong aspect of things, she felt. Too many nerds winning. This wouldn’t be one of those stories, though she would at least use what the nerd had made for her (whether he knew he made it for her or not). 

“Oh my, Alfie. You’ve been sooo naughty.”

The girls blank gaze drooped over to Heather. “Ohm yyalifee—” 

“Stop that,” Alfred snapped to the girl. 

He brought out his phone and pressed something and the girl slumped down, apparently unconscious. 

“I don’t know if this is completely legal, Alfie.”

“It’s just, she and I, we’re lab partners. Yes. And this is just a dumb experiment, I know you’ll make fun of us later for it, please do, just please let us finish and I can get you what you want—”

“I want in.”

“You what?”

“You took this girl. I’m guessing against her will? Or not being entirely honest?”

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

Heather was trying very hard to be sweet to this idiot, but his lack of honesty when he was caught red-handed really was starting to piss her off. 

“You used your special skills? You must be smarter than I gave you credit for. I thought you were some thoughtless nerd like the rest of them. I was wrong about you, Alfie. Alfred.” She smiled. She had such a terrific, cock-hardening smile. “You fucked up her brain.” Heather hefted one of the girl’s tits. “And her body, too? Wow.”

“Oh, I see. You’re mocking me. Well, I won’t have it. I don’t need to sit here and take this. Not anymore. You listen to me—"

“Oh hush,” Heather tsked. “You don’t need to be embarrassed or defensive, dummy. I want to help you.”

“Help me?”

“Mind control turns me on.”

Heather could have taken a picture of his slack-jawed, imbecilic look. 

“You...can’t be...what?”

“What’s her name?” 

Licking her lips, Heather circled the girl.

“It’s...her name is Grace. What did you say about mind control?”

She found the light switch on the wall and flipped it on. Like she was examining cattle, Heather picked up Grace’s head by the hair and turned her face this way and that. Checked her teeth. 

“You really went all out with her. I think I know a Grace. She’s a tiny thing. Fat. Sort of nothing to her. Works for the newspaper?”

“Y-yes...”

“She wanted to interview me a few times. I always turned her down. I don’t want my name appearing in something as low as a college paper, you know?” 

Near to Grace, sitting on a console table under the light switch, was a pair of funky-looking headphones. They had some heavy-duty circuitry attached to them. The insides reminded her of looking into a meat grinder. 

“Are these they?” She pointed, still holding Grace’s head up. “The method you’re using?”

“How did you...” he shook his head, defeated. “Yes. That’s they.”

“Hypno headphones, huh? A classic. You know, I always wondered why it’s always something like that. Headphones or an app or a pill. I mean, why not a special pair of shoes, or clothes, or like some kind of gun, or—”

“What were you saying about mind control? About transformation?”

Heather finally let Grace’s face down. He had done, however he did it, a really excellent job. This new tall, slender, picture-perfect gorgeous Grace could easily be on Heather’s cheerleading team. She clearly had the body for it, and the way her muscles were slim and toned and lean led Heather to believe she was an athlete now for sure. Lil’ Alfie had himself a type. 

“I’ve got a thing for control, dummy. Why do you think I’m dating a jock?”

“I just thought...I mean...he’s a fucking sadist and you seem to get off on it and I just thought...”

“That I was a sadist too?”

“Yes.”

She raised an eyebrow. “What if I was?”

“I mean...I’m not a sadist. I just want...I want...”

“You want to control the mind and body of this innocent girl and make her love you?”

“Yes, but not in a mean way. It’s not the same!”

What a pussy. He didn’t know it, but it was that kind of statement that damned him forever. 

There was a part of her deeply interested and turned on by mind control. She might have even entertained the idea of pushing Alfred to his limits, using him to control more and more girls, to be “mean” about it as he himself put.

But Heather detested dishonesty, especially self-dishonesty. She had spent so much time arranging her life so that she could be as honest as possible about what she was—other than her beauty, which overwhelmed all senses, Heather was very open about the kind of monster she was—that when someone revealed to her some deep, obvious self-deception, she was just filled with disgust. 

But, she was also quite practiced as disguising this disgust. 

Heather smiled. “Of course not. My main kink is control anyway.” The best lies were all steeped in truth. “What if we worked together?”

She was focused on Alfred entirely now. She turned up all her levels. Chest out. One leg forward. Hip jutting. Playing with her hair. Licking her lips. Making her eyes smile and shine. 

“Work together? But...”

She stepped forward, biting her bottom lip. It was so sensually full.

“Do you have easy access to the cheerleading team?”

“Well, no, but—”

“You do want to mind control and fuck them too, don’t you?”

He flushed. Embarrassed. Heather fought the urge to roll her eyes.

“Don’t you...Sir?” she asked again.

“Yes.”

He was clearly turned on by this tiny strategic retreat of hers, calling him “Sir.” It meant nothing to her. 

“Okay. Well, how do you think that’s going to go? ‘Hey ladies, check this out! Please put it on one-by-one and just wait. No, no, don’t pay any attention to the other girls changing appearance!’ L-O-L, Alfred, you’re adorable.”

He wiped a hand through his hair. It was greasy and stringy. “I guess I hadn’t thought it through all the way.”

“But that is it, isn’t it? The process, I mean? Just put the ‘device’ on and wait for it to finish?”

“Yes.” He gulped. “No. No, that’s not all. There’s been years of work—fuck.” He took a breath. “I’m really trusting you right now, okay? Please don’t fuck me over.”

“Of course not, Sir. We’re on the same side.”

It was so easy to convince the weak when you liked like Heather did. He looked reassured right away. 

“Okay. Thank you. So it’s not just the headphones. That’s only half of it. They upload the program into a girl’s brain. But there’s an app, too. It controls the program once it’s there. That’s how you can change them how you want.” His face twitched. “How I want.”

“An app? Share it with me.”

She took out her phone and waited patiently for him to upload it to her device. She watched him, carefully making sure there was no funny business occurring. Knowing Alfred, all she had to do was ensure there was no “Control Girl Who Runs This App” mode transferred over. 

He wasn’t exactly subtle. Transforming the ugliest girl in school into a knockout in the fucking A/V Club utility room! God. Might as well put a neon sign on his back that read “Horny Nerd Fantasies Happening Here!”

The upload completed, she took her phone back and continued to smile. She could do it for days; she was incredibly practiced. 

“Okay, here’s the plan.” 

She grabbed the headphones. Alfred started after her, pawing at her new possession—and she took him by the shoulder to keep his attention on her where it belonged. She waited, letting her beauty do its work. His gaze drifted to her heaving, substantial breasts in the tight confines of her sweater, and she smiled to let him know that was quite all right. 

“I’m going to take this, right? And I’m going to go put it on the cheerleading squad. They do whatever I say anyway, okay? And in the meantime, you have fun with Grace.”

Heather had no qualms whatsoever with Alfred banging some mind controlled girl; she was nothing to her but a pawn. It took him a moment to process both this information and her shining, bountiful breasts in her tight sweater. 

“And...yourself? You’ll put it on yourself, too?”

“Oh, absolutely I will. I promise I’ll mind control myself and you’ll get to see me in all my fully reprogrammed glory.”

She absolutely would, of course. Just not how he wanted.

“You’re being really serious? You’re not fucking with me right now? I’m sorry for asking, but...I mean you seem really cool like right now, but before you’ve been kind of a major bitch to me.”

Heather felt a swell of pride at that and just a smidgen of respect for Alfred standing up for himself in the tiniest of ways. Maybe there was some molecule of backbone in there after all.

“I promise, okay? Look at me. Almost nothing makes me more turned on than mind control.”

The problem for Alfred was that the only thing that made Heather wetter than mind control was her bully god boyfriend’s alpha cock..

* * * * *
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LATER THAT AFTERNOON, Heather scrolled idly through Alfred’s app at her apartment suite. The place was top notch, well into four digits a month, and she paid nothing for it or any of the furnishings that she now lounged upon. 

A supple, black leather couch held her lasciviously sexy frame as she bunched her thick, molten hot hair under her chin and tried to see all the naughty, terrible erotic action she could get up to with this nerd’s invention. Bright lays of sunlight shone in through the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the park below. Not very far from her was her own personal balcony infinity pool, where Lawrence had learned she could suck cock underwater. Across from the couch, instead of a television, was a tall mirror. She was always far more fascinating than any fictional characters on a screen; she would stop every now and again in her work and just sigh wistfully at her face or neck or the gap between her thighs and get wet thinking of what a trophy she was for her bully god. 

Lawrence was the reason she didn’t pay the rent. She imagined she might have been able to pull that kind of thing off herself, but it was just so much more satisfying to lean on her Man and beg Him to Hurt Someone while that “someone” was looking on and begging in turn that they don’t. After Lawrence broke a few of her landlord’s ribs, she was satisfied and made sure her Man was satisfied, sucking him off urgently while the whelp cowered in a corner. 

And of course this would be Lawrence’s apartment, but he didn’t really keep to one residence. He had lots of girls he stayed with. Heather didn’t mind. She encouraged him to share about them and only shit-talked them when it seemed like they were disappointing him. It didn’t bother her that his cock filled up the lives of other girls—why should it? He was Too Much Man ™ for her; that’s what she loved about him. 

The only part of him sleeping around that ever bothered her was the thought that there were so many variables to control—so many outliers where his will might be ignored or unrealized. It was awful to think that he spent any time with someone who didn’t admire and adore and worship him properly, and make him hard in all the ways he deserved.  

“Unghhhh?”

The sound came from Heather’s test subject, who had been standing in front of her, almost entirely silent for the last few hours. 

“Hush,” Heather chided. “He’ll be home soon, I don’t want you to give away the ghost before I’m ready.’ 

She returned her eyes off the drooling mess back to Alfred’s app.

The app was disastrously straightforward. She could hardly believe it. Each different option had radio menus. 

Skin, for instance, was able to be A.) Normal B.) Flawless C.) Luminous or D.) Acne-Scarred.

“Tits” were A.) Handfuls B.) Extra-Helpings C.) Perfect Porn Star or D.) Flat/Deflated. 

All the options sort of went like that in intensity, ramping up from A-C and then using D as some kind of punishment. Heather supposed that some of those options might have been meant for her if Alfred could help it. 

Sooner or later, he might realize that there was nothing keeping her from using the app and headphones however she wanted. But that was sort of how her whole life had been. Beauty distracted and attracted people; they didn’t realize they were being fucked (and never getting fucked) until it was far too late. 

Lawrence arrived as he always did, grunting and slamming the door. They’d had to replace the doorframe three times in the last six months alone; he didn’t know his own strength. That was something else she loved about him. Things and people broke so easily due to his massivity. 

Squealing with girlish delight, Heather rushed to greet him—skipping until she came into his sightline and then slowing down into a deliberate, sensual strut. 

He had just come from a workout—fucking up those libtards at the rally wasn’t hard work in and of itself, but her man fucked people up well, and so it became a workout if you did it long enough—and was only just-dried from all the sweating. She could see the lines of moisture around his t-shirt and shorts. His biceps throbbing. His massive chest so defined in the clinging fabric of his shirt. He was tall, near to seven feet or beyond, and hundreds and hundreds of pounds of solid muscle.  

Her long arms wrapped around his tree-trunk thick neck and she pulled herself up his massive body for a long, aching hot kiss. She scaled him like a rock wall, grinding her hips and pelvis into him for traction. Every part of her was obsessed with him. 

“Hey babe,” he pulled her in for a long, heavy kiss. 

He was built like construction equipment—thick steel pipes of muscle and solid industrial frame made for breaking and crushing. She kissed him back hard, grinding her body and melting her face against his. Teeth raking against his chin. His tongue sliding across her neck. He treated her like property, like every part of her body was something he wanted and needed to fuck. From her neck to her shoulders to her hips to her toes, he wanted to slide his cock across it, fuck every part of the body he owned. 

Heather loved that about him. 

“I did something for you,” she said. “Can I show you?”

Taking his hand, she walked back to the well-lit living space where the test subject, Tiffany, waited. 

Tiffany—being a cheerleader and indeed one gorgeous, athletic, and talented enough for Heather to have selected her to be her right-hand gal—was a stunning young blonde who was only recently twenty years old. So far, Heather had resisted messing with her body (she wanted to save that for Lawrence), but there was very little to adjust. Tiffany had a distinctly Nordic or possibly Germanic heritage, lending to stacked tits on a tight, tiny frame with a luscious length of straight blond hair. 

She had on a tight, gray pleated skirt and ankle boots with some serious heel, and a white blouse with the collar popped and the sleeves bunched up around her elbows. Her skin, sun-kissed and soft, shone happily in the afternoon light. 

Tiffany had the headphones on, still. Heather knew that Grace had remained subjugated even with them off in the room with Alfred, but then, he had been actively giving her commands. Did it wear off before you told the app what to do? She wasn’t sure, and it wasn’t like she would stoop to asking Alfred. If she fried Tiffany’s brain by keeping the headphones on, oh well. Wasn’t that the point of these devices, anyway, that if Heather chose she could pretty much make anyone look like another Tiffany?

It had been superbly easy for Heather to convince Tiffany to try them out—they were just headphones, after all, even if they looked a little strange. 

“Put these on,” she’d told Tiffany, and bing bong it was done. 

Tiffany had immediately turned into a slack-jawed, blue-screen-eyed bimbo which is just how she remained now. There had been no questions, no backtalk. Tiffany was second-in-command to a bully like Heather for a reason, after all. 

Lawrence approached Tiffany with some confusion. She had drooled quite a lot; the front of her blouse was completely see-through.  

“The fuck is this shit?” he asked Heather.

“This,” she proclaimed happily, “is what that little nerd bitch Alfie has been putting together at the A/V Club!”

She took him by the hand—and then the cock—and sat him down on the couch to look up at Tiffany while she gave him a loving handjob. quickly explained the whole situation to him, and then had to do it once more. Her darling was never super quick on the uptake—that’s why he needed her to help him rule, after all—and he was crazy turned on with his cock heavy in her stroking hands besides. 

It just wouldn’t do to have Tiffany, her “best friend” that Lawrence had lusted after for months now, completely helpless and drooling in front of him and not stroking him. Heather attended him with eager, steady caresses of his precum-slick cock, occasionally stopping in her story to adulate his hardness, length, and thickness. 

“You’re such a man,” she whimpered. “The only man. I did this all for you. I captured her for you. Now you can take her...”

It was easy to compliment his cock because it truly was terrific—a veritable monster of meat, just like the rest of him. 

Whenever he filled her with it—which was so often and urgent that Heather was a little surprised he hadn’t fucked her already since arriving (the last time had been in the morning, which was hours ago)—she came repeatedly, every stroke of his swollen, turgid flesh pushing hard into her just-for-him g-spot. 

Heather, after a lot of stroking, kissing, and the occasional full-on cocksucking, finally finished her explanation to Lawrence’s satisfaction—and also he was happy with what she had presented. As he began to say it back to her, she swallowed the last remnants of his satisfaction down, relishing in its manly taste down her throat. 

“So, you’re hypnotizing her.”

She stroked him all the way up and down. He was hard again. He always was. Her cunt sang for him. 

“For you, baby. Just for you.”

“But how does that work? Didn’t that little A/V bitch program it to be, I don’t know, locked on him?”

Heather giggled. “He left that changeable. Like a survey. All I had to do was put in your name and some pictures of you. Also your cock.” She licked her lips, sighing happily as she slid her comparatively tiny thumb across the massivity of his cockhead. “So many pictures of your cock.”

When he had first decided that Heather would belong to him, he had gotten her number somehow. Every day, he sent her picture after picture of his cock.

At first, she was disgusted. She had only ever been into girls. She was a virgin. But then he sent more pictures, and more, and more...until she was addicted. Until it was all she thought about. Until she was edging every night aching just to see one more inch of his massive, hard flesh. 

It didn’t hurt either that he also sent her videos of himself beating the absolute shit out of complete innocents for less than no reason with every third or fourth cock pic he sent her. He was so strong, so aggressive. Everything he did made her so fucking wet, including the fact that he had picked up on the sadism latent inside her before she was ready to admit it.

But he had fucked any hesitancy straight out of her long ago.  

When he finally showed up at her front door, she had dropped to her knees almost right away and begged him to please be able to show him how much she loved his cock. 

Now, Lawrence stood up and stroked the mindless, drooling Tiffany’s hair. His hands groping over her tits and ass. She moaned in sexual pleasure at his masculine touch.

“Let’s try it out,” said Lawrence. 

Heather brought out the device for him to hold. She quickly ran him through the functions and then sat patiently and waited. How would he change her? How would he settle in on his perfect body type? What were the qualifications? The criteria? How would he ever—

“All right, done.”

In about thirty seconds, Lawrence had changed Tiffany very little, save for adding two cup sizes to her already considerable tits and letting her thick blond hair grow out even more. He had automatically maxed out all the cosmetic options—thinness, fitness, skin clarity, height, and so on. 

It was something to see—watching Tiffany’s body just transform like that before their very eyes. Her drool-coated lips becoming puffier and sexier all at once, even as her eyes became somehow dimmer even as they were full of bluescreen light. 

Perhaps there was a part of Heather somewhere that would have liked her man to have been slightly more considerate with all the optionality available to him. 

But why be a bother? There were lots of girls left to enslave, and if she begged him right, Heather was sure she could convince Lawrence to let her agonize over the transformation of a girl or two by herself. 

“You’re so decisive, Daddy.”

She stood up and took Tiffany by the hand, guiding her down in front of Lawrence until she was on all fours. It was like Tiffany was drunk. Pliable. Heather ripped off her skirt and spread her legs for her man. The headphones still remained on her head; Heather had a plan for that.

“She’s going to be your mindfucked slave,” she said. “She’s going to be all yours, forever.”

“Fuck.”

Lawrence’s cock, still wet with Heather’s saliva and his own cum, was at full attention. His shorts discarded. He hovered over Tiffany’s pulsating entrance, programmed now to be glistening wet in Lawrence’s presence.

“She’s going to do every last thing you say.”

He squeezed Tiffany’s ass. “I’d make her do that anyway.”

“I know you would. Whether she wanted to or not. That’s what makes you such a man. But it’s so hot that she doesn’t have a choice at all, isn’t it?”

“It really fucking is. Hold her.”

Of course Heather did. She gathered Tiffany’s arms behind her back. She felt so romantic; she had to risk saying what her heart was singing, otherwise she wouldn’t be able to respect herself at all.

“This the kind of thing a wife would do for you, isn’t it?”

“Fucking...” he shook his head. “This again, Heather?”

Heather’s heart sank slightly—saying that was supposed to excite him! She must not have phrased it correctly. 

“Wouldn’t a good wife do this kind of thing for you?” she tried again, putting on her best sultry charm. Pushing her crotch against Tiffany’s headphoned-head. “Wouldn’t you want a wife who needs you to have mind-controlled slaves serving your cock just how you want?”

“I’m not talking about this.” Abruptly, he backed off entirely from Tiffany, stood up, and grabbed his shorts. “I’ve told you I don’t want to talk about this.”

He was going to leave. Panic struck Heather. 

“No!” she crumbled immediately. Every part of her beauty so helplessly controlled by him. “No! Daddy. Baby. Please. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”

Still he made to leave. Heather was desperate. All façade of her confidence and bravado gone instantly with the thought of no longer receiving her stud god’s cock inside her or being able to witness it inside of others. She went to her hands and knees at his feet, throwing herself at him. Her lips brushing his feet and ankles as she spoke hurriedly to make it better. 

“You’re just so handsome and perfect and amazing and I just want to spend all my life with you making your cock hard I’msorryI’msorryI’msorryI’msorry—”

Some part of the act of her contrition seemed to affect him, even if it was only the display of her amazing body supplicating before him. He leaned over and hushed her with a finger to her lips. 

“Don’t fucking talk about that marriage shit to me anymore, okay? Or we’re through. You got it?”

“Yes, Daddy. It’s j-just—”

The finger on her lips became a grip around her neck. Heather felt her arousal level multiply by a factor of nine. 

“A wife wouldn’t talk back to her man, would she?”

Oh fuck he’d said it! He’d called her his wife! Or at least he implied that conditionally she might be considered one at one point! Oh god! She was so close to cumming. 

“No, sir. I was wrong, sir. Please. Let me hold her down to make up for it?” She nodded to Tiffany. “I’ll keep her pinned no matter what she says or does.”

His grip relinquished on her throat just enough to let Heather lean down and hold Tiffany. Soon they were back in their position in front of the couch—Tiffany on all fours, Heather gripping Tiffany, and Lawrence’s cock sliding up onto Tiffany’s entrance. 

Heather kept mirrors everywhere. She would spend most evenings watching herself, posing and exercising and smiling, instead of any kind of television or movie. She took one now from the coffee table and positioned it so Tiffany could see Lawrence’s face and vice versa. 

Then, with a flourish and a wink, she removed the headphones from Tiffany’s head. 

The change was slow but definite. Tiffany groaned and bit her lip and right away the pulsing and wetness in her pussy intensified—especially as Lawrence kept grinding his cock over her folds. 

“Who’s that, darling?” Heather whispered in her ear. “Who do you see?”

Slowly Tiffany looked in the mirror and saw Lawrence behind her—put it together that it was his cock pushing insistently against her. Her voice was breathy and needy. 

“Master.”

Lawrence entered her and she came, bucking and then buckling against his muscle, his masculinity, his hardness. As Tiffany came, Lawrence’s grip tightened on Heather’s throat, and she came as well. Pleasure shook through her from her toes to her forehead and then back again. 

Watching him enter another woman—taking what he deserved from someone else the way he did from her all the time—was like looking in a kind of alternate reality mirror. And there was nothing Heather loved more than her own reflection. 

“You really want to be with me forever, huh?” Lawrence huffed, pistoning his heavy cock into Tiffany. “My wife?”

“Yes, darling.” Heather’s voice was tinged with the hysteric edge of the rollercoaster ride she had been on since he arrived less than an hour before. “More than anything!”

And slowly, as he continued to fuck Tiffany with animal fury, he told her what she needed to do. Her man wasn’t always the most intelligent, but he was cunning, as any bully needed to be. And listening to his plan, Heather could not help but cum again. 

* * * * *
[image: image]


TWO DAYS LATER, ALFRED came home at seven o’clock, just as punctual as his mother said he would be. 

Heather had spent two days putting this all together. Carefully arranging all the pieces in just exactly the presentation her man needed.

Everything was prepared. She had attended to the very last details—to the height of heels on the girls’ shoes to the folds of the napkins on the dinner table.  

Alfred’s mother’s house was a small, shotgun affair with a long entryway and living room with a kitchen in the back. They were poor—though probably they thought of themselves as “middle class” as all poor people did—and their furnishings were mostly crass, tasteless, and ugly. Heather had been tempted to throw it all out—the dingy corduroy couch, the chipped-wood dinner table, the tacky wallpaper—but the effect would be lost. This had to happen to Alfred in his home. Where he felt safe. 

God, she was so fucking wet. 

Alfred fumbled with the keys outside for a minute. Grace’s voice could be heard praising his every movement. 

“Oh yes, Master, that’s just how you open a door. You’re so smart, Master!”

Heather resisted the sneer forming on her perfect face; she had a show to put on. Suffice it to say, though, that the slaves she had made had a higher floor for delivering praise. 

She answered the door in smoky red lingerie and a sheer robe, sexy black heels with red bottoms giving her an extra five-inches of lift. Grace smiled happily when she saw her and immediately started praising Alfred for looking at Heather. After answering the door, Heather strutted to the other side of the entryway, down between the columns of gorgeous, barely-legal, transformed slaves she had acquired over the past forty-eight hours.

Standing sentinel in the entryway and hall, smiling happily, were the sixteen members of the cheerleading team. Wearing lingerie and high heels. Sheer black teddies, sultry push-up bras, sexy white bridal stockings, all manner of flavors. Only Heather wore red, though. She had to stand out. 

Now that Alfred had arrived and the cheerleading slaves could see their purpose right there in front of them, they collectively orgasmed. Each of them continued to smile, eyes blank and full of love, as they came. Their cunts pulsed, moistening their tight lingerie and in many cases dripping right through it. 

He walked up and down the entry, looking at each one. They took his gaze without comment, waiting for orders like good girls. The scent of their lust was overwhelming—sixteen young, lustfully wet cunts orgasming and yearning all at once and all in the same place. 

“You...you really did it,” he said. “Holy shit. You got them all.”

“I told you I would,” she giggled. “I told you it would be easy.”

He made to grab her by the waist. Nimbly, she slid her fingers around his wrist and made it look like she wasn’t avoiding his touch like she very much was. 

“I’m so happy to see you. Especially like this! Oh my god. I’m just...gosh.” He blushed. “You’ll have to forgive me. I really thought I had been bamboozled.”

“I completely understand,” said Heather. “I know I’ve been awful to you in the past.”

“Why are we here, though?” He gestured to the house. “How did you convince my mom and sister to take off?”

Clarissa had adopted Tawny and Alfred long ago; both of her adopted children came from different families. But they had known each other long enough now, lived in the same house long enough, for what was coming to really dig deep into Alfred’s soul. Heather knew both lovely ladies intimately at this point. 

“I didn’t.”

His eyes grew. “No fucking way.”

“That’s right.”

“You hypnotized them?”

She laughed. “I did more than that. Your mom is like, twenty years younger now. And she’s such a fox, too. I can’t believe you haven’t fucked her already.”

“I haven’t fucked...anyone, actually.”

He was making this admission to her because he trusted her completely. 

Oh my god, thought Heather. What a stupid little bitch boy.

“No one?” she asked. “Not even Grace? You’ve had her following you around for like three days now, though.”

“We didn’t fuck. We just...cuddled.”

“Master is the best cuddler in the whole world,” Grace effused.. 

“Cuddled?”

“I...wanted it to be right. And then, when you took the headphones, I knew...I knew that’s when I wanted it to be with you.”

“Oh, Alfie. I’m touched.”

Touched by disease. Yuck! What a dumb fucking loser! Now he’s going to die a virgin, L-O-L. 

A good cheerleader, she knew she had to keep moving him through the routine or he’d be prone to losing interest...and asking questions. And while it was far too late for him to undo anything she and Lawrence had done, she still wanted her and her man to have their fun. 

“Let me show you everything,” she said. “Follow me.”

He followed, gaping still at girl after girl in sparkling lingerie. Each one with heavy, milk-dripping tits. Each one gorgeous. Each one with tight torsos, thin legs, brilliantly firm asses.

“How did you manage it? There’s...there’s so many of them...”

Each one giggled at his gaze. Alfred, uneducated in the situation, certainly assumed this was out of attraction and delight at his presence.

Delight? Definitely.

Attraction? Hardly.

Like any of them would be attracted to this worm. But he didn’t know that. His ego bursting, bubbling, fit to burst. It was going to feel so good to crush it.

Managing the collective control of the entire cheerleading squad had involved a little bit of logistics and scheduling, but that’s what Heather was best at from running the team for as long as she had. Yesterday, she had invited them to her residence, separated out by ten minute increments like batches of cookies, knowing that the headphones took twelve minutes to really “bake” a girl. 

Alfred had texted her dozens of times over the past few days—rather impertinently, she thought—and she took advantage of it to pump him for more information on the inner-workings of the device and to reassure him that she was “undoubtedly” his forever. 

The first one to go had been Nancy, a beautiful redhead who “surreptitiously” hoped to replace Heather next year when she had graduated. Of course her so-called secret efforts were known by everyone, which was proof enough to Heather that she hadn’t the guile to properly be a cheerleading captain. It wasn’t all athletics and logistics—you had to be able to manipulate others constantly so they knew they were dealing with their absolute superior. Otherwise, what the fuck was even the point? 

Nancy had entered with big eyes and hopes. Heather “introduced” her to Lawrence—of course they already knew one another, but it was a fun, easy way to demean someone to introduce them to someone that they thought you already knew they knew—who almost immediately held her down on the couch against her will.

Lawrence was enormous, and making girls do things against their will was so easy for him. That made Heather so fucking wet and in love.

“Shhh,” Heather said, sliding the headphones over her struggling head. “This will be easy. This won’t take long at all. Don’t fight it.”

Naturally, Nancy fighting it was all part of the fun. Lawrence didn’t have to hold her down. It would have been easy for Heather to just convince Nancy to put on the headphones just like she had with Tiffany.

But Lawrence was a bully jock god, through and through, and he loved forcing girls against their will to become his. 

The next girl to come in was Amanda. She had olive skin and dark, straight hair with a natural dancer’s body. She was dumb as a box of concrete, but deeply pretty. She entered the condo to see Nancy with the headphones on kneeling before Lawrence, who sat on the couch. Heather stroked him casually and occasionally did something to Nancy—tugging her hair or pinching her cheeks, even slapping her from time to time. None of it fazed Nancy, blue-screened and drooling. 

Amanda, to her credit, started to try to leave—but of course Heather commanded her not to. 

“You’ll be off the team if you don’t stick around.”

This would be certain death to Amanda. Literally—Heather trained her girls to associate leaving the team with suicide. “If I’m not a cheerleader, I’ll kill myself!” was written in bright, happy script-fonted stickers on each and every one of their lockers. 

Slowly, Amanda pulled herself from the door and shut it behind her. 

“Just come here, sweetie,” Heather beckoned her, and handed her some rope. “Tie yourself there to the radiator, kay?”

“But why?”

“You’re asking a lot of questions for someone who doesn’t want to be kicked off the team, sweetie.” She turned to Lawrence. “I do what he says. Do you think we should kick her off the team, Daddy?”

“I don’t know. She’s tying that thing real slow. Maybe she’s too dumb to be a cheerleader.”

“That’s true.” Heather nodded. “I’ve always worried about her intelligence. Dumb girls really don’t have a place on the team.”

“I’m not dumb!” said Amanda, insistent. “I can do it! Look!”

Lawrence nodded to Heather and she reluctantly left his side to check the bindings. 

As she did, he lifted the headphones off of Nancy’s head. She turned to Lawrence with bright, open, eager eyes just as Heather verified that Amanda’s bindings were tight enough to ensure the brunette bimbo wasn’t going anywhere. 

“Master,” Nancy moaned. “I live and serve only you. I exist for you.”

Amanda’s eyes went wide—and then Heather dropped the headphones down on her and the transformation started.

The rest of the girls went something like that. Heather had timed it all perfectly so that one girl would always be cooking when they entered, and then they would get to see their whole fate laid out before them. By the time the final girl arrived, Lawrence was being sucked off by a dozen happy, bimbofied fuckpets all vying for his attention and desire.

His eyes only stayed on his bride-to-be, though. That made her feel so proud. 

“I’m just so impressed with you,” said Alfred. “I mean, I believed you, but I didn’t think...I mean, shit, it’s only been like a day!”

Turned away from Alfred, she safely rolled her eyes. Who the fuck did he think she was? Stupid little beta-cuck loser. 

She led Alfred to the dining room, positioned past the entry hall and with two girls in sexy maid lingerie standing by. The table was set with the family’s very best dishes.

“We prepared for you,” she said, gesturing to the table. “Dinner’s waiting, and we’ll all serve you what’s coming.”

“Wow,” he said. “It smells great.”

“It’s your favorite.” Heather smiled. “Your mother was so excited about making it for you.”

“That’s really great. Thanks, Heather. Gosh, I could barely ask for more. I do just wish you had answered some of my texts,” he said. “I had some ideas for their outfits. They could have all been wearing their cheerleading uniforms...”

“Too late for that,” she said, unable to help herself.

Lawrence had, of course, fucked them in their uniforms last night with Heather cheering him on. It took five girls before he even got the slightest bit tuckered, and even after that he had allowed three more to suck him off into the early hours. And none of that had stopped his regular morning fuck of Heather in the shower. 

He was such a god.

So different than this sniveling, pathetic worm of a “man.”

“What?” Alfred looked confused. 

“Too late for that now,” she explained. “It takes rather some time to get dressed and un-dressed from lingerie, my dear, and we wouldn’t want to wait, would we?”

“No,” he nodded. “No, of course not.” 

He looked antsy, checking this way and that. 

She did her best to sound concerned. “What’s wrong, dear?” 

“You really mindfucked my mom and sister?”

Mindfucked them...fingerfucked them...tonguefucked them...fuckfucked them... 

Clarissa had been a homely mother with a heavy paunch and bad teeth. His sister might have transformed into something beautiful, one day, except for her crippling social anxiety and addictions to massively multiplayer online role-playing games. Both women could pass for sisters now—young sisters, thin sisters, knockout porn star sisters with glossy skin, heavy tits, and sexy thick deep chocolate brown hair done up in Greek bobs. The only thing really differentiating them was that Clarissa’s eyes were bright, bright ice blue and Tawny’s were a dark, forest shade of green. 

Heather nodded brightly. “I really did. For starters.”

“Would you show me? Where are they?

“Oh, I think they’re in the kitchen. Would you be a dear and fetch them, actually? There’s something I want to take care of in here.”

He smiled and nodded. As he turned away, Heather felt her detest flow through her. Sneering at his backside with every last retrievable piece of her contempt. Every part of this inane, insipid fool offended her. Every part of his existence was an affront to her own beauty and perfection. How dare he actually believe that he was going to be doing anything with her? He wasn’t even fit to carry her shoes.

He opened the kitchen door and—just as planned—he found his mother and sister. 

Mommy Clarissa, the new porn goddess-bodied babe, was being fucked from behind by the hulking, naked Lawrence into the stove top. She was also in the embrace of his sister Tawny, on top of the stove and being finger-fucked by her mother. 

“The best!” Clarissa cried into Tawny’s mouth between long, sensual kisses. “He’s the fucking best! He’s a real man!”

The blood drained from Alfred’s face. Heather had never seen it before in person—always thought it was just an expression. And Alfred, nerd that he was, didn’t have a lot of color to begin with. But he became positively ghoulish from seeing the sight in the kitchen.

“I-I’m so fucking happy!” Clarissa cried. “S-so fucking happy you beat the shit out of my son, oh my god! You’re such a fucking god!”

Heather leaned over and spoke loudly in his ear—loud enough so that Lawrence could hear her over the commotion he made from fucking Alfred’s mother right in front of him. The stove was breaking the tiles against the wall. 

“Did you really think—like honestly think—that any girl as hot as any of us would ever want to fuck you when he exists? Were you so fucking stupid that you really thought I wanted you to control me when it could just be him? Were you fucking born this stupid?”

“You...y-you said...”

“’You swaid! You swaid!’ Heather mocked.

All the cheerleaders behind her repeated after her, a chorus line of humiliation for Alfred, laughing and giggling at his idiotic trust in the serpentine Heather. 

He started to turn away. Unable to take the sight of someone else living his fantasies. Heather snapped her fingers and two nameless, flawless girls approached to hold him in place. 

Lawrence grunted, smiling when he saw Alfred and Heather at the door. He shifted Clarissa to one side, fucking her against the dishwasher in the kitchen alcove so that Alfred could get the profile view. His mother’s orgasmic throes with his bully’s cock inside her transformed cunt. There wasn’t enough space beneath the cabinets for Tawny, so she switched it up and immediately started licking Lawrence’s feet. 

Licking the feet of the man fucking Alfred’s mother while her brother watched. 

Tiffany, thinking fast, grabbed the headphones and put them on Grace’s head, leaving her bluescreened and rushing her to the living room to enjoy later. Heather smiled at the blonde with approval—she would reward her loyalty later. 

They all shoved into the kitchen after that, Heather directing traffic to ensure that as many girls were in there with them, watching Alfred’s humiliation—and that the only touch he received were the iron-firm grips on his arms. No tits, no legs, no oven-hot cunts—just contemptuous fingers holding him in place while he wailed. The entire crowd of high-heeled, hot-bodied, lingerie-clad cheerleaders cheering on the fucking of Alfred’s mother by his bully.

Clarissa wailed too, though of a much different kind—putting on a show at Heather’s order and showing how little she cared for her son. 

“Holy fuck, you’re so fucking pathetic!” she moaned. “You know he’s a bastard and you’re not even trying to help! I can’t fucking believe I ever pretended to like you. And that’s—oh god, baby, fuck yes, Daddy, fuck me like that—that’s all it was, pretending. Because no one could truly like a sniveling brat like you.”

Heather had read that people got the idea that someone had to intuit what to apologize for—or else it “didn’t count.” But scientists had discovered that the opposite was true, that the artificial nature of someone apologizing for exactly what they were asked to say they were sorry for touched special sympathy sections of the brain, healing old wounds. 

She figured that the same was true for other, worse parts of human emotion. It didn’t matter that Clarissa was transformed and mind-controlled to say these things—it was still her saying it...and judging from his anguish, it was clearly tearing Alfred apart. 

She strutted happily to Lawrence and kissed him deeply, clinging her cunt to his body, grinding on him, needing him to feel all of her worshipful obedience of his masculine greatness. Then, with a hair flip and a sneer, she turned back to Alfred. 

“Do you think your dad left because he was ashamed of having such a little bitch for a son?”

Alfred squirmed. He kept trying to fall to the floor but the cheerleaders holding him wouldn’t let him. Part of this was, no doubt, trying to hide his tiny little erection that looked so catastrophically diminutive in direct comparison to the colossus bulging in Clarissa’s torso now.

“It’s true!” Clarissa moaned, nodding. “All he ever wanted was a real son, and you did nothing but disappoint him!”

Alfred’s face told a story of unending despair. Heather had never been so thrilled, had never felt so alive. 

“Oh my god!” Heather gasped, laughing. “Are you gonna cry, little pussy? Are you gonna cry like a bitch?”

“He’s gonna cry and cum, oh my god!” Tawny laughed, drool dripping down over Lawrence’s feet. “He’s gonna cum like the pathetic little cuck he is while he watches our new Daddy be the man he could never be!”

All the cheerleaders took turns calling Alfred names—“little bitch” and “beta cuck loser” were the most popular, although asking him “what the fuck” he was thinking by imagining he would touch their bodies was right behind.

Finally, red-faced, he shouted. “You stole it! You stole my headphones. I just—just give them back. Please.’

“That’s right, you dumb little bitch.” Heather was in her element now, stepping closer to Alfred. “We stole your work. We used it against you. We’re going to make sure no one ever, anywhere, ever wants to fuck you. My man is going to break every fucking bone in your body and we’re going to fuck up the hospital so everything heals wrong. You’ll be lucky if you leave without cancer, you dumb little shit. God, you’re pathetic.”

“Oh my god!” Tawny gasped. “He really is! He’s gonna cum for real now! Look at him twitch!”

It was true. Even though he was being horribly humiliated, the sight of Heather’s perfect body in lingerie—as well as all the other picture-perfect cheerleading queens—was too much for a normal man to bear without arousal, no matter the circumstances. And Heather’s own arousal was so evident that it was catching, driving everyone in the room mad with lust. 

All the cheerleaders laughed and pointed as one, each one throwing cutting barbs his way.

Tiny cocked little bitch!

Stupid beta cuck!

What a pussy!

What a loser!

What a moron!

“Aw, look at the poor widdle Alfie baby,” said Clarissa. “Him’s gonna cum him widdle dickie poo! Oh nos!”

“Can you...” Heather decided to really dig in. “Can you not help it, pussy boy?” She pushed him with every other word. “Can you not stop yourself from wanting to cum to what a fucking man Lawrence is?” Now she pie-faced him and pinched his cheeks. “Can you not stop yourself from wanting to cum from how amazing he is at fucking your mom—your mom who is orgasming from watching you being bullied like the little bitch you are?”

Not able to delay himself any longer, Lawrence erupted inside Clarissa. He was probably getting her pregnant—they weren’t using any protection. Heather, so attuned to his orgasms, shuddered and came herself, immediately letting go of Alfred’s cheek which she had bruised by pinching, and rushing over to kiss Lawrence while he spilled his seed inside interchangeably inside the newly-fertile Clarissa and all over Tawny’s face. 

“He doesn’t even need to fuck me to make me cum,” Heather murmured, biting Lawrence’s shoulder, “he’s such a fucking man.”

The chorus of cheerleaders again repeated her.

Such a fucking man.

The only man.

We’re so lucky.

Such a REAL man... 

Alfred was on his knees, weeping with his small puddle of cum in front of him. He must have done it while no one was looking; he’d have to get used to that. His defeat was total, and Heather loved it all the more for knowing it had never been in doubt and honestly, not even all that deserved. 

But little Alfred had tried to dance with the devil, and the devil always got her due. 

The cheerleaders had pushed him onto the floor, stepping on his back with their pointed heels and shoving him into his small puddle. Alfred was inconsolable. Whimpering and blubbering, asking them to stop. 

“Stop?” Heather scoffed. “You loser. We’re not even started yet. I’m this in love with my man—I’m this crazy about him, and he hasn’t even used the headphones on me yet, dummy. Can you imagine how fucking hot and amazing I’ll be once I become his for-real mind controlled pet?”

“Wife,” said Lawrence.

He had been gathering his breath for a moment, watching and casually stroking the head of his cock while he watched Heather bitch Alfred out.

“W-h-w-what?”

Heather’s heart jumped from her heart to her toes and back again. 

“Mind-controlled wife,” he said, grabbing her and setting her on top of the stove. He shoved most of the dishes and food to one side. Stains on the floor, broken dishware everywhere. He spread her legs. Ripped her panties off easily. Her cunt gushed for him, only for him. 

“Oh fuck, really?”

All thoughts of Alfred, of anything else were instantly forgotten. Compartmentalized. She had plenty of time to worry about that later; being Lawrence’s wife was all that mattered now. 

“You did everything I asked,” he slid his cock inside her, admiring her face as she tried to stifle her instant orgasmic reaction to his presence filling up her brilliantly young, gorgeous cunt. “And more. Plus you really know how to put a loser in his place. So yeah, babe. I’m gonna marry you.” He took the headphones and placed them over her head. “After I change you to be even better.”

Blue light enveloped her mind. The last thought Heather had was that she couldn’t possibly be happier.

# # #
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too!

The Patreon is the best way, but you can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...

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

What's next?

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:
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THE BIMBO FIX – HIS Home Life

Everywhere Stephen goes, beautiful women are begging to be his eternal fuckslaves. He wants to oblige them, but he knows it’s wrong—and he also knows the source of the problem is somewhere at his home with the two gorgeous women who started it all...

Bimbo Beach – Under New Ownership

A lucky young man finds the secret of the power transforming everyone at the Isla Alfa resort, and uses it to his advantage—starting by selecting his new ultra-perfect mind-controlled girlfriend!

The Bimbo Fix – His Rival

Everywhere Stephen goes, the women of his town have transformed into gorgeous sexpots desperate to fuck him. He wants to help, but he can’t seem to keep his cock out of their mouths...maybe his biggest enemy will retain some semblance of sanity in this lust-fueled madness?

Bimbo Beach – Bikini Panic

Debbie’s been thoroughly bullied by the living goddess girlfriend of her brother—will a trip to the Shining Sun Resort transform her body enough to get the upper hand, or will she become a supremely hot slave to her bully’s will?

The Bimbo Fix – His Best Friend

Stephen wakes up to being sucked off by two gorgeous women—his estranged wife and adopted daughter, both of whom are adamant they’re his worshipful cock slaves! What’s going on, and how can he make things right?

Bimbo Beach – Changing Loyalties

A newlywed couple’s loyalty is stressed beyond its limits when the alpha male mind controller at their luxury hotel takes an interest in the gorgeous, buxom virgin wife. 

Virtual Meeting - Office Hierarchy

He returns from vacation to find his office trimmed down to just three mega-hot babes who are desperate to serve him in every erotic way and make him the babies he deserves! What’s going on? Does he really even care?

Cult of Lust – Queen Bee

The cult’s morality takes a turn for the worse (so, for them, a turn for the better) when the Master takes an interest in his most conceited, self-absorbed, thrillingly gorgeous slave yet. 

Virtual Meeting – Taboo Ownership

A lonely girl puts on a special VR helmet to meet virtually with her online boyfriend, but it gets dark, demented, and erotic when he reveals all he wants is to control her to get to her sister.

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:
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HAREM DREAMS – A BUNDLE

This amazing collection of stories features TWENTY tales of scintillating, sexy harem-filled adventures for the alpha studs and lucky guys owning several hot women at once. 

Cult of Lust – A Bundle

THREE amazing stories following the women caught under the thrall of the ultimate alpha hunk, who can transform reality at a whim!

Alpha Male Dreams—A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of brilliant super hunks taking who they want, how they want, when they want. They don’t take “no” for an answer and women drop to their knees to serve their every ultra-muscled need. 

Virtual Meeting – The Series

This three-story collection features a special helmet that controls and transforms the minds and body of the men and women who put it on—resulting in erotic pairings, taboo intimacy, and harem delights!

Haughty Queen Dreams – A Bundle

This brilliant collection features TWENTY of the hottest Nadia Nightside stories about women so hot they make every other girl ache with jealous lust and compel men to cower...but in the end, they always kneel for one powerful Master.

Frisky Dreams – A Bundle

Get it while it’s hot! This bundle is so full of sin that it’s been banned twice in less than a month! TWENTY sensationally sexy stories wrapped together in a package that could be gone any instant!

Rough Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY stories of the roughest, hardest rutting around—always fertile, unprotected, and barely legal!

Mesmerizing Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of explicitly hot, super sexy mind control of gorgeous women under the thrall of one harem-craving man!

Lucky Nerd Dreams

TWENTY amazing tales of sensational, arrogant babes falling head over heels in love and lust, whether they like it or not, with the luckiest nerds alive—thanks to magical devices, potions, and other naughty machinations.

Homewrecking Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY brilliant stories of the most forbidden of kinks—aching to break up a marriage for a hot young thing who happily seduces men away from the wives who disappoint them.

Raw Dreams

TWENTY thrilling tales of hot babes serving the baddest of boys—gangs of men, hard criminals, evil masterminds, sexy soldiers and more. 

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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        Stephen has been running from his problems, if "problems" is something you can call a town full of transformed, bimbofied women who are obsessed with serving him erotically. Every last babe has become a walking hot, fertile, nympho dream, and each one lives to kneel before Stephen and worship his manhood. But he's determined that something wrong is happening, and finally resolves to fix it.  He thinks he knows the source, but he has to travel back to where he ran away from in the first place—his home, where his once-estranged-but-now-erotically transformed wife, a living goddess of fertility, lust, and beauty, has been urging the town to greater and greater depravities in Stephen's name. Worse, that's where Gale is—the young woman he raised, who hasn't even had her first time yet. She's just as obsessed as his wife and twice as desperate. Can he navigate between their lustful advances and put an end to the madness, or will he give in and take his throne atop his new kingdom of sex?
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