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   Book I: Downward Curve
 
    
 
   Shelly moaned deeply, hoping the movement of her tongue might better pleasure the cock she had her mouth around. Hands down on the floor between her thighs, she crouched with her legs widespread. A small puddle had formed under her naked body, where the steady drip of her sex had pooled, and it only grew as she slurped and sucked.
 
    As her hands slid around in her juices, she struggled to keep from tackling the man in front of her and mounting him. All throughout her body, sheer animal need pulsed, and it took everything she had not to give into it fully. Instead, she focused entirely on the cock in her mouth, emptying out her lust-crazed mind and doubling her efforts.
 
   Her jiggling breasts shook, covered in sweat and drool. Each bob of her head made them wobble more so, and she wanted nothing more than to give in and play with them. Still, she held back… her body was for his pleasure, not hers.
 
   Above her tits jingled a little silver heart, dangling from a cheap pink collar. On it, the word "Bitch" was written, and each time Shelly thought about it, the heat inside her body only intensified.
 
   As she felt his hands on her head she nearly came, and the pleasure only grew more so as he fucked her face roughly. Despite his cock forcing it's way into her throat, she never choked… She was made for his use. With each forceful thrust, more drool dribbled out of her mouth, mimicking her cunt both in quantity and use.
 
   "That's it, that's a good little bitch," she heard him say above her, and she felt her entire body tingle in response. Her ass wiggled on it's own, almost as if she were wagging an invisible tail. She heard him laugh down at her, a demeaning and callous tone to it. It only served to make her hotter.
 
   His laughter turned to ragged gasps as Shelly felt the first drops of his cum hit her tongue. Soon her mouth was filled as she felt her body respond in kind, the pulsing waves of her orgasm shredding what was left of her self-control. Her hand rushed to her pussy, fingers slipping between her wet lips and rubbing frantically against her blatantly erect clit. 
 
   Greedily she swallowed down his seed, but soon she felt him slide out from her mouth. As the spray of his cum splashed against her face and tits, Shelly found herself pushing out her tongue, trying to catch as much as she could. Drool fell from her mouth as she panted like a dog, and as the final drips of his arousal were spent on her chest, she found herself even begging like one.
 
   Hands pressed into paw-like fists, Shelly pressed her fat tits together, and she shuddered from the feeling of his cum as it dripped between them. Still, she looked up at him with the simple worship of a pet and her owner, whining for more use. Instead, she felt her heart break as he turned away… and the heat inside her began to grow once more.
 
   Shelly perked up the sound of someone saying her name, and all at once the fantasy fell from her mind. Her pussy was still wet, and her panties felt as though they were completely soaked through as she looked up at the student addressing her.
 
   It was the young man from her fantasy… from all her fantasies recently. For a moment she just smiled at him, blushing, and she had to specifically stop herself from leaning forward and just touching him. 
 
   His name was Craig, and he was new to her class. Reserved specifically for high school seniors who didn't have enough credits to even hope to graduate, Shelly was used to dealing with the unruly and the burned out. Craig though, was something else.
 
   The rest of her students seemed to flock to him, and though all the eighteen and nineteen year olds were more or less rebellious against any sort of influence, he seemed to almost reign them in. As such, in the few months since he had joined the class, even the worst offenders were now more or less attentive and even borderline nice. Even Craig himself was nothing short of peerlessly polite, and Shelly found herself wondering what a handsome, kind and smart man was doing in her class.
 
   Then she would shake out of it, like she always did. As a younger teacher, just barely out of college, Shelly had her share of students who had come onto her over the last few years, but she had no idea how or why Craig was the first student she wished would do it. Instead though, as he did seemingly every time she snapped out of one of her daydreams, he'd simply look at her with a smirk that just screamed that he knew what she was thinking.
 
   And it made her SO hot just imagining that. So much though that her fantasies had slipped from simple flirting to downright degradingly dirty sex. She had no idea where the recent focus on subservience had come from, but as she gazed lovingly up at him, she didn't care. She didn't even seem to mind the massive difference between the fantasy her having massive porn-star tits and her own tiny little mounds.
 
   "Excuse me, Ms. Summers? Are you ok?" He looked down at her with a smirk, and she just kind of nodded, wiggling somewhat in her chair.
 
   "Uh huh… I'm really good…" she muttered, and she could practically feel his eyes staring down at her cleavage. She had always dressed very conservatively before, just to make sure her students had the right idea about her. Still, after a particularly intense fantasy she had about Craig pulling down the front of a very flimsy and revealing shirt, just so he could fondle her incredibly sensitive tits, she had found herself dressing a bit differently. 
 
   "I mean, yes! What was it you wanted, Craig?" Shelly said, straightening herself up. Internally she chastised herself, while externally she found herself pressing out her chest and hoping he would like what he saw. 
 
   "Well, everyone all left for the day, and as I was packing up I heard you calling my name… Did you want me, Ms. Summers?" As he spoke, he seemed to move closer, and Shelly thought she could almost smell him through the jeans he wore. Thoughts of professionalism and even self-respect were starting to dwindle as the wet, burning need between her legs started to empty out her head.
 
   Wordlessly she nodded, her hands slowly tugging down the front of her shirt from below. The tops of her small breasts were visible, and just the small (and completely deniable) act of exposure was enough to cause a shiver to go through her body.
 
   "Well, what did you want me for, Ms. Summers?" He stepped even closer as he spoke, and eventually leaned on her desk right in front of her. She knew he was looking at her tits, but she didn't bother checking to confirm it. Her eyes were blatantly staring at the bulge in his pants. 
 
   A great lust-laced emptiness had filled her head, and Shelly was finding that thinking about anything other than getting fucked like a bitch in heat was starting to be beyond her. Her shirt was now pulled completely down, the neckline now resting comfortably under her bra. She felt almost humiliated by the small size of her tits, as if they weren't worthy of him in some way. 
 
   That humiliation only served to fuel her want more so, and she found one hand reaching up and rubbing his bulge outside of his jeans. A little line of drool fell from her open mouth as Shelly imagined sucking off her student right then and there. 
 
   "I… I want that," she mumbled as she continued to touch him.
 
   He laughed a bit at her, and she felt her other hand slip down under the waistband of her long skirt seeking her dripping sex in response to the sound. "And what exactly do you want it for, Ms. Summers?"
 
   "Oh god… I want to suck it… I want you to fuck me with it, however you want…" As she spoke she spread her legs, trying to be inviting. Instead, Craig simply plucked her hand off of his crotch and pushed it away.
 
   "Pull up your skirt. Now," he said in a commanding tone. Her pussy twitched just from the sound of it, and she found herself quickly stumbling to comply. The skirt was long and cumbersome, but she managed to tug it up. Her plain blue panties were soaked entirely through, and she had to keep from fucking herself right there as he watched her. 
 
   "Pathetic," he said, with obvious disdain. He turned to walk away, leaving her with her legs spread and her underwear still exposed. 
 
   "Wait… what? Please… please take me!" she cried after him, though she kept her skirt up… he hadn't told her she could put it down yet. 
 
   "The only thing more pathetic than a disgusting slut, is a disgusting slut in denial. I'll see you at school tomorrow, Ms. Summers. Oh, and for fucks sake, cover up those granny panties. Ugh." The sheer dismissal in his voice filled her with an overwhelming feeling of humiliation, and as he left the room Shelly Summers found herself cumming for the first time in her own classroom. 
 
   Shaking, sweating, she rubbed her betraying pussy hard and fast. Her juices had soaked completely through her panties and the back of her skirt had a wide, dark wet patch on it. As she thought of all the people who would see it and wonder, she shook with arousal. Nearly tearing down her little bra, she bared her tits to the empty class room, tugging on her nipples with fingers that reeked of sex.
 
   "I'm a disgusting slut… I'm a disgusting slut," she nearly chanted to herself as orgasm after mind-shattering orgasm rocked through her, and she knew that deep down, it was the truth.
 
   ***
 
   When she got home, the haze that had filled her brain lifted, and it was swiftly replaced by anxiety and outright fear. She couldn't figure out how she had let herself get so obsessed that she had actually made a move on a student. What if he told someone? Though everyone in her class was of age, she'd at least lose her job over it.
 
   Worse… What if he blackmailed her? All he had to do is simply threaten her with the very idea of telling everyone and she'd have to do anything at all that he asked of her… Her body tingled again when she thought of what some of those things might be.
 
   Still, her crazy attraction wasn't enough to quell the butterflies in her stomach, and she spent most of the evening curled up on her couch in worry; partially about the consequences of her actions today, and partially about her own sanity.
 
   Even though she felt torn apart inside, a massive part of her was still both incredibly aroused and depressed by the rejection itself. 'Disgusting slut in denial' is what he called her, and she knew deep down that it was true. Just the way she had practically begged him to fuck her was enough confirmation of that.
 
   "What the hell is wrong with me?!" she cried as she got up from the couch. She felt the warm wetness of her pussy underneath her soaked panties. She had even managed to leak through to the sweatpants she had chosen to relax in.
 
   She wanted to stop it. She wanted to go back to being a normal young woman succeeding in her career. More than that, though, she wanted her own student to make her his bitch, his plaything. As she slipped her hand down between her legs, she realized even more that she wish she could get over her denial, and be the slut he wanted her to be.
 
   The day began awkwardly, as Shelly had expected. All morning long she felt a deep pit of anxiety in her stomach as she waited for the hammer to drop. Instead, everyone was their usual happy selves, right up until she got to her class. 
 
   Each of her students seemed to look at her in an almost predatory way, and from the manner in which they all seemed to sort of cluster around Craig, she could almost imagine that he had told all of them just how much of a slut in denial their teacher truly was. The thought made her incredibly wet almost immediately. 
 
   Still, she managed to focus and make her way to her desk, despite all the looks. There in the center of it was a little pink box, complete with ribbon and card. A few snickers ran through the room as she picked it up, but she noticed Craig simply raising his hand slightly. As he did so, the laughter seemed to cease entirely. On top of that, Shelly could almost swear several of the girls in the class had begun to squirm, much as she had over the past few days.
 
   Rather than dwell on what was likely her simply projecting, Shelly instead sat down and read the card.
 
   'Ms. Summers,
 
   Just to prove I'm not entirely heartless, I've decided to give you something that will help you along. There's still no way I'd want you, but maybe this'll help you be a little more honest with yourself.
 
   C.'
 
   Her hands shook as she set the little box down and pulled on the ribbon. She could almost feel Craig's smirk as she lifted the lid on the box. Reaching inside, she pulled out something small and soft, seeming to be nothing more than a bundle of pink string. As she stretched it out, she realized she was holding a tiny thong between her hands.
 
   She looked up and saw him smiling, and her pussy twitched in response. She didn't want to teach her class, or wear these constricting clothes anymore… She wanted to just crawl over to him and taste his cock, to feel his hands pulling on her hair. 
 
   With a long, shuddering breath, Shelly put the little thong back in the box and slipped it into a drawer on her desk. Her students had already begun to get unruly as she stood up and began her class, but they quieted some when they saw the sexy wiggle their teacher made sure to put into every motion. 
 
   Blushing, her body pulsed with lust as she moved in front of the white board. She imagined them all watching her ass as she wrote, young men and women wanting to touch and taste her. In the center of them would be Craig, unattainable and infinitely desired. Back turned to the class, Shelly reached up and groped at one meager breast, kneading it roughly as she squirmed.
 
   She kept writing as she fondled herself, moving through her lesson plan on pure muscle memory as her thoughts were engulfed with thoughts of getting fucked by one of the boys in her class while she was forced to eat out one of the girls. Shelly felt a little trickle of her arousal drip down her leg as she daydreamed.
 
   Eventually, she pulled her hand away and turned back to the class, addressing them all. "Alright, does everyone understand what I've put up on the board?"
 
   She was greeted with some pretty vigorous nods of assent, coupled with even more laughter. Turning around, she gasped at what she had written.
 
   'I am a cheap little slut that lives to be fucked. Every day for the rest of the semester, I want you all to treat me like the whore you all know I am now. Use my whole body in any way you want, I love it.'
 
   Quickly she tried to wipe the board, and she could hear them all laughing at her while she did so. She knew the damage was done, and internally she cursed herself again and again for being such a stupid little slut. Worse, she found that cleaning the board took extra long when she had one hand rubbing at her pussy from the outside of her skirt.
 
   Once she was done, she turned and addressed her class once more, her face red and her thighs constantly rubbing together. 
 
   "I… I'm sorry, that was some kind of crazy… something. I mean, I'm a disgusting slut, and I… wait… I just didn't want you all to know?" She had trouble keeping her mind together, and everyone staring at her so blatantly was making it infinitely worse.
 
   As she mumbled out her apology, she was slowly unbuttoning the top of her shirt, stopping when the plain white of her bra was blatantly visible.
 
   "It's just been so long since I've been fucked… It's making me all horny and stupid and…" As she spoke, she pressed her tits together. All eyes were on her as she slowly peeled down the front of her bra, exposing her little pink nipples. She pinched and pulled at them as she lost her train of thought in a particularly strong wave of arousal.
 
   Reaching once more down the front of her skirt, she blatantly rubbed at her sensitive clit in front of everyone. Several of the students clapped down at her as she shook and moaned, and she found herself smiling up at them with bedroom eyes. Several of the young men had started stroking their cocks as they watched, and Shelly could see many of the girls were nearly mimicking her own actions.
 
   In the center of it all, Craig looked down with that same dismissive smirk, one hand casually squeezing the exposed breast of a girl next to him. That look invaded her mind, and it was the last thing she saw before her eyes clamped shut and her orgasm began to thunder through her.
 
   Gasping, shuddering, Shelly's body was wracked with pleasure so intense she thought she would go insane. Through it all, she knew he was watching her with disdain, and it only served to redouble the efforts of her fingers as they slid into her pussy. 
 
   At the very climax, suddenly she heard a sharp horn, and opened her eyes. Confused, she found that she was fully dressed, sitting at her desk with that little pink box in her hands. Everything was completely normal, aside from the scent of her overactive sex nearly filling the area around her desk. All of her students were packing up and making their way to the door as the bell continued to blare into the room.
 
   Shaking her head in confusion, Shelly looked around to find that the entire class lesson was up there on the board, all in her own handwriting. She was still desperately trying to gather herself when Craig stepped by her desk on his way out.
 
   "Great lesson today, Ms. Summers. Hopefully tomorrow's will prove as enlightening?" He playfully patted at the box in her hands before giving a chuckle and walking out, his hand cupping a giggling girl's ass.
 
   ***
 
   Shaken and still incredibly aroused, Shelly closed and locked the door. Settling back down at her desk, she fished the little thong out of the box and stared intently at it. She was still regarding it as she began to rub at her pussy once more.
 
    
 
   The feel of the flimsy material sliding between her firm ass cheeks as she walked was incredibly distracting. Each time the thin pink cloth rubbed against her puckered hole her mind was flooded with fantasies of Craig watching her as she fucked herself there.
 
   She no longer dared dream about him actually using her himself… she had seen some of the cute girls in her class with their perfect bodies and huge tits that just begged to be groped; to say nothing of their tight little asses and soft thighs that would fit so perfectly around her face as she sucked on their clits…
 
   Shelly stopped herself from falling too deep in the daydream, realizing she had bent herself over one of the various trashcans that dotted the hallway. One hand was busy working her tight asshole and the other was busy unbuttoning her blouse.
 
   "I'm not even into girls!" she thought to herself as she struggled to stop her own body as she wiggled her hips invitingly to the empty hall. "No… but I'm a slut, and that means I'll fuck anything…"
 
   The scent of the trash under her made her feel cheap and dirty as she continued fucking her own ass. Part of her was glad that everyone was still in class right now, but another part of her lamented it. It was that part of her that slipped a second finger inside her, and mashed her tiny breasts against the top of the can. 
 
   "Pathetic, but certainly more honest now," came a voice behind her. She hadn't heard Craig approach, but the sound of him caused her to speed up her play.
 
   "P… please… fuck me…" she mumbled from drool coated lips. As she spoke she pushed her ass out to him, knowing that even her brazen display wouldn't coax him. She was right.
 
   "Now Ms. Summers… I know you're dumb, but let me still ask you this… Why would I touch something like you, when I've got something like this?"
 
   Shelly turned as much as she could without lifting her sensitive nipples off of the trashcan lid and saw that Craig was pointing to the girl he had been fondling before. As Shelly focused on the young woman, everything started to shift and feel odd to her.
 
   Karissa was always a very petite, intelligent girl. It had come with a pretty big chip on her shoulder, but anyone who had met her simply knew she was going to go on to great success. Which was why Shelly was confused, even beyond the heavy haze of lust that was still compelling her to pleasure her ass in front of her students.
 
   The Karissa she could see could still be considered petite in terms of height and frame, but jutting out from that and jiggling were two barely covered breasts that were almost the size of the girl's head individually. Her nipples stood out shamelessly from the thin white shirt she was wearing, and the level of arousal on her face rivaled that of Shelly herself.
 
   That same oversexed expression had seemed to press all semblance of intelligence from the girl, and her plump pink lips hung slightly open as she practically panted. Shelly remembered Karissa having short brown hair, always kept trimmed and practical, but this girl had long blonde pigtails that fell almost down to her bouncing chest.
 
   There was no way she could've changed this much… no way the future valedictorian could've become this jiggling bimbo, but there it was. Shelly's mind reeled as she took in the sight of the girl, watching as Craig reached up and tweaked one of Karissa's thick nipples. 
 
   Shelly's fingers worked faster as she watched the tiny drips of the girl's juices fall from under her pink micro skirt in response.
 
   "I…. I don't know… You're right, I am dumb… but please fuck me… I'll do anything," Shelly begged, her confusion, concern, and dignity lost in the thought of the young man touching her in the same way.
 
   "Ugh, pathetic… don't you think so, Kari?" he asked the now moaning girl next to him.
 
   "Unnnh… Oh, Craig… you know I don't like to think…" she panted, pressing her massive tits against his arm and snaking one manicured hand down the front of her skirt. Craig just laughed and patted her on the head.
 
   "Man, I am just surrounded by idiots… but at least this one has tits. Kari here is my favorite plaything today. I'm sure you remember her… she's the girl that just couldn't manage to keep her mind off of cock long enough to do even the simplest of assignments. Now here she is stuck in your class, an empty-headed bimbo with a dirty whore for a teacher."
 
   As he spoke, he walked around Shelly, until he was crouching down next to her face. She moaned as his close proximity triggered the beginning of her climax, and she tried desperately to hold it back and hear his words.
 
   "Again… I'm not cruel. I'll help you out again, if you're good. Come to class tomorrow, but not as a teacher. Do good, and you'll get a treat." Standing up, he turned away from her as she began to shake and cry out. As he walked away, he swatted her exposed ass and chuckled as her cries intensified.
 
   The touch sent a thousand little lightning bolts all through her body, and Shelly struggled to keep from being too loud. Nothing helped though… he had actually touched her!!! Her heart surged even as her orgasm rocked through her. Even the scent of the trash or the feel of her humiliation at publicly fucking her own asshole seemed to fade under the overwhelming sense of sheer gratitude.
 
   Calming down, Shelly puzzled over Craig's words. First off, she wondered why he had felt the need to explain who Kari was… everyone knew she was easily the biggest slut in the school. It worked out, really; Shelly had found herself giggling a time or two as she imagined a girl with tits like that trying to be taken seriously.
 
   Secondly, her assignment confused her… Come to school, but not as a teacher. For a moment, her mind flickered back to her earlier daydream, and she imagined crawling into the school on her hands and knees, the tag on her collar hanging down and jingling in time with the drops of drool falling from her dangling tongue.
 
   Then it clicked, as she daydreamed about that same tongue sliding between Kari's slick pussy lips while the girl sucked off Craig right above her, his cum dribbling down on her appreciative face… Focusing, just barely,  she knew what she had to do and made a few calls.
 
   ***
 
   The last time Shelly had remembered going clothes shopping was when she had accepted her position at the school, and that was for very very different outfits. Now, instead of respectable slacks or even comfy jeans, she was picking up things that seemed to border on fetish costumes. 
 
   Her first purchase was easily the most memorable. The clothes in the store seemed to go between punk and stripper, and as Shelly stepped inside, she felt her sex begin to warm as she thought of all the things she could do for Craig in some of these outfits. 
 
   Stepping up to one of the racks though, she knew just what she would wear tomorrow. Scandalously short, the schoolgirl skirt simply screamed either porn star or rebellious teen, and Shelly rubbed her juice-slick thighs together as she thought of how she wanted to look like a little of both. 
 
   The pink of the skirt would go well with her thong, and it was a good thing too; the cloth would come down just low enough to barely cover her firm ass. Just walking would be enough to expose herself regularly, and she hoped she could avoid some of the other teachers long enough to show herself off to Craig.
 
   To go with it, she found a cut-off pink tank top with the word "Princess" written on it in sparkles. While it would leave her midriff open, it would still somewhat cover up her small chest, though she knew her little nipples would still be standing out openly. 
 
   Next, she picked out enough make up to make the costume complete, but she wanted to be sure. Piling her purchases up on the counter, she thrust out her meager chest at the man working the counter.
 
   "Excuse me… so, um, Paul?" She said, reading his nametag with a scrunched up brow. Shelly found she was starting to have trouble with words; the letters swimming confusingly in front of her. With a giggle, she continued. "Looking at all these things, do you think I could pass for a really, really slutty teenager?"
 
   The sales clerk did a double take, looking at Shelly's business-like attire as it contrasted with the dim look of her eyes and obvious flush. Still, his cock didn't need a second invitation as it jumped to attention, and he found his mind following suit.
 
   "Um… I mean, yeah, I think so… " he stammered. Just the thought of the sexy woman in front of him dressing in something even remotely like what she planned to buy was enough to give him fantasies for weeks, but still, he sensed an opportunity.
 
   "But, you know we have changing rooms, and I can help you get it down just right… if you wanna." Paul tried desperately to seem both helpful and sincere, just in case he was misreading things. He needn't have bothered, as the strange, but hot, woman in front of him smiled happily and began to unbutton her shirt right there on the sales floor.
 
   "No! I mean… just follow me." He took her hand and pulled her into the changing room. She had already shucked off her shirt by the time he closed the door, and before long she was standing in front of him in just a little pink thong. 
 
   Paul's heart was pounding as he took in the sight, and the girl seemed to shudder under his appreciative gaze.
 
   "So… are you gonna help me be a slutty teenager now?" she asked, absently nibbling gently on one finger. 
 
   "Yes…. Oh, god… Yes," he said as he handed her the clothes. It was a shame covering her up, but he figured her dressing would only be half of her 'lesson'. 
 
   Shelly felt all strange and tingly as she slipped on her new outfit. A big part of that was the salesman's eyes on her body, and she felt all her holes practically ache for want of use. Another part of that was an odd feeling of almost youthful energy that ran through her. With each bit of skimpy clothing, she not only looked the part of a sex-crazed young girl, she felt like it.
 
   She looked again at Paul, who all of a sudden seemed so strong and mature. Nowhere near her crush, Craig, but for a little slut like her, a cock was a cock. Fully dressed, she gave a little twirl, knowing full well the man's eyes would be on her tight little ass and her bare pussy lips as they pressed around the fabric of her thong.
 
   "How do I look?" Shelly said, with a high pitched and almost singsong tone. She ended her twirl with a flirty curtsy, which ended up less flirty and more exhibitionist due to her blatantly dripping sex. 
 
   "Very, very nice.. um, what was your name again?" he asked as he stepped closer to her, kicking aside her old clothes.
 
   "Oh, I'm…" For a moment she paused, the question somehow difficult for her. It was something with an s… "Oh! Summer! I'm Summer!" she said, bouncing and clapping with pride in having remembered her own name.
 
   "Alright, Summer… Well, you look the part, but you're not quite a slutty teenager yet," he said, reaching down and cupping one small breast, his thumb rubbing against her nipple under the thin fabric of the tank top.
 
   Summer's head swam as Paul touched her, but for a moment she was hit by confusion… Not a slutty teenager? Of course she was a teenager, she still went to high school, didn't she? Then she wracked her horny little brain for a bit and realized what he was talking about.
 
   He just meant she wasn't slutty yet, she thought with a giggle. Seeking to rectify that, she reached up and took Paul's hand away from her breast and dragged it down across her body. Soon his fingers were running across the cheap material of her underwear, and she could feel the pressure of it against her hypersensitive clit. 
 
   Moaning, she shuddered with pleasure as he grabbed the little pink cloth and tugged on it slightly, pulling the soft strip even tighter against her pussy. She rocked her hips with a gasp as the  string of the thong slid roughly over her clit. The sensation pushed her over the edge and she fell to her knees in a puddle of her own juices.
 
   Panting, she felt Paul's hand under her chin pulling her up to his exposed cock. Reverently she took it in her hand, feeling the warm pulse of it seeming to move all the way down to her sex. As she started to drool slightly, she knew exactly what he wanted.
 
   The feel of the cock sliding between her lips was exquisite, and Summer found the sensation of it was close to, if not stronger than, the amount of pleasure she got from touching herself. Soon though, she realized she could have both. Paul's breath swiftly became ragged as the young girl's wiggling hips translated into her mouth moving even faster and more insistently on his member.
 
   As his precum hit her tongue, another climax hit her. Body shaking, she pressed him against the side of the changing room as she tried desperately to suck down every drop. While she did so, one of her hands had slipped behind her and was working her needy asshole with fingers wet with her own juices.
 
   Her mouth began to fill with his seed as she continued pleasuring them both. Despite her dedication, some of his cum spilled from her lips down onto her jiggling tits; splashing against the word 'Princess' on her chest. Some of it dripped stickily between her decently large globes, and the feel of them rubbing around was intoxicating to her. 
 
   Gasping, Paul fell back onto the little bench in the changing room, and he had to literally push Summer's head back off of his cock. She sat back, looking up at him dimly. Her fingers were still toying with her ass, and cum was still dribbling slightly down her face and chest as he handed her a discarded white dress shirt to clean up with. 
 
   He was momentarily puzzled by the shirt… they sold nothing like it in the shop, and he'd never seen anyone wearing it before. Still, his concerns were quickly forgotten as he watched the sexy young girl cleaning his spunk off of herself with it… and occasionally licking the messy cloth. 
 
   Leaning back, he couldn't believe his luck. True, he felt a little bad about taking advantage of the highschooler, but the way she had moved and the eagerness at which she did what she did much to make him feel better about it. Besides, when a girl walks in wearing what she was and asks you to help her be a slut, you don't say no.
 
   All cleaned up, Summer still felt dirty, and she loved it. Between the weight of her tits, she had left some of Paul's cum, just because it reminded her of what she had done. Moreover, her juices still coated the inside of her thighs as well as all the way up her ass, and she wanted nothing more than to just bend over and let him take his pick of what he wanted.
 
   She was about to do just that as she felt him rather roughly begin to shove her out of the room. 
 
   "Look, you're hot and all, and I'm sure you're legal, but I really shouldn't be seen with a girl like you," Paul said as he hastily cleaned himself up. With the afterglow fading, his misgivings were starting to resurface. Despite how hot the girl was, or how big her rack had been, he still had a reputation to uphold. 
 
   His dismissal of her made Summer think about Craig so much it almost hurt, and as she licked at a bit of errant cum from one of her fingers, she felt her body heat up again. Paul said nothing more as she wandered out of the shop in her tiny skirt and soiled shirt, but other people certainly talked. 
 
   Whispers of 'slut!' and 'Oh my god, I can't believe her parents let her wear THAT!' bombarded her, and she felt every word go right through her body and straight to her pussy. She was dribbling as she staggered out into the parking lot, and there was a series of gasps and even camera clicks as she braced herself against her car and started rubbing her clit.
 
   As her body tingled and burned from the people's words and looks, she struggled to get inside her car. Completely unable to pull her hand away from her sex, she ended up spread-eagle in the driver's seat with one leg still dangling out of the open door. 
 
   A small crowd had formed around the car, growing as her moans became louder and more frequent. The attention made things worse, and Summer quickly found herself sliding her shirt up over her barely contained tits and lustfully tugging at one thick nipple while everyone watched. The material of the seat was already soaked as the first orgasm tore through her, accompanied by scattered claps, hoots and more camera flashes.
 
   The heat in her body was still too much, overwhelming her sex crazed mind. Propping herself up on all fours, Summer tugged her skirt up over her firm ass, exposing a dripping wet pussy under her flimsy thong. She was already rapidly stroking her clit as she began to call out to her fans.
 
   "S…Someone! Anyone! Fuck me! Fuck me like a dirty, disgusting slut!" Drool dripped from her mouth as she spoke, almost in anticipation of the cocks she dreamt of sucking. Despite her offer, it took an excruciating amount of time for anyone to act on it, and Summer's eyes were shut tight in another climax when she felt the first cock slide easily into her.
 
   She didn't bother to look back and see her lover, she merely thrust her backside to him and moaned. She needn't have bothered, as she quickly felt large, rough hands taking her hips before he slammed into her hard. Her nipples hung down from her huge tits, rubbing on the coarse, wet material of the seat with every thrust.
 
   She felt like she would go insane from the pleasure as he used her body, but it only became worse as she felt the car rock with someone sliding into the passenger seat. Wordlessly, mindlessly, she leaned over more so she could take the newcomer's cock in her mouth, and she used each relentless push of the man behind her to take it deeper.
 
   It didn't take long before she felt the warm pressure of her first lover's cum filling up her pussy, and her body rocked with mind-numbing climax with him. Still, she continued to suck and lap at the man in the passenger seat, even as she felt the seed start to drip down her thighs. 
 
   Her pussy felt achingly empty as the man slid out of her and staggered away, and she quickly replaced his member with her own hand. Pressing her cum slick fingers into her messy cunt, she pressed her fat tits against her passenger's cock as she sucked him off. 
 
   Inside, her head was swimming. Memories of past lovers and real relationships in her life bubbled up, fighting for space along side thoughts of her younger self fucking anonymous men in any way she could manage. The two viewpoints clashed as she fucked herself, and they all swirled around fantasies of Craig.
 
   "Holy shit, is that Ms. Summers?!" she heard someone exclaim, and she briefly and almost reluctantly pulled her drool-slick mouth away from the cock beneath her. Peeking in through the passenger side window, she saw one of the boys that attended her school.
 
   The voice brought her old self back full force, but as she remembered who she was, she felt the warm spray of her lover's cum against her face and tits. With a moan of both arousal and disgust, she descended on it, drinking up the sticky globs with zeal. 
 
   Briefly sated, her rational mind began to take hold and she practically pushed the man out of the car. His seed was still dripping down her face, and she absentmindedly licked at it as she worked to navigate her car out of the crowd of people. 
 
   Still stroking her clit as she drove, she was surprised to find that her emotions weren't that of fear, but rather sheer excitement. She had done it! She had managed to actually pass as a teenager, though she realized she had to be careful about it. She didn't want to actually be a slutty teenager; not really… Still, she wondered.
 
   ***
 
   Shelly strode into the school confidently, drinking in the looks from the other students as they openly stared at her nearly exposed body. It had taken her hours to clean the outfit the night before, hand washing and licking in equal measure. She was glad to do it though. As she had looked through her closet for something good to wear instead, all she found was granny clothes and shirts that couldn't possibly cover her tits.
 
   That puzzled her… She had developed early and fast, and she remembered clearly having huge tits for a good long time, but for some reason she had a closet full of clothes that couldn't possibly fit. The styles were all off as well. She knew she was a teacher, but she also had very vivid images of wearing tiny little skirts and easily removed shirts… all the better for being used by whoever decided to take her.
 
   She found it difficult to think about it too hard, or anything really. Ever since she had gotten home from the mall her head had been filled with sexy fluff, and she found herself fondling her tits or slipping a hairbrush inside herself more than once when she tried to concentrate too much. Besides, she reasoned, she had Craig to think about instead.
 
   Stepping into the class, she found herself shaking with anticipation and a little worry. What if she was recognized? What if they kicked her out too soon? What if he didn't like her? She pushed the thoughts aside, a surprisingly easy act, and went to take a seat. 
 
   The substitute hadn't come in yet, but most of the students were already in their places. The calls she had made the night before ensured that no one would expect Shelly Summers today, and the sub she had called in was notoriously lazy and inattentive. 
 
   As she approached Craig, she felt his eyes on her like a touch against her sensitive skin. Standing next to his desk, she knew he could plainly see the bare lips of her pussy sliding around the string of the thong as she rubbed her thighs together in front of him. The skirt hid little, and she knew that several of the other students were taking in the sight of her pert ass as it wiggled back and forth.
 
   For a moment he simply sat there, looking almost disinterestedly at her jutting tits and obviously wet sex.
 
   "Eh… not bad. Kind of boring, but not bad. Saw you on the net last night though, was some pretty good stuff. You're definitely getting a bit more fun, 'Summer'." As he spoke, Kari came in and slid into his lap. She began to kiss the side of his neck as she ground her hips on him. Shelly was nearly overcome with jealousy when he turned and actually smiled at her.
 
   "You see, Summer… I already have a girl like you. I mean, look at this little bimbo," he pointed at her jiggling tits, just slightly bigger than Shelly's. "She's perfect already. Just an empty-headed little fucktoy. Can you believe she used to be all mousy and smart? Heck, can you believe you used to be a respectable adult, and not some kind of nymphomaniac teenager?"
 
   Shelly felt a cold shiver go down her spine at his words, and while it quickly passed, she was left confused. Kari, smart? Summer, a respectable adult? If she didn't think Craig was perfect, she'd have thought him insane. Everyone knew that Summer was the girl you came to if you needed to get off, since she simply didn't know how to say no.
 
   As it was, she was already pressing the soft pink material of the thing up between her swollen lips, feeling the wet cloth rubbing against her clit as she listened to his words. 
 
   "So you see, I don't need another girl. Sorry… But, a deal is a deal. Go on into the men's room and wait. You'll get your treat soon. Don't worry about cutting class… it's not as if anyone cares about you for your brain anyway." He waved her away as he slid one hand down the front of Kari's skirt, and while the girl cried out and gasped, no one in the class seemed to notice. 
 
   Summer herself was conflicted… on one hand, she was devastated… She was so much more of a slut than Kari, she'd do anything for him! Still, she couldn't help but be excited, and she put a sexy little shake in her ass as she made her way into the men's room. 
 
   She didn't have to wait long before someone came in. She didn't know his name, but she recognized him as one of the varsity football players.
 
   "Are… are you my treat?" she asked, her hands already caressing the sides of her tits in anticipation. She was crestfallen that it wasn't Craig himself, but the prospect of any kind of sex was always good for Summer. 
 
   "Oh… uh, yeah, baby. I got your treat right here," he said, grabbing the oversexed girl and bending her over the counter. The boy was simply taking in the sight of her easily taken body as Summer stared at herself in the mirror.
 
   Pristine skin was covered with just a little too much make up, which was only accentuated by her pillowy lips being covered in bright pink and shiny lipstick. Those same lips seemed made for either sucking cock or moaning, as they stayed almost perpetually open in a vague 'o' shape glistening very similarly to her dripping pussy. Her eyes, surrounded by too much eye-shadow, seemed to be dim and devoid of intelligence. She certainly felt like it, as her mind seemed to empty out the second she felt the young man's hands squeezing her ass.
 
   The haze in her head only increased as she felt one of his thumbs press against her asshole, and she met it with a happy gasp and a wag of her hips.
 
   "Goddamn, you're really a slut, you know that?" he said, and not without a certain amount of appreciation.
 
   "Ohhhh, god yesss… I am such a slut…" she moaned as she continued working her hips. He didn't even need to move at all, she was more than content to fuck her own ass on his thumb. "Please… since it's my treat… please fuck my ass. Fill me up… make me dirty," she panted.
 
   He didn't reply, and she felt almost disappointed as she felt him pull his hands away, and the head of his cock sliding between her soaking wet lips. Her heart raced as he pulled away though, and soon she felt the warm pulse of him against her asshole. She didn't wait for him to thrust, instead quickly shoving her hips toward him and taking his cock all the way inside her.
 
   Pressure, pain and pleasure mixed inside her as she felt him begin to push back to each of her movements. Rubbing along the countertop, her shirt had slipped up entirely, and her jiggling tits were being rained down on by her drooling fuckhole of a mouth. Eagerly she reached up and began tugging on her nipples, watching the slut she had become in the mirror.
 
   It didn't take long before the sensations began to overwhelm her, and she could feel her ass tighten around his cock, practically milking it. The young jock met her effort with harder thrusts of his own, and she could feel his gropes becoming more urgent and rough.
 
   "Fuck your slut… fuck me dirty!" she cried out as he began to gasp, his hands squeezing her firm ass cheeks as he made one final thrust. 
 
   He was still panting from the exertion as she moved out from under him and wordlessly fell to her knees. The sight of his sticky, cum-covered cock filled her vision and her mind, and she hungrily took it into her mouth. The sensation of it, as well as the taste only built on her climax, which seemed to almost last forever. 
 
   Shuddering, the young man pushed Summer back, and she looked up at him with a dreamy smile from a buddle of their juices. 
 
   "Whew… You just don't know when to quit, do you? Look, I've gotta get back to class, but let's do this again sometime, eh?" he took one more look down at the busty young girl, who had already begun to touch herself again, before leaving the restroom with a smile on his face.
 
   Before she could get too wrapped up again, she heard the bathroom door open again. Kari giggled when she saw the mess Summer had become, and felt her own overwhelming lust start to kick in.
 
   "Ohmigod, you are just the sluttiest thing! I'm actually almost envious. I'm hot like, all the time, but my pussy belongs to Craig," Kari said with a pout. "Today though, that works for both of us!"
 
   She walked past the panting, sweaty girl on the floor and bent over the counter much as Summer had. Legs spread, she pulled away her panties and Summer's heart raced when she saw that Kari's pussy had been recently used. Crawling slowly, almost worshipfully towards the girl's filled sex, Summer realized that this was her treat all along.
 
   She practically dove at Kari's cunt, her tongue quickly sliding inside the girl's swollen lips. The taste of Craig's cum was intoxicating, and as it intermingled with the other girl's pussy, it drove Summer insane. 
 
   For her part, Kari was still riding high on the feeling of being fucked by her owner, which was only accentuated by her act of obedience in distributing Summer's 'treat'. Few thoughts ran through her head anymore that weren't related to sex, and those that were ended up filling her whole sexy body with all sorts of pleasant tingles. 
 
   Still something nagged at her, even through the cloud of arousal that filled her now empty head. As she felt Summer under her, lapping away with almost animalistic ferocity, she realized what it was.
 
   "I totally forgot! There was like, another present for you!" she exclaimed, reaching for her purse and all but ignoring the wiggling girl beneath her. Summer tried desperately to keep herself occupied as Kari moved away, and contented herself with licking at her sticky breasts instead.
 
   She was forced to stop as she felt Kari begin to slide something around her neck. After several moments of cute frustration as she tried to figure out how the buckle worked, Kari finally leaned back on the counter and giggled.
 
   "There you go! Craig said some really complicated stuff about not needing two stupid fucktoys walking around with him, but he did say he wouldn't mind a pet. You look sooooo cute!"
 
   Summer reached up to her neck and felt a strangely familiar strip of pink material, complete with dangling metal tag. Standing up, she saw in the mirror that she was now wearing a very cheap looking dog's collar, and she was not surprised at all to find the tag read 'Bitch'.
 
   She fell once more to her knees, the heat in her body rapidly ratcheting up. "Of course I'm horny…" she thought to herself, "I'm just a bitch in heat now…"
 
   Her tongue dangled out of her mouth, dripping drool onto her fat tits as she leapt once more between Kari's legs, and she wagged an imaginary tail as she felt the girl quiver under her ministrations. 
 
   "Oh… Ohmigod… good girl… good dog!" Kari squeaked, petting the top of Summer's head as she continued to mindlessly lick at her former student.
 
   Summer was in heaven. Not only had Craig given her a treat, he had also finally accepted her. If it meant she had to be his panting, dripping fuck pet, then that was what she'd be. As such, despite the incredible need that ached in her cunt, she kept her hands firmly on the floor between her spread thighs. Hands clenched into paw-like fists, she nonetheless enjoyed the feel of them sliding around in the growing puddle beneath her. 
 
   Kari was confused, though that was now a common occurrence to her. Looking down at Summer, she couldn't help but feel that, though she still looked just like any other incredibly busty, whorish teenager around, she was still somehow just an animal. The feeling was so compelling she even wanted to some how push the girl's head away; she wasn't into doing dogs.
 
   She didn't even know how the thing had managed to get in the school, let alone why Craig had asked her to come in and spread her legs for it. Still, Kari did as she was told, and to help alleviate her quandary she simply rolled over and patted her ass for Summer.
 
   "Come on, come here girl! Be a good little doggy and like Kari like a real girl might!"
 
   Summer found herself giving out a cute little bark before pressing her face between the soft curve of Kari's ass. For her part, Kari simply closed her eyes and imagined the dog's persistent tongue was that of a sexy female teacher she vaguely remembered. 
 
   They kept at it for what seemed like hours, with Summer diligently lapping as Kari giggled and moaned, but soon the new pet was rewarded with her lover's hands pulling her in hard. She felt the dog keep lapping as her climax built, and felt a new set of tingles spread through her body as the warm wet tongue flicked across her asshole.
 
   Panting in time with the pet beneath her, Kari pushed Summer away and gathered herself a bit. Again, something deep inside nagged at her, something important. Like before, it pierced the haze of her foggy mind. There in her purse was a pink leash to match the collar, and she knew just what she had to do with it.
 
   ***
 
   Summer felt incredibly exposed as she crawled after Kari down the hallway. Classes still in session, they were only stopped by one teacher on the way, who simply stopped to pet Summer on the head while slowly rubbing at her dripping sex. The humiliation of being treated and used this way quickly lead to Summer rolling on the floor in a panting, whining orgasm; pawing at her heavy tits as the two people above her chatted as if she weren't there.
 
   Her body was already on fire again as they reached the classroom. Only Craig was there, his lap filled with a bouncing, giggling girl. Kari pouted heavily as she stomped up to him, and for a moment it looked as if she were actually going to yell at him for touching other girls. Then he looked at her.
 
   For a moment, her eyes widened and she looked almost scared. Her shirt began to bulge outward even more obscenely, and soon the weight of her chest brought her to her hands and knees. Her eyes dimmed and her mouth hung open as she fondled the sides of her tits.
 
   "Now that that's taken care of… Come here, Ms. Summers," Craig said, extending his hand almost welcomingly.
 
   Almost in a daze, she stood up, feeling the leash dangling between her jiggling breasts as she walked towards him. Gone were any illusions of being an animal, or even a teenager. Instead, Shelly Summers seemed almost normal aside from her body. Still, in the back of her mind she could feel all the events of the previous days just struggling to get past an invisible wall her mind.
 
   "So… I've decided I was awfully mean to you lately, so I'm going to give you a few choices."
 
   As he spoke, Shelly felt her body still light up with need. Despite being herself, she felt almost grateful for her new body and how much pleasure it let her feel. That pleasure came of course with a healthy dose of shame as little tidbits of her deeds broke in through the cracks in her memory. That didn't make it any less compelling though, in fact it only made the want to surrender even more attractive.
 
   "This girl here, Karissa," he began, as he gestured to the top heavy girl playing with herself on the floor next to him. "You remember her, right? Strong-willed, intelligent, determined to beat the world at its own games. Now she's a dribbling fucktoy who lives for her own tits. How does that make you feel, Ms. Summers?"
 
   Her thighs were rubbing together almost by themselves as she struggled to lie. "It… it makes me horny… it makes me want to fuck her… it makes me want to be her." Shelly covered her mouth the second she spoke, but there was no denying her words. Her erect nipples and full body flush were evidence enough.
 
   "Fair enough, fair enough… Now what if I told you that you could turn her back the way she was?" As he spoke, Karissa's body began to shimmer, her form once more resuming it's petite and slender shape. Still she tweaked at her now-tiny nipples, but she looked at Shelly pleadingly.
 
   "The only catch is… if you choose to return her to her original self, I will never, ever fuck you," he continued, pushing the other girl off his lap. 
 
   Seeing his cock sent shivers through her body, and the motion caused her chest to wiggle distractingly. As such, she was already tugging at her sensitive nipples before she even answered.
 
   "Oh, god… do it… turn her into a slut again… make her into a jiggling, cocksucking fucktoy… just fuck me, please." Her pussy began to twitch as she watched Kari's tits balloon out once more. Slowly at first, the petite girl looked down in horror and lust as they filled her small hands. Her short, brunette hair flowed out into platinum blonde locks as any signs of reluctance left her face. 
 
   Soon she was happily squeezing her heavy breasts, and nearly all trace of the girl's former intelligence had faded entirely. Shelly had never been so turned on in her life, and as Craig began to speak again, her hand had slipped down and began to slide between her sensitive lips.
 
   "Good girl, very good choice. Now the final decision… I can restore you, if you want. You can go back to normal, even forget all of this. I can even make sure you're smarter, more driven and simply better than you were before... But again, I won't ever fuck you."
 
   She imagined going back to her life of never being used… never looked down on. All it did was fill her with confusion. Was that what she wanted? Did she even know anymore? Her thoughts halted as he continued.
 
   " Or, you can be a drooling little bitch in heat, pawing around on all fours and being treated as if you were nothing more than a dog… Well, a dog that people randomly fuck and fondle, mind you."
 
   For a moment, she seriously considered saying no. The thought of spending the rest of her life crawling after sex on her hands and knees, everyone seeing her naked body and just using her… all the while not even acknowledging she was even human. It was too much, even despite the incredible burst of arousal she felt as she considered it.
 
   As she was saying her answer though, suddenly she felt Kari crawl up between her legs, and the moment she felt the little bimbo's tongue slide across her clit, she felt her body give in; even if her mind still had not.
 
   "Ohhhh… Yes! Yes!" she shouted, and her words quickly devolved first into inarticulate moans, and finally into ragged, feminine barks.
 
   She fell to her hands and knees next to the giggling Kari, her nipples now dragging along the dirty carpet. Despite the waves of mind-breaking climax that rolled through her, still she managed to turn herself around and wag her backside invitingly towards Craig. If she was doomed to be nothing more than dumb pet for the rest of her life, at least she could finally fuck the one cock she had been after the entire time. 
 
   Craig stood up with a smirk. Walking toward her, he patted the bitch on her upturned ass. "Oh, you poor, stupid little thing. I never said I was actually going to fuck you. No, I'll leave that up to the countless strangers you and your airheaded friend are going to have fun with from here on out." He gathered up his backpack and walked out of the class, leaving Shelly with her ass in the air, and a wet, dribbling pussy that would now be perpetually exposed. 
 
   Kari was no better off, as she tried desperately to figure out how to even pull her shirt down over her massive tits, and ended up cumming in her thong just from the sensations. Craig laughed at both of them, as he looked at his handiwork one last time. He didn't stick around for long though, he was late for his next class.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Book II: Best Behavior
 
    
 
   Samantha Jennings was having a confusing morning. Coming back from a vacation is often jarring, but as the vice principal made her way to her office, things were even stranger than usual. Not only were several staff members simply missing, but she had already had to separate several incredibly amorous students right in the hallway.
 
   She sighed as she sat down at her desk, muttering to herself about the moral degradation of the generation she was tasked to teach. Ten years on the job and she still found new ways to disappoint her. She was so deep in her frustration and loathing that she didn't notice the young man sitting across from her until he spoke.
 
   "Good morning, Samantha. My name is Craig Donovan and I'm a new student, of sorts. Nothing to worry about… How was your time off?" 
 
   The young man looked like he was a little old to be a student, but as Samantha regarded most other people besides herself to be not much more that dribbling idiots, she wasn't surprised to be talking to someone who had been held back. Still, the way he looked at her with a mix of almost predatory hunger and dismissive amusement nearly bothered her. She realized he was nothing to worry about, however, and curiosity gave way to annoyance.
 
   "I'm sorry, Craig was it? I'm rather busy and I don't have time for pleasantries right now, I need to-!" She looked up with alarm as she suddenly found herself unable to speak. Her mouth opened and closed, but not a sound came out, no matter what she did. Annoyance turned quickly to confusion and fear as Craig began to talk once more.
 
   "No, Samantha… I'm the one with little time for pleasantries. See, there's a lot of people I haven't played with yet, and not much time to do it in. Normally I go for a very personal approach to these things… take a few days and really dig into minds, but I'll be frank, I've bit off a bit more than I can chew."
 
   As he spoke, he got up and paced a bit while Samantha struggled to cry out, to move, to do anything. Nothing worked.
 
   "I thought of this place as a kind of personal challenge. Ditch the sophomores and below, and I've got an entire group of perfect little playthings, all ripe for the taking. Who'd have thought I'd actually get worn out after the first twenty or so, huh?" 
 
   He seemed almost wistful as he sat back down, chuckling slightly to himself at memories of this or that girl being slowly changed into busty bimbo sextoys.
 
   "Which brings me to you! I was just thinking about how I might change things up a bit when I heard you'd be coming back today, and I have to say, I think it was a sign. I mean, authoritarian older types aren't really my thing, and I think we'll be fixing that throughout the day… but I think your position makes you the perfect conduit for me. Let's see how you do, shall we?"
 
   He reached out a hand and pressed one finger against Samantha's forehead. All at once, it felt like she had been struck by lightning and she shook in her chair. The electricity turned to fire along her skin, and she felt every inch of herself hum with pleasant energy. As the feeling slowly receded into a simple throb in both her mind and between her legs, she passed out.
 
   ***
 
   Samantha blinked a few times, sitting up once more into her usual rigid posture. Her chair was faced towards the guest seats on the other side of her desk, and she could swear she had just been talking to a student, but the room was entirely empty. 
 
   She sighed and adjusted the papers on her desk. Five years in the job was just enough for her to become good and tired of it, and while she was still young at twenty-five, she felt much older. Still, as she looked down at her queued appointments for the day, she smiled. 
 
   Almost each girl was a prodigy in her own way, and Samantha was tasked today to help each one find the correct college or career they were suited for. The act would be a treat for the otherwise disillusioned woman… finally a chance to help some promising young women find their way, instead of having to police the hordes of little sluts that otherwise filled the school. Finishing her organization, Samantha was pleased to see it was nearly time for the appointment.
 
   Megan's knock was quiet, slight and tentative; a perfect analogue to the girl's personality. Shy and apologetic, she was nonetheless incredibly intelligent. Unfortunately, her quirks meant she was more likely to hide inside her hoodie than she was to express her sharp mind. Fortunately, she had managed to at least rise to some small fame in the chess club. It was her accomplishments there that Samantha had hoped to turn into a scholarship for the poor girl.
 
   Once she noticed Megan, the vice principal ushered her in and watched with no small amount of pity as the girl shrunk even more so into her oversized sweatshirt. Still, at least it kept the boys away, Samantha thought to herself as she sat down, the little beasts would prey on anything that had breasts in the slightest.
 
   "Now Megan, we're going to be working together here, you don't need to be afraid of me. Go ahead and take off that jacket, dear." Even patting the girl's shoulder was enough to cause the young woman to cringe further inside the oversized hoodie.
 
   "I… I'd rather not, Ms. Jennings," came the muttered reply, as the teen stared down at the floor.
 
   Once more a pang of sympathy ran through Samantha. She had little and less patience or respect for the little harlots out there who couldn't keep their legs closed, but girls like Megan? Girls who put forth an effort to hide how much of a dirty little slut they really were? 
 
   Samantha's face scrunched up at that last thought, and she felt her body tingle almost imperceptibly. Her head swam a bit and she grabbed at Megan's file in an effort to maintain some semblance of normalcy. She flipped through the pages and the words seemed to melt and shift in front of her.
 
   "So… Megan… um. It looks like you've been playing… um…" Everything was a haze, but she struggled to get through. She remembered something about the girl excelling at playing… something? She was filled with relief when the letters all fell into place once more. 
 
   "Ahem," she began again, straightening up and regaining her usual aura of authority as she read the words. "It says here you've been caught playing with your chest, quite a bit. According to these notes, you have an amazing chest. Yes, that's right."
 
   The words seemed off somehow, but there was a pleasant buzz in her body  that told her everything was just right. Megan, on the other hand, looked up with a mixture of surprise and shame. For a moment, it looked like she was going to protest, but then something inside of her clicked.
 
   Megan's nipples, normally tiny on her almost nonexistent breasts, sprang up erect. They tented out of the thin shirt she wore, even more so as she wasn't wearing a bra. The petite girl gave out a gasp as the meager mounds on her chest began to slowly expand, every growing inch of them sparking with impossible sensitivity.
 
   As her tits ballooned outward, the girl's mind began to grow foggy, and a thin line of drool rolled out of her open lips in the wake of a quiet moan. Sensing a chance to put the girl on the right path, Samantha continued.
 
   "As I said, you've been playing with your chest constantly in class. I can understand. Frankly, all you girls are such sluts I'm surprised you've managed to keep your hands off yourself as long as you have."
 
   Samantha gave a long drawn-out sigh as the young woman in front of her slipped one hand up under her hoodie, which was now tightly stretched over the impossible size of her tits. Soon Megan was blatantly tugging at one of her fat nipples as she nodded dumbly at everything the vice principal was saying.
 
   "I know that you spend so much time obsessing over your tits that you haven't learned a thing in a long time. It's hard when that perpetual tingling in your breasts just keeps you completely unable to focus on anything that isn't sexual. So much that you wear that big sweatshirt just to hide how much you need to always be fondling them and squeezing them, and…."
 
   Samantha stopped herself, realizing that what she was saying had suddenly become very personal. So much so that her own hands were tugging on her own erect nipples as they bulged obscenely from atop her wobbling orbs just barely contained by her dress shirt. Her tits were huge, though admittedly they seemed almost small compared to her student's.
 
   The vice principal's mind was hammered with memories of the busty teenager she used to be, constantly playing with her own tits whenever she could, while at the same time trying to hide them from everyone. She stood up and once more set her hand kindly on Megan's shoulder, only this time the girl hardly noticed.
 
   The teen had one small hand shoved down the front of her jeans and was vigorously rubbing herself as her other hand roamed over her massive tits. Samantha could certainly relate, as the feel of the girl's warmth under her hand matched up almost perfectly with the heat that was spreading through her body. As she gazed down at Megan's growing cleavage, she felt her head swim once more and her pulse pound distractingly. 
 
   Taking a deep breath, she reminded herself that she was here simply to help the poor oversexed girl… not stare down at her distracting and incredibly tempting tits. The breath only managed to bring the sweet musky scent of Megan's arousal straight up to Samantha's brain however, and she was rubbing her thighs together unconsciously by the time she sat back in her chair. 
 
   Megan, on the other hand, had completely lost herself to the sensations exploding out from her body. Her mind and memories were still shifting towards her new self, constantly being nudged out by the jiggling mountains on her chest. Thoughts of chess, school, even bits of her vocabulary were being wiped away with every squeeze and caress.
 
   The girl left behind was still shy, though she was either too dumb or distracted to properly cover herself up. Her hoodie was pulled up over her bare belly, as both it and her shirt were stretched out tightly over her tits. Even with the layers, her nipples were plainly prominent any time her hand reluctantly pulled away from them. 
 
   Her jeans were unbuttoned and open for easy access, and one hand was still steadily flicking and sliding along her needy clit. She always kept her pants undone, just in case her titties made her too hot. Besides, no one seemed to look below her chest anyway. 
 
   "Now, we both know that you're never going to make it to college… The only reason you've made it this far in school is because of the size of your tits. That doesn't mean you have to give up on your dreams though! A girl like you could easily find a cute man or woman who'll take care of you and fuck you and tug on your nipples just like you need. You'd like that, wouldn't you?"
 
   She spoke the words kindly enough, though she was eying the busty teen hungrily as she did so. One of Samantha's hands was already toying between her legs, and she had to fight to keep her other hand off her own large breasts… she didn't want to fall into old habits.
 
   Megan smiled and nodded dumbly to the vice principal's words, and the thought of being someone's live-in fuck toy filled her body with a new wave of tingles. Samantha watched the girl shiver, and decided she was ready for some 'hands on' guidance.
 
   "Megan… I know you're shy, but we're going to have to break you of that if you ever want to get noticed… take off your hoodie."
 
   The girl seemed reluctant at first, though she continued to touch herself openly. Still, in the end she reached up and slowly peeled the now somewhat sweaty hoodie off and tossed it to the floor. Her t-shirt remained, bunched up over the blushing crest of her cleavage, but Samantha didn't quibble about it. She was too busy slowly stroking the inside of her thigh along her slacks as she took in the sight of Megan's impossibly large breasts and the panting, cute face that was visible above them.
 
   "It's ok, you can keep touching them. I know you want to," Samantha said, almost whispering. She was beginning to lose sight of her purpose here, and the fog in her mind seemed to only thicken as she watched the shaking girl begin to pull on her nipples and moan.
 
   Through partially closed eyes, Megan seemed to plead at the older woman as she practically milked her thick teats. As previously unremembered memories surfaced, Samantha realized her and the girl were much more alike than she had previously surmised.
 
   She thought back to her high school days, when her own abnormally large chest had caused her to succumb to becoming nothing more than a drooling, jiggling bimbo… Her pussy twitched as she thought of all the cock she had to suck in order to keep out of trouble as she couldn't seem to keep her hands off of herself.
 
   Through it all, no matter how much she pinched and pulled, groped or caressed, she could never seem to get herself off. In fact, the more she touched herself, the more she seemed to need it, and the more clouded and simpler her thoughts became. As she watched Megan helplessly fondle herself, she knew the girl was likewise afflicted.
 
   For a moment, she struggled to remember how she had overcome things. She knew she obviously had to have come up with something, seeing as she was now gainfully employed. Still everything back then seemed hazy and almost unreal… like a dream. Once more her thoughts began to shift, and Samantha could swear that Megan's breasts were nothing more than cute little mounds.
 
   In fact, as she stared at the girl, everything seemed to shimmer. She felt almost as if she was waking up. Megan wasn't some kind of dumb slut, and neither was she! Samantha panicked and tried to stand up, but the unfamiliar weight of her still enlarged tits brought her stumbling back into her chair. Just as her ass hit the leather, the world shifted once more and she felt a familiar vibration kick in between her legs.
 
   Of course! Samantha finally remembered remembered how she had managed to mitigate her condition somewhat. A little wiggle of her hips pressed the buzzing toy deeper inside of her, and she gasped as the sensations seemed to throb up into her mind. 
 
   Every day since taking the job, she had slipped the toy in between her bare lips, fucking herself with it before reluctantly getting dressed. The feeling of it inside her, constantly present helped her to somewhat keep her mind off of her tits, and even helped her keep her hands from straying down between her legs quite so much. 
 
   It did have the side effect of making Samantha even more of an air-head than she always remembered being, and she learned early on that a smile, giggle and a generous view of cleavage helped to keep people from asking too many complicated questions. Now she would help Megan out in the same way!
 
   It took a few shakes to get the young girl's attention, and Samantha had to keep from drooling over the sight of the cleavage below her jiggling enticingly. Megan blinked a few times, smiling dumbly up at the woman above her, but her eyes went wide when she saw what Samantha was carrying. 
 
   The toy was slender and pink, and while she had never used one before, the teen instantly knew what it was. It was with a mixture of shy reluctance and almost bestial eagerness that ran across her face as she reached out and gently touched it. 
 
   "Remove your pants, Megan," Samantha said quietly, her nostrils taking in the girl's scent once more as she peeled off her jeans as well as she could.
 
   Naked, the young woman looked even stranger. Her breasts dominated her otherwise petite form, and for a moment the contrast stuck out strangely to Samantha. As her eyes dipped to Megan's bare, dripping slit, all concerns were wiped away. The buzzing inside her own cunt seemed to intensify as she brought her body close to her student, and as her parted lips met Megan's and their tongues began to slowly explore one another, everything to shake with the same motion. 
 
   Samantha reached forward and pulled at Megan's nipple, her knees weak at the feeling of the girl melting against her body as she did so. She kissed down the quivering teen's body, tasting the soft sheen of sweat that covered her, until her lips were hovering over the very peak of Megan's right breast.
 
   All pretense of teaching, professionalism or morality went out the door as her puckered lips clasped around the warm thick flesh of the girl's areola, and as her tongue flicked over the prominent nub, it seemed even her memories and self were slowly ebbing away under the sheer pleasure of sexual contact.
 
   For her part, Megan was largely lost under the torrential waves of arousal that were crashing over her body. Her face nestled against Samantha's neck and she kissed and suckled at it lovingly. Every part of her belonged to the older woman right then, and she felt her legs spread almost by themselves as the raw edge of what would be the girl's first orgasm began to burn through her.
 
   Hips bucking, she wordlessly cried out as her nipples were played with relentlessly, and Samantha's now skilled tongue drove her to insane new heights of need. Her pussy, yet untouched, dripped onto the floor in lust. Samantha smiled down at the growing puddle, and knew the girl was ready. 
 
   It didn't take much to get Megan to bend over, as her shyness had largely given way to a mixture of wanting and obedience. Her tits hung under her small body like udders, and the tips of her nipples rubbed the rough cloth of the seat below her as she steadied herself on the chair.
 
   Samantha ran her hands along the girl's firm ass, slowly bringing her fingers down to run softly between her swollen lips. Megan bit down on the chair's headrest as she felt one, then two fingers slide inside of her. Starting slowly, soon the digits were pounding in and out of her with abandon. The movement caused her breasts to swing, tickling the very tips with each push.
 
   The climax came hard and fast, and Megan found herself thrusting her hips back onto the vice principal's hand as she cried out loudly. Despite her moans and screams, she could still hear Samantha as she began to speak.
 
   "See, there's no need to be shy… All the boys and girls love a busty slut like you…" As she spoke Samantha pulled out her fingers, watching the girl wiggle her backside in search of something to fuck. 
 
   The older woman took a moment to lick the girl's juices off of her fingers, shivering from the delicious naughtiness of it. It was incredibly tempting to dive between the girl's legs and show her even more tricks she could do with her tongue, but she was suddenly reminded of her purpose here.
 
   Slowly, inch by inch she slid the toy inside the slut in front of her. Once the pink plastic was entirely concealed, Samantha flicked on the vibration. The effect was immediate, as Megan's ass began shaking and the girl bit down on the chair even harder. Rather than support herself, the teen brought her hands under her and began to grope at her massive tits.
 
   One hand down her slacks, Samantha began to stroke at her clit as she watched the girl thrash in the throes of pure orgasmic frenzy. Every twitch, every spasm, every drop of sweat that fell from her tight body… Samantha remembered it all herself. Just the memory of her own slutty teenage years brought a familiar heat back between her legs, and it wasn't long before her own moans were intermingling with that of her student. 
 
   Button by button she pulled open her shirt, squeezing at her breasts intermittently as she fell to an addiction long resisted. With every touch of her breasts she could feel her mind go more hazy and sluggish, and as she began to tug on her own nipples, she started talking to the girl once more.
 
   "See… Megan? Your big titties make you stupid, like mine… like me…" As she spoke, Samantha's breasts began to bulge outward, growing into the obscene size of her student's. She stared, hypnotized as the the girl's dripping sex wiggled in front of her and she could see the ungainly wobble of the teen's massive tits as the swung into view with every motion.
 
   Megan responded with a breathy moan, and Samantha answered in kind as she saw the girl's cunt clench down around the toy inside. As they both began to shake and shudder, the vice principal felt the world begin to shift around her. Tingles burned throughout her whole being and her vision turned into blackness, punctuated by little pinpricks of light. The last thing she remembered before she faded out entirely, was the sound of her office door opening followed by laughter.
 
   ***
 
   Samantha sat up fast, her head filled with confusion. She found herself sitting once more in her chair, her legs spread and an empty longing in her sex. The scent of her need permeated the room, as did the sweet musk of Megan who was now nowhere to be seen. Instead, her visitor chair was once more occupied by Craig, who was now chuckling to himself.
 
   Samantha's first instinct was to give him a piece of her mind, but from the way her head still felt full of fluff and sex, she felt she already had. In the wake of her impotent anger came a wave of heady fear… How had he done all that to her… how had he changed her like that?
 
   He was still laughing as she patted herself down and looked herself all over. She breathed a sigh of relief when she realized she was back to her usual twenty year old self. As she did her examination, she was doubly glad that her breasts were their usual large size again. They spilled out enticingly out of the plunging neckline of the top she wore, and even the cursory touches she had performed were enough to get them tingling and ready once more. 
 
   Still, they were smaller than her fantasy had made them out to be, and she was glad. Already they dominated her attention, and even though she was still fearful, she found she was actually more annoyed with Craig for taking up her time. She wanted to get back to a little fun before her next meeting.
 
   She had already started to slowly rub at her chest through the sheer shirt she was wearing, and she gave out a long "oooh" of pleasure as her fingertips grazed one of her ever-present nipples. She had gotten so wrapped up in the pleasure of it that when Craig finally spoke, she had managed to unbutton and open the flimsy blouse and was blatantly squeezing her tits.
 
   "Good lord, you really did a number on yourself, didn't you?" As he spoke, Samantha popped back to attention again, though her fingers never left her breasts. "Ah hell, you should see what you did to the girl. 'Your big titties make you stupid'… Oh man, I'm going to enjoy peeking in on her for the rest of the day. You really do believe all your female students are nothing more than sex-crazed sluts, don't you?"
 
   Samantha nodded, her mind filling with fantasies of panting, drooling, sweat soaked teenaged girls. Her caresses became more like gropes, and the emptiness between her legs only increased. Though she seemed marginally more lucid than she had before, she still couldn't keep her mind off of sex, and it felt strangely right.
 
   "That's ok… after you're done with them, that'll be completely true. Mind you, I did add a little push of my own. I mean, look at those tits you've got now… definitely my style."
 
   Samantha looked down at her chest in confusion. She could clearly remember always being like this… just a slutty, big-titted young woman. She even remembered the moment she had sucked off the principal after he had discovered that her diploma had been rather poorly forged. She still had to keep doing little 'favors' for him so he wouldn't tell anyone, but by the way the other teachers looked at and treated her, she had her doubts as to his discretion.
 
   She had been licking her lips and savoring the memory as Craig went on.
 
   "You were doing such a good job, I was actually kind of sorry to intervene. The way you two were going, in a half hour this room would've been filled with nothing but quivering titflesh. Don't get me wrong, I'm a breast fan. I just like a little, not much, but a little more substance to my playthings than just massive boobs. It's so much more fun when there's an airhead attached, you know?"
 
   Samantha nodded, though she had no idea what he was talking about. She was glad he had noticed her tits though, and she thrust them out proudly before getting back to fondling them mindlessly. 
 
   "Oh… that's right. Dumber the more you play with them. Fuck, I REALLY ought to give you a treat for that. Pity I'm kind of a sadistic bastard. Tell you what… this next girl, I'm going to give you a little more of your mind back. It's always more fun to start fresh, eh?"
 
   She was about to ask him what he meant, but her thoughts just seemed so slow, and the warm throbbing that seemed to arc from nipple to clit and back again was just so compelling. As he stood up and walked away, she heard him laugh again, and her world faded into pink fog once more.
 
   ***
 
   Samantha chastised herself as she woke up. She'd only been at the job a few weeks, and while she kept the higher ups happy with frequent favors, she knew they'd be less than pleased with her sleeping on the job. Especially if they knew what she had been dreaming of, she thought to herself. 
 
   She shook her head, trying to get the image of Megan's tits and tight, fuckable pussy out of it. It was only marginally successful, and the young woman found herself anxiously squeezing her thighs together as she waited for her next appointment. 
 
   The next girl was extremely gifted, and the pride of the school. A peerless dancer, her grace and subtle skill were spoken of by even the most simplistic of faculty. Middle of the road on grades, she was still a bright girl. Samantha found herself really looking forward to interviewing the girl directly, and helping her to find the right outlet for her talents. 
 
   There was a knock at the door, and the girl let herself in shortly after. Slender but athletic, Hope carried herself with a quiet sense of self-assurance that bordered on arrogance. The latter became more pronounced as she looked down at the young, busty vice principal with a mix of both superiority and derision. 
 
   Samantha was used to such looks, and greeted them with a quick, proud adjustment of her top. She didn't get where she was by being shy about her loose behavior, and she wasn't about to let this flat-chested upstart with a chip on her shoulder get to her. Still, Hope's reaction had turned this from a pleasant experience into a chore, and as Samantha began to look through her notes on the teen, she found her mind wandering to more intriguing places.
 
   Figuring she could both humiliate the girl, and make the meeting a whole lot more fun, she began to hatch a plan in her head. 
 
   "Alright, Hope… It says here you want to be a professional dancer, and all reports say this is a highly likely next step for you. The thing is, I've never really had a chance to see it first hand… Tell you what, before I give my little gold stamp on here, I'd like you to show me your moves."
 
   Samantha met the girl's incredulous stare with a click of her computer mouse. Hope blanched as a pulsing, repetitive beat filled the office.
 
   "What the hell is that, your stripper mix?" The girl said, obviously prepared to balk at her appointed task.
 
   Samantha didn't admit it, but that's exactly what it was. Her head filled with pleasant memories of showing her body off on stage as she gyrated to the beat… it was actually how she had gotten this job. Turned out the principal was a real hound dog, and loved the idea of hot young thing working under him… sometimes very literally. 
 
   The vice principal couldn't help but start to wiggle with the beat, and she could swear the bass was centered right under her chair from the way the vibrations seemed to push into her. On top of that, she was really getting off on the thought of this stuck up little bitch dancing to the same sounds she used to, at least for a little while. 
 
   "What this is, is your key to moving onto bigger, better things. I don't care what other references you have or how hard you've trained… I'm willing to bet that if your grades were to drop any further, or if an authority figure were to write a less than stellar report about your attitude, well… Your chances of getting a scholarship or getting into something more fancy than a community college would plummet quite a bit, don't you think?"  
 
   Hope fumed, her mouth opening and closing as she debated slapping the little slut behind the desk. Still, the last thing she needed was some kind of assault charge on her record… the woman had her in a bad spot, and she knew it. It didn't help that the beat had continued non-stop… the sound of it seemed to throb in her mind, and the girl couldn't tell if it was pleasant or agonizing. 
 
   "I… I guess… Do you have something a little more classical? I mean, I'll dance, but this really isn't my style, you know?" Hope figured a more reasonable tone would probably serve her better. Really, anything to stop that beat thrumming through her… she was having trouble thinking.
 
   "Nope… this is it. Consider it a challenge. Besides, a talented dancer such as yourself should have no problem moving to this stuff. Just let the bass go through you… carry you away."
 
   Samantha had to struggle to remain composed as she spoke. This kind of music, the slow, sleazy pounding of it just sent distracting shivers through her body. She was a slut on the best of days, but the bass just drove her crazy. Instead, she tried to focus on the girl across from her.
 
    In a simple white tee shirt and sweat pants, she wasn't really much to look at yet, but then Samantha noticed her face. Cheeks flushed and with a little line of sweat running down her forehead… The vice principal could tell she had a kindred spirit in the girl.
 
   "Carry… away…" Hope muttered, through parted, glistening lips. She stood with her usual grace, but for a moment she just wobbled there. Then, slowly, her hips began to move. 
 
   Samantha lamented for a moment that the girl simply didn't have the body for it. She was far too slender to really show off much at all. Still, as Hope began to turn and bend with the slow pulse of the music, the vice principal had to re-evaluate. 
 
   Maybe it was the overwhelming arousal that was washing through her, or just the way the girl was moving, but as Samantha watched it seemed as though her curves were becoming more pronounced. What had seemed before as a flat chest had revealed itself to be fairly sizable in its own right… wobbling twin globes presented in a growing patch of sweat on the front of the girl's shirt.
 
   Still, as Hope turned, Samantha found herself truly surprised. Under the cheap cloth of the girl's pants was a perfectly round ass that she was shaking more and more skillfully as the music permeated her being. What got the vice principal's attention was the twirling black design that was slowly being revealed by the movement of Hope's clothing. The pristine, stuck up bitch had a tramp stamp.
 
   "You're not really as good as you think you are, are you? Deep down, you're just a dirty, cheap slut…" Samantha muttered the words, but they still seemed to affect the dancing teen.
 
   Suddenly, hands that were flourishing and waving were now running down a sweat soaked body. Hope's mind was steadily being eroded by the relentless beat and the growing need in her changing body. As her palms slid down over her erect nipples she shuddered, and her dancing took a strange turn.
 
   Instead of smooth, graceful motions, her hips began to buck crudely. She bent over in front of Samantha and wiggled her ass invitingly, acknowledging with both pride and horror that the hot pink g-string she was suddenly wearing was very apparent. With each shake, each clumsy caress she felt a lifetime of study and training burn off in the furnace between her legs.
 
   Soon, the heat was too much and she peeled the t-shirt from her body. She loved the look of animal hunger she got from her client as she shook her exposed tits at her. Obviously fake, what they lacked in quality they made up in size, and Samantha didn't complain. Better, they highlighted the tattoo on her chest very well. Great big letters spelled out "Fuck Toy", and she loved how cheap it made her feel.
 
   She remembered the day she came to her step-dad for the money for her 'decorations'. She also remembered fondly how many times she had to convince him to give it up… As she daydreamed, her body continued on auto-pilot, stripping off her pants and presenting her dripping, barely covered lips to Samantha.
 
   Nothing more than a thin strip of flimsy material and a few inches separated the vice principal's waiting tongue and her student's needy sex as it wiggled in front of her. Samantha's hands were already roaming her own body, and it took all she had not to reach out and take what was being offered. Just then, she heard Hope begin to speak.
 
   "I'm… I'm special. I'm not like those other dancers…" As she spoke, she turned around and straddled Samantha. She took a moment and basked in the other woman's skin against her own, and the feel of her hungry eyes. Then she leaned in close, her tongue tickling Samantha's ear ever so slightly before she continued, "You can touch me however you want…"
 
   Samantha didn't need a second invitation, and her hands pawed at Hope's curvy ass. In her frenzied gropes, one of her fingers slipped under the g-string and rubbed the teen's puckered hole. She was rewarded with the girl arching her back and moaning, her fake tits pressed against the vice principal's face. 
 
   "You really are a dirty girl, aren't you? You'll take it in any hole you can get it, won't you? Doesn't matter how, or from who, as long as they look at you… touch you."
 
   Hope moaned her agreement and pressed her ass out against Samantha's hand. Taking the cue, the older woman pressed her finger once more inside the slutty girl, delighting in the shiver that ran through both their bodies at the touch. As she began to fuck Hope's ass, she couldn't help but gloat.
 
   "Mindless little whore… Dancing for attention, hoping someone will just claim and fuck you stupid like you crave. Well, I claim you now. You belong to me, do you understand?"
 
   Hope nodded wildly, riding the woman's fingers with abandon, as her own hand worked her bare, shaved pussy. Few thoughts swirled in the girl's mind now, outside of sex, and it showed in the way she pressed her dripping, curvy body against her owner. 
 
   "Now, now… calm down, Toy… That's your name now… Toy. Understand?" Samantha had pulled her hands away from the girl, but she continued to buck and gyrate with the music. Still, at the sound of Samantha's voice, she nodded and began to relax. 
 
   "Now I know that those sensitive little holes of yours are pretty much all you can think about right now, but do you know what's more important? Me." Samantha pointed down between her legs. She had pulled off her pants halfway through the dance, and now her own dripping cunt was there and waiting… and she knew just the little slut to help her with it.
 
   Toy fell to her hands and knees in front of her owner, and it felt so right. Her fake tits pressed uncomfortably against the chair as she bent her head forward and began to lap at Samantha's clit, but she savored the feeling. Each bit of sensation she achieved in serving her owner was like heaven to her, and as she felt the older woman's pussy twitch from her relentless touch, Toy felt her own pussy react in kind. 
 
   Samantha's body was on fire as the student-turned-stripper-turned-living toy licked her clit like it was a lollipop. Part of her mind had fully given in to the new reality that she had inadvertently crafted… but part of her knew exactly what was going on, and she reveled in it. Years upon years of repressed sexuality and uptight morality were being burned off willingly, and Samantha loved it. 
 
   She looked down and saw that same haughty, slender dancer almost superimposed over her new self, and while she felt just the slightest bit repulsed by what she had done, there was a much larger, much more compelling persona growing inside of her that was enjoying every pussy sucking motion that the little bitch was performing. 
 
   "Fuck yourself while you serve me, Toy. Fuck that little asshole of yours… And every time your finger slides right inside, and you feel it tingle all the way up in your brain, I want you to remember who and what you were… Just for a moment."
 
   Toy responded happily, if not entirely understanding what her owner meant. Still, as her finger pushed inside, suddenly her eyes lit up and she panicked a moment. Samantha loved the feeling of the girl's tongue as she struggled to speak while still keeping her head pressed right between her legs. Then, each time her finger pulled out and made to shove back in, Toy's face lapsed once more into blissful, sexual contentment. 
 
   It didn't take long before Samantha's thighs closed tight around Toy's head, and the girl was rewarded with her owner's pleasure spraying out on her mouth. Sputtering a moment, the teen pulled her body free, feeling unfamiliar weights and jiggles as she gasped and looked around wildly. As she did, she pulled her hand free of herself and smiled lovingly up at her owner. 
 
   "Now, what am I going to do with you… I have just the thing!" Samantha said, watching the world shimmer around the girl, and for once feeling entirely in control of it. 
 
   Hope stood up in anger, her arrogance standing at odds with her wobbling, tattooed body. One hand shoved down her thong and was frantically working her clit as she began to give Samantha a piece of her mind.
 
   "I don't care who you think you are! I'm an amazing dancer, and I'm not going to let a slut like you stand in my way! Do you understand?" As she spoke, she reached out and attempted to poke Samantha in the chest to help make her point. Instead, her hand found one of the vice principal's breasts and began to caress it slowly. For a moment, Hope looked down at it in confusion, but continued her tirade.
 
   "If you think you can just treat me like your own personal fuck doll, well you're right! I mean… You can use me whenever as long as… Wait…?" 
 
   Samantha grinned at the confused girl in front of her. "You might want to cut back on the confrontations, pet. See, from here on out, any time you find yourself feeling too superior to others, or you blow up on them too much, you'll find yourself becoming quite a bit more… accommodating."
 
   "What the fuck do you mean? What the fuck did you do to me, mistress? Why won't you let me lick your pussy anymo-!" Hope covered her mouth, which ended with her sucking sensuously on her finger as she began to rock her hips in front of Samantha. Her face was a delightful mix of anger, confusion and lust as the first twitches of her climax began to spasm through her body.
 
   "I think was quite clear, frankly. The more of a bitch you are, the more your body and mind will try and make you a… well, a much nicer person. I would be careful who you go off on, or you might find more than fingers in those tight little holes of yours. Now jiggle off, slut. I have another appointment coming up."
 
   For a moment it seemed like Hope was going to explode on her again, but the teen calmed herself with a little vigorous fondling as she got dressed. Samantha had been tempted to give the girl clothes to match her new body, but she didn't want her too messy before tonight. Hope didn't know it yet, but Toy lived with Samantha now, and the girl would find herself waiting patiently for the vice principal to come out and claim her at the end of the day.
 
   ***
 
   Sighing, leaning back and gently stroking her hand up and down the inside of her thigh, Samantha waited for her last visitor of the day. Of all her appointments, this was the one she had been looking forward to the least. Now that she'd found her groove today, she thought she'd rather enjoy this one. 
 
   She didn't knock, she just burst in and flopped herself down on the chair, her short frilly skirt showing off black and purple striped panties ever so briefly. Her whole outfit was in a similar motif. Comprised of bright colors and black, interspersed with chains and random spikes, Katrina tried very hard to put off a heavy punk vibe.
 
   On any other day, the girl's attitude and attire might annoy Samantha. Today though… today it gave her ideas.
 
   "So, Katrina… you know why you're in my office today, don't you?" As she spoke, Samantha continued to slowly slide her fingers over her bare pussy. The girl in front of her wouldn't notice until she wanted her to. On top of that, the older woman found she rather enjoyed exposing herself to her student. 
 
   "Um, listen bitch, my name is Kat, alright? And of course I know why I'm here, I'm not retarded. Some little snitch told you I was smoking in the bathroom. Big fucking deal, you're not my mom." Katrina crossed her arms and tried to look tough, but Samantha could tell she was feeling incredibly nervous. 
 
   "Now, now, young lady… there's no need for any of that foul language, is there?" Samantha inquired with a smile, as little tendrils of energy seeped into the girl in front of her. 
 
   "Oh fuc-... fudge you, ma'am!" Katrina shouted, then looked very confused. "Fu-dge! Fudge! What the fudge did you do, ma'am?! Shoot!"
 
   Samantha laughed as Katrina struggled to curse,  the teen not noticing as the world began to shimmer around her.
 
   "It's obvious you're not yet ready for the kind of education this school can provide, so I've taken some steps to help you out. I've started with your choice in words. I think this will better suit your maturity level."
 
   Katrina's hands were clenched in fists as she tried to force herself to think of some kind of swear to say.
 
   "B..b… Bunnies! Creampuff! Kitty is like, so super grumpy, ma'am!" The girl clasped her hand over her mouth, blushing cutely. "That's like, not Kitty's name! Kitty's name is Kitty, and she's a very good little girl!"
 
   Kitty's, eyes widened in alarm. Not only was she completely unable to curse, she couldn't even say her own name now. Beyond that, the part about being a good little girl just sort of came out. A well of fear had sprung up inside of her, and she tried to stand up. She managed to get up on her feet, but instead of running, she grabbed the sides of her skirt and pulled them up.
 
   Underneath the frilly black punk skirt was a pair of soft white panties, complete with a little bow. Too small for the girl, they bunched up between her pussy lips in a perpetually wet camel toe.
 
   "Kitty is a very good little girl, but sometimes Kitty is naughty…" Kitty said with a cute little voice, while inside Katrina raged. She was still very much herself, but was completely unable to speak or act as her own body betrayed her. Worse, the sugar sweet thoughts of Kitty were starting to seep in.
 
   Black dyed hair slowly lightened and moved, until Kitty's hair was done up in a pair of pale blonde pigtails. Her shirt stayed the same midriff-baring length, only it turned into a pale baby blue color, adorned on the front with a smiling cartoon rainbow. Gone were the nipple piercings, and Katrina looked down in horror as she even felt her breasts shrinking in size.
 
   Tiny mounds, they nonetheless stuck out under her tight shirt. Worse, they seemed to have grown exponentially more sensitive and the puffy little tips were plainly visible under the light cloth. 
 
   "W…wait! K… Kitty doesn't want to be a good little girl!! Kitty is a big bad girl, darn it!" Kitty stomped her foot, though she kept her skirt pulled up and her panties exposed. "You can't do this to Kitty! Kitty is a -mph!! Mmmph!!"
 
   Kitty found two things out very quickly. One, it was very difficult to talk when you're sucking your thumb. Two, Kitty's new self REALLY enjoyed the activity. Hungrily she wrapped her glistening pink lips around the digit, sucking on it with abandon as her juices seeped down her leg onto her thigh high stockings. 
 
   Samantha just watched, delighting in the view. She could still feel the teen's rage and rebellion, but it was slowly being washed away by Kitty's growing fetish for being a good little girl. It constantly humiliated her, which only made her hotter.
 
   "Go ahead then, Kitty… be a bad girl for me."
 
   The girl blushed harder as one hand slipped under her skirt and down her panties. She had done this a thousand times before at home, trying on this or that new dress or far too small outfit. It never took long before she succumbed to her urges and started to play with herself. This time though, she had an audience, and a part of her knew exactly what she needed to do.
 
   Shyly Kitty turned around, pulling her panties down to her knees and exposing her perfectly round ass. Then she bent over, still working one finger up between her dripping lips. 
 
   "Please… Please, ma'am… Kitty needs to be punished."
 
   The tight little rump wiggling in front of her was too much, and Samantha went to join her student. She ran her hand over the smooth skin of the girl's ass, feeling it shake as Kitty continued to fuck herself. Then, with her other hand firmly between her own legs, Samantha began to spank the girl. 
 
   *SMACK*
 
   "Ohmigod!! More, ma'am! Make Kitty into a good girl!" came the reply, as the teen quivered and dripped in front of her. 
 
   *SMACK*
 
   This time as her hand made contact, Samantha squeezed down, groping the young woman as they both continued to rub frantically at their insatiable slits. 
 
   *SMACK*
 
   This time, Kitty couldn't even speak. Her knees buckled under her, knocking together around her soaked panties bunched below. She collaped forward over the chair, and Samantha fell over her. Both women were crying out loudly as they spasmed next to each other. 
 
   Samantha was the first to recover, standing up and fixing what was left of her business suit. She looked down with disdain and lust at the girl under her, still periodically shaking from her climax. 
 
   "Stand up, Kitty," she commanded, and Kitty quickly obeyed.
 
   The girl had trouble standing, and her thighs were still coated with her own arousal. She smelled like a whorehouse and a candystore all at once. Her eyes were dim as she regarded Samantha, her thumb planted firmly between her bubblegum pink lips.
 
   "See, girls like you with your pointless rebellion… You now see what you look like to me. Nothing more than women in little girl's clothing, spouting off their words like spoiled little brats… I've at least made you a little more honest, anyway."
 
   "But, but ma'am… You don't have to be such a b… bunny! Kitty'll be good!"
 
   Samantha just shook her head.
 
   "No… You're going to be my cute little example. Any time you think of being a bad girl, you're going to come in here and get your punishment from me. All the rest of the time, you're going to be a sweet, obedient, good little girl from here on out. Don't worry, I'm sure we'll find you plenty of playmates."
 
   Kitty was sniffling as she pulled on her panties, shivering slightly as the cold wet cloth rubbed against her perpetually sensitive clit. Samantha stared blatantly at her cute little ass as she shuffled out of the room. Then she sat down in her chair and waited for her last visitor.
 
   ***
 
   When Craig came in, he was clapping slowly. Samantha didn't even flinch, she had been expecting him.
 
   "I have to say… When today started, I wasn't expecting this. Here I thought it would be a fun little change of pace to maybe use you as an unwilling pawn in my lovely game of debauchery and domination… Instead, I get to witness the emergence of a fellow artist. Bravo."
 
   He sat down slowly, showing signs of nothing more than amusement and even a little awe. 
 
   "I mean, don't get me wrong, your tastes run a little odd. That thing you did with the punk girl… not my usual. Still, you can't argue with results. Now the only question is… what to do about you."
 
   The room got real quiet, real fast. Samantha almost cracked, almost even tried to fight him. Instead, she waited and watched as he rubbed his temples dramatically.
 
   "See, I normally go one way or the other… It's either back to a clean slate with my victims, or it's all the way over the edge into dribbling slut territory permanently. You, though… You could've changed yourself back to normal at any time after you… well, took control. Why didn't you?"
 
   As he spoke, he looked pointedly at her exposed chest, still sporting incredibly large breasts.
 
   "Well, it's easy. First," she grabbed her tits with a smirk," these feel damn good… At least when they come like this and you don't have to deal with lower back issues. Second, I spent my entire life as a buttoned up, angry shrew. It landed me here, running second place to an imbecile as I try and straighten out the lives of young people who treat me like dirt. It felt DAMN good to hit them back for a while. The younger, sexier body is just icing on the cake."
 
   She had intended to just say something to deflect him, but as she spoke, she realized it was the truth. She didn't know if it was a latent sadistic streak or something else he had done with her mind, but the fact of the matter was that she had really enjoyed today.
 
   "Haha, that's about what I thought, once I handed you the reins for a bit… Well, that settles it! How would you like to be the new principal? A position opened up just this afternoon."
 
   "Just opened up? What happened to Principal Montgomery?"
 
   Craig smirked as he replied, "No idea. On an entirely unrelated note, you'll also have your very own secretary. She's kind of a ditz, but she'll do anything you want."
 
   Now it was Samantha's turn to smirk… And accept the job.


 
   
  
 




 
   Book III: Taking It For the Team
 
    
 
   Courtney sighed, tempted to just give up on the assignment completely. She had been struggling with her biology homework for some time already, but now she found herself facing some incredibly annoying distractions… as usual.
 
   It had started out as some mild making out, something that Courtney had really gotten used to her best friend doing pretty much every day after school. Now, Alexis and her boyfriend were shaking the bed not more than a few feet behind a very frustrated teen. 
 
   Courtney's headache grew with each thump and gasp. 
 
   "Ugh, you goddamn slut, keep it down… " Courtney muttered, "Not all of us want to graduate on our backs." 
 
   Her words went unnoticed. Worse, she could smell her friend arousal fill the room as each motion sounded more and more… messy. The teen felt her stomach churn and she stomped out, though the sound of her heavy footfalls were drowned out by Alexis's slutty giggles. 
 
   "Stupid bimbo…"
 
   In her huff, she nearly tripped over the discarded cheerleader uniform on the floor. She noticed with even greater disgust that the bloomers had been soaked through. Courtney consoled herself that she at least slammed the door good and hard, but from the way she could now hear the two lovers through the wall, she didn't think it had the intended effect.
 
   She wandered into the kitchen in the dim hope of maybe stealing one of her friend's dad's beers before diving back into the war zone. On the way, and not for the first time, she considered moving out of the place. 
 
   Her and friend her had been eighteen for some time and the only thing really holding her back had been graduation. Now, as the year was coming to a close and her (admittedly mediocre)  grades pretty much set in stone, this was less of a consideration. That would just leave Alexis.
 
   As frustrated as she was with her friend, Courtney still loved her. They had been through a lot together, and had been like friends a long time now… ever since Courtney's mother went abroad. And like all the other times Courtney had considered running away, she realized she couldn't leave like that. Just a few more months, she told herself.
 
   There were no beers left, but she did find a bottle of some kind of sports drink which she figured belonged to Alexis. Feeling spiteful, she snatched it up and took a swig. Bright pink and fizzy,  it tasted like bubblegum and cherries… but there was something else about it. A sort of pleasant, numbing tingle seemed to spread over Courtney's skin as she wandered back to the room.
 
   She nearly spilled what was left of the drink as she was nearly bowled over by some muscular guy grinning like an idiot on his way out of the room. Courtney cursed at him, but he didn't seem to even notice her. Most men didn't, especially after Alexis got to them.
 
   Which is not to say Courtney wasn't attractive…. She was cute in a girl next door kind of way, with pixie-cut brunette hair and a pleasant smile, when she wasn't being sarcastic. The thing was, Alexis had always looked like one step under, or sometimes one step over, a supermodel. Courtney had always envied the girl's perfectly curving figure and her long, shining blonde hair. 
 
   Up against that, who had a chance? Instead, Courtney had gone to school in comfy clothes, never touched make-up, and was in all ways the outward opposite of her friend. Worse, years of going unnoticed and unappreciated had only led her to become more shy and cynical as the days went by, until she was more or less officially labeled a social outcast.
 
   Stepping back into the room, she readied her sharpest barbs and was about to let them fly when her breath caught in her throat. Only slightly covered by the plush pink comforter, her friend was lazily stroking between her firm, lightly-tanned legs. Courtney could only stare as the older girl cupped a perfect breast in her hand, gently pinching a nipple with a gasp.
 
   Now, Courtney had seen her friend nude before… it was an unavoidable side effect of sharing a room as long as they did. She had also heard… and smelled the girl having sex as well. Heck, Alexis had probably heard her playing with herself a night or too as well. All these things were a far cry from seeing what she did now.
 
   Alexis looked like a porn star, with strong emphasis on the star part. Her golden blonde hair spilled out over the pillow in shining perfection. Her lips were plump and naturally red, looking seductive as she bit down gently on the lower. Her body… Courtney couldn't take her eyes off of that body. 
 
   She had smooth, unblemished skin that just lightly shimmered with a sheen of sweat. Her breasts were firm and perky, but they hung heavy off of her chest as she toyed with them. Even her pussy was amazing, bare and pink…
 
   Courtney licked her lips, trying to chastise herself for her reaction, but she found she really couldn't muster the effort. She'd known for a long time that she was into girls, but this was the first time she had realized she was really, really into this one.
 
   Alexis's movements became faster, but no less graceful. Legs spread, Courtney saw a growing puddle under her friend. Again the scent of sex spread through the room, but this time it smelled different… alluring somehow... almost like bubblegum.
 
   Courtney was trying really hard to not be noticed, and to keep her hands from wandering her own petite body. Watching her friend moan and writhe on the bed only a few feet in front of her made that very, very difficult. Then it got worse.
 
   Alexis gasped and rolled over onto her knees, her face biting into the pillow. Her perfect ass was raised and presented, and her slit was dripping with lust. Two slender fingers made their way inside her swollen lips, and each time they slipped entirely inside, the gorgeous teen gave out a long, ragged moan. 
 
   Rational thinking fled Courtney's mind, the scent of her friend's pussy mingling once more with the candy-sweet scent of the drink she was holding. With a quiet swig, she set the bottle down on her desk and sat in her chair. 
 
   Her hand slid down her sweatpants quickly, and she began stroking her clit in time with her friend's thrusts. Her lust-ridden mind was filled with thoughts of how it would feel/taste/smell to be lapping away at her friend's perfect body.
 
   Both girls were panting hard in moments, and Courtney was desperately trying to stifle the sounds she was making. She didn't have to try hard, as Alexis seemed more than willing to fill the quiet room with gasps and moans. 
 
   Courtney felt release building inside of her, her thighs held tight around her hand as she stroked her clit in a frenzy. Alexis did the same, almost as if she could sense her friend's oncoming climax. Then she started to speak…
 
   "Mmmmm… Yes… Fuck me! Lick me!...Oh, god… suck my clit, Courtney…"
 
   Courtney's heart pounded hard in her chest, and nothing could stop the thundering orgasm that rocked her entire body. She shook in the chair, her panties and pants both soaked from her play, and little droplets of drool fell from her mouth.
 
   Her eyes opened and locked on her friend's body as she rode the waves of her need, Courtney quickly realized that Alexis had not only finished some time ago… she was watching her. Unable to stop, she continued fucking herself while her older, more beautiful friend just watched… with a superior smirk on her face.
 
   Humiliation filled Courtney's mind as Alexis sat up and spread her legs, leaning back and slowly caressing her body. The younger girl just watched, letting out little moans of need. One of her hands came up unbidden, cupping one small breast in almost mockery of her friend's motions.
 
   "What was it you called me? Bimbo? Slut? Either way it seems a little hypocritical now, dontcha think?"
 
   Courtney nodded, grunting and tightening up her body as her second orgasm began spasming through her. Alexis smiled, walking slowly and sensuously over to her moaning friend. She didn't speak… She just took two candy-scented fingers and slipped them into Courtney's open mouth as the girl fell back slack in her chair.
 
   ***
 
   "You're a slut… you're a mindless fucktoy… my little slutty Courtney… Courtney… Courtney, wake the hell up, we're late!"
 
   Courtney woke up with a snort, clumsily wiping away the little stream of bubblegum flavored drool that had slipped out of her mouth during her nap. Alexis was standing over her in her cheerleader uniform, shaking her slightly and looking more than a little pissed.
 
   "Come on, it's bad enough you drank my last energy drink, but having to wake you up from whatever pervy dreams you were having? Ugh!" She stomped away while Courtney gathered her thoughts.
 
   Had it all been a dream? It had to have been… Goddamn, what was wrong with her, thinking about her best friend like that? Worse, looking down, she found her hand planted firmly under the waistband of her pants, which were soaked clean through. Cursing, she got up and changed quickly, though the scent of her own arousal still clung to her, mixing with the sports drink still on her breath.
 
   Still sheepish and humiliated, Courtney made her way to the kitchen to find Alexis. Instead, she found her friend's father, Frank.
 
   "Hey, cutie… thought I heard you kids stomping around… Why don't you give me a good morning kiss, huh?" as he spoke, he sort of wobbled in his seat.
 
   "Ugh, Frank. It's what, only two pm and you're already drunk? I can see why your wife left you, disgusting pervert… Why don't you just fuck off back to your room and watch your porn?"
 
   She hoped he'd get pissed and storm off, something she's had a lot of luck in getting him to do. He was a slime ball of the lowest order, but sometimes getting hit in the face with facts caused him to slink back to his lair. 
 
   Unfortunately, as Courtney's mother's trip abroad became even longer, the man had become more bold. More than once she had to slap away his wandering hands already, and the doorway to the bathroom had accidentally popped open more and more often during her morning showers. 
 
   "Now, now kiddo, that's no way to treat your friend's daddy... You know, you can call me daddy if you want. I take real good care of you after all... Look, I got a present for you." As he spoke, he leaned back. Pressed long and thick against his jeans, Frank's cock was plainly visible.
 
   Courtney flipped him the bird and charged out, for once grateful to hear her friend slamming on the horn in the driveway. She didn't remember what she was late for, but at this point she really didn't care, she just wanted out of there.
 
   "What the hell took you so long? I've been waiting out here forever!" Alexis shouted.
 
   Despite being yelled at, Courtney found herself spacing out a bit as she watched the angry rise and fall of her friend's impressive chest. Still, after just a heartbeat too long, she replied.
 
   "I was in the kitchen looking for you. Ran into Frank…" Courtney trailed off, hoping that would explain everything.
 
   "I hope you were nice to him. You're always so judgy of dad, even though he's always super sweet to you."
 
   Courtney sighed. "Look, lets not get into that again… Where the hell are we going, anyway? What are we late for? I'm still a little… woozy."
 
   And she was… ever since waking up she felt like there was a big ball of fluff in her head, and the harder she tried to focus and think, the bigger and thicker it became. It almost felt easier just to let her mind wander into nice sexy daydreams, and not worry about thinking…
 
   "Cheerleading practice, silly! Remember, you told me yesterday that you'd at least come and see what it was all about. The girls are so excited to meet you! We've had a great big empty spot in our team for a looong time, and I think you're perfect!"
 
   "Whoa, whoa… I don't remember any of that. Nor do I think I'd ever willingly join that troop of giggling little bimbos you guys call a cheer squad."
 
   "Bimbos?! Why do you keep calling us that? Is that all you think we are? All you think I am?!" Alexis began to tear up as she shrieked at Courtney, and the younger girl knew she'd been just a little too honest just then. She chalked it up to the weird malaise she found herself in, and resolved to make it up to her friend.
 
   "Look… Lexi, I'm sorry. I didn't mean it, I'm just in an odd mood, ok? I'd be happy to go see what you really do there." She patted Alexis consolingly as the older girl wiped her tears away.
 
   "You mean it? You're not just saying that?"
 
   "You bet," Courtney replied, trying to sound upbeat. It apparently worked, as Alexis began clapping happily, the car swerving only slightly.
 
   "Awesome!!! I knew you'd be a perfect fit! Here, drink this, it'll help with that head of yours!"
 
   Courtney didn't argue about the 'perfect fit' comment, instead just focusing on the bottle of fizzy pink drink her friend handed her. In the cup holder there was another, bubbling away almost happily.
 
   "What is this stuff, anyway?" Courtney asked, taking a long swig of the sweet smelling juice, giggling a bit as some of it dribbled down her hoodie.
 
   "It's like, the best, isn't it?! Coach Donovan gave us some, says it'll make us better at pretty much everything! To be honest, all it seems to do is make some of the girls even more bubbly and energetic, and it just makes me all like, tingly and stuff."
 
   Courtney had been drinking non-stop while her friend spoke, and realized with a start that she had drained the entire bottle in just a few moments. She didn't feel faster or stronger, or anything like that. It also did little to help the fog in her mind… in fact, with each irresistible sip she had found herself even more spacey than before.
 
   That being said, she knew exactly what her friend meant about tingly… Everything from her lips, the tips of her nipples, all the way down to her still-wet slit… they buzzed with anticipation. She barely noticed as her friend handed her the second bottle and began talking again.
 
   "Coach has been putting the stuff in everything! We have yummy bubblegum drinks, candies, lotions, even sweet sticky lube..." Courtney nodded along with her friend, telling herself she was simply mishearing certain parts of what was said.
 
   "The best part is, it's all tasty and drinkable! Some of the girls figured it out on accident, and coach said it was okay. He says that it doesn't matter how we get it in us, or what we put it in, we'll feel really good if we do… Do you feel really good?"
 
   Courtney smiled dreamily and nodded again before taking a long messy drink. Rivulets of sticky pink trickled down her front, coating her chest in pleasant effervescence. It felt like the bubbles were soaking inside her, tickling up into the soft flesh of her breasts. 
 
   Not thinking, the soaked girl peeled off her shirt. Her bare tits felt good in the open air, and she pawed at them openly. She giggled as she realized all those bubbles had made her breasts feel bigger than before, and sooo much more tingly.
 
   "Yeah, they made my titties feel so good too! I like, had to stop rubbing the stuff there so I could still do all my cheers. I can't wait to see how big you'll get!"
 
   For a moment, Courtney felt her mind rebel at the idea. Then, she felt her friend's fingers reach out and gently pinch one of her puffy, swollen nipples and she found she couldn't really think anymore. She didn't even notice the car coming to a stop in front of the school.
 
   Alexis looked disdainfully at her friend, watching the girl writhe in near animal lust. 
 
   "Giggling bimbos, you said… look at you, a drooling little sextoy getting off just from her boobies alone." As she spoke, Alexis shoved her hand roughly down her friend's pants and began to stroke.
 
   "Tell me, do you want to cum?"
 
   Courtney's mind was mostly gone, but she had enough presence of thought to reply.
 
   "Mmmmmm…. Yesss…"
 
   Alexis grinned evilly, stroking faster.
 
   "Then tell me what you are… tell me you're a dumb little bimbo in training. Do it."
 
   "I'm a… I'm a dumb little… bimbo… please…!" Courtney gasped as her friend circled her clit harder. Each movement was precise and incredible, and it wasn't long before the drink drenched girl had her arms wrapped tight around her friend's arm as she screamed out load in pleasure.
 
   Alexis smiled at the group of cheerleaders approaching the car, as she leaned down and whispered in her friend's ear.
 
   "Sweet dreams, slut."
 
   ***
 
   Courtney woke up in the locker room, nude and still somewhat horny. The haze in her mind had only worsened, but now she found herself kind of enjoying the warm, empty feeling. Still, she knew even with her sluggish thoughts that she needed to get covered up. Thankfully, right there on the bench in front of her was a brightly colored uniform, and a note.
 
    
 
   Courtney!
 
   You passed out on the drive and totally spilled your drink all over everything! I totally forgive you, but your clothes are trashed. Here's something you can wear for now… See you on the field!
 
   XOXO
 
    
 
   The note smelled pleasantly of bubblegum, and the girl found herself sniffing it just a little bit too long before suiting up. 
 
   Courtney blushed into the mirror, taking in the sight of herself in the far-too-revealing uniform. The skirt barely covered her bloomers, which had ended up being just a bit too small for her. They cupped her ass tightly, and she could feel the elastic material stretching right up against her most sensitive places.
 
   Trying to tug the skirt down more so only served to bring down the already low neckline, which made even her chest look impressive. She figured that was the intent, but it certainly wasn't her intent. Again, she resolved to wound Alexis at her earliest convenience for this. 
 
   Still trying to have the bloomers not turn into some kind of an impromptu thong/camel toe showcase, Courtney stepped very carefully out of the locker room. Following the sounds of spirited shouting, she made her way out to the field entrance and once more realized how blatantly outclassed she was. 
 
   Each girl on the field was currently contorting in all manner of incredibly alluring but still technically innocent stretches, and each girl had a body to die for. Busty, blonde and bubbly, each cheerleader pranced kicked and moved to the beat of a boombox nearby. 
 
   Courtney looked down and immediately reassessed that 'impressive' label she had put on her bust before, and turned to leave the field, only to hear Alexis shouting after her. Reluctantly she slinked over to the giggling pack of teens. 
 
   "Girls, this is my little friend Courtney! She's gonna be filling that empty spot we have, and I think she's gonna be soooo perfect! Everyone say hi!"
 
   All the girls clapped and smiled, giving her little bits of encouragement and saying things like "Ohmigod, she is sooo cute!" and "Awww, she's adorable!". By the end, Courtney felt more like a pet than a team-mate, but it beat the hell out of the catty, competitive pecking order she was expecting. 
 
   In fact, all the praise had made her feel a little funny… kind of floaty and tingly again. Courtney could suddenly see why her friend had seemed like such a ditz all the time. People giving you that much attention constantly would be enough to make her a little air-headed too, even without the fizzy pink drinks. 
 
   As it was, she found herself surprisingly enthusiastic about learning the stretches and moves, even when they felt a little… risqué. More than a few times she found herself sitting spread-eagle on the soft grass, the bloomers pressed even tighter against her sex. Instead of balking, Courtney found she just felt good, if a bit hot.
 
   One of the stretches had her just opening and closing her thighs, and each motion felt like someone running their finger up along her lips, ending with a pleasant little rub against her surprisingly aroused clit. Smiling dreamily to herself, she sort of spaced out while repeating the exercise. 
 
   Letting her eyes wander, she found herself eventually looking over at one of the other girls doing the same stretch. Open, close, open, close… Courtney found herself staring openly at the cute blonde as she continued spreading her legs. She moved in time with the other cheerleader, quickly finding herself breathing roughly.
 
   The other girl seemed not to notice, blithely and slowly wiping a few beads of sweat from her inner thigh. Her hand seemed to linger, sliding along her soft, immaculate skin and down to the tight, elastic cloth that so barely covered her slit. Courtney didn't consciously notice… but she was doing the same.
 
   Open, close, open, close… the girl's perfectly manicured hand reached the edge of the bloomers and slid effortlessly underneath them. From the way she pulled the cloth aside, Courtney could plainly see the girl's bare, plump lips as her fingers pressed between them.
 
   Open… rub… close… rub… Courtney's fingertips danced against her clit, and her thighs twitched from both the pleasant exercise and the extreme sensations. Still she stared over at the other girl, her eyes both locked on and yet unfocused.
 
   The tight fabric of the bloomers seemed to ride up on the cheerleader, helped along by gentle tugs as she pulled the cloth out of the way of her fun. As such, Courtney clearly saw the girl's shapely backside nearly exposed as the blonde leaned back more.
 
   For her part, the teen felt the soft, stretchy material rubbing along against her own ass in time with each stroke. For the first time in her life, she found herself wondering what her fingers might feel like back there. 
 
   She didn't have the time nor the focus to think on it much, as her 'partner' began to shake. Open and close turned into simply close as the girl began fucking herself hard with her fingers. Courtney followed suit, gasping and panting as she felt her own climax build. 
 
   Both girls cried out, their bodies tensing hard before exploding in sweet, sweaty release. The pleasure seemed to pulse inside of her, and Courtney found herself reeling a moment before blacking out completely. The last thing she saw before she fell completely was the the other girl winking, and blowing a kiss at her. 
 
   ***
 
   Courtney woke with a start, nearly bashing heads with Alexis. As she sputtered in confusion, she felt her friend quickly take her into a tight hug, wherein she realized two things. First, she was no longer on the field, and was instead now laying on one of the smooth wooden benches in the locker room. Second, both her and her friend were completely nude. 
 
   "Wha… huh? Where are my clothes?" Courtney sputtered, as she tried to cover her bare body and failed. 
 
   Alexis just giggled at her, laying a palm reassuringly on her chest and easing her back down onto the bench.
 
   "Relax, silly! No one is here. All the other girls went home after we showered. They said you'd be ok by the time we were done, and they were right."
 
   Courtney tried to calm herself, just as she tried not to dwell on the throbbing that was still taking place between her legs… or the feel of soft skin against her own. Had Alexis's breasts always been that big?
 
   She felt them press warmly against her arm as the older girl doted over her, and she was keenly aware of them as their soft points trailed along her skin. She had just enough time for her hazy mind to begin to wonder how they would fit in her mouth when she heard Alexis begin to speak once more.
 
   "You passed out during stretches… The girls and I carried you inside and I took your uniform off. You should've told me I got your size wrong, everything was so tight!" As she spoke, Alexis filled one of her hands with a sweet smelling lotion and began rubbing it slowly onto her friend's body.
 
   Courtney suppressed the urge to either moan or run.
 
   "What… what is this stuff? It tingles," she managed to mumble out. 
 
   "It's like, that special lotion the principal gave us. It's supposed to be so much better than the drinks. We've all been using it recently and it feels soooo good. Do you like it?" Alexis asked, continuing to spread the stuff slowly, and sensuously.
 
   "I… I think I do. It's intense. Like… like…" she struggled to think as the lotion began to make her skin heat up.
 
   "Like sex? Yeah, I know. Sometimes, I like, just smell this stuff and I get wet anymore."
 
   Normally, this would be the part where Courtney might say 'eww, gross' and mock her friend's open sexuality, but as the sweet smelling cream seeped into her body and the little sparks of pleasure began to really burn inside her, she found all she could muster was a nod.
 
   Inch by inch Alexis's hands pressed firmly against her, starting with lazy circles across her belly. She felt her body twitch in response, and numbly hoped that her friend couldn't tell how into the massage she was.
 
   "Doesn't this feel better? Coach Donovan says this stuff would make us the perfect cheerleaders, and that we should use it as much as we can… We spread it on our bodies, we wash our hair with it… we even lick it up some times. I love it," Alexis's voice had become breathy in her ear, and Courtney felt her legs begin to open on their own.
 
   Nothing made sense, and the teen felt herself fighting for some semblance of sanity under the overwhelming wave of lust that was crashing through her. Everything felt so weird, so dreamy, but the puddle that was growing under her felt very real, and very right.
 
   All resistances fell as she felt her friend's palms slide messily across the meager mounds of her breasts. She couldn't even manage to stifle the very sexual moan that slipped from her lips, and she heard a giggle in response.
 
   The scent of candy filled her nostrils as Alexis kneaded the sticky lotion onto her chest. The intensity of the aroma made her head spin a bit as her mouth began to water. Eyes closed, body writhing, her whole self was an given up to craving.
 
   She felt it, soft at first: A single finger, slowly circling along her lips. Without thinking, she stuck out her tongue and licked it lightly. The taste made her eyes roll back in her head, and she began to suckle mindlessly. As she lapped and kissed that one blessed finger, her friend's other hand had found one puffy nipple.
 
   Little pinches turned to little tugs as Courtney felt the peak of each of her small breasts toyed with. She squirmed, her body wiggling and her hands grasping tightly against the bench under her. 
 
   For a moment the touches ceased, and Courtney's body arched up with need before being pressed back down under the weight of her friend. Practically dripping with the same candy -scented lotion, Alexis's body slid slowly and perfectly against her own.
 
   Panting, her lips tingling from the cream and the hunger, Courtney pursed and kissed the open air. Every part in her mouth felt like it was made for sex, and she wanted something, anything to push its way inside her there. What she got was the sweet-tasting warmth of her friend's mouth as her pillowy lips met her own. 
 
   For a moment they stayed like that, their mouths together and wet. Slowly and inexorably their tongues met and began to explore, and their hands began to do the same. 
 
   Courtney's palms slid up Alexis's left leg where it rested between her own on the bench. Her whole body was in sensory overload as she squeezed lightly at the older girl's shapely thigh, enjoying every silky smooth inch of it. 
 
   Trailing upward, one hand continued on to cup Alexis's round ass, feeling the soft jiggle of its delicious curve in her palm. Her other hand pressed up until her fingers found her friend's dripping wet slit. Even light touching there was enough reward Courtney with harder, more intense kissing, and every motion pressed the other girl's massive tits against her own heaving chest. 
 
   As Alexis's movements became more rough, she broke the kiss. For a moment, Courtney opened her eyes and saw the older girl above her. Eyes half lidded and unfocused,  with thick, pink, fuckable lips pursed and wet…Courtney wanted nothing more than to be her.
 
   Alexis smiled. She moved her leg up and pressed it right against her friend's throbbing pussy as she lowered her own body down again. This time though, one of her round, perfect breasts was wobbling enticingly over Courtney's waiting mouth. The younger girl took the clue immediately. 
 
   Like the rest of the dripping girl, Alexis's nipple tasted of bubblegum and sex, and Courtney  sucked on it with abandon. It began almost unconsciously, but with each bob of her head against the young woman's breast, Courtney started to grind her dripping slit against Alexis's knee.
 
   The pressure between her legs was intense, and each bucking gyration worked more of the strange lotion into her sex. It overrode her mind with sheer animal lust, and she clawed desperately at her friend's back as her climax began to build. 
 
   Images of huge jiggling tits and perfectly curved asses slammed into her mind as Courtney began to twitch and shudder. Desperately she cling to the girl above her, lapping the lotion that dripped off of her pristine flesh. Each droplet tingled against her lips and tongue, until the throbbing pleasure in her mouth matched that of her quivering sex. 
 
   Sweet sensation gave way to an aching emptiness, and her gasping cries were swiftly stifled by two of her own fingers sliding into her pursed hole. Back arching, Courtney felt like her mind would break under the torrent of her own explosive need.  
 
   She only vaguely felt as Alexis pulled her hand away from her mouth, and for a moment her mouth opened and closed as if seeking out a new toy to suckle. Courtney's eyes opened slightly and all she saw was a bright pink sports bottle above her face. First a drip, then a stream of sparkling liquid fell into her mouth, all of which tasted of the same impossibly sweet candy. 
 
   Instinctively she swallowed, feeling a growing warmth in her body with every gulp. As more of it filled her, she felt a fuzzy sort of haze begin to spread in her beleaguered mind. It felt almost insanely pleasant, but it was making it harder and harder to think, even more so than before. 
 
   As the feeling grew in her mind, she reached up to pull the bottle away. As her lazy movements brought her hands over her breasts, she paused. Fat, wobbling mounts rested on her otherwise petite body… Tits that nearly rivaled those of her friend. In wonder she ran her hands over them, and the pleasure they resonated throughout her changing self eliminated any sort of cogent thought or errant concern. 
 
   Smiling, almost drooling in mindless sexual ecstasy, Courtney just relaxed and swallowed like the good girl she knew she always wanted to be.
 
   ***
 
   When Courtney woke up there was sun streaming in through her bedroom window. Dimly she licked some strangely sweet tasting drool from her lips, feeling intensely confused by how plump they felt… and how good. Gently touching them and shivering slightly from the sensation, she hardly noticed both the sound and sensation of buzzing that was coming from between her soft thighs. 
 
   Looking down slowly, she saw with an involuntary giggle that she'd pressed her phone up against the wet cloth of her panties sometime during the night, and the vibrating alarm was now sending all kinds of tingles throughout her body.
 
   Almost reluctantly she pulled the shaking device away, setting it gently on the bedside table. Her head seemed fuzzy, and the feeling didn't seem to want to clear up. She couldn't even remember what had happened to her the day before, her mind seemingly filled with incredibly vivid dreams about her own friend.
 
   She tried to muster some disgust or self-loathing for the thoughts, but thinking about it only seemed to make her more airheaded and aroused. Eventually she gave up trying and wandered out of the room to hunt down some tea, coffee… really anything to help her focus her scattered thoughts.
 
   Absentmindedly she tugged at the midriff baring white t-shirt that just barely covered the jiggling bulge of her breasts, giggling at the soft tickle of the cheap material along her sensitive skin. The unfamiliar weight of her tits seemed to pull her forward, causing her to thrust out both her chest and the fine curve of her ass as she minced to the kitchen. 
 
   Rummaging through the cupboards, she couldn't seem to find what she needed. The labels seemed to swim before her eyes and even when she managed to find the coffee, the bitter taste seemed so unappealing compared to her dreams of sweet, sticky perfection.
 
   Soon she found herself pawing through the fridge in search of another of her friend's fizzy sports drinks, her ass wiggling enticingly in the sheer, damp panties she was still wearing as she bent over low to search. She was so desperate for the taste that she didn't even hear her her friend's father come in.
 
   "Wow," was all he could manage in greeting, though parts of him wanted to give a better, more personal hello.
 
   On any other day, Courtney would've berated the man. Of course, on any other day she'd be in baggy jeans, sipping coffee and already sniping at him with snide remarks the second he hit the door. 
 
   She'd always hated him, but now… she couldn't seem to remember why. He always looked at her appreciatively, and she loved the attention. All those times he had made a pass at her, or copped a feel suddenly seemed sweet, caring. Additionally, as she straightened up and turned around, she saw he wasn't so bad looking himself. Handsome really, in a rugged sort of way. The kind of guy who could really hold a girl down and take her hard…
 
   Courtney's addled mind realized two things in semi-quick succession. First, the reason she felt so scatterbrained must be because she was just that horny. And second, she knew just the way she was going to fix that: in the naughtiest way possible.
 
   "Mmmm… 'Daddy', can you help me with something?" she said, one finger playfully touching one of her swollen lips.
 
   "I.. uh… sure, honey. What do you need?" Frank stammered, briefly wondering if his daughter's friend was playing some sort of cruel trick on him. The way her thick nipples stood out against her thin white shirt, and the dark wet patch on her panties both told him that the girl was legit.
 
   "Well, I'm like, soooo thirsty. I've looked, "she bent down once more into the fridge, this time ensuring her firm ass was well displayed, "in here, but there's nothing I want that'll fill me up. Can you help fill me up, 'Daddy'?"
 
   Half convinced he was dreaming, Frank stepped over to enticingly wiggling backside of the sultry teenager. For a moment he looked around, again thinking there was some kind of trick, or trap… and then the oversexed girl began to rub her ass against the front of his pants, cooing all the while.
 
   Never in human history has a man unzipped and removed his pants faster than Frank did just then, and his boxers followed suit just as quick. The second he stood back up he felt Courtney's warm, panty clad sex pressing against the head of his erection. Slowly she rolled her hips, sliding his throbbing length up and down between her covered lips. 
 
   "Fill me, Daddy… Fill up your good little girl…" she muttered, the empty pink cloud in her mind growing, pulsing out it's need into every inch of her increasingly sexy body. 
 
   Unable to control himself further, Frank tore her panties aside, plunging his cock into her steadily dripping pussy. She shook beneath him as her cunt squeezed tightly around his member, and as his hands gripped the sides of his daughter's firm ass, he realized she was already cumming. 
 
   It didn't slow him down. If anything, the gasping, whorish moans of the curvy teen in front of him made his cock even more painfully hard. Without a word he pulled back and began slamming inside her, feeling her push back eagerly against every thrust. 
 
   Courtney's mind was completely empty now, aside from the intense pleasure of the man's cock plunging into her again and again. Clumsily she grabbed at the shelves in the fridge, giggling as things fell out or one of her large, hanging tits slapped against her chin. 
 
   Gone was the sarcastic, clever girl, and in her place was an air-headed living fucktoy… and she was loving every second of it. She zoned out, any attempts at conscious thought driven from her giggling head by the rough and welcome treatment to her lower half. Then, with a big dumb smile on her face, she felt her 'daddy' cum inside of her.
 
   He was still reeling as she slid off his cock and fell to her knees in front of him. Her juices coated his still throbbing shaft, and as she took it between her pillowy lips, she found that everything tasted sweet as candy. 
 
   She moaned as she cleaned him, not for show, but out of the sheer sensation of a cock against her puffy pink lips. It felt easily as good, if not better than it had in her pussy, and she fucked her mouth against his length as he began to harden again. The feel of his hands suddenly gripping her shaggy brown hair was like heaven, and soon he was forcing her down on his shaft.
 
   Frank watched as the girl's breasts shook beneath him, and while it was hard for him to focus, he could almost swear the already sizable globes were swelling as he looked. The thought was oddly arousing, and he felt his body respond.
 
   "Courtney… hold up your tits for Daddy…" he said roughly, barely able to hold back.
 
   The teen complied, barely able to fit the bottoms of her breasts in her small hands. Still, she presented them for him, and gave him a big glowing smile as he began to thoroughly coat her face and chest in his cum. 
 
   Exhausted, and still a little scared that something was going to spoil the miracle, Frank patted the smiling girl's head.
 
   "Good girl… good goddamn girl…" he said, wearily as he wandered out of the kitchen. 
 
   Courtney just kneeled there, reveling in the feeling of her lover's cum dripping down between her tits and down over her belly. Never before had she felt so dirty and yet so right. Mindlessly she scooped a bit up and into her mouth, shaking with pleasure at the taste. 
 
   Slowly she came back to herself, less and less of her mind able to pierce the growing fog in her brain. Still, she burst to her feet in panic and disgust over how much of a slut she had been… before promptly giggling at the copious amount of cum that went dribbling down her leg. 
 
   Frightened, she covered her mouth.
 
   "What the heck is happening to me?! I'm turning into, like, some kind of a sexy little fucktoy!"
 
   Her eyes widened as she realized what she had said, and she ran to the bathroom. Tried to run, anyway, but it was very hard to do with tits like hers and still managing a sexy little wiggle to her walk… For a moment she considered just crawling, letting her fat nipples drag on the rough carpet as her open wet slit stayed visible and available to…
 
   Courtney stopped and slapped herself across the face. She had to get her head together, but it was so hard for a silly little girl like her. In fact, the more she realized just how stupid and airheaded she felt, the hornier she seemed to become. 
 
   As it was, she had stripped off her messy shirt and was already tugging on one erect nipple before she had managed to figure out how to close the door of the bathroom. Then she saw herself, for the first time since the day before.
 
   She didn't recognize herself, and for a moment she stared dumbly at the gorgeous and busty girl in the mirror, wondering just what her pussy would taste like… and then she realized that girl was her. 
 
   Gone was any sort of blemish on her skin, which was now smooth like silk and twice as soft. Her eyes, once a dark brown that practically twinkled with intellect were now a pale blue. They stayed open and nearly unfocused, and the best she could do to fix them was to flutter her eyelashes playfully. 
 
   Though she had felt them in the haze of her lust, Courtney still gasped as she saw the changes in her lips. Plump and pink, they pulled her mouth ever so slightly open at all times, making her look like she always wanted a kiss, or a cock. From the droplets of cum still resting on her face, it definitely looked like the latter. 
 
   Her hair was still the same shade of brown, but had grown to begin tickling her shoulders, and for a moment she found herself wondering how she'd look in pigtails before she stopped herself. The only reason she managed even that was because she saw her tits.
 
   Big was an understatement. Round, jiggling and almost impossibly perky, they stood out from her body and demanded attention. Worse, they seemed to demand even her attention, and Courtney found herself halfway between panic and worship as she looked at them. 
 
   "That's it… this… this is a dream, a nightmare… I'm gonna wake up in the morning, and be my old self again… with my long blonde hair, and my lips wrapped around a big fat cock while someone tugs at my… No!"
 
   With a cry of dismay, she hopped into the shower, hoping to get at least some of the deliciously distracting cum off of her titties. In shock, she grabbed the nearest bottle of body wash she could find, not noticing that it was bright pink and smelled like bubblegum.
 
   ***
 
   The warm water and warmer tingles helped to quickly ease her worried mind. She knew she had to get to figure out what was going on, but as the suds built up her tension melted away.
 
   "I'll… I'll go find Alexis. She'll know what to do… Just… just after this shower…" Her thoughts seemed to slow once more as she rubbed the bubblegum scented soap into her scalp. Soon, memories of her friend's dad taking her from behind became enticing, rather than alarming, and her new body felt truly sublime as she replayed the images in her mind. 
 
   She giggled to herself as attempts to scrub her wobbling tits ended up with the heavy flesh slipping out of her hands and spraying candy bubbles against her face. Eventually, she found she could barely see from both the steam and the suds, but by then she had ceased trying to get clean. 
 
   Instead, her fingers were stroking the sides of her growing tits, cooing and gasping as the heat in her body increased with every touch. By the time her exploration had reached the thick tips of her nipples, her thighs were rubbing together with need and her tongue lashed against her plush lips. 
 
   Soapy, long blonde hair plastered against her face, the young girl bent over in the hot spray of the water. The pressure was strong, and the steady stream that danced against her ass and pussy was enough to get her panting with lust. 
 
   Tugging at her nipples now, moaning like a whore, Courtney reached down between her legs and began to flick her clit as the water pushed against her slick lips. Shaking with mindless want, and shamelessly pleasuring herself, she didn't hear the shower door open… not that she would have cared.
 
   Nor did she care as her hand was pulled away from her slit. She merely brought it up to her other nipple and began stroking it downward, milking it as slender, feminine fingers slipped inside her. 
 
   It felt like heaven and hell both as two soft digits moved in and and out, touching her in ways she didn't even know existed. Then, just as she felt the sensations couldn't be any more maddening, she felt the press of warm flesh against her asshole.
 
   Her body responded well before she could think, and accepted the thumb deep inside her. Her eyes fluttered as her body was the fingers began to move faster. Even as they teased and toyed her jiggling body,  Courtney felt another hand slide around her waist. 
 
   Firm, soapy breasts pressed against her back as Alexis continued to slip in and out.
 
   "That's a good little bimbo… cum for me… "
 
   Courtney tried to fight it, tried to stop her round, bubble butt from pressing back against the long, dexterous fingers fucking it. She tried to pull her hands away from her growing tits, swollen and needy. Lastly, she tried not to enjoy just how good being a dumb little fucktoy felt. She failed.
 
   ***
 
   Courtney was on her hands and knees, her mouth filled with delicious cock. She was happy to be on all fours, because it was getting harder and harder to stay upright with her massive tits, and she loved the way her ass felt as it thrust out behind her. 
 
   She didn't know who's cock it was… she never thought to ask. Of course, she didn't really do a lot of thinking anymore. Mostly she just smiled, and bounced, and bent over for the nice boys and girls who liked to touch her lots. 
 
   Alexis let her join the team, even though she couldn't do any of the moves all the other girls could. Still, she was real good at stretches, especially the splits. At least that's what the others said, and they were super smart. 
 
   It helped that Courtney's uniform was custom made. It had to be, with the size of her breasts. They hung openly and impossibly out of her top, with bright pink hearts just big enough to barely cover her nipples. Her skirt was a joke, only covering the barest parts of her ass. 
 
   Bloomers weren't allowed, and instead the little bimbo made do with a nice pink thong. She loved it, and the way the soft, bubblegum scented cloth slid between her wet lips during practice. Plus, the other girls always seemed to find it funny when they caught her sucking on it between sets.
 
   Alexis looked down with a cruel grin at her friend. She'd always secretely hated the girl and her smug attitude. Day in and day out the older girl had dealt with her snide little friend and her constant complaints, and of course, her hatred of cheer leading. 
 
   When Coach Donovan came to her and told her she could finally have her revenge, she of course didn't believe him. A few sips of a strange new sports drink he gave her and she was happily on board. Soon she was giggling and passing out the stuff to the whole squad…
 
   Now, she was watching her stuck up friend sucking noisily on Coach Donovan's cock, and she felt the thrill of victory. True, sacrifices were made… she had to buy a whole new set of bras herself, and her own mind wasn't quite what it used to be. Staring down at the shameless wiggle of that perfect ass and the dripping slit below it, she knew it was worth it. 
 
   "Well done, Alexis… well done. This was a sterling trial run for my new 'sports drink' and you've performed admirably. There is, of course, still the problem of the missing mascot on your team though…" 
 
   As he spoke, Craig Donovan pointed over at the mural on the office wall. 'Halford High Bimbos!' it read in big bubbly letters. The cartoon mascot was equally bubbly, her breasts impossibly large and her lips open and hungry. 
 
   "But, but… Courtney, she's the mascot! I mean, look at her, she's perfect for it!" Alexis stammered, as she saw the wolfish look in Coach Donovan's eyes. 
 
   "Courtney? No, no, no! Her breasts are much too small, and she's simply much too smart for that, honey… No, I have another candidate in mind. Plus, I finally get to find out what maximum saturation does with this stuff!"
 
   Without losing a beat from his ongoing blowjob, Craig reached back and grabbed a jar from the desk behind him. The stuff inside glowed with unnatural light, filling the room with a warm pink glow. 
 
   The second he opened the lid, Alexis felt the scent of bubblegum and sex wash over her. Her nipples stiffened in response, and any thoughts of running fled under the pounding pulse of her throbbing clit. 
 
   Wordlessly, mindlessly she reached for the jar, clumsily scooping the substance out and stuffing it in her mouth. Then, with a moan, she began pouring it down her shirt and squeezing it onto her tits. 
 
   The first orgasm hit the second the glowing pink touched her nipples, which pulled out from her body in a mix of pleasure and pain. Falling to her hands and knees roughly, she realized with a shock that her tits now dragged the ground. The thought sent shivers through her already shaky body, but no more than the view did.
 
    Courtney's pussy dripped invitingly in front of her, and her tongue slid out from her puffy pink lips in response. Alexis crawled slowly over to her friend's delicious sex, barely able to pull her thong aside before lapping away. 
 
   "Go ahead and keep yourself occupied for a bit, cutie… I've got to make a call," Craig said down to her, not expecting a response. Once the stuff was done with her he would be surprised if she remembered her own name.
 
   The phone picked up on the first ring… people were learning quickly not to make Craig Donovan wait.
 
   "Stuff worked like a charm… Let's work on mass production. I want the drink, the lotion… all of it on every shelf in this town."
 
   He hung up right after, knowing they wouldn't fail. Besides, if they did, he could always use a new pet or two.
 
   ***
 
   Mary sighed as she stepped in the door. It had been a long business trip, and she was glad to be home, but she wasn't looking forward to dealing with her daughter's constant sarcasm again. Worse, her conversations with her husband had seemed off somehow, and she was really dreading what that might imply. 
 
    Thankfully, the house was nice and quiet for now, and the caretaker had kept it well-looked after and pristine. The worn out woman figured she had just enough energy for a good long bath before bed. Nearly stumbling through the bathroom door, she nonetheless stripped down quickly. As the bath filled she smiled, watching the comforting steam rise up to meet her weary body.
 
   Then she smelled it, something like candy. Looking around, she spotted a hot pink bottle on the rim of the bath. Picking it up, she inhaled deeply, amazed at the way the scent seemed to send tingles down her spine. 
 
   With a smile, she poured what was left in the bottle into the bath before sliding into the growing wall of suds. As the bubbles surrounded her, she felt her worries begin to float away....
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