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Book 1
Bimbofication of a Vigilante: Blackwing
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The Silver Queen, a reality-bending villainess, listlessly longs for something to do with her immense powers that won't bore her to death.

Watching the tantalizing heroines of the world running around with their idealism, morals, and modest talents, she decides there are no better toys to play with.

Dixie Grayson is a former sidekick trying to save the world on her own. She is doing her best to deal with all the stress that comes with the solo vigilante life when her life starts to change in small and big ways. A mysterious power starts altering and, in some cases, rewriting the course of her destiny, making her something entirely new. Who is the true Dixie underneath it all: the hero, the housewife, the bimbo, the sex doll, or something in between?
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Prologue
The Restless Queen
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Reality manipulation was too strong a power to leave in the hands of a villainess.

The Silver Queen’s superpowers were so overpowered, all they left her with was a sense of boredom. She sat in her lavish estate, overlooking the world around her with mild disinterest. Worthless people went about their days, wholly unaware that they had been her slaves a year ago.

So many people acted like villains were looking for world domination. Not every bad guy had that in mind, but the Silver Queen gave it a shot. Heroes tried their best to stop her, but her ability to bend reality made it impossible for them to interfere. Everyone assumed the strongest power was a noble sense of justice. They were wrong; reality bending fucking rocked.

The world was The Silver Queen’s and as she looked over the planet under her thrall, she felt... nothing. Dominating the whole world sounded like the ultimate power move, but in practice, it left a Monarch with little to do. What fun could you have with a world that said “How high?” every time she asked it to jump.

So The Silver Queen reset existence; not the whole thing, but everything that happened leading up to her planetary coup. Heroes and scientists tried to figure out where a sudden gap of missing time in the collective consciousness came from, and the woman responsible spent her time moping, trying to find new hobbies.

It was during this months-long moping session, digging into a tub of Neapolitan ice cream, that The Silver Queen was struck by a new idea. On the news, she noticed talk of a young heroine, one of The Bat’s former proteges, making a name for herself. Much like her peers, she was multi-talented, highly independent, and driven by morals and justice and all the other bullshit heroes liked to say.

There was no saying what exactly made Dixie Grayson, Codename Blackwing, catch the Queen’s eye, but the acrobatic ravenette gave her the idea she spent most of a year waiting for.

Vanquishing all the heroes and molding the whole world to suit her desires might have left The Silver Queen with nothing to hold her attention, but maybe the answer was smaller than that. She lived in a world of heroes and heroines; she could take her time with each one, toying with them from afar. Each one was a well of delicious possibilities, with bodies, minds, and backstories she could change at will.

Why dominate an entire world when you could take your time dominating its champions one by one?

And a plucky young gymnast would be her first unknowing plaything...
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1 
A Bigger Birdy

[image: ]


Breaking out on your own as a superhero was terrifying and exciting, like flying through the air without a safety net. Luckily, Dixie Grayson knew all about that. A gymnast in her youth and a vigilante sidekick through her teenage years, Dixie felt more at home leaping through the city skyline than she did with her feet on the ground.

Just because the life of a hero came naturally to her did not make it easy. Striking out on her own meant Blackwing was a hero people expected great things from. The whole city was her responsibility, which meant a lot of pressure and no margin for error. Every hero knew they could not stop every crime and save every person, but they were expected to try, and if that was not a great way to develop a stress migraine, nothing was.

Dixie knew all too well how important it was to spend some time living a street-level life. Maintaining her secret identity was important, but so was maintaining her mental health. Weeks of hardcore patrolling and brawling were finally wearing on the young heroine, so she needed to find a way to relax and let go of her burdens for a night before they drove her crazy.

Thankfully, unlike a certain cowled grump, she knew she had to take breaks occasionally to remind herself that she was a human in her twenties and allowed to act like it. She convinced Barbie, her bestie and on-again-off-again girlfriend, to come out with her to a house party. Barbie was still moonlighting as Batlass, one of The Bat’s other sidekicks, so she could use the night off.

Pool parties were Dixie’s go-to kind of party. She loved to swim, the drinks flowed freely, and she didn’t mind the way Barbie looked at her toned body in a bikini.

Unfortunately, on their way to the party, something was off. She couldn’t put her finger on it; she just felt a sense of vulnerability fluttering in her chest. She almost told Barbie to turn around to settle for a night in. 

Still, she desperately needed a night free from responsibility, and her old college friends were dragging her out to give her just that. Dixie Grayson had a reputation as the life of any party, so she would be there mingling and trying not to make Barbie feel jealous. She wasn’t the only one who had their eyes on her perky chest holstered in that cute striped bikini.

Except it was odd. As the night went on, the band of that bikini top felt snug across her back. Maybe it was a tighter fit than she thought. That was her justification, at least until she realized the cups were ill-fitting, too. That was unexpected, because she remembered the whole ensemble fitting like a glove in the dressing room when she made the pre-summer impulse purchase.

Barbie clearly noticed. Hell, everyone at the pool was noticing. “Hey, babe? Is that a push-up top or something? You’re looking kind of... mashed in there.”

Was that a result of the water? Some swelling from lingering in the shallow end of the pool all night? “It isn’t. I’ve been feeling weird all night. Cover for me?” Too curious to ignore this unexpected chesty development, Dixie slipped off to the washroom. 

When she looked in the mirror, she could no longer blame the tightness on a little water. Suddenly, all the extra attention she was getting tonight made sense.

The cups that securely held her in earlier in the night suddenly looked overwhelmed. Dixie’s chest was modest in comparison to some of the other heroines in her contact list, but the Dixie in the mirror was poking out everywhere; cleavage, side boob, underboob. 

Her tits were undeniably bigger than when she left the apartment. Heck, they were bigger than when she got out of the pool! Dixie had enough experience dating women with figures across the spectrum to guess she was looking at more than a D cup. 

And the tingling still wasn’t going away. They were still getting bigger! At this rate, her bikini top was going to strangle her or tear itself apart against her.

Begrudgingly, she untangled herself from the garment and letting full breasts drop free. She watched in the mirror, perplexed, as minutes passed and her chest finally settled to what she guessed might be an E or F cup, with pronounced, erect nipples to match their new heft.

Dixie groaned, wondering if this was the work of some crafty villain or one of her magically inclined friends pulling a prank on her. She did intervene with a museum heist recently, so maybe she accidentally touched some kind of cursed idol? That sounded like her luck.

All she knew was she officially had a bikini too small to hold what her annoying adopted brother Jay would later call her ‘big bazongas.’

Sitting on the counter next to the sink, Dixie pulled out her phone, taking a photo of herself In this topless, boobified state. Her arms smushed her swollen breasts together when she held the device in front of her with both hands. That was a new sensation, letting her know that these “upgraded” breasts were even more sensitive than before.

She texted Barbie, “Do you think anyone have a really big bikini or a very loose shirt to spare?” She attached the photo for evidence. She might have been the life of the party, but she had to get back to her apartment before she became the center of attention for a much harder to explain reason.

She got her reply quick. “I’ll ask around. Also, I’m saving that.” Well, at least Barbie appreciated the new look. That was a small silver lining.
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2 
Costume Change
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Blackwing watched from a rooftop, overlooking Bloodholme, the city she adopted as her own to protect. It was a rare quiet night in the crime-ridden city. It was also chilly for early September, but her suit was designed to keep her safe and keep her warm. 

Her expanded chest, which she still could not adequately explain, was mashed into a sports bra under her padded armor, but at least she was protected and her body could tune out the cold. Her red cheeks, on the other hand, were making her wish she had taken after The Bat and incorporated a cowl into her outfit.

“Getting a little nippy out?” Barbara’s voice was in her ear; the redhead was on comms for the night, which meant she was comfy and warm watching monitors and passing along intel.

“Don’t say it like that. I’m still sensitive about that,” Blackwing joked.

Dixie could almost hear Barbie smirking over her earpiece. “I know.”

The cheeky tease would have earned an equally suggestive reply, but a set of eyes from a nearby balcony spotted her, cutting play time short. Dixie sized up the onlooker, but she wasn’t threatened. She saw no weapons, and it was not like people did not know Blackwing was around. 

When a city ended up with its own live-in vigilante, word got around fast. People going about their lives grew accustomed to noticing a figure swinging through the air, framed by gray clouds. She would grapple away to a new rooftop and her appearance would be an interesting footnote that guy would share with his friends later.

This sighting wouldn’t be quite that standard. Before the vigilante could pull out her grappling gun, a chill ran up her back. It was a tingling, unexplainable feeling oddly reminiscent of the way her chest felt the night of the pool party a week earlier. 

The next chill was easier to explain. Looking down, dumbfounded, Dixie watched as the pants of her suit seemingly dissolved, the durable weave unweaving into nothingness. Her boots crept higher up her calf to compensate, but not much. Instead, she watched practical fabric replaced by the transparency of fishnet stockings.

The padded, combat-tested material of her outfit, normally designed to protect her from the odd knife or low-caliber firearm, thinned out into a clingy material. In the same way her legs were left all but bare, her sleeves dematerialized up her arms until only her upper body was covered, if you could call it that.

The night wind cut through the fabric like it was not there, making it clear to Dixie and her cold nipples trying to pierce through her costume, that her sports bra had vanished, too. 

Her arms and legs, beyond the boots and fishnets, were completely exposed. The fabric of her tight leotard was not generous enough to cover the bottoms of Dixie’s ass. Normally, she was proud of her bubble butt, but not enough to let them peek out in public! Now, she was stuck with two sets of chilled cheeks to deal with.

Looking around in confusion, then back at the observer on the balcony, Dixie was perplexed. The man on his balcony was gawking, realizing his interesting footnote just became a full-blown story none of his friends would believe.

Blackwing shivered, knowing she could not fight crime like this tonight. “Hey, Batlass? Do you have eyes on me?”

“Oh. They’re on you. Getting Sparrow to cover for you. Mighty Girl would be proud.”

“At least Mighty Girl is bulletproof. And coldproof,” she grumbled. She was not looking forward to the trip home.
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3 
Read My New Lips
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Dixie woke up annoyed. Fighting crime was harder when her whole wardrobe consisted solely of leotards overnight. Unfortunately, crime did not take days off, even while the heroine waited for her new equipment order to be fulfilled. Blackwing still went out to bust up a meeting between the crime families of Bloodholme the night before, which thankfully took place indoors in a warm casino back room. 

She busted up thugs on both ends, nimbly dodging attacks and being conscious of guns in her new gear, but an asshole of a crime boss and his shitty comment stuck with her all night.

"Did they send a crime-fighting stripper? Maybe you should put them fists down and put that pretty mouth to work," the Boss taunted. As he fled. Like a coward.

Sure, she did not expect much from crime lords, but it was rude regardless! It bugged her, particularly as the rumor mill was abuzz with stories of why Bloodholme’s protector was suddenly stacked and dressed down, but she had to get out of her own head. Why was some jerk’s meaningless comment sticking with her? 

Rolling out of bed, she sighed. "Fucking ath'ole."

Dixie's blue eyes went wide, because the words felt and sounded wrong coming off her lips. 

Her lips. 

She scrambled to her feet and got to her vanity mirror. She remembered cleaning off her makeup the night before, but her lips had a soft, pink sheen like someone applied gloss to them in her sleep. They were glistening, and rubbing them with the back of her hand did nothing to change that.

The shimmer was not the only change to her mouth. Dixie’s lips were at least twice as full as she remembered! Try as she might, she had pouty pillows like she was injected with lip fillers in her sleep or something. Panicking, she checked the feeds from her security cameras on her phone, but no one came in for some late-night glamourwork. 

Dixie spoke a few words out loud, but she was not used to speaking around the puffy pink lips she now sported. Dealing with another mysterious change from the universe she had no answers for, Dixie tossed herself back on the bed and pulled out her phone. Before she would message anyone, she looked at herself one more time in the camera. 

She was gonna hunt that bastard down. Part of her doubted he had something to do with the changes her body was going through, but either way, she was going to have words for him. 

Unfortunately, those words would come out with a lisp.
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4 
50 Shades Lighter
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Dixie was begrudgingly taking some time away from patrol. She had worked hard to adjust her acrobatics to compensate for the additional pounds of chest she was working with, but it was still best to play things safe while Barbie dug for answers to her situation. Dixie also had to replace her uniforms, which were all still skimpy leotards more suited for a stripper pole than a rooftop.

In fact, a lot of her wardrobe seemed to be comprised of leotards now. She didn’t want to admit it, but Dixie felt the pleasing thrill of her swelling confidence when she put one of her skintight ensembles on. Barbie wasn’t complaining, either. With her new big naturals and kissable lips, the redhead was very handsy these days. They weren’t exclusive, but they were definitely back in the “on-again” stage of their relationship.

Still, just because she loved them as a fashion choice did not make them suitable for crime-fighting sprees.

As far as silver linings went, Dixie was glad to know she was getting better at talking with her absurdly puffy lips. The lisp was minimal now, but she was still not sure who or what was doing this to her. Zee promised she was not charming her ex-girlfriend into some strip club fantasy, and an inventory of the museum confirmed nothing she touched there should have had any lingering effects. The universe was making subtle and not so subtle changes to her, and Dixie was just along for the ride. 

It was also not over. After waking up next to Zee in the morning, (because Barbie wasn’t the only one who could appreciate the more gropable Grayson,) the magician asked Dixie if she had highlighted her hair before they went to the bar the night before. She had not.

“And you didn’t feel anything magical last night?”

“Oh, it was pretty magical, alr—”

“Zee, focus.” Dixie needed her paramours to get a little less horny about her predicament.

Zee scrunched her nose. “Right. Sorry. No spells. This isn’t magic, which means I can’t undo it.”

Dixie groaned, resigned to monitoring the situation. As expected, her black hair was a chocolate brown in the morning, honey brown by lunch, and as the evening set with Dixie alone in her apartment staring at the reflection in her mirror, she could barely believe she was the one staring back at her.

Dixie Grayson was a full-on platinum blonde; not a dark root to be seen.

The transforming young woman squirmed in frustration. She had no answers and with each change, she was getting more exhausted by the fruitless search. New boobs, new lips, new hair. Part of Dixie was starting to wonder if she should just give in and see where this odd cosmic transformation took her.
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5 
Hanging Up Her Spandex
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Complacent was a word Dixie never wanted to describe herself, but she was raised by The Bat to be practical The genius gymnast was not afraid of a little work, and she was learning to move more gracefully, regardless of the unexpected changes to her body. Unfortunately, there was a nagging realization sitting in the back of her mind and, eventually, Dixie had to accept it as fact: Blackwing, for the foreseeable future, had to be done.

Zee and the rest of Dixie’s mystic friends were still researching possible answers, and Barbie was using her genius brain to track down leads, but two months of searching came up with zero results. Dixie accepted that things about her might keep changing.

It would not take a genius-level intellect for people to notice that Blackwing and Dixie Grayson were going through the same changes.  The heroine with the sudden massive breasts, blonde hair, and pillow lips and the heiress who looked like she was fast-tracking her way through a rebellious transformation were too clearly the same woman. Questions were being asked about both her identities, and she knew all too well how important her secret identity was as a vigilante without superpowers.

With a sigh, Dixie accepted her call to an early, and hopefully temporary retirement. It was time to return to civilian life. Maybe they would find answers and the Blackwing of old would return, but the practical ex-vigilante would spend the present focusing on what she would do with her life out of costume.

––––––––
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THE SILVER QUEEN NEVER failed to impress herself. Sure, she may have been heavy-handed with some physical changes, but all it took was a kernel of doubt to fuel Blackwing’s natural pragmatism. Weeks went by and the media asked where the clearly troubled Blackwing might have disappeared to, confirming the Queen’s success.

Now that Blackwing, the vigilante, was no more, The Silver Queen mused on how much more fun she could have with Dixie Grayson, the woman.
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