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		Riley was a bitch.

		It was a simple statement, but a true one. Riley Morris was a bitch. She did not exude the bitchy confidence of an alpha female. She did not attract people because of her strengths. As far as anyone could tell, she had none.

		Riley was a bitch and a con artist. She arrived at Thatcher College as a freshman with her mind on academic and social success. However, it did not take long for her fellow classmates to see the real her, to realize she only saw other people through a transactional lens. All that mattered to her was what she could get out of the relationship and use for her advantage.

		As a freshman, Riley had been successful at bringing the brightest minds in all of her classes together for study groups. She did not care for the people she studied with. They were simply a means to an end, allowing her to use their work and pass it off as her own.

		By the time Riley became a sophomore, her classmates caught on to her scheme. She went from acing her classes as a freshman, to surviving with a B average as a sophomore. Not that the drop in her grade-point average was the end of the world. But for Riley, it only served to harden her further against her classmates.

		Socially, Riley was not much better off. She started out chasing the smartest and most popular men on campus. If she could be seen with them at parties and sporting events, that would increase her standing. Except, Riley was not actually interested in the men she dated. She would string them along, promising them anything and everything to secure another date, but never delivering.

		As time went on, Riley found her social life diminishing. She went from nearly being among the most popular students at Thatcher College to being someone who was never invited to parties. And by her junior year, party hosts were stationing people at the entrances to prevent Riley from entering. She was not welcome because of the poison she brought with her wherever she went.

		When Riley’s grades slipped to a C average her junior year, she was looking for someone new to blame. Nothing she did wrong was ever her fault, or so she always said. It was always someone else’s fault. And after she received a failing grade on a math test, Riley decided it was the professor’s fault and she knew just the way to get back at him.

		Riley accused the professor of sexual harassment. The Thatcher College administration took her allegations seriously. The professor in question was suspended and a full investigation was completed in conjunction with the local police department.

		The investigation concluded, using a combination of Riley’s own testimony as well as various security camera footage, that no such harassment took place. Riley accused the professor of following her into the woman’s locker room at the campus fitness center and accosting her there. However, after pouring over hours of tape, it was determined that the professor had never even step foot in the campus fitness center. Neither had Riley, for that matter.

		Somehow, Riley was able to able to remain a student at Thatcher College. Rumors circulated among the students as to how she had not been expelled for her conduct. None of them were true. As it turned out, Riley was bailed out by her father, giving the school money to overlook his daughter’s serious indiscretion. She was also allowed to drop her math class without penalty. It was in the best interest of everyone.

		However, by the time Riley returned for her senior year at Thatcher, her reputation was solid. She was a bitch and she was not to be interacted with. She became socially and academically isolated. She was a pariah among the students and no one would even acknowledge her. Even her own professors gave her the cold shoulder. None of them would meet with her during their office hours, requiring any visitation be conducted in a public space. They did not want to be falsely accused like their colleague had been.

		Not that Riley learned from her experience. If anything, her isolation only made her more angry at the world, laying blame on everyone else. In her mind, she was not the bitch, it was everyone else. She was perfect, but everyone was out to get her.

		And with that in mind, this is how Riley’s last chapter unfolded.
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		“H ey, I ordered a club sandwich, not a turkey sandwich,” Riley yelled at the cashier at the library deli counter. The small deli in the basement of the Thatcher College library was a popular place to grab a quick bite. The tables were packed with students as they took a break from studying for their spring midterms.

		Why Riley was there, was not entirely clear. She was not one for studying. She only did so to make others think she was studious. It was about appearances, not actual outcomes. And therefore, she rarely got anything useful out of her study sessions.

		This was not the first time Riley had taken issue with Ashley, the deli cashier. There always seemed to be a problem with Riley’s food and she always blamed Ashley for it.

		At first, Ashley had been apologetic, offering to refund Riley’s money and let her keep the food. But over time, with incident after incident resulting in the same complaints each and every time, Riley’s attempt to get free food began to fail. Now, Ashley kept good records of everything Riley ordered and stopped taking any more of her bullshit.

		“No,” Ashley said calmly. She was past getting mad at Riley. She was simply a burden. “You ordered a turkey sandwich, as you wrote on your order form which I have right here.” Ashley held out the order slip that Riley had filled out. The sandwich she had ordered was the same as the sandwich she had received.

		“You lie,” Riley shouted before she stormed off, ignoring the rule that food needed to be eaten in the deli area and could not be taken into the rest of the library.

		Normally, it would have been Ashley’s job to chase after Riley, but she had a line of customers still waiting to order and simply put, Riley was not worth the effort anymore. It was better for everyone for Ashley to focus on her job and not bother with the campus bitch.

		Riley seethed with anger as she left the library deli. Her turkey sandwich went forgotten in her hand. She was past hunger. Nothing else mattered but retribution for her poor treatment.

		“I’ll show her,” Riley grumbled as she absentmindedly tossed her sandwich into the trash. “Nobody insults me like that. That stupid Ashley thinks she’s so hot. But I’ll show her. I just need to figure out how to get back at her.”

		Riley continued to mutter to herself as her legs carried her around the library. She was too mad to even realize where she was going. She just needed to keep walking.

		And walk she did. Riley made two complete laps of the library before her anger began to wane. Her desire for revenge and retribution was still there, but her immediate anger began to dissipate until she finally stopped walking.

		“Where am I?” Riley asked herself as she finally began to pay attention to her surroundings. She was in the middle of the stacks in a quiet area of the library with little traffic. The books on the shelves looked old, very old. Some looked like they might not have moved in years as dust had long ago formed on their leather bindings.

		Riley looked from the books down to the end of the aisle. There was a window looking out at the science building. That was enough to give her a rough idea of where she was before she returned her attention to the books on the sleeves.

		“That’s an interesting looking book,” Riley commented as her hand involuntarily reached out to touch it. The leather binding had begun to peel. Had she been a nice and courteous woman, Riley would have taken the book to the front desk for repairs, but such a thought never entered her mind. She would not be inconvenienced by something so minor as making sure a book was repaired. It was not her job to perform such a task. It was the librarians’ fault for not taking better care of the books.

		However, despite Riley’s unwillingness to do the right thing, she found herself drawn to the book. Before she knew it, she had plucked it off the shelf and was running her hand across the leather cover while she held it.

		“There’s no title,” Riley said. Neither the cover nor the spine had a title stamped on it, let alone any markings at all. There was not even a catalogue number.

		Riley opened the book, not knowing what to expect. She was not a naturally curious person. She had little wonder in the world. But that did not stop her. Her human instinct kicked in. She needed to explore.

		“What the…”

		As Riley flipped through the pages, she began to realize what she held. The book was supposedly a book of magic spells. Now, nothing Riley had ever seen had convinced her that magic was real. It seemed too farfetched to be real, but Riley was attracted to the idea of power. A magic book would give her power over people. She could be rich and successful and have everything in the world go her way.

		And not only that, but Riley could get her revenge on Ashley. She could put her in her place, once and for all.

		Riley began flipping through the pages. She was looking for something good she could use. She wanted something painful or embarrassing, preferably both. Each page contained a different spell and Riley flipped through page after page, looking for the perfect spell to finally put Ashley in her place.

		“That’s it,” Riley said as she paused on a page. “A bimbo spell will be perfect. Then everyone will be able to see how much of a stupid slut Ashley is. Perfect.”

		Riley read through the spell several times. It included a phonetic spelling, making life a lot of easier. Then she copied it down onto a piece of paper. She did not want Ashley to know what was happening to her. She just wanted her revenge.

		Riley considered putting the book back, but she thought better of it. She wanted the book to be hidden so no one else could have access to it, but she did not want to show up in the deli and read some strange spell out of an old book.

		After copying down the spell onto a scrap of paper she had found, Riley found a hiding place for the spell book. She hid it on top of one of the shelves using a nearby chair to gain access. She knew she would be back if the spell worked to get more spells she could do.

		Riley took a moment to imagine herself as rich and famous, using spells from the book to make her life better. Her family already had money, so she was not left wanting, but Riley wanted more than that. She wanted to not have a single care in the world when it came to her life. She wanted everything she could possibly have. This would be the moment her life changed for the better. She just knew it.
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		Riley came bursting into the library deli to find Ashley working alone. The large crowds from earlier had dissipated, although there were still several students reading through their books while they slowly ate whatever food they had just purchased. Ashley moved around the eating area, cleaning empty tables.

		Riley spotted her immediately and made a bee-line toward her. There was nothing that was going to stop Riley from getting her revenge. Vengeance would be hers.

		Ashley looked up from her work to see Riley headed her direction fast. She sighed, mentally preparing for another tongue lashing. That was all Riley’s tantrums ever amounted to. She was all bark with no bite.

		Before Ashley could say or do anything to supersede Riley’s tantrum, Riley began to recite the spell she copied down from the book.

		Every student in the deli watched as Riley spoke the spell. It was strange behavior, even for Riley, drawing even more attention than Riley’s usual tantrums.

		At first, nothing happened. Riley stood there after reciting the spell, wondering if she did it right. She wondered if the spell worked at all. Maybe it was all just fiction. Her cheeks turned red as she became embarrassed for further making a fool of herself. It was so like her. As much as she tried to portray herself as a winner, the truth was, she lost more than she won. But she kept fighting. That was always what she told herself when she was down. She would keep fighting to her dying breath.

		As Riley stood there in silence, her eyes and mind abnormally focused on Ashley, watching her for any signs the spell had worked on her. If she understood the spell correctly, Ashley would become the physical and mental embodiment of a bimbo.

		But when nothing happened, dejection returned to Riley’s face. She dropped her head and looked down at the floor. But she could not see as much of the floor as she should have been able to.

		“Oh no,” Riley said as she watched her breasts slowly expand. “This isn’t supposed to happen.”

		It is hard to say what went wrong with Riley’s spell. She had not intended to use it on herself, but somehow the spell had backfired. Maybe it was Riley’s foul mood. Maybe it was all the glass in the deli that caused the spell to reflect back on herself. Maybe Ashley was a witch or other magically notable person and had some sort of defense against magic from other people. Regardless of the situation, Riley was changing.

		Riley’s expanding bust was not the only thing about her that was changing. Her hair grew longer and longer, flowing down her back in loose waved until her hair nearly reached her ass.

		And that ass was growing too. Ashley had never been particularly curvy before, but that was changing rapidly. Before she knew it, her hips and butt began to expand. Her ass took on the shape of a bubble butt, while her hips widened in proportionality.

		As much as Riley’s body changed, so too did her outfit. She wore a tight cable knit sweater with a scoop neckline that left large swaths of flashy cleavage on display.

		The cream-colored sweater did its best to cover all of Riley’s torso, but it just could not quite reach the top of the pink circle skirt she wore, leaving a small band of skin visible. The skirt was short, not even reaching the top of her thighs. The smallest of breezes could show off her ass and tell the world what color her thong panties were. They were pink to match her skirt.

		The outfit would not be complete without a pair of tall high heels. They too were pink, maintaining the girlish theme of her outfit. Riley’s hair had even been styled into two ponytails to play up the image even further.

		What Riley could not see was the change to her face. Even had Riley not been a complete bitch to everyone she met, she still would have struggled in life with a below average looking face. She was not naturally cute or beautiful. Her body had been fine, good even, but her face stood otherwise and she knew it.

		Now, however, her face had undergone a complete transformation. Gone were the thin lips and oversized nose. If anything, they had switched rolls, with Riley’s lips gaining size to become nice and plump cock pillows, perfect for giving head. Likewise, her nose had shrunk down to that of a button. It could actually be called cute, especially hot it turned up at the end, just a little.

		Then there were Riley’s eyes. They had been brown before. Now they were a deep shade of blue. But what was more, where once there had been some degree of intelligence in her eyes, even if it was just the cunning necessary to figure out how to best scam other people, all that was gone.

		Inside her head, Riley’s life changed dramatically. Her anger all but disappeared. Her sociopathic tendencies were replaced with love and trust. Her need to always win in a social transaction was replaced by gratefulness.

		In all, Riley had become a bimbo, a near opposite of her former self. Ashley and the other students in the deli remained silent as they watched the transformation unfold. Their brains would not believe their eyes. Nothing made sense to them. It did not seem possible for such a transformation to take place before their eyes. None of them believed in the magic they had just seen.
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		The deli was silent until Riley suddenly broke out into a fit of giggles. She did not know what she found funny, but she giggled nonetheless.

		“Riley?” Ashley finally said. “Is that you?”

		Riley giggled again. “Uh huh,” she said as she nodded her head. “I feel funny.”

		“You look funny,” one of the men in the room said.

		Riley looked down at herself again. Her fear over her growing breasts were gone. She looked down to see her cavernous cleavage and smiled. She had big boobs and loved to show them off. People liked to look at them, especially when they bounced. Men did at least.

		“Do you like my boobies?” Riley asked the man. “They’re big and bouncy.”

		To emphasize her point, she began to rock back and forth on the toes of her high-heeled shoes. That motion was enough to make her tits bounce and jiggle. Every male eye in the deli zoomed in on her tits. Riley giggled again, realizing she liked it when the men stared at her.

		“What happened to you?” Ashley asked. She was as stunned as anyone. It did not seem possible, but she had just watched the most hated woman on campus turn into a bimbo. And from the looks of it, whatever had been wrong with Riley before had been cured. She did not seem like the evil and conniving woman everyone thought her to be.

		“Um,” Riley said thoughtfully. She placed a finger to her lip to emphasize how hard she was thinking. Not that it helped any. Her thoughts felt like they were swimming upstream in a river of molasses. They were slow to get anywhere, assuming they got anywhere at all. “I don’t know, but I think I’m a bimbo now.”

		The men in the room nodded their agreement, their eyes still not leaving Riley’s tits. They looked even more delicious in her sweater. It was clear she was not wearing a bra. Her nipples poked through the fabric, further highlighting them.

		“Do you… Do you want to sit down?” Ashley asked, struggling to find words to say. Her brain was still struggling to catch up to what had just happened. She never would have believed this woman was Riley Morris if it were not for the fact she watched the transformation take place with her own eyes.

		“Okie dokie,” Riley said as she sat down at the nearest empty table. Ashley pulled up a seat across from her.

		Riley’s posture was near perfect. Her back was straight and her shoulders back, further highlighting the size of her new tits. Just looking at them made Ashley jealous.

		“So you’re not still mad at me for earlier?” Ashley asked. Their earlier encounter had clearly been on Riley’s mind when Riley came storming into the deli, but now Ashley was not as sure that was the case. Riley did not seem like the type of woman who spent much time being angry. Her smile came much too easily. So too did the giggling.

		“I was mad at you?” Riley said, her brain now incapable of understanding negative emotions like anger, fear, and worry. Her mind had been stripped of those emotions, turning the others, like happiness and arousal up to their maximum.

		“Yes,” Ashley said. “Something about getting you the wrong sandwich.”

		Riley pouted for a moment, but it did not last long. Her lips started to turn up into a smile again on their own, returning to her default level of happiness, which was far above average.

		“It’s all, like, super good,” Riley said with a shrug. “It couldn’t have been that important. I don’t remember being mad at you.”

		Ashley did not bring up the fact Riley’s anger had started less than an hour earlier. She really was as dumb as she looked. And the new Riley looked really dumb. There would be some question as to whether Riley could stop herself from failing her classes altogether. Academics had never been Riley’s strong suit. Now, they seemed even more distant.

		But as much as Ashley was curious as to what had happened to the biggest bitch on campus, she was not about to dig deeper into what had happened. As far as she was concerned, whatever had happened was for the better. The campus bitch had just become the campus bimbo.

		“So what are you going to do now?” Ashley asked.

		Riley sat there thoughtfully for a moment. She looked especially cute when she was trying to think. It did not look like it was going very well, but it did not seem like anyone would mind a hot bimbo like her struggling to think.

		“Um, I don’t know,” Riley eventually said. Her attention was drawn to the window. It was sunny outside and it looked warm. “Maybe I’ll go for a walk.”

		And with that, Riley pushed herself to her feet, and started walking for the door, her ass swaying hypnotically as she went.
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		Riley wandered the campus for the rest of the afternoon. She did so aimlessly, never really sure where she was going. She was not entirely sure where her home was anymore. Riley vaguely recalled living in a small studio apartment a few blocks off campus, but beyond that, she was not so sure.

		The warm sun, the first of the spring, felt fantastic on her face and exposed skin. Riley twice nearly took her top off with the idea of sunbathing on the quad before she remembered she was not wearing a bra. Not that she had any issue with nudity. She assumed the men on campus would appreciate such a view, but she was aware it would get her into trouble.

		The new bimbo version of Riley was aware of her past poor behavior. She knew that no one liked the old her. But she saw the backfired spell as a chance at redemption. She could be the good person she always could have been, if only she had believed in that sort of thing. Now she did, knowing she could bring more happiness into the world as a bimbo than she ever could have before. This was a chance to start afresh and enjoy the last of her college experience.

		At various points, Riley took breaks from her walk, sitting down on benches and watched her fellow students as they made their way around campus. Whenever she seemed to stop, there was always a man ready to join her. Riley never denied them the chance to sit with her. In fact, she enjoyed the company.

		Never before had Riley understood how lonely her existence was. She never would have had random men come up to her before. No one wanted to be seen with her. Now that she had big tits and the brain the size of an acorn, everyone was much more accommodating and nice.

		Even the women on campus, the ones who would normally have sent cold stares in the direction of a bimbo like Riley now was, seemed to smile. For whatever reason, she was even having a positive effect on them. They still disapproved of Riley’s outfit and predisposition toward giggling and flirting, but even they had to admit how Riley helped to brighten campus, even just a little bit.

		“There’s a party tonight,” one of Riley’s visitors explained. “You should come. It’s at the Bakery. There will be a keg and a DJ playing music.”

		Riley could not remember the last time she was invited to a party. She clapped excitedly at the invitation, bouncing in her seat, setting her tits to bouncing and bounding as her sweater failed to properly retrain them. But that was kind of the point of not wearing a bra. Riley liked how they bounced and jiggled when she moved. It drew in people’s attention, especially male attention. And Riley liked the attention. It made her horny.

		“I’ll be there,” Riley said. “But I think I need to continue my walk now.”

		Riley started off walking again. She thought through the different party houses near campus, trying to remember which one the Bakery was. They all had different names. Sometimes those names were passed down from year to year, sometimes the next group of students to live there created a new name. It did not really matter.

		She had been to the Bakery before, but not since her freshman year. Riley had no idea why it was called the Bakery. It had earned that name before she arrived on campus and it had stuck. She had even been denied entry there before, but she doubted that would happen again. Definitely not when she looked like she did now. Riley was sure her tits could get her into any party in town.

		As Riley wandered around campus, she started collecting phone numbers. At least five men gave her their number, wanting the chance for a date or, more likely, a hookup. Riley was amiable to all, but she was not ready to start planning out her schedule. She was too new to being a bimbo to get herself tied down like that. She wanted to let life come to her however it may. That was the bimbo way.

		She was even the recipient of a marriage proposal, although she was not clear whether the man asking was serious. He looked like a nerdy freshman, so he could have just been overwhelmed by her femininity. She had that now in spades.

		It was during another one of Riley’s breaks that she overheard a group of students talking from around the corner of the nearest building.

		“Did you hear about the chick with the big tits wandering around campus?”

		“I saw her,” came someone’s response.

		“You did?” asked the first person. “What does she look like?”

		“She’s fucking smoking,” the second person said. “And she’s not wearing a bra either. You can see her nipples poking through her sweater. And her ass. Oomph. I love me a big ass like hers. I want to fuck it so bad.”

		Riley did not hear the rest of the conversation. The people speaking moved out of earshot. However, what she did hear made her beam with happiness. They liked her. They really liked her. Yes, they only saw her as a sex object, but Riley had to admit that she was a pretty good sex object.

		She was definitely goin got enjoy being the campus bimbo.
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		Riley took forever trying to get ready for the party at the Bakery that night.

		Although Riley was lucky. The magic spell that turned her into a bimbo also transformed her small apartment into one that better fit the new her. Her furniture had transformed from secondhand stuff she had acquired for cheap to something more fashionable. Her bedding had changed from a drab brown to a bright pink, much more fitting for a bimbo like herself.

		Most important, however, was the change to Riley’s closet. Gone were the drab and boring clothes of the woman she used to be. In their place were a complete collection of sexy and slutty outfits that made Riley want to squeal. She immediately fell in love with her own clothing, since she was technically seeing it all for the first time.

		There were revealing tops, short skirts and shorts, a few pairs of tight pants, often with cutouts or rips in them for added sex appeal, sexy dresses for every occasion, and shoes to match every outfit filled the closet to the brim.

		She even had an extra dresser, pink of course, just for her lingerie and other unmentionables. She did in fact own bras, but she had far fewer bras than she did panties. That immediately told Riley a lot about her new self. She was more interested in how hot she looked than in supporting her girls for improved comfort. It seemed so typical of her now that she was beginning to understand what kind of bimbo she was.

		The one thing Riley’s apartment lacked was a study area. In fact, despite being a full-time student, she seemed to lack a lot of the necessary books that her classes required. Not that Riley spent much time thinking about that. She was far more interested in the party that night than in a bunch of boring books. If it was really important, they would make it into a movie. At least she could make out with someone during a movie. She could even give blowjobs. That was the best kind of learning.

		This was Riley’s first party as a bimbo and she wanted to make her appearance memorable. That meant choosing the right outfit. Should she keep things subdued, for her, and let her slutty side come out over time, more through her actions than through how she dressed? Or should she start out with a bold statement that said, “I’m not just the campus bimbo, I’m also the campus slut?” It was a hard decision to make, especially since she was a bimbo and decisions, even simple ones, were hard. It would have been easier if she had someone else to decide for her.

		Riley broke into a daydream of having a man to decide what she would wear everyday. That would make her life so much more enjoyable. She could be the submissive and slutty bimbo she wanted to be, leaving the decision making to smarter men.

		Eventually Riley decided to go all out and announce to the rest of campus that she was going to be the biggest slut Thatcher College had ever seen. She wore a pink dress, although the word dress was generous. The top half of the dress was a piece of fabric that passed behind the neck and dropped over Riley’s tits, much like a halter top, until they met in an O-ring near her belly-button. That O-ring connected to the skirt, which just barely managed to cover her ass and pussy.

		It was not a dress Riley could sit in or really move around much in general without showing off her lack of underwear. And that was kind of the point. The dress would label Riley as a slut, a bimbo slut, for the remainder of her time at Thatcher College. It was her coming out party and she was going to enjoy every moment of it.

		Riley’s walk to the party was a slow one. She wore nothing to hide her outfit, but the reason for her slowness was her insanely high heels. These were pink stripper heels with several inches of platform under her toes and with an even high heel. In all, they probably gave her an extra eight to ten inches in height.

		But that platform would ensure people could see her. After all, this was her coming out party, quite literally. From here on out, everyone would know Riley Morris to be a bimbo and a slut, not whatever they thought she as before. That Riley was gone, hopefully forever. No one would recognize her as that Riley anyway. She had a fresh slate and she was going to make the most of it.

		As Riley approached the Bakery, she could already feel the beat from the loud music guide her rhythm. She could feel it permeate her body, pounding in her chest, pushing out the few thoughts she had remaining in her mind.

		The moment of truth was going to come when Riley approached the door. There were already people milling about on the porch, having come outside for some fresh air or a smoke break. However, the only person Riley cared about was who was stationed at the door, the person who would have previously sent Riley away as an unwanted guest.

		Three men wolf-whistled as Riley carefully climbed the steps oft he porch. She winked at each of them, even the guy who appeared to be slowly dancing with a woman Riley could only assume was his girlfriend. She looked pissed until she too saw Riley. Then her expression changed. Riley winked at her too. It never hurt to play both sides. For all she knew, that couple might be up for a threesome someday.

		Riley smiled as she reached the door. There was a man standing in the doorway trading dollar bills for red SOLO cups. It was the same man who had invited her to the party.

		“You made it,” the man said. He sounded surprised, but it was hard to tell over the booming base of the music.

		Riley giggled. “Of courses I did. But I had the hardest time figuring out what to wear. Do you like it?”

		Riley did a little pirouette for him.

		“Oopsie,” Riley said as she started to fall. The man caught her. Her stripper heels might make it easy for people to look at her, but they did not make moving and dancing very easy. They would take some getting used to.

		“Careful,” the man said as he held Riley in his arms. “I’m Charlie. Why don’t you come in? I’ll get you a drink.”

		“I’d love that,” Riley said.

		“Brent, get over here and cover the door for me,” Charlie shouted into the houses.

		Moments later another young man, although a little younger looking, appeared in the doorway. His eyes bugged out when he saw Riley. She giggled.

		Charlie helped Riley stand on her own two feet again, taking his time to let his arms rub against her tits. She giggled at that too. Charlie turned out to be a pretty handsome guy. Even before she had been plied with booze and dancing, she had decided that she was going to fuck him.

		Leading Riley through the house, first the living room and dining room where all the dancing was happening, then into the kitchen where the keg was, Charlie held tight to her hand, not wanting her to slip away from him. Dressed as she was, every unattached guy in the houses was going to try and make a move on her. Even guys who were attached might try it. But Charlie wanted first dibs. This was his party and if anyone was going to fuck this slut first, it was going to be him.

		“How’s the keg doing?” Charlie asked one of the guys in the kitchen. Riley could only guess that he was another resident of the Bakery.

		“About halfway already,” the keg attendant answered.

		“Thirsty bunch tonight,” Charlie commented before turning toward Riley. “Do you like beer or would you prefer shots?”

		Riley giggled before she answered, “I’m fine with, like, whatever you want.”

		Charlie had given her a choice. Riley did not want to choose. She wanted someone else to choose for her. At the moment, that someone was Charlie.

		Charlie took the hint and pulled out a hidden bottle of vodka. He put the bottle to his lips and took a swig.

		“I don’t know where the shot glasses are right now,” Charlie said as he offered Riley the bottle.

		“Woo,” Riley called out as she took the bottle. She then put it to her lips and started to chug.

		“Oh fuck,” Charlie said as he pulled the bottle away from Riley as she was still drinking. She had drunk at least a quarter of the bottle before Charlie and intervened.

		“Yes,” Riley said, inspired. “Let’s fuck.”

		Charlie needed no other prompting. He put the bottle down on the counter and took Riley by the hand and began to pull her toward the stairs.

		“Wait,” Riley said. Charlie had a look of fear on his face. Was she turning him down or was she wanting to invite someone else up with them? He wanted the bimbo slut all to himself to start. “Bring the bottle.”

		Charlie took a step back and grabbed the vodka bottle and then returned to pulling Riley up the stairs after him, leading her as she giggled drunkenly.

		Riley was already starting to feel the alcohol hit her system. She had never been much of a drinker before. If she were drunk, she would not be able to manipulate people into doing what she wanted. But now that she was a bimbo, her manipulation days were over. Or, at the very least, what she wanted was also what everyone else wanted. And at the moment, she wanted what Charlie wanted, which was to fuck her.

		As soon as they reached Charlie’s room, he closed the door behind them. The music from downstairs could still be heard, pounding and rumbling, shaking the house. But neither of them cared about that. It was just noise to accompany their acts of lust.

		Riley climbed up onto Charlie’s bed. The sheets appeared clean. He had probably washed them after inviting her to the party in anticipation of this very act.

		Positioning herself on her hands and knees, there was no hope of Riley’s dress of maintaining her modesty. Her dress slid up over her ass, bunching up around her waist. Riley giggled, realizing she did not even need to take off her dress. She could fuck as she was.

		“Come and fuck me,” Riley teased as she looked over her shoulder at Charlie and swayed her ass back and forth, further enticing him.

		Charlie took little time pulling off his clothes. He set a personal record in how little time it took to disrobe, all because of Riley’s pink pussy looking at him, dripping with anticipation.

		“Of fuck,” they called out in unison as Charlie pushed inside of Riley. His cock was big, far bigger than she had imagined. He stretched her pussy, but there was no pain, there was only pleasure.

		And it turned out that not only did Charlie have a big cock, he knew how to use it too. In short order, he had Riley moaning with every stroke. Her brain began to shut down as the endorphins flooded her body. Her arms gave out, leaving her ass propped up off the bed, her moans muffled in the bedding. Even with her eyes closed, Riley’s vision turned white as her sensory system became overwhelmed.

		Riley had sex before, but it was nothing like this. This was fantastic, this was soul shattering, this was what a bimbo like her now lived for.

		As Charlie started pounding into her from behind, fucking her harder and harder with each passing moment, the alcohol started to hit Riley in earnest. But rather than dull her senses, it seemed to amplify them.

		“I’m cumming,” Riley screamed out as her first orgasm hit. But Charlie was not done. He kept fucking her, letting her spasm around his cock.

		And just like that, despite the relief of her first ever bimbo orgasm, Riley’s body was already primed for more. Charlie’s cock pounding her pussy kept her going, raising her arousal again, higher and higher.

		And then it happened. Even in her inebriated state, Riley could feel it. There was a change in Charlie’s timing. There was a change in his strength. He was about to cum.

		And cum he did. Charlie roared as he shot his first load into Riley. That in turn, sent her into her second orgasm of the night. Her body shook as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure washed over her, cresting into a delicious climax that was unlike anything she had ever experienced before.

		Afterward, Riley laid there. She had lost all sense of time. She had eventually found herself rolled onto her back. Charlie was there. His cock was out, semi-hard. Without even thinking, Riley parted her lips and took him into her mouth, cleaning him of their shared juices.

		After she had finished and Charlie had put his clothes back on, Riley tried to sit up. She made it up onto her elbows before she gave up trying to do more. Her pussy was still on full display, but that was fine. It could stay that way.

		“Here, let me help you up,” Charlie said. He pulled Riley up into a sitting position.

		She reached out and took the vodka bottle off the nightstand and took a swig. She was not drunk, just well and truly fucked.

		“Do you want me to stay with you or something else?” Charlie asked, not sure what he should do. He certainly loved fucking the bimbo slut that Riley had become, but he was not sure what to do afterward.

		“More,” Riley said. She was still horny. She still wanted to fuck.

		“I, um, I can’t go again right now,” Charlie said. “Hey, I never actually got your name.”

		Charlie had been so enamored with Riley that he had never thought to get her name. She was just a bimbo to him, a sex object to show off at his party and then fuck. But even so, he still remembered she was a person, although that realization did not hit until after he had fucked her.

		“I’m Riley. The Riley.”

		Charlie stood there dumbfounded as the news hit him.

		“You mean you’re the bitch?”

		“The bitch is gone,” Riley answered before she turned her lips up into a smile. “I’m all bimbo now. Bring your friends. Tell them I still want to fuck.”

		And that was just what Charlie did.
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		Riley never made it home that night. She ended up fucking all the men of the Bakery before she tottered home in a not-so-walk-of-shame the next morning. Riley walked home proudly, feeling happy and fulfilled.

		She was not even hungover from all the alcohol she drank. Riley had no idea why. But it had been a good night, at least all that she remembered of it. Then again, she recognized that her memory was not what it once was. She was too much of a bimbo to not be forgetful.

		News traveled fast of what had happened to Riley. The campus gossip chain defied the laws of physics. For some, they just wanted to see the new Riley as a diversion from their normal lives. Others wanted to use her to get out all their hard feelings from the past three years.

		For Riley, she was happy to oblige, knowing she brightened everyone’s lives with her positivity and sexiness. Her chances of passing her classes had not improved. Her grades remained in the dumps, but that did not bother Riley. Graduation no longer even mattered. She was a Thatcher College bimbo and she had so much to give back to the school. An extra year, even if that too never led to graduation, sounded like a fine idea.

		As for the spell book, Riley forgot all about it. It would remain in its hiding spot until someone else happened to come across it.

		The bitch that was Riley Morris was gone. In her place was a bimbo who spread happiness and sex to all those who would receive her. No one was certain exactly what had happened to her, but everyone, including Riley, was happy with the outcome.
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