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Author's Note: All Characters Depicted Herein Are 18 Years Of Age Or Older.

* * * * *

Giggles & Lust: Bimbo Girlfriend

––––––––

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. 

* * * * *

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. 

* * * * *

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. 

* * * * *

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.”

# # #

Giggles & Lust: Bimbo Cheerleaders

––––––––

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.

* * * * *

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.

* * * * *

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...

# # # 

Giggles & Lust: Becoming His Bimbo

––––––––

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.

* * * * *

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 pill 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.

* * * * *

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.

* * * * *

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.

# # #

* * * * *

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! If you enjoyed this sexy story, please leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *

I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page! 

Be my friend on Facebook!

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, 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:

––––––––

Revenge On His Hot Assistants

All the women in Warren's life have betrayed him. He's drowning in debt, and nobody wants to see his stage hypnotist act. But then he finds a magic watch that lets him own the mind of anyone he comes across. Soon, he'll get everything and everyone he knows he deserves...

––––––––

Revenge On His Snobby Step

Warren is moments away from completing his ultimate conquest—that of his deliciously hot stepsister—when his wife interferes and steals the magic watch. Can he still fulfill his dreams of re-uniting his family in the most taboo way?

––––––––

Gang Up: Overload

In this post-apocalyptic tale, Abigail's long-time lover Case has spurned her. She turns to the brutal biker gang Brall to make Case jealous...but Brall is too much of an alpha stud to just let a beauty like Abigail walk away!

––––––––

Gang Up: Lust War

The post-apocalyptic biker gang war rages on between the studly warriors of the Family and the hunk soldiers of the Cauldron. Robin is trapped in her lies, and the only way out is to have her beautiful body served up to all the members of her gang at once.

––––––––

Owned by Bare Lust – The Call Girl 

This call girl has specific rules...but they’re all thrown out of the window when a billionaire stud arrives who can bend her mind to his will.

––––––––

The Magic App – Taking The Librarian

Adam's saga to own the most gorgeous babe in town begins here, as he finds the mysterious Hypno-App and takes control of the imperiously sexy librarian, Alena!

––––––––

Maid For Pleasure – Maid Made Bare 4: Servicing The Biker Gang

Rugged, hard-as-nails biker stud Pace discovers the only way to bring his fractured gang together is by having them all gangbang a gorgeously fertile lactating bimbo maid!

––––––––

Dark Possessions – Possession

The new antique shop in town is a front for a demon-worshiping sorceress. Naturally, she’s desperate to complete the ritual to summon her demon lord so he can fill her up with his infernal seed and allow her to give him the gift of her uber-fertile womb.

––––––––

Bimbo Casino – No Restrictions

Overworked couple Jonathan and Rosie arrive at the Shining Spiral Casino for what is supposed to be a free vacation, but they slowly transform into brainless lactating bimbos and hulking studs, ready to screw all day with their overly-fertile bodies!

––––––––

The Magic Remote – Controlling The Girl Next Door

With the Magic Remote, even a loser can control, own, and breed the gorgeous girl next door!

––––––––

Female Designs – Her Change In Style

This erotica is novella length! The super-serious Gloria Phine wears a strange pair of shoes, and soon she starts dressing sluttier and sluttier, and acts more and more like the gorgeous, sex-loving bimbo she’s always had hidden inside.

––––––––

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

––––––––

Risky Threesomes: An Unprotected Bundle

Three stories of bareback threesomes where men are in charge (where they should be) and women are eagerly doing every last thing they can to please their new alpha owners!

Bimbo Thoughts: A Female Designs Bundle

Magic clothes that transform business-minded women into big-breasted bimbos!

The Magic Remote Series

With the Magic Remote, the hot girl next door is your brand new slave. The sorority down the street is your brand new harem. And the detectives who come around asking questions? They’re no problem at all.

Owned at Home: A Totally Taboo Bundle

The men in these houses take everything and everyONE they want, HOWEVER they want! The most forbidden barely legal girls in the world—their daughters and sisters—are theirs to have whenever they decide.

The Paranormal Pleasures Bundle

An alpha werewolf wants to claim his forbidden mate, but the witch in his family has her sights set on world domination...and she needs his cock to do it!

The Knocked Up Lust Bundle

This HUGE-SIZED bundle features six stories of fertile beauties and virile studs banging hardcore and consummating their lust in the most unprotected way they can!

The Bimbo Love Bundle!

All three transformative, lactating, gender-bending “Bimbo Outfits” stories are contained in ONE discount bundle!

The Unprotected Trance Series

Lifelong virgin Victor finds out the taste and touch of his manly seed puts women into deep, hypnotic trances—and he takes full advantage, conquering every last babe he comes across!

––––––––

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free stuff!

––––––––

Hope to hear from you soon!
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It was all going so well for Warren. With the magic watch in his possession, he completely entranced his lovely assistants and turned them into utterly servile, eagerly obedient sexual creatures absolutely devoted to his will. And now he needs to do the same thing to Joan, the brilliantly beautiful lesbian feminist he’s known his entire life. She’s always despised Warren despite how much he loves her—and she and her buxom, blond lover Edith would never, ever let a man inside their clearly fertile bodies. They don’t know, though, how the magic watch has a way of changing a person’s mind! But, just as his conquest of Joan is nearly complete, a crafty soul steals the watch from Warren.
Before Warren can get the watch back, he has to ensure that Joan knows her proper place—on her knees before him. Warren must find out if the small trance he layered in Joan’s mind is enough to convince her that this man she used to hate is actually someone she adores. Not only that, but he wants to make sure she never leaves him again—by leaving an heir in her belly, tying their fates together forever!
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About the Author

For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.


Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:


http://eepurl.com/zl7dX 
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