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		Nick Horn walked along the residential street, looking at which house he thought might have someone home. He had fallen far in his years as an adult. Inheriting a fortune at twenty years old proved to be a bad thing. He lived a life of luxury, but burned through everything he had in four short years. They had been amazing years, but they were followed by a year of poverty.

		Nick had nothing to his name. He had no skills either. His job was going door-to-door, selling magazine subscriptions. A year earlier, he had celebrated his birthday on a yacht. That yacht had been repossessed the next day.

		But Nick had one thing going for him. It was his twenty-fifth birthday. And that meant he was about to receive his family gift. The heir in his family, going back millennia, gained a special power on the day they turned twenty-five. It was a power that went all the way back to King Midas.

		The King Midas. The man with the golden touch.

		Nick's family tree was complex and when one branch seemed to die out, the powers were transferred to another branch. But there was some tiny fraction of King Midas' blood that ran through Nick's body. And that was all that was needed.

		There had been other rules. The power could only be used by one living member of a generation. And the power was always different, always something specific to the person. King Midas had been gifted with the ability to turn anything he touched into gold. But that proved to be a bad power to have, because it left him dependent on others for sustenance. He did not die of hunger or thirst as the myths said, but he died without being able to touch anyone or anything with his hands again. He wore a golden pair of gloves for the rest of his life.

		The powers were sometimes small and sometimes large, but everyone in Nick's family knew to keep their powers hidden as much as possible. His father had been gifted with foresight. He could look into the future, one day at a time. It was not a lot, but it allowed him to build up an impressive fortune, taking advantage of stock market fluctuations.

		But that fortune had left Nick unable to budget or consider life without money. He spent money as if it could never run out, while investing it in assets with incredible risk. Four years was all it took to lose everything.

		Now it was going to be different. Nick had considered quitting his little job and letting his new power guide him, but he had learned one thing in the last year. It was best not to burn a bridge unless he had a plan. And not knowing his power yet, he could not make a plan. But if his power was the ability to talk to birds? It was an interesting power, but not one he could imagine would return him to a life of luxury.

		Nick could feel his new power brimming under the surface, just waiting to be let loose. The fact it had not yet made itself known to him concerned him, but that was all the more reason to continue as if it was not there.

		"That one," Nick said when he spotted the next house he wanted to target. Some magazine subscription salesmen tried to hit every house. Nick might not have had many employable skills, but he was smart enough to recognize patterns and he had figured out which houses were more likely to result in sales. It sounded bad to target the elderly, but there was no doubt they were the people who bought magazine subscriptions.

		This house had a mixture of old fashioned architecture and cutesy landscaping that told Nick an older woman lived there. His best guess was someone older than seventy. And if she was a little lonely, all the better. She would buy subscriptions just to have someone to talk to.

		Nick strolled up the front walk, feeling even more confident than usual. He rang the doorbell and waited.

		Knowing an older person lived here, he waited longer than normal. He knew it took time for them to reach the door. These types of visits took longer, but they were lucrative. And Nick liked making money.

		An old woman opened the door. She was short, with short curly hair that had turned silver with age. However, Nick's mind automatically went to her potential. He was certain she had been a looker in her younger days. He had never had such impressions of women before, but it was something new.

		"Hello, my name is Nick Horn," he said, launching into his sales pitch. "I'm going door-to-door today in your neighborhood to make sure you have access to the information you need with quality periodical subscriptions."

		He saw the confusion in the old lady's eyes. Her expression reminded him of a deer caught in headlights. She looked around nervously, almost expecting to see someone else behind him.

		Her face suddenly became very serious. "I don't think I need any magazines."

		She reached for the doorknob and Nick stopped her. He held out his hand, but he did not touch her or the door, but it was enough to make her pause.

		"Please, allow me to finish talking," Nick said. "You are right. You probably won't find what you're looking for from a salesman like myself. But if you'd just invite me in, I'm sure I can find something that you need. It's my birthday today and I'm desperate."

		"I don't know..."

		"Let's just start with your name," Nick said. He was not sure why he was trying so hard. He did not even want to sell magazine subscriptions. This was not how he wanted to spend his youth. He wanted to party it up with hot women, living a life of luxury while he fucked every hottie he could imagine.

		"I'm Gemma Donati," she said, almost surprised with how easy it was for her to give out her name to a stranger. "Mrs. Donati," she added, realizing she should probably remain more professional with this door-to-door salesman.

		"That's Italian, isn't it?" Nick said, although it was a rhetorical question. He was not expecting an answer. "I don't suppose there is a Mr. Donati around."

		Mrs. Donati rolled her eyes. People like Nick always seemed to ask after her late husband, not realizing she was a widow. "He passed a long time ago." She was surprised with how easily those words came out of her mouth.

		Nick smiled, his eyes looking at his mark with a predatory gaze. He was not sure what came next, but he had a feeling he was going to get something out of this visit with Gemma Donati.

		"So about inviting me in?" Nick asked.

		"Oh, yeah, where are my manners? Come in."

		Mrs. Donati stepped out of the doorway, making room for Nick to enter her home. She had no idea why she was doing this. But somehow she felt safe with Nick. She knew nothing bad would happen to her when she was in his presence.

		Nick stepped inside and immediately wrinkled his nose at the old person smell in the house. He had smelled it before on this job, but it was never something he got used to or enjoyed. It was a mix of old style perfumes and cleaners, along something else he had never been able to identify.

		Mrs. Donati had a small house that could best be described as cute. Everything seemed to be covered in lace, from the lace doilies on the tables to the lace blanket draped across the back of the couch in the living room.

		"Have a seat," Mrs. Donati said. "Would you like some coffee? Maybe some tea? And I might have some cookies in the cupboard somewhere."

		"Coffee would be wonderful," Nick said. "Thank you. And I definitely won't turn down cookies on my birthday."

		"Happy birthday," she said.

		"Thank you." Nick knew to be polite.

		Mrs. Donati padded into the adjacent kitchen. Nick could hear her banging around in there.

		"How old are you?" Mrs. Donati called out as she made coffee.

		"I turned twenty-five today," Nick called back. "Are you sure I can't help you with anything, Mrs. Donati?"

		"No, no, I've got everything under control. Just because I'm sixty years older than you doesn't mean I can't handle making coffee. I'm a little slower than I used to be, but that's life."

		"Do you wish you could be younger sometimes?" Nick asked. He had no idea why he asked that question. It should not have mattered. And yet, the new power brimming inside of him seemed intent on him asking it.

		"Don't they say that youth is wasted on the young?" Mrs. Donati countered. "So yes, I'd love to be young again. But I know that's not possible."

		Nick, however, found himself imagining Mrs. Donati as a younger version of herself, her hair no longer gray and silver, her face no longer covered in wrinkles, and the hunch in her shoulders no longer there. She was young and strong and pretty.

		When Mrs. Donati returned to the living room, a tray with coffee cups and a plate of cookies, it was not the tray that Nick was looking at. It was like his imagination had come true. Instead of a woman in her eighties, Mrs. Donati looked like a woman in her twenties. Instead of being old enough to be his grandmother, she appeared as his contemporary.

		It was like magic. Or maybe it was the power of suggestion, but either way, Nick knew exactly what to do next. And that was because while Mrs. Donati looked young, she was still dressed in her old person clothes. The sweatshirt and sweatpants with canvas shoes were fine, but they were not stylish.

		"How do you feel?" Nick asked. He wanted to see where his power could take this, but he also wanted to make sure he was not causing Mrs. Donati any harm. A year ago, it might have been different, but Nick had learned a little humility since his fall from luxury.

		"I feel amazing," Mrs. Donati said, her voice sounding younger, but not quite right. If Nick had his way, there were so many little tweaks and changes he wanted to make.

		However, it was only after she set the tray down on the coffee table that Mrs. Donati looked at her hands. Her mouth opened in shock when she saw the smooth and youthful skin on her hands.

		"What just happened?" she asked in surprise.

		"I'm not really sure, but it seems I made you young again," Nick said. "And I was hoping you'd consent to me practicing my new power by making a few other changes."

		"Like what?"

		"I want to see if I can give you something more stylish to wear, Mrs. Donati."

		"Please, call me Gemma," she said. "Do I look like a Mrs. Donati anymore?"

		"I supposed you're right. Gemma is a much better name for you. And just think, you could be my little gem."

		A shudder of pleasure went down Gemma's spine at the mention of becoming Nick's little gem. That was not something she had ever considered before, but the influence of Nick's magic had done more than just make her appear more youthful. It left her wanting more.

		"I like that," Gemma said. "And you should practice whatever you want on me. Make me stylish and everything else. I just want you to use your magic on me."

		Gemma opened her arms wide, accepting whatever Nick could do to her. What had been a normal and general boring day for her had suddenly turned into a life altering day. She stopped pining for her former husband and was ready to embrace a new life, whether she understood all the implications or not.

		Nick looked her up and down, excited about what he might be able to do. But at the top of the list was her outfit. He knew he could change her body, but could he change his surroundings as well?

		"Let's see if we can make that top a little more flattering," Nick said as he imagined her sweatshirt turning into a pink sweater with a low-cut neckline.

		Nick stared at Gemma as he tried to will the change, but nothing happened. He finally dropped his eyes in defeat. But when he looked up again, Gemma's light green sweatshirt had turned into a pink sweater with a low neckline, just like he imagined.

		"Hey, this is pretty nice," Gemma said when she looked down. She was not a particularly busty woman, but the sweater still did a good job of highlighting her breasts. "I don't think I ever wore something like this before."

		Nick was not surprised. The combination of age and changing styles definitely played a role in what clothing Gemma had worn before. But he also was not done.

		This time, when Nick imagined the changes in his mind, he closed his eyes. He guessed that his powers only worked when he was not looking directly at the subject. He had no idea why that was the case, but considering everything he had done already, he was not going to complain about such a minor issue.

		When Nick opened his eyes again, he was greeted by a Gemma who had paired her pink sweater with a pink skirt and a pair of pink high heels. No matter what Gemma's favorite color had been before, he decided it should be pink. He liked seeing her in pink.

		"Mmm," Gemma moaned. "That's nice." She ran her hands down her sides, enjoying her curves and the way her youthful body now felt. Nick had erased over sixty years from her life and now he had given her a fashionable pink outfit that she loved.

		"Oh, but I'm not done yet," Nick said. "I can tell you're Italian, but the dark hair and prominent nose aren't doing it for me. I want to make a couple other changes, too."

		"Yes, do whatever you think is right," Gemma said with newfound excitement. "I love being young and hot again. But with you, I can be better."

		Nick vaguely wondered what kinds of fantasies Gemma had in the past. Had she dreamed of being young and hot? Had she secretly wanted to get turned into a sexy bimbo? Had her fantasies lined up with Nick's?

		He closed his eyes and focused on several changes. He started with Gemma's head and face. He imagined her nose smaller and thinner, turned up slightly at the end, just on the edge of believability as to whether or not her nose was natural. He also gave her blonde hair, having always preferred blondes.

		The blonde hair would remain a mystery whether it was natural or not. Even though Nick had not seen Gemma in the nude, he made sure there was no carpet to worry about matching the drapes. He preferred his women to be hairless from the neck down, with only eyebrows and eyelashes appearing in addition to the hair on top of her head.

		"Yes, much better," Nick said.

		"Can I see?" Gemma asked, bouncing in her high heels with excitement. She could see her now blonde hair framing her face, but she had not actually seen the new her yet. There were no mirrors in her living room.

		"Almost," Nick said. "I want to make a few other changes first."

		"Hurry up," Gemma said with surprising impatience.

		Nick closed his eyes again and imagined several important changes. First, he imagined her speaking with a more high pitched voice. He did not want her to squeak, but he also wanted her right on the edge of doing so.

		Then Nick focused on a few more sexual characteristics. He imagined Gemma's lips to be plump pillows, perfect for sucking cock. Then he imagined her breasts to be huge melons bolted onto her chest. He really wanted to play up the bimbo angle. And then he imagined Gemma's ass had rounded out to almost match her chest.

		"Whoa," Gemma said as she suddenly looked down to see tits she never had before. They had just appeared on her chest. One moment, she felt normal and then the next, she had a great weight pulling her forward.

		However, it only took a moment before the weight of Gemma's new tits felt normal. It was like they had been there for a long time. She reached up and cupped the undersides of her tits, enjoying the way they stretched out her sweater, leaving a long line of cleavage visible.

		And then there was the pleasure. It was not just that her tits felt normal, they felt really good. It felt as if her tits were hooked up to her pussy, a wetness forming in response to even her own touch. And her pussy, in turn, was hooked up to her brain, her mind awash in pleasure. Gemma had never felt so much pleasure from so little effort.

		She spun around to show off her butt and the round globes attached to her backside. This was a side of Gemma she had never seen before. Before, her hips were narrow, her legs thin. Now, her ass was full and ripe for the taking.

		"Wow," Gemma gasped as she looked down over her shoulder at her bubble butt. And it was only then that she noticed the higher pitch of her voice. She sounded so sexy. Gemma slapped her hand over her mouth, only to discover her new lips in the process.

		"Let's keep going," Nick pressed, not wanting to give Gemma time to fully comprehend what had happened to her. "Let's give your home a bit of an upgrade. You're such a hottie and you should be living in a house that matches your looks."

		Gemma beamed at the sudden change in the way she thought about herself and the way Nick talked to her, complimenting her. It had been so long since someone had talked about her looks in such a positive way. It did not matter that he had insulted her house or that he only complimented her appearance after she looked like a bimbo. Not that Gemma had seen herself yet.

		Nick was unconcerned about the meaning of his words. Instead, he had already closed his eyes and tried imagining a different living room. He felt the change before he opened his eyes. The couch shifted beneath him, becoming more modern.

		Opening his eyes, Nick smiled. The whole room looked far more fitting for the new Gemma. The mantle above the fireplace was covered in various sex toys instead of framed photographs. And instead of a painting on the wall above, there was a television with sexy photos of Gemma in skimpy outfits, posing and showing off her sexy body.

		"Wait a second," Gemma said when she looked around. The rotating pictures on the television drew her attention and anger welled up inside her. "What's the meaning of that?"

		Nick looked at Gemma, enjoying the anger on her face as she pointed up at a picture of her in a bikini, posing sexily on a beach. But he knew anger was not befitting the vision of beauty he had created. He closed his eyes and imagined a few mental changes for Gemma.

		Whatever anger she had suddenly evaporated. Gemma stood there, her lips quivering as the rest of the mental changes took effect. It was not just that Nick erased her anger. He removed all of her negative emotions. Poof. They were gone.

		But that was not all. As Gemma stood there, no longer concerned by the pictures of herself she did not remember posing for, she experienced a strange sensation. From a scientific perspective, it was a draining of her IQ. Gemma's intelligence sank like a stone in a pond. One moment she had been relatively smart and the next she would need help reading anything that did not have pictures.

		Gemma giggled. She could not help it. With her anger, sadness, and other negative emotions gone, there was just bubbly happiness left and such feelings required a giggle in response.

		"Like, what happened?" Gemma asked.

		"Do you like those changes?" Nick asked. He did not bother explaining it to her. Even if she was capable of understanding, Nick was still figuring out his own abilities.

		"Um," she said, putting a finger to the side of her plump lips, trying to think. She looked around the room and found herself enjoying the modern aesthetic of her home. "I, like, think so."

		"Great," Nick said. "Now if you'll just give me a minute."

		As much as Nick loved what he saw in the new Gemma, he knew he did not entirely fit the bill. He was dressed for a day walking the streets, business casual at best. But he knew what he needed to be with a woman like Gemma.

		Nick closed his eyes and imagined himself wearing black slacks and a black button-up shirt, with several buttons left undone to reveal his chest. He also imagined a fancy watch and jewelry, a return to his life of luxury before.

		However, when Nick opened his eyes, nothing had changed.

		"Fuck," Nick cursed under his breath. He closed his eyes and tried again, but he knew it was useless. He could control Gemma, but not himself.

		Gemma stood there, giggling to herself. She had turned into a delightful bimbo. She remained clueless as to what was happening, but her bimbo body was sending lots of endorphins into her bimbofied brain, putting a valid smile on her face.

		Nick looked up at Gemma, enjoying her appearance. His cock grew hard and he knew it was time. There was no way he could not have sex with the bimbo beauty before him.

		"How about we go to the bedroom and fuck?" Nick asked.

		"Um," Gemma said as she started twirling a lock of blonde hair with her finger. "I mean, that sounds, like, fun and stuff, but we don't really know each other or anything."

		Nick closed his eyes and imagined Gemma as a horny slut that wanted to do anything for him. But he also made a few other changes while he was at it. He changed Gemma's sweater again, removing several inches of it so that her taut midriff was on display. And he made it so even the least capable lover could easily drive her wild with sexual pleasure. Nick had a lot of experience, but he was also lazy and wanted to keep Gemma coming back for more.

		"What do you think about sex now?" Nick asked.

		Gemma did not answer with words. Instead, with a deep need in her eyes, she grabbed Nick's hand and pulled him up. From there, it only took moments before they were in the bedroom.

		However, the moment they were faced with Gemma's bedroom, she stopped and wrinkled her nose. She did not even try to vocalize her issue, putting it into words. It was difficult for her to do that when she had such a visceral reaction to a situation. She had no idea why her bedroom looked like it belonged to an old person.

		Deep down, if Gemma had thought it through, she would have been able to identify everything that had happened to her. But between the unimaginable lust and her desire to not think, she just gave up before she even tried. If it was not sexy or fun, Gemma ignored it.

		Nick, however, knew what the problem was without even looking at her face. He closed his eyes and imagined Gemma's entire house matching the decor of the living room, at least on the inside. And when he opened them, he was greeted with a modern bedroom with more sex toys and even some bondage devices all around. There was also a mirror fixed to the ceiling above the bed.

		"Is that better?" Nick asked, already knowing the answer.

		"Oh, yes," Gemma gushed. "Now come here, stud. Let's, like, fuck and stuff."

		Gemma grabbed Nick by the collar and pulled him toward the bed. If Nick really wanted to, he could make her less aggressive, but he wanted to see what this Gemma was like before he molded her more into his liking.

		Nick sat down on the edge of the bed and Gemma dropped gracefully to her knees in front of him. Her tits bounced as she moved, giving him a nice view of her cleavage. She licked her lips hungrily and began kissing along his pants, making her intentions more than clear.

		"You want my dick bad, don't you?" Nick teased.

		Gemma nodded eagerly, biting her lip.

		"Well, let’s get started," Nick said.

		Gemma deftly opened Nick's pants, freeing his straining cock. It popped out and nearly hit her in the nose, such was its size. However, she quickly caught it, holding it gently between thumb and forefinger.

		She brought it closer to her mouth and kissed the tip softly. Then she wrapped both hands around it, stroking from base to head slowly, taking care to maximize his pleasure.

		When Gemma finally opened wide, Nick groaned. She looked up at him, waiting for approval.

		"Yeah, yeah," Nick encouraged her. "Take it, you slut."

		There had been a time when Gemma would have bristled at such language. Being called a slut was an insult. But not anymore. Gemma knew she was a slut. She was a dumb bimbo slut, which, as far as she was concerned, was the best kind.

		Gemma wrapped her plump lips around Nick's cock and started her work. This was not her first blowjob, but it was the first one in a long time and it was her first since becoming a bimbo. While some things had remained the same, others were drastically different. The pleasure she received from giving head was unexpected, but very welcome.

		Nick groaned with pleasure as he threw his head back, looking up at himself in the ceiling mirror. "That's so good. You're such a good little cocksucker."

		Gemma beamed in pride as she continued her work, using her hands to massage Nick's balls as she bobbed her head on his cock. At one point, she paused briefly, letting out a loud moan. When she resumed sucking, she used two fingers to rub his perineum, bringing another round of moans from Nick.

		Gemma worked faster, wanting to bring Nick to orgasm soon. She wanted to taste his cum. She wanted to feel his seed slide down her throat. She wanted to swallow every drop of his thick cream.

		Diving deep onto Nick's cock, Gemma opened her throat, taking him all the way into her mouth. She felt her neck bulge around his shaft as it pushed deeper than she had ever imagined anything could go before.

		Nick reached up and grabbed Gemma by the hair, holding her on his cock, not letting her go as he fucked her face, using her as a fleshlight.

		"Fuck, I'm going to cum soon," Nick said.

		Gemma would have responded if she could, encouraging him to use her like the slut she was, but with a mouth full of cock, there was nothing she could do but accept her fate.

		Nick eventually released her. Gemma pulled back, gasping for air, but only for a moment. She dove right back down onto his cock, not wanting him to lose any of the progress they had made.

		"I want to cum on your face," Nick suddenly declared.

		Gemma found herself obeying without even thinking. Even though she wanted to taste his cum, to have him orgasm into her mouth, she was perfectly happy to take a facial from him as well. As his bimbo, she felt it was her duty to do whatever he wanted.

		"Yes," Nick groaned as his cock surged with cum. "Fucking yes."

		The first spurt of cum hit Gemma on the nose and she was surprised at how warm it was. It was never something she had considered before. But before she could even think about that, another spurt hit her, this time hitting her on the cheek.

		Gemma kept stroking Nick's cock, encouraging rope after rope of cum to fall onto her face. Soon enough, she was coated in Nick's cum and she loved it.

		"Fuck, you're a great cocksucker," Nick commented as Gemma looked up at him with glee. "And you should keep my cum on your face while you go back to the living room and fetch the tray with coffee and cookies on it. We never got around to eating and drinking."

		Gemma rose back to her feet, standing in her high heels as if they were slippers. Such shoes had never felt so natural before, but little did she realize that she now only owned high heels. It was the only way her heels could carry her weight. Her tendons and muscles had been permanently altered to remain on her toes, no matter what the situation was.

		Nick had not even meant for that to happen. It was just a result of his experimentation. But it was not an unwelcome result, at least for him. He loved the look of women wearing high heels. They made their legs look longer and they made them stick their asses out more. They could also make a woman stick her chest out more, too. All of those were good things in Nick's view.

		Gemma swayed her hips as she left the bedroom, following Nick's order. Her heels clicked and clacked on the hardwood floors. By the time she returned, Nick had taken off his pants, but he had left his boxer briefs on. His cock was no longer hanging out.

		"Just set the tray on the nightstand," Nick said.

		Gemma did as she was beckoned. She then handed Nick his coffee cup. It had cooled significantly since it had first been made, but there was enough heat to make it palatable. But the cookies, some sort of sandwich cookie with white frosting in the middle, were delicious. They gave Nick something to do while he recovered. Because as much as getting that blowjob had been good, he wanted to fuck Gemma even more.

		"How does it feel to walk around with my cum on your face?" Nick asked. He had always wanted to do stuff like that, to make a girl walk around like that, even if in private, but he had never felt confident enough to do it. Even with all the money he formerly had at his disposal, he had never actually done it. But now, with his newfound powers, he could make any woman wear his cum if he wanted.

		"I love it," Gemma said. "It, like, marks me as yours."

		"I guess it does," Nick agreed. "And in a few minutes, as soon as I'm done eating these cookies, I plan to fuck you long and hard. If you're wearing panties, you better take them off now."

		Gemma bit her lower lip as she wiggled her ass, discovering that she was not wearing panties. All she had to do was spread her legs a little and she could feel fresh air on her wet pussy. She also was not wearing a bra. Her big tits remained buoyant all on their own, not needing the extra support.

		"All right, slut," Nick said when he drained the last of his coffee cup to wash down the final cookie crumbs. "Get on the bed and spread those legs. I'm ready to fuck you like no one has before."

		Gemma laid back on the bed and pulled her skirt up around her hips. She giggled as she sat her bare pussy when she raised her hips. Then she laid back, still with Nick's cum on her face, ready for him to take her.

		Nick pulled off the rest of his clothing, readying himself. His cock was hard again and it bobbed in time with his heartbeat as he climbed onto the bed.

		Gemma lifted her arms above her head, arching her back slightly, showing off her cleavage. Then she parted her thighs, allowing Nick easy access to her dripping pussy.

		Nick wasted no time as he pressed forward, guiding his cock to his bimbo's wet and waiting entrance. Her lower lips parted for the head of his cock, accepting him inside of her with a little gasp of pleasure and then a long, low moan.

		"You like that?" Nick asked as he slowly pushed himself inside of her.

		"Oh god yes!" Gemma replied.

		He slid all the way into her tight pussy and stopped for a second. "Do you know why I'm doing this?"

		"Because I'm your bimbo," Gemma answered immediately. That seemed obvious.

		"Exactly," Nick confirmed. "I'm fucking your brains out because you are my bimbo. You'll practically be my personal property. And we're going to have so much fun together."

		Gemma didn't need to hear anymore. She knew exactly what Nick planned on doing. Little did Nick realize that the Gemma of old had the occasional bimbo fantasy. When she was younger, she had wondered what life would be like if she had just been a raging slut without a brain in her head. Then she had met Mr. Donati and she had settled down, but there was still the massive question of what if.

		"Fuck, you've got a perfect pussy," Nick said as he set up a steady rhythm. "So soft and warm."

		"Mmm hmmm," Gemma moaned in reply. "That feels amazing. Like, so good."

		She wasn't sure where the words came from, but she liked hearing them come out of her mouth. With her mind so impeded by the bimbofication, it was a marvel that she could speak in coherent sentences sometimes. Gemma was quickly learning that it was sometimes better to just open her mouth and let the words flow, hoping they came out in some way that made sense.

		Nick increased his rhythm, pounding away at Gemma, driving her closer to climax each time. The sounds of skin slapping against skin filled the room. And then there were Gemma's moans as her pleasure mounted, pushing her ever closer to her orgasmic heaven.

		"Harder," Gemma begged. "Please give it to me harder."

		"Like this, slut?" Nick said as he increased the force, pistoning in and out of her with reckless abandon.

		"Yes," Gemma called out. "Fuck yes."

		Her hands reached above her and grabbed hold of the bed frame. She squeezed tightly until her knuckles turned white, bracing herself for the rough fucking she received.

		Nick continued to pound away at Gemma, knowing that he was driving her toward a sexual nirvana. This was what he wanted. He wanted a bimbo who was addicted to sex, addicted to sexual pleasure. And that was what Gemma had become.

		Gemma's eyes rolled back into her head as she rode the first waves of orgasm. She let out a long moan as Nick reached his climax, joining her, filling her pussy with a load of cum to match that still on her face.

		Then the full force of her orgasm hit, a cascade of energy flowing through her. Gemma's arms spasmed above her head as her whole body shook. Her vision turned white as her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. And all the while, every nerve fiber in her body became alight with previously unimaginable pleasure. It was Gemma's first bimbo orgasm, but it would not be her last.

		"Fuck," Nick said as he rolled off of Gemma. They both laid there, their chests heaving with exertion. Gemma was still not full there, her mind having mostly shut off under the onslaught of pleasure racing through her brain.

		But when it was done, when they had both recovered, Nick decided it was time to make what they had official. "Gemma, I'm moving in. We're going to spend a lot of time together, enjoying this life. But right now, I want you to go get yourself cleaned up and then start making dinner. All this sex has made me hungry and I need more than a few cookies. I need something substantial, if you know what I mean."

		Gemma sat up, but started giggling. "But, like, I don't know how to cook no more." The way she said it would have been enough to make Nick want to cuddle her, but he had something more important to do. There was no way Nick was going to go back to cooking for himself. He needed Gemma as much as she needed him now.

		"Go get yourself cleaned up, and by the time you get to the kitchen, you'll know what to do."

		Gemma climbed off the bed and pulled her skirt back down over her ass. It was short, barely covering her pussy or her bubble butt, but that was the style of it. Gemma liked being on display. She had such a sexy body, it needed to be put on display.

		As Gemma wiped off Nick's cum from her face in the bathroom, Nick closed his eyes and imagined Gemma as she now was, but as the most amazing cook he could imagine. He had no doubt that the two of them would share some amazing meals together from now on. And once he had burned through whatever savings she had, he would either get her to start selling her body in one way or another or he would find another woman to use his power on, corrupting them into another willing bimbo.

		For Gemma, she was happier than she had ever been before. Yes, she had become a sex addict and she could not count past ten unless it had something to do with a recipe, but she was happy. Her life as an old woman was over and she had been given a new lease on life as a sexy bimbo to a man who had more power than she could ever imagine. There was no telling what they could do together, but Gemma was eager to find out.
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