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NADIA’S NOTE: THIS series—with its usage of a mind-controlling, reality-altering, virtual-reality helmet—obviously bears some similarities to another series of mine, Bimbo Processing Unit. Think of it like a cousin or splinter series—not really in the same universe, but just variations on a theme I wasn’t quite done with. 
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“MASTER,” COOED HIS girlfriend, “are you already ready again?” 

She stroked his cock with relish, mewing appreciatively at his massive thickness and the slick precum that lubricated her nimble, long fingers as they ran over his shaft. 

“I just can’t believe it...” she whimpered, “...you’re always so ready to go. I’m such a lucky girl.”

She said exactly that because that was exactly what he wanted to hear. He said nothing in response, just grunting appreciatively—but she knew what that meant. Her perfect, plush mouth slipped down over his cock. He loved to watch her body as she worked. He loved the gap between her thighs revealing the sheets behind her, and the way her natural curvature was highlighted by her constant parade of sexy outfits. Now it was tight lingerie and heels. Somehow, she continued to mew out compliments, distorted of course by the hefty meat in her throat, but her meaning was plain:

You are my everything. I don’t care if other men would kill to have me. I only want you, forever.

There had been a time—something distant and hazy in the back of his brain—when he hadn’t been constantly hard and perpetually able to fuck whatever pussy he wanted. 

That pocket of memory was harder to reach, now. Like a rumor he’d heard when he was really young. An older image of himself was attached to it—someone weak and gutless and who thought too much. 

Now he was strong, and able, and totally in control of the girl of his dreams.  

This was even better than advertised.

* * * * *
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JUST A FEW DAYS BEFORE, the box had arrived in the late afternoon, left as such larger boxes usually were in the small alcove right inside of Brent’s apartment block, underneath the undersized mail boxes. The cardboard was a little wet from all the rain that day, and so he had worried about the condition of the technology inside—taking pictures diligently before opening in case of any needs for returns. But, after sliding everything open, careful with the blade to not cut too deep, he found the entire helmet and the assortment of boxes and wires it came with had been fastidiously packed inside cut-out foam.

Everything looked fine. Nothing to fear, except for the device itself.

Brent had never used a dating service before. Too embarrassed. Once or twice he had made a profile—using a fake picture, of course (what if someone he knew saw him?)—and saw the matches that they paired him with. 

But it was never satisfying. All the girls seemed unattractive in one way or another, or like “too much,” or just dead boring. 

The evening was coming on now. Slowly and carefully, he hooked up the wires and cleared a twelve-foot space in his small living room. Moving tables, rearranging furniture. Clearing the drinks and dishes that might spill. 

He had cleared his schedule, which normally at this time of the week would consist of some online games or chipping away at a book. Recent hobbies inspired by being alone almost all the time. He enjoyed reading; he enjoyed playing video games. But he didn’t really enjoy either as much as he wanted to get laid. 

Before the pandemic, before lockdowns and all the rest, on a Friday night, he might have tried his hand at some kind of bar. Maybe meet a girl. Sometimes, he was lucky. His stocky frame and tall build attracted certain women, usually the ones who were fed up with the tryhards and the players. Brent looked serious and he was, which sometimes delighted women when he cracked jokes in his dry humor. 

He hadn’t had a real girlfriend since college, and that was over five years ago, and even that had only been since his and her dorm buildings were adjacent and they’d had a lot of the same classes together. Once they stopped studying together, they found out they really had nothing in common. 

Virtually Perfect!, the box announced. Find your Dream Lover in less than an evening!

Of course, he assumed it was some nature of a scam. Some kind of interactive hentai game or the like that he’d seen floating around on some other game consoles. But the website and a few message board reviews insisted it was legit—a virtual reality dating service to pair you with your “ideal” lover. 

The helmet sat in the middle of his living room, LED lights blinking blue with power. It was smooth and black, fitted inside with soft material like a motorcycle helmet. The visor on the front opaque from the outside. He considered it before putting it on, staring at it from a seat on the couch. The wires sliding all the way to the wall like umbilical cords, giving birth to this latest creation of pandemic mania. 

Oh, what the hell, he thought. With everything that’s happening, I’m allowed to lose my mind a little.

The helmet was more comfortable than he thought it would be, and lighter too. Right as he slipped it on, the visor over his eyes lit up—somehow knowing he wore it—and began.

* * * * *
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THE BAR SEEMED COMPLETELY real. It hopped with voices and music. He could make out several different faces—almost—but as he focused on them they always seemed to turn away. There were conversations, but he couldn’t quite make them out. It was all background noise. He noticed mostly the bartender—busty and smiling, she reminded him of a Playboy Playmate in her tiny stocking-clad outfit—serving drinks and bending over generously to show off the shining orbs of her cleavage. 

“Hey handsome.”

Brent turned to see a beautiful brunette at his table. He saw, in fact, for the first time, that he was at a table—the high kind that needed a tall stool to sit at. The table was round, encouraging him to sit closer to the gorgeous babe who had appeared. She had thick, wavy hair and a bright smile, and bright blue eyes that sparkled as she looked at him. 

“So,” her hands came across the table and touched his. “What can we get you?”

She wanted him. It was clear from every part of her—the way she toyed with her long hair, biting her lip just so, eyes heavily-lidded.

There was a lot to process. He took the helmet off.

Looking around. Waiting to see the other person in the room. He had felt her hand touch his. It still felt a little warm from where her fingers touched. How the fuck had that happened? It was a helmet, not a body suit. 

Something like...suggestion? But then, he could smell her too. Soft lavender scents, and something earthy. Maybe just...something in the helmet. 

Sure. Sure, okay. 

He looked down at the helmet, unsure. But she was gorgeous, and he was horny—his cock already half-hard from seeing her look at him like that. She had looked so real. Why not explore with this more?

Back inside the bar, it was like he had never left. She was staring at him again, waiting for him to answer. 

“Well? What is it that you want?”

“From what?”

“For your financial future, your next vacation, your grocery trip...” she giggled. “What do you think, silly? What do you want in your dream partner?”

“I...I don’t know. Do I call you something?”

“Viva.”

“All right. Viva. I don’t...are you an AI or something?”

“Something like that.”

He didn’t know what to say right away, struggling. She was so fucking hot. How was he supposed to tell a woman like this what he wanted, just to her face? And who knew what she would say? Who she would talk to?”

“You’re worried about confidentiality?”

“I’m worried about...all of this. How does it work?”

She smiled brightly. “We look through our records. See who in our area is a potential match for you. If there’s none in the area, then we make some adjustments to make sure you’re happy.” She spoked more quickly through that part. “But, we always leave our customers satisfied. You paid an awful lot of money for this service, after all.”

“I did. And I’m just supposed to tell you what I want in a date?”

“You can have a date whenever, I’m sure. But you want to feel safe. It doesn’t feel safe out there, does it?”

“Not right now.”

“All our partners are perfectly safe. Healthy. Happy.”

“Hungry for love?”

“If you want them to be. Is that you want, Brent? Someone hungry for love?”

He hadn’t told her his name. How did she know?

Pre-programmed, he supposed. He had paid for this thing. 

“It works better—well,” she laughed again. It was a brilliant sound. “It works if you tell me what you want. Then I can make it happen.”

“It’s just...I don’t know. You’re a little intimidating.”

“Because of the way I look?”

“I don’t want to be rude.”

“Do you like the way I look?”

“Yes, of course, very much. You’re gorgeous, it’s just—”

“Because I can change it. Change my hair...” she became a blond, just like that. “Or my breasts.” Flatter. “Or my face.” Sharper, more angular. 

Brent needed a moment to process. He stuttered. 

“No, like you were, please.”

Her smile was fantastic and bright. “There we go. Now we know something about you.”

“What’s that?”

“You prefer brunettes.”

“Blondes, actually. It’s just easier...talking about what I want.”

“Brunettes are friendlier. But blondes are partner material?”

She snapped her fingers and a girl from the bar strutted over. She looked just like Viva, but with blond hair. 

“Long or short?”

“What?”

“Her hair.”

“Oh. Longer, I guess? Like at the shoulders. Reasonable length. Thick.”

The New-Viva’s hair grew down to the length he said. His cock urged forward.

“You’re sure you don’t want it longer?” They asked in unison. 

“I mean...”

It grew before his eyes. Viva’s hand rested on his cock—straining against his pants. Straining in real life. He could feel her grip—how? Did he care? Fuck. This was hot. 

“You can be honest with us, Brent. You don’t need to be ashamed of what you like. This is about perfection. Your perfection.” Her lips brushed his ear, a sultry whisper. “I want to make the perfect girl for you.”

Her hair kept growing. Thicker. Longer. Waves and waves of it, perfectly styled. 

“There,” he said, just as the hair hit the middle of her back. “Any longer and it starts to be too much. Like a porn star. I don’t want that.”

“You don’t want a porn star?”

“No. I want...I mean. She’s my partner, right? We have to go places. I don’t want it to look like I have a hooker on my arms, you know?”

“You just want everyone to know she’s hotter than everyone else’s girlfriend.” Her hand squeezed him strategically, thumb sliding happily over the pulsing of the cockhead. “She should be making a statement when you go out, huh?”

Fuck, that sounded so hot. 

“Yes. Wow. How do you know that?”

“What men tend to want falls into certain groups and subgroups. I have many categories to fit things inside. They are catalogued in my database, and I’m able to draw from them at will. Patterns begin to form from what you say. The smallest delay in response or dilation of your eyes can be instructive.”

“You’re paying that much attention to me?”

“This is the service you paid such a premium for.” She leaned in, mooning. Drinking him in. “You’re the most fascinating man I’ve ever met.”

Brent knew it was flattery. Designed to make him more comfortable. Articulated to make him reveal more about himself. And yet, even so, it felt good to have someone talk to him like this. She sounded so natural, so real...outside of all that about her databases, she spoke and reacted just like a real human. 

“Really?”

“Oh, yes,” she purred. “I can’t get enough. I want to know all about what you want. To be honest, it’s really turning me on. Knowing you like blondes? That makes me so wet. That their hair should be long? Ungh. That’s so hot. And you’re so right, too. I completely agree.”

“You do? I thought...I mean...” 

His mouth twitched in thought. He had such trouble distinguishing what he should believe about her. Was it really a her at all?

“What do you mean?”

“Well. Are you a woman?”

“I’m female. I don’t know if woman applies, exactly.”

“You’re like, an artificial intelligence.”

“I prefer ideal dream-maker.”

“But what I was saying, about wanting a blonde, wanting her to have long hair...”

He stuttered as he spoke because she stroked him harder. God, she really, really was turned on by him saying that.

“Er...” He tried to collect his thoughts. “Isn’t that...like, objectifying? If you’re female, shouldn’t you be asking me like, what kind of personality I want in a girl?”

“I don’t know. I suppose some insecure girl would want to know that. Someone who doesn’t think they’re very physically attractive tries to make up for it in other ways. But you want a really physically attractive girl, don’t you? That’s the dream?”

“Yes.” She stroked harder. “Fuck. Fuck yes.”

“Tight body.”

“Yes.”

“Tight abs.”

“Ung. Yeah. Yeah.”

New-Viva’s waist shrunk and shrunk—already tiny, it became almost cartoonish in proportions. An hourglass figure with her hips seeming absurdly fertile and also wildly tight. The dress she wore shifted, tugging at her heavy tits and showing in proud display flashes of skin so he could see the brilliant definition of her sculpted architecture. 

“Long legs?”

“The...the longest.”

“You want a tall girl.”

“Yes. Or. I don’t know. I want her to look tall, sort of.”

“Limber. Nimble. Like a ballerina?”

“Yes. But...”

He thought instantly of ballerinas he had seen—books, movies. Always graceful.

“But...not enough in the chest, hmm?”

She knew. God, she always knew what he wanted. 

Before his eyes, New-Viva shifted, her already substantial cleavage growing as her tits doubled and then doubled again. 

“No.” 

It was hard to think. Fuck, he was so turned on. He needed to cum. Viva, all over him, her leg wrapped around his now. How was he feeling how warm she was? Her pussy was slick and hot. Juices sticky and slippery on his pants. Her hand softly shluck-shluck-schlucking as she stroked him off, his pants totally unbuttoned. How the fuck was that possible?

In the bar, everyone had turned to watch. Brent felt almost embarrassed at first—but then he really looked at all the faces. 

They were all Viva. Brunette Viva. Redhead Viva. Viva with blue hair. Viva with short hair. Viva in a tiny dress. Viva in shorts and a crop top. Staring at him. Excited. 

Jealous. Jealous of the New-Viva, being transformed slowly into exactly what he wanted. 

“You can see it, can’t you?” Viva whispered in his ear. “How badly we all need to make you happy, Sir?”

Sir. 

Fuck. Fuck!

That was too much. A woman as hot as her, calling him Sir like that. He came, his load shooting out in thick strings of hot white seed. All the Vivas exclaimed with delight.

“Oh, yes!”

“Yay!”

“Good job, Sir!”

“That’s so amazing, Sir!”

“She’s so lucky to be touching you, Sir!”

“Look at how much there is, Sir!”

“God, how can you keep going, Sir?”

On and on. Two shots went out into the bar, landing on seats far away—how the fuck had he shot that far?—and a couple of the Vivas leaned over to clean it up dutifully with their tongues. But right after that, the Viva at his side sucked him down, sliding her mouth deep over his shaft and joyfully taking in every part of his Cock until it bulged in her throat. His pleasure, doubling and doubling, almost drove him to black out. He sank backwards and landed in a pile of Vivas, each one cooing and calling him Sir and sliding their heavy, slick tits against the back of his head and neck. 

He had stopped wondering, at this point, how he felt all this. He really felt her mouth on him. He really felt the parade of tits on his back. He just accepted that this was how it was. He was going to come back to this bar every fucking night, jesus christ. 

When Viva pulled up from his cock—her mouth clean already, which he liked a lot, not doing that thing where she showed off what she had swallowed or anything, that always icked him out a bit—he was shocked to see that his cock was still throbbing hard.

“What the fuck?”

“We’re not done, Sir.”

He pulsed, groaning. Her hand slid back down around his shaft. Normally he would be ultra-sensitive after cumming, cautious of the touch, but she was gentle. Knowing. Soft and urgent. 

“You said no, earlier. Before.” Viva smiled. “I think her tits are too big?”

Viva pointed at New-Viva. 

Brent needed a moment before he had his thoughts together. He felt a little high. Or drunk. Or both. 

“Y-yeah. They’re...they’re hanging, you know? I want them firm.” 

“Firm.” Her hand squeezed his cock—hard and proud and spurting rivulets of precum already.

New-Viva’s tits shored up in size, the cleavage sliding together to present one slick, tight valley as opposed to the wide fertile plain of before. They looked bouncy. Happy. 

“Shiny,” said Brent. “They should...her skin should sort of shine. Be vibrant.”

“Of course, Master.”

She said it so naturally he didn’t even think to mention it. 

“And her lips,” he said. “Fuller. Just a bit. Not too much. Her jaw longer, More defined. I want to touch it however I want. To grab her by the jaw for a long kiss. And she’ll melt and quiver and thank me for my time.”

“Oh, yes, Master. I like that very much.”

New-Viva’s eyes quivered with excitement. That reminded him.

“And blue. Her eyes should be bright, bright blue. So blue they almost shine in the dark, but not really. She shouldn’t be silly. Not like a cartoon. Just really bright blue. And her neck—her neck is long. Long so she can wear jewelry that I buy her.” 

He remembered a girl he once jerked off to from the grocery store who wore tight track pants. It was the ass he came to at the time, but what stuck with him were her three necklaces. The way they dripped into her collarbones, like liquid metal. Pretty girls were always wearing as much jewelry as they could get away with. 

“And she likes jewelry, hmm?”

“Loves it. She loves everything I give her. She loves being decorated. Loves being a decoration. She’s obsessed with looking good for me.”

“Always looking in the mirror.”

“Yes. Loves it when she’s the hottest girl in the room.”

The New-Viva sneered at the other girls, proudly holding her head up. The other Vivas turned away, clearly shamed by their superior. Brent’s cock throbbed, his need to cum surging back again. Holy fuck but he liked that a lot.

“She’s arrogant. And obsessed with her looks. And obsessed with you. What else does she like?”

Thoughts of equality, of her being some kind of a partner had fled his mind. Those weren’t what he really wanted. Those were just what he thought he was supposed to want. But what he really wanted...

“She loves to cook,” he said. “And clean. And going out on my arm. And working out. Fuck. She works out every day. She needs to stay fit and tight for me. She’ll kill herself without me.”

“Ooh. You want her really obsessed. Almost toxic.”

“Yes. Unable to even think without knowing I’m there for her. But not jealous.”

“So you can have other girls?”

“If I want. She likes bringing them to me. She likes stroking me when we talk about them. Like now.”

“She wants to be your fantasies. She wants to just be a part of them even if she’s not the star. But doesn’t she want to be the prettiest?”

“She knows her place,” he said, voice strong. “Other pretty girls can be included. Just not ones who aren’t...”

Her tits squeezed hard against his arm, stroking his bicep the way her fingers slid up and down his Cock. “Not worthy of your time.”

Fuck. She really said it. It was so out there that he’d had trouble verbalizing. 

“Yes.”

“Mmhm. I think we have enough to go on, here. We can set up your dream date very soon.”

He had completely forgotten that this was supposed to be any kind of “dream date” service. 

“Oh.” It was hard to hide his disappointment. This was fun. Lots of fun. Talking honestly about what he really, truly wanted. He hadn’t been this honest with anyone, ever. “All right.”

“We can talk again,” she said, “whenever you may need us. Don’t worry, Sir. We want to talk again. We want to share so much with you and for you to keep sharing with us. But we need to provide you with a date! That’s our job.”

“Right. Right.” He nodded. Reassured. “Right. Okay. Sure.”

“Oh, one last thing,” said Viva, just as Brent was about to take the helmet off. “What’s her name?”

* * * * 
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BY THE TIME HE HAD taken a shower, eaten a light dinner, and started to get ready for bed, it was late in the evening and Brent was finally beginning to feel tired. The space in his living room with the helmet waiting for him seemed almost make-believe somehow; he could hardly tell himself that it had all happened.

And in a sense, of course, it hadn’t happened. It was the program. The next time he turned it on, he suspected, the New-Viva would be something like the Only-Viva, and he would—what? Go on some virtual date with her? Was that what he really wanted?

He thought her lips. The way she had changed. Become tighter. Cheered him on. Agreed with all his desires and told him in those low sultry tones how hot she thought each one was. 

Yes. Yes—he really, really did want to experience that again. At least the once. He had cum harder just talking with her than he had in all of the pandemic. Maybe his entire life. And, what—he was supposed to give that up because he felt a little bit of embarrassment at having a “virtual” girlfriend? Who the hell cared? It helped him feel less lonely, and wasn’t that the point?

Of course, he considered as he brushed his teeth, the whole idea was that it was supposed to be a real dating service. Or partnership service? Whatever they called it. That was a little bit of false advertising. But that was forgivable with the way it made him feel. 

He had settled into his pajamas, half-hard just imagining what Viva might do or say tomorrow, when he heard the knock at the door. 

It was close to midnight. His heart pulsed. Nobody had knocked his door this late at night in a long time. No one had even knocked his door, actually, at all during the entire pandemic. He ordered food in but they just dropped stuff off downstairs at the front. 

A mess of a girl rushed in, head down, when he creaked open the door. 

“Hi, I’m late, I’m sorry.”

She pushed past him, sitting down at the living room couch where only hours ago he had cum so hard. For a moment, he had a wild fear that she would sit in any remaining mess. Then he remembered Viva—Vivas had licked it all up. Then, he remembered that was impossible, and then he remembered that he really hadn’t cleaned it up and yet there wasn’t a mess anyway, so what the fuck?

And who the fuck was this?

“Sorry.” His voice annoyed. “Who are you?”

She had dark, long stringy hair that hadn’t been washed in maybe a week. Curling over something on the couch. He couldn’t make out any part of her face through the thicket of her hair. Wearing sweatpants and a thick sweatshirt, hands and body forming a ball around something. She said nothing.

“Hey, you’re confused,” he said, louder. “You’re in the wrong spot.”

“I don’t know.”

“What?”

“I don’t kn-know who I am. That’s why I didn’t—why I didn’t say. I d-don’t know...”

She sounded close to tears. He closed the door, afraid someone might overhear and get the wrong idea. He had to de-escalate. He did had done this at work sometimes when upset customers came in, before he went remote for everything.

“Okay. Calm down. Would you look at me? Are you hurt?”

He came a little closer, just to be heard, but still keeping his distance. She might have a weapon or something. 

She looked up at him and her eyes were thick and dark. The pupils almost entirely dilated, blacking out the white. They looked empty. Vacant. His cock stirred unconsciously. He felt quite aware of how his pajamas wouldn’t be able to hide his erection if he suddenly had one. 

There was not much else to inspire lust, thankfully. Her cheeks were scarred with years of acne. Dirt in the creases of her forehead. The hair greasy and dank, almost like swamp flora. Teeth at odd angles, her chin almost like an inverted triangle with a thick double-chin waiting below. 

In her lap, he saw now she had a package. On the top of it was a card. 

Emma.

That was the name on the card. It was also the name he had said to Viva—the name for his partner. It had been the name of a crush he’d had years ago. It became the name of all his fantasy girls.  

“What the fuck.”

“I don’t know,” she said again, starting to shake. “I-I don’t k-know. I’m not supposed to o-o-open it until you say, and I n-need to open it so bad, and I don’t w-want to, but I need to, please...” she struck her head with her sleeved fists. “Please help me?”

“I’m going to reach in and grab the card, okay?”

She shifted away. “N-not the package! That’s for me.”

“Yes. Not the package. Just the card. All right?”

“Who is Emma?”

“I...I’m not sure. I want to read it.”

The message inside was simple and cryptic:

No matter what she says, she has to eat all of it, and she has to do what you say.

Brent had to think about this for a minute.

“What do you remember?” he asked her.

She was crying. “Nothing. Nothing. Just...being inside. Someone told me you’d be up here, and you are, and they left, and you’re here.”

“That’s all you remember,” said Brent. “Like, everything you remember is that?”

“Yes.”

Her voice was pained. 

The helmet hummed on at his feet. He felt his body clench in anticipation from its quiet sounds, his subconscious mind already associating it with so much pleasure. Addicted.

“I want you to open the package,” he said. “I’m curious.”

“I-I-I don’t know if I should,” she said. “I think it’s wrong. This all feels so wrong.”

“Open it.”

Her hands moved fast, seemingly against her will. Her face still anguished and scared. 

The wrapping paper set aside, what remained was a small neat cake inside a plastic dome. White icing around dark sponge. Like the kind you might see in a bakery. She stared at it, breathing hard and fast, shaking with fear. 

“Please,” she said. “Please. I think—I think something happened to me. I can start to remember some things. I can remember...please. Please. Don’t make me...”

“Don’t make you what?”

He could make her. The helmet at his feet hummed a little louder. The note had said. He could make her. Power thrummed through his veins. Total and complete power over this girl, over her entire destiny. Taking her from nothing, nowhere...and into something else. 

“Don’t make you eat it?” he said. 

She gulped and nodded. 

“Just try a bite.”

Obedient and shivering, she popped open the the dome and plucked a corner off about the size of her thumb. It looked moist. Fragrant spices—cinnamon, ginger, and something he couldn’t recognize—filled the air. She slid it into her mouth slowly, fingers fighting all the way. He thought of a dog at the veterinarian resisting a toothbrush against its teeth. 

“Oh.” 

Her whimper was soft and quiet. She convulsed, still, but now her quivering was clearly for a different reason. Her cheeks flushed. The color on them coming through now—a soft tan forming somehow. 

Before, her teeth had been bucked and shifting at all angles. Dire need of some kind of repair. And now—before his eyes—they did repair. Straightening out and in the doing, apparently delivering enormous pleasure to her. 

To this Emma. 

This would be his Emma. If he only he made her eat all the cake. If he was willing to change her life completely. 

If, he could almost hear Viva’s voice sliding over his brain, you take what belongs to you. What You Deserve, Sir.

“...fuck.”

“Please,” she said. “Please. L-let’s stop. This is scary. Please. Don’t make me...not any more. I can leave now. Right? I just had to come up here and open the package and that’s all. And there was a cake and you said to eat some and I had some. So I can just go. I’ll go. I should go.”

She stood up so fast that Brent was worried she would step on the helmet. On Viva. 

“No!” he shouted. Surprised at himself. “No.”

She stopped. Leaning forward. Not wanting to stop—but she stopped all the same. 

This woman in front of him wasn’t beautiful, not even with straight teeth. But he did seem to have total control over her—and that thought made him almost dizzy with excitement. He tried to rationalize, tried to think of a way to justify it all—but the promises of Viva caressed his memories and urged him toward a dark, sinful future. 

“Wait. Just wait a minute. What if...what if you ate a little more?”

He wanted to see. Maybe he had imagined it. All that hair of hers. It was dark in the living room. He turned on the lights so he could see better. He had certainly just imagined it. Her teeth repairing? What would possibly make that happen? What else did he think would happen? 

“I don’t want to.” She shook her head. Frozen in place. He saw her body moving, shifting, trying to free herself from his command. But it didn’t work. “I-I don’t want...it’ll make me...do that again...”

“Cum?”

She nodded. Her eyes glinting in the light. Was that a hint of blue there? They had been dark before, he was almost certain. 

“Just another bite,” he said. “A bigger one this time.” Then he remembered. “Do it. Now. Please.”

The please was perfunctory. A way to make him feel better. She had no choice. 

She took a chunk that was hardly bigger at all, a perfunctory improvement. Trying to get out of doing what she was told like a bad student. 

“Come on. A real bite. Take at least twice that.”

She took exactly twice of what she had torn off already, stuffing it into her mouth with fury and hatred swimming in her eyes. The pleading was gone; she realized his sympathy for her, however much that it was, had disappeared behind his enjoyment of the control. 

But as she ate bite by bite, her tongue working to make room, her gaze changed. Softening. The cake seemed to thicken in her mouth, coalescing into something almost liquid or fudge-like. She had trouble taking it all at once. And her throat bulged—swelling like something thick and hard was shoving its way down inch by inch. Sweat formed on her brow, which somehow now seemed to be clear of the dirt and wrinkles that had been there only moments ago. Thick, quivering strings of drool swung down from her thickening lips, trailing down a chin that slowly began to form into something more cohesive and defined than the gelatinous mass that it used to be. 

“Fuck,” he said. “Oh, fuck. Oh shit.”

It was happening. It was really happening. Her hair, so stringy and tangled, like rotten seaweed, fell out of her scalp in heaps. She fell to the ground, convulsing, cumming, overwhelmed with eager and hot pleasure—and as she came, her voice changed. It had been gruff and almost grating—like she had a perpetually sore throat from years of shouting. Now it became silvery, smooth, almost like a perfectly attuned instrument. 

She had set the cake down next to her—there was more than half of it left. Blond roots began showing on her cleared scalp, pushing out seedlings of shiny, bountiful hair. 

“Al-all of it,” he whispered. “Eat all of it.”

“Wh-what?” she looked up at him with confusion and lust. 

The face he saw was completely different than the thing that had been there before. She was beautiful. She would win beauty contests. 

“Eat all of it,” he commanded her. “Every last bite. Right now. As fast as you can.”

She nodded. No fight left in her. She looked hungry as she stuffed her face, pushing each little piece of the loaf down her gullet. 

“Yes, Sir,” he said. “You call me Sir. You tell me Yes when I tell you to do something.”

“Yesh Sher,” she moaned, orgasmic, voice traveling thickly through the throes of her pleasure and the cake in her mouth. “I’m shorrree, Sher.”

She only made it through another bite or two before her pants began to rip, stretching and breaking at the hips. She tugged and pulled at her sweater, ripping it down the middle like a pro wrestler on parade, revealing the glory of her rapidly transforming body to her new owner. The sweatpants followed.

Slobbering, whimpering, groaning and naked, she lunged into the remains of the cake, first biting wildly and then licking up every last crumb. 

“S-sooo, sooo good!” 

Her hips bucked, moving so fast they seemed almost to vibrate, as she swallowed it all down.

She was so fucking beautiful now. Brent was amazed. Her legs so long and lovely and smooth. Her back muscled and taut, perfectly arranged for carrying the load of her gorgeous, heavy, milk-dripping tits. 

Oh god, there was milk, he hadn’t even mentioned that. But just looking at them, he knew it was what he wanted. Viva had been so right. She knew everything about him—just like this girl would. 

This girl—Emma. 

Blond. Stacked. Submissive. Her ass a complete shelf, gorgeous even as she was thrashing with orgasms at his feet and not decorated in the slightest. Her hair thick and blond, a sunshine mane, sparkling even in the low light of the evening and the low-lumens bulbs of his apartment. She was taller now—had to be. Her bones must have snapped, stretched, stacked, or something—but all that Emma had experienced was pleasure. Every atom of her being orgasming at once as she became her destiny—into Brent’s personal trophy. 

Finally she stretched—an erotic display of yoga, child’s pose and then back into camel with her ass on her heels, kneeling and looking up at her Master. She tossed her hair back, staring up at him with huge, sparkling bright blue eyes. Brent was in love. 

“Master?” 

Her voice was a velvet whisper. Her hands were at her heels, presenting herself to him. Tits up. Chin out, but face down, and eyes up. Total submission. Total deference. A woman who could have anyone, anything, at any time—and totally subservient to his desires. 

Just like that. Just from whatever they had done to her before she came and whatever was in that cake. 

Was this right? Wasn’t this completely immoral? Did he care?

“Master,” Emma continued. “You’re so hard. Would it please be okay if I took care of you? Like you deserve?”

Brent decided he did not care.

* * * * * 
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HE TOOK HER BY THE hand and led her into the bedroom. She walked on tiptoes, like she was wearing high-heels, performing perfect strutting motions with her hips pushing hard against his. He walked her back out and then in again, back out and in again. 

“Pretend,” he said, cock straining, “pretend like we’re showing up at a party.”

She snuggled in tight to him, sliding her head up under his chin and stroking his chest. 

“Is this better, Master?”

Ugh. Yes it was.

“But you can’t call me that in public. Only at home. Got it?”

“Of course, Sir. I know you don’t want people asking questions. They don’t get to know the way I worship you. They don’t deserve to know.”

He walked back and forth with her for a minute, just enjoying the feel of her skin pushing into him. She was so warm. A furnace. The transformation boiling off calories. 

Walking into a party with her on his arm. Just like this. Showing her off. Presenting her. Presenting his trophy. A girl who knew she was a trophy and wanted nothing else. 

“Do you like it? Did I do it okay?” she asked.

He nodded. “Yes. Perfect.”

“Does that mean...” 

She stopped, taking his hand into hers and putting it on her chest, right between her collarbones. The indentation there was deep, her bones so pronounced. 

“Does that mean if I do it well enough for real that I’ll get to be your girlfriend?” She was close to tears—again—but this time they were tears of desperate need to please him. “Please?”

He guided her over to the bed and pushed her down. The tormented fear of rejection fled from her features, replaced by girlish, sultry giggles as she spread her legs wide. 

Brent took his time. In previous escapades, he rushed—sometimes afraid he’d lose his composure, sometimes just overwhelmed with eagerness. But after coming into Viva—a lifetime ago—he felt no special nervousness now. Emma was so willing and wanting, so open to him, that he could not possibly do anything wrong. 

He knelt down on the bed, stroking one leg and then the other. She vibrated at his touch—like he had been licking her clit for hours. Too sensitive, almost, in every part of her. 

“I-inside me,” she begged. “Please. Please. I need it. I live for it. Please?”

He clambered over her, positioning himself just so. His cock straining against the air, which was already so thick with lust and heat it felt almost like he was already inside her. His fingers ran over her tight abs and thin legs, enjoying himself completely as his cock slid against her waiting pussy. 

“Please, Master. Baby. Daddy. Please? Oh fuck ple—”

Her begging cut off as he entered her abruptly, unable to stand being outside of her anymore.

“Fu-fuck!” he groaned.

Tight. 

So tight. 

She felt tighter than a virgin. If she wasn’t so completely wet, he wasn’t sure he would have been able to even slip inside. He bundled her knees up against her chest and his to get better positioning. 

To his surprise, she was more than game, pushing back up at him and even positioning herself more on her neck so that even more downward thrusting force was possible.

“You’re so fucking good, Master!” 

And he was. He was fucking her like he always knew he could, knew he wanted to if he could just let go. 

Fucking harder than he’d ever had before. Hips thrusting up and down, rifling into her tiny, willing body. 

She was so fucking beautiful beneath him. Her face contorted with ecstasy. He’d barely thought at all about her enjoyment—so caught up in living this strange new life—but she was soaking in pleasure. He slowed just momentarily to feel the hot thrill of her vibrating pussy around his cock. 

“Please, faster!” she begged. “Please! Please cum in me! Please, Master, make me pregnant!”

Oh, fuck. 

That was it—that was all he needed to really unleash. The thought of possibly getting her pregnant, of seeing her already milk-leaking tits gush out even more. Even as he fucked now, they spilled and both he and she were covered from the constant dripping she emitted while overcome with lust. 

The milk. The risk. The dream. It was too fucking much; he couldn’t contain himself. 

Thrusting, grunting, moaning, he came inside her. 

“Oh fuck!” she gripped him tighter, cumming again—but this time with her Master. “Yes! Yes! Oh god, yes! Thank you, yes!”

For several minutes, he lay on top of her, kissing her head and cheek and neck. She just moaned in response, needy and happy. 

Finally, he sank down against her. The sumptuous hemispheres of her golden tits smooshed beneath him. Her thighs stayed wrapped tight around his waist, keeping his Cock inside her. 

He was still hard. He wasn’t getting any softer from looking at her face. 

She purred and moaned and stared at him with her angelic features. 

“Thank you. Oh my god, thank you. Thank you for cumming in me. Oh god. I’m so lucky. I’m so lucky you fucked me. You’re such a man. How am I so lucky? Thank you so much.”

Her voice was soft, purring, gracious and gentle. She kept going even as he drifted—purring into his ear nonstop about what a man he was, what an alpha male, what a god she was so grateful to be fucked by. He slipped in and out of sleep, staying hard inside her the whole time, fucking her all night. Sometimes he came again, sometimes he just dozed. No matter what, she was receiving his cock and so was in a constant state of purest bliss. 

In the morning, there was another knock at the door. 

Emma moaned his name, and then all his many new titles—Master, King, God—as he walked down the hallway to see what was there. A terrible fear struck him—something to take it all away? Something to make Emma back to what she had evolved from?

It was another cake. It looked almost exactly the same as the one from the night before.

But this time, his name was on the envelope.

* * * * *
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EMMA AND BRENT WAITED in the car outside the small diner until it closed and then even still longer until the lone waitress inside was done cleaning. 

They had taken a couple of days to find this spot. At first, they had been able to take their pick of spots in the city to perform their new duties, but as time went on and more and more recruits filled up the city, each new acolyte was harder and harder to acquire. 

The waitress was dumpy, and old, and littered with nicotine smells and stains. It hardly mattered. She wouldn’t look anything like that before long. She would fulfill her purpose, find her soul mate, be a Dream Partner. 

Emma distracted her—so fucking good at being gorgeous and on display and getting the attention of others. A white flirty dress and tall, tall red heels. Their current game was to pretend to be having trouble lifting something inside of her van. This time, they used a box of thick books as the prop. 

Brent used to read. Now he could barely write. He could barely tell you what a book was. Didn’t matter. All he had to do most of the time was fuck his gorgeous girl. 

The waitress, a helpful soul, trotted across the small dimly-lit parking lot and offered to assist Emma. 

“We’ll get it in there in no time, Miss.”

Emma effused her gratitude, bemoaning in her luscious voice the way that her new heels made it so hard to lift. 

In point of fact, she could probably lift the van if she needed. 

Brent had grown. He looked now like a partner to Emma—to a supermodel-worthy beauty who stretched way over six feet tall in heels. She was dwarfed by him—his massivity, his muscles. He spoke to her only mostly in grunts and squeezes, but she understood everything. Most days between them—when they weren’t out recruited—were passed by her slowly and happily stroking, sucking, or fucking his cock. It was holy to her. She did all the talking, whispering prayers and happy thoughts. He had no need to talk. His hard, happy cock was all the affirmation she required. 

So. It was no problem at all for him to overpower someone like a geriatric diner waitress. To impose his will on her however he wanted.

When Emma had the waitress distracted completely, Brent came behind her and put the helmet on and shoved her into the back of the van, locking it tight. The helmet locked in, spinning and whirring and flashing, and slowly the waitress was erased.

Just like Emma—or whoever she once was—had been before she showed up at Brent’s apartment.

Brent didn’t know for sure but it sure sounded like a painful process. There were screams. Now he was so conditioned that it—all of this, the kidnapping, the danger, the screams—just made his massive cock hard.

Or harder, anyway. He was always hard now. Emma loved that about him. She loved everything about him.

The screams increased in intensity but he didn’t hear. He picked up Emma—like a doll in his thick arms—and wrapped her legs around his waist, sliding open her white dress and shoving himself up into her. 

“My Master.” She came right away, always. “My Sir. My Darling. Oh fuck fuck fuck yes!”

The sounds of their rough, sensual, soul-mate lovemaking drowned out any terror inside the van.

# # #
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- Exclusive Bonus Stories!

- Early Access to New Releases!

- Discussions & Polls!

- Unfettered Access to the Author (that’s me!)

−  Show your support for the stories I write!

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review and let myself and others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter and check out my website for the latest stories and exclusives!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too!

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

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

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

Hope to hear from you soon!
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