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      "This place is weird," Danielle said, wrinkling her nose as she followed Annika around the pawn shop.

      The two friends had entered Joe's Pawn Shop on a lark, just to check it out, more so at Annika's urging than Danielle's. Annika was the type of woman who enjoyed pawn shops and second hand stores as an adventure of discovery, but Danielle much preferred the convenience of buying new. She had little interest in old, used items. However, she followed along anyway.

      "That's the fun of it," Annika said as her eyes scanned along the jewelry on display.

      The jewelry case was mostly full of broken watches, wedding bands and other common pieces of costume jewelry. At first glance, there was nothing there that would have been of interest to Annika. But then her eye caught something that did not seem to belong.

      "How much is this?" Annika asked the clerk, pointing at a gold ring with a large pink stone.

      "That gaudy thing?" Joe, the proprietor asked. "At this point, I'll take ten bucks for it. I just want the damn thing gone. A waste of space if you ask me."

      Joe was the epitome of a seedy pawn shop owner. His hair was greasy, his face unshaven. He wore a loose shirt with sweat stains on the front and on the armpits, unbuttoned at the collar. His flabby midsection poked out from under the bottom of the shirt. It was hard to guess his exact age, but he was probably somewhere in his fifties. He looked hard and untrustworthy.

      "Can I see it?" Annika asked. The pink stone seemed to be almost glowing, which was what attracted Annika's eye. She felt a desire for the ring that she could not fully explain, even to herself. Annika was not usually the ring wearing type.

      "You can't see well enough?" Joe said gruffly. "You wanna buy it or not?"

      "No, I meant can I try it on," Annika explained, growing more annoyed at Joe by the minute.

      "No touching until payment is secured," Joe said. "And no refunds."

      "Come on, Annika," Danielle said, tugging on her friend's sleeve. "Let's just go."

      However, Danielle's attempt at dissuasion only seemed to make Annika more intent on buying the ring.

      "I'll take it," Annika decided.

      "What?" Danielle said, shocked. "Are you sure?"

      "It's fine," Annika said, as she started pulling a ten dollar bill from her purse. She handed it over to Joe.

      "Sold," Joe said, grabbing the cash. He reached into the jewelry case and pulled out the ring, placing it in a little brown paper bag, which he then handed to Annika. "I should warn ya, though, the guy who brought this ring in told me the damn thing's cursed. I don't really believe in any of that mumbo-jumbo stuff, but I feel obligated to mention it to ya, anyway. And that's probably why nobody's wanted it since. It's been here long enough, I just want it gone."

      "Whatever," Annika said dismissively. She had what she had come for. Now it was time to leave. "Let's go, Dani."

      "No, really," Danielle said. "You're really going to buy that stupid thing?"

      "Yeah," was all Annika said in reply. "I did. Now, come on. Let's go." Danielle looked back at Joe, as if hoping he would step in and refuse the transaction. All she saw, however, was a big dumb grin on his unshaven face. He was pleased to be rid of it, finally.

      As they exited the store and walked back onto the sidewalk, Danielle tried one more time.

      "Come on, Annika," she said. "This is all just so weird."

      "It's just a ring. And it's my money. I can spend it how I want."

      "Why that ring? Why now?" She did not get a reply.

      "Because. That's why."

      As soon as they exited the pawn shop, with the little brown paper bag in hand, Annika pulled out the ring and held it up to the light, admiring the large pink stone sitting upon a golden band. She smiled in awe.

      "This is beautiful," Annika said, "don't you think?"

      "It looks, um, tacky to me," Danielle replied. She did not share the same opinion as Annika. It was hardly the sort of trinket she would expect to see on a modern twenty-something woman like Annika.

      "Shows what you know," Annika said. "I can't believe you don't see this as the diamond in the rough that it is."

      "It's not real diamond, is it?"

      Annika rolled her eyes. "You can't buy a diamond ring on the cheap. And I don't even care if the stone is plastic. There's just something about this ring that calls to me. I had to have it. And now that I do, I want to wear it."

      Annika slid the ring onto her finger, choosing to place it on her left middle finger.

      "A perfect fit," Annika said. But then something about Annika changed. Danielle could see it in her friend's eyes, which suddenly seemed to glaze over.

      "Are you okay?" Danielle asked, worried that there might be something wrong with her friend.

      "Mmm," was all that Annika could manage in reply. She just stood there on the sidewalk, staring off blankly into the air.

      "Annika?" Danielle called, but got no response.

      "Come on, Annika, can you hear me?"

      "Uhhh," Annika said. "Yes. Yes, I can hear you. Oh, yes, I can hear you. And I can see. I can see everything so clearly now."

      "Everything clearly? What are you talking about? You're scaring me, Annika. Are you okay?"

      A smile appeared on Annika's face, one which unnerved Danielle even more. It was a smile she had never seen from Annika before. There was a blissful expression accompanied by a sense of bemused vacancy.

      "I'm fine. In fact, I'm more than fine. I am finally able to know my true purpose. My life's work will finally be complete."

      "You mean as a travel writer?" Danielle asked, unsure of what her friend meant.

      Annika laughed, although it lacked her usual vibrancy. "I don't care about travel writing anymore. That's not real. That's not what's important in life. No, my life's true purpose is to serve Master."

      "Serve who?"

      "Master, silly," Annika said, as if that was the most obvious answer in the world.

      "And who is this master of yours?" Danielle asked. "Do you mean a boyfriend or something? You don't have a boyfriend."

      Annika shrugged. "Just Master. He is all that matters now."

      "What the fuck, Annika?" Danielle said, growing exasperated. She did not understand what was going on with her friend, but she was worried sick.

      "I have to go find Master," Annika said, finally breaking her vacant stare and walking toward her moped. "He needs me as much as I need him."

      Danielle jumped into action, pulling her friend back by the arm, keeping Annika from climbing on to her moped.

      "No fucking way!" Danielle insisted. "There's no way you're driving anywhere. Not like this."

      "You can't keep me from Master," Annika retorted. Her voice was calm and even. There was no trace of the fiery independence which usually characterized Annika.

      "This has something to do with that ring, doesn't it? That fucking ring! Take it off!"

      "I will never take off Master's ring. It is our bond, our link. I need to wear it to find him so that I can serve him."

      Danielle tried wrestling with her friend, but Annika was surprisingly resilient to Danielle's efforts. It was like she was made of steel.

      "You're talking crazy. You don't even know his name, do you?"

      "No, silly, his name is Master," Annika replied.

      "No, it's not. If he's a man, he has a real name. Master is a title, not a name."

      "His name is Master," she insisted.

      "Come on, Annika. This is ridiculous. Let's go talk to that Joe guy in there. We're getting your money back for that ring. I'm starting to think there might actually be a curse to it."

      "Of course not. This is a blessing, not a curse. This ring has shown me my life's purpose. I'm not going back into the shop. My destiny is out there, not inside the shop."

      Danielle seemed powerless to force her friend back inside, but she hoped she could still reason with her. "Fine, don't go in, but don't leave yet. Stay right here. I'll go in and talk to Joe and get this whole situation sorted. Okay?"

      Annika said nothing, which Danielle treated as acceptance.

      "I mean it," Danielle said. "Don't move an inch. Okay? Stay right here. Do not drive off on that moped." Her voice was stern, her eyes piercing. Danielle was generally a pushover, a sweet and caring young woman. But she was capable of being stern when the need arose. Like now.

      Danielle left Annika outside on the sidewalk and stormed into the pawn shop, her cheeks red with anger.

      "That fucking ring!" Danielle roared.

      "What?" Joe replied. He looked up from the magazine he was browsing. Not that it mattered, his attention was mostly fixed on the busty babes on the pages of that magazine rather than any of the articles.

      "That ring you just sold my friend. It has some kind of weird voodoo or something to it. You better give her back her money."

      Joe closed the magazine and tossed it aside. "Sorry, lady, but I can't do that. No refunds. All sales are final. There's a sign on the door on the way out. You're free to read it, if you want."

      "But the curse..."

      Joe shrugged. "I didn't believe in that curse stuff when that guy came in here and now I sure as hell don't believe in that stuff now. I ain't never seen nobody go haywire after trying on an old ring. Nope. Never."

      "Listen, you asshole," Danielle said, losing her temper. She was never one to curse, and rarely raised her voice, but she felt desperate. Annika was outside in some kind of weird trance, and she needed help. Danielle had to do what was necessary to save her friend. "You've got to do something about this. My friend is acting crazy from that ring you sold her."

      "Not my problem," Joe said dismissively. "And if you don't get the fuck out of my shop right now, I'll call the cops and get you trespassed."

      "This is bullshit!" Danielle screamed, shaking in rage.

      "No, it's business. Now get the fuck out of here."

      As much as Danielle wanted to do something, even to go around the counter and hit the man responsible for selling Annika that strange ring, she knew nothing would come of it except for more trouble for herself. She stormed out of the shop with a huff, hoping to find Annika still standing on the sidewalk where she had left her. Danielle would somehow get Annika home and then find some way to get the ring off of her friend's finger, even if it meant cutting the ring off.

      Instead, however, the sidewalk was empty. Annika's moped was gone, too. Her tantrum inside had covered up the noise of Annika leaving. And with both Annika and Annika's moped gone, Danielle knew there was no hope in finding her friend. She had no idea which direction Annika had driven. There was nothing more she could do than to go home and hope that her friend would be okay. Maybe after a good night's rest, this whole nightmare would all just blow over.
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      Annika's blonde hair was tucked tightly beneath her helmet as she sped as fast as her little moped would carry her. The machine was speed-limited, preventing her from breaking the limit placed on the under-powered vehicle. But while the little engine purred between her legs, she wished it could go faster.

      There was no question about where her new compulsion came from. It was just simple knowledge that she needed to go to her master. She could neither picture him, nor name him. All she knew was that he existed, somewhere out in the world, and it was her duty and purpose to serve him.

      The ring on her finger seemed to glow when she glanced down at her hand on the throttle. The pink gemstone could have been almost anything. For how little she spent on it, there was no way it could be a diamond. But Annika did not care about that. The ring itself was actually unimportant, at least as a piece of jewelry.

      However, it represented far more to her now that she wore it on her finger. It was a link, a connection between herself and the man who would be her master. Without even realizing the change that was happening to her, Annika became a different woman. Her purpose in life, once focused on becoming a travel writer, was now complete devotion to a man she had never met or even communicated with before.

      Annika did not know where she was going, other than the vague notion that she was headed west. It was like there was a compass in her head that pulled her along in a certain direction. And as she moved closer, the pull to her master seemed stronger.

      The little moped could only take her so far. While not exactly legal on the highway, she would have to risk it, as that was where her master was calling her from. He was out there, somewhere.

      Before this moment, Annika had never imagined taking her moped onto a highway. It could only go so fast, and there was no way it could keep up with the fast moving traffic on the motorway. Driving it on the interstate was a hazard, both to her and the other drivers on the road. And yet, when she reached the on-ramp, she made that fateful right hand turn.

      Annika could feel the shift beneath her. As her little bike went down the ramp, it grew in size and power. The purr of the engine turned into a rumble. Her position on the bike shifted, giving her a more aerodynamic riding posture. Her hands moved from handlebars to a more conventional throttle and brake setup. She gunned the bike and was suddenly traveling at speeds she never imagined possible on a motorbike. The little moped had transformed into a powerful motorcycle, fully highway legal.

      The change happened so seamlessly that Annika was not even sure it had actually occurred. It just felt right, like it was always that way. And as her speed increased, the flannel over shirt she wore flapped in the wind behind her. The cold from the fast moving air did not bother her. She simply rode onward, each minute bringing her more than one mile closer to her destiny.
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      As the sun sank over the horizon, a pinkish orange glow in the sky, the vibrations between Annika's legs began to have a noticeable effect on her. She had ridden for hours on the motorcycle and the constant rumble of the engine had left her more than a little turned on.

      The fact that she was so aroused was a new sensation for Annika. She had never really been the horny sort before. Her interest in sex had always been a bit on the low side. Her girlfriends always teased her about the fact that she had no problem going months or more without getting laid. It had never been a priority before.

      However, the new sensations building inside of her left Annika very much interested in sex. It was hard to get the thought of a rendezvous with a man out of her head. Even her quest to find Master now seemed almost secondary to the overwhelming need growing between her legs.

      Annika had also been on the road for a long time. Her last meal had been with Danielle, before they had visited the pawn shop together. It felt like a lifetime ago. So much had changed over the past few hours.

      The rumbling of her stomach finally brought her back to reality. It was getting dark and it was time to find food and a place to rest.

      Annika pulled off at the next exit. It seemed as good a place as any to stop. This whole journey felt surreal, like she was living in a dream. There was no plan, no strategy, no goal beyond following the invisible pull to Master.

      It was the outskirts of a small town, the little bit of civilization that had grown up around the highway. There was a pub and a seedy motel. Annika was not looking for much. Just a decent meal and a roof over her head was all she needed.

      As she pulled her motorcycle up to the curb in front of the pub, the engine idled with a low rumble. Annika's eyes scanned the exterior, half of her wondering how good the food would be. The other half wondered how good the men would be. It was impossible to completely ignore her elevated arousal.

      Parking her bike and swinging her leg off to dismount, Annika did not realize how her outfit had changed since she was at the pawn shop. Her flannel shirt had been replaced by a black leather jacket. And her denim jeans were now tight leather pants, hugging every curve of her ass and legs.

      Annika walked into the pub, the neon beer lights illuminating the otherwise darkened room. The windows were covered in grime and there were only a handful of patrons seated at the bar. They all turned around as Annika walked in, their eyes falling on this new blonde woman. It was clear from the looks on their faces that they did not get visits from strangers often. This pub served a far more local clientele. Most of the men there seemed to be middle-aged and it was hard to tell if their skin was weathered from age, sun exposure, or alcoholism. Annika did not care either way. She had come here for food, first and foremost, even if the barflies were not high on her list as sexual partners.

      However, that all changed when the bartender walked out from the kitchen in the back. He was at least a decade older than Annika, but he carried himself with an easy-going confidence and charm. His short dark hair was styled in an intentional sort of messy way. He wore a simple tight t-shirt that showed off his muscular arms and strong shoulders. His skin was tanned from time out in the sun, and his five-o'clock-shadow gave him a more masculine and experienced look.

      "What'll it be?" the bartender asked Annika. She recognized a glint of lust in his piercing blue eyes. It reminded her that she was a desirable woman, someone with sex appeal. And that only further added to the flames burning in her core. Annika's desire to get laid was only growing by the minute, but she still had not eaten since before the pawn shop, and she had been on her motorcycle for hours. Food had to come first.

      "A pitcher of beer and a burger," Annika ordered. "The faster the better." She wanted to get food and drink inside her, stat, so she could focus on her sexual desires.

      The bartender's eyebrows raised at Annika ordering a whole pitcher of beer for herself, but he was not about to argue. He would make money either way, and the more the woman drank, the more he would profit from her visit. It was even the same price if she did not finish the pitcher. It was all upside for him.

      Annika sat at the bar, watching the bartender's movements as he fetched her pitcher of beer and filled it from the tap. The golden amber liquid flowed from the tap like a river, with a layer of white foamy head forming on top. As soon as the pitcher was placed in front of her, she poured herself a glass, tipping the glass to prevent an overabundance of foam, and took a long sip of the refreshing liquid.

      The beer was cold, and the carbonation tingled against her tongue. It was what she needed to take the edge off.

      But the edge would never be taken off, and instead would only grow. The arousal in her was only increasing. The desire between her legs was almost palpable, like a pressure that needed to be relieved, and it had a hold over her that she could not fight.

      And yet, once the burger was placed in front of her, Annika could think of little else other than to fill her belly. She ate ravenously, scarfing down her dinner in minutes, leaving only crumbs behind on the plate.

      Annika then turned her attention to her pitcher of beer. The food had helped sate her appetite for one basic need. But now, she was left thirstier than ever. And that thirst extended beyond just the beer in her pitcher.

      Annika worked on her second beer as she looked around the bar, taking in the sights of the other patrons. None of them would do. They were far too old and far too rough to satisfy this strange new desire that burned within her. She knew she could not find satisfaction with any of them, but she could find it elsewhere in this building.

      With each passing moment, the bartender appeared to be far more appealing. She watched him as he made the rounds, picking up glasses and refilling beers. He would chat with each of the patrons in a way that showed familiarity, even a level of friendship, and even though he was working, he seemed to be having fun. A couple times, his eyes flicked to Annika, and she saw in his eyes a glint of interest in her.

      Although the man remained disappointingly professional, showing interest, but never once acting on it beyond asking her how she was doing.

      "Hey, what's your name," Annika finally asked, using the liquid courage running through her veins to summon her boldness.

      "I'm Steven," he replied with a friendly smile.

      "What are you doing after your shift?" Annika pressed, feeling far more flirty than she had ever felt before. This was all so unlike her. She could feel her heart beating in her chest. There was a part of her that was afraid of rejection, of being told no, that she was not good enough. But the burning in her core was too great to let those worries stop her. All that mattered now was satisfying that need between her legs.

      "Well . . ." Steven began, but he stopped himself. It was as if he was about to give his normal, easy-going, but professional response, but he stopped himself. He could see that this young blonde woman was flirting with him, and she had clearly had enough to drink to put herself in a flirty mood. Steven was not a stupid guy. He could read a woman, and this woman was coming on to him. And given his recent lack of female companionship, he was more than eager to take advantage of this opportunity.

      "I was just going to head home after work, like always. Do you have anything in mind?" His tone remained light and flirty, giving as good as he got, something Annika recognized and approved of.

      "Oh, I think I do," Annika answered with a mischievous grin. She could not wait for the bar to close so that she and Steven could be alone.

      Annika timed her drinking so that she would finish her pitcher just as Steven closed the bar for the night. As he turned out the open sign, She chugged down the last of her beer, placing the pint glass on the counter with a satisfying sigh. Her head swam from a lust-filled buzz, leaving her almost lightheaded. The only thing that remained steadfast in her head was her desire to fuck.

      "How do you want me?" Annika asked, shrugging off her leather jacket.

      "Here?" Steven asked, surprised by Annika's willingness. He had assumed they would leave together and head back to his place. He had never had sex in the pub before. But now that he thought about it, he liked the idea. His cock, which bulged in his pants, certainly liked the idea.

      "I mean it. How do you want me? On top of the bar, maybe? Or bent over on the pool table?" She was practically purring at him as her hands moved down to the zipper of her leather pants. "What do you want?"

      "You know what," Steven said. "Let's go with the bar. Hop up there and take off those pants."

      Annika's arousal only grew at being told what to do. There was something sexy about giving up power and allowing a man to make decisions for her, to control her. It was that same feeling she had in wearing the ring that connected her to her Master.

      Pushing her leather pants down her legs, Annika turned as she bent over, giving the bartender a good look at her panty-clad ass. Her pants came off with her boots. Her black top soon followed, leaving her only in her underwear.

      The bartender's eyes almost glowed as he looked at Annika's fit body. His cock throbbed in his pants. He had never known such a mixture of arousal and disbelief. He had not gotten laid in months, and now this sexy, half-naked blonde was standing in his bar, ready and willing to fuck until they both collapsed.

      "Up on the bar," he ordered as he unzipped his pants and pushed them down to the ground. His boxers soon followed, revealing his meaty cock, hard and throbbing with need.

      Annika pushed herself up onto the bar, spreading her legs to reveal the wet spot that had formed on her panties.

      "You're quite the slut, aren't you?" Steven said. He pulled Annika's hips forward so that his cock was rubbing against her panty covered pussy. She gasped and her head lolled back. She was so very turned on. This felt so good, and yet it was not enough. She needed more.

      "I am tonight, babe," Annika said. "You can't begin to understand how much I need this."

      Steven reached around and unclasped Annika's bra, causing her small breasts to fall loose from their cups. The bra fell away and her tits bounced slightly before settling. She had small pink nipples that stood erect in the dim light, perfectly capping the mounds of flesh on her chest. Steven's hands moved to her breasts, palming her softness. His thumbs rubbed over her nipples as she softly moaned. Annika could feel his cock pressing into her, but the thin fabric of her panties still separated their bodies.

      As his hands fondled her chest, Annika felt like putty in his hands. Her body felt so relaxed, and yet she burned with need. It was a strange combination. And it was all heightened by the lusty desire that coursed through her.

      "Are you ready?" Steven asked as he gripped her panties, the thin fabric already close to ripping.

      Annika merely nodded her head, giving the bartender permission to have his way with her. And he started by pulling on her panties until a rip formed. And as the hole formed, he pulled harder, widening it until what had once been a set of bikini panties had been turned into a few scraps of cloth on the bar top.

      "Fuck me," Annika purred in desperation. "I can't take this anymore. I need you inside me."

      Steven grinned. He had already planned to oblige. He was excited for this, too. But he was not going to be hurried. He wanted to enjoy every moment of this. Even though he felt driven to get off and relieve the pressure that had built up, his desire for companionship won out. He wanted this to last. He wanted to enjoy this to the fullest.

      The bartender pushed himself into the young blonde's pussy and began to rhythmically pump in and out of her, holding onto her hips as he fucked her atop the bar. Annika held onto Steven's muscular shoulders as it felt like she was being split in two. But even as there was some pain as her walls stretched around the invader, there was also a sense that she had found her purpose. She was meant to be a slut, a set of holes for cock. This is what her new life was supposed to be.

      "Yeah, babe," Annika moaned. "Fuck me. I'm a fucking slut, and I want you to fuck me like one. Take me. Use me. I need it so bad. My pussy needs your cock. Fuck. Fuck. Fuckkk!"

      Steven did not hold back, making sure Annika got what she wanted. His cock pistoned in and out of her at a furious pace. Her pussy felt so good around his shaft. There was something almost magical about how she squeezed him and how her pussy seemed to suck him in.

      "Fuck, baby," Steven grunted. "You feel so good. So tight."

      "Yeah, give it to me," Annika yelled, her body moving back and forth against the bar top as the bartender pounded her pussy. She was full on moaning, practically screaming, her whole body alive with sexual need and arousal.

      But as good as the sex felt, Annika felt no closer to orgasm. In fact, her pleasure actually seemed to diminish the longer they fucked. She knew that she needed this. Her body was screaming out for release, crying out for orgasm. But no matter how good Steven felt inside of her, how he pushed all of her buttons that should have left her writhing and whimpering, she could not seem to find her climax.

      That was not true for the bartender. He grew closer to climax with each and every thrust. His pleasure was only growing. He was close. He could feel the orgasmic bliss approaching. He would not hold out much longer. Annika's pussy just felt too good wrapped around him.

      "Fuck, baby," Steven cried out. "I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna..."

      "Do it," Annika begged, hoping that the moment of Steven's orgasm would finally send her over the edge. She wanted that orgasm more than anything. She was so very close, and yet so far away. Her body felt alive with pleasure, but without that orgasm, there was only dissatisfaction, no matter how pleasurable the fucking might be.

      Steven groaned loudly as his cock exploded, firing rope after rope of his milky white seed inside Annika's pussy. Her inner walls were fully painted, his seed filling her up. But even as his cock surged inside of her, she received no release of her own. There was no climax for her. Even though they both enjoyed the encounter, there was no mutual satisfaction.

      Annika lay there, practically panting from their exertion. Her body felt like it was almost vibrating. It was still alive with sexual need, and yet she could not find the satisfaction she so craved. It was the strangest feeling imaginable.

      As Steven pulled his softening cock from her pussy, his cum leaked out of her. She had been filled so well, but without relief.

      "I'm spent," Steven said, trying to catch his breath. "You have fun?"

      "Yeah, babe," Annika cooed, unable to turn off the flirtatiousness. And while it was not a lie, it was not the whole truth either. She may have enjoyed herself, but her arousal had only grown. If anything, she felt hornier than ever. The sex had only increased the need within her to be fucked.

      "Did you cum?" Steven asked, looking at Annika quizzically. He seemed to have sensed that she might not have achieved orgasm. The question left her reeling, wondering whether to tell the truth or not. She was not sure why she would lie, and yet it seemed like the only thing she could do. Something inside of her insisted on lying to the man who had just fucked her senseless.

      "Oh, don't worry about me. I came buckets," Annika said, putting on her most convincing face. Her voice even managed to sound sincere. And that was enough for the bartender in his post-coital state. "You were great." Although Annika was left wondering if she would ever cum again.
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      Annika woke up feeling more rested than she expected. Considering she was inside the most rundown motel imaginable, her bed was somehow quite comfortable. She stretched out her arms, feeling the softness of the mattress beneath her. A smile crossed her lips as she sighed contentedly. The only thing that would have made that moment even better would be if there was a warm body next to her. More specifically, the warm body of her master.

      But as she turned over, there was no man beside her. But what was more, Annika felt her body shift in what felt like an unnatural way..

      "What the..." Annika said as she sat up, letting the thin sheet fall from her body.

      Her eyes were drawn automatically to her chest, which had grown substantially overnight. Where before she had small breasts, capped with pink nipples, she now sported big tits that seemed to stand proud from her chest, seemingly defying gravity. Annika's hands quickly moved up to them to check if they were real. As her hands sank into the supple flesh, her head tipped back and her eyes rolled up.

      What had once been small tear drops barely projecting off of her chest, now Annika had large, round globes. Her nipples remained the same, but they felt as if they had been supercharged, their nerves hooked straight to her pussy. Just touching her nipples sent sparks of pleasure to her core, causing her to feel a warmth that had become all too familiar since putting on the ring.

      "Oh, fuck," Annika said breathily. Her mind reeled, trying to come to grips with how her body could have changed so much, so quickly. And yet, that was not the only change she had apparently gone through.

      As Annika sat up, she could sense that her body was different. It felt different in a way that was difficult to describe. She had always been relatively average in almost all ways. Now she felt a strength and athleticism that both felt completely foreign to her and completely natural at the same time. She needed to get a better look at herself.

      Annika climbed out of bed and stumbled toward the bathroom. The mirror was cracked, but that did not prevent her from seeing how her body had changed.

      "Wow," she gasped.

      The woman in the mirror was Annika, but also someone else, as if every part of her body had been upgraded. Her new bust dominated her figure, but there were other changes that drew her eye. Her hair was longer, her lips fuller, and her eyes more piercing, with a sparkle of lust that seemed to come from within. Her waist had shrunk, accentuating the curves of her body. Her hips were wider, with an ass that had grown nearly in proportion to her chest.

      "What the fuck?" Annika said as she spun around to check out her newly formed bubble butt. She was not entirely convinced it was real until she reached back and grabbed a handful, giving her ass cheek a firm squeeze. "Huh."

      With her hands still on her plump rear, Annika glanced back in the mirror, seeing the way her new features worked together to leave her with an undeniable hourglass figure. It was almost mesmerizing, and most definitely sexy.

      Leaning forward, Annika examined her lips in the mirror, trying to figure out just how plump they had become. But as she watched her reflection, her tongue darted out, licking along her bee-stung lips. She had not meant to do it. Her actions were involuntary. However, there was no doubt about the sexual connotations of her actions. It made her look like a slut, a woman who was ready and willing to use her mouth to get what she wanted. Annika's pussy throbbed at the idea of wrapping her lips around a thick cock. The thought sent shivers of pleasure down her spine and straight to her core.

      "Okay," Annika said softly, taking a few deep breaths. But even that felt different. Her breasts rose and fell with each inhale and exhale. That was, of course, natural, except that she had never had such large and prominent breasts before.

      However, the only thought in her mind was how much her master would enjoy them. Her breasts were literally made for him, big and round, surely just how he liked them. Annika wanted to be perfect for him, and these changes in her body felt right. They felt good. She could imagine her Master cupping her tits in his large hands and squeezing. And the simple image that conjured up made her feel so very warm. She was practically melting.

      Annika had to turn away from the mirror to avoid becoming further aroused. If that was even possible, given the intensity of her arousal already. The only thing that stopped her from masturbating right then and there was the realization that it was futile. Her ability to orgasm was controlled by one man. Master.

      Stepping out of the bathroom before she did something she would regret, Annika was reminded that she needed to get back on the road. There was still a long ride ahead of her and the motorcycle engine was sure to only make her desire to cum even stronger.

      "That's weird," Annika said as she picked up what she thought was her leather pants from the night before. But rather than just the pants, she found herself holding an entire leather catsuit. Her leather jacket was gone, as was her bra and top. Even her shoes had changed. The motorcycle boots from the night before had changed like the rest of her outfit, turning into high-heeled boots with a spiked heel. It all seemed very impractical, but the impractical could be sexy.

      It took some time for Annika to put on her new clothes. The catsuit was a tight fit, stretching around her new curves as if it had been painted onto her. It had a zipper that started just above her pussy and went all the way up to her neck. Even though she showed no cleavage, there was no hiding the size of her tits, not with the way the suit molded to her body.

      The spiked heels only made the whole ensemble hotter. Annika could not deny the way the boots made her ass pop. She looked like a sexy badass, a blonde biker chick who wanted nothing more than to get bent over her bike and fucked hard from behind. And that was what she wanted, although she knew it could only happen from her master. Only his cock was good enough for her now. Only he could satisfy her. It was a strange feeling, but one that she had come to accept.

      Annika walked out of her room, spotting her motorcycle parked right outside. She swung her leg over the seat, never once bothering to notice she no longer had a helmet. As she pulled out of the motel parking lot, her long, blonde hair whipped behind her.

      The engine thrummed between her legs as she hit the road again. The pull to her master was as strong as ever. She would spend however long it took to find him, and then everything would make sense. Then she would understand the full extent of her new life, of her transformation.
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      The roar of the motorcycle's engine echoed across the valley as Annika rode on. She had driven all day, stopping only to refuel her motorcycle. She leaned into every turn, easily breaking every speed limit in her quest to reach her master. With each and every mile she traveled, the pull she felt toward him grew stronger.

      Most importantly, she knew it could not be much farther. The smell of the salt air told her the ocean was near. She was close. So close. And that only made her go even faster, turning the throttle and leaning down low as she sped along. There was nothing that was going to stop her.

      Annika's mind raced as she wondered what her master would be like. Would he be strong and firm? Would he be sexy and suave? Or a combination of both?

      One thing was certain. She had no doubt that he was deserving of her servitude. His will was her will. His desires were her desires. His needs were her needs.

      The motorcycle roared around the corner, leaving a trail of rubber on the pavement. It had been such a long journey, and yet the bike had not failed her. She flew by cars and trucks, easily outpacing every other vehicle on the road.

      As Annika took the next turn, her breath caught in her throat. Off in the distance, up on a hill overlooking the ocean, was an enormous estate. A large mansion stood above the water, seemingly cut off from civilization, hidden away in its own private corner of the world.

      A strange feeling of calmness washed over Annika, knowing she had finally reached her destination. Her master was waiting for her inside. She knew this to be the truth, as certain of it as she was of anything. Annika had no doubts that her journey was at an end. It had been long and strange, but she had made it. She had fulfilled her first directive. She had found her master.

      Annika turned her motorcycle onto the drive leading to the house, cresting the final hill leading to her new home. The entire grounds looked to be immaculately manicured. And as she drew near the manor, she could see that it was both old and majestic. This was her home now. She was certain of that. Home was wherever her master was. And that thought sent shivers of desire and pleasure through her body.

      As Annika pulled to a stop in front of the house, her hair whipping around her face in the cool sea breeze, she cut the engine, silencing the machine that had brought her there. Her legs ached with a dull throb from riding all day. And yet, her mind was already forgetting the pain. After all, pain did not matter when the pleasure was so overwhelming.

      She swung her leg over the bike and stood there, drinking in the sight of the manor house in front of her. She sighed with happiness. It felt strange, knowing that her journey was finally over. Her life had changed forever, and yet she was at peace with it. She wanted this more than anything, and yet that desire left her feeling oddly out of control, like something had taken her over, and it had made her into the woman she was always meant to be.

      The door opened and a tall, handsome figure emerged. Annika had no need to question his identity. He was her Master. She could feel his power and his strength. His confidence and intelligence radiated off of him. His muscles rippled beneath his shirt. He wore his authority like a cloak. He was everything and all things, and he had complete mastery of her. Annika's body seemed to melt as she looked at him, a warm glow seeming to emanate from him. He was perfect, better than she could have possibly imagined.

      "Master," Annika moaned, dropping to her knees before him, ready to prostrate herself at his feet.

      "Welcome, my pet," Master said. His voice sounded wise and benevolent. "I trust your journey was pleasant?"

      "Yes, Master," Annika said. She did not dare lift her gaze from his feet. "It was a long journey, but I am here now."

      "And how do you feel now?"

      "I feel happy, Master. Happy to have found you. Happy to serve you. Happy to please you. My only wish is to make you happy."

      "Excellent, my little fucktoy," Master said, his words making her insides tingle. "That's all you need to worry about from now on. No more big thoughts. You will live out the rest of your life as a dumb blonde bimbo, serving me. That is all you need in your head from now on. And the best part, my little sex doll, is that no matter what happens, you'll be happier than you ever have been before. I am giving you the gift of servitude."

      "Thank you, Master," Annika moaned, feeling the warmth of his words flow over her. She was a dumb blonde sex doll, a walking collection of holes for him to use to his heart's content. That was her role, her new identity, and she loved every second of it.

      "You are the first in my new harem," Master said. "I have arranged for rings to be purchased by and for women all around the world. Each of those rings, just like the one on your finger, are connected to my ring, giving me full domain and control over your bodies and minds. That ring is your connection to me, and it is how you found your way to me. Other women will follow, but I am glad to see you were the first to arrive."

      "Thank you, Master," Annika repeated. She could say nothing else. Her brain had gone completely mushy. She was no longer in control. But she did not want to be in control. All she wanted was to be a dumb bimbo who did as her master told her. It was freeing to not have to make decisions or worry about anything. She had never been as happy or as horny as she was now.

      "And now that you are here," Master continued, "it is time for me to officially accept my ownership of you. I will need to take you. And since this motorcycle brought you to me, it is only fitting that I claim you over it."

      Master took Annika by the hand, helping her to her feet. She was shaking with nervous excitement. The pull toward him was even stronger, now that they were in contact. Her arousal had already been high, but now, it ratcheted up even higher, building to a point where Annika was sure her desire would consume her completely.

      "Now stand there, my little sex object," Master said, taking her by the shoulders and positioning her next to her bike.

      Annika stood obediently still, awaiting her next order, practically salivating at the thought of him claiming her body.

      "And strip," Master ordered. "While that outfit suits you perfectly, I require full access to your body. I want to see those big tits in the flesh. I want to bend you over that bike and fuck you mercilessly. Do you understand, my dumb fuckdoll?”

      "Yes, Master," Annika said, her head nodding automatically. She reached up and pulled down the zipper of her leather catsuit. Her tits spilled out of the opening as the zipper passed between them, until her suit was open all the way down. The leather peeled off of her skin as if a second skin. Her bare pussy was exposed to the cool sea breeze and her nipples hardened in response. She had to fight to avoid playing with herself as she stripped naked before her master.

      Once the leather catsuit was down around her ankles, Annika somehow managed to kick it off, leaving her high-heeled boots on her feet.

      "Good girl," Master said, stroking his hand along her jawline. The warmth of his touch was the only thing keeping her on her feet. He had this ability to make her knees weak with just a simple touch. "Now bend over that motorcycle like a good little fuckhole. I will take you from behind."

      Annika obeyed, bending herself over her motorcycle, pushing out her ass to present her pussy to him. It felt so natural to present her body to her master, even though it was completely at odds to how she had previously behaved around men. Now, there was no hesitation, no embarrassment. Her need to be fucked was far too great to worry about anything else, not when her purpose in life was to provide pleasure to her master.

      Master's strong hands roamed over her round and luscious backside, squeezing her cheeks as he bent her to his will. This was the moment Annika had been waiting for. If only he would take her, claim her pussy and use her body. That was all she wanted in that moment. It was all she had wanted from the moment she put the ring on her finger.

      Her big tits pressed against the seat of her motorcycle as she waited patiently. Her body seemed to vibrate with anticipation, but she held still, just like she was told to. Her obedience was absolute, and even the burning in her pussy could not force her to move from that position. Annika knew her Master would fuck her when he was ready, and not a moment sooner. All she could do was hope that time was now.

      It was as if Master could read her mind. He freed his big, swollen cock, letting it hang in the air, inches from Annika's waiting pussy. She wanted to turn and look at it. Her curiosity nearly overwhelmed her. She had only been able to imagine it before, but she also knew she would see it soon enough, and from a much more intimate perspective.

      When the head of Master's cock touched her pussy lips, her whole body tried to spasm, but she held firm, holding the pose she had been told to hold. Master rubbed his cock between her pussy lips, teasing her. Annika's wetness coated his shaft as her pussy ached to be claimed. It was the cruelest sort of torture, and yet she knew this was what was expected of her. And she was not going to disappoint her master.

      And then Master pushed into her, causing Annika to cry out in a mixture of pain and intense pleasure. The burning between her legs only grew stronger, her need consuming her from within. She pushed back against Master's cock, but he grabbed her firmly, holding her still as he thrust into her from behind, impaling her on his hard shaft. His hands gripped her hips with steely determination. This was the moment she had been waiting for, the moment that had been building for two days. This was the moment she was being claimed by her Master, and there was nothing that could have stopped it.

      Master fucked Annika with a calm and steady rhythm, his hips thrusting against her round, plump ass cheeks. The smacking sounds echoed across the courtyard as Annika moaned in ecstasy. Her pussy squeezed down hard around him as her arousal only grew. The warmth between her legs was growing into an inferno, an unstoppable conflagration that could only end in orgasm.

      "Thank you, thank you, thank you," Annika moaned as her body was pushed to its limits. Her mind went completely blank, leaving her as nothing more than a sex doll, a fucktoy for her Master to use as he pleased. She could think of nothing better.

      Slowly, Master increased his pace. He increased his force. His hips pounded against her ass. The pleasure radiated through Annika's entire body, from her fingers to her toes. She was completely overwhelmed by the sensations rushing through her.

      But while Annika had been driven to the edge, she did not cum. She could not cum. Not yet. There was only one thing that could secure her release now. And that was her master. Only he could give her what she needed.

      "Please," Annika whimpered, almost at the point of tears from being denied the opportunity to orgasm. "Please, make me cum. I can't take it anymore. I can't..."

      "Beg all you want," Master said. "I am the only one who can make you cum. You will cum when I cum, but I should warn you, I have more stamina than any other man. And I am not ready to fill you up. Not yet."

      Annika sobbed at the thought of having to hold out longer, of having to wait to experience her long-awaited climax. But Master was in control, and she could do nothing but obey. Still, her begging seemed to have an effect on him, as his thrusting became more erratic and his breathing became ragged.

      And then, with a loud groan, Master exploded inside of her. As soon as she felt the first pulse of his cum filling her pussy, she lost it. Annika came like she never had before. Her vision went blurry and her muscles tensed. Wave after wave of pleasure cascaded over her as the whole world seemed to shake. She no longer needed to hold back her orgasm. It consumed her completely, and she was powerless against its strength.

      Annika screamed at the top of her lungs. It was glorious, bigger and better than anything else she had ever experienced. If Master's will had not already supplanted her own, this would have persuaded her to give herself to him fully. It felt as if whatever had made her Annika had been blasted away, leaving only the bimbo fuckdoll behind. There were no longer any traces of the studious woman who had once been.

      Master eventually pulled out, leaving Annika slumped over her bike, still panting from the force of the orgasm she had just endured.

      "Thank you, Master," Annika whispered between breaths, her voice barely audible. She was completely spent. All that remained was a satisfied and happy sex doll. A smile crossed her lips as she collapsed, falling into unconsciousness.

      Annika was happy. She was content. She was fulfilled. This was all she wanted. The ring had remade her, turning her into a bimbo for Master. She had no regrets. She had no thoughts of her own. There was just love and obedience for him. Now and forever.
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      Tara was happy. Her best friend was getting married and she was serving as a bridesmaid. It was such a beautiful setting, too. The wedding was being held at a winery along the sea. The ceremony was to take place in the vineyard, with the reception taking place in the adjoining hotel. It was a dream location, the type of place that Tara could not expect for a future wedding of her own.

      Of course, that would require that she have someone in her life who she wanted to marry. She did not. But she had never needed a partner to be happy. Instead, she focused on her career, working for a successful marketing firm.

      But as she stepped into the winery's small hotel lobby, Tara felt a pang of loneliness. Her best friend was getting married. She had already felt Charlotte pull away over the past year as her life became more entwined with her future husband. And tomorrow, that transition would be complete.

      Tara had just finished the wedding rehearsal. She had dressed nicely for the occasion, since the wedding party had a dinner planned for the evening. Her outfit was certainly nicer than her more usual jeans and a T-shirt look. At twenty-eight, Tara had long since learned to embrace her inner tomboy. But even so, she did like to dress up and feel pretty sometimes. And this was one of those occasions. And while she would never overshadow the bride, she liked how she could spend all weekend dolled up.

      As she stood in the lobby, Tara's eyes were cast down toward the floor. She was in no rush to get to the dinner hall, instead simply enjoying the ambience of the location. Tara had been the first to arrive, with the rest of the wedding party on their way from outside. She had not wanted to impede on Charlotte's time during her special weekend. But the truth was that she was happy to have a moment to herself. The hotel was a beautiful old building, with lots of history built into its walls. And as her eyes scanned the floor, a glint of light caught her eye.

      Tara stepped to the side and stooped down, picking up a gold ring off the ground. Her eyes lit up as she held the gold band in her fingers. An even bigger smile crossed her lips when she saw the pink gemstone set in the ring. There was something almost mesmerizing about the way the gem shimmered in the light.

      Tara noticed an inscription on the inside of the ring, which was odd, but also not unheard of. She peered closely to read it. "Cursed by the Master Ring." That made no sense to her. Tara shook her head at the silly sentiment, likely put there as a joke. However, as she continued to look at the inscription, she felt a warmth radiate from the ring. It felt nice. It felt right.

      It was as if the ring had called to her. Tara knew it was foolish, but it was as if the ring had been calling to her. And now, she was the one to find it. She was the one to pick it up. It belonged to her. And as she slid it onto the middle finger of her left hand, it fit her perfectly, almost as if it was made for her and her alone.

      "Wow," Tara said breathlessly. The pink gem continued to shimmer and glow, bathing her hand in the beautiful pink light. "This is beautiful."

      But more importantly, Tara felt as if her entire world view was shifting, the earth literally moving beneath her feet. She could feel it in the very core of her being. The world began spinning around her, causing her to stumble backwards, bumping into a couch and collapsing down onto the soft cushions.

      Tara gasped as she felt a pull in the middle of her chest, stronger than anything she had ever felt before. Her breathing became ragged. She had no idea what was going on, and yet she did not resist the sensations rushing over her. She knew she should have been scared. She should have tried to stop whatever was happening to her. And yet, she could not. Instead, it was like her mind had already surrendered to the forces that had entered her.

      "Master," Tara whispered, her eyes fluttering in her head. She needed him. She needed to find him. She needed to serve him. But she had no idea who he was, or where she would find him. All she knew was that her heart was telling her to go. She had to leave. And she had to leave now.
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      Tara moved with confused purpose. She turned around and walked back out the main doors. Her mind was fixated on finding Master, wherever he might be. There was a part of her that felt like he had to be close, but it was all so new to her, it was difficult to tell. Her sense of direction only seemed to lead her away from the winery and the hotel. She had to leave. That was all she understood.

      "Tara, where are you going?" Charlotte asked as the two friends crossed paths on the front step of the hotel. "You look like you've seen a ghost. Are you all right?"

      "I'm fine," Tara replied, her eyes looking off in the distance. The feeling in her chest was almost painful, but in a strangely pleasurable way. It was like her whole body was throbbing, pulsing with a need she could not ignore. "I have to find him."

      "Who?" Charlotte asked, confused. "We're about to start dinner."

      "I have to find Master," Tara insisted, her eyes a bit glazed over. "He needs me. I have to find him."

      Charlotte's confusion only grew deeper. "Are you all right? You're starting to scare me. Is there something I can do to help you?"

      "Do you know where Master is?" Tara asked. There was no fear in her voice, no hesitation. There was just a deep-seated certainty that this was what had to happen. "Do you know where he is? I have to go to him."

      "What are you talking about?" Charlotte asked as she glanced down at Tara's hands. She first noticed how Tara was wringing them together. Then she noticed the pink gemstone on the ring. That looked new. Tara certainly had not been wearing it during the wedding rehearsal. "Where did you get that ring?"

      "I don't understand what's happening," Tara admitted. "I have to go. I have to find him. There's this pull in my chest. He needs me. I have to be with him."

      "You can't leave now," Charlotte complained. "I'm getting married tomorrow. We're about to have dinner. I need you here. Please, stop this craziness and come back inside. Please. I want my best friend to stand beside me tomorrow. Don't ruin this. It's not funny."

      But Tara was not listening. The pull toward her master had become overwhelming. Her whole body screamed out, begging her to leave and to find the one person capable of giving her satisfaction and fulfillment. Her need was all-consuming. Nothing else mattered, not when she was being compelled to leave.

      "I have to go," Tara said distantly, still focused on the horizon, as if she was expecting to find a sign telling her which direction to go. Her feet were pointed toward the forest to the north of the winery. She turned, ready to walk into the trees, to follow the pull until she found him. She would do whatever it took to find him.

      "This is about me, not you," Charlotte complained. "Don't be so selfish. I want you to stand next to me and to watch me become Mrs. Harrison Phillips. This is my moment, not yours."

      Tara glanced back, her gaze distant and unfocused. "I'm sorry, but this is bigger than us. I wish you luck, but he needs me. And I need him. And if that means I have to go, then that's what I have to do. Goodbye."

      Tara gave her old friend a little wave of her left hand, the ring glistening on her finger, the pink gemstone continuing to glow. And then she stepped off the porch, walking toward the woods, leaving the bride to her wedding.
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      Tara could feel the energy coming off the ring. It was like there was a magnetic force pulling her in a specific direction. And she just had to go, leaving her best friend behind, not knowing when she would return, or even if she would return at all. After all, she had no idea what she was looking for.

      Walking through the woods was no small feat, especially without an established trail. Tara simply followed the pull of the ring, willing to traverse any obstacles in her way. It was a sacrifice she was willing to pay. Anything for her master.

      But as Tara walked, she changed. It started with her outfit. She had worn a nice dress to the rehearsal, a little black dress with a pair of small heels. It had been appropriate for the wedding rehearsal and dinner that followed, but not for a walk through the woods and the undergrowth. However, with each step she took, her dress morphed and transformed. Inch by inch, the fabric changed. It was almost like alchemy, as if the fabric was being transmuted from one type of material into another. The skirt portion of her dress shortened, until the hem was only an inch or so below her ass, if that. Then the skirt bunched up horizontally and shifted in color, becoming a dark blue pleated miniskirt. By the time it had finished changing, it swished and bounced around Tara's upper legs, sometimes even revealing the shrinking panties beneath.

      The top portion of the dress morphed into an entirely separate piece of clothing, becoming a pink crop-top with a wide band of bare skin between the hem and her newly shortened skirt. The crop-top was tight and hugged her curves, wrapping around her small chest. The neckline of her top plunged lower and lower, revealing an increasing amount of cleavage, making it appear that even her meager breasts were ready to burst free.

      And while Tara was already wearing heels, the heels on her shoes grew in height, the heels becoming spikes, the previously black color becoming a pink to match her top. With each step, her gait changed, adapting to the higher and higher heels, walking on tiptoes effortlessly, as if she had spent her whole life doing so. When she first entered the woods, she stumbled over every stick and bush. Now, she moved with unparalleled grace.

      However, it was not just Tara's outfit that changed. Her body did, too. And most noticeable of all was her breasts. Once small, they began to balloon outward, almost as if they were filling with water, growing larger and larger, becoming round and prominent, but without any of the accompanying sagging due to the pull of gravity. They bounced and jiggled with each step, a deep valley of cleavage forming between her two tits. The crop-top struggled to contain her ever-growing chest. Her nipples hardened, poking through the fabric. Her breasts were sensitive, aching to be touched. They were perfect and perky, far too big to hold in her hands, but seemingly perfect for another purpose.

      Tara's ass grew in equal measure, giving her a wide set of hips and an ass that seemed designed to attract male attention. Every time her skirt rose up to reveal the round globes of her butt, she felt a thrill of pleasure run down her spine, her pussy moistening at the thought of how these new changes would please Master. She had no idea who he was, and yet, she was determined to show off her body for him. She would show him the woman she had become, and the slut that she was always meant to be. She would make him happy. She would make him cum. She would give him the orgasms his big, strong body deserved.

      As Tara's hair bounced around her shoulders, she could feel it growing. And as it grew, the color lightened, turning a shade of blonde that few women had naturally. With the long tresses of loose, blonde waves framing her face, as well as flowing down to the middle of her back, Tara's eyes changed color, turning from their natural brown to a piercing blue. Her nose shifted, turning up at the end ever so slightly.

      And then there were Tara's lips. They began to puff up and expand. They grew and grew, until they seemed like two pillows designed for a single purpose. No one who looked at Tara now would expect her to do anything with her mouth other than suck a big fat cock between her plump lips.

      With each step, Tara's body was reconfigured to become more sexual, more appealing, more of a sex object. Her legs lengthened, as did the rest of her body, making her taller, with her heels only adding to her height. She had become a sexual goddess, but one with a singular purpose, serving a man she had yet to meet.

      And while her body had changed, her mind had not gone unaffected. Tara could feel a change. It felt as if her head was filling with cotton candy. Thoughts flowed through her mind as if they were swimming upstream in a river of molasses. The more she focused on her need to serve, her need to find her master, and her desire to surrender herself fully and completely to him, the less intrusive her thoughts became. They became weaker and weaker until they were all but wiped away completely.

      "Master," Tara said dreamily as she walked. Her voice sounded distant and airy, a girlish tone that was both higher and softer than the one she had been born with. It was as if the very nature of her being had been changed. Her will had been supplanted by her new will, the will of Master. And it felt amazing.

      Finally, after what could have been an hour or only a few minutes, as Tara had lost all sense of time, she crested a hill and looked down into a valley. She could see the sea beyond a large manor house, with a long drive leading from the road to the house. It was that moment when Tara knew that she was home. This was where her master lived. It was now where she lived, too. This was it.
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      As Tara approached the manor, the front door opened and two people emerged, a tall and handsome man and a sexy and voluptuous woman, a blonde with long wavy hair and big round tits. The man had to be her Master. There was no doubt about that fact. The woman was like Tara, devoted to Master. Tara was not alone in her devotion.

      Tara's body seemed to melt at the sight of him. He was everything a woman could dream of, strong and handsome, a body sculpted by the Gods, and a mind so wise and intelligent that she could barely comprehend what it must be like to be him. His power was obvious. And his magnetism was undeniable. Tara's mind went blank, filled with one thought, "Master". That was who he was and that was who she would serve.

      "Welcome, Tara," Master said. "I have been expecting you."

      "Thank you, Master," Tara said, falling to her knees at his feet, pressing her forehead against his shoes. She did not understand what was happening to her, not entirely, but she understood the need to submit and obey. That was what was most important, even more important than trying to understand why her thoughts were so sluggish or why she was there in the first place. She was meant to be his servant. She was meant to serve him and to obey him.

      "I'm glad you found my ring," Master continued. "There will be other rings, of course. My harem is still very much a work in progress. Annika here was my first, and you are my second."

      Tara looked up, trying not to stare at his masculine perfection, but the confusion in her eyes was impossible to ignore. And it felt as if Master's mind could reach into her own, picking out what he wanted to know about her.

      "I know what you want to know," Master added, holding up his hand and showing off a gold band on his finger. "The ring you wear is connected to my own ring. By wearing your ring, you have given yourself to me, just as Annika did. Your devotion is absolute and complete. Your will has been overcome. You are mine, now."

      Tara felt her heart flutter in her chest, a tingle running through her body. This felt so natural, so normal, and so perfect. Her body had been changed to reflect her new identity and purpose.

      "Thank you, Master," Tara said, returning to her prostrate position at his feet.

      "You still have questions, but you will never need to question anything ever again. The connection between our rings gives me the power over the wearer of that ring, and all other rings like it. It has given me the power to shape your body, giving it a more pleasing shape, one that is designed to provide me with every pleasure I could desire. It has also given me the power to shape your mind. The girls in my harem are not required to think. Independent thought is not alien to you. It will feel wrong to think for yourself. My thoughts are now your thoughts. My will is now your will. My desires are now your desires. And you will feel nothing but pleasure from the freedom from thought that you now experience. Tell me Tara. Tell me how much you like it. Tell me how much you love to be my sexy and empty-headed bimbo."

      "I love it," Tara moaned. Her pussy was soaked and her nipples ached with lust. She had never been so horny, but it was more than that. It was as if a huge weight had been lifted from her shoulders. She had always been the one who had to think, had to be the one responsible for making decisions. She had never known anything different, not before this. And now that her thoughts were slow and unfocused, the world seemed like such a better place. She no longer had to make choices. All she had to do was please Master. He was her whole world. He was her everything. And it was a better existence, one where she could give her body to him and his will to her.

      "Now, my pet," Master said, reaching down and picking her up by her hand. He was so strong that he could lift her to her feet effortlessly. "It is time for me to take you inside and show you the delights of serving a man such as myself."

      "Yes, Master," Tara said. She was in a daze, as if she was being led around in a dream. But this was real. This was her reality now. Tara had no idea what her Master had planned for her, but she would do whatever he wanted, no matter what it might be. It was what she craved, the freedom from her own thoughts, the surrendering of her mind to his will. And by whatever magic had linked them, she hoped that it lasted forever.

      "Annika will take you to the bedroom," Master continued. "She will help you undress. I want to claim your body and mark it with my essence. Your mind is mine. Now, it is time for the rest of you to belong to me too."

      "Yes, Master," Tara repeated. "I am ready to be yours. I love this feeling, the feeling of belonging."

      "I know you do, my dear," Master agreed. "You will never need to worry about that again. You will always feel owned, always feel like you belong to me and me alone. And when your body is claimed, that will only intensify. You are in a state of perfection, and you will remain this way forever. And you will be happy."

      "Thank you, Master," Tara said softly. The world began to spin, but in a good way, in a way that made her giddy and excited for all the pleasures to come. She was on the verge of cumming without being touched, her body aching with need, desperate to feel Master's cock inside of her. It was like she was a walking sex doll now, an object that was only capable of experiencing sexual pleasure. She could think of nothing better than that.

      Annika led the way, the leather clad blonde taking Tara into a bedroom that was bigger than any bedroom she had seen before. It appeared to be designed for multiple people, like a man and his harem of bimbos. And once they stood in the middle of the room, Annika stepped behind Tara and began helping her strip off her clothes.

      "I see that Master has made you just as sexy and slutty as me," Annika whispered in Tara's ear. "Your body is so fucking hot. And it will all be worth it. We are designed for his pleasure. We exist for him. Our only value comes from serving him. And it feels so fucking good."

      Tara closed her eyes as she felt Annika's breath against her neck. She could feel herself growing more aroused. Annika was just like her, and Tara knew that the other woman had surrendered just like she had, that her body had changed to better suit her new role in life.

      Tara's crop-top was pulled over her head, her tits bouncing free. Her skirt was unzipped and dropped to her feet. Annika pulled the straps of her thong down and let it fall to the ground. But her high heels were left in place, as was the ring on her finger. Master wanted her this way. And that was that. She was his to use, his to fuck.

      Annika turned and walked out of the bedroom, leaving Tara naked in the middle of the room, standing on shaky legs, waiting for her master to take her and claim her once and for all.

      And he did not make her wait long. He entered the bedroom and looked at her expectantly. She knew what to do, even without being told. Tara fell to her knees and pressed her face against his crotch. She could feel his hardness through his pants. Her hands worked quickly to pull his belt loose and pull his cock free from his pants. And then she went to work, wrapping her plump lips around his shaft.

      Master's cock was bigger than any other cock Tara had seen in her life. It seemed to grow larger in her mouth, filling the space and causing her jaw to ache with the effort. But she did not stop. She did not slow. And when the head of his cock pushed against her throat, she opened herself to him, without a hint of gag reflex. After all, he had made her like this, so that she could please him with every inch of her body. She wanted this for him. She wanted it for herself too, but her desire was rooted entirely in his pleasure. If he wanted to fuck her mouth, she would be ready. If he wanted to use her pussy, she would take him. And if he wanted to fill her ass, she would let him. Every part of her belonged to him, and it felt so fucking good.

      "Very good, Tara," Master said as he ran his hand through Tara's newly blonde hair. It was thick and wavy, just how he wanted it to be for her. He wanted her to look her very best.

      Tara's eyes fluttered as she sucked on Master's big dick. This was the greatest moment of her life. It was almost as if she could feel his power flowing into her. This was more than her just serving him. This was about becoming his, fully and completely, in mind, body, and soul.

      However, as talented as Tara had become in sucking cock, Master was not interested in just cumming in her mouth for their first time together. He wanted to impress himself on her in more substantial ways. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to show her what the new Tara had to offer him. He would use her pussy, making her scream with the kind of pleasure she could never have known before she found the ring.

      Tara pouted as Master pulled his cock from her mouth. She had enjoyed the way it felt, the way his hardness seemed to make her own arousal spike higher, the way the world around her seemed to spin as her pussy cried out with need. She wanted more. Always more of him.

      "I want to feel that tight cunt wrapped around my cock," Master explained. "Get up on the bed, on your back. It is time."

      Tara nodded obediently, rising to her feet. Her heels clicked against the floor as she made her way over to the big king size bed. Her ass swayed back and forth, a now completely involuntary action, but one that significantly enhanced her sex appeal, especially when she looked back over her shoulder at her master and his cock. Tara laid herself out on the bed, on her back, spreading her long lean legs wide, showing off her soaking wet pussy.

      Master took in the sight of his obedient and eager bimbo. His magic was certainly effective. Tara was the perfect embodiment of that. She was hot. She was slutty. She was willing and ready for anything. She was his. And while Tara might not know the scope of his power, nor the reach of what he was creating, she did know her place in his new world. She had no doubts. All that she could think about was her desire to please, her lust for the cock before her and the man attached to it. That was what drove her. That was what motivated her to spread her legs even wider for him, to place herself on display, and to show her master that she was available for his use. She was his fucktoy, his perfect bimbo.

      "Take me, Master," Tara gasped. "Please. I've never needed anything so much before. Please, make me yours. I need to feel you inside of me."

      Master smiled and joined his new slut on the bed, climbing over her body and pressing the head of his cock against her wet entrance. She was ready to take him. And he would not be denied.

      As Master pressed into Tara's tight pussy, she cried out in pleasure as she felt her insides stretching to fit his impressive length and girth. Her eyes rolled back in her head as the feeling of it all overwhelmed her. Her body shuddered and a loud moan escaped her lips. It was all too much. It was better than anything she could have ever imagined.

      Master fucked his new pet hard and fast. His hips slammed against hers, making her round breasts bounce wildly with each thrust. Her head thrashed against the mattress as her body tried to acclimate to the sensations coursing through her, but she was helpless against the onslaught. Tara's mind went blank as her body writhed beneath him, completely at his mercy.

      Tara's pleasure came directly from Master. Every sensation he felt was conveyed into her through the magic of the rings that connected them. It was like she could feel the pleasure of her own pussy being filled, while simultaneously feeling her tightness wrapped around his cock from his point of view. It was a dual pleasure that threatened to drive her mad with ecstasy. But she would not break. She was his now, and this was the life he wanted for her. It was the life she wanted for herself.

      But even as Tara's desperation grew and grew, her need to cum rising with each and every thrust of Master's cock, she remained unable to get any relief. There was a missing piece to the equation, a piece that only Master could provide, and it was a piece that was not yet available to her. Her body thrashed and her pussy spasmed around him, but without her master's orgasm, her own release remained out of reach. As much as it was agony to not cum, to be held back by her master's will, there was something powerfully erotic about being denied an orgasm until her owner deemed that she deserved to have one. It made the whole act of sex so much more intense, so much more meaningful. It was like her body was no longer under her own control. If she had been in control, if she had been able to choose, she would have chosen to cum, to cum hard. And yet, it felt so much better to give that up, to be completely at Master's mercy in every way.

      "Mmm, fuck, you are tight," Master grunted. "You are such a good little slut for me."

      "Thank you, Master," Tara moaned. "I'm yours. Only yours. I am a good little slut for you. Please, let me cum. I need to... I need to cum. Please!"

      "You will cum when I am ready to allow you to," Master stated simply. "And that won't be until I have found my own release."

      Tara whimpered. There was so little she could do. Her pleasure was entirely reliant on his. She would cum when he came, and not a moment sooner. And while the delay of her orgasm threatened to make her go insane with need, it also enhanced the experience of sex in a way she would not have thought possible. When Master finally gave her permission to cum, her orgasm would be the best of her life. That would be the moment of her absolute surrender, the moment when her body was completely and utterly consumed by the waves of pleasure coursing through her.

      "Thank you, Master," Tara moaned, her words coming in stilted gasps, each syllable accompanied by a thrust of Master's big, hard cock into her tight little pussy. Her mind was almost blank, filled with thoughts of submission and obedience and the overwhelming desire to please the man who was now inside of her. She had never known such pleasure. She had never dreamed that such pleasures could exist for her. But now, there was no going back. She would always be this way, and that was how she liked it. It was how her Master liked it, and his opinions were the only ones that mattered.

      Master pushed forward, burying his cock all the way into his slut's pussy, filling her completely. He could feel her walls gripping his shaft tightly. She was wet and ready for him, more than willing to take him however he wanted her. He looked down at the beautiful bimbo he had claimed and smiled. Tara was a perfect fucktoy, eager and willing to do whatever her master needed of her, and yet also completely devoted and loving in her service.

      Tara panted, her big tits rising and falling with each breath. Sweat glistened her face, her brow furrowed as she tried desperately to hold on to even a tiny shred of control. It was a losing battle, one that was doomed to fail from the start. But it was a battle that Tara willingly engaged in, knowing full well the consequences of her failure. She wanted to give in. She wanted to surrender. And her orgasm would be the ultimate surrender. But only once Master reached his climax.

      "Fuck, you're sexy," Master growled. "Such a hot little slut."

      "Mmm, thank you, Master," Tara cooed, her pleasure rising with each word he spoke, each moment spent in his presence, each thrust of his cock.

      Master's cock swelled inside of Tara as he fucked her hard and fast, making the bed rock against the wall. His pleasure rose sharply, his balls tightening as his orgasm inched closer. Tara could sense this, as if they were joined by more than just the magic in the rings. She could feel his need for release. And she knew that her own release was close at hand. It felt so good, but hurt so much, too. The pleasure built, but she could do nothing to take care of it, to ease her need. All she could do was wait and hope that Master would allow her to cum when he finally came himself.

      "I'm gonna cum," Master groaned. "And you will cum, too."

      "Thank you, Master," Tara wailed as she fell over the edge, her body tensing before shaking in bliss.

      The waves of orgasm crashed through Tara's writhing body as Master's cock surged with his seed. For Tara, it felt as if she had been knocked down by a hurricane of ecstasy, the most intense orgasm of her life. She could feel every inch of herself tingling. Her pussy quivered and squeezed Master's length. Her toes curled. Her back arched. Her hands gripped the sheets beneath her, holding them tightly. Her eyes rolled back in her head as her body seized up in rapturous pleasure. It was an orgasm that went beyond her pussy. It reached every inch of her body, and she loved every moment of it. Tara felt a connection with her Master unlike anything else. It was like they were connected on some deep level that transcended physical touch. It was a connection that she would never understand, but one that she would always cherish.

      Tara had completely and utterly surrendered herself, both her body and her will. As her vision began to clear again and her breathing slowly returned to normal, Tara was filled with a sense of warmth and love, all wrapped up in her obedience and submission to Master. This was what it meant to be his. And as her fingers played with her pink ring, its gemstone still glowing, she knew that she would never again want to leave his side. She was happy to serve. She was happy to surrender. She was happy to submit.

      "Master, I will love you forever," Tara whispered dreamily as he pulled his cock out of her. "I am yours. I exist only for you. Thank you for giving me purpose."

      "And I shall be your Master, forever and ever. I am glad to have you in my collection. And this is only the beginning. There are more women who will wear my rings. There are more to come who will join you and Annika. And you shall be at my side, forever. You will be mine, and I will give you the fulfillment that you deserve, as long as you obey me in everything."

      "Yes, Master," Tara whispered as she felt her body relax into the bed. Sleep was beginning to overtake her. Her mind felt like a pleasant cloud of cotton candy. Her thoughts were hazy. She no longer cared about anything that came before putting the ring on her finger. The past had become an amorphous cloud that held little meaning. Her past was the path that had led her to her master. There was nothing of value from it, not now that she had been claimed.

      "I will make you happy," Tara said, sleepily. Her eyelids began to droop.

      "Of course you will, pet," Master replied. "You already do. And you will continue to make me happy. Always."

      "Yes, Master," Tara repeated, her voice soft and distant. A smile crossed her lips. Her body was still recovering from her orgasm, but she felt a sense of contentment that she would have never believed possible before that day. She was happy. She was fulfilled. Her place in the world was assured. And it all began when she picked up Master's ring and placed it on her finger.

      As Tara drifted off to sleep, she felt the last of her independent thoughts slip from her grasp, like grains of sand falling through her fingers. She would no longer need to think for herself. She no longer needed to question what would make her happy, or what was the right thing to do. She would serve Master. And that would be enough. That would always be enough. This has been the best day of her bimbo life, but best of all, each and every day after this would be just as wonderful, filled with the happiness that could only come from serving him, her one and only master. And she loved him. Truly, deeply, and completely. His will was her will. His pleasure was her pleasure. She was his, and he would always be her master.





OceanofPDF.com


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TOKYO TWIST

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          A BIMBO TRANSFORMATION STORY

        

      

    

    
    

  

OceanofPDF.com


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      "Come on, Marie," Ken said, tugging at his girlfriend's hand. "We need to get moving. We're going to miss our flight back to America."

      "I know, I know," Marie replied with a sigh. "But can you blame me for being a bit distracted? I mean, we're going home after a week in Japan. This was such a great vacation, but now, it's over. And I'm not ready for it to be over yet."

      "Look at it this way, we'll be landing before you know it. And then we can just relax at home. Remember what that's like?"

      "Very funny." Marie's tone was sarcastic. She did not find her boyfriend's joke particularly funny at the moment. She was a jet-setter, a real go-getter in her professional life, but that did not mean she did not want to spend a few more days exploring Tokyo and beyond. She always felt like a new adventure awaited her. If only they had a few extra days. But they were flying back to the States in a couple hours, so a few extra days in Japan were nothing more than wishful thinking. "Let's go."

      As the pair reached their gate at the airport, Ken reached into his pocket to make sure he had his keys ready for when they returned home. He was the sort of man to plan ahead, even if they still had a roughly eleven-hour flight to get through. His face lit up, however, when his fingers wrapped around a small box.

      "I forgot," Ken said, almost giddy as the pair sat down in the gate area, their luggage lined up against the wall nearby. "I have a surprise for you."

      "Really?" Marie said, a smile crossing her face as she turned toward her boyfriend. Their relationship was a solid one. They had been dating for years and had discussed their mutual plans for marriage. Marie had wanted to be secure in her career before she considered such a strong attachment, even to a great guy like Ken. She wanted a career first. But now, even as her career had blossomed and continued to thrive, she had begun to feel the pangs of wanting a husband, too. She wanted both. And Ken seemed like her perfect match.

      Ken pulled his hand out of his pocket, his fingers still wrapped around the box. "I picked this up from a street vendor and thought of you." He opened his hand to reveal the small ring box.

      "Oh, this is fun," Marie said. "You've never bought me jewelry before."

      She picked up the box from Ken's outstretched hand. As she opened the box to reveal the small gold ring with a pink gemstone set into the band, Ken began explaining.

      "Even with my Japanese skills, I had a hard time understanding the man who sold it to me. His dialect was unfamiliar to me, but I'm pretty sure he mentioned a curse. Of course, he waited until after I had paid him, almost like it was an afterthought. I'm sure he was just trying to fleece me, but I didn't want to miss the opportunity to get you something nice. And it's not even all that expensive. I hope you like it. It looked pretty, and the ring caught my eye, but more than that, it's unique. And you're unique, too. I figured, why not?"

      Marie listened to Ken's story as she took in the sight of the ring. The metal band was gold and unremarkable, aside from a certain warmth to it. The gemstone, on the other hand, was beautiful. Marie had never seen its like, not in any jewelry store or on any person. It was pink and almost seemed to glow with an internal light, bathing her hand in a rosy hue. It was the color of a sunset, or a beautiful flower in bloom.

      "I love it," Marie said happily, looking at the ring and then back at Ken. "Put it on me."

      Ken obliged. The ring slid easily onto Marie's finger. It fit her finger perfectly. She held out her hand and wiggled her fingers so that the gemstone caught the light better. The glow of the pink stone contrasted with the warm gold of the band, making the ring look even more beautiful on her hand. She was in love with this ring, and she would wear it forever. It would be her favorite piece of jewelry for all her days.

      "I love it," Marie repeated. "You're so sweet to get this for me."

      "It's my pleasure," Ken replied, pleased that he had gotten his girlfriend a gift that she seemed to love.

      But as the ring sat on Marie's finger, she felt an unease growing inside her. Something about the ring made her feel like something was wrong. There was nothing wrong with the ring, but there was something wrong with Ken. He was not the man she thought he was. She could already feel herself growing distant toward him, even as she put on a smile, a smile that was growing fake by the second.

      An announcement came over the loudspeaker at the gate. It was in Japanese, a language Marie had yet to have success in picking up.

      "Babe, it's time to board," Ken said. His Japanese skills were much better than hers, even if he was not even close to fluent.

      The couple rose and began to make their way to the line forming in front of the gate. But Marie felt strange. She knew something was happening to her, but she could not yet figure out what it was. All she knew was that there was something pulling her toward home. She needed to get on that plane, because she had to go back home, to the west coast. Once they landed, everything would make sense again.
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      Marie was quiet as she and Ken boarded the plane. She was known to be nervous about flying. Ken expected her to be quiet. He had learned to give her space until they were in the air and she could relax a bit. They had flown to Japan the same way, and that had been a long flight too.

      However, once the pair were seated, Marie's usual nervous energy was absent. Instead, she pulled out her phone and used the front-facing camera as a mirror, running her fingers through her hair and making faces into her phone. She was not usually so vain and Ken gave her a weird look, not knowing what had gotten into his girlfriend.

      Ken was about to ask Marie what was going on when she turned toward him. "Kawaii!" she squeaked as she held up her hand and flashed him a peace sign. A second later, he heard the snap of her camera, capturing the image for posterity. He did not know why she was doing this. It all seemed very odd, and not like her.

      Was she mocking aspects of Japanese culture? Ken had never known Marie to behave that way. There was no way she could be serious.

      "What are you doing?" Ken finally asked, after several minutes of Marie snapping selfies in a manner that was not consistent with her personality.

      "Nothing," Marie said dismissively, waving off his question with her hand. Even her voice sounded a little different, more sing-song and less serious. It was like Marie was reverting to being a teenager again. Ken did not like that thought.

      "Is this a joke?" Ken asked, feeling annoyed, and a little embarrassed at the looks they were getting from other passengers. "This isn't you."

      "I don't know what you mean," Marie replied, sticking out her tongue at him. She snapped another selfie. "You're so dasai."

      Ken did a double take, hearing his girlfriend use a Japanese word. It was one thing for her to use kawaii, but she was using words that even he did not understand. But he could get the picture. He just could not get past the strange behavior from her. The selfies, the vanity, the language and attitude, and even her voice.

      "You finally pick up a little Japanese and we're literally on the flight home," Ken teased, ignoring her change in attitude and instead poking fun at her choice of timing. Marie's lack of Japanese had been a source of some amusement between them on the trip. He could speak it, even if his skills were limited. She could not speak it at all. And now, on the plane home, Marie was suddenly speaking Japanese and Ken was at a loss for what was going on with his girlfriend.

      Marie rolled her eyes at Ken, but continued taking selfies of her cute faces. "I'm so sugoi!" she squealed, snapping yet another picture of herself making a funny and cutesy face.

      "Please stop it," Ken said, exasperated. His patience was wearing thin. Marie was not one for being so vain and self-centered. She had always been so humble and self-effusing. This was not the same woman he had dated for the past two years. Something had happened, and it was really bothering him, more than he realized. This was not the woman he knew, and Ken did not like who she was becoming. "Just stop with the Japanese crap and the selfies and be normal. Please?"

      "Whatever," Marie pouted, crossing her arms. She turned her attention back toward her phone, flipping through the pictures of herself that she had taken over the previous few minutes. The pair were silent as the rest of the passengers boarded. As they pulled away from the gate, the couple was still not speaking, not even holding hands.

      Ken remained confused, but as they taxied for takeoff, she at least put the phone away. And given their red-eye flight, Ken planned to sleep most of the way across the Pacific Ocean. He planned to close his eyes the moment everything settled down on the flight. Maybe when he woke up, Marie would be back to her normal self and he would forget about this whole weird incident.

      Marie's annoyance with Ken persisted as the plane leveled off at cruising altitude. The fasten seat belt sign had been switched off and people had begun to move around. But she felt a sense of relief as Ken closed his eyes and leaned his seat back. She did not know what was happening, but she no longer had the same interest in him as before. There was a sense of ick that she now got from him, replacing the love she previously felt. Something was wrong, but Marie had no interest in trying to understand what had changed. All Marie knew was that she had no interest in sleeping.
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      As Ken dozed, Marie went back to her phone. It had never held such fascination, although she had at least stopped taking constant selfies. Instead, she mostly watched cutesy videos, many of them in Japanese, with her listening to the language without any trouble, despite her lack of knowledge and understanding of the language before.

      But as the minutes turned into hours, the ring on Marie's finger began to work its magic on her more thoroughly. She sat there, not noticing the darkening of her previously pale skin. Her hair was already black, but she slowly gained an Asian appearance. And more specifically, a Japanese appearance. Ken slept through it, completely unaware that his girlfriend was being transformed. Even Marie herself did not fully notice what was happening to her.

      Marie's hair grew longer as her skin tone continued to darken. And with the lights low in the cabin and many passengers closing their eyes, no one noticed the physical changes taking place inside the woman's body.

      However, Marie's body went through more than a simple hair and skin change. Her breasts began to balloon, growing inch by inch, pushing out against her comfortable top. She had never been particularly busty, always having a small frame. Now, that was all changing. Her bra seemed to just disappear, fading away from existence as her bust continued to grow.

      Marie had to shift her sitting position, but she remained otherwise oblivious to the changes taking place to her body. Her eyes remained fixed on her phone screen, her earbuds in her ears, blocking out the sound of the jet plane around her.

      But that was a sitting position that could only last for so long. Marie's chest was not the only body part affected by the magic of the ring. Her ass started to grow to match her tits, bubbling up beneath her and making her squirm in her seat. She had always been petite, but now her ass was growing into a round and bubbly booty, the sort of ass that could stop traffic. Luckily, Marie's leggings were more than capable of stretching around her new bubble butt.

      Ken snored beside her, his sleep uninterrupted. His head was tilted back, his eyes were closed, and he looked entirely relaxed. Ken was no longer of any concern to Marie, even though she had loved him before. Those feelings were gone, replaced with a new and different life purpose. Ken no longer mattered. Instead, Marie felt a pull toward something else. Someone else. She just did not yet have the words to describe it. Not yet.

      Marie licked her lips as she scrolled to the next video on her phone. As she did, her lips swelled, becoming bigger, thicker, plumper. Her tongue ran across those newly-swollen lips, her mind not noticing the change. But Marie did notice that her lips felt a lot better than they did before, and that her whole body seemed to feel better. It was almost like she was becoming the person she was always meant to be.

      As Marie's chest continued to grow, her top began to ride up. Inch after inch of tummy was revealed. And as it stretched around her bust, her top shifted, becoming a white blouse with blue striped sleeves and a matching blue collar. At first, someone would have assumed it was a parody of a sailor suit, but the red tie that formed around her neck instead gave Japanese schoolgirl vibes, although there was no doubting Marie's age, given the way her tits unnaturally stretched the top. She was no schoolgirl, but she certainly played up the look.

      And to match the top, Marie's black leggings shimmered and shifted, becoming a pleated blue miniskirt that barely covered her swollen ass, and nearly revealed her thong, which had once been a pair of full coverage underwear.

      Marie did not notice the change, but the ring had made sure that she was properly dressed as the ideal Japanese bimbo slut.

      "Excuse me, miss," the flight attendant said as she leaned over to tap Marie on the shoulder. "Would you like something to drink?"

      "Oh," Marie gasped. "Me sorry. Yes, me want drink." What remained of her English skills were breaking down. The ring's magic was changing more than her appearance. Her intellect was being altered too, and this had the effect of making her ability to speak in English become more difficult. Instead, her Japanese language ability was growing stronger, although she lacked full fluency. In fact, she was getting stuck in a zone where she could neither speak English nor Japanese with any real proficiency. She was left with the ability to speak like a stereotypical bimbo with a foreign accent and no understanding of the grammar necessary to fully communicate her thoughts, thoughts that were slowly simplifying.

      "Yes, what can I get you?" the flight attendant asked, her smile forced.

      Marie looked back down at her phone. She tapped on a few things on the screen, trying to figure out what drink she would need. But it took her a moment, and it was clear that she was not entirely sure how to make her request.

      "Me like... me want..." Marie paused as she thought about the words. "Sparkle mizu."

      The flight attendant looked at Marie for a moment, trying to understand her. The mix of the two languages was incomplete, but she eventually figured out that the woman wanted some sparkling water. It took a moment, but the flight attendant managed to find the woman her water and handed her the cup.

      "Domo arigato gozaimasu," Marie said with a bow of her head, her loose hair falling in front of her face. She was thankful for the water and did her best to express that thanks. As the flight attendant moved on, Marie turned her attention back to the videos playing on her phone. She had a long flight ahead of her, and she had a lot of videos to get through.

      However, the final change came as she sipped on her sparkling water. It was fully mental, but it defined her newly transformed life. And it all came down to her name. Marie was no more. In her place, there was only Mariko. And Mariko was every bit of the Japanese bimbo that she now appeared to be.
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      Ken slept through the entire flight. He had always been able to easily sleep on planes. And with the go, go, go of his and Marie's vacation in Japan finally coming to an end, he could sleep.

      It was only when the plane jolted as it hit the runway upon landing that Ken woke up. He felt a moment of confusion. Where was he? Slowly, it came back to him. The plane was just how he remembered it. The seats were the same. It all came back to him.

      That was until Ken turned to look at Marie. Only, it was not Marie sitting next to him. In her place was a Japanese woman. She had a phone out in front of her face, playing with the device and not noticing Ken's attention on her.

      Ken was confused. What was going on? Had Marie gotten up and changed seats with this woman while he was asleep?

      "Excuse me," Ken said to the woman sitting next to him. "Did you trade seats with another woman? She was my girlfriend. I'd like to know where she is."

      "Me no know who you talk," the woman said, a puzzled look on her face. Her English was poor. It was worse than poor. Ken could barely understand her.

      "She was sitting here, but she's gone now. She's my girlfriend," he repeated, this time more slowly, as if changing the speed at which he spoke would somehow help her to understand. He was growing frustrated.

      The Japanese woman shrugged, not knowing what to tell him. "Me here to meet Master," Mariko countered. There was a loving look in her eyes as soon as she spoke of him. "He is yabai!"

      "No, but you weren't sitting in this seat originally," Ken continued. "You switched with another woman. I need to know where she went. Please, I need your help!"

      The woman shook her head and turned her attention back to her phone. It would have been easy to accuse her of being rude, but Ken was beginning to suspect that this was a language barrier issue. This poor woman did not know any more English than she needed to, which was not a lot. And Ken's Japanese was nowhere near fluent enough to fully explain the situation. Then again, neither was Mariko's, but he did not know that.

      "Please," Ken pleaded. "My girlfriend's missing and I need your help."

      "Excuse me," one of the flight attendants said. She was an American woman. "Can I help you? Is there a problem?"

      "Have the rows switched around while I was asleep?" Ken asked, his eyes a little crazy and his hands moving all over the place. "This woman here was not here when I went to sleep."

      "Stop bother me," Mariko said, growing frustrated. "You no Master. You kimoi. Leave Mariko alone."

      "Sir, I'm going to have to ask you to calm down," the flight attendant said, picking up on Ken's anxious state, and sensing trouble brewing. "The seats were not moved during the flight. I can't help you."

      "Fuck," Ken muttered, his displeasure at the situation growing.

      "Sir, I need to ask you to refrain from using such language. There are people onboard who will find that offensive. Plus, we're about to begin deplaning."

      Ken sighed. This was getting him nowhere. He looked at the Japanese woman sitting next to him, her attention back on her phone as she watched some video and giggled at it. She seemed oblivious to the whole world around her. Ken wondered how she had managed to survive to this point in her life.

      The other passengers slowly began to rise from their seats, gathering their belongings and lining up to get off the plane. As soon as the fasten seat belt sign was turned off, the woman wearing a too short miniskirt rose from her seat, her big tits bouncing in her low-cut crop top. Ken could not help but notice that. She was a hot woman. But as hot as she was, he just wanted his Marie. He looked ahead and behind him, trying to find her, but had no success. He had no idea that the Japanese bimbo dressed up like a slutty schoolgirl had been his girlfriend before she put on the ring. He failed to notice the ring still on her finger. But Mariko was no longer Marie. She was no longer his girlfriend. Mariko was only a slut for her Master.

      "Master," she whispered to herself. "Me need Master."

      Ken looked over at her, trying to figure out what the strange bimbo was saying. But it did not matter to Mariko whether Ken understood her or not. She only cared about her master. That was her reason for being. That was her sole purpose. All else was secondary to serving her master, and she could feel the pull toward him, a pull that led her away from the plane. As soon as the line in front of her moved, she bounced along, her heels clicking, even against the carpeted floor of the cabin.

      Ken continued to look around for his girlfriend as they exited the plane, but Marie was nowhere to be found. It was a mystery that he would never be able to solve.

      Meanwhile, Mariko slowly made her way toward the airport exit, leaving behind everything that had once belonged to Marie. In her new life, Master would provide for her. She gave herself to him in exchange for his leadership and guidance, which was something that Mariko would always need. But first, she needed to get to Master. She could feel him in her bones. She knew where he was. Her body knew where it needed to go.
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      The car drove through the front gate leading toward the manor house located on the sprawling seaside estate. It was an exclusive property, and one that was rarely visited, at least by outsiders. This was an island of calm in a world that usually moved too fast.

      Mariko sat in the backseat of the hired car, watching the scenery as they drove toward the big house. The driver could not help but look back at the hot woman who had hired his services for the drive. Between her big tits, her plump lips, and the slutty schoolgirl outfit, it was hard not to notice her.

      However, the driver was too intimidated by her appearance to utter more than a few words to her. And the few times along the drive that he had tried to converse with her, it quickly became clear that she spoke very little English. He was no linguist, so his chances of carrying on an intelligent conversation with her were limited. Instead, the pair sat in silence as they drove to their destination.

      That was better for Mariko. Conversations with strangers were so taxing on her diminished brain capacity. They made her think too hard. And thinking was never one of her favorite things to do.

      No, Mariko knew she was destined for other activities. Her master did not want her for her mind. He wanted her for her body. And what a body it was. Even when she was not trying to show it off, she seemed to do it anyway just from how her body naturally moved. Even sitting in the car, she thrust her chest out, highlighting the massive globes that stuck off her chest, stretching her top almost obscenely. The driver certainly appreciated the view.

      After passing through the front gate, the car made a long and winding trip through the trees and up to the house itself. As soon as the car pulled to a stop, the driver turned toward his passenger and told her that they had arrived.

      "Domo arigato gozaimasu," Mariko replied. She slid forward, pushing her tits against the back of the front seat. "You are very yabai."

      "Uh, thank you," the driver replied, his face turning red at her comment and the sight of her cleavage up close and personal.

      Mariko was quick to get out of the car, still clutching her phone in her now long-nailed fingers. She kept her head down as she walked up the stairs to the manor house, only hearing the car that had just dropped her off drive away.

      "Welcome to your new home," came a deep, masculine voice from the house. "It's so good to finally meet you."

      Mariko looked up and her face lit up with joy. This was Master. She knew it in her bones. And even though she was not entirely sure about what words were coming out of his mouth, she understood his meaning. It felt so good to finally be home. It felt so good to be near her master. They were finally united, as they were always meant to be. And with the ring on her finger, Mariko would never have to leave his side again, unless Master commanded it.

      "Master!" she cried as she rushed forward, throwing herself into his arms. He was tall and strong, and he wrapped his arms around the sexy Japanese bimbo. He had been waiting for her arrival, but now that Mariko was here, his harem was nearly complete. So many of the rings he had spread around the world had finally come home, and now Mariko had been added into the mix.

      Standing behind Master were a bevy of busty bimbos, all of them giggling and shaking their tits in skimpy outfits. These women were Master's other girls. They had been collected from all over, from different countries and backgrounds, all united by their love of Master. And the magic of their rings had made sure that they were perfect bimbo playthings for him.

      "Girls, take Mariko inside and get her ready for me," Master instructed. "I need you to help her."

      "Yes, Master," the women chorused together, each of their voices harmonizing together in a high-pitched tone. They were like a group of sexy birds chirping away, but these birds would never leave, not with their rings glowing on their fingers.

      Mariko felt nothing but pride as her fellow bimbo babes brought her into her new home. The mansion was opulent, a place fit for someone of Master's standing, but she was unable to focus on anything. Her mind was too scattered for any sort of deep thoughts. Instead, Mariko's eyes would flit between the tits and asses of the other women in the manor, admiring their bodies. And now that she was the home of her master, her phone was forgotten, no longer needed to occupy her diminished mind. Master was more than capable of filling her head from now on. She did not need any other distractions.

      "This way," one of the bimbos said as they led Mariko upstairs and into a bedroom with an oversized bed in the middle of the room.

      "Me love here," Mariko squealed.

      The other women giggled at the funny way that the new harem girl spoke. She was not the only member of their group who had difficulty with English, but they each had their own way of communicating, which often amounted to a mix of body language and simple phrases.

      "Master needs you naked," another of the women said. She was a blonde wearing leather pasties and a tiny g-string. Her tits bounced as her body moved, much to Mariko's appreciation. "Let's get you ready for Master."

      "Me want please Master," Mariko agreed as she let the women strip her. Her clothes were pulled and tugged until she was left completely nude, her big tits finally freed from her top. The cool air hardened her nipples and made the Asian woman shiver, although it was clear to all that she was not cold. In fact, her pussy drooled at the thought of soon being with Master. There would be nothing in the world to compare with the pleasure she would experience with him.

      The women were quick to bring Mariko to her place, standing beside the bed, her body at attention. The serene smile never left her face. She was happy in a way she never had been before. She was happier than she ever had been as Marie. That alone was enough to keep Mariko in the right headspace as she waited for her new master to appear before her.

      As Master stepped into the bedroom, the other women scurried out, leaving the pair alone for the first time. Mariko smiled as she saw him, his muscular torso bare. He was already naked. His cock was long, hard, and thick, and it nearly made her swoon. It was like nothing Mariko had seen before. It was the cock of a God, and she was the woman who would soon get to feel that Godly cock in her pussy. Her pleasure centers tingled in anticipation. She was dripping wet and more than ready to take Master's cock inside of her. There was nothing in the world that would keep Mariko from feeling her Master deep inside her.

      "Welcome home," Master said simply as he walked past her and laid down in the middle of the massive bed. His cock remained rock hard, standing up straight. It was like an obelisk, standing tall and proud. Mariko could not stop staring at it.

      Master motioned with his hands for Mariko to straddle him. As a bimbo, she was quick to follow directions when they were clear enough, especially when it meant getting a cock inside her. Her body knew what to do. Mariko had no doubt that she could handle this task. After all, she had a new body that was more than ready to be fucked and filled by her Master, even if she did not understand that fact.

      Mariko climbed onto the bed and crawled toward her Master, her ass high in the air as her tits swayed beneath her. She slowly moved her knees around the man lying on his back, his big and hard cock so very close to her pussy. She could almost taste the pleasure that awaited her. But Mariko's attention was solely on Master. His cock was the center of her universe, and it would soon be filling her pussy up.

      "Ride me, Mariko," Master commanded. "Take me inside you."

      "Yes, Master," the bimbo agreed. She reached down between her legs and wrapped her fingers around her Master's big dick, sliding him against her slick pussy lips. The moment his hardness made contact with her wetness, a jolt of electricity coursed through her body, making her shiver. It was pleasure unlike anything she had felt before, but it would soon be dwarfed by the feeling that followed as Mariko lowered herself, taking Master's cock deep into her waiting pussy, until his cock filled her to the hilt.

      "Yabai, Master," Mariko moaned, her body already going into overdrive. Her pussy muscles stretched around his girth, molding to fit him. But it was not enough to just take him inside of her. The real action was still to come.

      "Ride me," Master repeated as he laid there, his arms behind his head. He had no intention of helping the new bimbo as she adjusted to his cock. But her body was built for this. His will had entered her, shaping her very being, both physical and mental. And as her hips began to rock, her body began to move, she was doing exactly as her master wanted. It was like magic.

      "Me ride yabai, Master," Mariko cried as she began to bounce up and down on her Master's hard and long cock. Her tits bounced up and down with each movement, drawing his attention. As her pace increased, so too did her arousal.

      Once Mariko found her rhythm, Master reached up, taking her big tits into his hands. He had no hope of containing them with how big they were, but that did not stop him from squeezing and fondling her, his fingers digging into the soft and supple flesh. But that only heightened the pleasure that coursed through her body. She was in heaven. This was true pleasure.

      Mariko rode her master with vigor. Her pussy ached for more, even as her pleasure centers lit on fire. Her head was practically empty as she gave herself over completely to the feelings in her body and the demands of her Master.

      She was becoming a true bimbo slut, serving her master, living her life for his pleasure, while gaining her own from him. She was a bimbo in every sense of the word.

      "Fuck, you've got a tight pussy," Master groaned, enjoying the way Mariko rode him. His latest harem bimbo was proving herself already. Her skill was in her ability to fuck, to give herself over to him, mind, body, and soul, and to devote her life to him. The ring had made it clear from the moment she had put it on, but she could not ignore her new life any longer. Mariko was his, and would always be his.

      Best of all, that was exactly how Mariko wanted it. She no longer had needs for thoughts or worries. Her whole existence had been narrowed down to the simplest of terms. Pleasure was everything. And her master could give her so much pleasure. He could give her the world. And the world, to Mariko, was at Master's feet. It was an incredible feeling to have, one that she had no interest in giving up. She was addicted to Master and to his cock.

      "Me love this," Mariko cried as her body bucked atop her Master, her pussy aching around his cock. She was so close to cumming. The only thing holding her back was Master himself. She could not cum without him. She needed to milk his cock of his essence in exchange for orgasmic relief.

      "Master, please cum in Mariko," Mariko moaned. "Me love you and you need cum in Mariko."

      "Keep going, Mariko," Master groaned. "Make me cum. Make your master cum."

      Mariko kept going. She held on for dear life as she rode him hard, bouncing up and down on Master's cock. She only had his hands on her tits and the stiff cock in her pussy to support her, to keep her from bouncing right off of him. But she had no intention of stopping, not until Master had filled her with his cum. She would get her reward, her treat, her release, when he had his.

      And that was all a matter of time, as Mariko's body continued to move, taking him deep, her pussy milking him as it molded to the shape of him. It was the perfect fit, and one that kept Master happy. That was the most important part, that Mariko was making Master happy, and that his pleasure was the result of her own.

      "Yes, Master," Mariko moaned as her body continued to move, riding her man, her master. "Me need cum. Me need your cum. Please give it to Mariko. Please, Master!"

      As Mariko reached her breaking point, her need growing overwhelming, Master finally did as she wished of him. He grunted, thrusting up into Mariko's tight pussy, before exploding deep inside of her. Her body seized and she cried out in a mix of Japanese and English, her mind unable to even process her own language as her body was wracked by a wave of pure bliss.

      "Domo arigato gozaimasu, Master. Me love you so much," Mariko moaned as her body descended down from its high. Her eyes had rolled up in her head for a moment, but eventually, she came back down to earth, her body weak after the intense orgasm.

      Mariko fell forward, landing on Master's broad chest, their bodies still connected at their loins. Mariko's big tits were squashed against him and her breathing slowly returned to normal. She was spent, completely exhausted, and she was exactly where she belonged, in her Master's arms.

      "Rest now," Master instructed. "The others will help you with your new life here. Welcome to the family."

      "Domo," Mariko managed to utter as her eyes closed. Sleep quickly overcame her.

      Mariko was happy. She was content. Her mind was blissfully blank, only filled with the thoughts that Master gave her. She was so happy to belong to him, and even happier to serve him alongside the rest of his harem girls. There was nothing that made her happier, or gave her life more pleasure, than being a bimbo harem girl for Master. He was her whole world, and nothing would ever change that. And with a smile on her face, Mariko fell asleep on top of her master. It was a moment of peace and joy, exactly how it should always be. How it would always be. A master and his dutiful bimbo.
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